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CHAPTER 1 
   
 Andy brought the car to a stop a little too quickly. A framed movie poster on top of a stack of boxes kept going, carrying its momentum forward and tapping him on the back of his head. It was one of 24 years’ worth of memories packed into his reliable, albeit old and rusty 1998 Dodge Shadow.  
 It was early in the afternoon on an overcast day, and Andy had just parked outside what had once been his grandmother’s house. It now belonged to him, her sole remaining biological family member. 

Grandma Beth… She was such a sweet woman.

 There had never been a question about whether or not Andy would move into the house. As soon as he’d read that little detail in his grandmother’s will, he’d gone home to his damp, basement studio apartment and started packing. 
 Andy climbed out of the car and stretched. The ride over had only been a half hour across Greenvale, nothing to stress his muscles. It was more to clear his head, than anything. Grandma Beth had been a rock in his life, an immovable force of baking and gentle words. She’d invited him over to this house so many times, and the nostalgia Andy felt looking at it now was almost palpable. 
 It was white, with green trim and flaking paint in places. Two stories, with a medium sized front yard and a large backyard. There was a garage, which he’d need to take a look at the door of before he got any ideas about parking inside, and a shed around back with a disused garden next to it. 
 Andy stared at the door for a couple of seconds, deciding to wait outside, rather than head straight in. He’d called his on and off girlfriend, Akari, on the way over. She’d never been a huge fan of his dank old apartment, but now… 

She’ll see things differently now. She’ll understand.

 Andy pulled out his phone, figuring he’d shoot her a quick text. A car pulled up before he could, a slick looking, recent year mustang. Akari stepped out of the driver’s side, dressed in a blouse and skirt combination that could have stopped any man in their tracks. 
 She was drop dead gorgeous, but that wasn’t the reason why Andy had fallen in love with her. He’d known her since high school and had adored her for her smile and sharp wit. Of course, he had mostly been ignored in those early years. It wasn’t until he’d come back to Greenvale after college that Akari had paid him any attention, and he’d done everything he could since then to court her properly. 
 “What do you want, Andy?” asked Akari. She folded her arms under her breasts as she walked over, wearing a frown openly on her red mouth. 
 “Hey,” he said. He leaned in to kiss her. Akari turned, accepting it on the cheek instead of the lips. 
 “Well, what is it?” she asked again. “Please tell me I didn’t waste my time driving all the way out here for nothing.” 
 “Akari, jeez,” said Andy. “Relax. Look, remember how I mentioned to you that my grandmother… well… she recently passed away?” 
 “Oh… right.” Akari shrugged. 
 “This was her house,” Andy continued. “She… left it to me.” 
 Akari looked at him impatiently. 
 “Is that seriously it?” she asked. “You brought me out here to show me a dead woman’s house?” 
 “Akari…” Andy scowled at the ground and tried to reformulate his argument. “Look at this place. It’s large enough for the both of us. There’s a front and back yard. We could get a dog, maybe eventually… other things.” 
 Akari smiled a little, and he hoped it was a good sign. 
 “Andy, you’re like a love sick puppy,” said Akari. “Even Emily agrees with me on that.” 
 “Akari, I just thought… Well, we’ve been doing the whole back and forth for a while.” 
 “You mean how we haven’t been exclusive?” asked Akari. 
 Andy stared at her. 

Wait… we weren’t exclusive?

 Akari seemed to read his reaction through his expression. 
 “No, Andy, we weren’t exclusive,” she said. “Look, I’m 25. You’re 24. Why would either of us be looking to settle down and move into a house yet?” 
 Andy was still reeling from her revelation. The sting of it dug deep, making his heart ache, his cheeks flush. He tried to take a slow breath to steady himself, and felt a wave of anger come in with it. 
 “You mean you’ve been seeing other men?” he asked, trying not yell. 
 Akari sighed and gestured to the car. 
 “That’s not mine,” she said. “Where did you think I got it? Listen, Andy, you’re a really sweet guy. Too sweet for someone like me.” 
 “Please…” he said, with sigh. “Just don’t.” 
 Akari didn’t say anything for a while. Andy couldn’t look at her. He ran a hand through his short blond hair, feeling like part of his world was coming crashing down around him. A suburban couple walking two dogs passed by on the sidewalk near them, glancing over and frowning as they read the situation. 
 “I’m going to go,” said Akari. “I have plans for tonight. Listen… I’ll text you? We can still see each other. You just have to know that-” 
 “No,” said Andy. “It’s okay. I think we should just…” 
 He trailed off. 

This wasn’t how I expected this to go.

 



 CHAPTER 2 
   
 Akari was already in her borrowed car, heading down the street, by the time Andy made it to the front door. He fished the key that had been left with the will out of his pocket and let himself in. 
 It smelled of his grandmother, and in a good way. She had been old, but very cleanly, fond of baking and making teas and ciders. Andy turned on the light next to door, and a strange, very personal sense of loss took hold in him. 
 He expected his grandmother to come hurrying out of the kitchen, maybe even carrying a plate of cookies to welcome him inside. Andy knew that she was dead, but for some reason, he still expected it. 

That’s what it really means to miss someone. To still expect them to be there, even when you’re not supposed to.

 He kicked his shoes off and walked into the living room. His grandmother had maintained a clean and simple setup, composed of a couch, a couple of chairs, and an old CRT TV on a polished wooden stand. There was also a fireplace in the corner that looked as though it hadn’t been used in years. 
 The kitchen and dining room were much the same, completely spotless and surprisingly devoid of perishable food. It almost seemed to Andy as though his grandmother had prepared the place for him, that she’d known that the stroke that’d killed her was coming, and done what she could to set the house up for him to move into immediately. 
 He walked upstairs and down the carpeted hallway. The house had two bathrooms, one on each floor, a main and guest bedroom, and a simple study. The main bedroom still held his grandmother’s scent, but she’d moved all of her possessions into a couple of cardboard boxes in the corner. 
 “You did all this,” he muttered. “It really does seem like you knew it was your time…” 
 He sat down on the bed for a moment, feeling the soft blankets and sheets. Andy was too tired to start moving his stuff in immediately, and figured that it would probably be best if he waited a bit and got a sense for the place, first. 
 He made his way back downstairs. Andy’s grandmother had a landline, and he tested the connection, a little surprised to find that it still worked. He was in the middle of considering the merits of ordering pizza for dinner when something strange happened. 
 The TV turned on, the screen tuned into static and creating a crackling, ambient background hum. Andy looked over at it, and then down at the ground, assuming that he’d accidentally stepped on the remote. He hadn’t. 
 “Weird…” he muttered.  
 He walked over to the TV, turned it off, and pulled out his cell phone. His grandmother had never made the jump to the internet age, preferring to stick to old school communication methods. As such, there was no wireless network for Andy to connect to. 

I brought my old router with me, but it will take a couple of days to get things set with an ISP.

 He was still thinking about it when the TV flickered back on. Andy had been looking in the direction of it this time, and was absolutely positive of what he’d seen. A cold chill ran down his spine. His hesitated for a moment, and then walked back over to turn it off. He found where the plug connected into the outlet and pulled it loose, satisfying himself in the assumption that it had been some kind of electrical glitch. 
 “I guess I’ll have to get that checked out, too,” he said, without really knowing why he was speaking out loud. Andy turned in a slow circle. It almost felt like somebody was watching him. 
 He headed back out to his car, using the fresh air to clear his head as he found a change of clothes in one of his moving boxes. He also grabbed his pillow, toothbrush, and a couple of blankets, everything he’d need to spend the night. 
 The TV was on when he came back inside. Andy froze, staring at it in disbelief. He took another step into the house, and the door slammed shut behind him. 
 “What… the fuck?” 
 He dropped the stuff in his hands and stumbled away from the walls, and then away from the TV. Generic horror movie plots flashed through his head. He tried to stay calm, reminding himself that he’d had a long day, and was probably overtired. 
 “That was just the wind…” Andy whispered, looking at the door. “And the TV… it could have a battery in it, or something. I don’t know how every old TV worked.” 
 The only reply from the room was the static of the TV. Andy walked over to it slowly, taking loose, even breaths. He picked up the remote and began skipping through channels until he found something he could watch. 
 “I’m being ridiculous,” said Andy. “This is probably how everyone who inherits a house from a deceased relative ends up acting.” 
 “Yeah, probably,” said a soft, feminine voice. 
 Andy whirled in the direction the voice had come from. Standing in the entranceway to the dining room was a woman with pale skin, translucent features, and a smile on her face. His heart pounded painfully in his chest, and all he could do was stare at her. 

Oh… my god…

 Andy slowly stood up, shaking his head in disbelief. The ghost was already moving toward him. She had a shapely figure, large breasts, trim waist, nice butt, and clearly supernatural in nature, her entire body somewhat see-through and vaguely blue in color. 
 “Relax,” said the ghost. “And don’t bother trying the door. I already locked it.” 
 “You already… locked it?” Andy stared at her dumbly for a moment, and then charged for the door. As she’d promised, there was no point. Both the handle and the latch were set, and his fingers were trembling too severely for him to even attempt to undo them. 
 “You’re Andy, aren’t you?” asked the ghost. 
 “Jesus Christ!” he screamed. “Stay away from me!” 
 “Oh, would you relax,” said the ghost. She shook her head and, unbelievably, rolled her eyes at him. “Take a look at the photo on top of the fireplace. The one furthest to the right.” 
 Andy stared at her for a full minute, not daring to do anything. The ghost tapped her foot impatiently, finally gesturing with her hand and glaring at him. That was enough to spur him into motion. He walked over to the fireplace and found the photo she’d indicated. 
 “This…” Andy frowned, taking a second to recognize the two women in the photo. “I think that’s my grandmother. Wait, is that you, Grandma Beth?” 
 “Are you blind?” snapped the ghost. “No, look at the other woman. The cute one.” 
 Andy shook his head, puzzled by her words. In the photo, his grandmother had her arm around a short blonde woman, attractive both by the standards of the time and modern day metrics. She had large breasts, stunning blue eyes, and a smile with tiny dimples on either side of it. 
 “There,” said the ghost. “Now you can see the truth.” 
 She took another step toward Andy, and her outline solidified and materialized into greater detail. She regained color, looking almost like a normal woman outside of a slightly unnerving blue glow. She wore jeans and a frilly purple blouse, and smiled that same mischievous smile. 
 “It’s nice to meet you, Andy,” she said. “I’m Jen.” 
 



