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 Her
Husband’s Ghost

 


Just thinking
about Patrick made tears come to Ashley’s eyes. She held his
picture in her lap. She couldn’t believe he was dead yet, even
weeks after the accident. He was so strong and handsome, with his
broad shoulders and masculine face.

With the
sadness came another feeling. Looking at the photo sent electricity
through her hips, making her get wet. She was so damned horny;
Ashley hadn’t so much as touched herself since he’d died.

She felt
hollow, lost to the world. Ashley knew she could get another guy
quickly, with her round and firm ass and perky tits, but it just
didn’t feel right. Not this soon. The mixture of the two desires,
to mourn and to feel a man in her again, was too much to take.

A fit of anger
ripped through her. With a snarl, Ashley threw the picture to the
floor. The glass shattered and the frame cracked.

“How could you
do this to me, you asshole?” Ashley screamed at the picture.

Wind rushed
past the house, then. It made a strange sound. She would have sworn
that she heard an airy and soft, “Sorry...”

Moving to the
kitchen, she poured herself some red wine. It was the only thing
that could get her to sleep.

She took a sip
of the full-bodied drink, put the glass on the counter, grabbed a
broom and dustpan, and went to clean the mess she’d made.

It
looked like the picture had been moved a few feet away. Ashley
shook her head. Must’ve kicked it when I got up, she thought.

As she bent
over to sweep the shards up, an incredible urge to touch herself
consumed Ashley. It was so overpowering that she just wanted to
fingerbang herself until she screamed right there on the floor.

Looking at
Patrick’s picture, she knew that she shouldn’t, that she couldn’t.
She hastily swept up the glass, her hands shaking the entire time,
and then she retreated back to the kitchen. It felt like her whole
body had gotten hotter, like some huge bonfire had ignited in her
pussy. Grabbing the wine glass with both hands, Ashley drained it
in one gulp. She put the glass back on the counter.

“Get a grip,
woman,” she muttered.

Sitting at the
table, she tried to ride out the wave. Closing her eyes, she tried
concentrating on something else.

Glass
shattered. Her eyes sprung open and she jerked in her seat. She saw
that the wine glass had fallen from the counter. Ashley definitely
remembered putting it farther back.

Standing, she walked the few steps to the counter. Yes,
there was a circular wet mark outlining where the bottom of the
glass had been. It was so far from the counter’s edge that there
was no way it could have fallen. Maybe it tipped over and rolled?
She thought. No, she realized
she would have heard the hollow sound glass made as it rolled
across a hard surface. There was no reasonable explanation; it was
like it had just hopped off the counter on its own.

She looked
down at the shattered pile. Her reflections stared back up at
her.

Her desire
flared up inside her again so quickly that she grabbed the counter
to keep from falling. Opening her mouth, her breath left her body
with a shudder. Her wetness soaked her panties.

“Oh God!”

Wind rushed by
the house again. This time, she thought she heard it murmur,
“Ashley...”

It was
too much for her. The voice had sounded familiar.
What’s happening to
me? She thought. She
felt so terrified, so horny. Finally, her teeth gritted in
concentration, Ashley stumbled out of the kitchen. She dragged
herself upstairs toward her bedroom.

What she was
going to do in there, she didn’t know. Either rub herself into a
wild orgasm or hide under the covers. Maybe both.

Ashley got the
door open, crawled in, and pulled herself onto the bed.

“Babe...” the
wind seemed to mutter. It sounded strange.

Ashley knew
that voice. But it couldn’t be him, could it?

“Patrick?”
Ashley stared around the room, her heart pounding, as though she
could catch a glimpse of him. She waited, hardly daring to breath
in case the noise drowned out a reply.

Then came the
wind again, “Yes.”

The voice
sounded stronger now, closer, as though her realization and
acknowledgment fed it.

She couldn’t
figure out whether to laugh or cry.

“I’ve missed
you so much. You have no idea how hard it’s been without you,”
Ashley said.

When the wind
picked up this time, it didn’t stop. It seemed to get stronger and
stronger, as though it would blow the whole house over. All the
drawers of her dresser burst open, sending clothes flying all over
the place.

Ashley’s mouth
was wide open. She realized she was screaming, but the wind was all
she could hear.

There was a
sound like a thunderclap, and the wind abruptly stopped. But Ashley
was no longer paying attention to that. Patrick stood at the foot
of the bed. He was all white, and he glowed slightly as though from
some inner light. He smiled at her and held out his hand.

“I can touch
you? I won’t just pass right through?” Ashley said as she reached
for him.

Still smiling,
Patrick nodded. Ashley closed her eyes as she reached out. Her
fingers met his. His big, strong fingers wrapped around her hand.
She was surprised at the warmth in that touch. That warmth made her
warm, too.

“Can you stay
long?”

“No,” he
replied.

She wiped the
tears from her cheeks. “Then I know just the way to spend the time
that we do have.”

Ashley moved
in front of him, then wet on her knees on the bed. She looked into
his eyes as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse. He looked down at her
cleavage as she undid the last button. She clasped her hands and
squeezed her arms together, pushing her breasts to accentuate their
curves. She pulled off the blouse. She watched his eyes widen as
she unclasped her bra and let it slowly fall down her off. He’d
always loved her breasts, with their pointed, sensitive nipples.
Her nipples stiffened as he looked.

It felt like
her body pulled itself toward him, like they were magnets. It was
no magic; something in her needed him to fondle her breasts, to
pinch and roll her nipples between his strong fingers once
more.

“Touch me,
baby,” Ashley said.

He reached out
slowly, uncertainly, as though he would disappear if he made
contact with that sensitive flesh that he so obviously needed to
hold. But he didn’t disappear as his fingertips brushed the
undersides of her tits. He didn’t disappear as he lifted them up
and squeezed them firmly like dough in his hands. Ashley sucked in
a breath as he ran his thumbs over her nipples. She didn’t know if
it was because he was a ghost, or simply because she hadn’t been
touched like that in a long time, but his every touch surged with
energy. It felt like her pussy had soaked right through her
panties.

“Yeah baby.
You miss these nice tits, don’t you?” Ashley said.

