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Tyler hadn’t planned to leave Boston. He’d liked city life, especially his very own bachelor pad. He’d been stunned when the lawyers of some far-distant relative had called to let Tyler know he was the next-of-kin. He’d inherited a house in the suburbs,  which he’d driven out to see on a whim, fully expecting to sell the place. He was young and single, he had no use for an old family home.




Once he’d got there, something had attracted Tyler to the place. It was impractical, the yard was overgrown and every room needed a lick of paint. Still, he liked it. Maybe it was just the age of the house. Tyler had never lived in a building older than himself before. It felt mysterious, and a little thrilling. 




The decision to keep the place had happened quickly. All the forms had been signed and Tyler had moved his stuff down before the first week in October. His possessions looked oddly sparse now that he had so much more space.




Even when he’d unpacked everything, Tyler couldn’t shake a strange urge. It was almost as if he wanted to mark his territory. It seemed to follow him around the house, a vague feeling that he should claim it. Tyler must have been imagining things, because he swore he could feel someone watching him. At first, he dismissed it as just the unsettled feeling of being in a new place.




After two weeks, Tyler was sure it was more than that. He could feel eyes on him. Undressing him. The sensation was strongest whenever Tyler stripped out of his clothes at the end of the day, or went to lather himself up in the bedroom’s big en-suite shower.




It made Tyler horny. He hadn’t had so many random boners since he was a teenager. If he hadn’t lived alone, it might’ve been embarrassing. Instead, Tyler quite enjoyed it. He jerked off every night, not bothering to cover himself.




No matter how often Tyler took himself in hand, the urge grew stronger. One afternoon, when Tyler was trying to focus on work, it became almost unbearable. He got up from the desk in his bedroom, wandering out into the hall. Stretching his legs might distract him.




It seemed to, at first. Even after two weeks, his new home still had plenty of secrets. Tyler walked to the other end of the house, where the older bedroom looked out onto the still-overgrown yard.




There was nothing in the room except an ancient-looking dressing table and mirror. As he looked at it, Tyler thought he caught a glimpse of a reflection. It was gone almost before he knew he’d seen it. He told himself he must’ve imagined it.




Still, the thought that someone might be watching, unseen, sent the blood rushing to Tyler’s dick. He palmed his thick length through his jeans, giving a moan that echoed against the bare walls.




It was broad daylight, and the window was wide open, but still Tyler felt an unseasonable chill as he opened the buttons of his pants. He pushed them down just enough to take his cock out, squeezing his fingers around it.




Rocking his hips forward, Tyler’s erection stiffened as it crossed his mind how good his ass must look, flexing and relaxing. It wasn’t a thought Tyler had ever had. Before he could stop to think about it, he felt something brush against the tip of his cock.




There was nothing there. Yet Tyler was so sure he’d felt it. He stroked his hand faster over his dick, thumb moving against the head. He could feel his orgasm building, faster and hotter than should have been possible.




“Come now,” a voice eerily close to Tyler’s ear whispered, sending a cold shiver down his spine. It went straight to his cock, a loud groan escaping his lips as he came. His hot seed shot forward, streaks covering the mirror. Tyler could swear he heard a woman’s moan echo around him.




He looked to either side, the aftershocks of his orgasm still tingling through him. “Who’s there?” he asked. “Who are you?” The absurd thing was, he genuinely expected someone to answer.




Into the silence, Tyler frowned. “I know you’ve been watching me,” he challenged. “At least tell me who you are.”




There was no response for so long that Tyler had to wonder if he was just being ridiculous. Suddenly, there was a coldness that he was sure hadn’t been there before. A chill that traveled down Tyler’s spine. He briefly wondered if that would be it. Then, there was another chill, this time accompanied by a whisper.




“Astrid,” the voice echoed. It was definitely the same voice that had pushed Tyler through his orgasm.




“Astrid,” Tyler repeated. It wasn’t a name he would ever have come up with. The alone reassured him that maybe this was real. He tucked his cock away, doing up the buttons on his jeans. He’d need to clean the mirror, later. Except, when Tyler looked, there was no sign of his cum splashed across the shiny surface. He was sure there had been before.




“What is it that you want, Astrid?” Tyler asked, trying not to sound as scared as he felt. Whatever was happening, it was like nothing Tyler had ever experienced. He had no idea what Astrid might do to him. As much as the idea frightened him, Tyler felt a surge of arousal.




Once again there was a long pause, to a point where Tyler thought maybe that was all he would get. Then there was another chill and she spoke again. “You,” she said. That sent a very different sort of chill down Tyler’s spine. It didn’t sound threatening. If anything, it sounded kind of... seductive.




“I’ve enjoyed watching you,” the whisper echoed. This time, when Tyler looked at the mirror there was a faint outline of a woman. It startled him enough to turn around. There was no one there, even though Tyler could feel her presence.




It was unsettling, how much it didn’t bother him. Tyler felt as though it should. Any disgust or unease he ought to have felt at being watched was simply not there. Instead, there was only desire and a slight chill of fear.




“Is that all you want?” Tyler heard himself ask. “To watch?”




Tyler wasn’t sure what he was going to do if it wasn’t.




This time, Tyler was ready for the silence. He waited patiently. Whether it was that or him just not noticing it as much now that he wasn’t as frightened, the voice replied much quicker. “For now,” she said. Tyler had no idea what that even meant. Before he had the chance to ask, he was startled by what felt like a cold hand against his stomach. Not against his clothes, but under them.




“Always so hard,” the voice whispered. “Such a beautiful cock.”




Tyler moaned. He swore he head the voice sighing along with him. It could just as easily have been the wind in the trees outside. That would be the logical explanation - but none of this was logical. 




Even though his orgasm had been barely ten minutes before, Tyler’s cock stiffened. His body was responding to the voice the same way it might respond to a physical touch.




“Not now,” Tyler objected. He couldn’t spend his whole day jerking off. He shouldn’t. “Later,” he found himself promising.




The way he said ‘later’ seemed to echo around him, as if she - Astrid - repeated the word. It was kind of thrilling to know that she’d want to be there for whenever later was, that she wanted to watch him jerk off. Just as suddenly as it had been there, the presence was gone. Tyler could tell because the air suddenly seemed different.




He wasn’t really sure what the protocol was for when your house was haunted by a ghost who liked to watch you masturbate, but maybe he’d Google it.




