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THE WELCOME

The sun was beginning to set as Jack drove his wife, Laura, through the beautiful neighborhoods of Beverly Hills. As he made his way through the streets, Laura craned her neck to the left and right as the immaculate homes went by.

“Oh, my god!” She nearly screamed in his ear as she leaned over him and pointed to what looked like a small mansion.

“Whoa, easy there!” Jack swerved into the oncoming lane as Laura shoved him in her excitement. He quickly recovered and waved his hand in an apology to the passing car that honked and returned his apology with their middle finger.

“That one was gorgeous.” Laura gushed as she twisted around, continuing to stare at it through the back window. “Does our house look like that?” She looked back out the windshield and started hunting for the next home to drool over. “You have kept it a surprise and I’m nervous. You know I don’t like surprises.”

Laura was usually a stoic, modest woman who never showed emotions. It served her well the past 22 years of their marriage. They married right out of high school and just before he shipped off to boot camp. Through all his deployments and the incessant worry, she always stood faithfully by him and practically raised two kids on her own. She grew up the child of a Baptist minister in the mid-west. She grew up under strict rules, and still lived by them, but always dreamed of retiring in California. It wasn’t the wild Hollywood lifestyle she wanted, but the warm weather and walks along golden beaches. And now that Jack had finally retired, he felt he owed his wife her dream.

He smiled at seeing this rare, visible exhibition of excitement from his wife. He loved her deeply despite the many frustrations he experienced due to her rather prudish thoughts on sex and public displays of affection. While he respected her for it, it often left him having to jack off alone in bed or in the shower. Now, with the kids off to college and their retirement to California, he hoped this would help her relax and bring some excitement into their marriage.

This home was to be his retirement gift to her. His present to her for all the shit he put her through all these years. As he was biding his time before he was officially out of the military, he traveled to Los Angeles to find the perfect house for her. She knew he was going, but he kept everything a secret, from the area to live, the type of home, and how much. She left him pictures and sent him text messages with property listings all over Southern California. Almost all the homes were well outside what they could afford. That is until Jack ran across a modest, single-story craftsman-style home in Beverly Hills. It was a bit older than what he would have liked but it had a unique classic Hollywood look that he loved and thought Laura would love the location — access to shopping, entertainment, and the beach not too far either. And he couldn’t believe the asking price. It was relatively cheap for the area but just at the top of what they could afford. He didn’t ask why it was so inexpensive, perhaps he should have, he thought. But it passed all the inspections and they closed escrow two days before he said goodbye to the military.

It was perfect. It was meant to be. Or so he thought as he made the final turn down the street that led to her new home.

The sun had set a little further and the black velvet sheet of night crept in from the east.

“We’re almost there,” he said as he squeezed her thigh.

She took his hand off her thigh and held it tightly as she sat up a little straighter, eyes wide.

She could make out most of the houses still as they caught the dying light from the sun. The street lights helped some. Although most were setback some distance from the street and were slowly being veiled in black.

As Jack started to slow in front of a large, well-lit, two-story modern-looking home, Laura gasped and covered her mouth with her free hand.

“Oh, my, Jack!” Her hand squeezed tighter around his as her voice sounded like she was about to cry in excitement.

The car rolled by the modern-looking home, then turned into the driveway of the older craftsman-style home. Set back from the street and nestled between that large modern home and another, even larger home on the other side, it was shrouded in twilight’s dark shadows.

“Here we are!” As the car stopped, Jack smiled and gestured toward the older home. Her new home. Half of it was lit by the garishly bright lights of the car’s headlights.

He felt her grip on his hand slacken then let go.

“Wait, this little home?” Her right hand still covered her mouth as she flexed her index finger in a weak attempt to point at their new home. Her eyes darted back to the modern home, the older home, and then settled on Jack’s eyes.

“Yeah! What do you think?” He asked as he turned the car off and jumped out. “Come on!”

