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Stan shivered
as he put his foot down on the first porch step. Not for the first
time since the frat brothers had dared him to spend the night in
the old Finley house, he considered turning back.

“It’s simple,”
they had told him back at the frat house, “Spend the night in old
Finley’s bedroom to complete your rush.”

He took another
step. One more and he’d be on the porch. Even at night, it was
clear no one had lived there for decades. The paint was flaking and
all the windows were long-since shattered.

Stan had jumped
at the chance to finish rushing the frat early, but, as the final
step groaned beneath him, he didn’t feel so excited now.

As he put both
feet firmly on the porch, a cold wind gusted by. Despite his
windbreaker, the wind felt as though it passed right through
him.

He had the urge
to reach out for the knocker on the old wooden door. There was
nothing to be seen behind the door’s jagged glass except
blackness.

Stan swallowed
against the lump in his throat.

He grabbed the
doorknob and twisted. The unlocked door creaked open on its rusty
hinges. A breath of musty air blew out from the doorway.

Steeling
himself, Stan stepped inside. The uncovered floorboards of the
front hallway groaned as he shifted his weight. Goosebumps formed
on his arms. It felt much colder inside than it had outside. Stan
squinted into the darkness around him. He wished the frat brothers
had allowed him a flashlight, or even a lighter. Just ahead of him,
the hallway ran beside a narrow staircase. In the shadows, he
couldn’t make out much more than that.

“Must be
upstairs,” he muttered.

Only the
complaining floorboards answered him. He mentally kicked himself
for forgetting to ask just where the bedroom was. Stan didn’t
relish the thought of bumping around in a dark, creepy house trying
to find it.

The bedroom was
probably upstairs, he figured. Even in the shadows, the staircase
looked unsafe. Stan gingerly put one foot on the bottom step and
slowly put his weight down. The stair creaked alarmingly, but
held.

Someone laughed
behind him.

Stan jumped,
his heart slamming in his chest. One hand on the loose railing, he
looked over his shoulder. Darkness there, and nothing more.

“That’s not
funny, guys,” he said. It had to be the brothers trying to scare
him.

More laughter,
deep and throaty, answered him.

Spurred on,
Stan clambered up the stairs. Once he reached the top, he almost
fell back down when what felt like an icy hand clasped him on the
shoulder. When he turned, something pinched his ass so hard through
his jeans that he actually did jump. Only a desperate grab at the
rail saved him from tumbling back to the ground floor.

Stan strongly
considered leaving, but decided against it. If he left now, he
wouldn’t be able to rush the frat until next year. What was one
night in a scary house compared with years of parties and hot
sorority girls?

He began
walking down the upstairs hall. When the first door on his left
creaked open by itself, he stopped.

“Hello?” Stan
whispered.

It sounded like
someone was breathing heavily inside. The room was partially lit by
some stray moonlight coming in through the cracks of its boarded up
window. Standing in the hall, just outside the doorway, Stan could
make out the foot of a large, old bed. From the doorway, the room
certainly looked large enough to be the master suite.

Stan made to
step through the doorway, when something pushed him forcefully
through. He stumbled into the bedroom, just barely catching himself
from falling. The door slammed shut behind him. In a sudden fit of
panic, he bolted back to the door and wrenched at the handle. It
wouldn’t budge. Cool panic flooded through his stomach.

With both
hands, he banged against the unyielding door. “Guys! This isn’t
funny, guys! Let me out.”

Again, only
that strange and throaty laughter answered his pleas.

After a few
more yanks on the door handle, Stan decided to try his luck with
the boarded-up window. He dashed over to it. He managed to squeeze
his fingers into a crack between two boards and got a solid hold on
one. Teeth clenched tightly, he pulled as hard as he could.

The board
didn’t move. He couldn’t believe it. The nails holding it in must
have been decades old, and they wouldn’t budge even the tiniest
amount.

A cold hand
clapped down onto his shoulder again. This time when he looked, he
saw it. The hand was a pale white, and Stan thought he could even
see his jacket through the hand.

