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CHAPTER 1:

The old Barlow place was haunted. Everyone said that, but of course no one could actually prove it. It had probably once been a very beautiful house but the years had not been kind to it. I suppose the fact that it looked like a haunted house had contributed greatly to its legend but from what I had been able to discover it had always been a kind of mysterious place.

Growing up near it the house had fascinated me my whole life. Spending a night there was a rite of passage for a lot of local teenagers but how many actually did it versus how many claimed they had was a matter of some debate. It wasn’t that easy to get to, especially since a chain link fence had been constructed around it some time ago, and even if you got past the fence it was a bit of hike up a steep hill to reach the actual house.

I had done a lot of research about the place for a report I did on it in high school but even so there were still a lot of questions that weren’t easy to answer. For one thing there was the question of why it had been abandoned for so long. The house itself was probably beyond repair by now but it sat on a large piece of property. Why had no one torn the building down and developed the land?

Doing an online search to find the owner turned up a rather nondescript holding company in England that didn’t seem to have a web page. I did actually mail them an old fashioned letter, explaining my interest for a class project, but got no response. The telephone number seemed to be disconnected and I couldn’t find any other information about the company online.

The name Barlow didn’t turn up any helpful information either. I had no idea why it was known as the old Barlow place but it always had been and nobody I spoke to seemed to know exactly why. Everybody just knew it by that name and knew that it was haunted but digging deeper into the story I discovered that there were a number of legends associated with it, none of which could be substantiated by any historical records that I could find.

One of the most popular theories was that back in the late 1800’s a family named Barlow lived in the house and their daughter Josephine Barlow was so distraught that her father refused to let her marry a man named Artemis Plattford that she hung herself. Then supposedly out of grief and guilt the father went insane and killed the rest of his family. In some versions of this story the father then killed himself but other versions had him fleeing to England, which had a tiny sliver of credence since the house ownership seemed to have an English connection.

Another variation of the story had Josephine being a witch, who was also blocked by her father from marrying the man she loved, so that she lived out her life as a lonely spinster and cast a curse on the house before she died.

Every now and then someone would come up with another story but the tragic lost love theme seemed to be the one that had gained the most traction over the years. The one thing that was constant in most every story was that Josephine Barlow was the catalyst for whatever happened and she had either cursed the place or she was still there haunting it as a ghost. The romantic in me kind of liked that idea although there wasn’t any historical evidence to support any of the stories.

There were no newspaper accounts of any family named Barlow living here, nor could I find any grave sites ascribed to the name Barlow anywhere in this vicinity. It was a large house with spacious grounds so it was hard to imagine that if a family named Barlow had actually lived there that they would have left no trace. Once would expect to find a family crypt or something as whoever lived there obviously had money.

In any case I had kind of lost my interest in the house for a while but now that I had just completed my sophomore year at State University, and was back home for the summer, I couldn’t help but think about it again so I drove out to take a look at the place.

The fence was in pretty good condition although you could tell it had been repaired in places. There were signs warning that the grounds were patrolled by dogs, but I had never seen or heard any. Scaling the fence didn’t seem like it would be too hard to do for a fit young man in good condition and I didn’t see any evidence of security cameras having been installed. If one wanted to get in it looked quite possible to do so. That’s when I decided that I wanted to get in.


CHAPTER 2:

“Why?” asked my buddy Mike.

“Why not?” I replied. “Haven’t you ever been curious about what it’s like inside?”

“I suppose, but that’s got to be like trespassing or breaking and entering or something,” Mike pointed out.

“Nobody goes there, who the hell would ever find out? And it’s not like we’re going there to steal things or vandalize the place. We just want to look around,” I said.

“What about the haunted stuff?” asked Mike.

“You don’t believe that shit any more than I do. There’s some kind of mystery there, since no one knows what really happened, but that doesn’t make it haunted.”

“And you want to spend the whole night in there?”

“Yeah,” I said with a shrug. “Don’t tell me you’re going to be a pussy about this after all the crap you talked me into doing over the years.”

Mike and I had been best friends forever. We were the same age, grew up a few houses away from each other, went to school together, did basically everything together until I went off to college and he stayed home to help run the family business. Usually it was Mike trying to dare me to do something stupid or crazy and he was sort of the “fearless leader” of our neighborhood crew so it surprised me that he’d balk at something as simple as spending a night in an abandoned house.

“Look, we’ve talked about doing this a million times before. And we were just kids then, but now we’re adults and better prepared to pull it off,” I said. ‘We could shoot some video footage and maybe sell it to one of those paranormal reality shows or something. If nothing else it would prove we had actually done it, which is more than anyone can say.”

“So we’d be compiling evidence of our crimes,” said Mike flatly.

“Jesus, when did you become such a sissy?” I said with a laugh. “I figured you’d be up for an adventure. We don’t get to do stuff together like we used to.”

Ultimately I persuaded Mike to join me, once I told him I was going to do it with or without him. I think his manhood was on the line and that was something one never wanted to impugn or tarnish. I actually felt kind of good about having talked Mike into something for a change, a turn of events that I hoped I wouldn’t regret later.

We had done a lot of camping and hiking in the woods over the years so we had lots of gear at our disposal for an overnight excursion. We would pack fairly light, being there for just one night, and when we got to the fence we’d just toss our backpacks and our sleeping bags over first then scale the wall.

We wanted to get there before nightfall so that we could hike up to the house without needing flashlights. As planned we chucked our gear over the fence and then climbed up and over as well. I was a little ashamed by how much easier it was for Mike to scurry up the chain link but I wasn’t that much behind him. Once we were on the other side we picked up our crap and started walking.

“You know the biggest danger here is that the house is probably falling apart and we’re going to step right through the floorboards or something,” Mike suggested.

“Are you still trying to puss out?” I teased.

“I’m here, aren’t I?” he shot back. “I’m just saying we should be careful. I don’t want to step on some rusty nail or shit like that.”

As we got closer to the house I could feel my heart rate accelerating. After all the years of talk, after all the research, I was finally going to see the inside of the house. It was just an old empty building but it was such a local legend that I felt like I was about to discover some mummy’s tomb or something. Then I decided that I really didn’t want to think of this place as a “tomb” so I tried to shake that image from my mind.

When we reached the front porch I could see that Mike was right in that the place looked kind of rickety. I also saw that the door was nailed shut with some boards across it.

“Great, how do we get in?” asked Mike.

“Let’s look around and see if we can find a window that isn’t boarded up or some other door,” I suggested.

The place appeared to be sealed up pretty well, which made sense when you thought about it. If the fence didn’t discourage someone from getting on the property the boarded up doors and windows would be another layer of security.

We walked all around the house but everything seemed pretty secure when I suddenly noticed something partially concealed by some dry brush that had sprung up there over the years. Pushing the brush aside we discovered a door in the ground on an angle.

“This must lead to the cellar,” said Mike.

“I suppose the bushes kind of concealed it. It’s not boarded up like everything else,” I noted.

We pulled the door open and stared into the dark gloom below. While it wouldn’t have been my first choice as a place to enter it appeared to be the only option that didn’t require us to break in by force. Grabbing our flashlights we started down the stairs and found ourselves in the musty old basement below the house.

Even though it was a warm summer evening I was struck with how cold it was down there. Cold and damp and creepy as hell. A chill ran down my spine that I knew wasn’t from the cold and I wondered for a moment whether this was such a good idea.

“You suppose there are any bodies buried down here?” asked Mike.

“That’s a hell of a thing to say,” I shot back.

“Well, you know, it looks like the kind of place you’d hide a body, doesn’t it?”

“I don’t know, I’ve never thought about hiding a body,” I replied.

“If you ever need to this would probably do the trick,” Mike joked.

“Come on, let’s find the stairs and go up into the house,” I said.

When we found the stairs they looked like they were in pretty good condition, all things considered, but we went up them very carefully, holding onto to rails all the way. When we reached the top there was a door that fortunately wasn’t locked or boarded up. Going through it we found ourselves in a sort of a pantry I guess you would say. There were actually some dusty tins and cans still on the shelf, which seemed pretty weird to me after all this time but maybe not that many people had ever been in here since the place was abandoned.

We left the pantry and passed through the kitchen, which also remarkably still had some furniture in it. There was an old stove that probably had some antique value but was too heavy for anyone to bother with trying to remove. Like the pantry there was dust and grime everywhere and I wondered whether we should be wearing masks to prevent exposure to mold but I should have thought of that earlier.

Mike had brought his dad’s old camcorder that had a “night vision” feature so that it could should in the dark. The video was green tinted and looked kind of creepy but it got the job done as we wanted to document as much as possible.

As we walked down a hallway, with peeling paper still clinging to the walls, my flashlight caught an ornately framed painting that looked remarkably out of place as it was still here and still intact. When I wiped some of the dust off it was revealed that the painting was a portrait of a very beautiful young woman and the hairs on the back of my neck stood up as I knew at once that this must be the infamous Josephine Barlow.


CHAPTER 3:

“That’s Josephine Barlow,” I said, speaking my thoughts out loud without realizing it.

“How do you know?” asked Mike.

“I just...know,” I replied.

“Why do you suppose that’s still here? I mean there’s a lot of broken down furniture crap but that looks like it’s in pretty good shape. Hell, the frame’s got to be worth something.”

“I think she wants it to still be here,” I said, again vocalizing my thoughts.

“What?”

“Nothing. Who knows why anything is still here? Of course there’s the fence, and the fact that everything’s boarded up. Maybe there just haven’t been that many people inside this place over the years,” I suggested.

“And the reputation of it being haunted probably kept more people away than the fence ever did,” Mike chuckled. “If you wanted to keep people away from your property that would be a good rumor to start.”

“I suppose so,” I said softly as I continued to stare at the painting.

The conception of beauty had changed a lot over the years but the woman in the painting was an undeniable beauty, whatever the era. The artist had really captured something, not that I knew a hell of a lot about art, but there was something about the eyes that seemed to bore into my soul. Mike almost had to pry my away from the portrait so that we could continue searching the house.

When we reached the living room, or parlor, or whatever they called it back when it was built, we decided to set up camp, such as it was. The room was probably quite cozy back in the day with a huge fireplace and large windows, that were of course boarded up now. There was an old love seat and a big chair that only had three legs now but I could imagine how comfortable it must have felt to sit there reading a book by the fire.

We put our sleeping bags in the center of the room and took off our backpacks, which was a relief. Then we had a snack and took a little break. It was still hard to believe that we were actually here at last, after all of the years of talking about it.