◆◆◆




In the three days since his experience with Astrid, Tyler had started to seriously doubt that what he remembered had actually happened. The internet hadn’t told him anything useful, and though Tyler had jerked off every night, he’d always felt alone.




In a weird way, Tyler missed the feeling that someone was watching.




The fourth day was a Saturday. Tyler had nothing very much planned. He’d stocked up on groceries, chatted to a few of his neighbors, and returned home. The empty bedroom upstairs almost called to him. Tyler resisted it for as long as he could and then, abruptly, decided to go and have a look.




After all, there was no point in having an empty bedroom. Tyler ought to repaint and buy some furniture. It would make a nice guest room, if any of his friends came out from Boston to visit.




All day, Tyler half-expected to feel Astrid’s presence. By the time he’d measured all the walls, and straightened up the shelves, Tyler had given up on anything unusual happening. He ordered himself a pizza and kicked back with a beer and a movie.




It was late by the time he went upstairs to bed. Tyler didn’t feel tired. He stripped slowly out of his clothes, admiring his reflection in the mirror. His hand wandered down to his cock, giving it a few quick strokes before he stopped.




If he were going to do this, he might as well do it properly.




Tyler stretched out on the bed, spreading his legs slightly. He wrapped his fingers around his dick, stroking slowly and feeling the pleasure build behind his balls. Just as he opened his mouth on a moan, he heard a rustle. It sounded like fabric,  followed by the faint click of heels on the wooden floor.




“Astrid?”




Instead of an immediate answer, there was a soft but cool touch against Tyler’s stomach. Despite the chill, it also sent a huge thrill down his body. His dick seemed to harden even more if that was possible. He moaned loudly and the touch returned. It was still cold but also somehow so hot. Tyler thrust up into his own fist, groaning loudly.




“Stroke yourself faster,” the voice next to his ear whispered. Tyler couldn’t see anyone, but he felt a breath against his neck. “Show me, show me how you like it.”




“Fuck!” Part of Tyler wanted to obey, to stroke faster and bring on the orgasm he’d been hoping for since he’d first felt Astrid’s presence. He couldn’t completely ignore the fear that quickened his pulse, that made his palms sweat unpleasantly.




“What will you do if I stop?” Tyler didn’t know what Astrid could do. She could touch him. Did that mean she could hurt him?




The thought of phantom nails raking down his skin made Tyler’s dick pulse in his hand. He should stop. It was ridiculous to jerk off because a ghost wanted to watch - but Tyler couldn’t forget how good it had felt.




There was a pause, but Tyler knew she was still there. The coolness against his skin was still present. Astrid didn’t drag ghostly nails over his skin, but she did run a hand down his stomach and over his thighs. Or at least it felt like a touch from a hand. It was still cool, but it also sent waves of arousal through Tyler.




“I’ll be disappointed,” she answered finally. It almost startled a laugh from Tyler. He had wondered if she’d hurt him, he hadn’t expected disappointment. “Why would you stop?” Astrid asked, the words echoing around him. Suddenly, Tyler felt that cool touch brush over his cock with his hand still wrapped around it.




The amount of brainpower required to answer that question was definitely more than Tyler had. He bucked his hips up, frantic to get more of that touch. Astrid seemed to pull away, almost as if she were demanding a response from Tyler before she would continue.




What could he say? ‘You’re a ghost’? Tyler had no idea whether that would be hurtful. The internet definitely hadn’t given him any advice on how not to offend the ghost that wanted to watch him masturbate.




“This is a little… strange,” Tyler settled on. “I don’t usually jerk off with someone watching.”




“Shame,” Astrid announced instantly. “You’re very nice to watch.” Tyler hadn’t expected that either. The internet had been very clear that haunted houses were scary. Tyler was haunted by a ghost who wanted to watch him get off. That was... not that scary. Especially not when she touched him.




His breath caught as Astrid’s ghostly touch slid over his thighs. It left a tingle there that seemed to run upwards, making his balls tighten. “Faster,” she instructed again. Tyler honest to God thought that for a moment there was a tongue licking over the tip of his cock.




“Are you always this bossy?” Tyler asked, and then bit his lip. That wasn’t what he’d meant to say. Nor had he really meant to start stroking faster, but the touch against his cock felt so good. It was easy to forget that Tyler had been planning to resist.




He stroked his fingers faster over his cock, tipping his head back. If he closed his eyes, the sensation of Astrid’s touch seemed so much stronger. He thrust his hips forward, moaning when the tingling spread all the way down to the base of his dick. “Fuck! That feels amazing.”




The second try to push up was stopped by a hard touch against his hips. Like Astrid held him down. That sent such a shock of excitement down Tyler’s spine that he cried out loudly. With his eyes still closed, he could almost imagine her being actually there, especially when that touch against his cock returned. It was like having his cock licked while he was also having his fingers wrapped around it.




“I like things a particular way,” Astrid said. “And I especially like it when you do as I tell you to.” That echoed around him and her touch disappeared. That just made Tyler want it even more.




He could tell she was still there, still watching. Tyler lifted his free hand to brush against his nipples, and he swore he felt the air vibrate with excitement. It sent a thrill through Tyler. He stroked his fingers even faster along his dick, twisting them at the head the way he liked.




“I will,” he promised. “I will, I’ll do what you say. Please don’t go.”




When she didn’t immediately reply, Tyler worried. The cool touch returned, brushing over his ribs. “Good,” Astrid praised and it did sound like praise. “Be good for me,” she instructed, “and I’ll reward you.” That was unexpected. It made Tyler want to try, especially if she touched his cock again.




There was another whisper against his ear and Tyler groaned. He tried to lean into it but there wasn’t anything to lean into. “Stroke yourself faster,” Astrid instructed for the third time.




Tyler’s fingers tightened around his cock. He stroked as fast as he was able, bouncing his hips up off the bed to add to the momentum. This time, there was no weight against his hips holding him down. Instead, Tyler felt the chill against his ribs spread, tingling over his skin. It felt almost like breasts pressing down over him, only without the weight. The thought made Tyler gasp.




“Like this?” Tyler asked, suddenly feeling desperate for Astrid’s praise. He wanted to do well for her, to do exactly as she asked. “I don’t think I can go any faster.”




“Yes, yes, just like that,” Astrid encouraged. “So good. Such a good boy,” she praised. It went straight to Tyler’s cock.




