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Chapter One

It was that time of year again.  The annual Halloween party was fast approaching and I had no clue as to what I was going to do this year. My husband and I had always done the planning together, but he was stuck in Germany for another two weeks on a job assignment.

Every year we did a theme for the costumes, and this year was no different. We had opted to do Toys and Games as our theme earlier in the summer. But what about food, games, music, things like that? We normally worked together to get everything lined up. I was feeling a bit overwhelmed.

“Can’t wait for the party this year,” Carol said as she sat down in the chair next to my desk.

Carol and I had worked together for the last six years and had been friends the whole time. We both enjoyed the same things and had even gone on vacation with each other’s families. She was like my sister.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “With Don in Germany this year, I am feeling a bit overwhelmed. I don’t know where to start.”

“Why don’t you let me help? We can get together on Saturday and see what we can come up with.”

“Are you sure? It’s a lot of work.”

“Absolutely. What are friends for anyway?”

“Thank you so much!” I said as I gave her a hug.

Carol left my office and I started to feel a little better about my situation. I had my costume picked out and already made. I was going as a barrel full of monkeys. Not the most clever, but certainly the most recognizable.

When Saturday rolled around, Carol showed up about ten and we got to work. I brought out all of my paperwork I had collected over the years and sat it all on the kitchen table.

“Holy shit girl! I had no idea how much you had for this!” Carol exclaimed as she saw the mountain of papers and magazines.

“Don and I normally go through past menu’s and see what did really well and what didn’t. We substitute new foods for the ones that just didn’t do well,” I told her as I handed her a magazine.

“Am I supposed to find something?”

“Just appetizers. If there is one thing we have learned over the years, it’s that desserts don’t do so well.”

“Alrighty then. I’ll see what I can come up with.”

She began flipping through magazines and pointing out some of the appetizers she thought would do well. Of course, most of them we had already tried, but she did find a few that we hadn’t. After several hours, we had finally come up with a menu.

“Wow, I had no idea the menu was so much work. I’m glad I was able to help with that!” Carol said as she leaned back in her chair.

“Now all we have to do is to come up with some silly games. Everyone seems to really like those,” I said as I pushed the mound of papers and magazines to the side.

“You know what would be fun?” Carol asked with a sly smirk on her face.

“I’m afraid to ask with a look like that,” I said as I sat back and raised my eyebrows.

“What if we did something like a séance or a Ouija board?”

“Are you kidding me? People are not going to want to mess with that stuff.”

“Sure they will. You would be surprised what people will do. Besides, it’s only for fun.”

“I don’t know,” I said with trepidation.

I wasn’t a fan of Ouija boards, to begin with. I had heard too many freaky stories about them. A séance was probably okay.

“Well, what if we did a couple of games, then announced we would be doing the séance and Ouija board and everyone who wants to participate is welcome to?” Carol proposed.

“I suppose that would be okay,” I replied still not quite sure this was a good idea.

But, since Carol had helped me, I felt I needed to give in to something she wanted. Reluctantly, I agreed. Something deep down inside of me knew this was a bad idea, but I went along with it anyway.

With everything finalized, Carol helped me clean up everything, then headed home. I was back in my Halloween zone and fired up. I got out the decorations and put up as much as I could. I moved tables around on the back porch and got the fake spider web strung all over the walls.

I had candles, poisoned bottles, lights, and figures I had to put out to get the house ready for the party. I only had one week to get the house decorated and figured I could use the weekend to get most of it done. Whatever I needed help with, Carol could help me do it.

I finished decorating around three on Sunday and sat down on the couch. I had worked my butt off getting this done and I sure hoped everyone appreciated it. I wasn’t taking any of it down until Don got home. He was going to help do something even if it was just helping me put it all away.


Chapter Two

Whenever Don traveled, we always managed to have phone sex. The first tie we tried it, it was sort of awkward. But now, it was a regular thing. He would talk dirty to me and I would imagine the things I did to myself was him doing it. Of course, hearing me getting off got him excited and he got off.