The strangest part for me was that I genuinely felt that there was something wrong about this place. Something unnatural. Of course it could have been the power of suggestion but I honestly felt some kind of a...presence. I had never had any reason to believe in paranormal activity but I had never been in a place like this before. Maybe some places actually were “haunted” in the sense that for whatever reason they made you feel something different, something you had never felt before.

“So if there really was a ghost how do you think it would communicate with you?” asked Mike. “I mean would it walk up to you, or float or whatever, or would just hear a voice?”

“I don’t know,” I replied. “I think maybe you just feel it.”

“Does that mean you’re feeling a ghost?” Mike joked. “I wouldn’t mind if I felt that hot babe in the painting going down on my big cock.”

“I’m feeling something. Aren’t you?”

“Yeah, I’m feeling kind of bored. It sounds really cool to say you’re going to spend the night in a haunted house but once you get there you realize that it’s just an old empty building that should have been torn down years ago,” said Mike.

“I think it’s here for a reason,” I said.

“Well, yeah, I’m sure there’s a reason why nobody’s done anything with this place except board it up but I imagine it’s a pretty dull reason that has something to do with an ownership dispute or something like that,” said Mike.

“Ever since we set foot inside this house I’ve had the strangest feeling in my stomach,” I said.

“It’s called hunger. Just eat a power bar and you’ll feel fine.”

While we were kicking back we looked at some of the footage that we’d shot and it was surprising how much you could see with that night-vision feature. Of course the green tint made everything look a lot creepier than it was in person but it would probably look pretty good in some kind of YouTube video or something.

Later we got up and did some more exploring with basically the same results. The rooms were dusty, the carpets were decayed, the paint was peeling from the walls, but there were bits and pieces of furniture or other belongings scattered throughout the house.

When we entered one of the upstairs bedrooms I knew it belonged to Josephine. It wasn’t that you could tell much about how it had once been decorated but I instantly felt a connection between the room and the woman in the painting. There was one decidedly feminine touch on a table next to the big four-poster bed. It was an ornately decorated hand mirror that surely belonged to a woman. The metal was slightly tarnished but I had a feeling that it was probably made of real silver. How something like that could have remained untouched in here for all these years was quite beyond me.

I hadn’t come here with any notion that there would be any artifacts around, and I certainly hadn’t planned on stealing anything, but there was something about that mirror that compelled me to pick it up and take it with me.

“Grabbing a souvenir?” Mike chuckled.

“Not exactly,” I mumbled.

“Well if it’s worth anything you better split the money with me.”

I had no intention of selling the mirror, I just knew that I had to possess it. Or maybe it was possessing me.

After touring the house some more it was getting kind of late so we decided that we should head back down and try to get some sleep. Mike went right for his sleeping bag but I lingered in front of the painting for a while, just staring deeply into the eyes of the woman who once posed for that portrait many years ago.

“Come on dude, it’s almost midnight. Let’s just crash for a few hours and then get the hell out of here,” said Mike.

Suddenly I felt a sense of cold coming over my whole body. It felt like it was inside me not like the feeling of a chill on your skin. Then I began to convulse and my head was spinning so much I feared that I was going to pass out.

“Mike! What the fuck is happening?” I cried out.

Mike jumped up from his sleeping bag and rushed to my side. The look on his face didn’t exactly encourage me. He looked white as a sheet and completely astonished.

“Help me!” I begged.

“I...I don’t know how to,” he replied desperately.

Then the convulsions stopped and the chill went away. I felt completely normal, yet not normal at all. I looked down and saw my t-shirt sticking out in front of me.

“My God dude,” Mike stammered. “You’ve turned into a woman!”


CHAPTER 4:

I flung myself into Mike’s arms instinctively and held him tight as tears streamed down my cheeks.

“Oh, my God Mike...what’s happening?” I sobbed.

“Hey, it’s okay. Don’t freak out. I’m sure there’s a logical explanation,” said Mike, none too convincingly.

“Hold me Mike...I’m scared,” I whimpered.

“I am holding you. Just don’t panic,” he replied.

I felt so glad that he was there, wrapping me up in his strong arms. And I was relieved that he could see what had happened to me so it wasn’t just all in my head. I felt like I was losing my mind but I tried to steady myself. I had been pressing my head against his chest but I looked up at him in desperation. When our eyes met I felt something entirely different. I felt a burning desire, the like of which I had never known before.

Apparently he felt the same thing too because a moment later we were kissing passionately, almost frantically. It was the strangest thing in the world to do under those circumstances but my emotions were running on turbo and I knew without the shadow of a doubt that I needed him inside me.

As we continued to kiss and caress each other I pulled off my shirt and dropped it to the floor. I glanced down and saw my womanly breasts, so full and round and soft. Mike certainly noticed them too and started squeezing my boobs.

“What are we doing?” I gasped.

“I don’t know,” he replied.

“Am I really a woman?”

“I guess we’ll have to get your pants off to be sure but you seem like a woman on top.”

I went over to my sleeping bag and sat on top of it. I then kicked of my shoes and pulled off my jeans and my shorts and stuck a hand between my legs. As I began to finger my already wet pussy I had the confirmation of what I already knew. I was indeed a woman.

“Take off your clothes,” I said to Mike.

Mike quickly got undressed and I looked at him as if I was seeing him for the first time in my life. I suppose I was, in a way, in that I was looking at him through a woman’s eyes and I certainly liked what I saw.

“Come to me,” I said as I reached out my hand.

Mike didn’t hesitate and soon he was lying next to me as we resumed kissing touching each other. When he started sucking on my nipples I couldn’t believe how good it felt. I continued to feel myself up until Mike took over that task.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he said.

“So are you,” I replied. “I guess I never noticed that before.”

“This is crazy,” said Mike.

“Completely insane,” I said in agreement.

“I can’t help myself. I want you so bad,” Mike groaned.

“Then take me.”

Without hesitation Mike got down between my legs and I got a very good look at his very erect penis. As he slid it into me I knew there was no turning back. I was aching for him to fill me, which he did quite exquisitely.

“Oh, fuck Mike, I had no idea you were so big,” I moaned.

“It probably just seems big to you because you’re not used to having one inside you,” he replied.

“No, you’re big. So nice and big and hard,” I said dreamily. “Fuck me with your big cock Mike.”

Other than that we didn’t do much talking. We were both getting more and more intense as we went along and I started to feel completely out of control. Mike had been stretched out over me but then he got on his knees and lifted my butt up. He was drilling me hard but I was doing my own part by thrusting my pelvis towards him.

“Oh...oh yes...yes...oooooooohhhhhhhh!” I suddenly cried as I felt my body convulsing again, only this time from the pleasure it was feeling.

The orgasm only made me even more crazy and frantic and we were slamming into each other pretty hard. It didn’t matter. We were both locked in and totally focused. When I realized that Mike was starting to cum inside me I was filled with a sense of euphoria. It was the most magical moment I had ever experienced.

When he had finished we just stayed the way we were for a minute or two. We were both breathing hard and staring right into each other’s eyes.

“What just happened?” asked Mike.

“You just fucked me,” I replied with a grin. “Quite well I might add.”

“You were amazing too. I’ve never seen a girl who was into it that much,” Mike commented.

“I guess you’ve just been with the wrong girls,” I teased.

Mike finally put my butt back down on the sleeping bag and lay down beside me again. We kissed for a long time, but slow and sweet instead of hot and manic.

“What am I going to do about this?” I asked. “I mean what we just did was great but how could I possibly explain this to anyone? Who would believe me?”

“Maybe it’ll just wear off or something,” Mike suggested.

“But how did it happen? I was just standing there looking at the painting when my body suddenly went crazy.”

“I don’t know. Maybe the place really is haunted,” said Mike.

“But whoever heard of a haunted house that changes people’s gender?” I pointed out.

“Obviously this one does.”

“I wonder why it didn’t happen to you. I mean I’m really glad it didn’t but why was I singled out?”

“I don’t know,” said Mike. “Maybe you shouldn’t have taken that mirror. Maybe you pissed off some ghost or something.”

Being reminded of the mirror I went to fetch it from my backpack. Hold it up in front of me I saw my female reflection for the first time.

“Wow...is that really me?” I said.

“It’s certainly you at the moment,” replied Mike.

“You must think I’m the biggest sissy in the world the way I grabbed you like that,” I said.

“Actually I really enjoyed that. And I don’t think you’re a sissy. Anybody in your situation would get freaked. It must have been terrifying,” said Mike.

“Yeah, it was.”

“I’m sorry I took advantage of you that way.”

“You didn’t. It was spontaneous. It just happened. I don’t regret it at all,” I said. “In fact I wouldn’t mind doing it again...if you think you’re up for it.”


CHAPTER 5:

It was probably just about the least romantic place you could possibly make love but I didn’t mind at all. I didn’t notice the dust and the grime and the cobwebs. I only had eyes for Mike and his awesome naked body. He was the same guy but he seemed so different to me now. Even though I was totally nude and incredibly vulnerable and exposed I felt safe and secure in his arms. Instead of being embarrassed by showing this feminine side to my best friend it only seemed to take our friendship to the next level.

When Mike got hard again I knew exactly what I wanted to do, though for the life of me I couldn’t figure out why.

“Just lay back and relax,” I said sweetly. “I’m going to take care of you this time.”

This time I got down between his legs and I took his cock in my hand. It felt unbelievably warm. It was definitely an impressive specimen of manhood and I was actually anxious to get it in my mouth but I restrained myself and took my time. I licked it and caressed it and gently fondled his balls with my hand. Then I took the plunge.

I opened my mouth wide and lowered my head down onto his prick and then wrapped my lips tightly around his shaft. Then I slowly lowered my head a little more, just to see how much dick I could take easily, and then pulled my head back up again.

“Oh, my God...you’re sucking my cock,” Mike said in an awestruck tone.

“I suppose I should have asked you if you wanted me to,” I said.

“No need for that. Just assume that you have my permission anytime...uh...anytime you’re like that,” said Mike.

“Don’t worry dude I’m not gay. This is the girly me making me act this way,” I assured him as I went back to work on his tool.

It was funny to be worrying about whether I was gay or not while I had my buddy’s dick in my mouth. It would probably feel the same physically, whether I was male or female, but mentally I had no compunctions at all about milking his love pump, while the idea had never crossed my mind as a man.