There was another cool touch, like her hand joined his around his cock. It felt like she was touching him under his own hand, letting him fuck into her fingers but also his own as they gripped tighter.




“Come for me,” Astrid whispered. “Come for me hard.”




Tyler moaned, his eyes flying open. He almost expected to see Astrid. Somehow, the fact that she wasn’t physically there was even hotter. Tyler pushed his hips up, the muscles in his arm flexing as he stroked his cock hard and fast.




He felt the cool touch constrict, like Astrid’s hand was tightening. The same tingling feeling brushed against his balls. “Fuuuck!” Tyler cried out as he came. His seed was hot against his fingers and his stomach, but he still felt a lingering chill against his skin.




“Good boy, so good,” Astrid repeated. Tyler’s breath came in harsh gasps. The coolness lingered and then just as suddenly as it had appeared, it was gone. She was gone. When Tyler glanced down, his cum had disappeared from his stomach and chest, just like it had done from the mirror days ago.




Tyler’s body felt good, and it was easy to pull the covers up and fall into a deep sleep.




◆◆◆




Over the next week, things stayed very much the same. Tyler jerked off more than usual, but it didn’t feel like jerking off. He knew Astrid was with him, was watching him. She gave him instructions about how fast or slow to touch himself, encouraged him to keep going when he got close. She even praised him after, telling him how good he was, and how much it pleased her to watch him.




It was still weird, but nothing bad was happening. Tyler almost started to get used to it.




The end of October was nearing, and the weather was getting colder. Tyler had spent most of the morning in the yard, wanting to clear the worst of the leaves before the expected thunderstorm.




When he came in for a coffee, the kitchen was oddly cold. “Astrid?” Tyler asked. He was getting good at knowing when she was around, though she wouldn’t always talk to him.




She didn’t really have to. The drop in temperature came with something else, too. Tyler’s cock hardened almost as soon as he felt it. Astrid seemed to bring both - a ghostly cool and hot arousal. Tyler had to shift to readjust himself in the jeans he was wearing. He felt her touch against his side, under his clothes. She was, he had learned in the past week, very good at touching him exactly where she wanted, avoiding all of the layers of clothing.




“I want you,” Astrid’s voice whispered and Tyler startled because suddenly there was a cool touch against his ass. He could feel her give it a squeeze. It felt odd, like something a girlfriend might do. “Take your pants off,” the voice instructed.




Tyler hesitated, but only for a moment. He liked the rewards that came with following Astrid’s instructions. His orgasms were more intense, and the way the touch brushed against his skin was almost addictive.




“In the kitchen?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. His hand moved to the buttons of his jeans. Opening them gave his hard cock some much-needed room. Tyler gave a sigh of relief.




There wasn’t a discouraging response. Astrid’s ghostly touch just seemed to get tighter against Tyler’s ass. Then, almost suddenly, there was a coolness against Tyler’s cock that made him cry out. Closing his eyes, he easily recognized the sensation of having a tongue against him. It was... different. There was no heat and no wetness, but it was still soft, teasing as it licked over the tip.




Tyler groaned, shoving his jeans the rest of the way down. It was so tempting to lean into Astrid’s touch. Tyler had to remind himself that there was nothing really there. Instead, he braced himself against the kitchen counter with one hand, knuckles almost white as he bucked his hips forward.




“It feels like your mouth on me,” he panted. He wrapped his free hand around his cock, stroking slowly. He tried to keep pace with the tingling touch against his dick. “Please,” he begged, not really sure what he was begging for. “I wish I could touch you.”




The combination of his hand and Astrid’s ghostly touch made Tyler's body tingle. It wasn't like anything he'd ever felt before. There were elements of it that felt like a blowjob but also a handjob at the same time. There was a touch against his ass again, like she was trying to pull him in closer. He wanted to fuck forward so much, but she wasn't really there.




“Soon,” the voice whispered suddenly against Tyler's ear. It was almost eerie. Tyler was first concerned with the loss of feeling Astrid around his cock. He didn't have to wait long. The ghostly coolness returned with force, making Tyler cry out loudly.




“Yes, Astrid,” he moaned. Her mouth - or the chill that felt like a mouth - tightened around Tyler’s cock. He bucked forward, fucking steadily into his hand. “It feels so good.” The touch against his ass moved once more, urging Tyler’s hips to thrust again and again.




He must have found a pace she liked. Tyler heard a muffled moan and felt the cool touch around his cock vibrate. “God.” His hand clutched at his thigh, wishing he could grab hold of Astrid’s hair and fuck her mouth the way he wanted. “Tell me what to do,” he urged.




The loss of her mouth was instant. Suddenly the cold air was behind him, ghostly hands brushing down Tyler’s sides. “Enjoy it,” Astrid’s voice told him before that tongue he had felt pressed against his asshole. It made Tyler give a loud, unexpected whine. Every nerve-ending in his body stood on edge. The feeling was like nothing he’d ever experienced. No girlfriend of his had ever done this.




Even knowing that her tongue wasn’t actually there didn’t stop Tyler from pressing back more. It felt so different, almost tingly. Shocks of pleasure traveled to Tyler’s cock, his balls tightening.




He rocked his hips, forward into his hand and then back against the chill that seemed to slide inside him. “Fuck, Astrid!” Tyler cried out. She responded by pushing her tongue harder against him, pressing even deeper. Tyler could feel his asshole opening, letting the sensations thrust in and then out again.




At that moment, Tyler didn’t care whether it was really happening or not. It felt amazing, in a way that made every nerve-ending stand to attention. He squeezed one hand around the base of his cock, not wanting to come yet.




It was hard not to, though, not when Astrid’s tongue seemed to know exactly what it was doing. And then, just as quickly it returned to Tyler’s cock. He would’ve cried out in need, but the feeling was so good. The moan he gave seemed to resound around the kitchen. Then, what Tyler was sure was a finger slid to replace where Astrid’s tongue had been before.




The tip of it teased against his hole. While the feeling wasn’t quite the same as the ghostly tongue had been, it still felt great. A soft, teasing touch that was so naughty. Especially when combined with having a ghost blow him.




Tyler could still feel his own hand around his cock, the pressure of his fingers making pleasure spread through him. Astrid’s hand and mouth were somehow separate from that. If anything, Tyler could feel them more intensely. It was almost as if they were more real than he was.




