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The heavy door made strained, creaking noises as Brooke and I managed to slowly swing it open before we stepped into the foyer of the dilapidated old manor. The wind blew in some dead leaves around our feet while we closed the door and illuminated the grand entrance with the beams of our flashlights. There was a hallway leading away from us, as well as multiple rooms and a giant staircase to one side of the foyer that curved around to the platform on the first floor.

“Wow, I wonder when the last time anyone was in here?” I wondered out loud as we both took in the magnificence of the mansion.

“Decades…” Brooke replied, sharing my awe.

The pair of us looked quite out of place in the opulent old manor. I could imagine the place in its heyday, with men in tuxedos and women in beautiful ball gowns. A far cry from the dark, dusty scene before us, the two of us modern women wearing tight crop tops and denim short shorts. Even more anachronistic was all the gear we had strapped to us, both of us equipped with not only flashlights, but lapel microphones pinned to our tops, the recording pack secured in the rear waistband of our shorts. We also carried two wand looking devices designed to measure electromagnetic fields, the EMF meters having a light up display as well as audio feedback.

Two twenty-something year old girls breaking into an old manor with recording equipment and EMF meters might seem like a strange thing, but that was our whole life. We were paranormal investigators and avid podcasters, and we had an episode to make. Getting into Ratcliffe Manor had taken weeks of planning, and we were both giddy to be out in the field, making another episode for our dedicated fans.

“Alright, we should start recording,” Brooke said. I nodded in response and both of us reached behind ourselves to switch on our microphone packs. “Welcome to another episode of Unexplained Mysteries And Hot Girl Shit, you’re listening to Brooke.”

“And Caitlin.”

“And we’ve just walked into the beautiful but deserted foyer of Ratcliffe Manor. What do you think Caitlin, is this place giving you the ick or what?”

“Oh, I’ve got the heebie jeebies, alright. We had to drive through a mile of forest off the highway to get to this abandoned mansion. Luckily, it looked like someone had beaten us here and cut through the chains across the door handles some time ago.” I was lying, it took the combined strength of Brooke and I pushing on the bolt cutter handles to get the chain off the door, but it was best not to incriminate ourselves too much in our niche little podcast. We were hardly making lawyer-on-retainer money.

“You know what they say about this place, Caitlin?”

“No, what’s that? Why are we here? What paranormal phenomena are we investigating?” I asked, of course already knowing from our weeks of research but needing the explanation from Brooke for the sake of the podcast.

“Well, let me tell you. Rumor has it that back in the 1930s, Mistress Mary Ratcliffe, the namesake of the manor and permanent bachelorette, was secretly a lesbian. She mostly remained a recluse in her giant mansion, out of exasperation with the constant societal pressure to find a husband. But she wasn’t alone in here. She had a full staff living here too, and according to the rumors, they were all women.”

“It must have been a scandalous thing to be a lesbian back in those times.”

“Oh, it was, but not everyone was as lucky to have the fortune that Mistress Mary had, and this big old house to hide away in. All her staff her lesbians, like her, only they were displaced from their homes due to their sexuality, and Mary took them in, offering them a place to stay and food to eat in exchange for their services.”

“Do you think their services included duties of the… sexual nature?”

“Oh I do, Caitlin. I think in those times being on Mistress Mary’s staff would have been about as good a thing as a young lesbian could have hoped for, living in a giant manor and free to explore their sexualities. By all accounts, Mary was very fond and protective of her staff, and on the odd occasion she did host a gathering of well-to-do types, guests would try and poach her maids for themselves, but none could ever be tempted away from Ratcliffe Manor.”

“Well, that sounds very interesting and all, Brooke. But I’m not hearing anything paranormal about this story.”

“Well let me tell you, Caitlin. The way the story goes, one of her maids died under mysterious circumstances in this very mansion. Mistress Mary was completely distraught, and never got over her grief. She kept insisting she saw the maid throughout the grounds, and that the manor was haunted. Eventually, she was hauled off to an insane asylum and involuntarily committed for the rest of her days, while her manor was left to rot.”

“Wow. Downer ending.”

“As it often is in real life, Cait.”

“So we’re here hunting a ghost?”

“We’re here hunting a ghost.”

“That’s exciting! It’s been a while since we’ve had a ghost related investigation. I was getting tired of vampires and werewolves.”

“Oh my god, same. It’s such a shame that Mary wasn’t allowed to be herself publicly, you know?”

“As well as all those young women that would have been homeless without her.”

“Of course. Have you ever had a lesbian experience, Caitlin?”

This was the other element of our podcast, the thing that separated us from the plethora of paranormal investigator series out there. The ‘hot girl shit’. We talked about ourselves so that listeners felt like they really knew us, like we were a part of their lives. We’d discuss new outfits, workout regimes we’d been trying, even guys we were seeing and occasionally sex stuff. It didn’t have anything to do with our sleuthing but it played phenomenally well with our audience.

“I can’t say I have, Brooke. What about yourself?” I asked, already full well knowing my best friend had never been with another girl.