I wondered whether all girls were as incredibly horny as I was or whether I was just making up for lost time. Maybe it had something to do with the “curse” that had been put upon me. Maybe I was doomed to roam the Earth as some sort of wanton slut with an unnatural appetite for sex. That actually didn’t sound too bad to me, as curses go. I could certainly think of worse things.

“Oh, baby, that’s incredible,” Mike moaned.

“You just called me baby,” I said.

“Sorry. It just sort of slipped out.”

“I don’t mind. I kind of liked it,” I said with a grin.

“At least I didn’t call you bitch or something like that,” Mike pointed.

“Well...I might like that too. You never know.”

I guess all those years of watching porn gave me a pretty good idea of what a blowjob was supposed to be like, but of course it’s one thing to watch someone else do it and quite another to do it yourself. I thought I was doing a pretty good job of it, considering my complete lack of experience, but what really surprised me was how much I loved doing it. There was a feeling of power in knowing that I was in control of the situation and yet a tremendously submissive feeling, since putting a man’s penis in your mouth could be viewed as a humbling act.

When it came time for Mike to finish I held his prick firmly on my tongue and let him ejaculate into my mouth. He tasted warm and thick and salty but it was unlike anything I had ever tasted before. I felt the same euphoria again as he put his sperm inside me, although I also felt more pride this time because I had made it all happen and swallowed every drop without flinching.

I wanted more but it was getting late so we just pulled our two sleeping bags together and curled up in each other’s arms. I hadn’t really begun to process any of this strange experience, and by that point was too tired for complex thinking, so I fell asleep rather quickly and slept soundly through the night.


CHAPTER 6:

“Good morning,” said Mike cheerfully when I woke up.

“Morning,” I said, and then quickly felt my breasts to see if I was still female.

“You’re still a girl,” Mike chuckled.

“Well at least I know it wasn’t a dream.”

“We should probably pack up and get out of here,” Mike suggested.

“Yeah, I suppose you’re right,” I said a little reluctantly. “What am I going to do when I get back home? How can I possibly prove who I am?”

“I can certainly verify that you’re you, and you’re fingerprints are probably the same, or your DNA or something. All you can do is tell the truth. Since you don’t know what caused it you don’t know what might cure it,” said Mike.

“Hey, before we go do you want to, you know, do it one more time?” I asked hopefully.

“You are the horniest girl I’ve ever met,” said Mike with a laugh.

“Is that bad?”

“No, it’s very good from my point-of-view.”

Once again I had Mike just stretch out on his back but this time I climbed on top of him and lowered my pussy down onto his cock. Then I just started lifting and dropping myself while impaled by his penis. I loved the expression of utter contentment on Mike’s face as he watched me riding his big cock faster and faster.

“Look at my tits,” I said as I saw them beginning to bounce wildly.

“Oh, I am. Believe me, I am,” he replied with a grin.

“Your cock feels so good inside me...of course I’ve never felt anyone else’s cock inside me before so I have nothing to compare it to.”

“As long as it makes you happy, that’s all that matters,” said Mike.

“I am happy. I am a very happy girl...even though my life is probably totally fucked,” I said.

“Now don’t think that way. On the bright side if you don’t change back we can always fuck a lot more,” Mike pointed out.

“You do have a point there,” I replied.

Then I got caught up in the fornicating and let my body and my brain become an instrument of perfect pleasure. Sex hadn’t always lived up to the hype with me but I figured that maybe I had just been working with the wrong equipment. Everything about this female body was hot wired and finely tuned. It was only the second time I’d had a dick in my pussy but I was already learning things and figuring out how to maximize my experience.

When we finished this time I knew we had to get going. Whatever my future was it was out there and putting it off would only delay the inevitable. I put my now ill-fitting clothes back on and packed up my gear. Then we retraced our steps back down to the cellar, pausing for a moment for me to take one last look at the painting. Looking at it didn’t change me back so we pressed on and pushed the cellar door open and stepped out in the light.

Suddenly I felt the same weird convulsions as I had the night before and my body reshaped itself back into my male form.

“Well, problem solved it looks like,” said Mike, trying to sound cheerful.

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said. “I guess whatever it was only lasts while I’m in the house.”

“Kind of looks that way.”

“I suppose that means I’m safe because I’m sure never going back in that place,” I said, although even as the words were passing my lips I wondered if it was true.

We didn’t talk much on our way home, and I guess we were both a little uncomfortable about what had passed between us now that things were back to normal. Maybe someday we would look back on this and laugh, but that would probably be somewhere way down the line. Neither one of us was in a laughing mood.


CHAPTER 7:

I knew there was no easy or logical explanation for what had happened to me. It was quite obvious to me that some unknown supernatural force had acted upon me for some reason, although I couldn’t imagine why. It obviously wasn’t an hallucination because Mike was there through the whole thing and he definitely ejaculated real sperm into me three times. I could still almost taste it on my tongue, or at least remembered the taste quite vividly.

I also remembered the feeling of being a woman and how comfortable I was in that skin. That soft silky skin that felt so nice when I was pressed up against Mike’s naked body. And I remembered how sexy Mike was, although I was trying hard not to think about that. I had assured him that I wasn’t gay but the way I was daydreaming about his big cock was not exactly the act of a heterosexual male.

There was something in that house that spoke to me. Not in a literal vocal way but in a way that reverberated around inside me. I had always been fascinated by the place and by its history but once I was there I felt something more personal. I felt like I connected with the woman in the painting, who I assumed was Josephine Barlow, although I had no proof of that.

I had no proof that the mirror I had taken with me belonged to Josephine, as it could have belonged to any female who had lived in that house at some point, but inside I knew it was hers. I knew it was connected to her somehow and that it was now connected to me.

Ordinarily I would have thought that any of those ideas were totally insane but after what had happened to me in that house it all seemed perfectly normal. Some kind of strange power was at work in that place, although why I had been chosen to see that power demonstrated on was still quite beyond me.

One thing I knew for certain was that I was going to have to go back there again, this time alone. I wanted to see if I would transform again, and whether or not I could find a way to communicate with the ghost or spirit or whatever it was that resided there.

Obviously I would have liked to have Mike come along with me in case we had a chance at a repeat performance but I didn’t really want him knowing how excited I was by the prospect of being female again. What had happened between us had been a totally unexpected event but if I suggest that we go back there wouldn’t be any excuse other than my desire to have him fuck me again. I also had a feeling that the spirit might communicate with me more directly if I was alone, but I had no clue as to why I thought that might be the case.

Having done this before it was much easier to go back for a second visit. I wasn’t looking to document anything and I already knew how to get into the house and where everything was. I took basically the same gear with me but I also brought along the mirror in case I had pissed anyone...or anything off by taking it. The last thing I needed was some angry ghost coming after me for revenge.

Since my first encounter happened at midnight I assumed that was the “witching hour” or whatever so I went later in the evening so that I wouldn’t have to wait around by myself for too long. Getting back in was pretty much a piece of cake and after rolling out my sleeping back I just kicked back and waited.

Just before midnight I took the mirror in my hand and went and stood in front of the picture, staring at the eyes again. A moment later I felt the transition starting and was thrilled that my plan actually seemed to be working. There obviously was something about me looking at that painting at midnight that triggered my bizarre gender change.

When the transformation was complete I cupped my breasts in both hands and felt very happy to be reunited with my lovely boobs. Then suddenly I heard a female voice behind me and my heart almost jumped out of my body.


CHAPTER 8:

“I see you came back,” said the voice.

“Yes. I wanted to experience this again,” I replied.

“Where’s that handsome young man you had with you last time?

“I decided to come alone. I was hoping I’d get a chance to talk to you,” I said.

“Well, let’s talk then.”

Suddenly a beautiful young woman was standing right in front of me. It was obviously the woman from the painting. Aside from her clothes being out of date she looked completely normal. She wasn’t glowing or translucent or any of that Hollywood stuff.

“You’re Josephine Barlow, aren’t you?” I said.

“Well, you’re close. It’s Josephine Bartlett actually,” said the ghost with a warm smile.

“Bartlett, not Barlow. That would explain why there weren’t any records of a Barlow family in this area,” I said.

“I take it you’ve done some research,” said Josephine.

“Quite a lot, actually, although most of it didn’t really tell me much of anything. I’ve always been fascinated by this place, which is why I came here the other night,” I explained.

“And now you’ve come here to explore your femininity?” asked Josephine.

“Yes, I think I have,” I replied.

“That’s very interesting. All of the others just ran away in terror when they became female. You’re the first who actually came back for more.”

“So you’ve done this to other people?”

“A few.”

“Can I ask why?”

“It keeps the place quiet. Nothing terrifies a man quite as much as losing his manhood. But not you.” said the ghost.

“No. I found it surprisingly...exciting,” I said.

“Would you like to try something else you might find exciting?” asked Josephine.

“If it doesn’t kill me or do any serious harm I guess,” I replied.

“I thought you might. I saw how passionate you were the other night. Would you like to experience more of that?” asked Josephine.

“You mean have sex? Sure.”

“Take off your clothes,” the ghost instructed.

I was actually quite happy to remove my male clothing and didn’t mind standing nude in front of my spectral host. She looked me up and down and smiled.

“Yes, there are many spirits here who lust after your youth and beauty. I hear them stirring already,” said Josephine.

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any weirder they did. It sounded like Josephine was talking about me getting fucked by a bunch of ghosts, a thought that actually turned me on as much as it frightened me.

“So how does this work exactly?” I asked.

“You simply give yourself to your desires,” said Josephine. “By the way, what is your name?”

“Joe. Well, Joseph Patterson,” I replied.

“So similar to Josephine. How interesting. I think I shall call you Josie.”

“That’s fine with me.”

“Take my hand Josie and let us begin.”

As we started to walk up the stairs together the house itself began to transform, much as my body had. Right before my eyes I saw the dust and grime fade away and with each step we took the place came back to life the way it must have been when Josephine was alive.

“Is that, or was that your bedroom?” I asked as we passed the room that I assumed had belonged to her.

“Yes indeed,” said Josephine.

“I’m afraid I took something that belongs to you.”

“The mirror? It’s of no use to me now. I make it a gift to you,” said Josephine.

“Thanks. I’ll cherish it always.”

“Here is your first encounter. Do not be surprised by how you are treated. Different men treat women differently, and this had always been so. If you are too uncomfortable with anything you can simply get up and leave. You are not a prisoner here, you are here of your own free will,” said Josephine as she opened the door to a large bedroom.