He groaned even louder when the teasing finger pushed past the ring of muscles Astrid had loosened with her tongue. Tyler had never had a finger up his ass before, but if it felt like this, it was definitely something he was going to try again. “Please,” he whined, once again not sure what he was begging for. “I need - more. More anything. More of you.”




Instead of more, Astrid went faster. Her mouth moved back and forth in the opposite way to Tyler’s fist which was just not something he’d ever experienced before. But then, he’d never had a blowjob from a ghost either. Just as Tyler was nearing the edge of his orgasm, the finger in his ass slid further in and he could swear he felt another join it.




The feeling was enough to send him over that last barrier. Tyler’s hips snapped forward. A loud cry fell from his lips, cock pressing into his tight fist and Astrid’s ghostly mouth.




His knees almost buckled with the force of his orgasm. Tyler imagined he felt Astrid’s arms helping hold him up. He opened his eyes, wishing he could see her, but there was just his kitchen. “Fuck, Astrid, that was amazing,” he said, as soon as he’d got his breath back.




“Is there anything I can do for you?” It hardly seemed fair that Tyler got to come and Astrid didn’t. Though, Tyler didn’t know if ghosts could come. Astrid clearly enjoyed watching, but Tyler wished he could repay the favor.




“You’ll be able to, soon,” she said. It very much sounded like a promise. Tyler didn’t know what to make of that, what she meant by it. “Halloween,” the whisper echoed around them. Tyler almost expected the ghostly presence to disappear. She didn’t. Instead, he felt her cool touch brush over his back. It felt as if she was exploring his body, familiarising herself with it.




He gave a soft moan, wanting so badly to lean into her touch. “You’ll do just as I say, won’t you, Tyler? So obedient, so good for me.”




Tyler felt his stomach tighten, his pulse quickening. “I will,” he promised. His body felt alight with a mixture of nerves and excitement. He wasn’t sure what Astrid was going to want him to do. Nothing she’d asked of him so far had been bad.




It was probably dangerous to make vague promises to a ghost. Tyler’s desire made it easy to push that feeling away. The memory of Astrid’s touch against his ass almost made Tyler moan again.




“Will you be here again before Halloween?” Tyler asked.




A laugh echoed around Tyler and he was surprised how good it felt to know he’d made Astrid laugh. There was amusement in her tone that he really hadn’t anticipated. He liked it. “Yes,” she confirmed, and there was another cool touch against Tyler’s ass, like she stroked over it. “So good,” she praised. It was so strange how much praise affected Tyler but he did like it. He wanted to earn more of it.




“Soon,” Astrid promised and then the cool touch was gone, her presence from the kitchen was gone. Tyler could tell instantly and not just because he wished she for her to still be there.




It took him a moment to remember what he'd come into the kitchen for. He pulled his trousers back up. It was only then that he noticed, once again, the lack of cum for him to clean up.




◆◆◆




As Halloween drew closer, Tyler found it harder and harder to contain his excitement. Every time he felt Astrid's presence, he would ask her what, exactly, was going to happen. She never answered. Tyler was too distracted by her touch to notice that she only gave vague hints. All he knew was that he'd be able to do something for her, perhaps touch her in all the ways he wanted to.




As well as haunting the house, Astrid started to haunt Tyler's dreams. Every night, his vision of her became more and more detailed. In his mind, she was a blonde, slightly older than him, with an amazing figure. Even the tone of Astrid's voice was enough to get Tyler hard, a fact she used to her advantage more than once.




Tyler hadn't known what to expect on October 31st, but it certainly hadn't been a totally normal day. He showered and dressed without feeling Astrid nearby at all. Around lunchtime, he even tried jerking off, hoping that might get her attention. Nothing happened.




All evening, Tyler handed out sweets to the trick-or-treaters, his stomach twisting with anxiety. What if Astrid did nothing? She was, after all, not of this world. How did Tyler know he could trust her?




It was dark by the time Tyler gave up. The wind whipped through the trees, and as far as Tyler could see from his windows, there was no moon. He trudged slowly up the stairs, feeling horny and frustrated.




In a last-ditch attempt, Tyler stopped at the empty bedroom, but even there he couldn’t feel anything. He'd been stupid to believe that just because it was Halloween, something would happen.




Then Tyler heard it. A voice called his name, and Tyler was instantly hard. He adjusted his cock on the way to his bedroom. In the doorway, he stopped dead.




“Astrid?”




And there she was, just like in his dreams. Blonde hair, falling just short of her shoulders. She was wearing a black dress that gave Tyler a distinct feel of the 1920s. It shimmered as she turned to face him, her lips so red and skin so... alive. Tyler took a step closer and Astrid smiled, holding a hand out to him.




Tentatively, Tyler reached out. The touch was almost electric. But it was also definitely there. He could touch Astrid, feel her, just like he’d imagined. Astrid took a step closer, too, reaching to stroke a hand over Tyler’s side, just like she had done many times before. This time, the touch wasn’t ghostly. It wasn’t cool. Instead, it sent a scalding heat down Tyler’s body.




“You can make me come now,” she told him with a grin. “I would very much enjoy that.”




Tyler’s laugh caught in his throat. The sound he made was half a moan as he reached out to set his hand on Astrid’s waist. He could feel the curve of her body under her dress. The roundness of her breasts made Tyler long to cup them in his hands. He wanted to feel Astrid’s nipples pebble against his palms. He wanted to hear the sounds she would make if he pinched them between his fingers.




Remembering all the promises Astrid had made of what they could do ‘soon’, Tyler hardly knew where to begin. He wanted to taste Astrid, and he wanted to pin her under him and fill her up with his cock. Not knowing how to decide, he looked down into her eyes.




“Tell me what to do,” he asked. “You’ve been waiting a long time, it should be your choice.”




“It should,” she agreed with a grin. Then, so slowly that Tyler had to hold his breath, she leaned in to press her lips against his. At first, her kiss was soft and almost too light, but then she deepened it. Astrid’s teeth grazed over Tyler’s lower lip. It made him moan. She seemed to know exactly what she wanted and what she was doing. Astrid’s tongue teased its way into Tyler’s mouth, seeking out his to play with.




He pulled her body tighter against him, loving how solid she felt. When she finally pulled back, Tyler was completely breathless. It took him a moment to realize that Astrid was speaking again.




“Take your clothes off,” she instructed, taking a step back. Her gaze swept over Tyler and he suddenly felt like he was being watched again, like how he had felt ever since he’d moved into this house. “I love seeing you strip,” Astrid hummed.