When Wednesday evening rolled around, I waited for his call. I was lying in bed and had my dildo with me. It was his favorite thing for me to use. Part of that was because it was also a vibrator. He loved hearing it going in and out of my pussy.

My body was geared up for our phone call. My nipples were rather stiff and my pussy was wet with anticipation. I started to play with my nipples as I awaited his call. Rubbing and twisting my nipples always got me going. It was the one part of my body that was sensitive no matter what was happening. Sometimes just the feel of fabric rubbing against them got my pussy wet. It was my weakness.

At last, the phone rang. I nearly jumped at the sound of it.

“Hello?” I said.

“Hey, baby. How are you?” he asked.

“Better now,” I replied. “How has it been going?”

“Not too bad. I might even get out a few days early if things keep progressing like this.”

“That would be awesome.”

“Ready for the party?”

“Yep. Carol has been filling in with you gone. She has been a great help.”

“I’m glad someone helped you. I was worried you would be overwhelmed.”

“Yeah, it seemed that way until she offered to help. She is coming over Friday to help with the cooking as well.”

“I hate that I have to miss it. You know how much I enjoy that party.”

“I know. I hate it too. But we always have next year. Just make sure they don’t schedule you out of the office again!”

“I will make a point of telling them when I get back. So, you all set? Got yourself ready?”

“All set and well lubed.”

“Cool. I know you have been playing with your nipples, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I replied with my sexiest voice.

“Naughty girl not waiting for me. I’ll have to punish you when I get back.”

“Ohh, promise?”

“I am going to tie you to the bed, then put nipple clamps on tight. I am going to take the riding crop and flick the ends of your nipples until you beg me to stop.”

“Mmm. That’s sounds good to me.”

My hands wanted to touch my pussy, but I was waiting for his instructions.

“Put the phone down by your pussy and slide your fingers in and out of yourself so I can hear it,” he instructed me.

I did as requested, making sure the squishing sound of my juices were heard through the phone. After a minute or so, I put the phone back to my ear.

“Could you hear it?” I asked him with my breathing increasing.

“Yeah, baby, I did. It sounds like your pussy is ready for something.”

“Oh, god it is!”

“Turn on the vibrator and slide it into your pussy. But no fucking yet, just let it sit.”

I turned on my vibrating dildo and slid it into my pussy. I moaned into the phone as it penetrated me, going deep inside.

“Can I fuck myself with it?” I asked him.

“Not yet, I want you to lay there for a bit and listen to me.”

“You’re the master.”

“Just imagine being in a log cabin with a loft. I have you stand under the railing and string rope from the banister down to you. I tie your arms above your head so you can’t touch yourself.”

“Mmm…I like that.”

“I take your nipple clamps and tighten them down so your nipples are nearly flat. Then, I take the rope and tie each end to your clamps and pull your nipples up tight, stretching them.”

“Oh, god. Oh I that would feel so awesome.”

“Next, I take the pole and platform and attach your dildo to it. Next, I slide the dildo into your pussy and place the pole into the stand, impaling you on your dildo.”

“Oh fuck, you’re making me so horny!”

“Now that you are immobile, I take a vibrator and place it on your clit. I make you come several times until you beg me to let you go.”

“Please, please do that to me, oh god.”

I heard something at that moment and lifted my head to listen.

“You still there?” he asked me.

“Yeah. I keep hearing noises, but never find anything out of the ordinary.”

“Probably just the house settling. Now, where were we? Oh, right. Now, start fucking your pussy with the dildo. I want to hear it going in and out of you.”

I placed the phone down by my pussy and slid the vibrator in and out of me. The vibrating noise became loud, then muffled with each thrust. I put the phone back to my ear and heard his heavy breathing. He was stroking his cock. I could just see him sitting back in his chair, his cock in one hand and the phone in the other as he masturbated.