The room, like the other parts of the house, had been restored to its former glory. It was very masculine in its décor and featured a massive bed. After I had entered Josephine shut the door leaving me alone, but not for a long. A few moments later a man appeared dressed in a frock coat and wearing a derby hat. He was middle-aged, probably about forty or so I would guess, that is if he were actually alive. He also sported a thick handlebar mustache and a stern face that didn’t exactly set me at ease.

“Well let’s have a look at you then,” said the man.

I didn’t know what he wanted me to do exactly so I just turned around slowly so that he could see me from all angles. He then walked over to me and stuck a hand between my legs.

“You’re a ripe little wench I see,” he chuckled. “Now get on the bed and prepare to perform your duties.”

I went over and climbed on top of the bed but I didn’t know exactly what I was supposed to do to prepare myself for performing “my duties” as he put it so I just sat there ad watched while he took off all his clothes.

“What do they call you girl?” asked the man.

“Josie,” I replied.

“You can call me Sir,” the man replied.

He was a bit portly around the middle but he seemed to have a rather large penis hanging down between his legs. I noticed he wasn’t erect yet but I figured that was just a matter of time. My hunch was correct as he walked over to the bed once he was naked and told me to stroke him. I took his cock in my hand and slowly worked his shaft and marveled at the feeling of it coming to life in my hand. Obviously I had jerked my own dick into hardness many times but it’s quite a different sensation to feel someone else getting erect in your palm.

“That’s enough of that,” he announced once I had given him a serious hard on. “Now get in position.”

“Which position...Sir?” I asked.

“Good lord girl, what position do you think?” he snapped.

I had a feeling that I knew what he wanted so I got on my hands and knees and waited to see if I had guessed correctly.

“That’s better,” said the man as he got on the bed behind me and grabbed my hips.

A moment later I felt his ghost cock shoving into my wet pussy.


CHAPTER 9:

As it turned out “ghost cock” felt pretty much like normal cock, as far as I could tell. The man was giving it to me in a slow but steady pace. I found that I really liked being in this position, especially since he wasn’t terribly handsome so I could just let my mind focus on the feeling of being stuffed.

Whoever “Sir” was he was obviously a man who had been used to getting his way. I guessed that “ripe little wench” was what they called a horny slut back in the day and I was definitely getting an “old school” boning.

“Have you no shame, you naughty girl, coming naked into a man’s bedroom? You should be punished for that,” said the man as he began to slap my ass rather hard.

I let out a little whelp when the first stroke hit my butt cheek, more from surprise than pain, but he was actually giving my bottom a good spanking. I did feel like a naughty girl but I didn’t feel any shame over it. I felt terribly aroused.

The guy kind of reminded me of one of my dad’s buddies, Jerry Fenton, except for the mustache, and I suddenly pictured myself on all fours getting fucked doggy style by Jerry. I had a feeling my father would totally go ballistic if he caught me doing something like that but the thought sort of amused me in a wicked way. I wondered what my dad would think if I somehow got stuck being female. Would I be “daddy’s little girl” even though I never had been a little girl, or would I be his queer son who disgraced the family by getting himself turned into a woman? I figured I could live with it either way.

Mom would surely be easier to deal with. There was the whole never having a daughter thing that would work in my favor. I could kind of picture her getting excited about all the mother/daughter stuff we could do together, whatever the hell that might be. Of course it could work out the other way and she’d be hypercritical of how I dressed and how I behaved. Parents do tend to be overprotective of their female offspring.

“When I break in a new filly I like to ride them into a good lather,” said the man, bringing my thoughts back to the present.

The ghost proceeded to shift his position so that he was straddling my ass as if mounted on a horse. My hair served as the “rains” as he took it tightly in his hand. Then he basically simulated the experience of riding a horse which made the whole bed bounce up and down as we “galloped” along. Periodically he would slap his legs against my thighs as if he had spurs on or sometimes he would use his free hand to swat my behind again. I think if he’d had a riding crop he would have used it because he seemed to be really getting into the whole horse and rider thing.

In truth I was totally into it as well. I had never been this physically dominated in my life and it was exhilarating. I had tried my hand at wrestling back in high school but I wasn’t very good at it and usually ended up getting pinned by a larger and stronger opponent. That was always kind of embarrassing so I dropped the whole wrestling thing pretty quickly. Having some chunky old guy ramming his cock into me from behind while pretending that I was a horse he was riding should have been the most humiliating experience of my life, and maybe it was but I didn’t mind it for some reason.

I wondered who Sir had been in life and how he had come to adopt his approach to fucking girls like me. He was obviously reliving some experience from his former life but he didn’t seem like a ladies man to me, but maybe he had girls lining up to spread their legs for him back in his day. Maybe he was a “respectable” married man who slept in his own room while his wife slept in another. Maybe this was how he handled the servants on the sly. No sexual harassment laws back then. How many pretty young chambermaids might he have “ridden” in this very bed?

You never really picture a sweaty ghost but I could tell that we were both working up a “lather” as he put it. I wondered whether ghosts had sex with each other or whether they had to wait around for some living human to show up. If that was the case the dude probably had some serious blue balls by this time I figured.

I knew I couldn’t get knocked up because I was going to turn back into a man the moment I left this house but I wondered whether a “mortal” woman could get pregnant from ghost jizz. Probably not because it surely would have happened by this time and become known to the scientific community.

Suddenly the “ride” came to an abrupt end as the man let go of my hair and pushed my head down hard on the mattress. He kept me pinned down while he began to ejaculate inside me, grunting loudly with each spurt. He was surprisingly lively for a guy who had presumably been dead for many years and getting pumped full of his cum felt very lifelike to me.

When he finished he pulled out promptly and got off the bed, leaving me with my head down and my ass in the air.

“You may go now,” said the man.

I rolled over and saw that he was already getting dressed. He didn’t even glance in my direction and I knew that our “audience” was over. Since I didn’t have any clothes to put on I just got off the bed and left. I didn’t see Josephine so I went back downstairs and stood by her painting.

After calling her name a few times I just went and stretched out on my sleeping bag. A lot of time seemed to have passed, and I was feeling drowsy, so I got inside the bag and fell asleep in no time.

When I woke up in the morning I was a little disappointed that there had been no sign of Josephine and the house had gone back to its disreputable state. That sort of made me wonder whether I had just dreamed the part about meeting Josephine and getting banged by the ghost guy upstairs but that didn’t seem too likely to me. The magic had obviously happened that turned me female again so why would that be “real” and the other part just a dream?

I looked around for Josephine, and called her name a few more times, but eventually I gave up and put my clothes back on. Then I packed up my gear and made my way down to the basement and then out of the house. Once more I felt the strange sensation of my body reshaping itself and soon I was a man again.

When I got home I was kind of in a quandary. I knew I was messing with some serious shit but I felt compelled to go back anyway. There wasn’t really a handbook for how to handle a situation where you were temporarily turned into a woman by supernatural means and then had sex with ghosts. If Mike hadn’t witnessed my first transformation I might think that I had lost my mind but I knew that wasn’t the case, no matter how strange things seemed.

Presumably if I stopped now everything would be fine and my life would go on as normal but I knew I couldn’t stop. In a house full of dead people I felt myself coming alive in a way that I had never known before. I had gone in there looking for answers to some mysteries but now I felt like I was seeking my destiny.


CHAPTER 10:

“So you went back again all by yourself?” asked Mike after I had told him of my return visit.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“Why?”

“I wanted to see what would happen. And I was hoping to meet Josephine Barlow, well actually her name is Bartlett, which explains why it was so difficult to dig up any information on her before,” I explained.

“So you’re saying you actually talked to a ghost?”

“Oh yeah. She was very friendly,” I said.

“And did you turn female again?” Mike asked.

“Yup. Right at the stroke of midnight, just like the first time,” I said.

“Wish I had been there,” said Mike with a grin. “We could have had some more fun.”

“That’s what I was hoping you’d say. I was going to ask you to come along with me this time,” I said.

“Really? You’re going back again?”

“Yeah. I want to see if Josephine will talk to me with you there. And if she doesn’t, like you said, we can have some fun,” I said.

“I guess my manly prowess had an impact on you,” Mike teased.

“Something like that,” I replied.

“Well you certainly made a big impression on me as a girl. I haven’t stopped thinking about how good that was,” said Mike.

“This  is kind of a weird conversation to be having with me in my present condition. Maybe we should pack up our stuff and take it to where it will all be a lot more comfortable,” I suggested.

There wasn’t really any reason for me to be embarrassed about talking about Mike’s sexual prowess, since I certainly had been thinking about it a lot, but I guess some part of me still clung to the idea that I was really a man and needed to protect my masculinity. Actually I was kind of surprised that Mike was so open about discussing our sex life while I was still in my male body but maybe I had already emasculated myself in his eyes to the point where he didn’t think of me as a man anymore.

I suppose in some small way I was beginning to understand the idea of gender identification. I had certainly heard the term but I don’t think I ever gave it much consideration before. I could see how one might “identify” as a gender that didn’t conform to the physical expectation because I was thinking and feeling more feminine all the time, even when I was in my male body. Because of that I had a real yearning to be in my female body more often because that’s when everything “clicked” for me and I felt the most like my true self.

That feeling had come over me quite spontaneously and without really thinking about it. From the first moment when I felt myself being in a woman’s body it was like I had been searching for that feeling my whole life without knowing it. It was liberating, even intoxicating, and ever since then I had been desperate to have that feeling again over and over.

Since we didn’t need to be there much before midnight we agreed to meet back at his place later in the evening. That gave me time to pick up a little extra “gear” for our excursion.

That night we entered the house through the basement as usual and made our way up to the portrait. The first time we had been there we moved so slowly and cautiously, videotaping everything as we went, but now I could just zip through the house.

It was a little disappointing to see the place so run down again, after seeing it in its former glory, but I was used to that too. If Josephine worked the magic again and restored it to its pristine appearance that would be great but all I really needed was a pussy and Mike’s dick to stuff it to feel great again.

At midnight the transformation began right on cue. I shot a glance at Mike and the look on his face said it all. He was as hungry for my body as I was for his but first I needed to see whether my ghostly gal pal would turn up for the festivities.

“Josephine...Josephine...are you there?” I called.

After waiting for a bit without getting an answer I just looked at Mike and shrugged.

“Maybe she only shows up when I’m alone,” I suggested.

“I guess so,” said Mike with a shrug of his own, not seeming too bummed out but her absence.

“Why don’t you get comfortable and I’ll be right back,” I said.

“I’m not going anywhere baby,” Mike replied with a mile wide grin.