Patrick leaned
forward and kissed her, sending electricity through her lips and
down into the rest of her. He moved his lips slowly up her cheek,
leaving sparks behind. She closed her eyes and felt his warmth pass
over her eyelids.

“Lie down,” he
said.

Still not
opening her eyes, Ashley laid down on the bed. She could sense
Patrick hovering over her. Then he pressed into her. His body
melded into hers, both souls inhabiting the same body. Ashley found
she could suddenly hear everything around her, and that she could
see, whether or not her eyes were closed.

Patrick spoke,
the words going directly to her mind, “Trust me, babe. You will
love this.”

She did trust
him. It was so nice to have him back, even if it was only for a
little bit.

Then her hand
began to move, seemingly of its own volition. She watched as her
fingers undid her pants, then went flat against her stomach and
started to move beneath the elastic of her panties.

Ashley
squirmed on the bed, grabbing a fistful of the cover with her other
hand. Her fingers were so close... Yes...she thought as the tip of her index finger touched the
front of her slit. She was already so wet. Patrick snaked her
finger down between her lips, making Ashley grind her hips against
the bed as he brushed her clit with her own finger.

“Oh, Patrick,”
Ashley moaned, “This is amazing. I love the way you touch me.”

Patrick
slipped her finger up to the first knuckle into the wetness of her
hole. She felt how tight she was. It really had been too long, she
knew. But Patrick knew just how she liked it. He knew not to move
too quickly. Instead, he started moving her fingertip in slow
circles around the tight ring of flesh at the opening. Ashley
arched her back and shuddered as his caresses sent tendrils of
energy through her.

As her tight
little pussy loosened up a little bit more, he slid her finger in a
little deeper. She realized what he was aiming for. Ashley sucked
in a breath as her fingertip brushed across her G-spot. She started
bucking her hips as he curled her finger against that sensitive
spot.

“You’re gonna
make me come, baby, you’re gonna make me...”

She couldn’t
speak anymore. It was all she could do to suck her lip in between
her teeth and bite down a little. The first hints of her impending
orgasm came as little trembles in the walls of her pussy around her
finger. They started getting more intense with each passing
sentence. She let out her first yelp.

Reaching up,
she grabbed a pillow and pulled it down over her face. She bit down
on its softness. When she started screaming, it muffled the sound.
Her pussy was full-on convulsing around her still-curling finger.
Her vision started to swim it got so intense. It felt like her
finger ignited her nerves each time it swished across her
G-spot.

“Did you like
that, babe?” Patrick said.

Finding that
she had regained control of her hand, Ashley pulled her finger out
of her pussy. Her finger was wet and sticky with her juices.
Patrick had left her body, and was again standing at the foot of
the bed.

She slowly
brought her finger to her mouth, pressed it through her lips, and
licked it clean. As she pulled her finger out, she let her lips
trail along it. She felt a jolt in her heart as she saw Patrick
smile.

“Can I put
something else in my mouth?” Ashley asked.

“Yes,” Patrick
said, “This is exactly the same as it used to be... but
better.”

There was no
time to waste. Ashley sat up, then went onto all fours in front of
Patrick. With her ass arched high in the air, her face was on the
same level as his hips. As she reached out, she wondered if her
hands would pass right through him, whether all this was just a
dream.

The zipper on
his jeans felt real enough. She pulled it down and it made that
familiar zipper noise. She undid the button, then pulled down his
pants and underwear. It was just like she remembered; his long,
semi-hard cock popped out of his underwear as she pulled it down
over the head.

Grabbing the
shaft, she felt it throb and pulse in her hand. She looked at it
curiously. All the familiar veins bulged out in the right places.
Would it taste the same? Her mouth watering, she let her lips get
pressed open as they parted around the head. There was no precum,
but otherwise it was completely the same. She tongued the slit at
the tip of his cock, knowing he loved that. He pushed his head back
and made a grunting noise.

As her mouth
moved farther down his shaft, she felt his ghostly hands grab the
sides of her head. That strange energy passed from him into her,
invigorating her body and making her want to swallow his entire rod
as quickly as possible.

She stopped
taking him into her moist mouth about an inch short of his stomach.
Reaching up, she made a tight ring with her index finger and thumb
around this little bit of space. Looking up into his eyes, she
started jerking his shaft into her mouth.

The skin of
his cock moved back and forth just as she remembered. Each time she
pressed the skin back, she felt his cock jump a little against her
tongue.

“Oh babe, you
don’t know how much I missed this,” Patrick said.

His fingers
tightened in her hair. Ashley pulled her mouth back, letting her
lips get pulled along his shaft just like she’d done with her
finger earlier. As more of his shaft became available, she wrapped
the rest of her hand around his member and began jerking harder and
faster back and forth. When just the head of his dick was in her
mouth, she let her tongue play along the ridges. He shook his head
a little, and his entire form appeared to vibrate for a moment.

Then she felt
him pulling her head away. She allowed his cock to fall out of her
mouth, letting her teeth run lightly over the taut flesh as it
passed through them.

He kept
pushing until she was lying on her back again. With a wave of his
hand, her pants and underwear peeled themselves from her body and
fell to the floor. Ashley raised her knees and spread her legs
apart so that he could get a good look at her little pussy.

“I’ve needed
you so badly, baby,” Ashley said.

All of
Patrick’s clothes evaporated from his body. He stood there at the
foot of the bed totally naked. She let her eyes drink in his broad
shoulders and defined abs. She felt some of her juices trickle out
of her pussy, she’d gotten so wet.

“I’m ready for
you,” she said.

Patrick
climbed onto the bed and moved over top of her. His face was so
close; she just had to kiss him. His arms moved through the bed as
he wrapped her in an embrace. His mouth wasn’t wet, but it felt
warm.

His cock
touched her opening. She sucked in a breath as he eased the head
into her. It was so real; she could feel as the bulges rubbed
against her wet walls, passing more deeply into her.

“Oh baby, oh
baby,” Ashley said.

She wrapped
her legs around the small of his back, locking her ankles together.
Reaching behind him, she put each hand on one firm shoulder
blade.

“You’re so
hard in me,” she whispered into his ear, “So hard and big.”