Laura took a couple of deep breaths, opened the door, and slowly got out.

Jack excitedly gestured for her to join him as he started walking across the small, mostly brown and unkept lawn toward the front door. “You’ll love it!” He yelled over his shoulder.

She sighed. She had let her hopes get the better of her. She glanced around at the other houses in the neighborhood. They all looked larger and practically brand new compared to this one. As her eyes came back to her new home, something caught her eye in the one window still lit up by the car’s headlights.

It looked like a woman was standing there looking out at her. Laura gasped when she thought the woman was naked except for something haphazardly wrapped around her pale, almost blueish skin. Then she realized she wasn’t wrapped in anything. Ragged long gashes ran across her torso, legs, arms, and through her neck. Torn flesh folded away from exposed muscle and bone as thick, black blood seemed to slowly ooze out from the gore.

Then the car’s headlights turned off and she was gone.

Laura screamed in horror, “Jack! Jack!”
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“Shit!” Jack dropped his keys and quickly looked around to see what had scared his wife. “What is it? What happened?” he asked as he started running back towards her.

He reached her and pulled her into a protective embrace as his head swiveled as he continued looking for what scared her.

She quickly pointed toward the window where she saw the woman. “There was a woman standing there looking at me. She was naked and…and it looked like she had been cut up all over her body!” She shook her head and shut her eyes trying to get the image out of her mind as she buried her face into his chest.

Jack squinted as he looked towards the window. Trying to discern if anyone was there. “Babe, I don’t see anybody. All the windows have drapes covering them inside. You might have seen some shadow from the car’s headlights. Come look, I’ll show you.”

He held her tight against him as they walked up to the house in the faint yellow light from the street lamps.

As she crossed the lawn, Laura’s eyes focused on the window.

“See.” Jack nodded his head towards the window Laura pointed at as they got closer. “Nobody is there. Only those dirty old drapes.” He squeezed her tight trying to reassure her.

Her eyes darted around as she examined the drapes, confirming as best she could that it was only shadows and her imagination. She sighed and shook her head. “I…I guess so. But it looked so real!”

“Hey, let me show you the inside! You’ll love it in there!” He guided her up to the front door.

“Oh, shit. I forgot I dropped the keys when you screamed back there. Hold on a sec while I go find them.” Jack rubbed the small back as he left to go find the keys on the lawn.

As she waited on the small porch she noticed something in the weed-infested flowerbed. It appeared white. She took a step closer to try and get a better look. Her lip curled in disgust as she realized it was the remains of a dead squirrel with bits of fur still clinging to rotting flesh over the small bones.

“Gross.” She turned away.

“Found them!” Jack held his arm up in victory as he ran back up to the front door.

He frowned as he noticed her disgusted look. “Ok,” he said. “The outside needs some work. But just wait ’til you see what’s inside!”

He unlocked the door, appeared to struggle with the door handle, then shoved it open.

“Tada!” The door swung open and, as he swept into the home with wide-spread arms, the thick blackness within seemed to swallow him.

She didn’t immediately move but leaned forward slightly as she squinted and tried to peer into the darkness.

“Wait!” Jack yelled as he rushed back out with hands raised to stop her from entering. “We need a picture of you entering your new home for the first time!” He smiled broadly at her as he patted down his pockets looking for his phone. “I think I left it in the car. You have yours?”

“Nope. Left it in the car too.”

“Run back and grab them,” he said as he turned to head back inside. “I’m going to see if the electricity is on so we get some more light in here when we take that picture.” His voice faded as he disappeared again inside and fumbled against the walls looking for a light switch.

She turned and looked across the dark lawn towards the car, took a deep breath, and started quickly walking toward it. She didn’t want to look at the window but kept it in the corner of her eye as she went by. Arriving at the car, she quickly leaned and grabbed their phones. She stood up and looked directly at the window.

She could see nothing behind the glass now except the dark drapes.

The lights inside the house then came on.