I ducked into the nearest room and reached into my backpack. I had taken the opportunity to purchase a very sexy little nightgown that barely covered my pelvis. It was very slinky and silky and the fabric felt fantastic against my bare skin underneath.

When I came back I found that Mike had indeed made himself quite comfortable indeed as he was buck naked and sporting a huge erection.

“Wow! I’ve never seen you with girl clothes on before,” Mike whistled.

“Well it’s barely anything at all but it feels really nice,” I said.

“Come over here and let me feel it,” said Mike.

I went over and lay down next to Mike on the sleeping bag. His hand went straight between my legs and he began to feel me up.

“Hey, I thought you wanted to feel my nightgown,” I protested in mock annoyance.

“Who said anything about a nightgown?” Mike replied. “I’m feeling exactly what I wanted to feel.”

“Ooooo...me too baby,” I said as we began to kiss.

“It’s a shame we have to come to this dump every time we want to make out,” commented Mike.

“So you’re saying you’d like it if I was a girl more often?” I asked.

“Of course I’d like it. What’s not to like? You’re awesome as a girl. Better than any girl I’ve met who was born that way,” replied Mike.

“You’re just saying that.”

“No, I mean it. I’d love to have you as my girlfriend.”

We were just kind of messing around, making pillow talk, but his words went straight to my heart. Obviously there was some really strong sexual chemistry between us that we hadn’t been able to control but the thought of going from Mike’s old buddy to his new girlfriend was something that I hadn’t even dared to daydream about.

Mike slipped the straps of my nightgown off my shoulders and then pulled the top down so that my breasts were exposed. He started sucking my nipples while I stroked his hair and thought about how wonderful it would be to actually live like this. I knew that Mike ached to be inside me as much as I ached for him to be there but instead of spreading my legs and waiting for him to get between them I rolled over and stuck my ass up in the air.

“Take me like his, baby,” I said over my shoulder. “And take me hard.”


CHAPTER 11:

Mike gladly accepted my invitation...and my advice and soon he was humping me vigorously from behind. I knew that guys loved seeing a woman in that position but after my ghost encounter I had discovered how much I loved being in that position too.

“Oh yes, baby, yes…” I moaned. “That feels so good. So right. Your cock belongs in my pussy.”

“Damn right it does,” Mike replied as he bent over my back and grabbed my tits.

“And my mouth,” I added.

“Fuck yeah,” said Mike in concurrence.

I wondered how something as savagely aggressive as being penetrated by a man could be  so damn pleasurable. Your personal space is usually kind of sacred. You would be horrified if some stranger walked up to you at the supermarket and stuck a finger in your mouth or up your ass. Maybe that was part of what made sex so special, the fact that you abandoned all your normal apprehensions and invited someone to put their penis inside you.

“Oh Mike...you make me feel like a girl,” I whimpered. “And I like that feeling.”

“Well you sure as hell make me feel like a man,” Mike replied, breaking up the tempo to give me a few good deep and slow strokes with grunting for emphasis.

“But you are a man,” I reminded him.

“And you’re a girl...at least at the moment,” I said. “That’s all that matters right now baby.”

He was right, in a way, that all that really did matter at the moment was the thrill of our bodies colliding in ecstasy. I could worry about the collateral damage later. Of course that was easier said than done because I was getting some major female vibes going on where I pictured myself as Mike’s woman. First his girlfriend then someday down the line his wife and maybe even the mother of his children. I thought Mike would make a pretty terrific husband and father and someday when he put his seed in me we might make a baby.

That should have been the most terrifying thing in that haunted house but for some reason it didn’t scare me at all. It sounded wonderful. We were already the best of friends, and had known each other for years, and now we had discovered a powerful physical attraction between us. If I were a real woman it would make all the sense in the world, but that brought me back to the central problem. I only turned into a woman at midnight and only stayed that way until I left the house. At least werewolves could roam around as much as they liked during a full moon.

“Oh, baby I’m about to cum, but I don’t want to if I haven’t gotten you off yet,” Mike moaned.

“Don’t worry about that. You just do what you gotta’ do lover,” I replied.

He wasn’t kidding about being ready to cum because as soon as I gave him the green light the floodgate opened and his hot jizz was cascading down the valley of my pussy. I thought it was very cool that he had been trying to wait for me to have an orgasm. I certainly knew how difficult it was to hold back when you were ready to pop. Fortunately I enjoyed the whole journey, not just the “big bang” moment, so I got a great deal of pleasure out of fucking whether I had an orgasm or not. And since I could have multiple orgasms I figured I could always make up for missing one by having two the next time.

On top of that what I really liked was having Mike cum inside me. The sensation was more physically intense when it was in my mouth, since I could literally taste it, but the mental aspect of having made a man ejaculate was simply awe inspiring. Not that it was all that difficult for a man to cum but that I was the lucky recipient of that reward.

After Mike had given me all he had he suddenly flipped me over on my back and pushed my legs apart. Then he got down between them and started to work my muff with his tongue. He had put so much cum inside me that I could feel a little of it seeping out but that didn’t seem to bother Mike as he gave my snatch a vigorous tongue bath and in no time at all I got that “makeup” orgasm.

Then we cuddled, which was almost as good as the sex. Almost, because nothing was as good as the sex, but it was a warm and happy feeling. As two men we weren’t expected to show any sort of intimacy as friends except maybe a back slap or a “bro hug” but when I was a woman we could snuggle up as much as we wanted. We didn’t even have to say much, we could just look deeply into each other’s eyes and say so much without words.

“You know, I think you look even prettier than last time,” said Mike.

“Thanks, but I’m pretty sure I look the same,” I replied. “I think it’s kind of an on/off switch. I’m either in girl mode or boy mode.”

“Maybe it’s the nightgown or something. Or maybe you’re just getting more comfortable in that body,” Mike suggested.

“Or more likely last time you were just staring at my tits and didn’t really notice my face,” I joked.

“Well they are pretty nice tits,” he said as he began to gently run circles around my nipples with his finger.

“I wonder what wearing a bra would be like,” I said casually. “These babies seem to do pretty well without support but I’m always naked and fucking when I’m a girl. If I was spending my whole day out in the world doing normal stuff I might want one. Women must wear them for some reason.”

“I like them just fine the way they are right now,” said Mike, as he continued toying with my bosom.

“Me too. I never would have guessed that having this extra baggage up top would be so awesome,” I said. “And I don’t miss the baggage down below at all.”

“It doesn’t feel weird not having a dick?” asked Mike.

“Not in the least. Besides, you’ve got more than enough dick for me,” I said with a smile as I took his warm penis in my hand.

“Hey, I can’t just keep calling you baby all the time. What do you want to be called when you’re female?” asked Mike.

“Call me Josie...short for Josephine,” I replied.

“That makes sense. It’s just Joseph with three extra letters at the end,” said Mike.

It was just three extra letters but it made a gigantic difference in my mind.


CHAPTER 12:

When you’re kids growing up together you see the future as this sort of far away, almost imaginary, place where anything is possible. ‘When I grow up” is a phrase you often use when talking about your plans. Now we were grown up, at least in the sense of being old enough to drive, to vote, and to drink, and the future seemed like something more tangible, albeit more realistic, that you just had to work for.

Mike never talked about working in the family business but it had just happened anyway and he seemed very happy with it. He was making good money and someday the company would be his. Somewhere along the line he’d no doubt get married and have kids like most people do and probably be one of those guys who worked out at the gym or played racquetball or something to keep in shape. It wasn’t as glamorous or exciting as some of the careers we talked about as kids but it was solid and it sounded pretty good to me.

I was a good student but pretty much good at everything I studied without really being able to channel that into a career path. I definitely enjoyed research and trying to solve mysteries but I didn’t think there was really much of a career path to being one of the Hardy Boys, or perhaps I should say Nancy Drew under the circumstances.

My future had always been a little unclear to me but now it was more murky than ever. I really couldn’t imagine my life just rolling on as if nothing had happened. This longing to be female seemed to have taken control of my mind and my thoughts almost completely. Every time I left this house I started planning to come right back. It was my summer vacation, and I had originally planned to do lots of things with my time off but all I could think of doing now was turning female and having lots of hot sex.

If somehow I could figure out how to stay female all the time would marrying Mike really be that crazy of an idea? He probably hadn’t given it a thought since it looked like I was nothing more than a temporary piece of ass but what would he think if I was really a woman? Would he want me to be his girlfriend? How would that work anyway? Would we just keep hanging out doing stuff as usual but with the added benefit of sex or would it change the whole dynamic of our relationship? Would we go on formal “dates” where we’d get all dressed up and he’d treat me differently because I was girl?

“What are you thinking about?” asked Mike as he could tell that I was deep in contemplation.

“I was wondering whether we’d be boyfriend and girlfriend if I was really female all the time,” I replied truthfully.

“Why? Do you think there’s some way you can make this permanent?” asked Mike.

“No, as far as I know I’m always going to turn back as soon as I leave this house, but I was just kind of daydreaming about the possibility that sometime it might not happen and I’d be this way forever,” I replied.

“Is that something you’d really want?”

“God, as weird as it sounds, I think so,” I said. “And yes, your manliness is part of my thinking, but I’m becoming more and more obsessed with being female each time I do it. It just feels right to me somehow. It feels like this is who I’m supposed to be.”

“Well hell yes I’d want you to be my girlfriend if that’s what you really wanted to be. You’re amazing as a woman. Not that I’m putting you down as a guy but this just seems so much better all around. You’re kind of the same dude I’ve always known but then you’re also this super hot babe. I’d have to be out of my mind not to want us to be together,” said Mike.

“That makes me so happy...and so sad at the same time. I feel closer to you than ever. I suppose having you physically inside me has something to do with that but I feel so much more than just lust towards you. I guess I wish we could be in love,” I said with a heavy sigh.

“Well we can whenever we’re together like this,” said Mike. “It’s something. This house is weirder than shit, who knows what could happen?”

Needless to say we did a lot of fornicating that night but eventually it was time to go home. I put on my male clothes and packed my nightgown away and as soon as I stepped outside the cellar door the now familiar transformation took place. The first couple of times that I turned back into a man there was a feeling of relief, despite the joy and pleasure I had experienced as a woman. This time I felt genuine regret.

I knew I was going back to the house again, and I knew that I would go alone next time. I loved being with Mike but that was kind of the problem. I loved being with him so much that I worried that I was going to fall in love with him, or more precisely, fall more in love with him than I already was. And I also wanted to have another conversation with Josephine and that seemed more likely to happen if I was by myself.