 CHAPTER 3 
   
 “You’re… Jen?” 
 Andy could only stare at her. He was taller than her by at least a head, but still felt awed by her supernatural presence. He slowly shook his head. 

I’m losing my mind.

 “This can’t be happening,” he muttered. “I… This is a hallucination.” 
 “You’re not hallucinating, Andy,” said Jen. “Yes, I am a ghost. And yes, this is really happening. But if you just give me a minute or two to explain…” 
 “I need to get some help,” said Andy. “The breakup with Akari… It must have snapped something loose.” 
 He already had his cell phone out. Andy had been seeing a psychiatrist over a few lingering issues he had with general anxiety. He found her contact in the list and called it, hoping that it wasn’t too late in the afternoon for her to be in her office. 
 “Andy, what are you doing?” asked Jen. 
 “Getting help,” he said. “Uh, yes, Dr. Moreno? This is Andy, I need an emergency appointment. I think I’m… hallucinating.” 
 Jen closed in on Andy before he could hear the response. She pushed herself against him, and strangely, Andy could feel her body. It wasn’t as substantial as a normal woman’s, lighter, with a strange tingle to the touch, but he could still feel it as though she was really there. 
 “You aren’t hallucinating.” Jen slid her finger along his cell phone and the screen turned off in an instant. “Give me a couple of minutes to explain myself, and then I’ll give you time to freak out.” 
 Andy slowly set his phone down. Jen was right in front of him. Her blouse was low cut, exposing cleavage that made him question for a second if she wasn’t a real woman, covered in makeup and some part of an elaborate prank. He touched her shoulder with his hand, and after a moment of resistance, felt it pass right through. 
 “That tickles, you know,” whispered Jen. 
 “Jesus Christ.” Andy shook his head, slowly backing away from her as he felt his fear from before returning in full force. “This is so crazy…” 
 “Andy, I’m a ghost,” said Jen. “I died in this house almost fifty years ago. Your grandmother was… a very close friend of mine. She was here with me when I died, and my soul was bound to the living world due to the… unusual circumstances of my death.” 
 Andy didn’t say anything. It didn’t seem real to him, and the only thing contradicting her would have done was make him focus in the insanity of the situation. 
 “I have a role to play in your life, Andy,” said Jen. “I will help you fall in love, and find happiness.” 
 “Wow…” said Andy, in a quiet voice. 
 “Wow what?” asked Jen. 
 “I didn’t realize that I’d have a reaction like this to Akari’s drama,” he said. “A complete mental breakdown, just because she was cheating on me. Or I guess, technically that’s not the case, we were never really-” 
 “I can give you proof, if you want it,” said Jen. She closed the distance over to him, folding her arms behind her back and pushing her chest out toward him. 
 “…What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 “Andy,” she whispered. “You’re a young man. And I’m a woman. A ghost, sure… but still a woman.” 
 She took another step forward and let her ghostly breasts press into her chest. It seemed as though the substance of her body was variable, as Andy felt her against him as though she was the same as any other woman, just with less physical weight. 

And now my hallucination turns sexual. Yeah, that makes sense.

 “Look at me,” whispered Jen. “Do you see anything here that you like?” 
 She gently cupped Andy’s cheek and turned his gaze down toward her breasts. He had to admit, they were fantastic. His cock was already responding to the sight of him, and the closeness of her, pushing outward to probe against Jen’s ethereal stomach. Andy coughed and stepped away. 
 “This is stupid,” he said. “You know what? I’m going to call Dr. Moreno back.” 
 He sat down on the couch and picked up his grandmother’s old landline, trying to pull his psychiatrist’s number from memory. Jen walked over and sat down on his lap. She felt warm, even, and that seemed to Andy to be evidence in favor of her being a hallucination, rather than real. 

Would ghosts be real, even if they did exist? Is that a valid question to ask?

 “I’ll let you pretend that you’re crazy, if you want,” whispered Jen. “You can be as crazy as you want. But first… we should take care of something.” 
 She kissed his neck, and then his lips. Andy shivered. It felt really good, regardless of what it was, and where the sensation was coming from. Jen shifted in his lap, and he could feel the softness of her thighs gripping his erection. 
 “This… is a bad idea,” he whispered. 
 Jen pushed her breasts into his face, and then kissed him again. Andy couldn’t stop himself from kissing her back. He let his hands slide down toward her buttocks, and then… 
 A knock came at the door. 
 



 CHAPTER 4 
   
 Andy wasn’t sure whether to be disappointed or relieved by the sudden visitor. He lifted Jen off of him, feeling her weight as little more than that of a pillow or blanket, and set her aside. 
 “Were you expecting visitors?” asked Jen. She looked a little peeved at the interruption, but she was smiling. Her cheeks were flushed red, and she took slow, heaving breaths. 
 “It’s just Emily,” he said. “We grew up together. She is kind of like a sister, to me.” 
 He felt ridiculous explaining it to what was, in all likelihood, a hallucination. Emily had been a foster child that Andy’s parents had brought into the household back when he was 13 and she was 10. They’d been as close as any two siblings for most of their lives, and had both grieved the loss of Andy’s parents when they’d been tragically killed in a car accident three years earlier. 
 Andy opened the door, and sure enough, Emily stood on the other side of it. She was a small girl, 21 years old, but appearing much younger in the face and eyes. She had chestnut colored hair and acorn colored eyes, along with a petite, waifish figure with slender curves. She wore a black button up sweater over a white blouse and grey sweat pants, too casual for anyone other than her to pull off properly. 
 “Hey,” she said. “I wasn’t sure if you’d be here yet.” 
 “I… just got here,” said Andy. He glanced over his shoulder. Jen was right where he’d left her. 
 “She can’t see me,” said Jen. She was leaning against the couch, one leg crossed over the other, looking pleased with herself. 
 “Andy? What’s wrong?” Emily was looking at him weirdly. Andy smiled and gestured for her to come inside. 
 “Uh, nothing,” he said. “Please, come on in.” 
 Emily smiled as she stepped into the house. Her reaction mirrored Andy’s own in many ways, slowly surveying the space with a mixture of sadness and nostalgia in her expression. 
 “I only got to visit her once in the hospital,” whispered Emily. “She seemed fine. And then she was just… gone.” 
 “I know.” Andy stepped up behind her and rubbed her shoulders. “It was so weird getting the call. But… I mean, I guess it was just her time.” 
 Emily was silent for a minute. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back against Andy’s chest. 
 “You can stay here too, if you want,” said Andy. “There’s a guest room. And I’m sure she meant for both of us to inherit it together.” 
 “If she’d meant for that, she would have written it into the will,” said Emily, sounding a little bitter. “Besides, I’m happy with my current apartment.” 
 She walked over to the couch and sat down on it. Andy started over to join her, frowning as he saw the strange, almost hungry way that Jen was sizing up Emily. 

What the hell is this? If it’s a hallucination, what does that say about me?

 “There’s something else going on with you, isn’t there?” asked Emily. 
 “Uh…” Andy scratched his head. “Akari broke up with me earlier today. Or at least, she said that she’s… been seeing other people.” 
 Emily looked genuinely distressed, but there was also something in her expression that made Andy think that she wasn’t all that surprised. 
 “I’m sorry, Andy,” she said. “I know how much this must hurt for you. But really, it was a mistake for you to pine after her like you did.” 
 “How was it a mistake?” 
 “You’re like a little boy with a crush when it comes to pursuing girls,” said Emily. “She was pretty, sure, but Akari played you. That’s just the truth. You honestly are better off without…” 
 Emily trailed off in midsentence, and it took Andy a second to notice why. Jen had slid in closer to her and set one of her hands on Emily’s thigh. She was rubbing it back and forth gently, and it seemed to be having some kind of effect. 
 “Emily?” asked Andy. “What’s wrong?” 
 “Oh, uh…” She blushed a little and smiled, shaking her head. “Nothing. I’m just a little tired, that’s probably…” 
 She suddenly arched her hips up an inch or so as Jen brought her fingers in closer to the crease of her legs. Andy glared at Jen, who was grinning mischievously. Emily seemed to think the expression was meant for her and blushed even more deeply. 
 “Anyway, it’s like I said,” continued Emily. “There’s probably… a better girl out there… for you… ohhh…” 
 Jen was getting even bolder with her hands, sliding one hand up underneath Emily’s shirt. Andy had no idea what he was supposed to do. He just stared at the two of them dumbly, trying to think of some way to diffuse the situation without appearing as crazy as he currently felt. 
 “How is your new book coming?” he asked, trying to keep her talking. Emily was an aspiring writer, though her efforts in the world of self-publishing hadn’t done much more than make her a few dollars on the side of her regular job as an assistant librarian. 
 “It’s coming…” she said, in a tense voice. “It’s coming slowly. But I’ll be… finishing soon. Finishing it soon.” 
 Emily was taking heavy breaths now. Jen was groping her openly, her hand working back and forth against Emily’s mound through her sweat pants. She was softly kissing her neck, at the same time. Andy felt sick to his stomach. Emily was off limits, and always had been, as far as he was concerned. 
 “You look flushed,” he said. “Here, let me help you to the bathroom.” 
 He walked over to her and took her hand, pulling her to her feet. Andy expected that to be the end of it, but Emily took a step forward as she rose, pushing herself against him. 
 “Oh, Andy,” she whispered. “I feel… strange.” 
 Her lips rubbed against Andy’s neck, and then before he could stop her, she kissed him. It wasn’t a friendly peck on the mouth. It wasn’t a kiss befitting their relationship, the time they’d spent growing up together, almost like brother and sister. It was a hungry, horny, sexual kiss, and she was grinding herself against him as she gave it to him. 
 Andy pulled back, even as his lower half stiffened and responded to the sensation. Emily was a part of his life that he’d never been able to properly categorize. She was part best friend and part little sister. And she was not someone Andy had thought he’d ever let himself think about sexually. 