The blood like
ice in his veins, Stan slowly turned his head to look at whoever
the ghostly hand belonged to. The hand was attached to an arm, the
arm to a shoulder, and the shoulder to the rest of the body. Stan
looked into the pale white face of a man who, if he were alive,
Stan might figure for being somewhere in his middle years. The face
had no eyes, only darkened sockets where they should have been.

“Hello, boy,”
the ghost of old Mr. Finley said.

Stan opened his
mouth to reply, but no sound came out. This seemed to please the
ghost, who smiled.

“I have been so
lonely since the last brother came along,” the ghost said. The
smile had disappeared from its face, replaced by sadness.

Despite his
fear, this made Stan frown, “Other brother? Like, fraternity
brother?”

Finley’s ghost
nodded. “I am the last level of initiation into the fraternity. I
was once a member. Now, to show your devotion, if you wish to be a
brother, you must give yourself to me… freely.” The ghost motioned
towards the dusty bed.

Stan looked
from the ghost to the bed, his mind racing. What did the ghost mean
by “give?” He had an inkling of what the ghost wanted. He felt a
momentary urge to run, then remembered that this was college. It
was OK to experiment in college. Besides, if all the other brothers
had already gone through this, it couldn’t be so bad, right?

He took a step
toward the bed, stopped, and looked back at the ghost. “Will it
hurt?”

Finley’s ghost
just shrugged.

Stan sat down
on the bed. Without warning, his arms shot into the air of their
own volition. Stan looked around the room, wide-eyed, but the ghost
had disappeared. His windbreaker unzipped and was pulled from him.
His white t-shirt seemed to lift from his torso of its own accord,
revealing his well-muscled abdomen.

Cold hands
grabbed the sides of his head and he found himself pressed into a
kiss. The ghost became visible again as it kissed him more deeply.
Strangely, it felt warm and passionate. The tongue that poked into
his mouth felt wet, and tasted sweet.

Stan could feel
his erection growing in his pants.

As though the
ghost could read his thoughts, one of its hands let go of his hand
and reached down to stroke his rod through the denim.

The ghost
pulled its head back, smiled, then disappeared again. Stan breathed
out, and his breath misted in front of his face. Something
shimmered in front of his eyes, and then moved into him. He tried
to move and his eyes widened when he found he couldn’t.



Inside of him,
the ghost made him stand up. He looked down and saw that he slowly
kicked off his own shoes. Next, his hands expertly unbuttoned his
jeans and slid them down along with his boxers.

He was standing
naked next to the bed, his cock hard.

Old Finley
laughed inside of him. He watched as he grabbed his cock with one
hand and began to slowly stroke it up and down. Stan realized that
having the ghost inside of him felt incredible, like no sensation
he’d ever had before. It was so warm, and it made little tingles of
excitement run up and down the length of his cock. Stan smiled.

The ghost
stroked Stan’s cock using Stan’s own hand for another minute or so
before it left his body. Stan continued jerking himself, but it
didn’t feel as good.

The next
moment, Finley’s ghost materialized on its knees in front of him,
looking up into his eyes with its seemingly empty sockets. It
reached up with both hands as though to press into Stan’s body with
his own again. This time, Stan felt fingernails on his pecks.
Slowly, Finley dragged his ghostly nails down Stan’s torso. They
left no lines, but Stan scrunched his eyes shut at the scratching
sensation.

When the hands
reached the point just above Stan’s erect cock, they stopped
scratching. Instead, they moved out to grasp him around his thick
shaft and then slowly began stroking up and down. Stan’s breath
came quickly as he watched the skin of his dick being pulled back
and forth through Finley’s translucent fingers.

Opening his
mouth wide, Finley’s ghost slowly slid its spectral lips around the
head of Stan’s cock.

“Oh my God,”
Stan said. He could still see his cock, even though Finley’s lips
were wrapped around it. It made him harden up more as he watched
the ghostly tongue swish around the tip of his dick. He watched as
some precum dripped from his dick onto Finley’s ghostly tongue.
Finley spread it around Stan’s shaft, leaving his cock glistening
in the moonlight.