Josephine had the power to make me a woman, as well as transform the whole house into its original splendor, and arrange for me to have sex with a ghost. I didn’t know anything about the whole ghost business so maybe she was working with a limited set of options for what she could do or not do but she obviously held the key to my potential womanhood. I had no reason to assume that she would be looking to do me any favors but I figured it wouldn’t hurt to ask.


CHAPTER 13:

“Hello Josie. You’re becoming quite a regular visitor,” said Josephine.

It was just past midnight and I was once again standing in front of the portrait. I had turned female, as usual, and Josephine had appeared right on cue as well.

“I hope I’m not wearing out my welcome,” I said.

“Not at all. We don’t get many visitors these days so it’s nice to have some company, especially a girl about my age. I used to have a dear friend named Abigail. We used to share all of our deepest secrets. She was to have been my Maid of Honor. But that was such a long time ago,” said Josephine a little wistfully.

“You said she was to have been. Does that mean that mean that something happened to her or happened to your wedding...if you don’t mind my asking?”

“Something happened to my wedding,” Josephine replied.

“People say that your father put a stop to your wedding. Is there any truth in that?” I asked.

“My goodness, people are still talking about my wedding all these years later? That’s astonishing. But then I suppose people always like to gossip,” said the ghost. “What else do they say?”

“They say you were supposed to marry a man named Artemis Plattford but your father objected for some reason. At least that’s the most popular version of the story,” I told her.

“The story...I suppose that’s what it is now, although to me it was just my life. I’m actually kind of flattered that people are still interested after all this time, although I can’t understand why they would be,” said Josephine.

“Well this house has a lot to do with that. People wonder about it. Wonder why it’s been empty for so many years. There’s not a lot of hard information about it so I guess people have tended to make up stories to explain it. I’ve heard about this place...and you...all of my life,” I explained.

“You’re a very curious girl aren’t you?”

“I suppose I am. Although I’ve always been the curious type whatever my gender,” I replied. “I wrote a report about this place back in high school and that started my search for more information, which wasn’t easy to find, but the confusion over your name certainly made it even harder.”

“So you came here to see what you could find,” said Josephine.

“Yes, that was part of it. And part of it was to prove to myself that I wasn’t afraid to spend a night in a haunted house,” I said.

“It is a haunted house I suppose, but to me it’s just my home. It’s funny, I used to be frightened by the ghost stories my uncle would tell me but then I became a ghost and discovered that there’s nothing frightening about it at all.”

“So how did you...become a ghost?”

“May I ask you a few questions first?” inquired Josephine.

“Of course. Ask anything you like,” I replied.

“Tell me about that handsome young lover of yours,” said Josephine.

“You mean Mike? We’ve been friends since we were children. Grew up together, went to school together, did the usual stuff that best friends do. Well, that is, we did the usual stuff until we came here and I turned into a girl. Then we started doing some stuff that was entirely different,” I said with a chuckle. “The whole nature of our relationship kind of changes when I’m female.”

“And you’re in love with him,” said Josephine.

“Yes, I suppose I am, although I try not to be,” I replied.

“Why is that?”

“Well it’s kind of hard to love a man when you’re only female under very limited circumstances,” I pointed out. “I mean I love him as a friend but it’s very different when I’m with him as a woman. A different kind of love. More physical, obviously, but also a deeper and more emotional bond I suppose you’d say.”

“You do seem very passionate together,” Josephine commented. “I never had the chance to experience that in life. I mean my fiance and I shared some intimate moments but things were different back then I suppose and one tended to wait for the wedding night. Unfortunately for me that night never came.”

“So what did happen?” I asked.

“You were right that I was engaged to a man named Artemis Plattford but wrong about my father having any objections to that union. Artemis was a fine man and I felt like the luckiest woman in the world to be his bride but fate had other plans. As I was coming down those stairs in my bridal gown on my way to be wed I tripped and fell. I died on that spot, right over there,” said Josephine, indicating the bottom of the staircase.

“Holy shit! So it was all just a tragic accident,” I said.

“Yes. What did you think it was?” asked Josephine.

“The stories are all pretty lurid. It’s all murder and suicide and madness,” I told her.

“Well now you know the truth. There was a death in this house but not due to anyone’s violent actions. I was just in such a hurry that I wasn’t careful enough on the stairs with my long dress. I suppose that’s kind of boring compared to some sinister murder story,” Josephine said with a slight chuckle. “It was my own silly fault.”

“I think that’s just as terrible as any of the stories I’ve heard,” I said sympathetically. “You had your happiness and your whole life right in front of you only to have it all snatched away by a horrible stroke of misfortune.”

“What’s done is done, and that was a long time ago and none of the people who would remember that day are still living. Perhaps you’ll have better luck in that regard,” said Josephine. “But enough of this gloomy talk. I think you’d probably like to do something a little more enjoyable.”

She was obviously talking about sex and I was certainly up for some more ghost fucking so once again I stripped naked and walked through the house as it transformed around me. As I went up the stairs I felt especially sad as I thought about the tragic fall that took Josephine’s life. My desire to stay female seemed pretty trivial compared to her horrible fate and I tried not to think about that and concentrate instead on whatever sort of supernatural fornication I was about to experience.

Josephine led me down the hall and I was surprised that she took me to what I assumed had been her own bedroom. When we went inside I could barely recognize it as the same room I had swiped her mirror from because it was so lovely and colorful and full of life.

“Isn’t this your room?” I asked. “I mean, I sort of guessed that it was.”

“Yes, it was my room. Tonight I’m letting you use it, if you don’t mind,” said Josephine.

“I don’t mind at all. It’s very beautiful.”

“Good. I think you’ll find that tonight is a little different than the last time. Mr. Crawford was a rather serious character, and a notorious rake as well.”

“So that was his name? Who was he?” I asked.

“Someone who lived in this house before we did. He died here as well, but not from any sort of accident. He drank himself to death, which led to the house being sold to my family. I thought he might scare you off with his rough manners but you’re not easy to scare,” said Josephine with a smile. “This time your lover should be much more gentle...and if he isn’t he’ll have to answer to me. Would you like to wear one of my nightgowns?”

“I’d love to,” I replied.

We went over to her closet and she produced a rather lovely white lace gown with ruffled sleeves and a surprisingly low neckline. It slipped on easily and felt marvelous on my skin. It wasn’t a modern Frederick’s of Hollywood kind of thing but it was comfortable and sexy as hell. It made me feel like the heroine in a romance novel.

“You look so pretty my dear. I know Gerald will just adore you,” said Josephine before she departed.

“Gerald?”

“Yes. He was my older brother...and quite the rake I must admit. I think you’ll both get along splendidly.”

With that she was gone and I waited by the bed for my ghost friend’s brother to come and fuck me. And that’s not a sentence I ever imagined writing.


CHAPTER 14:

Dashing would have to be the word that best described Gerald Bartlett. He had a head of wavy hair and big full sideburns and looked like some lover who had been conjured up by Jane Austin. He was handsome and tall and had a fantastic smile. He seemed so full of life and vitality that it was hard to remember that he had actually been dead for years.

“I’ve admired you from afar, but your beauty is even more remarkable up close,” said Gerald as he stood and admired me.

“Well I think we have a mutual admiration society here because you’re pretty gorgeous yourself,” I replied.

“I must kiss you immediately.”

“My thoughts exactly.”

We embraced near the foot of the bed and ghost Gerald turned out to be a really good kisser, not that I had a whole lot of experiences to compare with. I felt myself going kind of limp in his arms but I could tell from the bulge in his trousers that he definitely wasn’t limp at all.

After quite a bit of hugging and kissing I decided that it was time for me to be the aggressor. This poor guy probably hadn’t gotten his rocks off in ages and might possibly have never had a modern cock whore go crazy on his pecker so I helped him pull off his shirt, and after rubbing my hands across his hard chest for a little bit, I dropped to my knees and unbuttoned his trousers.

When I reached in and pulled his dick out it was nice and thick and warm. I stroked it a little, but it was already as hard as granite. I had no idea whether Gerald would be shocked by my brazen overture or totally turned on by it but once I was down there with his prick in my face there was no way that I wasn’t going to suck it.

“You are a brazen little hussy, aren’t you?” said Gerald in a very contented tone of voice.

I assumed that was the “olden days” equivalent of calling me a dirty little slut so I took it as a compliment. A moment later Gerald’s hand was on my head and I began to wonder whether this was such a unique thrill for him after all because he seemed quite comfortable shoving his dick down my throat.

Josephine had called him a “rake” which I knew meant that he was some kind of a womanizer so maybe blowjobs were old hat to him. Of course no matter how many times a man’s had his dick sucked he’s not likely to ever grow tired of the sensation and I was a very enthusiastic cock sucker.

I thought about Mike but I didn’t really feel guilty being with another man because he wasn’t a live human being, and this was all some sort of dream-like illusion anyway, so I figured it was just really cool virtual reality sex.

After sucking Gerald’s prick for a good long time I guess he decided that he really needed to see my tits so he pulled me up to my feet and literally tore the front of my gown open causing my boobs to tumble out. I always thought that the phrase “bodice ripper” was just poetic license but I guess people really did do that sort of thing once upon a time. Needless to say I was enthralled, though also kind of shocked because it wasn’t my gown and it was so pretty, but then again it wasn’t real anyway so what the hell.

Gerald went right to work on my exposed bosom and he obviously knew his way around a woman’s breasts. Somehow he managed to walk the perfect tightrope between pleasure and discomfort as he squeezed, groped, tweaked, pinched, sucked, and bit my hooters all over.

I don’t know exactly why I thought people from the past would be more reserved when it came to sex. Pornography had been around since humans invented art but I’d always kind of had this image in my head of people being more respectable and chaste for some reason. I’d gone in thinking that Gerald might be more reserved, or possibly even a bit shy about sex, but it appeared that I was completely wrong about that assumption. A few moments later that misconception would be underscored as the door opened and another young man casually strolled in.

“You’re not planning to hog her all to yourself,” commented the newcomer.

“Not at all. Just warming her up brother,” Gerald replied.

“Brother?” I asked.

“Yes, this is my little brother Charles,” Gerald replied.

“Younger brother, but definitely not little,” Charles shot back. “Not where it counts at any rate.”

“I hope you don’t mind but we tend to share everything,” said Gerald.

“The more the merrier I guess,” I replied.