But she is attractive. I never noticed her growing up, really, with her always being a few years younger than me.

 Emily was already pressing herself into him again as he shook the thought off. She was moaning quietly, and her cheeks were bright red, as though even she couldn’t understand what she was doing. Jen was standing within arm’s reach of them, looking so pleased with herself that it made Andy a little irritated. 
 “Emily,” he said, in a soft voice. “What are you doing?” 
 She slid her hand down across his stomach and cupped his erection. It felt way too good for Andy to be comfortable with. 
 “I don’t know,” she whispered. “I just… suddenly… realized how much I love you.” 
 “Not like this, though,” said Andy. “Emily.”  
 He gave her what was meant to be a chaste kiss on the lips. Emily got her arms around his neck before he could completely get away and pushed her tongue into his mouth with lewd intent. Andy tried to push her away, accidentally groping one of her breasts instead. They were larger to the touch than they looked to the eye. 

No, no, no!

 “Emily!” He pulled back suddenly, finally managing to put some space in between them. Andy was ashamed to notice that he had a full blown erection. Emily’s sweater was open, and her nipples were hard against the thin fabric of her blouse underneath. 
 “Andy,” she said, meeting his gaze with a very unsisterly like expression. “You don’t want me?” 
 Andy gritted his teeth and glared at Jen with all of the malice he could muster. 
 



 CHAPTER 5 
   
 “We grew up together, Emily,” said Andy. “I care about you. And I think… this would be a very stupid thing for us to do.” 
 He was sitting on the couch, with Emily sitting next to him. She’d calmed down a bit, and had at least stopped trying to seduce him in a physically active way. Jen watched the scene play out from across the room, apparently suitably chastised by Andy’s glare, or maybe just resigned to the fact that he wasn’t interested in Emily like that. 
 “I… guess you’re right,” said Emily. “I’m so embarrassed.” 
 “Don’t be,” said Andy. “We’re both adults. These things happen.” 
 Andy put an arm around her shoulder and pulled her in a little closer to him. Emily nuzzled into him, and almost immediately her hand began wandering back to his crotch. Andy cleared his throat and moved her hand, and she made an apologetic noise. 
 “I should probably go…” she said. 
 “You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” said Andy. “I’m not mad at you.” 
 Emily looked him straight in the eye and blushed. 
 “Andy, if I spent the night here, I… I…” She swallowed. “I think I might end up trying to sneak into your room.” 
 For some reason, the thought of sweet, little Emily sneaking into his room during the night and doing what she’d just done was incredibly, shamefully arousing to him. Andy looked away before she did. 
 “Oh,” he said. “Okay. Well, let’s talk tomorrow then. Make sure that we smooth this out when we’re both in a better state of mind.” 
 “Right!” Emily was already halfway to the door. “I love you, Andy.” 
 “I love you too, Emily.” 
 He waited until the door was shut and a couple of seconds had gone by before letting himself remember his anger toward Jen. She was standing in the doorway between the living room and the kitchen, and she had on a new and completely ridiculous outfit.  
 She was a cheerleader, wearing one of the most provocative and unpractical cheerleading costumes Andy had ever seen. It was more of a corset with a tiny couple of inches of skirt at the bottom. It pushed up her already amazing breasts and turned them into something curvaceous and near transcendent in their erotic appeal. 

I can’t fall for this. She’s just playing me, using her looks to throw me off.

 “What the hell was that supposed to be?” he asked, his voice coming out less angry than he’d meant it to. 
 “Andy, I told you that I was here to help you with your love life,” said Jen. She started walking toward him, taking slow, swaying steps. Her skirt threatened to ride up far enough to reveal her panties, or the lack thereof, with each movement. 
 “Emily has absolutely nothing to do with my love life,” said Andy. “She’s like a sister to me. She’s my best friend in the entire world, and I don’t need you fucking that up for me.” 
 “I beg to differ.” Jen took a seat on the couch next to him, keeping a half foot or so of space between them and crossing her legs provocatively. “She’s attractive, young. Definitely interested in you, even if she shares some of your reservations. Why do you think it took so little from me to put her in such a state?” 
 Andy gritted his teeth. 
 “What did you do to her?” he asked. “And please tell me that it wears off!” 
 Jen slid a little closer, smiling her mischievous, dimpled smile. She pushed her breasts up. Andy was half sure that he could see the top edge of one of her areolas poking out. 
 “I can affect the living with my touch,” said Jen. “It’s a simple act of manifesting my power, and pushing a bit of my own intention and emotion into them. Most ghosts can do it, though the vast majority end up having intentions related to violence, fear, or their regrets.” 
 Andy started to respond, and then hesitated, thinking it through. There was too much that he didn’t know to let himself act off emotion, regardless of whether or not he was actually losing his mind. 
 “Emily wouldn’t have kissed me if it wasn’t for what you did,” he said. “So, either I’m not crazy, or my hallucinations are even more severe than I’d initially assumed.” 
 “You’re not crazy.” Jen moved in closer, whispering the words into his ear and against his neck. “In fact, you’re in a very good position, Andy. If you’re open to what I have to offer, there’s almost no limit to the amount of fun we can have together.” 
 Andy was hard as a rock by the time she’d finished the last sentence. He’d still been excited from Emily’s advances before, but this was different. There was something heady and primal about it, like the very first erections he’d gotten as a teenager. It was a deep, all consuming horniness. Andy stared at her in her cheerleader costume and had trouble thinking of anything other than how nice it would be to bounce her on his cock. 
 “How did you die?” he managed to ask. “Tell me the truth. What was it that bound you to the living world?” 
 Jen’s eyes flashed with a curious emotion, a mixture of surprise and respect. She nodded slowly and placed a hand on her chest, as though she couldn’t decide whether to be honest with him or try to distract him from the topic. 
 “I was… very close to your grandmother,” said Jen. “And I died protecting her.” 
 “Why are you being so vague?” asked Andy. 
 Jen’s smile widened and her hand began playing across the bulge in his pants. 
 “You’ll know the full story eventually,” she whispered. “Either from my lips, or your own discoveries. I don’t wish to speak ill of the dead, Andy. And I think at the moment, you have other, more… pressing concerns.” 
 She gave his cock a light, ghostly squeeze through Andy’s jeans. He tried to keep his moan from escaping his lips and failed. Jen was kissing his neck, pressing her breasts into the side of his body. She felt real, fully materialized, indistinguishable from a normal woman, at that moment. 

I can’t let her play me like this.

 “No!” Andy stood up suddenly, stepping off the couch before swiveling to face Jen. His cock was practically pointed right at her mouth. Jen set both her hands on her thighs and licked her lips. 
 “No, what?” she asked. “Andy, have I not explained myself to you already? I’m here to help you. I’m here to give you what you want, what you clearly need. You don’t have to feel guilty about this.” 
 “I still don’t know anything about you,” he said. “And if this really is happening, you being a ghost and everything, it’s probably better if I don’t stay here tonight.” 
 Jen’s mouth twisted into a pout. 
 “…Fine,” she said. “I won’t lock the door if you truly want to leave, with all of your heart. But there is no reason for you too. I mean you no harm. I only wish to help you-” 
 “With my love life, right,” he finished. “You keep saying that as though it’s a totally logical goal for a seductive ghost to have.” 
 Jen furrowed her brow slightly, but didn’t elaborate further. Andy was sure she was hiding something. He took a slow breath and tried to think through his options. 

I don’t have money for a hotel. I obviously can’t stay with Akari. And it would probably be a bad idea to head over to Emily’s tiny studio apartment, after tonight.

 “I’m not a monster, Andy,” said Jen. There was vulnerability in the words that he hadn’t noticed in her before, and Andy suddenly felt a little guilty for the way he’d been looking at her, if only a little. 
 “I’m going to take a shower,” he said. “I need to think about all of this.” 
 Jen nodded slowly. Andy turned to go, but felt a little put off by the way her eyes watched him. 
 “You look a lot like her,” whispered Jen. “And you definitely inherited her intelligence.” 
 “Uh…” Andy shrugged. “Thanks, I guess?” 
 Jen let out a tiny laugh and leaned back on the couch, her legs opening to reveal that she was, indeed, wearing panties underneath before quickly recrossing them. 
 



 CHAPTER 6 
   
 The upstairs bathroom was directly across from the room Andy had claimed for himself. He brought in a towel and spent a minute or two taking stock of everything inside. 
 The shower curtain was clean, almost brand new. The bathroom had a large tub, easily big enough for two people, and a wide variety of soaps, conditioners, and scented candles. Behind the bathroom mirror, Andy discovered that his grandmother hadn’t been as stringent clearing out her medicine cabinet as she had with everything else in the house. He made a note to dispose of the various pill bottles and prescriptions before turning on the shower. 
 The hot water felt good against his skin, and brought with it a sobering clarity. It was impossible for ghosts to be real. With Jen out of sight, it seemed easier for him to arrive back at the conclusion that he probably was losing his mind. It was the simplest explanation, and the only one that didn’t rely on magical, unproven, paranormal superstition. 

But then, what happened with Emily? Why would she have made a move on me like that?