“Found them!” She heard Jack call out from somewhere inside.

She breathed a sigh of relief as the lights showed brightly behind the dirty drapes. Still nothing there. Closing the car door, she started walking back towards the front door.

Jack met her at the door, took his phone from her, and then took a selfie of them standing on the threshold. She forced a smile for the picture but, after Jack gave her a quick tour through the house, she started to feel a bit better about their new home. It was old but was much larger inside than it looked from the outside.

As he gave her the tour of the house, she felt like someone was watching her. A slight shiver ran up her back as she looked into dark rooms and closets. She unconsciously held her breath until Jack turned the lights on or opened the closet doors wider to let light in.

He completed the tour in their bedroom. One small floor lamp lit the room. A bare, large mattress sat upon a box spring and a simple bed frame against one wall. On the opposite wall, two french doors opened into a dark hallway. She assumed it led to the closets and bathroom.

“I had a bed delivered yesterday!” He sat on the mattress and patted his hand on it, offering her to sit next to him.

She looked at him and then turned back towards the dark void beyond the french doors. She thought she heard something. She thought she saw something.

He continued, “I thought you’d want to spend the night here rather than at some hotel.” He stood up. “I’m sure you’re tired. Let me go grab our bags.” He hurried out of the bedroom.

She didn’t hear those last words and didn’t hear him leave.

Laura found herself standing at the mouth of the hallway. She looked down the short hallway, along the walls to the left and right. She could faintly make out closet doors halfway down the hall on each side. One was shut, and the other cracked open. A thick blackness seemed to pour out of the open closet.

Come here

She held her breath. Her heart slammed harder in her chest. She thought she just heard a faint whisper coming from the open closet.

Her eyes wide, she frantically looked for a light switch on either side of the hallway. Her hands not trusting her eyes in the darkness, hastily brushed up and down the walls hoping to find a switch.

Come here

Her hands stopped mid-search. She stared at the open closet door. She heard the whisper again. Heard its faint calling, ‘come here.’

Not finding a switch, she remembered her cell phone. She quickly pulled it out of her back pocket and fumbled with it in her hands as she took a few steps toward the closet. While frightened of the voice calling her from the blackness within, she didn’t want to wait for Jack. She didn’t want him to think she was being crazy or irrational. She was never afraid of the dark growing up. Never believed in ghosts. She wasn’t going to start now.

Come here

She gasped as the voice seemed louder now. Calling her more earnestly.

She quickly looked down at her phone and swiped her finger a few times before the narrow light showed from the back of the phone. Then froze again. She heard something move just beyond the closet door. A rustling, like paper.

Her eyes slowly followed the light up as it weakly pierced the crack in the closet. Not seeing anything she slowly brought up one hand and placed her palm against the closet door. She took a couple of deep breaths. She was going to shove the closet door. And prove to herself that nothing was in there. Or…No, she shook her head, nothing is going to be there.

She counted quietly to herself, “One, two,…”

“Hey!”

She screamed as the hallway and closet within were instantly lit in a blinding light. She shut her eyes tight and brought up both arms in front of her in a protective motion as she stumbled back.

Her back hit the wall on the opposite side of the hallway.

“Hey, what were you doing? Didn’t you hear me calling you?”

Laura’s heart beat rapidly in her chest. Her breathing was quick. She opened her eyes and looked at her husband standing just outside the hallway his hand still on the light switch.
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“Fuck! You scared me!” She looked angrily at Jack, and then relief overcame her, thankful that he showed up.

“I’ve been calling you, asking you to come help me.”

“What?”

“What were you doing anyway? Why didn’t you just turn on the lights?”

She looked at the light switch Jack used and couldn’t believe she missed it.

“I…I was just going to look into the closets. Don’t scare me like that!” She stood up, turned the light on her phone off, and stood in front of the open closet door. With the lights on now, she was going to see what was in that closet.

She forcefully pushed the door open. It slammed against the wall.