“That’s very sporting of you,” said Charles as he took off his shirt.

Gerald stopped playing with my tits and pulled what was left of my nightgown off of me. Then the two brothers got naked as well before they both picked me up and tossed me on the bed, pouncing on top of me right after. Charles was right that there was nothing “little” about him, but his older brother was no slouch in the dick size department either.

After a little kissing and touching Charles stretched out sideways across the bed and Gerald flipped me over and pulled me up on my knees. That put my face right by Charles’ dick so I took it in my mouth as Gerald took me from behind.

Having only been a girl for a few hours in total in my life so far I realized that I’d spent most all of that time with at least one dick inside me, which probably explained in part why I liked being a girl so much. Having a cock in my mouth and one in my pussy at the same time, even if it was ghost cock, was an incredible sensation. It appeared that Charles was any day as much of a rake as Gerald was and I could only imagine how much pussy they bagged back in their prime.

I wondered if I would have been this slutty if I had been born female and raised with different influences and expectations. I could sort of picture myself at some frat house gang bang but maybe that was just because of the way I behaved as a temporary girl. On the other hand I felt quite capable of being a one-man-woman, especially if the man was Mike, although I know that sounds a little odd to be thinking that while I had two different dicks plunging inside me.

One thing I sure noticed about having sex as a woman was that you really felt like the center of the universe while it was happening. Whether you played hard to get or gave it up easily once the dicks came out it was all about you and where they were going to stick them. Once a man is hard, and has a willing woman in front of him, he’ll move heaven and earth to fuck you until he cums. Whether he loves you or hates you once he’s inside you he’s going to grunt, and sweat, and work like a demon to get his rocks off. And believe me I know what I’m talking about because I’ve been on both sides of the equation.

Suddenly I felt Gerald pull out but I knew he hadn’t cum yet. As I felt him quickly rubbing his dick up and down my slit I figured he must have just slipped out in the heat of the moment but then I realized that he had moved above my gash and was starting to poke at my anus. There was a moment of panic but since I had his brother’s cock in my mouth I didn’t have time to voice my concerns so ready or not I felt a man’s prick going up my ass for the first time.


CHAPTER 15:

Anal sex was definitely different than vaginal sex but the more I did it the easier it got and the more pleasant it became. It did make me very noisy so it was difficult to keep a prick in my mouth while I did it but the boys had an “easy” solution for that.

Gerald pulled out again, provided a moment of relief, but only just a moment as he repositioned me so that I was sitting on his brother’s cock while Charles remained stretched out across the bed. They let me bounce up and down there for a while before Gerald decided it was time to rejoin the action and got behind me once more. With one leg on the floor, and one knee on the bed, Gerald once again put his big cock up my butt and I literally let out a bit of a scream. Later it made me laugh thinking that if someone passed by this notorious haunted house and heard screaming they would run in terror never guessing that it was just the excited scream of a horny girl getting double penetrated.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” I wailed as I began to cum very hard.

“I think she likes it brother,” Charles said with a chuckle as he grabbed my tits, which were basically slapping him in the face.

“I think she does indeed,” Gerald replied.

“Oh God yes, yes, yes, yes!” I wailed again as I felt like I was going to pass out from the intensity of it all.

“It’s been a long time since we’ve done this you know,” Charles commented.

“Yes, a very long time. But it’s good to be back in the saddle,” said Gerald.

I guess men used to be really big on the horse and rider analogies, or at least the ghost men who inhabited this house. Riding horses was probably a really big thing back then so it made sense. It made sense to me too because I definitely felt like a wild animal although in the position I was in I think I was the one actually doing the riding.

Gerald was the first to give up the ghost, sorry I couldn’t resist using that expression, and he put a big load deep into my anus. As much as I liked the feeling of having two cocks jammed into me so close together I have to admit that my virgin asshole probably couldn’t taken too much more of the pounding. That left me free to concentrate on Charles but he didn’t last much longer than his older brother, despite getting a late start.

I just collapsed on top of Charles once he was done and did a quick dick tally. In one night I had taken Gerald’s cock in my mouth, my pussy, and my ass, and I had taken his brother in my mouth and my pussy. That was a pretty full evening’s work as far as I was concerned, with “full” being the operative word.

When I eventually made my way back down the stairs I made sure to grab the rail securely because my wobbly legs were not great at supporting me and I didn’t want to end up like Josephine.

“So Charles couldn’t resist joining in I see,” Josephine commented when I had reached the floor again.

“Your brothers are a couple of studs,” I said honestly.

“Yes, they definitely had a reputation. I hope they weren’t too hard on you,” said Josephine.

“Well they were plenty hard in me,” I said with a giggle before covering my mouth in embarrassment.

“You certainly do seem to enjoy the delights of fornication,” said Josephine.

“What’s not to enjoy?” I replied.

“I’m afraid I never got to experience that. My tragic accident prevented me from reaching the altar, and of course the wedding night that would have followed,” Josephine said sadly.

“Holy shit! You died a virgin?”

“Yes, I’m afraid that’s so. It was different with men back in my time. My brothers could sleep around all they wanted but a respectable woman was supposed to remain chaste and intact before marriage,” said Josephine.

“Well there’s still a double standard but it doesn’t suck quite that bad these days. But if the men in this house can have sex couldn’t you? I mean, obviously not with your brothers, but there’s always Mr. Crawford,” I pointed out.

“I’m afraid it doesn’t work that way. The spirit requires a life force to bring them back, even temporarily,” said Josephine.

“So you’d have to have sex with a live human?” I said.

“Yes, that is correct.”

“How would you feel about maybe having sex with my friend Mike? I mean you’ve said he’s attractive and he knows about the magic in this place,” I suggested.

“But aren’t you in love with him?” said Josephine.

“Very much so. But you’ve done so much for me. You made me discover the joys of womanhood and you even let me get gang banged by your brothers. I’d say letting you fuck my buddy is the least I can do for you,” I said with a smile.

So the deal was made. Mike would come back to the house and stick his dick in my ghost BFF. All I had to do was get Mike to agree.


CHAPTER 16:

“You want me to fuck a ghost?”

“Sure, why not? I’ve done it.”

“You fucked her?” asked Mike.

“No, not her...her brothers...and some old dude who lived there before they did,” I replied.

“Are you serious?”

“Yeah, it was no big deal. It’s not real, but it seems totally real while you’re doing it. Josephine’s pretty hot, and she’s got a great rack. Of course she’s a virgin so she probably won’t know a whole hell of a lot, but neither did I when we started boning and I figured it out pretty fast,” I pointed out.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were fucking ghosts?” Mike inquired.

“I didn’t want you to feel jealous. It doesn’t mean anything. They’re dead for fuck’s sake. And now I’m giving you a chance to even things up a little.”

“Sounds like you’re still quite a bit ahead...unless she’s got some cute sisters too.”

“It’s ghost pussy, dude. How many chances are you going to get like this? And remember she’s the one who’s responsible for giving me my pussy so if you want to keep tapping that it would be wise to keep her happy.”

Although a very weird notion it was hard for a guy to pass up a sure thing and “ghost pussy” was something pretty unique. Plus Josephine was a virgin to boot so it was really an act of charity letting the poor woman finally get laid after all these years.

“Yeah, sure I’ll do it,” Mike said with a shrug. “Like you say we want to stay in her good graces.”

It was kind of funny going back to the house assuming that it would be the first time I went there and didn’t get laid. Of course I would be happy to join Josephine and Mike if they wanted to spice it up a little but I didn’t think it was going to be that kind of thing. Still I was happy for any chance to be female whether I was fucking or not.

Mike had never seen a ghost before, let alone had sex with one, and I was hoping that he wouldn’t freak out, which thankfully he didn’t. It certainly helped that Josephine appeared to be quite alive and very attractive so after making the introductions I kicked back and waited while the two of lovebirds headed upstairs.

I realized that it was the first time I had ever been alone as a woman and it was kind of an interesting feeling. Usually I turned female and almost immediately started having sex. Now I was just chilling out while I waited for the man I loved to take the virginity of a ghost who had been waiting a hell of a long time to have her cherry popped. I couldn’t really be jealous, since it was my idea to have Mike deflower Josephine, and because I had done my share of spirit screwing too. Even so I thought I could probably be very happy being Mike’s one-and-only, if such a thing were possible.

I was tempted to try and sneak a peak at the festivities going on upstairs but I knew that would be kind of rude. I settled back and thought about Mike’s amazing dick and how lucky Josephine was to be getting to experience that inside her and without really thinking about it my hand slipped between my legs and I began to play with myself.

It was kind of fun poking around my pussy since it was something I didn’t usually have the chance to do. If I had grown up female I’m sure I would have my masturbating technique down to a science by now but this was more of an exploratory mission.

It didn’t take long to discover that my vulva was a fascinatingly wonderful contraption that seemed to have an infinite variety of ways to provide myself pleasure, although of course the star attraction was my clitoris. I think you’d have to be struck by lightning to feel anything more electric running through your body than the sensation of rubbing your clit. If my pussy was the oyster shell my clitoris was definitely the pearl inside.

Soon I was lost and a bit delirious as I tried to see just how much pleasure I could take. If you could never be too thin or too rich, as the saying goes, it seemed logical that you could never  have too much pleasure but that theory was being tested as I was almost too stimulated for words. I loved having a man’s cock inside me, especially Mike’s, but it was good to know that if I was ever stranded on a desert island I could at least pass the time enjoyably with just my hands and my pussy.

I was so deeply involved in getting myself off over and over that I didn’t notice Mike standing right next to me with a big smile on his face.

“Is this a private party or can anyone join in?” he joked.

“Get that big cock in me right now!” I demanded and since he was already naked he was on top of me in a flash and I jerked my pelvis so hard to meet him that I’m surprised I didn’t injure one or both of us.

“I love you! I love you so much baby! I want to be your woman so bad it makes my teeth hurt!” I cried out through the foggy haze that was surrounding my brain at the moment.

“And I love you too darling. I want to be your man forever,” Mike grunted in reply.

“Hey, why are you back already? Did something go wrong up there?” I asked, suddenly regaining my senses a little.

“Already? I was up there for like two hours,” he replied.

“Oh, Jesus...I’ve been masturbating for two hours straight?” I said in dismay.

“Well don’t worry baby I’m here to take care of you now. Just relax and let my cock do the work,” he said soothingly.

“Relax?” I practically screamed. “I’m on fire. I’m burning with lust. I need your cock so bad...yes...yes...just like that...give it to me...fuck me...fuck me hard baby...fuck me haaaaaaaaaaaard!”