Her eyes were bright as Tyler slowly drew his shirt over his head. He could almost see the hunger in them. It made Tyler feel warm all over. Following her gaze, Tyler looked down over his bare chest. Teasingly, he circled one finger around his nipple, biting his lip to catch a moan as it hardened in response.




His hands moved to the buttons of his pants. Tyler took them off slowly, his hips moving from side to side as if he were dancing. Once he as down to just his boxers, Tyler paused. He could feel the heat radiating off Astrid’s body, she was still so near. “Won’t you help?” he asked.




“Yes,” she drew out with a smile, closing the distance between them once more.




Astrid reached out, her hands soft as they ran over Tyler’s sides. He could tell she was exploring and he hardly planned to stop her. If they got one day a year to do this, the least he could do was let her touch him however she wanted. To then see Astrid fall to her knees in front of him made Tyler swallow a groan before she had even touched him.




She didn’t hesitate to pull his boxers down, letting Tyler’s cock spring free. “So gorgeous,” Astrid hummed. Tyler cried out when she brought her tongue out to lick over his already extremely hard cock. It was such a strange sensation because Tyler knew what Astrid’s tongue felt like, but he’d not felt it so hot and so wet.




Astrid closed her mouth around him, making Tyler swear softly. Her hands held his hips steady, stopping him from thrusting forward. She licked carefully over every inch of Tyler’s cock. It was clear she was taking her time, exploring him. She glanced up, and Tyler swore he could feel the weight of her gaze on him.




He reached out, stroking a hand through her hair. He didn’t tug or try to guide her mouth. If Astrid wanted to suck Tyler’s cock slowly, he wasn’t going to object. “Fuck, that feels good. I’ve thought about this so much. I wondered what you’d look like, what you’d feel like.” So far, it was better than Tyler had imagined.




In response, Astrid moaned and the sound vibrated through Tyler, making him cry out. This definitely felt different than when she’d done it as a ghost. God, what a thought. It made Tyler reach down and slide a hand over Astrid’s shoulder, needing to check that she was really there. She pulled back, pressing a soft kiss against Tyler’s thigh before she stood up again.




Her lips were hot against Tyler’s and Astrid scraped her teeth over the lower lip again. She moved one hand against Tyler’s hip, giving it a squeeze and then turned around in his hands. “Undo my dress,” she instructed, tilting her head to one side as if to invite Tyler to press kisses there.




He did. Astrid’s skin was hot under his lips. Maybe that was just in contrast to how cold Tyler knew she’d been before. “You’re gorgeous, too,” he said, as he drew the zip down slowly.




His cock twitched with interest as he lowered the zip over Astrid’s ass, revealing lace panties which left nothing to the imagination. Tyler stepped forward, pressing his erection against the skin of Astrid’s thigh. Letting the dress fall, he lifted his hands to cup Astrid’s breasts.




She pushed into his touch, giving a moan. “I want to feel your mouth between my legs,” she told Tyler. Turning back to face him, she gave Tyler a grin, sliding a hand over his chest. His cock throbbed, wanting to be touched again. Tyler ignored it in favor of following Astrid with his eyes as she walked over to the bed.




Glancing at him over her shoulder, she gave Tyler another seductive smile before crawling onto the bed on all fours. Her ass looked amazing and Astrid clearly knew it, too, as she wiggled it at Tyler. “Come on,” Astrid encouraged. “Show me what you can do with your mouth,” she instructed.




Tyler licked his lips, remembering how good her mouth had felt against him - both as a ghost and now. “I will,” he promised as he followed her up onto the bed. He pressed a kiss against her lower back, then her ass through the lace of her panties. “I’m going to need to take these off,” he informed her with a smirk.




Peeling the panties down Astrid’s legs, Tyler marveled at how smooth her skin was. It was utterly unmarked, so smooth and so warm. He knelt behind her, his hands on her hips to pull her closer. As his tongue brushed against her pussy from behind, Tyler moaned at just how wet she was already.




He pushed his tongue inside her, lapping up her wetness before he tilted her hips so he could run his tongue all the way to her clit.




Astrid cried out in pleasure. It felt so rewarding. In everything they had done up until now, it had been Tyler's pleasure and his moans. Hearing her instead felt so good. Tyler wanted to show Astrid exactly how great he could be in bringing her pleasure. As his tongue teased over her clit again, Astrid moaned louder. It encouraged Tyler to give her ass a squeeze and Astrid rocked back into the touch.




“Just like that,” she breathed. “Feels so good, Tyler! Your tongue’s lovely. Come on, put some fingers in me,” she demanded rocking back even more.




Tyler loved how exact her instructions were. He’d been with women who’d asked for ‘more’ or ‘harder’, but Astrid’s words sent a different kind of heat racing through Tyler’s blood. He pressed one finger inside her, groaning at how tight and wet Astrid was.




He circled her clit with his tongue, teasing her enough to draw more and louder moans. He quickly added a second finger, pumping them both in and out of Astrid as if he was fucking her. He wanted to be fucking her. Astrid had asked for his mouth and his fingers. Tyler needed to give Astrid what she wanted.




Besides, the sounds she made were so fucking hot that Tyler briefly had to wonder if he could come just from listening to her. Her screams seemed to vibrate around them, a touch of supernatural seeping into it as the walls echoed Astrid’s cries. She fucked herself against Tyler’s fingers, meeting them in every push. A string of loud ‘yes’, ‘yes’, ‘yes’ bounced around them. Tyler’s tongue licked harder.




“Make me come, make me come!” Astrid shouted, her hips moving faster and faster against Tyler’s mouth and fingers. He felt her muscles tighten, certain that she was close. So he went faster, adding a third finger and sucking on Astrid’s clit. That seemed to send her over that sweet, sweet edge and Astrid screamed as she came above him.




He didn’t stop. Astrid’s wetness gushed over Tyler’s fingers, and he moved his mouth back to lap against her pussy. She tasted so fucking good. Tyler could feel her thighs shaking, and he stroked her through the last throes of her orgasm before he reluctantly moved away.




“Can I make you come again?” Tyler asked, running a hand over Astrid’s ass. He pressed a kiss to her thigh, then dared to let his teeth nip at the sensitive skin. “Please,” he added. “You’ve made me come so many times now.”