“Whoa, take it easy,” Jack said.

She found nothing. Nothing but a small walk-in closet. She turned around and opened the closet door on the opposite side. It was identical to the other closet.

“Not too big. Big enough for me, though. If you need to, you can hang some stuff up on my side.” Jack offered as he stood behind her, looking into one closet and then into the other.

Laura stood, imperceptibly shaking her head. She wasn’t sure what was happening. First seeing things. Then she heard a voice. Was Jack calling her, and she thought it was coming from the closet? Was she now hearing things? Could it be that she was just tired from the long drive? Was it just the stress of the move? She didn’t think so, but it was the only thing that made sense to her.

“Hmmm, what is this?” she heard Jack ask.

She turned around as he reached up to the top shelf in the closet she thought she heard the whisper coming from. A small corner of a thick folder just showed over the lip of the shelf.

Jack coughed as dust fell around him as he brought the folder down. The folder was covered with it. He opened it up to reveal a large collection of black and white photos and random newspaper clippings, all yellowed with age. He didn’t read the news articles but flipped through the photos. They were of a young, voluptuous blonde. Each photo was of her posing in various outfits around the inside of a house. Some were close-ups of her beautiful face that caught the youthful energy in her large eyes and her heart-stopping smile. Most showed her shapely figure in poses that begged for you to run your hands over her shapely legs or soft shoulders. Several of the photos showed her body lusciously draped over furniture.

“Those pictures were taken inside this house.” Laura pointed to one and then another. “See, those are the front windows, and that one, she is lying on a couch in the living room. That’s the fireplace.” She pulled another photo that caught her eye, the blonde leaning seductively, wearing only lacy panties and a bra, against a doorframe. “And that is right here!” She pointed to the hallway doorframe.

“Holy shit, you’re right!” Jack looked at the picture and then back towards the open French doors.

“She looks familiar. Was she some Hollywood star?”

“Don’t know.”

He flipped past several more photos. The bottom of the stack was of her wearing various revealing lingerie outfits. Some of her completely nude while dancing or in various lustful poses.

Jack’s eyes grew wide, and he inhaled deeply, taking in the blonde’s soft body, pleading with whoever was on the other side of the camera. She looked like she was begging for them to take her, to have sex with her. Jack’s cock swelled in his jeans. Lucky bastard, he thought.

Laura noticed the surge of Jack's cock. She blushed and felt uncomfortable looking at these pictures, and grew angry with Jack for his obvious excitement. She hit his chest with the back of her hand.

“Really!?” She looked scornfully up at him.

“Wha…? Hey, what are these new articles about?” Jack tried to get his mind off the blonde. He grabbed the stack of photos and placed them back on the shelf so they wouldn’t fall as they looked through the articles.

The titles of the articles all addressed some murder:

BLONDE MURDERED IN BEVERLY HILLS

YOUNG WOMAN FOUND BUTCHERED

It was when they saw the picture just below the headline that they both gasped. It was a picture of the front of their new home. Police cars were parked in the street and driveway as policemen tried to keep neighbors and the press from trampling into the house. The crime scene.

Another article showed the inside of their house. The caption read, “The aftermath of the most gruesome murder Beverly Hills has ever seen.”

Laura covered her mouth as she could clearly make out where a large pool of blood was on the carpeted floor. Where large arcs of blood ran across the drapes and walls.

Quickly reading through the article, it stated she was mercilessly attacked with an axe. Her murderer hacked into her in a fit of rage. She suffered deep, gaping wounds across her legs, torso, arms, neck, and head.

Another article showed the sweet, innocent photo of the blonde in the large stack of photos they were first looking at. Her name was Jessica Wilson. She was the young woman brutally murdered.

Then it hit, Laura. She tapped with her index finger against the photo of Jessica in the article as she covered her mouth.

“That’s her! That’s the woman I saw in the window!” she gasped into the palm of her hand.