“I drunkenly kissed a girl once,” she said to my complete surprise. “It was actually the best kiss I’ve ever had. Girls know what girls want, y’know? I’ve always kind of wanted to take things further with another girl, someone sexy like yourself.”

“Me? What?” I stammered, completely flustered by Brooke’s response. I couldn’t tell if she was being serious or just screwing around for the sake of podcast banter. Equally as confusing was the little purr I felt in my pussy when she said the words.

“Yeah, I mean, c’mon, you’re obviously fine as fuck, Caitlin. Any girl would be lucky to have their first lesbian experience with someone as hot as you.”

“Oh my god, Brooke, are you serious?”

“Maybe, what do you think, listeners? Should Caitlin and I try it out?”

That settled it, she was just playing around and trying to rile up some of our listeners. I chuckled at her, playing it off even though my heart sank just a little at the realization that she wasn’t being serious.

“Come on, Brooke. That’s enough hot girl shit, we need to explore this spooky old mansion.”

“You’re right, we- OH!”

Brooke was cut off by a sudden whoosh of air behind us and the frighteningly loud bang of something falling over. We both spun around and aimed our flashlights at the source of the noise, my heart pounding against my ribcage as I felt my own pulse pounding in my head from the sudden surge of adrenaline. An antique candlestick had fallen off a table and onto the hardwood floor.

“Must have been the wind,” Brooke suggested.

“We closed the door ages ago, there’s no wind in here.”

“Hey, look at that,” Brooke pointed her beam of light up above the table, illuminating the portrait of a very proper looking woman sitting with her hands folded in her lap. “That must be Mistress Mary.”

“Wow, it is too,” I said, spotting the plaque at the bottom of the frame confirming the thought. “She definitely could have married any man she wanted, she’s absolutely beautiful. She looks kind of like you, Brooke, don’t you think?”

“There you have it, Caitlin thinks Mistress Mary is beautiful and therefore I must beautiful,” Brooke smiled as she continued the playful lesbian thread. “If Mistress Mary wanted you to fuck her, would you do it?”

“Oh, stop,” I said, nervously laughing off the suggestion, even though the answer might have been closer to yes than Brooke expected. “I’m serious. You two look like… freakishly similar. You have the same blue eyes and big lips.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Brooke said, cocking her head to the side as she looked at the portrait. “Hey Caitlin, look at this.”

Brooke nodded down at her EMF meter, which had a few lights illuminated and was making a faint white noise sound. “Brooke’s wand is picking up something folks,” I said, continuing the podcast commentary. “For an old mansion cut off from the world decades ago, it’s odd that we’re picking up some electromagnetic activity.”

As I looked at the lights on Brooke’s meter, I felt the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. I was normally very calm on our paranormal investigations, especially as time went on and we never met an actual ghost, but something about the place was giving me the creeps.

“Alright, let’s split up so we can get the hell out of here,” I said.

“Agreed, I’ll take the top floor and you can poke around down here. According to our research, the maid’s quarters should be behind the kitchen. That’d be a good place to start. Maybe the old maid is still in her bedroom after all this time.”

“Okay, we’ll meet back here in a few minutes and see what we found.”

This was something Brooke and I did regularly. We both had microphones on, and it was an easy way to get twice the content by each making our own little segment. Then we’d edit the audio together to make it flow better. Brooke set off for the staircase and I made my way down the hall.

The floorboards creaked with almost every step I took. The beam of light shooting out of my flashlight illuminated the specks of dust floating through the air that we’d disturbed by opening the front door. The kitchen was gigantic, enough for a full wait staff to prep and cook in, perfect for the luxuriant parties the mansion had no doubt seen over the years before its abandonment. I spotted another hallway leading off the other side of the kitchen and walked over to the threshold of the archway.

I stopped dead in my tracks, feeling a cold shiver run up my spine. I shone my flashlight down the hallway to illuminate… a regular hallway. I can’t describe the feeling I felt except that there was a definite shift in the energy. There was a chill in the air that made my hairs prick up, warning me not to go any further. I had to though. It was literally my job. I swallowed and steeled myself, stepping into the hallway in search of the paranormal. I followed it down to another room, pushing the door open and revealing what could have only been the maid’s quarters.

There were two queen sized beds at opposite ends of the room. Despite the two beds, there seemed to be four of everything else. Four bedside tables, four lamps, four freestanding wardrobes. It was pretty obvious that four people had lived in the room. The maid staff must have been sharing beds. It certainly gave credence to the lesbian rumors about the manor.

Suddenly, every single light on my EMF meter lit up at once, and it went from silent to making a loud hissing sound in less than a second. I took a step back, startled by what I was seeing. I’d never seen my meter light up like that in the field before. Then something happened that really made my blood turn cold. Candles scattered throughout the room all came alight simultaneously, bathing the room in their warm glow.