“You can,” Astrid answered easily. She dragged Tyler up the bed so she could kiss him, licking the taste of herself of his lips. With a hand against his shoulder, Astrid rolled Tyler onto his back. One of her hands slid down over his stomach, fingers ever so light as they brushed over his cock making Tyler cry out.




“I will ride your face,” she told him, leaning down to give Tyler’s jaw a small bite. “And you will make me come again and again and when I’m satisfied that it’s enough, I will ride your cock.” Astrid’s words made Tyler throb with want, both to have her touch him more but also to do exactly as she said and hear the praise she’d issue afterward.




He gave a sharp nod. In case that wasn’t enough, he pressed a kiss against her lips. She opened her mouth to him, letting him chase the taste of her and brush his tongue against hers. “Yes, Astrid,” he agreed, when he pulled back. “I will. I’ll make you come as many times as you like.”




Moving down the bed, Tyler’s hands reached for Astrid’s thighs as she straddled his chest. He could feel the heat of her pussy, and brought a hand up to trail lightly over her. Astrid moaned, then pushed his head back against the pillows.




As soon as she was within reach, Tyler craned his neck to get his mouth between her legs. He lapped eagerly, drawing teasing patterns with his tongue. One hand rested on her ass. With the other, Tyler teased a finger against her pussy. He wouldn’t put it in, not until she asked him to.




Astrid’s moans made it hard not to, but Tyler wanted to do exactly what she said. So for now, he just licked against her, tongue hot. It earned him plenty of cries from Astrid and one of her hands came to grip at his hair. She used her hold for leverage, pulling Tyler’s head more against her. Astrid seemed determined to come from just Tyler’s tongue, rocking harder and harder against him.




“Fuck, yes!” Astrid cried and Tyler pressed his tongue inside her to feel the way her muscles tightened. “Oh God, Tyler! Yes!” She screamed, coming against his mouth. He didn’t stop since she had told him that she wanted him to make her come again and again.




Astrid reached for one of Tyler’s hands, bringing it up to her breast and leading his fingers to her nipple. “Tug on it,” she instructed. “And finger me. I want to feel your fingers inside me. I want you to use them to make me come again.”




Tyler groaned, and Astrid must have been able to feel it. Tyler heard her gasp above him, rocking her hips faster. As ordered, he pinched both fingers around her nipple, tugging lightly. Astrid moaned, and Tyler tugged harder. Astrid screamed, and again, the walls seemed to echo with it.




Pressing his fingers inside her, Tyler could feel the soft walls of her pussy tightening around them. He thrust in and out of Astrid, trying to match the pace she set with her hips. Her hand pulled at his hair, hard enough to hurt. Tyler didn’t complain. He let her move him closer, his tongue darting out to lick around where his fingers were buried in her tight heat.




Moving to her other nipple, Tyler tugged hard again. Astrid’s cries went straight to his cock, making it ache from how much he needed some friction against it. He focused on Astrid. Tyler bent his fingers just right, and he could both hear and feel Astrid getting closer and closer to another orgasm.




She rocked faster, making Tyler’s tongue tease her more. He flicked it up to her clit and Astrid screamed so loudly that Tyler was sure the walls vibrated around them. Her orgasm crashed over her so fast. Tyler felt every pulsation of it. With her hot, hot pussy squeezing his fingers, Tyler didn’t stop until Astrid relaxed her grip on his hair, letting his head fall back against the pillow.




Astrid shifted her hips a few more times before lowering her hand to grip Tyler’s wrist and lead his fingers out of her. She brought his hand up, sucking the wetness off his fingers. Her teeth grazed over his knuckles, making Tyler groan.




“I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard into the mattress but don’t come, can you do that? Can you fuck me so hard you make the whole room shake?”




“Yeah,” Tyler agreed, nodding eagerly. “I think I can do anything, if you tell me to.” He really felt that to be true. Anything Astrid asked of him, Tyler would manage, no matter how difficult.




Even if he failed, he definitely wanted to try. He flipped Astrid over, taking a moment to marvel at her amazing body. The tips of her nipples were rose pink, and Tyler leaned down to put his mouth on each one in turn. Astrid hadn’t told him he couldn’t explore her on his way to fucking her into the mattress.




She parted her legs, making Tyler groan as he brought his cock to press lightly against her. He pushed into her slowly, savoring every inch of her heat. “Fuck, you feel amazing.”




He didn’t wait much longer, pulling his hips back and slamming them forward with enough force to make Astrid bounce against the bed.




She cried out loudly in response, her legs coming to wrap around Tyler. Her hands also reached out, nails scratching over his back. It sent heat through Tyler’s body, the sharpness of pain mixing with the pleasure he felt from having his cock inside Astrid. Tyler began to fuck her faster and faster, just as she asked. Astrid’s breasts bounced and her moans filled the room.




“Yeah, Tyler! Just like that! Fuck me hard! Pound me just how I know you want to,” Astrid encouraged. The harder Tyler fucked her the more she screamed, pleasure rolling through both of them.




The louder Astrid was, the more the walls seemed to echo her screams around the room. It almost sounded like there was more than one person, the bedroom ringing with the sounds of skin-on-skin and Astrid’s moans. Tyler might have found it eerie, if he hadn’t been far more focused on following Astrid’s instructions.




Tyler pinned her to the mattress, fucking harder and deeper as Astrid’s hips tilted up to meet his thrusts. Supporting himself with one arm, he brought the other to Astrid’s breast, pinching her nipple tightly between his fingers. The noise she made in response was inhuman. It sent a bolt of pleasure straight to Tyler’s cock.




He had to slow down, so he wouldn’t come. He focused on fucking Astrid as deeply as possible, finding the angle that made her arch her back as she pushed her ass down against the mattress.




“Yesssss,” she whined, tilting her hips up only for Tyler to fuck her back down again. She moaned louder, encouraging Tyler to go as deep as he could. Her nails dug harder into the skin of Tyler’s back. “Flip me over,” Astrid told him. “I want you to fuck me from behind.”




Tyler groaned as he pulled out, instantly missing the heat of Astrid’s pussy around his cock. He wasted no time. Flipping her over, he lined his cock up and plunged into her with one stroke. Astrid wailed. Tyler was very nearly as loud, moaning as he pumped his hips faster.