 He rinsed shampoo out of his hair and tried not to second guess himself. There was a logical explanation for what he was going through, and he’d find it, regardless of how long it took. 
 “You make a face when you’re deep in thought, you know. A very serious face.” 
 Andy opened the curtain, expecting to see Jen standing in the bathroom. Instead, he felt a hand tap on his shoulder. He turned around slowly and felt his jaw drop open at what he saw. 
 She was in the shower with him, and again, she’d changed her outfit. Jen wore mid twentieth century style lingerie, the bra and panties both made of white silk fabric, complete with a garter belt that connected down to a pair of see through stockings. Her blonde hair was done up into an angelic bun that would have taken anyone bound by the laws of the physical reality at least an hour to get into place. 
 “Oh,” she said, smiling her dimpled smile. “Do you like what you see?” 
 She brought an arm under her big breasts, creating a shelf for them as though they were on an auction display. She took a step closer to him, unaffected by the shower’s water, but still materialized and real enough to hold Andy’s full attention. 
 “Jen,” he said. “What… are you doing?” 
 “I’m just helping you get clean,” she whispered. 
 She kissed him on the neck, sending a shiver of pleasure through Andy’s body. Her hand roamed across his stomach, and then side to side on his waist. She hesitated and drew out the moment, pushing herself in closer and mashing her breasts against him, and then finally let her fingers make contact with his cock. 
 It was as though she’d pressed a switch and created his erection out of thin air. Andy was rock hard, painfully hard, in under a second. He shivered and closed his eyes, half expecting her to be gone when he reopened them. She wasn’t, and her hand was around his tool. 
 “Why are you so reluctant?” she asked, her voice soft and hot. “This is hardly even anything more than what friends do for each other normally, is it not?” 
 Andy let out a slow moan as her hand began to move. She kissed his cheek and then her lips. She felt like a real woman, and whether it was a trick of his mind or her magic, he didn’t care. 
 “Friends…” he muttered. “What kind of friends did you have that something like this was…?” 
 He trailed off, suddenly realizing a piece of Jen’s story that he’d missed before. 

She said she was close to my grandmother. How close did she mean?

 “Ooh, Andy,” whispered Jen. “You’re so dirty down here. I’m going to have to work this nice and clean for you.” 
 Her soft hand stroked back and forth on his erection. Without really thinking about it, Andy looped an arm around her and pulled her closer against him, kissing her neck. She didn’t stop him, and let out a soft cooing noise as one of his hands groped at her big, soft breasts. 
 “Do you like when I work this for you, Andy?” whispered Jen. 
 There was a bit of runoff shampoo on his cock, and it served as lube for her ghostly hand. Andy had just enough presence of mind to recognize that she was affecting the physical reality, that she could materialize enough to lather the soap, before losing himself in the dirty, erotic sensation. 
 “Would you like to do more with me, Andy?” whispered Jen. “There’s so much we can do together. I could teach you how to feel so good.” 
 Andy kissed her again, seized by deep, masculine urges. He knew, somewhere in his mind, that she was getting exactly what she wanted from him. He didn’t care. 
 “You’re young and eager.” She stroked him off faster, her hands so soft and fluid. “You need someone to take care of you. And someone to practice on.” 
 “Jen…” Andy shifted, his cock briefly probing against her panties. Jen pulled his cock away, keeping it in her hand. 
 “But, you need to listen to me,” she whispered. “Agree to take my advice. Otherwise, I won’t let you.” 
 “You… won’t let me?” He raised an eyebrow at her, unsure of what to say to that. 

Can ghosts give consent? That’s not really a question I ever thought I’d need an answer to…

 “As long as you’re willing to let me help you, Andy,” she whispered, squeezing and pumping his erection. “I’ll give you the pleasure you need and deserve.” 
 “You…” Andy tried to focus through the pleasure. His hand was still on her breasts, and he could feel the nipple through the soft fabric of her bra. 
 “I’ll let you put this…” Jen squeezed his cock for emphasis. “Anywhere you want. Imagine how good that would feel.” 
 She touched the tip of his erection with a single finger, and Andy lost it. Pleasure surged through him as his cock erupted with cum, blasting it out with more force than he’d ever experienced in his life. It seemed as though Jen had timed it, sensing his arousal and holding him on the precipice of cumming until that very moment, when she finally let him have his orgasm. Andy leaned into her, feeling her body against his. It felt real, and he found himself forgetting her nature. 
 “Why don’t you finish getting cleaned up?” whispered Jen. “I’ll give you some time and space to think. We can talk more in the morning.” 
 Andy nodded. He opened his eyes and looked at her. She had a gentle smile on her face, and her expression held a bit of genuine affection in it.  
 “Alright,” he said. “I… don’t understand this.” 
 Jen cupped his cheek and kissed him softly on the lips. 
 “I’ll help you understand, Andy,” she said. “Don’t worry about a thing.” 
 



 CHAPTER 7 
   
 True to her word, Jen gave Andy his space for the rest of the night. He spent a couple of minutes toweling off and dressing before perusing his grandmother’s kitchen, settling on one of the frozen meals left in her freezer that seemed to be suspiciously in line with his taste in food. 
 He kept expecting Jen to pop out around the corner, or appear behind him, but she never did. He watched TV for a while, and turned into bed earlier, wondering how much of his memory of the night he could actually trust. 
 The next morning, Andy woke up to the sound of a door bell ringing. His old studio apartment had required visitors to knock, and it took him a second or two to recognize the sound for what it was. He dressed and quickly headed downstairs, calling out an apology to whoever his morning arrival was. 
 When he opened the door, he was surprised to see Dr. Cindy Moreno, his psychiatrist, standing on the porch. She was a tall woman, mid thirties, glasses, elegant figure with decent curves. She wore a grey sweater over a black skirt, and wore her dark hair up in a neat bun. 
 “Andy,” she said.  
 “Dr. Moreno?” He scratched his head, only slowly remembering the phone call he’d placed the previous evening. “Oh, sorry. Jeez, come on in.” 
 Andy had first begun seeing Dr. Moreno a couple of years earlier, shortly after his parents had died, in the aftermath of dropping out of college. He’d never fully shaken off his depression from that period of time, though he’d eventually regained a sense of normality without having to resort to pharmaceuticals. Dr. Moreno had been a rock for him throughout that time period, and he had continued seeing her for regular checkups in the time after. 
 He stepped aside and allowed her to walk into his living room. She kept her gaze on him as she came into the house, the concern clear on her face. 
 “Sorry, I had a really weird day yesterday,” he said. “This is my grandmother’s house. She passed away recently, and I just moved in last night.” 
 “I’m so sorry,” said Dr. Moreno. “Andy… I was really worried about the things you said to me last night, and the abrupt way our conversation ended.” 
 “Yeah, uh, sorry about that,” he said, grimacing a little. “It’s like I said, things were kind of weird. I think I may have just been, uh, overreacting.” 
 “Would you like to sit down?” asked Dr. Moreno. She smiled at him, and Andy felt a flush of emotion as he looked at her. She wore her outfit really well, and there was a small amount of cleavage showing where her blouse dipped low in the front. 

Now is definitely not the time for those kinds of thoughts. I need to reassure her, make sure she understands that it was an isolated incident.

 “I’m really alright,” he said. “Sorry for making you come all the way out here. I think I was just over stressed from the move.” 
 “Did anything else happen yesterday to stress you out?” asked Dr. Moreno. 
 Andy hesitated, and then, thinking better than to lie to her, gave a slow nod. 
 “My girlfriend broke up with me,” he said. “Pretty much as soon as I got here.” 
 Dr. Moreno nodded. She had a small notebook with her, and scribbled something down. She looked every bit as comfortable as she usually did in her actual office, smiling and watching Andy with a detached air of professionalism. 
 “And the hallucinations you mentioned over the phone?” she asked. 
 Andy opened his mouth to answer, but before he could, Jen appeared in the corner of his vision. She was wearing a short evening robe that only covered her up to mid-thigh, and kept it open enough in the front to reveal a good amount of her chest. He glanced over at her, and immediately knew that he’d made a mistake. 
 “Are you still seeing them now, Andy?” asked Dr. Moreno. 
 He shook his head a little too quickly. 
 “No,” he said, chuckling nervously. “Of course not. I’m fine, like I said before.” 
 “Andy…” Dr. Moreno let out a slow sigh. Her skin was a rich, tanned color, and she had a very pretty face. She tapped her pen against the notebook and gave him a knowing smile. “Be honest with me.” 
 “Don’t be honest with her,” said Jen. “Unless you want this situation to blow up in your face.” 
 “You keep looking at the same spot in the room, Andy,” said Dr. Moreno. “Is somebody here with you, right now? Talking to you?” 

This is not a good situation…

 Andy scratched his head and tried to think of a plausible sounding excuse. 
 “Can I get you something to drink, doctor?” he asked. “Maybe some water? Or I could make tea?” 
 “Andy…” Dr. Moreno sighed, but didn’t stop him from disappearing through the door into the kitchen. 
 Andy expected Jen to follow him, and hopefully give him some advice about how to reassure his psychiatrist into thinking he was sane. He was still unsure of whether he truly was or not, but the idea of entering treatment over what he was currently seeing felt like overkill. 
 Jen didn’t appear in the kitchen, and after waiting for about a minute, Andy filled two glasses with water and headed back out into the living room. He froze when he saw what had been going on in his absence. 
 Dr. Moreno was still sitting on the couch, but she had her legs spread wide open. She was leaning her head back and taking deep, lustful breaths. Jen, her robe hanging almost far enough open to reveal her naked breasts underneath, was kissing her neck and rubbing a hand against the psychiatrist’s crotch. 
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 “Dr. Moreno!” said Andy. “Are you… okay?” 
 “Oh!” The psychiatrist snapped to attention, closing her thighs and turning to look in Andy’s direction. Her face was a deep enough red to make him feel embarrassed for her, and he wasn’t sure what to say as he watched her try to stand on shaky, quivering legs. The air smelled feminine and a little musky, and Dr. Moreno licked her lips before finally finding her words. 
 “I’m… fine, Andy,” she said. “Just a little tired, I guess.” 
 Andy set the glasses down on the lamp stand next to the couch. 
 “Are you sure?” he said. “You look a little… worked up.” 
 Dr. Moreno opened her mouth to answer, and as she did, Jen grinned mischievously and tweaked one of her nipples. Andy felt a strange and slightly shameful sense of excitement over the sudden role reversal.  
 “I’m fine,” she whispered. “It’s… you that I’m… worried about.” 
 Jen was working her hand a little faster underneath the doctor’s skirt. It was impossible for Dr. Moreno to not respond to the ghost’s touch, her hips subtly gyrating and pushing up to meet Jen’s hot fingers. 
 “You don’t have to worry about me,” said Andy. “I’m fine. You probably have other patients to check in on, don’t you?” 
 “Andy…” whispered Dr. Moreno. “Oh!” 
 “Here, let me help you to the door,” said Andy. 
 Jen disappeared as he took his psychiatrist’s hand. Andy let himself believe, for a moment, that the situation had been resolved. Then, he looked down, and saw Jen’s hands unzipping his jeans with swift, purposeful movements. Dr. Moreno didn’t seem to notice, even as Jen yanked downward on both Andy’s pants and boxers, exposing him from the waist down. He tried to stop her, but she was stronger than her ghostly nature would have made him think. 
 “Wow, hold on!” shouted Andy. 
 “Andy!” Dr. Moreno pushed herself against him as she stood up, his cock brushing underneath her skirt at just the right angle to confirm that she had taken her panties off. 