“Can I come yet?” I asked him. “Please let me come.”

“Yes, you can come now,” he replied.

I put the phone down between my legs. I moved the dildo in and out of my pussy as my other hand rubbed my clit. In just a few moments, I started to come. I squealed with pleasure as my orgasm swept over me. I knew he could hear me and knew he was making himself come at the same time. As soon as my orgasm was over, I picked the phone back up.

“God was that good,” I told him.

“Yes, it was.”

“But I want the real thing soon, okay?”

“You will, you will.”

We said our good nights and I hung up the phone. I put my toy away and crawled under the covers. I was ready for sleep.


Chapter Three

The rest of the week rolled by pretty quickly and soon it was Friday. I had taken the day off work to cook food. Carol took a half day and showed up around noon. She helped me cook the foods that were not meats. We cut up veggies and cheese for their respective trays and put everything in the fridge.

I needed to bake a cake, so she took care of doing the deviled eggs while I mixed and cooked the cake. I wasn’t decorating it until Saturday. We managed to get the bulk of the food done sometime around nine, then sat down and had a glass of wine.

“Is this what you and Don go through every year?” she asked.

“Yep, every single year.”

“I had no idea. I mean, sure if you look at everything you know it takes some work to get done, but two days of preparing food?”

“I don’t mind it. As long as the guests have a good time, that’s all that matters. Besides, it’s only once a year.”

“By the way, did you realize this is the first year the party is actually on Halloween? How creepy is that!”

I had not even thought of that. I mean, sure, I remember commenting when we sent out the invitations, but it wasn’t until now that it really sunk in.

“That is pretty creepy,” I replied as I shivered just a bit.

This party was not going to be a normal party like every other year. Something was different. I could feel it.

“I keep getting a strange feeling that something weird is going to happen,” I told Carol.

“What do you mean?” she asked leaning forward.

“I don’t know how to explain it. It’s as if there is a force just waiting to be set free tomorrow night. I get the feeling either the séance or the Ouija board is going to do just that.”

“I think you’re just weirded out by those two things.”

“Maybe, but I still can’t shake that feeling.”

“Here’s to one hell of a Halloween party!” she said raising her glass in a toast.

“Halloween!” I said as we clinked our glasses together.

We cleaned up the kitchen, then Carol left. I went into the living room and turned on the TV to relax for a bit before going to bed. An old black and white B movie was playing, so I left it there and watched as I sipped my wine.

Don and I had always liked these old movies. We watched them whenever they were on. Some were so bad that you just had to laugh at them. I remember a few that scared me when I was younger. Movies like Them, It, The Blob, and Dracula to name a few.

I grew tired and switched off the TV. I needed to get some sleep. Tomorrow was going to be a busy day.

I tossed and turned all night as my dreams played out with visions of monsters and ghosts. I remember waking up at one point and cursing myself for watching a monster movie before going to bed.

But morning came soon enough and I rolled out of bed. I got my shower and got dressed, then headed for the kitchen. Carol was due here around eleven and I wanted to get a jump on things before she got here. I pulled out my menu and started checking things off so I could tell how much work we had left.

I was almost done with the list when I heard a noise coming from the bedroom. Odd, I didn’t remember leaving the TV on. I went into the bedroom and found the lamp laying on the floor. I figured I must have moved it closer to the edge when I made the bed. It was too close and simply fell off the nightstand.

I went back into the kitchen and finished my list. It was about ten thirty when I heard another noise. I know it was ten thirty because I looked right at the clock when I heard the noise. I was thinking it was Carol at the front door. I checked the door, but no one was there. I stood there listening, but no more noises were made.

I shrugged my shoulders and went back into the kitchen. Carol arrived shortly after that and began helping me. We finished the cake and cooked the meats. Time was flying by and soon we were at a point where we needed to take the food out to the tables.