One hand cradled Astrid’s breast, fingers plucking at her nipple. He kept the pressure varied, so she would never quite know what was coming. His other hand pulled at Astrid’s hip, dragging her ass towards him. The sounds of his hips slapping against her skin made Tyler bite his lip to try to keep from coming.




“Fuck!” Astrid screamed, her knuckles white as she gripped hard against the bedsheets. “Yes, Tyler! Just like that! You’re so good, go on, fuck me faster!” She encouraged, pushing back against him as much as she could. “Yes!” Astrid’s screams increased, going louder and louder. The bed vibrated and Tyler could swear that so did the walls of the bedroom.




Astrid’s pussy was so tight, the heat around his cock felt amazing. Her muscles seemed to contract impossibly more, making Tyler give a groan that rumbled up from low in his stomach.




“Come in me! Come on, come in me hard!”




Tyler’s hand on her hip tightened as he pounded into her. He slammed his cock forward, over and over again. Finally, as deep as he could go, Tyler felt her muscles squeeze all around him. He bellowed Astrid’s name, the walls seeming to echo it back at him.




He came so hard, everything went black. When he managed to open his eyes, he was gripped by a panic that Astrid might be gone, that it had been too good to be real. She was still there, pussy still wet and hot around his cock. “Fuck, that was amazing,” he said.




Feeling pleasure still tingling through him, Tyler slid a hand down Astrid’s body. He stroked a finger over her clit. “Come for me again?” he asked softly.




“Oh yes,” she moaned like the suggestion was the best she’d ever heard.




Tyler’s fingers stroked over her in gentle movements. It wasn’t long before Astrid was crying under him, begging him to go faster. He did exactly as he was told, enjoying how beautiful she looked as the pleasure overtook her. She pulled his head closer twisting at an angle so she could kiss him hard as his fingers rubbed against her clit. When she came, Tyler could taste it, the pleasure so potent as it washed through her.




Finally, she relaxed against the bed. Tyler pulled back, collapsing next to her breathless. Astrid turned slightly to give him a smile. “You did so well,” she praised, reaching out to brush a hand over Tyler’s cheek.




Tyler cuddled in closer, his hand sweeping over Astrid’s back. The praise warmed him, and having come so hard, Tyler almost felt sleepy. Almost, but not quite, because he didn’t know when Astrid was going to disappear.




“How long can you… be here?” Tyler asked, unsure how to phrase his question. “I don’t really understand how you are here.” There were stories about ghosts being closer to the human world on Halloween. Tyler supposed it had something to do with that.




“If you’re not going to be here tomorrow, I don’t want to waste any time sleeping.”




Astrid’s smile was soft, if perhaps a little sad. “One night a year,” she whispered. “But I do get to watch you for the rest of the time.” That was said more teasingly and a smile returned to her lips. “I very much enjoy watching you, Tyler. You do come ever so beautifully.” The praise made his stomach warm and Tyler leaned in to kiss Astrid, which seemed to only make her smile more. That, too, felt good.




“You can sleep for a little bit, I’ll wake you before I have to... go back.” He didn’t know where back was, but knowing that her presence would still be there helped. “We do have a lot of fun even when I’m not so... corporeal,” she pointed out.




“Will you stay with me?” Tyler asked, his hand still moving over Astrid’s back. It had been a while since Tyler had shared his bed with anyone. He wanted Astrid to stay. It seemed to mean something, knowing they’d done more than just be physical with one another.




He gave a yawn, pillowing his cheek on Astrid’s arm. “And wake me up to say goodbye,” he agreed, feeling a heavy kind of sadness settle on his chest. Astrid was right, they did have plenty of fun even when she was only with him as a ghost.




“I will,” Astrid promised and Tyler assumed it was in response to both of his questions.




He yawned again, pulling the covers over both of them. Astrid was soft and warm beside him, and Tyler couldn’t remember the last time he’d fallen asleep so easily.




As promised, Astrid woke him up before dawn. Her instructions were simple: make her come with his mouth, with his fingers, and then one last time while he was inside her.




Tyler’s stomach knotted with nerves as the sun crept over the horizon. Would Astrid simply vanish in his arms? Would he watch her fade out of being real?




She asked him the time, and Tyler moved away to check his watch.




When he looked back, she was gone.




◆◆◆




All day after, Tyler kept imagining he could catch the scent of Astrid around the house. He didn’t feel her presence, and he wondered whether she needed time to recover from having become corporeal.




Or maybe she just liked making him wait.




Tyler jerked off picturing her, remembering the words that had made his whole body seem to catch fire. He was stroking his cock slowly, teasing himself and wanting the memory to last as long as possible.




That was when he felt her. The cool brush of lips against his cheek, and a voice whispering in his ear.




“You look so good,” Astrid whispered and Tyler groaned. God, he’d missed her. He wished he could touch her like how he had at Halloween, but just having her presence there felt great. The familiar cool touch traveled down over his shoulder and then across his stomach.




Tyler pushed up into the touch more and then moaned loudly when Astrid’s fingers stroked over Tyler’s cock. His fingers gripped tighter, reminded of how she could touch him when he was already touching himself.




“Yes!” Tyler breathed. He lifted his hips, fucking into his hand and remembering how good it had felt to fuck into Astrid. “I want to look good for you.” He spread his legs wider. He could almost feel Astrid settle between them. He imagined her looking up at his body, admiring his cock through her lashed.




He moaned, pleasure prickling like electricity over his skin. “Tell me what to do,” he urged.




“Touch yourself slowly,” the voice echoed around him. There was a sensation against Tyler’s sides that felt like kisses. Cool but yet at the same time so hot. They were different than having Astrid’s real kisses against his skin. Not so different that the feeling didn’t make Tyler’s cock throb. Her kisses slid lower, until he felt the tip of a tongue against his cock.




Tyler groaned, thrusting his hips forward and feeling the cool brush of Astrid’s palm against his ass. He loosened his grip, stroking his fingers even more slowly over his cock. It felt so good. Tyler could almost imagine Astrid was really there. “Fuck, I remember how you looked when you were on your knees sucking my cock,” he panted.




Twisting his wrist, Tyler moved his fingers steadily around his cock. Pleasure sparkled across his skin, heating up his entire body. Remembering how Astrid had looked made this seem so much more erotic. Her touch was back to being cool and insubstantial, but it was almost as if Tyler could feel a different layer of reality just in knowing the way her eyes darkened when she touched him, or the way her moans had vibrated around his cock.