Finley began
moving his head up and down Stan’s cock so quickly that his face
was a spectral blur.

Stan could feel
his balls begin to tighten. He held his breath and leaned his head
back a little.

Right before he
would have came, the ghost disappeared from sight. Stan frowned
down at his glistening shaft, which, exposed to the air, felt a
little cold now. Stan looked around the dark bedroom, trying to
catch a shimmer in the air, or some other sign of the ghost.

Something
invisible laughed in front of him.

The next thing
Stan knew, he had been turned around and pushed over the bed, his
naked flesh pressed against the dusty bedspread. The mattress
springs creaked and popped under his weight.

He looked over
his shoulder, but saw nothing. He knew that something was there. He
could feel some presence staring down at him, as though almost
lying on top of him.

“Finley?”

A rush of hot
air, like a breath, blasted by his ear. Finley’s ghost must have
been lying on top of him, face right next to Stan’s.

“Are you ready
for your initiation now?” Finley asked.

The muscles in
Stan’s back and ass involuntarily clenched. He tried to get up, but
found himself pinned down. “I thought we were in the middle of it
already?”

There was a
chuckle. “No, no. I just like to give a bit of teasing first, is
all. Don’t worry. You’ll like it. They all end up liking it.”

Stan winced as
Finley ran ghostly fingernails down the skin of his back. When
Finley reached Stan’s ass cheeks, he gave each one a tender squeeze
before slowly parting them. Here, Stan remembered how good it had
felt when Finley had jumped inside of him before. He wondered if
this would feel the same. Maybe, he thought, it might feel even
better.

Despite that
line of thinking, Stan still gasped when he felt something large
and firm press against his asshole. As before, rather than feeling
cold, Finley’s phantasmal cock felt warm, almost hot, against
Stan’s pucker.

He thought
again of being in the frat, doing all the things he wanted to do.
Wasn’t this a small price to pay? Besides, it actually felt
good.

Stan forced
himself to relax, and then he lifted his hips slightly, increasing
the pressure of the head of Finley’s rod against his asshole. The
ghost’s long, thick cock eased into Stan’s tight hole inch by
spectral inch. Stan grabbed handfuls of the bedspread and squeezed
them as he tried to accommodate Finley’s huge cock.

There was a
little pain as his asshole stretched, but as Finley pressed deeper
and deeper into him Stan was filled with a warm tingle of
pleasure.

Finley
whispered into his ear, “You like that, don’t you? A nice big one,
yeah, that’s it.”

After Finley
finished pushing his rod all the way into Stan’s asshole, he kept
still for a minute or so. A warm sensation spread out from his cock
into Stan’s body, making Stan’s asshole relax a little as it
strained around the girth of Finley’s large dick.

Stan’s own cock
felt painfully hard, stuck between his body and the bed.

As Finley
pulled his cock most of the way out, Stan buried his head in the
bedspread. He sucked in air through his clenched teeth at the
mixture of tingling pleasure and sharp pain. He’d never been fucked
in the ass before, and his body didn’t seem certain how to handle
it.

“You want me to
start slow and gentle, do you?” Finley whispered into his ear.

All Stan could
manage was a nod. The ghost snorted, sending a hot blast of air
across the side of Stan’s head.

Without
warning, Finley rammed his ghostly cock all the way back into
Stan’s asshole. Stan arched his head back, all the muscles in his
body suddenly tight.

“God!” Stan
screamed.

Finley
responded by pulling his cock most of the way out and jamming it
back in again. The ghost began fucking him in earnest like that:
long strokes that pulled almost completely clear and then fast,
ramming thrusts that pushed as far into Stan as it was possible to
go.

When Stan could
stop scrunching his eyes against that strange pleasure-and-pain
mix, he realized that the pain had been mostly replaced by
something very nice. Soon, he was pushing his ass back against the
force of Finley’s thrusts. They fucked harder and harder with each
passing second.