Patrick
started slow and easy at first, only moving his cock in and out of
Ashley’s tight little pussy a few inches on each stroke. As her
breaths started coming more quickly, he started going faster, too.
Just like with her finger before, his cock seemed to make her
sensitive walls buzz.

It wasn’t long
until she was whimpering and moaning, begging him to fuck her
harder and faster. She sucked his glowing earlobe between her teeth
and bit down on it. Her teeth actually penetrated a little.

In response,
Patrick gave her what she wanted. He pulled his cock out until it
was barely touching her opening, then he slammed it into her so
hard that the bed rattled. He was like an engine picking up speed,
pulling his cock out and cramming it back into her tight cunt until
his dick was just a blur of movement.

Every time he
slammed into her, the bed shuddered. Ashley trailed her hands down
his strong back until they cupped his firm ass. His cheeks
tightened up with each thrust. She pulled him, making him fuck her
even harder.

That was when
she noticed they were no longer on the bed. They floated several
feet above the covers, her clutched tightly in his arms.

“Oh, Patrick,”
Ashley breathed.

When he kissed
her, she came all over his cock. Her whole body locked up as every
nerve and fibre seemed to scream. Her pussy trembled and convulsed
as it took turns clamping up around his big cock and relaxing.

Opening her
eyes, Ashley saw that Patrick was glowing even more brightly than
before. His ghostly eyes were squeezed shut, and his lips were
contorted just like he used to do when he was filling her up with
his hot spunk.

As his
spectral orgasm subsided, they floated gently back down onto the
bed. Ashley reluctantly unwrapped her legs and let go of his tight
ass as he sat up on his haunches. Smiling, he reached down and gave
one of her breasts a gentle fondle. Her nipple instantly stiffened
in reaction.

“That was
amazing, babe,” Patrick said.

Ashley felt
the tears start to well up in her eyes. She couldn’t tell if they
were from her amazing orgasm, or from the knowledge that Patrick
would be leaving her again soon.

“Do you have
to go?” Ashley asked.

His face grew
softer as he looked into her eyes. “I do. I’m sorry, Ashley. This
takes so much energy. You would not believe what I had to go
through to get back to you.”

She ran her
hands over his abs, letting her fingers touch all the little
creases between the muscles.

“But if you
did it once, you can do it again. Right?”

Patrick took a
few moments to consider this. Then he smiled again. “For you, babe,
I can. And I will. But for now I have to leave you again.”

Now
Ashley had a big smile on her face, too. I’m going to see him
again, she thought. For
that, she knew she would be able to make it through any
difficulty.

Then Patrick
began to fade away. She reached for him, but her hands just passed
right through his body.

“Don’t worry,
babe. I will see you again. I’ll always come back for you...”

His voice
trailed off into a rush of wind outside.




 Graveyard
Ghost Seduction

 


Lisa
peered around, trying to remember which way the exit was. All
around her, headstones of various shapes and heights sat silently.
As she walked through the rows, more and more reared up out of the
darkness. Shivering a little, she wrapped her arms around herself
and rubbed. Why didn’t I bring a damn sweater? She thought.

Her roommates
had dared her to do it, to spend two hours by herself in the big
old cemetery outside of town. Were they still there in the car at
the gate, waiting? Knowing better, Lisa thought they’d probably
gone somewhere for a bite.

The
hands on her watch told her she’d only been wandering for about
half an hour. I could call them, she thought. Her phone was in the back pocket of her
jeans.

No, she
couldn’t do that; they’d think she was chickening out. She’d never
live it down.

A cool gust of
wind rushed by. Looking down at her shirt, Lisa could see her hard
nipples pressed against her bra. If she was going to last, she
needed to find some shelter.

The first
squat stone mausoleum was locked. Grabbing the bars of the door,
she rattled them and cursed under her breath. The next one, as well
as the one after that were locked too. Just as Lisa was thinking of
finding a large headstone to crouch behind, she spotted it. A few
rows away, there was another crypt. It hadn’t been kept up, with
its crumbling walls, but the door stood ajar.

She rushed
over, the firm cheeks of her ass flexing, and grabbed the door
grate. The metal whined as she heaved it open, making a sound not
unlike a scream. Flinching at the noise, Lisa hurried in out of the
wind.

In the
shadows, she could just make out the large stone sarcophagus in the
middle of the floor. A few stray beams of moonlight filtered in
through a small grated window near the ceiling.

Lisa sat with
her back against the cold, hard stone of the tomb. She wondered if
there was decent phone reception out there. She could tweet about
how bored she was. That brought a smile to her full, pretty
lips.

She arched up,
pulling her phone from her pocket. The screen lit up, then died.
Finger on the power button, she frowned. It had just been charged.
It was no use; no matter how long or hard she pressed, the phone
stayed off.

“Damn it...”
Lisa said. The phone was only a few weeks old. Could it be a
lemon?

A hot breath
blew down the back of her neck.

“Fuck!”

In her panic,
she dropped her phone. It cracked when it hit the floor. Lisa shot
to her feet, looking around. Her tits rose and fell quickly as her
heat jumped in her chest.

She was alone.
But she knew she’d felt the heat/ It couldn’t have been the wind;
the wind was cold.

Something
rustled in a dark corner. It could have been some dried leaves.
That’s what Lisa told herself. The part of her mind that knew
better said otherwise, though. A cold gripped her, holding her to
the spot.

The thing in
the corner watched her. It was as though the shadows themselves
looked out with invisible eyes. The blackness flowed, shifting from
side to side.

Lisa
swallowed, or tried to. Her mouth had gone dry. Strangely, she felt
her pussy get a little wet.

“Who... Who’s
there?” She managed. She balled her fingers into fists. Slowly, her
ability to move was returning. The doorway was right behind her;
she’d bolt for it.

Her legs
worked! She spun, leapt for the opening. It clanged shut.

“No!” A rusty
voice commanded as she wrenched at the bars.

Lisa turned
around to face the spot she thought the voice had come from.

“What have we
here?” The voice continued, “So pretty... full of life...
Yes...”

“What do you
want?” Lisa said.

There was a
hesitation. “Want? Life, youth, flesh...”