If Tyler closed his eyes he could imagine that Astrid was truly there, just like she had been at Halloween. Her touch was much lighter, and his own hand still stroked over his cock, but Tyler could picture it so well. He moaned when her mouth wrapped around his cock. Back was the strange sensation of having both Astrid’s mouth and his fingers sliding over him, but it also felt good.




Tyler pushed his hips up as if to meet her mouth better but also carried on stroking himself slowly just as she had instructed. Her tongue teased over the tip again making him cry out. Tyler was close. Going slowly made sure he didn’t come just yet.




He lifted his free hand to his chest, stroking lightly over each of his nipples in turn. His fingers were warm, warmer than Astrid's. His nipples still hardened. Tyler pinched harder, making pleasure shoot down his spine.




“Don't stop,” Tyler begged. The feeling of Astrid's mouth tightened around his cock, moving all the way down to the base. Tyler's fingers moved the other way, stroking up as Astrid moved down. It felt so good, so overwhelming. “Please,” he begged, “can I go faster?”




The question made Astrid’s mouth pull away from Tyler’s cock and even though he’d been the one to cause it, he made a whining noise. The ‘yes’ she gave in permission echoed around them. He’d expected the coolness of her mouth to return to his cock again but unexpectedly he felt it against his neck instead. Almost as if teeth grazed over his skin there. Tyler moaned louder, his hand beginning to stroke faster.




And then, Tyler felt Astrid’s pussy around him. It felt so different from when her corporeal body had surrounded him. There was no heat and when he raised his hand to caress her side, he was met with nothingness. But the tightness was still there, and Tyler couldn’t help but thrust up into it as much as he could. A ghostly cry of pleasure surrounded him.




“Fuck!” Tyler swore. His brain felt overloaded with the idea that he could fuck Astrid like this. It wasn’t something they’d ever tried before. It wasn’t something Tyler would’ve even thought to try. It felt so good. He thrust up again, moaning as he felt Astrid’s pussy move with him.




“Does it feel good?” Tyler asked, fisting his free hand in the sheet to keep from trying to touch what wasn’t really there. “Can you come like this? I want to make you come.”




She carried on riding him before there was an answer. Tyler had almost forgotten his question, focusing on how great it felt. Almost, but not quite. He really wanted to make Astrid come. He rocked up faster, biting his lower lip with a groan.




“I don’t know,” Astrid finally answered and she sounded breathless. Tyler had no idea that ghosts could sound breathless. He also hadn’t known you could fuck a ghost. “Let’s try,” she added. Tyler could swear her tone was playful. It made him cry out as she began to move faster, the same speed be moved his hand.




“That’s it,” he urged. He couldn’t touch Astrid, but she could clearly touch him. “Focus on how it feels. Or how it would feel, my cock filling you up like this.” He had no idea whether Astrid could feel things in her present form. She was certainly capable of thinking and imagining. “Imagine how it would feel if you touched yourself while I fucked you.” If Tyler could paint a vivid enough picture with words, maybe he could make Astrid feel it.




He thrust his hips up, a groan falling from his lips as he followed his own instructions. “Tell me what you want me to do to you,” he breathed. They could both imagine that Tyler was, and maybe that would help.




“I want you to reach between my legs,” Astrid moaned. “I want you to softly touch my clit, just teasingly circle your thumb over it. All the while I want you to fuck me harder and harder.” There she gave a scream that echoed around them when Tyler did fuck up harder. His own fingers squeezed tightly and he could swear Astrid’s muscles tightened around his cock.




The sounds Astrid was making increased. Just like when Tyler had fucked her before - when he had been able to touch her - the sounds bounced around the walls, surrounding them both. Tyler’s own moans joined in.




“Press into me harder, show me how strong you are,” Astrid demanded.




Obediently, Tyler thrust his hips up harder. The whole bed seemed to shake with the movement, the headboard rattling against the wall. “Fuuuck,” Tyler groaned. “You feel so good, Astrid. I want to make you feel so good.”




He could almost imagine that he felt the weight of Astrid riding him. It made him fuck her even harder, imagining that her body was really there, that she’d feel him. “I’ll fuck you so well,” he moaned. “Just like I fucked you on Halloween. God, you felt amazing then and you feel amazing now.”




Astrid’s moans, even now that they were ghostly, sounded so good. Tyler wasn’t sure if he was just imagining it but they felt as if they surrounded him. Her muscles felt tighter and Tyler’s cries became louder as he struggled not to come. He wanted to make her come so much. Fucking up into his hand and Astrid at the same time was becoming more and more challenging without letting the pleasure overcome him.




“Yes, yes,” Astrid’s voice echoed. “Just like that. I want your hands on me, I’d have you pinch my nipples,” she breathed. “Pinch yours, Tyler, be rough,” Astrid told him and when he followed the instructions, moaning as he did so, her screams increased. “Yes, just like that, harder, harder!”




And then, beautifully, Astrid’s cries turned to whimpers and Tyler could tell she came. His own climax followed shortly after, hips bucking upwards as hard as they could.




He could still feel - or imagine he could feel - the weight of Astrid on top of him. Her touch tingled everywhere. Tyler breathed hard as he recovered from one of the most intense orgasms of his life. “That was incredible,” he said, when he had enough air in his lungs to speak. He’d made Astrid come. The impossibility of it only made Tyler feel better about his accomplishment. He liked knowing Astrid had enjoyed herself as much as he had.




“I wish I could hold you right now,” Tyler said. Though there was a touch of sadness to the words, Tyler knew that having Astrid at all was some kind of supernatural gift. “I can’t believe I was scared of you at first.”




Her soft laugh rebounded around them. Even that felt nice. “I’m very scary,” she teased and then gave a ghostly moan, which in turn made Tyler laugh. It felt companionable, like she was there for him. When Tyler had moved into this house, he couldn’t possibly have imagined being in this situation, and yet, here he was. Making his house ghost come as her ghostly presence rode him until they were both spent.




“I like it better when you’re moaning in pleasure,” Tyler teased. He could feel something cool brush against his cheek, like Astrid’s fingers were cupping his face affectionately.




Slowly, the touch seemed to grow fainter, until Astrid’s presence was simply not there. Tyler yawned, pulling the blankets up over himself. He wasn’t worried. Astrid could watch him again any time she chose, and even if Tyler couldn’t touch her in return, there were other ways to make her feel good.




Not to mention, there was always next Halloween.
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