Completely freaked out, I spun around on my heel to make for the door but was stopped in my tracks by the sight of something a ghost hunter never expects to see: an actual fucking ghost. I felt frozen in place as I dropped my flashlight and EMF meter to the floor and stared wide-eyed at the floating specter in front of me. It was an almost completely naked woman hovering a few inches off the floor, wearing only a pair of thigh high black stockings. Her brown hair kind of floated in the air around her as if she was underwater. There was a faint aura around her where her skin blended into the surroundings, and I could partially see through her.

The ghost’s nakedness added another layer of confrontation. Seeing the completely nude woman after having lesbian thoughts about my friend all night made it hard not to blush. I couldn’t stop myself looking down at her heavy, pale breasts, as well as the full bush between her legs, a far cry from my own clean-shaven snatch. Despite the generational differences between our bodies, I still found her female form so beautiful, and so enticing. Even in my fear, I felt my pussy stirring in my shorts again, curious about what it would be like to be with another woman.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, clenching my fists at my sides. I was struggling to believe what I was seeing, but nonetheless I was definitely seeing it.

“I am Charlotte,” the ghost said, her voice echoey and kind of difficult to understand. “Thank you for bringing back my mistress to her manor so that I may please her.”

“Hi Charlotte, I’m Caitlin. I’m sorry to say but that’s not your mistress. That’s my friend, Brooke,” I explained. Apparently I wasn’t the only one who saw the similarities between the two.

“It brings me great joy to see her again,” the incorporeal Charlotte said, clearly not listening to me. “To have the chance to give her pleasure once more brings me great joy.”

“No, she’s not who you think she is. I’m sorry.”

“You want to please her too. I saw it in the foyer. You have sexual feelings for her that you think you shouldn’t have, and you’re too scared to act on them.”

“Well, I don’t know about-”

“I was afraid to act on my feelings when I first moved to Ratcliffe Manor. Mistress Mary showed me how to embrace my lesbian nature, she showed me how to experience the greatest pleasure I’ve ever known. And how to give it. Perhaps I can show you like she showed me?”

“I… uh… how did you know?” I asked, feeling myself blush as I admitted my lesbian curiosities to the floating nude ghost.

“It was a look I saw many times in my life, on the faces of many young women that came through these halls seeking acceptance. Would you like me to help you have sex with my mistress?”

I stood there, my mouth hanging open, still unable to process the conversation I was having. As completely and totally bizarre as it was, I couldn’t help but feel the purring of my pussy growing louder. I always felt this heightened sort of awareness when Brooke and I broke into somewhere we weren’t meant to be, and that was compounding the horniness I felt with all the lesbian talk from earlier, and the offer from Charlotte the sapphic ghost.

“Okay,” I whispered with a hoarse voice, the ghost not responding to me. I cleared my throat and mustered up the courage to say what I really wanted. “Okay. I want your help to have sex with my best friend.”

Charlotte immediately launched forward, arms outstretched as she flew through the air. I screamed in equal parts terror and excitement, freaked out by the fact that a fucking ghost was flying towards me and curious to see where it led. I felt Charlotte’s spirit rush into me. She filled me up. My back arched and my arms spread wide as the specter fused herself with my soul, her feelings becoming my feelings, and mine hers. It felt like a violent coupling, like every cell in my body had been altered in some way. Everything seemed so loud! So bright!

As quickly as it started, it stopped. The room seemed still again, and the calming flickering of the candles wasn’t so blinding. I resumed my natural pose and felt at one with Charlotte. It was like I was still myself but definitely very aware of her presence inside of me. My whole body tingled and I felt hornier than I had ever felt in my entire life. That must have been Charlotte’s torturous fate, trapped on the mortal plane, unable to please her mistress. I had the sudden insuppressible urge to take off all my clothes, as if being completely naked was the only way for me to be comfortable.

So I did.

I kicked off my sneakers and shed my crop top and shorts, complete with microphone, before I ditched my underwear too. I stood in the cold, candlelit room completely nude, feeling the night air on my skin and seeing my nipples harden before my eyes. My groin felt like it was on fire, an intense burning of arousal making it thrum. It must have been Charlotte’s decades of pent up lesbian longing making me feel so turned on. It took all my effort not to finger myself right there and then, but I wanted to feel the tongue of my best friend more than I wanted to feel my own fingers.

I felt bemused by my own clean shaven snatch, as if it was my first time seeing it. I figured it must have been the ghost inside me, much more used to seeing women… hairier. I felt a pulse of arousal shoot out of my clit though so she must have liked it. It was a weird thing, being turned on by my own pussy.

For seemingly no reason at all, my attention was drawn to one of the freestanding wardrobes in particular. I couldn’t explain it, there was just something in my head telling me that I had to go to it. It was like pure instinct that I’d find what I needed inside it. I walked over and opened the creaky door of the hundred year old piece of furniture. When I saw what was inside, I smiled from ear to ear.

Moments later, I heard the dull thuds of footsteps running towards the room, before my sexy best friend rounded the corner and stood in the doorway, shining her flashlight into the maid’s quarters. “Caitlin! Are you alright!? I heard you scream,” Brooke exclaimed, her expression changing from concern to confusion as soon as she laid eyes on me. “What are you wearing? Did you light candles?”