This is bad. Very bad!

 Dr. Moreno let out a small whimper and kissed him. Andy kept his mouth still, trying not to let himself consider the facts of the situation. She was a young, beautiful woman, an exotic beauty in the mostly homogenous population of Greenvale. She carried herself with the confidence of an older woman with more than a little experience in both relationships and sex, and Andy would have been lying to say he hadn’t thought of her like this before. 
 However, she was also his psychiatrist. She’d been there for him after his parents had died, in a stable, balancing kind of way that even Emily hadn’t managed. She was almost like a surrogate parent to him, having helped him through one of the toughest times in his life and only asking his insurance company for anything in return. 
 “We… shouldn’t,” he managed to say. 
 Dr. Moreno didn’t seem to be operating on a level where she could understand and comprehend words. Her hand was reaching down, and then it was on his cock. She was kissing his neck and rubbing against him, her intent as clear as day. 
 Andy tried to take a step back, but she moved with him. He felt something brush against his shoulder, and looked behind himself in time to see Jen winding up for a push. It caught him right between the shoulder blades, and he tumbled to the ground, landing on top of Dr. Moreno… and inside of her. 

Whoa… This feels incredible.

 “Doctor… Moreno,” he whispered.  
 She had her eyes closed, and was biting her lip in ecstasy. Andy moved to disentangle himself from her body and felt a burst of pleasure as his cock slid an inch or so out of her cunt. He placed a hand down on her breast. He’d meant to put it on the floor, to push himself back, but there it was. 
 “Do it,” moaned Dr. Moreno. “Fuck me hard. Fuck me senseless.” 
 Andy was finding it suddenly very hard to think straight. To make matters worse, Jen was right next to him, one arm holding him where he was, the other caressing his cheek. He pushed forward a little into Dr. Moreno, more out of reflex, than anything. 

Maybe if I just fuck her for a few thrusts? Get a feel for her, and then stop.

 He pushed forward and was rewarded with a deep, pleasured gasp from the psychiatrist. Her blouse was already riding low on one side, exposing her black bra underneath. Andy let his hands run over her breasts and thrust again. The pleasure of it was incredible, and he felt himself disappearing into it.  
 Dr. Moreno wrapped her legs around him, and he suddenly became aware of the situation again. His hips were operating on autopilot, thrusting forward and pulling back. Jen was still right there next to him, her eyes lustful, mouth turned up into a dimpled smile. Dr. Moreno was drunk on sex, and was letting out hot, rhythmic illicit noises. 
 “You set me up,” Andy whispered. He was pumping his cock into his psychiatrist faster and faster, not sure of how to feel other than hot and horny. 
 “Of course I did,” whispered Jen. “This one is perfect. Her genes would mix well with yours.” 
 “Oh, Andy!” cried Dr. Moreno. “Fuck me! I’m yours! I’m your slut!” 
 She reached her arms around him and pulled him tight against her. Andy was letting his cock slam deep inside her. He was still half clothed and getting sweaty, but all that seemed to matter to him now was to get off. 
 Dr. Moreno moved her body in a hot, passionate rhythm against his. She gave off the appearance of sensuality in her day to day life, but there was something undeniably whorish about how she took his cock. Andy wondered if it was her natural behavior, or something Jen had done. 

This is all something Jen has done. And what happens at the end?

 The thought came a split second too late. Dr. Moreno was already shivering from orgasm underneath him as Andy felt himself cross over the line. He tried to regain control of his body and pull himself back, but he couldn’t, and honestly didn’t completely want to. 
 He pumped his cock into her once, twice, and released on the third time, blowing his low as deep into the sweet doctor as he could make it go. She whimpered as his cum spurted into her, keeping him pulled tight against her, intent on getting every last drop. 
 Andy felt the pleasure first, and then the regret. He pulled himself back from Dr. Moreno and quickly found his boxers and pants. He didn’t know what to say, and from the deeply embarrassed look on his psychiatrist’s face, neither did she. 
 “I’m married…” she whispered. “What… how did this happen?” 
 She was shaking her head slowly back and forth, looking as though on the verge of tears. Andy tried to come up with something to reassure her, but before he could, she stormed off into the bathroom, closing the door and locking it behind her. 
 He turned to glare at Jen, who was grinning like a madwoman. 
 “What?” she asked him. “This was a success, Andy!” 
 “She’s an emotional wreck.” 
 “Who cares? You came inside her, the deed is done.” 
 Andy opened his mouth for a rebuttal, and then had a sudden realization. 

That’s what she cares about. This isn’t about my love life. She wants me to get someone pregnant.
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 “Thanks,” said Andy. “Thanks a fucking lot.” 
 Jen just smiled back at him, as though his concerns were none of her business. 
 “Andy, relax,” she said. “Perhaps I was a little overeager with this woman, but it’s just the first of many conquests you’ll have during your time under this roof.” 
 “I’m not playing along,” said Andy. “Forget about it. If this is your game, I’m selling the house and leaving as soon as I can.” 
 “You’d sell your grandmother’s house just because of one tiny thing you don’t like about it?” she asked. 
 Andy stared at her, and again wondered if it was possible that she was just a figment of his imagination. There was enough proof in favor of her being an actual ghost, but situation was absolutely ridiculous. 
 “Just… be quiet for now,” he said. “And stop doing what you’ve been doing until I can get a handle on the situation.” 
 He walked over to the closed bathroom door, cleared his throat, and then knocked gently on it. 
 “Andy?” asked Dr. Moreno. “I’m sorry… I don’t know what came over me.” 
 “It’s okay,” he said. “It takes two to tango.” 
 “Andy, I’m married,” she said. “And you’re my patient! I would lose my job, my life, if anyone found out about this.” 
 “I fully and completely understand,” said Andy. “My lips are sealed. I’ll even put in a request to get a new doctor, so you don’t have to worry about having to see me regularly.” 
 For a moment, there was silence on the other side of the door. 
 “I’m sorry, Andy,” said Dr. Moreno. 
 “It’s okay, really,” he said. “These types of things happen, occasionally.” 
 “No,” she whispered. “You don’t understand. I… have to make sure that this stays quiet.” 
 Andy stared at the door, unsure of what she meant by that. He was in the middle of formulating another reassuring response when a harsh knock came at the front door from outside. He started walking across the living room but before he’d made it half way, the door slammed open, breaking part of the frame. 
 “What the hell?” 
 Three men in antiseptic white medical uniforms stormed into Andy’s house. He held his hands out in front of them, as though trying to ward them off. 
 “Dr. Moreno?” shouted one of them. “Is this him?” 
 “Yes!” shouted Dr. Moreno. “He’s having delusions, and I believe he is currently a danger to himself and to others.” 
 “Whoa, whoa, hold on,” said Andy. “This is a misunderstanding.” 
 “Son, put your hands behind your back,” said one of the men. 
 “I’m not crazy,” Andy said. 

Not good. Denying it only makes me sound crazier.

 “Just put your hands behind your back,” said the man, “and we’ll work through all of this at the hospital.” 
 “Just listen to me!” said Andy. “I think Dr. Moreno is trying to frame me so that she…” 
 He trailed off, realizing again just how nuts he sounded. Jen stood a few feet to his left, frowning. She offered him a shrug when his eyes met hers. 
 “Are you going to come with us peacefully?” asked one of the men. 
 “Only if you give me a chance to properly explain my side of the story,” said Andy. “First off-” 
 Something pinched his leg hard, like a bug bite on steroids. Andy slapped his hand down and inadvertently made the pain worse, pushing a tiny tranquilizer dart deeper into his leg. He pulled it out and stared at it dumbly, already feeling his leg beginning to numb around the point of entry. 
 “Just relax…” said the man. “We’re here to help.” 
 Andy took a step backward, staggered, and then blacked out. 
   
 He was alone when he woke up. The room he was had white walls, white floors, and a white ceiling. Andy felt groggy and took a slow breath, trying to parse through everything that had happened to him in the last few hours. 

Maybe it was all a dream? There’s no way this could actually be happening.

 Andy made an attempt at sitting up. His arms were across his chest, locked into place by a tan straight jacket. He blinked down at it in disbelief. He’d always figured that those had been something used in movies for effect, rather than real life. 
 “Hey!” he shouted. “Hey! Listen to me! This is a misunderstanding!” 
 There was no response from outside the room. 
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 Minutes went by, and then hours. Andy wondered what he was supposed to do if he needed to use the bathroom. The room’s walls were completely padded, even the back of the door.  
 It took all of Andy’s willpower to resist the urge to call out for Jen. He hadn’t established just whether or not she was confined to the walls of his grandmother’s house, or if she could roam freely. Having her there with him would be comfort, more than anything. He doubted she’d be able to do much to get him out of his current predicament. 
 Of course, shouting for Jen would confirm what the mental hospital staff probably already thought they knew. He was in the room for a reason. Dr. Moreno had found a solution to make sure Andy never spoke of their illicit encounter. She would use what little power she had to condemn him to a life with the crazies. 