A shock
thrilled up Lisa’s spine at the final word. The way the voice had
spoken made her think that it didn’t want flesh for itself. Rather,
it sounded to her like it wanted to feel flesh again. Despite her
fear, she felt a tingle of warmth between her legs as she started
getting wetter.

“What are
you?” Lisa asked. She had her back to the door, and both her hands
were still wrapped around the cold, rusty bars. Her fingers
tightened as she waited for a reply.

“I was a man,
long ago. How long? I can’t remember.”

Lisa
strained to see the inscription on the sarcophagus, hoping it would
give her some idea of how long the ghost had been there.
Maybe if I make it
happy I’ll be able to leave, she thought. She could just make out some words, but they
appeared to have been rubbed off or otherwise destroyed. There was
one other thing she knew she could try.

“Can I help
you?”

The air
shimmered in front of Lisa. The shadows seemed to take on
proportion, to take shape. Before long, a softly glowing man stood
in front of her. He had died somewhere just past his middle years,
but he had broad shoulders and strong arms. He was exactly the type
of older man Lisa liked. She let go of the bars.

“Yes,” he
said, “I believe that you can help me.”

He reached up
with one hand, as though to stroke her cheek. Lisa braced herself,
waiting for the finger to pass right through her. She jumped a
little when she felt it press against her face. Lisa reached toward
the phantasm. Could she touch him, as well? She got her answer as
she cupped his crotch. That was solid, too. Very solid. She stroked
her hand up and down the front of his ghostly pants, rubbing at his
hardening cock underneath.

The ghost
wrapped his arms around her. As she continued stroking his stiff
cock, they started floating into the air.

“Is this what
you want?” Lisa asked.

“Yes,” the
ghost replied. As they got closer to the ceiling, he bent his head
forward and kissed her. His lips felt soft, warm, and electric. He
floated them over the sarcophagus and then set them down, standing
on its lid. His hands uncoupled behind her and then slid down her
curvy waist. He kissed her more deeply as his large palms moved
over her ass and cupped it gently. He pulled her hips into his,
grinding them together. His hard cock pressed against her
thigh.

“Lift your
arms,” the ghost commanded. His arms were still over hers, holding
them down.

She tried
anyway. A jolt of surprise moved through her chest when she lifted
her arms right through his. The inside of his body felt like warm
water, though her skin was dry when she’d moved her arms out of his
body. She held them up over her head.

His hands
still kneaded her ass cheeks and pulled her body close to his as
her shirt seemed to lift itself over her head. It floated in the
air for a moment before falling to the ground. There was a small
snapping noise as her bra unclasped itself. It, too, lifted up off
her arms and then fell.

The soft glow
he cast washed over her perky tits, which were just the right size
for a man to hold and squeeze. Her hard nipples pressed against his
chest. She felt a shudder move through his body as he looked down
at them.

He brought one
arm up around the small of her back. Lisa whimpered a little as she
leaned her weight back against that arm. His grip was tight,
holding their hips together. But now he could lean down, if he
wanted. He moved his free hand up to cup one breast. She could see
through him as he squeezed it. He ran the ball of his thumb over
that smooth flesh, then in slow circles over the nipple. That same
electricity ran through his thumb into her, making Lisa squirm a
little in his arm.

The ghost
passed his hand over the smooth skin in her cleavage, then squeezed
her other tit. This time, he leaned down and took one nipple in his
mouth while he rolled the other between two fingers. He didn’t
suck, but the motions of his ghostly tongue felt even better.

“Oh yes!” Lisa
said. She grabbed his head with both hands and pulled his mouth
down farther over her flesh. After a few moments, he shifted his
mouth to the other nipple. She could actually see her flesh inside
of his mouth, see his tongue press against her or swirl around the
stiff skin of her nipple.

She hadn’t
even noticed that they were floating in the air again.

Then she
gasped as the suit he wore disappeared. His ghostly body was
completely naked against hers as he nuzzled his face between her
tits.

“Oh!” Lisa
said as she felt her feet touch the floor beside the sarcophagus.
The ghost moved his face back and smiled at her. Then she suddenly
felt hot on the inside as he passed right through her. She tried
tuning to face him, but he stopped her by wrapping his large arms
around her body. She felt his stiff cock press up between her legs
as he grabbed her by the throat and gently tilted her head back
onto his shoulder. Turning her face with one finger, he kissed her
deeply. His fingers undid the button and zipper of her jeans. Her
eyes shot open as he slipped one hand under her panties and then
cupped her pussy.

Lisa felt so
wet and warm. She felt his cock stiffen a bit more between her legs
as he stroked back and forth across the smooth skin of her pussy
lips. It was like a pleasant tickle that made her moan and want his
thick cock deep inside her.

Gently, he
stopped their kiss. He pushed her so that she leaned against the
cold stone of the sarcophagus. She felt an electric tingle as he
ran his lips down the middle of her back. Unlike with her shirt and
bra, her used his hands to pull down her jeans and panties. He
pulled those off along with her shoes.

Lisa spread
her legs apart and arched her back as she felt his lips on the back
of one thigh. He reached up and spread her ass cheeks apart with
his strong hands, pulling the lips of her pussy apart enough so
that he could see her wet little hole.

The ghost
wasted no time, quickly moving his lips so that his mouth was over
her pussy. She shook a little at the touch, feeling her wetness
trickle onto his tongue.

She sucked in
a breath as he pushed his tongue into her. It went in so deeply.
Then it spun. It kept spinning, faster and faster. Lisa squeezed
her eyes shut, and her fingers tightened around the edge of the lid
of the tomb. She gritted her teeth, her lips contorted with the
flood of sensation. It was like nothing she’d ever felt before.

His tongue
poked in even more deeply as it kept spinning. It completely filled
her up, leaving no nerve untouched. Lisa arched her neck and
groaned as she came on him.

“Fuck, fuck,
fuck,” she muttered as her pussy tried to clench up around him. It
couldn’t hold onto his tongue, which only stopped spinning when she
stopped coming all over it.

“Fuck me now,”
Lisa said over her shoulder.

When he
pulled his tongue out of her, she almost wished he hadn’t. It had
felt so good. But what will his cock feel like in me? She thought. It wasn’t long before she
found out.