Mike was ramming his dick into me so hard I think he could have broken concrete with his prick better than a jackhammer. My legs were pinned back all the way by my head and I clung to his back frantically while I locked my eyes on his. I’m sure I must have had a pretty demented look in my eyes but I was totally possessed by the moment and the passion and the heat. We stopped being two people and melted together into a perfect machine.

Despite the fact that he had been fucking for the last two hours Mike still had plenty of jizz left in the tank for me and I felt tears of joy rolling down my cheeks he filled me to the brim with his cum.

Then we collapsed next to each other and stared at the ceiling panting as if we had just run a marathon at a full sprint the whole way.

“We should definitely fuck like that again,” I said.

“Well I hope you don’t mean right now because my dick is about to fall off,” Mike replied.

“No you’re right, you need to rest my big studly man. But at the first sign of an erection watch out.”


CHAPTER 17:

I actually took it easy on Mike and just gave him a nice, loving, caressing blow job before we fell asleep. Somewhere in the wee hours of the morning I woke up for some reason and realized that Josephine was standing there watching us.

“You two really are very much in love, aren’t you?” said Josephine.

“Oh, he’s okay,” I teased. “I hope he treated you well.”

“I can’t even begin to describe how wonderful it was,” said Josephine.

“Well, I can imagine,” I said with a smile.

“Thank you for that. That was very kind and generous of you.”

“It was the least I could do for what you’ve done for me. These chances to be female have been the greatest moments of my life,” I told her sincerely.

“Would you really like to stay this way forever?” asked the ghost.

“Without hesitation. I don’t care how much trouble or confusion it causes me it would be worth it,” I said.

“What if I could make that happen for you?” asked Josephine.

“You’d be my best friend for life...oh...I guess that was kind of a poor choice of words.”

“All I have to do is not lift the spell like I normally do when you leave in the morning. Are you ready for that happen now or do you need some time to prepare?”

“I hate to put it off but it might be a good idea to make some plans first,” I said.

“Whenever you wish to become a woman just let me know and it will happen. And thank you again for sharing your wonderful man with me. He certainly is...vigorous,” said Josephine.

“Indeed he is, which is good because I can get a little crazy, as you’ve no doubt already noticed,” I said with a grin.

“Your passion is extraordinary and I know you’ll make a wonderful and loving wife.”

A wonderful and loving wife. That sounded like music to my ears but how had I gotten to this place so quickly and so unexpectedly? As I looked over at Mike sleeping soundly I thought how amazing it would be if I saw him that way every night. Sharing a bed, a home, a life and a family. I could totally get behind that idea.

Our relationship had obviously undergone a massive transformation and I had been fearing that it wouldn’t work once I had to give up being a girl and went back to my old self but now that I knew I could stay this way forever there was nothing standing in our way. If Mike truly loved me as much as I loved him marriage would seem inevitable. Of course had always assumed, like I had, that my womanhood was only temporary so it’s possible that some of his words of affection were offered in the heat of the moment and the spirit of the temporary nature of things. I didn’t know how he would react when I sprung the news on him but I hoped he would be as happy as I was.

I was tempted to wake him up and tell him right away but he looked so peaceful that I figured it could wait. Plus if I woke him up now that would undoubtedly lead to more sex and neither one of us would get much sleep, not that I was going to have much luck falling asleep again with so much racing through my brain.

When Mike woke up in the morning I was lying next to him, my head propped up on one arm, and I was smiling from ear-to-ear.

“Good morning lover,” I said sweetly.

“Morning,” Mike replied, still sounding a bit sleepy.

“You got a glowing report card from Josephine, but I knew that you would you big stud,” I said.

“When did you speak to her?” asked Mike.

“Last night while you were sleeping. We had a woman-to-woman talk and in this case I mean that literally.”

“You kind of lost me there.”

“Josephine told me that she can make me female permanently by simply not lifting the spell that’s cast on me,” I explained. “All I have to do is tell her when I’m ready to make the change for good.”

“That’s amazing baby! It seems impossible, but after everything I’ve experienced in this house obviously nothing is impossible,” said Mike.

“So do you really love me Mike, or was that just pillow talk?” I asked.

“Of course I love you. I’d have to be crazy not to love you. I couldn’t ask for a better wife?”

“Wife? Is that a proposal?” I teased.

“Isn’t that what you what?” Mike replied.

“Oh my darling, more than anything in the world. I knew there was some special reason why I was so drawn to this place my whole life, I just never knew what it was. Now it all makes a strange sort of sense. I needed to come here and meet Josephine so that we both could find true happiness,” I said.

“Glad I could do my part for both of you,” Mike joked.

“I guess you’ve got a right to be smug. You’ve certainly proved your manliness,” I said.

I gave Mike head before we packed up and headed for home because he had a nice hard on and I didn’t want to waste it. I didn’t mind turning male again when I stepped outside because I knew that my next visit here as a man would be my last. Now all I had to do was figure out how to make that happen without blowing up my whole world.


CHAPTER 18:

It was one thing to tell everyone that I planned to become a woman but it was quite another to tell them that it was the result of a ghost casting a spell on me when I visited a haunted house. That story wasn’t going to fly so I kind of counted on people’s general lack of understanding of what normally went into transitioning to help me out.

My parents got the news first, which I would say surprised them more than shocked or horrified them, which was a good start. It was nearing time for me to go back to school so I told them that I was going to leave a week early and have the “procedure” done so the next time I came home for a visit I would be in a shiny new female body.

The next step was informing the school of my change in gender and dealing with a lot of bureaucratic bullshit to make things line up properly as well. Then it was time to head back to Josephine and tell her that I was ready to make the big change.

I kept having these nightmares about going there and finding out that the house had been torn down, or that Josephine was just fucking with me for some reason. That didn’t seem likely but she was a ghost and I had no idea what sort of code of ethics they operated by.

Fortunately the house still stood and Josephine was happy to see me again and I told her that I wouldn’t be around for a while because I was going back to school but thanked her again for all that she was doing for me.

“There is one thing you could do for me, although I know it’s a lot to ask. I believe that if a wedding were to take place in this house, as it should have all those years ago, I might be able to rest at last,” said Josephine. “I had hoped that losing my virginity might have brought me the peace I long for, and I feel like I’m so close to breaking the hold this house has on me, but perhaps a wedding would be enough to do the trick.”

“Well, I don’t know how soon I’ll be getting married. I’m going back to school right now, but hopefully Mike and I will tie the knot eventually. That’s certainly our plan,” I said.

“There’s no rush my dear. I’ve been here for many long years. I can wait,” said Josephine with a smile. “I’m just afraid this is such a dreary place to hold a wedding that it would be imposing on you too much.”

“Hey, I never planned on being a bride so I don’t have a lot of big wedding dreams. A simple ceremony would be fine with me,” I said. “And a lot cheaper too.”

It was actually kind of hard saying goodbye to Josephine because she had become such a good friend, even if she was a ghost but I was going back to college and it would be a while before I was home again. I also wasn’t likely to come back to this house as much as I had been doing because I’d be female all the time and wouldn’t need to come here to experience the magic.

When I stepped outside I automatically braced for the body change but this time it didn’t happen. Josephine had kept her word. It was strange to be outside as a girl and I kind of skipped and danced around on my way back.

Mike was waiting for me with the car packed for my pretend trip to have some procedure done, which was really just going to be a romantic getaway for the two of us before I had to get back to school.

I literally ran and jumped on him, and fortunately he caught me so that we both didn’t take a tumble, and I wrapped my legs around his back and my arms around his neck while we kissed and tears of joy rolled down my cheeks.

“Well, this is me now...for better or worse,” I said.

“Sounds like your practicing your wedding vows,” Mike joked.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to rush you. I’ve still got my education to deal with,” I replied. “But when we do get married I might have a kind of odd request.”


CHAPTER 19:

It was incredibly difficult to tear myself away from Mike now that I was female all the time but I had to get back to college and he needed to stay home at work at the family business so we’d have to settle for a lot of “sexting” and virtual make out sessions until I could come home again for a visit.

I won’t say I wasn’t tempted by all the cute college guys around me but I stayed true to my man and when I graduated I was ready to walk down the aisle with him knowing that I had never been with another mortal male and never planned to.

It was weird telling people that I was getting married in an abandoned “haunted house” but people do plan strange weddings, and everyone knew about my fascination for the place, so we went ahead with my crazy scheme, although we booked a nice room elsewhere for the reception.

Josephine had a surprise for me because when we arrived I discovered that she had transformed the house back into its former glory on the inside and everyone marveled at how lovely it was. It must have looked just like that on the fateful day when Josephine fell to her untimely death and I hoped that this ceremony would bring her closure. I also hoped that I wouldn’t trip on my own gown and suffer the same fate as she, which would certainly be an ironic twist, but fortunately everything went off without a hitch.

I didn’t see Josephine during the wedding but I knew she was obviously there since it required her magic to create the illusion of a restored house and in fact I never saw her again, even after going back to the house several times later. It was disappointing to lose a friend but very gratifying to know that she was presumably now at peace.

About a year later bulldozers arrived and demolished the house. In its place were built a number of luxury condos. I have no idea whether that was a coincidence but I sort of figured that it wasn’t. Somehow as long as Josephine’s spirit was living in that place nothing could destroy it, and I was a little sad to see the house go since it meant so much to me. At least I had all the pictures and video I had taken of it during our first adventure there, and I was very glad that I still had Josephine’s hand mirror to at least remind me of her.

Eventually Mike and I actually bought one of those condos so we ended up living on the old Bartlett property and raised our family there. I think Josephine would definitely have approved.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I like haunted houses. I like movies about haunted houses, Halloween attractions that simulate haunted houses, or actual houses that are supposed to be genuinely haunted. A very long time ago I helped a film student friend of mine shoot a documentary about a house in San Diego that was supposed to be haunted. We didn’t see any ghosts, and nobody changed gender, but it was fun anyway. I also worked at the Pasadena Playhouse, which supposedly had the ghost of its founder, and while I never personally saw him there were some pretty freaky things that went on there that were hard to explain.

Halloween had always been one of my favorite holidays and writing an appropriate story for the holiday has become kind of a tradition with me. I hope you enjoyed this one, I think it’s very romantic if not terribly spooky. This was about horny ghosts not scary ones but hey, who wouldn’t be horny being trapped in some old house for years with no chance of getting laid?
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