“What? Baby, we already went over that. There was nobody there. We have walked through this whole house and still found no sign of anyone.” He looked down at her in disbelief. “And don’t tell me you now believe in ghosts.”

“When you bought…when you toured the house…did anybody…did they tell you this poor girl was murdered here? Did you ask?”

“No, they didn’t tell me that. And no, I didn’t ask. It was not on my list and not on the home inspection list. But…”

“But what?!”

“But that may explain why the house was so cheap compared to other houses around here.”

“Jack!” She gasped as she walked out of the hallway and into the bedroom.

She wrapped her arms around herself as she started to pace back and forth. In her mind, she went over what she saw and heard. Or what she thought she saw and heard. She had never seen pictures of that poor woman and never heard of this murder before. How could she have seen her so clearly in the window? That woman, that poor girl, with all the ghastly slashes across her. No, she didn’t believe in ghosts. Never in her life did she experience anything like this that she couldn’t rationally explain.

Jack placed the stack of pictures back in the folder and put the whole thing back on the shelf. He walked out in front of his wife and gripped her by her shoulders.

“Babe…Babe!”

“Yes? What?” Her head snapped up as her eyes blinked rapidly. Her mind was working over everything, and she finally realized he was standing in front of her and trying to get her attention.

“Don’t let this get to you, babe. I’m tired, and I know you are tired. It’s been a long drive and a long day. There are no such things as…”

“Ghosts,” she cut him off. “I know…I know.” She nodded her head and looked off to the side. “But, besides that, she was killed in this house! Right in the living room! I don’t know about…”

“Whoa! Don’t…” He stopped himself and thought over what he was going to say. He was frustrated. His surprise for her, this house, didn’t go the way he thought it would. He pursed his lips, then continued, “We got this house for a great deal. Sure, most likely because of its history. But you can’t beat the neighborhood, the proximity to everything — including the beach, not too far away.”

He gently brought his hand under her chin and lifted her face to look into her eyes.

“Look, we have a couple of days before the movers are set to deliver our furniture. I’ll immediately start ripping up everything. Remove those drapes. You can pick out a new color for me to paint the walls. I’ll work on whatever you want to help make this home, our home, exactly what you want.”

She looked hesitant, doubtful that any amount of paint would cover up this house's dark past.

“Let’s give it at least a couple of years for me to make all the improvements. If you still don’t like it, well, we should by then be able to sell it for more than what we paid. Ok?”

This last bit seemed to put her more at ease and at least get her to calm down for tonight.

They continued to discuss plans for their new house, what exploring they would do around L.A., and taking a day to go to the beach. Jack tried to do anything to keep her mind off what she thought she saw in the window and what happened in this house years ago.

While they talked, they made the bed and then started undressing.

Laura talked dreamily of walks along the beach as she changed into her pajamas. Jack slowly undressed but took his time as he admired his wife. Despite her age, she took great care of herself, and he thought her body looked just like it did when she was 20, with just a few more pounds that softly rounded her out. As she pulled her shirt over her head, her full breasts shook briefly while still confined in her simple bra. Jack admired her soft shoulders and round arms as she reached around to unclasp her bra. His eyes then took in her soft breasts that now hung free. They fit perfectly into the palms of his large hands. The dark pink areolas around thick nipples, which he loved to suck upon. When she let him.

She then undid the button on her jeans and wiggled her hips back and forth as she pulled her pants down. As she bent over, she pushed her round ass, atop her thick creamy thighs, back, which drew a deep grunt from within Jack.

“No. Don’t get any ideas tonight,” she said, looking back at him, shaking her head, as she stood back up. Her ass was covered with plain white panties. ”I’m in no mood tonight. Plus, I’m pretty tired.”

She quickly pulled on her cotton pajama pants and matching blouse. She buttoned the blouse up and then lay on her side of the bed.