I should have seen this coming. What the hell am I supposed to do now?

 He was weighing the pros and cons of attempting to get some sleep and hope that the entire episode was just a dream when the door opened. A man in a doctor’s coat cautiously entered, flanked by two other burly men in hospital scrubs. He smiled dryly at Andy and nodded his head. 
 “How are you feeling, Mr…” The man paused, checking his clipboard. “Blanchard. Andy Blanchard?” 
 Andy nodded slowly. 
 “It’s nice to meet you,” said the man. “I’m Dr. Zarwell. I’d shake your hand, but there’s no real need for such formalities.” 
 He laughed, as though it was the funniest joke he’d ever thought of. 
 “Listen,” said Andy. “Dr. Zarwell. I appreciate the concern that you’ve taken in me, but this is a serious misunderstanding. I’m not crazy.” 
 Dr. Zarwell smiled. He didn’t nod so much as lean his head to the side diagonally, as though conceding that anything could theoretically be possible. 
 “Sure,” said Dr. Zarwell. “I don’t like that word either. You’re having a health crisis, Andy, and we’re going to help you get well.” 
 “No,” said Andy. “That’s not what I mean.” 
 “I listened to the recording of the call you placed to Dr. Moreno,” said Zarwell. “Between that and her account of her emergency visit… Surely you must understand that we’re concerned about you, Andy?” 
 Andy opened his mouth for a rebuttal, and decided to change tactics. 
 “Is this even legal?” he asked. “You aren’t the police. You can’t just hold me without charge, or diagnosis, can you?” 
 “It’s totally legal,” said Dr. Zarwell. “You entered into a binding agreement with Dr. Moreno when you began your treatment. Until you’ve undergone a complete evaluation and been cleared, you’ll stay here. You’ve already consented to it, Andy.” 
 “Well, I retract my consent!” he snapped. 
 “You are not in a sound state of mind to do that,” said Dr. Zarwell. “I’m sorry. Just give us a couple of days, that’s all it should take to smooth this all over.” 
 “Dr. Zarwell, you aren’t listening to me!” Andy took a step toward him and the two burly men reacted immediately, grabbing him and slamming him back down on the bed. 
 “Andy, if you can’t relax, we’ll have to give you a sedative,” said Dr. Zarwell. “You wouldn’t want us to have to do that, would you?” 

I’m fucked. Totally and utterly fucked.

 “At least let me tell me, uh, sister, about all of this,” said Andy. “Just let me call her so I can tell her that she’s alright.” 
 “You had no official family listed in Dr. Moreno’s file,” said Dr. Zarwell. “I’m afraid that isn’t an option for you, at the moment.” 
 He nodded to the two men, and all of them left the room. Andy closed his eyes and tried to stay calm. He felt suddenly claustrophobic, trapped in a tiny, white room, with his arms pinned against his chest. He focused on his breathing and did everything he could to keep from panicking. 
 “What a dick,” whispered a soft, feminine voice. “You should kill him.” 
 Andy flinched upward, looking over to the side. He half expected to see Jen, but the ghostly woman standing next to him in the room was definitely not her. 
 “Who are you?” muttered Andy. 
 “Oh, you know me,” said the ghost. “I’m… who am I, again? What did they say? I’m just a… Widow. That’s it. I’m Widow.” 
 “Widow,” he repeated. 
 The most striking thing about Widow was the fact that she wore a tarnished wedding dress, torn across the front to expose most of her chest and practically in tatters along the bottom half. She was an attractive woman, with long black hair and a borderline voluptuous figure with mesmerizing curves. And she had what Andy and his friends had always referred to as “the crazy eyes.” 
 “Wait…” Andy frowned, thinking about the name she’d given him. “Are you the same Widow that the kids in Greenvale joke about?” 

The one that murdered her husband on their honeymoon, and then proceeded to seduce and kill men serial killer style for years afterward?

 “The same Widow…?” asked the ghost, in a confused voice. “I am Widow. It’s me. Widow.” 
 She took a step toward Andy and he suddenly felt as though the confinement of the padded room mattered a lot more than it had moments before. He tried not to panic, and failed miserably. 
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 “Widow,” said Andy. “Can you affect the world? You know, like the physical world?” 
 Widow smiled at him. She did have a pretty smile, not dimpled like Jen’s, but warm, almost compassionate. It made what Andy knew about her that much more terrifying. 
 She turned herself in a slow circle, running her hands across her body in a lewd display of her physical attractiveness. Andy could see exactly how she managed to lure so many men to their deaths, with those big breasts and a very eye catching butt. 
 “Can I affect the world?” repeated Widow. “We all affect the world. We have a path we walk, actions we take, and thus, effects we have.” 
 “Okay,” said Andy, nodding like it made sense. “Can you help me out with this?” 
 He spun in a circle of his own, trying to point down to the straight jacket with his chin. Widow watched him with wide open eyes, considering. Finally, she gave a slow nod. 
 “Perhaps I can, and perhaps I can’t,” she said. “But I would need something from you, afterward.” 
 Andy frowned. 
 “Okay,” he said. “What would you need from me?” 
 “I want you to marry me,” said Widow. “I’ve been a widow for so long. It’s so lonely living alone.” 

She’s nuts, and she’s a serial killer, and this is a horrible idea.

 “You’ve got yourself a deal,” said Andy. He grinned at her. She looked thrilled, and brought her hand to her breast as she beamed back at him. 
 “Yes, that’s only fair that I should help you, for you to take my hand,” said Widow. “And I know these. I wore one of these after…” 
 She trailed off, either veering into territory she couldn’t or wouldn’t remember. Andy turned so she could access the back of the garment, and felt the zippers and straps slowly come loose. 
 He breathed a sigh of relief as he shrugged out of it. It felt amazing to have the use of his arms back. Andy let out a small chuckle as he rubbed his hands together and turned back to Widow. She was looking at him expectantly, her face reminiscent of that of a little girl. 
 “So…” he said, a little awkwardly. “How does this work? Do you want me to get down on one knee, or…?” 
 Widow’s expression turned dark. 
 “You will, of course, propose to me,” she said. “I am the lady. It is my choice whether or not to accept!” 
 “Yes, of course,” said Andy. “That makes sense.” 
 He got down on one knee. 
 “Widow…” he said. “You’re… uh… a beautiful, helpful woman. Will you make me an honest man?” 
 “Say it properly!” Widow swung her hand out of nowhere, slapping him hard across the face. It hurt more than Andy expected it to, and he had a sudden thought. 

If any of my doctors are watching this, I will never be allowed out of the hospital.

 He tried to tamp down the growing claustrophobia in his chest and focus on the problem at hand. 
 “Widow,” he said, starting over. “Will you marry me?” 
 Widow clasped her hands together and crouched down a little. She hopped up and down several times, giddy and almost crying with happiness.  
 “Yes!” she said. “Oh, John, of course I’ll marry you!” 
 “Uh, my name is…” Andy trailed off, thinking it better not to correct her. 
 “And now…” Her smile shifted, taking on a sultry, flirtatious tone. “We celebrate. The way only soon to be properly married couples can.” 
 She took Andy’s hand and led him over to his bed, a distance of about five feet. Andy scratched his head awkwardly, not sure if the direction she was taking things was really the direction he wanted them to be going. He was about to say as much when Widow slipped out of her wedding dress. 
 Everything Andy had noticed about her body before was only the tip of the iceberg. Widow was absolutely gorgeous, like no woman outside of TV or movies or magazines should be allowed to be. Andy gaped at her breasts, slowly turning his head to the side as though the new angle would give him better perspective into how such heavenly orbs could exist. Widow took a step closer to him. 
 “Are you pleased?” she asked. Andy nodded. 
 “Very much so,” he said. “But I’m still not sure if this is… the best idea?” 
 He frowned slightly and shrugged. The doctors could walk in on him at any moment. His most pressing concern was how to get out of the mental hospital, or at least getting a message to the outside world. Sex seemed like a side distraction, especially sex with a ghost, regardless of how banging her body was. 
 “You… refuse me?” asked Widow. “Your newlywed wife?” 
 Andy hesitated, not bothering to correct her on the fact that they were technically just engaged, and not married. He was about to apologize when Widow lunged forward, tackling him onto the bed and beginning a physical onslaught of punches and elbows. 
 



 CHAPTER 12 
   
 Andy shielded himself as well as he could. The attacks didn’t hurt in the same way they would have from a flesh and blood woman, but there was still an element of pain to them. The fact that Widow was completely naked and on top of them also factored into things, mixing eroticism into her aggression. 
 “Hey!” he shouted. “Enough!” 
 Andy managed to get ahold of one of her wrists, but Widow just used it as an opportunity to get a grip on his shirt and pull backward, stripping the garment off him. Andy shifted in the bed, moving to restrain her, but the instant before he could, she disappeared. 
 “Widow,” he said. “What the hell is wrong with you?” 
 He wasn’t expecting to get an answer to the question, but one did come, after a moment of silence. 
 “Lie down in our marital bed,” said Widow. “Naked. You must perform your duties as a new husband.” 
 “And then what?” asked Andy. “I can’t exactly be a good husband locked in a mental hospital.” 

This is insane. If anyone is listening in on this, I’m fucked.