She watched as
he positioned himself behind her. He couldn’t take his eyes off the
sight of her trembling, perfectly shaped ass. Her eyes widened as
she felt something grip her ass and keep the cheeks spread apart.
His hands weren’t on them; he was using both to hold onto his rod
as he guided it toward her pussy.

When she felt
the head touch her, she pushed back against it. Instantly, her
pussy stretched around the whole head and swallowed it up. The
walls of her pussy clenched up involuntarily around the thick shaft
as he pressed it deeply into her. She puckered her lips into a
circle, breathing in and out sharply, as she took more and more
into her. His cock filled her up, too. But it was different from
his tongue. His cock was thick, and it kept her whole pussy as
stretched out as she’d ever felt it.

“Is my little
wet pussy tight enough around that huge cock?” Lisa said to
him.

The ghost
responded by flexing himself in her, making her toes curls. She
wished she could see. Her pussy was probably visible through his
shaft. She could actually watch the walls of her pussy move around
him as he pulled his cock slowly back. He didn’t stop at all; when
he pulled back as far as he wanted, he pushed into her again.

Soon his cock
crammed into her and pulled out at a steady pace. Lisa pushed back
against his thrusts, revelling in the feeling of the ridges of that
big head rubbing back and forth along the tight, smooth walls of
her cunt. Her little pussy was stretched so much that it almost
hurt. But it was that grey area between pleasure and pain that she
liked so much. She sucked in her lip and bit it lightly, running
her tongue over it.

She tightened
up when she felt the ball of his thumb press against her asshole.
It was the first time she’d heard him groan. Smiling, every time he
pushed in she tried to clench up around him. The little grunts he
gave her made her nipples stiffen up enough to hurt.

The only sound
in the mausoleum were her grunts and moans as his thick ghostly
cock slammed silently into her tight, wet little hole.

The ghost
floated them into the air again. He buried his cock all the way
into her as he did so, leaving her toes tightly curled and her
pussy clamped around his member, not wanting him to slide out.

They landed on
their sides on the lid of the tomb. He ran his arm under her neck
so that she had something to support her head. But she wasn’t
thinking about that at all. With her legs closed, her pussy was
even tighter than before. If it had been a cock made of flesh
shoved that deeply into her, she didn’t think it would have been
able to move.

But the
ghost’s cock did.

Cupping one of
her ass cheeks with his hand, the ghost withdrew his cock until
only the bulbous head was in her. The tight ring at the opening of
her pussy strained around its girth. Lisa found that she was
holding her breath.

Silently, the
ghost’s cock slid back in through her lips until she felt a nudge
as it bumped against the very back of her pussy. She rolled her
hips as he held that position, rubbing the hard rod around in her
as much as she could. Just at the moment when Lisa was going to
scream at him to start fucking her again, the ghost pulled back and
then slammed in. He kept going, harder and faster with each passing
moment.

When Lisa
looked back at him, his dick was only a glowing blur as moved. He
was going so fast, she didn’t think she’d be able to take it. Lisa
reached back, hoping to grab his hip to make him slow down a
little. Her fingers passed through his body, which wrapped her hand
in that strange warmth that seemed to fill him.

“I can feel
you around me,” the ghost whispered, “I can feel your tight little
pussy slowly clamping down. Are you going to come on me?”

“Yes,” Lisa
said.

“Yes what?”
The ghost said, “Tell me what your little pussy is going to do to
my big, hard cock?”

Lisa could
barely think. All she could do was feel. Her pussy felt so warm and
tight; heat seemed to radiate from it through the rest of her body,
leaving her feeling light and electrified.

“I’m going to
come on that big cock you keep fucking me with,” Lisa said.

The ghost
reached around her and tweaked one of her nipples between two
fingers. That was the tipping point.

With a long
scream, Lisa lost control of herself. Her hips pushed back against
the ghost, trying to force his cock deeper into her as her pussy
clenched up around him. Even her coming didn’t stop the steady and
fast motion of his member. He seemed to ram her even faster, trying
to lengthen her orgasm. She whimpered and yelped, grabbing the lip
of the lid for support.



It was part
way through that she felt his cock jump in her. Her pussy got even
hotter, as though he’d filled her up with his warm cum.

“Yes!” The
ghost yelled behind her.

His cock felt
like it had swelled up. She couldn’t contain it anymore. Lisa
screamed again.

Then the huge
thing inside her was gone.

She lay
shuddering on the lid of the tomb for a while, waiting for the
aftershocks of her orgasm to stop rushing through her body. When
she started to get cold, Lisa let herself down and collected her
clothes. She pulled them back on. Her pussy was so wet, she knew
she’d need to change her underwear as soon as she got home.

Looking around
the crypt, she wondered if that had really just happened. There was
no evidence of it, save her sopping, sore pussy.

“Hello?” Lisa
said.

Only the wind
answered. She jumped and yelped when the door squealed. It had
opened itself a few inches. Lisa bent down, grabbed her broken
phone, and then squeezed through the small gap.

The door
closed behind her just as she got through.

“Lisa! Where
are you?” A voice called.

Relief flooded
her stomach. It was her friends. She saw flashlights bobbing up and
down in the distance. As she moved toward them, she wondered what
she would say about that night. There was no way she was going to
tweet about having her brains fucked out by some old ghost.

Maybe she
would dare one of her friends to come along one night? Her lips
curled in a smile as she wondered what a threesome with a horny
ghost might be like.




 Sex With
The Ghost

 


Allison tried
to concentrate on her book, and ignore the banging noise from
upstairs. She would read a few lines and SLAM, the noise again. It
always took her a minute to get back into the mindset for reading.
So, she’d find her place on the page, start again, and CRASH, she
was out of it. Whatever caused the noise seemed always to time it
for maximum interruption. Allison thought she must have read the
same sentence at least five times now.

She hadn’t
minded house-sitting, at first anyway. It was a beautiful place,
and Allison had owed the owner a favor. Besides, it had seemed like
the perfect setup for some no-strings sex with guys from the bar.
But even those guys wouldn’t put up with the racket.

For the third
time that night, Allison stood up from her chair and made her way
up the stairs. The noises all seemed to come from a particular
guest room. Grabbing the cool metal doorknob, she flung the door
open and turned on the light.