It must have been quite the sight, seeing me standing in a candlelit room, wearing nothing but a maid’s outfit that showed off a lot more skin than it covered, complete with ruffled white lace headpiece and thigh high black stockings, feather duster in hand. It was Charlotte’s uniform. The very one she wore every day while she lived at Ratcliffe Manor, cleaning and exploring her lesbianism with her mistress and the other maids.

“Don’t you think it’s cute?” I asked, my voice more sultry than usual thanks to the spirit inside me making my flesh prickle with arousal.

“Is this a bit for the podcast? I mean I’m down to play along but you should put your microphone on.”

“It’s not for the podcast. I just felt the need to clean all of a sudden. I want to please my mistress,” I said before I turned around and bent over to dust the bedside table.

The maid’s outfit was tied around my waist and neck but otherwise was completely backless, and as I bent over I gave Brooke a full view of my horny, glistening pussy lips, my butt cheeks spreading with the pose to reveal my little rosebud asshole sitting above it. “Caitlin! Holy shit! Where is your underwear!?”

I set the feather duster down on the table before I stood and turned back around to face my best friend. “Don’t you like what you see?” I asked seductively, feeling full of confidence as I stalked my way over to Brooke, shaking my hips with each step. Charlotte’s spiritual energy had given me the resolve to take what I wanted, and I wanted to try lesbian sex.

I stood as close to Brooke as I could without us physically touching, enough that we could feel each other’s breaths on our faces. I looked at her through half-closed eyes, grinning expectantly. She looked back at me with a shocked expression on her face, her eyes wide and mouth not quite closed all the way.

“Did you mean it when you said you wanted to try lesbian sex with me?” I said as I reached up and rubbed a strand of her platinum blonde hair between my thumb and forefinger.

“What… I… Caitlin, I don’t know what to say,” she stammered, but she wasn’t fighting me off, she wasn’t even stepping away from me.

I let go of her strand of hair and cupped her cheek before I leaned in and placed a sweet kiss on her lips, something I never would have done without Charlotte’s influence. I could sense her hesitation, but could also sense her curiosity. She sort of half pursed her lips to kiss me back in a non-committal way. She might have been joking around earlier on the podcast, but there was definitely at least some truth to her words.

As I peeled my lips off of my best friend, she sighed before saying, “Caitlin, what has gotten into you?”

I smirked before replying, “I’ll tell you later.” With that, I launched myself forward and sealed my hungry lips over my friend’s unsure ones.

I kissed her harder, and this time Brooke definitely was returning the passion. We both pressed ourselves together as we kissed, the ends of our tongues flicking each time. As we made out, we both wrapped our arms around each other. My spread fingers gripped Brooke’s back tightly, pulling her in hard against me, our tits pressing together through our clothes as our mouths melded.

Brooke’s arms snaked around to my back as well, giving into her lesbian desires, only her flashlight and EMF meter were still in her hands. As her hand lowered, the ghost-detecting wand went over my bare ass, and I heard the loud hissing of a presence being detected, the LEDs no doubt lighting up my willingly possessed ass.

My podcasting partner didn’t seem to notice, or care, as she dropped the flashlight and wand to the ground, and her free hands began pawing at the exposed flesh of my back thanks to the backless maid’s uniform. Our mouths opened wider and our tongues stroked along each other as we moaned in unison, breathing out hard through our noses onto each other’s cheeks.

Her hands both gripped my bare ass and gave me a terrific squeeze, causing me to growl hungrily into her mouth as I stroked her bare midriff and pert bum over her denim shorts. My pussy was thrumming with horniness, and I could sense hers was too, as our mutual ass squeezing pushed them together. I loved the feeling of Brooke’s body in my arms, so delicate, so perfectly put together, so feminine.

I pulled my mouth off of hers and looked deep in her eyes, giving her a little eskimo kiss as we stood with our arms wrapped around each other. “Come with me,” I said before taking her hand and leading her over to Charlotte’s bed.

I sat her down on the edge of it, and she looked up at me with doe eyes, shoulders in and arms crossed in her lap. She was still so unsure of herself. Brooke had plenty of sex but I could tell she felt out of her depth being with a woman, especially her best friend of so many years. I would have too if not for the horny lesbian ghost possessing me and filling me with insane horniness and confidence to follow my innermost desires.

I cupped Brooke’s cheek and gave her a smile of reassurance before I reached down to her sides and curled my fingers into her crop top. She raised her arms to let me pull it over her head, breathing shakily the whole time. The act also pulled her microphone pack out of her shorts which was discarded along with her garment. I bent over and reached around behind her unclasping her bra and sliding the straps down her arms before tossing it to the side, exposing my best friend’s lovely full breasts.

Brooke was always more well-endowed than me, a source of envy over my years of being her best friend. Now though, her heavy tits only made me feel more lust, more desire. I craved them. Consumed by arousal, I pushed on the blonde’s shoulders, causing her to fall onto her back, her bosom bouncing and jiggling as she did so with an excited gasp.