It wasn’t going to be long before everyone started arriving. Our party wasn’t like a lot of other parties. With other parties, no one wanted to be the first to arrive, so everyone was late. Not with my party. People actually arrived early! We had maybe an hour before we started seeing guests.

Carol’s husband arrived and helped us get the rest of the food out and even helped me with the few decorations I had left. It was now time for me to get my costume on. I went into the bedroom and got my costume out of the closet. I had used a cardboard box to make my barrel and some poster board for the monkeys.

I put on my blue sweat suit and then my barrel. As I was sliding the barrel down my body, I swear I felt a hand on my ass. It was so real I actually jumped and looked behind me. I decided it was just a piece of the barrel that had hit me. To say I was getting jumpy was an understatement!

Finally dressed, I went out to the porch and waited for people to arrive. As friends and neighbors began to arrive, my feeling of uneasiness was far from my mind. It was replaced with laughter and conversation as everyone tried to guess what some of the other’s costumes were.

Once everyone had eaten and guessed the costumes, we held a vote for the best costume. I had a prize bucket that was filled with candy, popcorn, and two movie passes. In all the years I had been doing this party, I had never won. I was hoping this was my year.


Chapter Four

I counted the votes and could not believe it. I had actually won!  My first win! I was so excited I nearly forgot we had games to play. Carol reminded me and I gathered everyone in the garage to play our games.

We played games like passing the orange between your chin and neck, dropping a potato in a bucket after carrying it between your legs, just silly games. We awarded prizes to the winners but ended up just giving everyone candy. It was always a blast!

Then came the witching hour, as Carol called it. It was time to thin the crowd out.

“If I can have everyone’s attention!” Carol hollered out. “This year we are doing something a bit different in honor of Halloween being tonight. Tonight, we are going to do a séance and use the Ouija board. If anyone is interested in participating, we will be gathering at the kitchen table in fifteen minutes. Thank you.”

I saw people looking at each other and whispering. I wondered just how many would actually participate. I gathered up the game props and threw them away before returning to the porch.

“You doing any of those?” Vickie asked me.

“Probably the séance,” I replied. “Are you?”

“Oh, absolutely! That stuff is a ton of fun. Especially the Ouija board. Everyone knows it’s fake, but deep down inside they wonder if it could be real.”

“Yeah, my sentiments exactly.”

I moved to the kitchen and sat down at the table. We were going to do the seance first, or so I thought. Several people had sat down to participate. Carol brought out the Ouija board and set it in the center of the table.

“I thought we were doing the séance first?” I asked.

“Everyone wanted to try this first,” she replied.

I didn’t want to be a party pooper, so I sat in my chair and listened as the rules were read. The lights were dimmed and a single candle was lit. The game started. I was on edge as we played the game. We asked questions and things got spelled out or answered with yes or no. Some of the people thought it was telling them things.

I wasn’t sure what to believe. Maybe these people were just doing things to try and scare some of the others. It was certainly working for me! We were asking for a name and if they could give us a sign they were there when the oracle flew off the table.

That was it, I was done. Even if someone did that on purpose, I was not going to sit there any longer and be scared out of my wits. Everyone else just laughed and continued. I made my way out to the porch and got a drink of spiked punch, trying to forget the whole game.

The night wore on and I had a few more drinks, probably more than I normally had, and danced with a couple of the girls to some Prince songs. Slowly everyone started to leave, thanking me for yet another fantastic Halloween party.

With just a couple of people left, we all chipped in and cleaned up as much as we could. Any perishable food was put in the refrigerator and empty trays were put in the dishwasher. Everything else was left out. I was too drunk to worry about much more than that.

“Do you want me to come and help you clean up in the morning?” Carol asked as she swayed back and forth.

Or maybe I was swaying back and forth. Either way, I told her I would be grateful for the help.

“Great, you get to bed before you fall over!” she teased me.