Nothing. Just
like every other check she’d done.

She
always caught sight of herself in the mirror. Perky breasts, pert
ass. Some lucky stud from the pub was really missing out.
And all because I
can’t make this damn noise stop, Allison thought.

Also just like
before, the banging stopped while she was there in the room.

“Damn pipes,”
Allison said as she clicked the light off and closed the door.
That’s what she was telling herself: old water pipes filled with
air bubbles running under the floor. She figured the weight she
added when she went in shifted the pipes a little, enough to stop
the noise.

The plumber
she’d called wouldn’t be able to make it until the next day. The
owners weren’t answering their cell.

A bath might be nice, she thought. Running downstairs, she grabbed her book.
Then she went back upstairs. The bathroom had one of those cool,
old clawfoot bathtubs that was nice and deep.

While she drew
the water, Allison undressed. Standing naked, her nipples erect
from the cool air, she bent over the tub to test the water.

Allison froze,
bent over. It felt like someone watched her. Someone horny, who
liked the look of her ass. She spun. There was nothing behind her
but the open door. She hated leaving the bathroom door open. She
frowned; she didn’t remember leaving it like that.

“Stupid
house...” Allison muttered as she closed the door and locked
it.

The hot water
enveloped her as she slowly lowered herself into the tub, holding
onto the cool porcelain sides for support.

Allison
let herself slide down into the water. It rushed over her ears and
she closed her eyes. She spent a few peaceful moments like
that. Maybe
I won’t read, she
thought. Her hand started creeping down her stomach.

She opened her
eyes and screamed. Water rushed over the edge of the tub as she
hauled herself into a sitting position. Wiping the water from her
eyes, she peered around the room. There was nothing. Allison would
have sworn that she’d seen a blurry face peeping down at her.

There was
something else: the door was unlocked and ajar. Allison stared at
it, eyes wide. It felt like her heart had stopped.

It was another
minute before she could breathe again. Looking down at the floor,
she sighed and made a face. There was water everywhere. Her
paperback was soaked. Stepping out of the tub, she towelled herself
off and then wrapped the towel around her body. She picked up the
soggy book. The sudden urge to throw it across the room filled her,
and she resisted it.

“It might be
okay when it dries...” Allison said with a tone that said she
wasn’t entirely convinced.

In any case,
the night was pretty much ruined. Glancing at the clock, Allison
saw that it was already fairly late anyway, and, though she was
feeling horny and frustrated, she just didn’t want to put in the
effort of getting ready to go out.

Instead, she
went to her room and laid on her back on the bed, staring up at the
ceiling. She didn’t even bother turning the light off.

She was just
drifting off when SLAM, the noise came back. Standing up, she made
her way over. The noise slammed and banged a few more times before
she got the door open.

Just like
before, when she went to investigate, the noise stopped. The way
she saw it, she had two choices: leave the house and explain why
she wasn’t doing her job, or sleep in that room to keep the noise
from recurring until the plumber came the next day.

Letting the
towel fall down, she clambered under the covers. She just couldn’t
bring herself to turn off the light. Again, she found herself
drifting off without much effort.

In her dream,
she was having the most amazing sex. The guy was hot, his cock was
hard. All was good.

She must have
been moaning in her sleep, because she woke herself up. Her body
was still squirming under the covers. Her legs were spread apart,
and she could feel a warm, soft tongue running up and down her
pussy. She felt how wet she was at the same time that the panic
settled in.

“Oh my God!”
Allison screamed bloody murder, rolling out of bed onto the floor,
taking the blanket and sheet with her. She tried to stand up, but
her legs had tangled in the covers. All she accomplished was
falling flat on her stomach. Turning over, she sat up and put her
back against the dresser. She was hyperventilating.

“Who... the
FUCK... is there?” She said. Allison was suddenly aware of just how
isolated she was in the big, old house.

“I’m sorry,” a
man’s voice said. It sounded like it was coming from right next to
her, but Allison saw no one there. He continued, “I’ve been trying
to get you to be here for hours. Did you like it? It sounded like
you liked it.”

“Get out of
this house! I’m calling the police!”

There was no
phone in that room. The closest one was in the master bedroom.
Allison didn’t know if she’d be able to make it.

“I’m afraid
they wouldn’t really be able to help. You see, I’m already
dead.”

“Pyscho!”
Allison said.

She screamed
again when a man materialized seemingly from nothing in front of
her. He had a faint glow, and was completely naked. She could also
just make out what was behind him, as thought glimpsing something
through mist. With a gasp, she realized he was the man she’d just
dreamed was fucking her. Mingled with this shock was a warm feeling
in her pussy, as though it remembered, too.

“You... You
were in my dream,” Allison said.

The ghost of
the man smiled as though he was recalling a fond memory. “Yes. You
liked it, didn’t you?”

She watched as
his ghost cock hardened. It was long and thick. She felt her body
urge her to go take it.

“Why me?”
Allison asked.

“Because you
are so beautiful. I know you had fun in your dream. Why don’t you
let me make that a reality? As a ghost, I am a far better lover
than any living man you could possibly dream up.”

Allison tried
very hard for a reason to not do this. Every time she thought she
came up with one, she returned to thinking about the dream, to how
wet she still was.

“Okay,” she
said.

The ghost
smiled. She thought she saw his cock tremble a little. He stepped
towards her, but she held her hand up and he stopped. Allison
arched her back, shoving her tits up into the air, then leaned
forward onto her hands and knees like a stretching cat, She moved
sinuously on all fours towards him, making sure to wave her
ass.

God, she
thought, I
am so damn horny. She
reached out and put her hands on his upper thighs to support
herself. She felt surprise at the warmth and firmness of his
ectoplasm. It felt almost like real flesh under her touch, but
different in some way she couldn’t quite describe. It took her a
moment to realize he had no scent. But why would he? He didn’t
actually have a body.

Throwing her
hair back with a shake of her head, she looked up into the glowing
orbs of his eyes as she sank her lips down onto his hard shaft.
Just like with his legs, her lips met something solid as they
closed in a tight ring around his girth. His rod felt far warmer,
though.