I mounted her and had my way with her chest, burying my head between her glorious tits and pushing them to the sides of my face, smothering myself with them. My pussy pulsed as I kissed and licked and loved all over Brooke’s breasts, coating her in a sheen of my saliva as I played with her. I could hear the spirit of Charlotte in my head being pleased by the act. She wasn’t so much a voice, but a feeling, one of elation that heightened my own. Having my first time lesbian cravings satisfied at the same time as the ghost’s decades of longing made everything feel even more incredible.

“Oh my god, Caitlin. What is happening?” Brooke sighed as she threw her hands above her head and writhed as my mouth teased her.

I took one of her hardened nipples into my mouth and tweaked it with my hungry tongue as I reached down between us and squeezed Brooke’s pussy over her shorts, feeling her heat even through the denim. The blonde exhaled hard as her body curled to my touch, driving her mound up into my palm. I couldn’t wait to taste her cunt, the very thought of it made me salivate even more onto her tits.

“You look so hot in that maid’s uniform,” Brooke said, running a hand into my hair and being careful of the headpiece.

I felt hot in Charlotte’s uniform, especially the cool night air of Ratcliffe Manor against my exposed back and pussy as I straddled my best friend. I imagined Charlotte on her knees, cleaning the shower while Mary Ratcliffe watched from behind, drooling over the sight of the younger woman doing her bidding before taking her back to her room and devouring her hairy snatch, before Charlotte took her turn to please her mistress, her lesbian tongue willing to go anywhere for the pleasure of her lover. I could feel that same willingness in me. That unabashed feeling of giving my lover as much pleasure as possible no matter what I had to do. I wanted to make Brooke feel good.

“Oh fuck, I have to see you naked,” I said, losing any sense of restraint as I stepped off the bed, pulling Brooke’s shoes off before unbuttoning her little denim shorts. The blonde sexpot lifted her ass to let me pull the down her legs along with her underwear, and put the gusset of her panties to my face, breathing in her sex as I stared down at her waxed pussy perched on the edge of the bed. I breathed heavily as she spread her legs for me and her lips flowered open, inviting me in, her moist pink glistening in the candlelight.

I dropped to my knees with a thud as I positioned myself between her open legs, my eyes trained on her lovely looking snatch the whole time. I felt a glowing behind my eyes, a presence in my head that was as excited as I was by what was in front of me. “I serve at your pleasure, my mistress,” I said, almost without realizing. I shook my head, surprised that Charlotte was influencing my words.

“Okay,” Brooke giggled, pulling a quizzical face. “I’m not sure I get the roleplay but I’ll go along with it,” she added, of course not knowing of the sapphic spirit possessing me, confusing the likeness of my friend with her mistress.

I spread my fingers along the insides of Brooke’s thighs and leant in to taste her, licking through her perfect little pink and being assaulted with her delicious sweetness. Brooke squirmed on the bed, I moaned with gratification, Charlotte glowed with glee, lighting up my spine and making my shoulders roll back. I licked her again and again, loving the flavor of her silky pinkness as much as I loved the things it did to her, the blonde writhing and moaning, her feet lightly kicking into my sides as she moved.

I explored her perfect pussy with my tongue, finding her sensitive spots that made her jerk and gasp with pleasure, nibbling her lips and tracing circles around her engorged clit. I especially loved dipping my tongue into her well of sex, finding her wetness in its most concentrated place, coating my organ in it and then painting the inside of my mouth with the sticky goo.

I would have been so scared to eat pussy for the first time, so nervous. But I felt none of that with the experienced spirit of Charlotte in my body, silently guiding me, as eager to be satisfied by lesbian sex as I was. Giving Brooke head still felt completely new to me, and yet, I had a sense that I knew exactly what to do. I was so thankful for my sapphic possession in that moment, unsure that I ever would have had the guts to make a move on my friend without it.

I sealed my mouth around Brooke’s tasty pussy and swirled my tongue, brushing against her clit, her lips and her hole with the wide circles. “Oh god, Cait,” she breathed and jerked, her taut stomach tensing and her heavy tits shuddering.

Focusing my efforts on her clit, Brooke repeated herself with even more enthusiasm. “OH GOD, CAIT!” she repeated herself louder as I flicked her horny little bean and dragged it around in circles, pulling it to its limits before it slipped out from beneath my tongue and rebounded back into place. “Fuck… feels so… cumming!”

Brooke’s thighs pinned to my head and her ankles locked across my back as her ass lifted off the bed, her muscles all sporadically tensing as her orgasm washed over her. She squealed so loudly, with only the big empty manor to hear her, while she face fucked me with her delicious pussy, writhing in ecstasy. My own moans were muffled, as I watched her face flush, her eyes squeeze shut and her tits shake as wave after wave of her climax peaked inside of her.

The vise grip her legs had on my head relented and I pulled away from her snatch, taking in a needed breath as cum and drool stretched from her cunt to my mouth. The pair of us sucked in air as we basked in the glory of what had just happened, both of us looking at each other with wide eyes, loving this fun new activity for best friends we’d discovered.