“I’m fine,” I assured her.

She left and I turned out all the lights and headed to bed. I stripped off my clothes and threw back the covers. I was hot and did not need blankets. Between the drinks and dancing, I was a mess and was simply worn out. I think I was asleep before my head hit the pillow.

I awoke at some point due to a noise. It had been loud and actually made the bed move. I wondered if it was thunder. I got out of bed and peeked out from behind the curtains, but all I saw was stars. No clouds in the sky. I was sure I had heard a loud noise. There was no way that was a dream. Then I remembered all of the stuff still out and figured something had fallen over. I didn’t feel like going out to check. It would be there in the morning.

I got back in bed and pulled the sheet up to my neck. I was starting to feel a little chilled, but not much. As I lay there trying to go back to sleep, I felt something on my leg. I jumped and looked down at my leg, but nothing was there. Now I was starting to freak myself out a bit. That damned Ouija board had me paranoid. I was now imagining things!

I laid back down and closed my eyes. But this time, I felt the bed move as if someone had gotten on it right beside me. I was almost afraid to look, but I knew I needed to. I lifted my head and looked to the other side of the bed. I could see an indent in the sheet as if someone was sitting on it. I shook my head to make sure I was awake, but the indentation was still there.

I was just about to jump out of bed when I was suddenly pushed onto my back and my arms were pinned down. I saw no one, but it felt like someone was sitting on me and had my arms pinned down to the pillow. I tried to scream, but nothing came out of my mouth. My heart was racing and my breathing was heavy as I struggled against this invisible force that was on top of me.

Chapter Five

As I lay there struggling, I felt the sheet being pulled down my body. I was now laying on my back completely naked. I felt something touch my breast and looked down to see an indent where something was rubbing my boob. My nipples were getting erect from the touch of whatever was on me.

I could feel and see my nipples being twisted and tugged sending little tingles down to my pussy. I was scared, but apparently, my body was responding anyway. I felt something moving down my stomach, then across my mons. I was starting to get turned on by whatever this was. It was starting to hit all the right spots on me.

I felt the pressure on my inner thighs as it moved up and down me slowly, causing me to squirm. I know just about every girl fantasizes about some gorgeous man taking advantage of her, but never in my wildest dreams did I imagine it would be a ghost!

“Who-who-who are you?” I managed to squeak out.

I watched as a mist began to form over me. It swirled and sent shivers down my spine as the coldness of it touched my skin. It began to form a face first, then the shape of a body. My eyes were wide as I watched a man forming right on top of me. I was now face to face with one handsome ghost!

“Wh-who-what are you?” I asked in my shaky voice.

He replied in a hollow but sexy voice.

“I am Hester,” he said as he smiled at me.

“What are you doing to me?”

“I am going to fuck you.”

“Why? Why are you doing this to me?”

“You summoned me, now you have to pay the toll.”

The dammed Ouija board was real! There really was a ghost answering!

He bent forward and kissed me on the mouth. The only man I had kissed in years was my husband. Now here I was kissing a ghost! His tongue shot into my mouth and I found myself responding to him. I could smell his scent and felt the bulge of his cock against my belly. I wanted to feel this ghost, to have him fuck me. I needed to know what it was like to fuck a ghost!

“You can let go, I won’t run,” I told him.

I felt the pressure on my arms go away and could move my arms once again. I pulled him to me and kissed him again, this time I was in control. His hands worked on my swollen nipples as I kissed him and ran my hands down the back of his body. I could feel the muscles rippling under his skin. He felt like a real man and smelled like one too.

He lifted himself up and looked down at me.

“Lick my pussy,” I said.

He smiled then moved down between my legs with his head. I could feel his breath on me as he began to lick and suck my labia. I was moaning with pleasure as he teased me. His hands were on my hips as he pulled my pussy to his mouth and began to lick up and down my slit. He slid two fingers into my wet hole and began to slowly finger fuck me.