Jack sighed, disappointed, and finished undressing. With only his boxers on, he walked down the hallway to the bathroom. He looked at himself in the mirror. A little rounded in the middle, but he thought he still wasn’t too far out of shape. A broad chest and thick arms that could still bench several reps of a couple of hundred pounds.

He walked over to the toilet. As he pissed, he thought of the blonde in the pictures. It was horrible what happened to her, but he couldn’t stop seeing her lewdly posing around this house. He closed his eyes and started to shake the last couple of drops of piss out of his cock. He imagined Jessica leaning against the door frame at the end of the hall and couldn’t help but start to grip his thickening cock. He started to slowly work his fist back and forth along his cock.

Mmmm

His eyes jerked open. It sounded like someone just hungrily purred behind him. He thought it was his wife catching him jerking off. But as he quickly turned around, nobody was there. He took a step away from the toilet and looked down the hall, and saw his wife lying on the bed. She looked sound asleep.

Jack shrugged his shoulders. “Like I told her, tired. Start hearing things, and next thing you know, I’ll start seeing ghosts.” He chuckled to himself, remembering how scared his wife was tonight after seeing a supposed ghost. He shoved his thick cock back into his boxers.

He turned off all the lights and crawled into bed next to his wife. They covered themselves with one sheet; it was supposed to be hot tonight with strong Santa Ana winds. As he said it in his head, he heard those winds blow around the house. It sounded like a soft hum.

“That’s what it was,” he quietly told himself as he closed his eyes.

Mmmm

He heard it again, then fell asleep.
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He woke up a short time later as Laura was kicking off the sheet that partially covered her. “Too hot,” she muttered in a half-asleep complaint. She tossed and turned several times before finally pulling off her pajamas. She quickly pulled the blouse over her head without unbuttoning it and lifted her hips off the bed to pull not just her pajama bottom off but also her panties.

Lying on his back, Jack cracked his eyes open and turned his head to look at her as she fitfully complained. He had to rub his eyes and shake his head in disbelief. In all the years of marriage, he never saw his wife sleep naked. She slumped back down on the bed, lying on her side, her back towards him.

Jack turned to lie on his side, facing her. A soft, deep grunt worked within him as he admired her body bathed in the faint moonlight. The soft glow of her skin highlighted succulent curves that faded into the umbra. Eyes traced along the gentle swoop of her neck, over her round shoulder and arm; the subtle dip in her waist before sloping up over her smooth hip; then along the curve of her luscious thigh. Finally, his eyes lingered on the shadowed flesh of her ass.

He brought a hand up to caress her. Slowly, he traced his hand over her.

Then she complained, “No, too hot.” And shook her body to try and get his hand off her.

He reluctantly pulled his hand back and sighed in frustration again. He laced his fingers behind his head as he lay on his back and stared at the blank ceiling. Closing his eyes, he started to think of the blonde again. Of Jessica.

He dreamt of her while she was still alive. He dreamt of her dancing in front of him. He dreamt that he was the one who took those pictures.

He saw her dancing, twirling, and laughing as he snapped one picture after another.

“Beautiful, Jess! Mmm, you are so fucking beautiful!” He heard his dream-self talking to her. Not his voice, but something slightly dirtier, greasier.

She wore a red dress with white pok-a-dots over it. Shoulder-length blonde hair, now and then, veiled sparkling blue eyes. One strap of her dress slipped off her shoulder, and her full breasts lifted, shook, and threatened to fall out as she danced. Her shapely, long legs twisted, turned, and kicked as she twirled around. Occasionally, she would suddenly reverse the direction she was turning, and her dress would wrap tightly over the round fullness of her ass.

“You really think so! You think I could be a Hollywood star!” she breathed sensuously as she looked at him over her bare shoulder.

He took a picture and then another.

“Baby, you are already a star to me!”

“I’m serious. I’ve done enough of these pin-up calendar things.” Her eyes momentarily lost their shimmer, and her dancing slowed. “You told me I would have an audition already.”