I rose to my feet and slid my palm all over my mouth and chin, which was painted with Brooke’s delicious cum. I licked it off myself, not wanting a single drop of the love honey to go to waste. “Holy fuck,” Brooke breathed in wonder as she watched the erotic display. “I want to taste myself too,” she said as she got up from the bed with shaky legs and pressed herself against me, licking my cheeks and chin before finding my mouth for a passionate, sticky kiss.

She reached around behind me and undid the bow across my waist, loosening the maid’s uniform. Her hands moved up to my neck and as she fiddled with the knot there she said, “I want to see how much I like eating pussy.”

“What do you mean? You eat pussy all the time,” I said, lost in the moment and not realizing what I was saying, once again confusing her with Mistress Mary.

My comment made Brooke furrow her brow as she found success with the knot, “You’re acting weird, Caitlin. It’s hot as fuck, but weird.” Before I could say anything else, the knot came undone and the maid’s uniform slipped off my front, unveiling my body for my best friend. She pressed her lips against mine and palmed one of my breasts, squeezing it and tweaking a nipple as we shared another creamy kiss.

Maintaining eye contact with a lascivious glint in hers, Brooke got down to the floor one knee at a time, reaching up and taking my hips in her hands. I felt excitement thrumming in my pussy, having my best friend’s face so close to it, about to feel her mouth. I sighed and squeezed my glutes, rolling my hips forward to offer myself to her.

Brooke didn’t take her eyes off of me until her lips touched my pussy, and I let out a growl of pleasure the moment they did. Her wet tongue wagged between my velvet pink lips, her nose pressing into my mound as she pulled on my hips. “Oh fuck,” I breathed as pulses of arousal shot out of my clit and emanated throughout my whole body.

I played with her blonde hair as she delicately licked my snatch, slowly at first as she savored the experience and my flavor. I loved the naughty wet sounds of her tongue licking at my moist cunt. As she sucked my clit into her mouth and rolled it between her lips, I shuddered with pleasure and my fingers involuntarily curled, lightly scratching her scalp.

“You taste so good, baby,” Brooke whispered between licks, making me whimper with delight.

It was the hottest sight I’d ever seen, my best friend on her knees before me, pleasing me with her mouth. I never thought lesbian sex could feel that good. I had been so wrong. I watched the top of the blonde head bobbing back and forth as she consumed me, her fingers pressing into the flesh of my hips. I could feel Charlotte being satisfied too, the horny ghost being able to feel the tongue of her presumed mistress for the first time in decades. Her satisfaction rid me of any self-consciousness. I could simply enjoy the feeling of a girl’s mouth on my pussy.

Brooke started working up more of a rhythm, sliding her tongue up and down between my lips, using her whole body to achieve the motion. Her tongue held in place against her chin while she bobbed on her knees, licking my length each time and dragging my clit. It felt so fucking good. And she looked so hot bouncing on the floor beneath me, her head tilted back so that she could watch my reactions.

“Oh fuck, that’s so hot,” I mewled.

“Ahh… ahhh,” she just kept making hungry noises with her open mouth, her tongue too preoccupied with pussy to be used for speech.

I could feel the terrific pleasure rising inside of me. The glowing I felt in my pussy now having the power of the sun as it radiated throughout. Every cell of me felt so good. Charlotte felt so good. It was too much. I was going to tip over the edge.

“OH FUCK!” I screamed as I held Brooke’s head and ground myself against her tongue as I came. My hips undulated back and forth as cum dribbled out of me. Brooke latched onto my clit and vigorously shook her head to make me scream again before she swirled her tongue around, trying to collect as much of my nectar as she could, coating her face in the lesbian cocktail of cum and saliva in the process.

I stood on my tiptoes and threw my head back, looking to the ceiling as I crested the peak of my climax, my body relaxing briefly for a moment before spasming with pleasure, repeating the process over and over as I became enveloped with ecstasy, my pussy leaking cum the whole time as I ground it hard against my friend’s face. Brooke’s greedy mouth claimed her prize, the blonde moaning with satisfaction between my legs as she swallowed my love goo gratefully. I’d never cum that hard or that much in my entire life. It took every ounce of strength not to collapse to the floor.

As my orgasm mercifully waned, I slid off my friend’s face, my sensitive clit catching her bottom lip as I did so and making me shudder from the tease. I stumbled back half a step and looked down at my gorgeous best friend, my cum dripping off her chin as she sat there on the floor on spread knees, hands between her to keep herself propped up which squeezed her heavy breasts together as my juices dripped onto them. She looked so fucking hot, and she opened her eyes to see me looking at her with hunger.

I bent over and started licking up the sides of her face and chin, collecting my flowery nectar and cleaning her. She smiled and purred as my soft tongue slid over her, giggling lightly at how fucking hot the whole situation was.

“Oh my god…” she moaned. “That felt so god damn fucking good!” she said with a tone of disbelief as she animatedly fell forward, exaggerating being overwhelmed by it all.