When she had
sucked in most of his cock, she pulled her mouth sensually back
along his length. To her delight, it felt just like a real cock of
flesh, with the skin being pulled back by her lips.

The ghost
threw his head back. He didn’t moan; instead, that otherworldly
glow around him intensified for a moment, as though he was full of
some energy just ready to burst out of his body.

Allison used
the tip of her tongue to tickle around the head of his cock. This
made him glow even brighter, filling the room with a glow like that
from a fluorescent light.

Supporting his
cock at the base with one hand, she went to town on the head,
moving her lips in semi-circles over the taut flesh and sticking
the tip of her tongue into the little slit at the end that would
normally be filling her mouth with salty precum. Using just her
thumb and index finger, she made her own cockring. She drew this
circle slowly up his shaft, making sure to suck as hard as she
could on the head of his cock the whole time.

He was getting
so bright that she had to squint, and could still only barely make
out his outline.

“Give me your
flesh,” he said suddenly. The strength of his voice shook the room.
It was like he drew power from arousal. The next time she tongued
the tip of his cock, she thought she could almost taste some
precum.

Was their
encounter somehow making him more alive?

Then Allison
found herself slowly rotating off the floor. Her body spun around
his cock like the hand of a clock. With his fat rod still jammed
between her lips, all she could do was let out a startled
whimper.

That surprise
melted away when she felt his arms wrap around her back and felt
his face press between her legs. They were in 69 position standing
up. She had no time to wonder at it though, as his ghostly tongue
slipped into her wet little pussy and made her moan on him some
more. All the blood rushing into her head had the effect of
intensifying the sensitivity of her pussy to his attentions. Before
long, she had to take her mouth off him and just use the ring she’d
made with her fingers, running it up and down his length, as she
started groaning.

Looking at his
cock, she thought she could start to see the hint of color in the
ectoplasm.

Then her whole
body jerked as she came. He held onto her tightly, moving his
tongue in slow circles around the ring of flesh at her opening,
sending spikes of electricity through her nerves.

The ghost
walked them over to the bed. Instead of setting her down on the
mattress like she expected, Allison let out a yelp of surprise as
he put her partially on the floor. Her shoulders and upper back
rested on the floor, while her lower back and hips were supported
by the side of the bed. Her cunt was pointed straight into the air.
He also grabbed her behind the knees and pushed her legs against
her body, fully exposing her pussy to anything he wanted to do with
it.

He sat down on
the bed, his legs on either side of Allison’s body. Holding his
cock down with a thumb, he placed it lengthwise along the sopping
slit of her pussy. He rubbed his bulging rod between her slippery
lips.

Was it
Allison’s imagination, or could she see a big drop of precum beaded
on the head of his cock? She reached up and wiped at his cock with
the pad of her thumb the next time he poked his long cock forward,
filling the room up with brightness at the sensation her touch
caused him.

She
sucked it off her thumb. It tasted like precum. She gasped as she
realized that she was right: the ghost was coming back to life
through their fucking. And all this was only the foreplay. What
would happen when he shoved his meat into the hungry and waiting
lips of her cunt? There’s only one way to find out, Allison thought.

“Come on and
fuck me,” Allison said. She wiggled her hips back and forth as much
as she could, feeling a tingle in her pussy as his hard rod rubbed
against her clit. “Don’t you want to?”

From the way
his cock hardened against her flesh after she’d spoken, Allison
knew he did.

The ghost
moved his hips, changing the angle of his cock. Still guiding it
with one thumb on the top of his shaft, he slid the head back down
through her slit until it rested right on the cusp. Allison tried
raising her hips to move him into her, but she couldn’t.

He shuddered
against the bed as he entered her. The head, being the widest part,
stretched her out as his cock pushed into her. He kept pushing in
against the resistance of the tightness of her grip around him.
He’d gritted his teeth, and between her own gasps of pleasure at
the sensation of his ghostly flesh running along hers, she thought
she saw him take a breath.

With her legs
back like they were, he’d made her pussy really tight and somewhat
shallow. He had to stop, unable to cram his entire cock into her.
Allison felt so hot. She had to take deep breaths that made her
ample tits rise and fall. Concentrating, she gave his cock a
squeeze with the muscles of her pussy.

That got him
going. Using only a few inches of play, he allowed the bed to
bounce him up and down a little.

“Yeah,”
Allison whimpered, “Keep fucking me with that big cock. Can you
squeeze it into my tight little cunt?” Puckering her lips, she
sucked in a breath and continued, “You like them nice and tight,
don’t you...”

Every time his
shaft pressed back into her, she squeezed him, tried to hold him in
nice and deep like that for as long as she could until the mattress
forced his cock to pull back up. She could see the glistening of
her juices on his shaft now. He was getting more real by the
second.

Using his
thumbs, he reached between her legs and spread the lips of her
pussy apart to get a better look as his shaft fought against her
tightness.

“Am I getting
you nice and wet?” Allison said. She wanted to watch his hard cock
pounding into her, too. She strained her head, but all she could
see was a bit of his wet shaft as it slid in her. Her pussy pulled
at the skin of his cock, and bunching it back each time he thrust
his long rod back into her tight little hole.

She realized
it really was skin. His cock was almost completely real. Looking up
into his face, she saw a look of strain. His lips were contorted,
pushed out from his teeth, as he stared down at her.

Allison
reached up around her ass and grabbed him by the wrists. This
caught his attention.

“Tell me your
name,” she said. She wanted something to scream when her cunt
contracted around his cock and made her cry out.

“Graham,” the
ghost said.

That seemed to
break his concentration a little. He had to stop. She felt his cock
flex inside her, and he wrapped his fingers around the base of his
shaft as though trying to stop himself from coming.

Allison pulled
at his hand, making him release his grip on his cock.

“Come in my
pussy,” she said, “Fill me up. Do it.”

He stopped
using the mattress to bounce himself. Instead, he lifted himself up
off it and started giving her the pounding she’d been waiting for.
The head of his cock bumped against the back of her pussy with each
thrust. He was so damn hard in her. Her grip on his wrists
tightened in time with the grip of her pussy around his cock.