With a normal
person, there would have been sounds like the noise of flesh
slapping flesh, or sexy wet sounds of one body entering another.
Here, the only sounds were the creak of the bed under Stan’s
weight, and Stan’s own grunting and moaning.

“Yes, you like
that don’t you?” Finley muttered. His voice wasn’t as steady as it
had been before. It sounded strained, concentrated.

Suddenly,
Finley stopped thrusting. Now, it was just Stan pushing up and down
with his hips, running his tight asshole along the length of
Finley’s spectral dick. He’d broken out into a sweat a few moments
before, and his shoulders rose and fell as he took deep
breaths.

Stan looked
over his shoulder, trying to get a glimpse of his ghostly lover’s
face. There was only empty air behind him. Finley had become
invisible while fucking him.

Strong and
invisible arms wrapped themselves around Stan’s torso, moving
through the bed to do so. Before Stan could even make any sound of
surprise, he found himself floating several feet above the bed.
This whole time, Finley had kept his cock in Stan’s ass. The long
rod felt as though it were pulsating inside of him. Each pulse
coincided with a warm wave of pleasure that moved all the way
through Stan’s body, but felt especially strong right in the head
of his own dick.

Stan looked
down at his rod, freed from its tight spot between his body and the
bed. It stood straight out, long and hard, in the moonlight. It
quivered a little in the air. He reached down, ready to jerk
himself off.

A ghostly hand
grabbed his wrist before his fingertips could brush his cock.

“We’ll have
none of that now,” Finley said.

They rotated in
the air so that Stan looked down at the bed, lying in mid-air as
though he were lying on the bed’s surface.

Finley became
fully visible below him, between his own body and the bed.
Impossibly, Stan could still feel Finley’s huge cock in his ass.
Finley smiled as he began fucking him again.

Stan squirmed
in his grip, flexing his asshole to make it even tighter. Finley’s
cock began to pulse again, and the ghost’s face was extremely
bright. Finley’s lips pulled back in a snarl.

There was a new
sensation. Something wrapped around Stan’s cock. When he looked
down, he realized it was in Finley’s body. The ghostly material
warped and tightened and slid around his member, tugging at him
better than any pussy or hand ever could.

Finley’s
fucking became more insistent. He moved faster and faster, his cock
ramming so hard that Stan felt his ass start to go numb.

Before he could
stop himself, Stan’s cock got rock hard. His balls tightened up.
The pulses of pleasure from Finley heightened into electrifying
sparks running up and down Stan’s cock.

Stan, his teeth
gritted, came into Finley. His cum never hit the bedspread. His
body tensed every time more cum spurted from his dick.

Now Finley
opened his mouth wide and an “Ahh!” sound came from the opening.
Finley glowed so brightly that the whole room lit up. His cock
became hot in Stan’s ass. Stan had to close his eyes against the
light.

Without
warning, Stan dropped to the bed and the room darkened. He no
longer felt Finley inside him. The waves of pleasure had gone, and
his cock had begun to soften. He couldn’t even feel another
presence in the room, as he had before.

“Finley?” Stan
ventured. There was no laughter, no reply of any kind this
time.

He got up from
the creaky bed and found his clothes in a pile on the floor.
Glancing around the whole time, he pulled them back on. For some
reason, the lack of any presence at all made him feel even more
frightened than he had felt when he first entered the house. The
sweat he’d worked up while being fucked by the ghost felt cold
against his skin.

Quickly as he
could, he made his way out of the room, down the rickety stairs,
and out the front door back onto the porch. Three frat brothers
dressed in dark robes stood at the base of the porch stairs,
holding candles.

The one in the
middle stepped forward, his face shrouded in the shadow of his hood
so that Stan didn’t recognize him.

“Finley was
pleased with you. Welcome to the fraternity, brother.”

Stan looked
back at the front door.

“Don’t worry,”
the brother in the middle said, “You may return any night you wish.
Finley will be here, waiting for you in the bedroom.”



cover.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