 “I’ll help you,” said Widow. “But only if you properly consummate our marriage.” 
 Andy started to form an objection before realizing that he really had no reason to. She was his only hope, and even if fulfilling her wish didn’t lead to an escape, it would still be a better use of his time than sitting around and doing nothing. He took off his pants and boxers and lay down on the bed. 
 Widow materialized on top of him, naked and beautiful. Andy immediately began to get excited. She had an air of sexual confidence to her, not unlike Jen, but with an unpredictable element mixed in. 
 “I’m a virgin,” whispered Widow. 
 Andy resisted his urge to laugh or shake his head. Instead, he gave a slow nod. 
 “Sure,” he said. 
 “You’ll have to go slow with me,” said Widow. She took his cock into her hands and began stroking. 
 “Of course,” said Andy. 
 “You have a big, hard cock,” she whispered. “And if you don’t go slow… I’m worried it will split me in half.” 
 Widow leaned forward and gave Andy’s cock a long, slow lick. It felt incredible, and he had to lean his head back as pleasure exploded through him. 
 She let her lips rest against the tip of his erection for a moment before opening her mouth and letting his length slide inside. The sensation was such a contrast to the rest of the past few hours that Andy almost lost it, right then and there. 
 “Oh, Widow…” he moaned. 
 She pushed further forward, proving that the one upside to her ghostly nature was a complete lack of restrictions in regard to deep throating. It was tight, hot, wet, and everything it needed to be to push Andy to the verge of cumming. 
 Widow seemed to sense right when he was at the brink, suddenly pulling back, her breasts bouncing slightly from the movement. She smiled at him and feigned the appearance of a blushing virgin on her wedding night. 
 “Was that… okay?” she asked. 
 “Of course it was,” said Andy. He reached his hands out and ran them along her hips. “But now… We need to properly consummate the marriage, as you said.” 
 Widow nodded slowly. 
 “Just remember to go slow,” she whispered. “I’m so new at this.” 
 She lifted herself up and straddled him. As she dropped won onto his cock, Andy felt pleasure explode through him. She was tight and hot, and immediately began to move with perfect, rhythmic gyrations that betrayed her real experience. 
 Widow’s breasts were directly in front of his eyes, dotted with perfect pink nipples. Andy groped at them as she bounced herself on his tool. She was biting her lower lip and moaning. As much as Widow was playing up the part of being an unspoiled bride, Andy could sense something deeply sinister in the way she looked at him. 

This is what she did to all those men. She might try to kill me too, once we’re done.

 He reached his hand around and gave her butt a hard squeeze, earning a squeal from her. Andy took hold with both hands and started thrusting up to meet her downward bounces. Widow became even more vocal, and something in the balance of power shifted. 
 “You aren’t my wife,” Andy whispered, deciding to try his gamble. 
 “I… I am!” said Widow, her voice high pitched and pleasured. 
 He rammed his tool up into her harder, pulling her down and making her breasts bounce in perfect, rhythmic glory. 
 “You’re not my wife,” repeated Andy. “You’re a ghost. A slutty ghost, at that.” 
 “I… I’m not!” cried Widow. 
 “A desperate, slutty ghost,” said Andy. “Eager to get used and fucked.” 
 He took more liberties with her than he would have with a real woman, groping her breasts hard, slapping her ass. Each time he pushed over the line a bit, Widow’s cheeks blushed a deeper shade of red. She was ashamed, but clearly enjoying it. 
 “Oh… god!” she cried. 
 “That’s right,” said Andy. “You aren’t married to me. You’re married to my cock. And I’ll do whatever I want to you with it.” 
 Widow’s face contorted in deep, illicit pleasure, and her entire body tensed up. Andy intensified his onslaught, slamming up into her perfect body and savoring the way he used her. 
 “I’m going to cum inside you,” he said. 
 “Don’t!” cried Widow. “Please, don’t. I…I…” 
 “Oh yeah,” he said. “Here it some!” 
 Andy slammed upward hard, felt himself reach his limit, and blasted his cum outward. It flew up through the air… and splattered all over his chest. Widow’s ghostly form flickered for a moment, and then she stood on the other side of the room, back in her wedding dress, watching him. 
 Andy rested and let himself feel the pleasure for a couple of seconds. He was more unsure of his circumstances than ever, and had no idea what to do next. He used the straight jacket to clean his chest off, and then pulled his other clothes back on. Widow watched him in silence. 
 “Can you help me, now?” asked Andy. “I’m not exactly supposed to be here.” 
 Widow smiled at him. 
 “Neither am I,” she said. “We’ll leave together.” 
 



 CHAPTER 13 
   
 Widow had a look in her gaze that made Andy want to retract his request, and wait for the doctors to come, like a good patient. She was moving before he could say anything else, however, slipping through the door and disappearing from sight. 
 A couple of seconds went by, and then the door opened. Andy froze where he stood, expecting an alarm to go off, or guards to immediately descend into his room, as though he were in a prison cell. Nothing happened. 
 “I can just… leave?” muttered Andy. 
 “They cannot hold you,” said Widow. 
 He slowly walked out into the hallway, only realizing the reason for the lax security once he got a look at one of the windows. It was late evening, after most of the staff had gone home. 
 Andy didn’t have any idea which direction led toward the exit, but Widow seemed to. She walked forward brazenly, but then of course, nobody except him could see her. Andy tried to be stealthier with it, moving from doorway to doorway, peering around corners. 
 When they came to the entrance lobby, he saw the final obstacle standing, or rather, sitting, between him and escape. A bored looking security guard was leaning back in his chair behind the front desk, staring into his phone. 
 “I will handle this one,” whispered Widow. “This is only my way of thanking you, beloved. Please do not get jealous.” 
 Andy nodded and watched as she slipped into the lobby, and then under the security guard’s desk. A couple of seconds went by, and then the guard made a surprised noise and shifted in his chair a little. 

It’s the same as what Jen did. She’s going to get him worked up until he can’t take it.

 It made Andy feel slightly uncomfortable to watch. The man shifted back and forth, breathing more heavily. A few minutes passed by, and finally, the guard stood up, revealing a massive bulge in his pants, and hurried to the bathroom in the side of the lobby. 
 Andy wasted no time. As soon as the bathroom door closed, he hurried across the lobby and out the front doors. They were locked, but from the inside, and no alarm sounded as he pushed one open and stepped out into freedom. 
 “We are both free,” whispered Widow. 
 Andy frowned and raised an eyebrow at her. 
 “…What?” he asked. 
 “You are the ghost keeper and you have released me,” she said, as though it were such an obvious thing it need not even be stated. “I thank you.” 
 Andy was mainly concerned with his own escape, but her words were still enough to send a chill down his back. Widow split off from him, heading deeper into Greenvale and disappearing from sight after a couple of seconds. 

Did I just do something stupid?

 He didn’t have the time to think about it. It was cold outside, and not yet late enough for him to pass unseen in what was clearly the outfit of an inpatient at a mental hospital. He hurried down the sidewalk, cutting own alleyways and taking the routes he knew to be less used through town. 
 It took him close to a half hour, each minute that passed by ratcheting his tension up a little more, but he finally made it back to his grandmother’s house, his house. He breathed a sigh of relief as he pushed the door open. The lock was still broken from the earlier intrusion, and he made a mental note to get it fixed. 
 “Jen?” he called. “I’m home.” 
 There was no response in words, but Andy could hear something else. The faint sound of sobbing, coming from his room upstairs. He walked quietly up the staircase and stood in the doorway. 
 Jen was leaned over his bed, her face buried in one hand, the other digging into the sheets. Her entire body was shaking, and she wept in a manner so open and emotional that Andy felt bad for watching. 

Is she crying for me? Or more likely, my grandmother?

 “Jen…” he said, softly. 
 The ghost stood up sharply, trying to inconspicuously wipe away tears that didn’t actually exist. She cleared her throat and set her hands on her hips, summoning a bit of the attitude that Andy knew her for. 
 “Andy,” she said. “You’re back. Good.” 
 “Are you okay?” 
 “I… I’m fine!” said Jen, sharply.  
 Andy walked over to her, and without thinking about it, pulled her into a hug. 
 “Hey, it’s okay,” he said. “It’s alright.” 
 Jen sighed. 
 “I just… was worried, I guess,” she said. “Or maybe afraid. It gets very lonely in this house, when it’s just me.” 
 “I’m back,” he said. “You don’t have to worry.” 
 Jen sniffed. 
 “Wait…” She pulled back from him. “I smell another ghost on you.” 
 Andy scratched his head. 
 “Well… I needed help escaping,” he said. “I was kind of trapped in that facility.” 
 “You slept with another ghost!”  
 Jen scowled at him and slapped his shoulder. Andy couldn’t keep himself from laughing her ghostly hand made contact. He grinned at her, and pressed his lips against hers. 
   
 THE END 
   
   
   
   
   
   
 For other stories by the same author, check out 
   

Magical Inheritance: Book of Sins


Winter Spire: Sorceress of Lust


Forbidden Magic: The Gift


Survival Island: Last Man Standing

   
 Hey guys! I know I’ve been behind on my releases for a while, and I know that was a short one, but there are good reasons for it! Several longer, full length works are in the editing pipeline, and I can’t wait to share them with you. 
 If you’re interested in hearing about by books as soon as they’re published, either follow me on my Amazon author page or click here to sign up for my mailing list. I’m always looking for people to give free books to for the purposes of reviewing and beta reading, so if you’re interested in helping out with that, sign up for my mailing list here. 
 Also, check out my Tumblr for some visual aids to go along with choice excerpts from the book. There is now also a subreddit for fantasy erotica, still very undeveloped, but I hope to eventually release teaser chapters/free promotions through it. 
   