The glow
around him was completely gone now. He seemed almost fully flesh.
She knew he was no longer a ghost the next moment. He stopped
suddenly and she felt him jerk inside of her, his cock spewing warm
cum right into her tight hole. He filled her up with more and more
with every jump of his cock against her squeezing grip.

She was coming
too, the wet walls of her pussy milking all the jizz out of his
balls one squeeze at a time.

When he pulled
his cock out of her, some of his cum trickled out too. It moved in
a warm trail down her stomach.

Graham looked
like he was in shock. Allison let go of his wrists. Graham brought
his hands up near his face, staring at the red marks on his wrists
where she’d held onto him tightly while coming all over his
cock.

“I’m...
I’m...” he said.

“Alive?”
Allison suggested. Her pussy was still clenching and unclenching a
little, as thought waiting for more.

Graham was a
handsome man. He had a look of utter awe on his face as he ran his
hands over his own body. This filled Allison with warmth. She felt
so unreasonably happy. This was far better than fucking some random
guy from the bar. How many girls could say that they’d actually
fucked a ghost back from the dead?

Her back was
stiff as she rolled onto her side and then pushed to her feet. She
sat on the bed beside Graham, laying her head on his broad shoulder
and encircling his waist with one arm.

“I don’t know
how this happened,” Graham said.

Allison gently
pushed him down onto the bed. She grabbed the covers from the floor
and threw them over their bodies. She snuggled against him.

“Shh. Just be
happy. We’ll think of everything in the morning. Just sleep now,
with me, okay?”

She felt his
body relax against hers. “Sleep? That sounds wonderful.”

As they
drifted off together, Allison tried to remember for the next day
that she’d need to tell the plumber not to come in.
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I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out,
I put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I
saw a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry,
did we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought
about what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me
wonder how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same
time. I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see
the full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men
looked at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of
them had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.
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The whole way
home from the restaurant, Lars couldn’t stop thinking about what he
and Katrina were going to do. He flexed his hands, imagining what
it was going to be like to leave nice, red prints all over that
firm ass of hers while she begged him for more.

It turned him
on just thinking about it. He had to adjust his position in the
driver’s seat, trying to keep his pants from squeezing his
hardening cock.

He
pulled into the driveway, put the car into park and turned it off.
He practically jumped out as soon as he’d opened the door.
Everything has to
be perfect, he thought.
This was going to be the first time that Katrina would be seeing
his place. He hoped that it wouldn’t be the last.

They’d met a
few weeks back and had been seeing each other on and off ever
since. It had been during a party last weekend when they’d talked
to each other alone in a back room that she mentioned her interest
in being spanked.

She’d smiled
at him, stood up, and shoved her ass in his face. Just recalling it
made him want to touch himself before she got there. What made it
all the better is that he had just been dying to smack that ass.
She was a real bitch, sometimes. Not all the women he’d been with
wanted a good spanking, so it was a pleasant surprise when it
turned out that one did (especially when she was someone who needed
one).

Lars had just
finished putting his leathers on under his normal clothes when the
doorbell rang. As he walked over to answer it, he wondered whether
or not he should wear his mask. He had one with a zipper over the
mouth. Sometimes everyone involved got a huge kick out of it.

It was
Katrina. She had on a pair of loose yoga pants that tightened up
around the thighs and ass, and a shirt that gave no clue as to what
sort of underwear she had on, to Lars’ frustration.

She had a
wicked smile on her pretty face. Without checking to see if there
was anyone on the street who might be watching, she reached forward
and cupped his crotch with one hand.

“Hi, lover,
“Katrina said. Her smile grew when she felt how hard he already
was. “I see you’ve been thinking about me.”

She
pushed him aside and walked in, giving herself a light smack on the
ass as she moved past him. Lars swallowed and cracked his
knuckles. Soon enough, he
told himself.

They’d planned
on some light snacks and maybe a drink before getting down to. When
he’d first come in, Lars had felt a little hungry. Now all thoughts
of food and drink were driven from his mind. He had the urge to
bend her over the back of the couch, pull down her pants and
underwear, and lay one on her right there, but he managed to
restrain himself.

“And what
about you?” He asked, “Have you been thinking about me?”

That smile
never left her face. “No. In fact, I had forgotten about our little
arrangement until my cell reminded me an hour or so ago.”

Lars wasn’t
certain of whether or not she was joking. She was one of those
people who liked to be funny and ironic, but could sometimes be
serious. Sometimes he just couldn’t tell the difference.

He had some
picking food and some wine set up on the coffee table, so he led
her into the living room. He sat down on the couch, expecting
Katrina to sit beside him.

“Lean back,”
she said.

Confused, Lars
leaned back against the cushions. Katrina scooched between the
couch and the coffee table, then sat down on his lap. His cock got
instantly hard, trapped under her ass like that. It also hurt a
little, held tightly to his leg by his pants.

It didn’t help
when Katrina leaned forward to grab a vegetable stick. She started
grinding her ass into him. He gritted his teeth, all the muscles in
his legs and hips clenched.

It was so damn
good.

He started
pressing his fingers between his hips and her ass, trying to get a
handful of that firm flesh. She smacked his hands away.

“Not yet,” she
said.

When Lars
grabbed onto her by the thighs and started grinding back, she stood
up and then sat back down beside him.

They sat like
that for a while: Katrina picking at the food as slowly as she
could, Lars eying her thighs and wondering when she’d finish. He
reflected again on how much of a bitch the woman could be. She knew
he wanted her. What’s more, Lars knew she wanted him, too. She was
just being as much of a tease about it as she could.

After what
felt like forever, Katrina stood up. “Where’s your bedroom?” She
asked.

“Upstairs.
First door on the left.”

As she
squeezed between Lars and the table, she stuck out her ass again
and gave it a light slap. When she was clear, Lars stood up and
followed her. He walked behind her up the stairs, watching each of
her ass cheeks flex as she moved.

Katrina opened
the door to the bedroom. Lars turned on the light. On the bed was a
single pair of handcuffs, shiny in the light, and a black riding
crop.

She took a
step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his.
Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of
her ass and squeezed. Lars reached his arms around, one hand
squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga
pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it
through her slit towards her hole.
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