I was impressed by Brooke’s flexibility, still having her knees spread as she collapsed forward onto her forearms, her back forming a perfect table. All that yoga certainly paid off for her. I looked down at her nubile body, her shoulder blades rolling, her smooth skin, tiny waist and feminine hips leading my eye down to her toned rear end. That was when something stirred inside me again. Charlotte, or perhaps my own horniness. It had become hard to differentiate the two as I fell more and more in love with lesbian sex.

There’s no other way to describe it. I just felt compelled to lick her ass. It was certainly not something I’d ever done before, but the specter inside me knew it would please her mistress, so I thought it would please my best friend. I dropped to my knees at the side of the heaving beauty and grabbed her by the hips, forcefully pulling them up and ruining her perfectly flat table.

Brooke squealed from being woman-handled so suddenly, her knees coming together and ass poking up into the air as she rested on her forearms. My hands moved from her hips to her lovely rump, smoothing my palms over her rear end and spreading her cheeks. I flicked my hair over my shoulder and leant forward at Brooke’s side, licking down from the top of her ass crack all the down to her taint.

“Oh fuuuuck,” she sighed as my tongue slid over her tiny asshole, the tight knot puckering to my touch. “Caitlin, I never knew you were so nasty.”

“You don’t like it?” I asked, a moment of doubt creeping in.

“I love it. Keep going.”

So I did. I focused my oral efforts on her tiny back door, swirling my tongue around it and tickling it with the tip. The ends of my hair brushed against one of Brooke’s cheeks, which I held spread open as I gorged myself on her booty. My chin and cheeks melded into the crease of her ass while I licked her, my nose so close to her pussy that the delicious smell of her sex wafted up into it.

Brooke moaned and her hips wriggled in response to the lewd act. I could feel her toned bottom tensing in my hands, and I started making my own groans of pleasure as I licked the little pink knot in the center of the darker skin surrounding it. It felt so fucking hot to be doing something so naughty. It made me feel so powerful and turned on to be using my tongue for such taboo pleasure.

Charlotte seemed pleased too. I could feel her glee inside me, intermingling with my own. Analingus must have been a regular act for her and Mistress Mary, and I was glad she had suggested it to me.

“Caitlin, your tongue… ohhhh,” Brooke mewled as she pressed her forehead into her forearms, slightly rocking back to spread her cheeks wider for me. “Clean my ass, you naughty maid!”

With one hand I reached underneath her, my fingers appearing between her legs and finding her clit. I used my ring and forefinger to spread her puffy vulva while my middle finger tickled her sensitive pearl, my tongue never stopping between her ass cheeks. It made Brooke’s moans of pleasure go up a couple of octaves, her body tensing from the clitoral stimulation.

I shook my whole head left and right as the flat of my tongue slid over her puckered butthole, my finger teasing her horny bean and pushing her over the edge. “FUCK! NGGGHHH!” she screamed as I made her cum again.

She rocked back even further, pushing her nethers harder against my mouth and finger. I felt her cute little asshole spasming beneath my tongue, opening up before sucking in while I slobbered all over it messily. In the fervor of her climax, my finger slipped off her clit, so I used all three digits to vigorously rub her area, and as cum leaked out of her slippery snatch, my hand flicked it all over the backs of her thighs and calves.

As Brooke’s orgasm peaked, she didn’t give herself any time to enjoy the ride down, and instead slid out from underneath my mouth, moving with agility into position behind me. She reached under my arms and pulled me up so that I was on only my knees, my sexy best friend pressing up against my back. I could feel her heavy tits squishing into me as she turned my head to the side, finding my mouth with hers and kissing me deeply while the remnants of her orgasm still sparked through her.

We both moaned into each other’s mouths as we kissed, the blonde no doubt tasting her own asshole on my tongue. Brooke had one hand firmly squeezing one of my tits while her other held my face.

“I had no idea you were so naughty, Caitlin,” she said with a lascivious grin. “Such a sexy little butt slut.”

“Hm, that’s me,” I giggled, kind of proud of the horny title she bestowed me with.

The hand that held my face suddenly moved around behind me and I felt it between my legs, a probing middle finger pushing up into my core that made me gasp with delight, my slick hole choking it in response as Brooke squeezed my breast and pulled me against her harder. My friend swirled her finger around inside me for a moment, coating it in my love juices before sliding it out, the lubricated digit making its way over my taint and touching my asshole.

My back straightened and I inhaled sharply at the feeling of being touched there, even though she hadn’t done anything else yet. “Are you a good little butt slut, Cait?” Brooke said ever so softly into my ear as the tip of her wet finger gently massaged my naughtiest opening. “Do you want my finger in your ass?”

I smacked my lips, creased my brow and nodded my head with desperation. “Mhmm,” I moaned, unsure who wanted the anal attention more, me or the ghost inside me, influencing my lust. Brooke pushed herself in, and I gasped as I felt the naughty stretch of my clench being overpowered. I shivered in my best friend’s arms, her palm resting against my ass cheeks as her finger wormed its way inside me.