 Anya Merchant  
   
   
   
 



 FREE EXCERPT FROM MAGICAL INHERITANCE

   
   
 CHAPTER 1 
   
 “There are no shortcuts in life, Daniel.” 
 “I’m not taking shortcuts. I’m just… finding efficient ways to get work finished.” 
 Daniel Worth leaned back in his chair, absently sliding one of his textbooks across the table. Class was over, and he was the only student left in Ms. Magdalene’s classroom. The space was clean, with smooth polished oak tables, new carpets, and an orange hue coming through the window from the setting autumn sun. 
 “That’s literally no different from what I just said,” said Ms. Magdalene. 
 “Actually, it is,” said Daniel. “The way I phrased it sounds better.” 
 He smiled across the room at his teacher, who still stood in front of the white board, arms folded across her chest. She was an attractive woman, one of the younger adjuncts brought in to replace the massive wave of retiring professors in the last few years at Icarus Community College.  
 “The paper I assigned you was on the writings of Phillip Barker,” said Ms. Magdalene. “On the value of hard work. This was the one time, Daniel, when you needed to cut the bullshit and spend some time on the assignment.” 
 She took a slow, frustrated breath, the movement highlighting the curve of her ample bust underneath her white blouse. Ms. Magdalene had chestnut brown hair done up in a bun, along with cute librarian glasses and big hazel eyes, a combination which, along with her other interesting assets, had distracted him from her lectures more than once. 
 “I did work hard on it,” said Daniel. “Ms. Magdalene, you don’t give me enough credit.” 
 “You argued against the man’s thesis, Daniel,” she said, looking over the edge of her glasses disapprovingly. “All you had to do was suck it up, acknowledge the man’s points, and expand on them with your own examples. And instead, you turned it into a personal essay, a chance for you to write off the cuff and make a point about how-” 
 “Ms. Magdalene, I get it,” he said. “I’m sorry.” 

The sooner I apologize and pretend that she’s right, the sooner I can get out of here, he thought. 
 Ms. Magdalene scanned the expression on his face, tearing into it with her eyes as though she could see right through him. A coy smile played across her lips, suggesting to Daniel that perhaps, she wasn’t as angry as she seemed on the surface. 
 “Regardless of whether you put effort into writing a paper or not, I have to put effort into grading it,” said Ms. Magdalene. “Please… don’t leave me hanging next time.” 
 She gave him a quick nod, and Daniel took it as his cue to leave. He slipped his books into his bag, watching Ms. Magdalene watch him, and then headed for the door as tension built in the space of the silence. 
 “Daniel,” she said, just as he approached the door. “We’re going to end up butting heads quite a bit this semester if you can’t learn to accept my authority.” 
 Daniel couldn’t stop himself from chuckling. 
 “Ms. Magdalene, you say that like it’s a bad thing.” He grinned at her, and was pleasantly surprised to see her smile back. 
 He walked down the hallway and out through the front doors of the Olympus Center. Most of the students at the college for afternoon classes had already left or were in the process of doing so. Daniel cut across the courtyard toward the bike racks, and only then began to think honestly about what his teacher had said. 

She doesn’t know what she’s talking about. I do work hard, just… in my own way.

 If Ms. Magdalene had known more about him, she probably would have brought up examples from his life to prove her point. Daniel was, in fact, at community college as a freshman instead of a real university because of the shortcuts he’d taken during high school and their unfortunate academic consequences. 
 He still lived at home with his stepmother even though half of his friends already had places of their own. In the 21st century economy, there wasn’t anything terribly abnormal about that, but when paired with Daniel’s lack of a job and ambition for much outside of video games and the internet, it made a compelling case for his teacher’s argument.  
 Daniel shrugged off the line of reasoning as he approached the spot where he’d chained his jet black Cannondale carbon frame road bike. It had been a gift from his dad on one of his infrequent visits home, and it was one of the few things in Daniel’s life he could truly be proud of. 
 He heard footsteps as he worked the combination into his bike lock, and looked up in time to see a gorgeous blonde girl skipping her way over. Not just any gorgeous blonde girl, either, but Shelly, the bad girl on campus.  
 She wore a pair of tight black short shorts, along with a white sleeveless t-shirt that said “SCUM” across the front, and black and white striped knee high socks. She was eating a banana with one hand, and as she bent down to unlock her own bike, she made a show of wrapping her mouth around the phallic fruit, slowly working her lips in a sensual manner. 
 Daniel tried not to stare at her openly. His best friend, PJ, had told him about a rumor that she would sext
openly with any guy lucky enough to get her number. Daniel had made several attempts to break through to that point with her through small talk, his efforts always foiled by time constraints or the arrival of her friends. 
 “Hey,” she said. “Daniel…” 
 She flashed a flirtatious smile and made a show of sucking on the banana again, this time sliding it deeper into her mouth and letting her eyes flutter shut. 
 “Shelly,” said Daniel, grinning at his luck. “Hey, what are you doing this weekend?” 
 “What are you doing right now?” asked Shelly. 
 Daniel had, in fact, been on his way home to put some time into the most recent assignment he’d been given by Ms. Magdalene for his Perspectives on Work class. 
 “Nothing,” he said. “I’m totally free.” 
 “I’m hanging out with a couple of girlfriends of mine,” said Shelly. “You should stop by.” 
 “I…” Daniel was momentarily at a loss for words. “Yeah, of course! Are you heading over right now?” 
 “Like, right right now,” said Shelly. “Here, what’s your phone number?” 
 Daniel told her, half in a daze. 
 “I’ll text you the address,” she said. “I have to meet up with another friend when she gets off work. Be there at 5:30 sharp.” 
 “Sure,” said Daniel. “Totally… That sounds like a good time.” 
 Shelly smiled at him. She leaned forward and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, and Daniel had a sudden, pressing thought. 
 “Hey, I heard something about you and Brent…?” 
 If Shelly was the bad girl on campus, Brent was her partner in crime. He was, as far as Daniel could tell, in his ninth or tenth year of community college. He and Shelly had been on and off again for many moons, and the last Daniel had heard, they were back on. 
 “Let’s not talk about that,” said Shelly. “Just meet me at my friend’s house. Like I said, 5:30 sharp.” 
 She slid onto the seat of her bike, her awesome butt shifting in her tight shorts and mesmerizing Daniel as she rode off. He took a slow breath and again, found himself wondering if maybe Ms. Magdalene had had some good points. 
 



 CHAPTER 2 
   
 Daniel still had time to kill before heading over to the address Shelly sent him, so he did a lap around town. Icarus Point was on the smaller side of what could be called a city, with less than 50,000 local residents and no major landmarks of interest. Still, it was one of the central economic hubs of the rural, untapped landscape of Michigan’s upper peninsula, even though it had no direct access to the coast of the Great Lakes. 
 For the past decade or so, the city had been in vogue, with a small tech boom attracting young professionals and hipsters and giving the city a bit of a multicultural flair. It made no sense to Daniel, who’d grown up and grown bored in Icarus Point, as had most of his friends and fellow class mates. It was one of those places that everyone seemed to idealize, except for the people born into it. 
 And on top of that, it was tourist season. Hundreds of rich people with too much free time on their hands turned out every year to admire the color of the trees and the beauty of the falling leaves. Daniel watched as he rode his bike over a pile of them on the sidewalk, kicking a few up into the wake of his back tire. 
 He leaned into a turn, crossing the relatively empty street and angling his bike onto a pedestrian path that led through Boreas Park. Daniel knew, at least objectively, that he really didn’t have it so bad. He and his mom lived relatively peaceful lives in a nice house in a nice neighborhood, with Daniel’s chronically absent and away on business father sending checks to make sure the bills were paid each month. 
 It was that fact that made Ms. Magdalene’s critique of the effort he put in all the more piercing. Daniel wished that he could get it out of his head, but the easy way in which she’d pointed out what was probably his biggest flaw had really gotten under his skin. 

She probably makes the same argument to every student she wants to motivate.

 He spent a couple of minutes in the park, sitting on one of the less than comfortable park benches and browsing the internet on his phone. He texted back and forth with his best friend PJ, confirming that the two of them would meet up to walk to the class they shared the next morning. When 5:15 finally rolled around, he climbed back on his bike and headed off to meet up with Shelly, grateful that he’d have a chance to end the day on a high note. 
 The address Shelly had given him led Daniel into the rough section of town. Most of the houses were old and badly maintained, with cracked paint jobs and overgrown lawns. A dog without a collar nosed through a small pile of garbage outside one house, and several nearby cats watched and waited their turn at perusing the refuse. Daniel rode a bit further and then slowed to a stop, frowning at the house indicated by the directions. 
 “Okay…” he mumbled to himself. “I guess it makes sense that a girl like Shelly would have friends that hang out in places like this.” 
 He leaned his bike up against the house’s fence and behind a bush, where it would be mostly out of sight, and then headed to the front door. It was a step above most of the houses in the area, with no broken windows and no trash out front, but it still wasn’t a nice place. 
 The front door was already open. Daniel knocked on it three times anyway and waited for a few seconds before letting himself in. He didn’t see anyone, and the living room was essentially bare of furniture outside of a single couch that had seen better days. 
 “Hello?” he called. 
 There was a noise from the floor above him, just loud enough to give him some hope. Daniel headed to the stairs and made his way up to the second floor, following the sound to the end of the hallway and into another, bare room. 
 A raccoon sat in the corner, fumbling against the wall with a pickle jar stuck on his head. Daniel let out a long, disappointed sigh and took out his phone.  

No new texts. What the hell, man?

 He walked over to the window just in time to see it happen. A tall man in an oversized hoody was pulling his bike out from the bushes and taking off with it. Daniel gritted his teeth, feeling like a complete fool and wondering how he could be so stupid. 
 His initial reaction was to take off after the bike thief, but chasing somebody on foot when they were on a bike was an exercise in futility. He watched the bastard ride off on his Cannondale, with the knowledge that it also meant that he’d have an hour or more of walking to do to get home, unless he was interested in calling his mother to come pick him up. 
 The raccoon in the corner let out a cry that resonated with Daniel’s mood and fumbled against the wall some more. Daniel walked over to it and took a seat. 
 “I got you, little guy.” He reached out and took hold of the pickle jar. “There’s no reason for both of us to have a shitty day.” 
 It took him a couple of seconds to get it off, as the little guy had really wedged his head in there. The raccoon stared at him curiously for a moment after that, resting on its back legs and rubbing its hands together. 
 “Yeah, I know the feeling,” he said. “Having your head stuck in a pickle jar… I definitely know the feeling.” 
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