I was getting close to an orgasm with his tongue licking my clit. I wanted him to make me cum, I wanted to come on his tongue. I was soon rewarded and felt the swell of my orgasm about to hit me.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!” I wailed.

My body shuddered and my orgasm started. Wave after wave of ecstasy swept over me as my body contracted with each pulse of my orgasm. My toes curled and my pussy throbbed in his fingers as he continued to finger fuck me. When my orgasm dies down, I knew I needed his cock inside of me.

“Fuck me, fuck me hard,” I said as I grabbed at his arms.

He slid up my body and got into position. I grabbed his cock and guided it to my hole. I gasped and swallowed hard as his length slid inside of me, hitting my g-spot. He began to fuck me hard with his long, deep thrusts. I was panting in rhythm with his thrusts as he hit my g-spot each time he bottomed out inside of me. His cock was so fat it filled me completely.

“Oh yes, yes, fuck me!” I screamed.

His cock was pounding my pussy hard as I started to come yet again.

“Fuck! I’m coming holy shit!” I screamed, clawing at his back.

As my pussy pulsed against his shaft, I closed my eyes and saw stars. I swear there were fireworks as well. My body was frozen in position as if I were paralyzed by pleasure. All I could do was lay there and let him fuck me. He seemed to have a cock that never died. My pussy was getting a bit sore with his constant pounding. I needed him to come.

“Fuck my mouth,” I whimpered. “I want to taste you.”

He pulled his cock out of my pussy and slid up to my head, presenting his fat cock to my mouth. I sucked it in greedily and began to suck as hard as I could. I wanted his come in my mouth. I wanted to taste this ghost cum. I felt him begin to stiffen up and knew he was about to come.

I reached down and fondled his balls which caused him to start shooting his spunk into my mouth. He exhaled loudly as the strings of his cum shot into my mouth. I swallowed all of it, which was a lot! It was silky smooth and rather sweet, not bitter. With his cock going limp, he pulled his cock from my mouth, then lay beside me on the bed.

I rolled over and snuggled up to him. I felt sort of guilty since I was married, but since he was a ghost, did it really count as cheating? Neither one of us said anything. I was content to lay there in his arms. For a ghost, he sure felt warm and real to me.


Chapter Six

When I awoke the next morning, Hester was gone. Had I simply dreamed all of it? It couldn’t have been a dream. I could still taste his cum in my mouth. I reached down between my legs and felt my sore pussy. Something had fucked me. I got up and took a shower remembering the encounter from the night before.

If it wasn’t a dream, where did he go? Was he going to come back? Was this only a Halloween encounter? Would he be back next year? I had so many questions running through my mind. The one thing I was sure of was that I was not going to tell a soul what had happened.

Not only would that risk my husband finding out, but it would also make me look like a looney bin. No, this was something that I would have to keep with me forever. I could never tell a soul. I smiled as I relived my encounter. If having a ghost as a one night stand was all I got, then I was content with that.

But I also wondered if men had encounters like this? Did female ghosts fuck them too? Who knows, maybe another test of the Ouija board would tell me. I got dressed and ate breakfast before Carol showed up. I hid the Ouija board so I could use it after she left.

She never mentioned it, so I guess that was a good thing, I wouldn’t want to lie to her and tell her I had not seen it. As soon as everything was cleaned up, Carol left and I was once again alone in my house. I got out the Ouija board and sat in the middle of my bed to try it out.

Nothing seemed to work. No matter what I asked or did, nothing happened. I surmised that you needed at least two people to make it work. The only way I was going to get Hester back was if I told someone about our encounter. But that was never going to happen. I knew at that point that I was never going to see him again.

That Halloween party would be one of my favorites for years to come.  After a while, I began to wonder if it even really happened. Who knows, maybe one day you will take a chance with a Ouija board and find Hester for yourself.  If you do, tell him I said hi.

THE END
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