“Oh godddd,” I moaned through clenched teeth. I felt so fucking naughty having something in my ass, especially another woman’s finger.

“You like it, don’t you, you naughty girl?” she said, her lips at my ear, speaking barely above a whisper and sending shivers down my spine.

“Oh god, I love it,” I replied, pushing my ass back onto her finger as I swallowed it up all the way to her knuckle.

Brooke giggled and the hand on my breast moved down between my legs, finding my clit and rubbing it gently while she placed sweet kisses on my cheek and neck. She started working her penetrative finger in and out of my asshole, filling up my tightest space before emptying it out, the sliding of her cum-lubricated finger causing an erotic burn on my ring. My abs seemed permanently tensed, as I knelt there, frozen like a statue as my friend did naughty things to me.

One hand in front and one behind, my nethers were trapped between my podcasting partner, and I fucking loved it. Brooke’s movements sped up, her finger pumping in and out of my ass while her other hand flicked my clit with greater intensity. Her sweet kisses turned to full mouth love bites on my neck and shoulder, and my moans became louder as I reached back, holding onto her hips as she fingered my ass and teased my clit.

“Oh, Brooke! OH!” I growled with pleasure, feeling it all through my body, Charlotte loving it just as much as I was.

“That’s right, baby, you love it. Cum for me, baby! Cum for me!”

Her mouth latched onto my neck right as I exploded with sexual bliss. My mouth opened wide and I cried out in ecstasy. Brooke drove her finger as deep into my ass as it would go, her knuckle stretching my hole wider as it spasmed around it. I heard the wet noises of my pussy as my friend’s ceaseless hand rubbed me, my honey spilling out of me and trickling down the insides of my thighs as I came in her arms.

“FUCK! ME!” I practically shouted as my climax ripped through me, my mind unable to comprehend the unbridled pleasure I was experiencing.

Right at that moment, with my mouth open wide, I could feel Charlotte leave my body. I couldn’t see anything, but I suddenly felt like it was just me in my head, riding out the final waves of my orgasm. As I sensed her leaving my body, every candle in the room went out in unison, and our lesbian sex was lit by nothing but the two flashlights laying on the floor, only just illuminating us enough to see what we were doing.

Brooke pulled her finger out of my ass and the pair of us collapsed back, my friend squealing at the spooky darkness we were suddenly plunged into without warning. We both fell on our asses, me landing between Brooke’s open legs so that I could still feel her supple body pressed up against my back. We sat there panting and catching our breath, a sheen of sweat coating both of us despite the cool air of the manor. My thighs were sticky with cum, my asshole warm from being finger fucked, my neck cold as another woman’s saliva cooled on it.

“What the hell happened?” Brooke asked, not having the same insights as me as to why the candles all suddenly went out.

“I think the manor is finally at peace,” I said cryptically, unable to sense Charlotte’s presence at all. She’d pleased who she perceived to be her mistress, used my body as a vessel to be fucked by the woman who she fucked so many times in life.

“What do we do now?” my friend asked, her tits heaving against my back.

I turned around and gave her a quick peck on the lips, knowing there’d be a lot more lesbian sex in our future. Then I reached over and picked up Brooke's discarded crop top from the floor, finding the lapel mic and speaking into it, the audio of our entire lesbian tryst recorded for our podcast. Definitely some hot girl shit. “As always, Unexplained Mysteries and Hot Girl Shit is brought to you by our sponsor, Peaches and Cream Candy, your sweet tooth just won’t be able to get enough.”

Brooke and I broke out into laughter as we signed off from the podcast. This episode was going to require some heavy editing. She wrapped her arms around me lovingly and we both turned our heads to the side to make out.

I was so thankful to the Ratcliffe Manor ghost for giving me the courage to do the thing I might never have done if not for her. I’d miss having the horny specter inside of me, telling me to wear sexy outfits and lick my friend’s butt, but there was still plenty of naughty pleasure for Brooke and I to have together. Plenty of lesbian sex to enjoy now that we’d both tried it.

THE END
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Spooky Paranormal Lesbian Encounters (3 Book Bundle)

Read this hot bundle with the lights out! Dabbling in the occult has never been so sexy as these curious young women explore their sapphic side with the help of the paranormal. Who knew demons, mummies and spirits could give so much pleasure?
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Straight Girls Initiated Into The Lesbian Harem (Complete Series)

Young women in college turning from straight to lesbian! One by one, these curious coeds explore their sexuality, submitting themselves to the beautiful temptress, Kendra. Once initiated into her harem of femme lesbians, Kendra shows them all the places a tongue can go, and how good it feels to be kinky.
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Lesbian Doctor 10 Book Bundle (Complete Series)

Curious coeds and horny MILFs visit the stunning Doctor Reid for their medical issues, only to be seduced by the salacious lesbian right there in her office! These women always leave the doctor smiling and satisfied after having their first lesbian experience laying down on the naughty lesbian’s examination table.
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