He saw himself lowering the camera just slightly, he got caught, and was trying to think of something to say. He felt his dream-self, the person he was playing in the dream, hesitate just a moment.

“Baby,” he said, “didn’t I tell ya?”

“What?” She stopped and looked at him, eyes wide in anticipation.

He lowered the camera further. “Yeah, I got you an audition. Next week. Next Monday even.”

She screamed in excitement as she jumped up and down, clapping her hands.

The camera came up quickly again, and Jack saw his dream-self start to take photos again.

“Holy shit, baby! You excited?” he asked rhetorically. “Show me how excited you are!”

“Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!” She twirled around quickly. The dress flared up and around her, showing the lacy black panties. As she came around to face him, she stopped and flipped her skirt up. She quickly brought the skirt back down as she nearly doubled over laughing in excitement.

Her blonde hair fell over her face and cast a dark shadow. Looking into the camera, her laughter faded, her smile turned to a tight grin, as the bright shimmer in her eyes was replaced by a hooded, lusty desire that appeared to flicker as if lit by a flame.

“I’m very…very excited.” She brought her arms together as she was bent over, pushing her breasts to the point of nearly spilling out of her dress.

Her eyes looked down and then slowly looked up, back into the camera, into Jack’s eyes. She bit the corner of her bottom lip.

“Mmmm, let me show you how excited I am.” Her words poured from her lips slowly, like black silk that wrapped and pulled him towards her.

Jessica stood up. Her eyes were on his as she reached behind her and unzipped her dress. She turned her head and looked down at the one strap still holding her dress up. Her hand crossed her heaving chest as she brought the strap over her shoulder. The dress quickly fell around her feet. She stood naked except for the black panties. Her flawless alabaster skin flushed in her heated excitement as her full, heavy breasts rose and fell with each of her deep breaths.

Her body subtly twisted as her shoulders and hips rolled and her hands moved over her. Her left hand ran over one breast and then the other, kneading each between her fingers before teasing her hard nipples. Her right hand made an elongated ‘S’ as she caressed herself further and further down until her fingers, over the thin silk of her panties, dipped between her thighs. Slowly, her middle finger ran back and forth over the enflamed lips of her labia. Slowly, it made tight circles around her clit.

Her head drew back, her eyes fluttered, and her mouth opened and gasped in pleasure.

Jack saw himself place the camera down on a nearby table. He walked slowly up to her. With each step, his cock grew thicker and pushed tighter and tighter against his pants.

He stopped a foot from her. His eyes slowly made their way down and back up her body. He admired every curve of hers that slowly weaved before him.

He brought his hand up and over one of her breasts. He let it just hover over her soft skin, his palm just touching her nipple. She could feel the heat of his hand radiate through her. Her breathing was coming quicker. His hand then slowly came up her chest until his large hand was around her neck; thumb and fingers only just touching her skin. The heat from his hand felt intense, and she was gasping in anticipation. Her eyes looked up and locked on his.

Then he gripped her neck firmly and pulled her into him as he kissed her. Her breath caught as she let out a surprised whimper and then moaned into his mouth as his lips pressed against hers and his tongue drove deep into her mouth. Jack could feel her tongue twist around his as they kissed, and he savored her moans in his mouth.

He broke the kiss and looked down into her eyes as he said, “Show me.”

She gasped in a deep breath, then breathed out a slow, “Yesss.” Her hands came up along his stomach, gripped each side of his shirt, and ripped it open. His chest bare, she lay her hands upon him. Jack thought her hands felt cold at first, but he didn’t care as she started to massage his chest and then raked her nails down as she lowered herself before him.

With her on her knees, Jack pulled his shirt off as she looked up into his eyes. Her hands quickly undid his belt, the clasp of his pants, and unzipped him. His turgid cock strained the fabric in anticipation.

She licked her bottom lip as her hands went to either side of his hips, her fingers working between his skin and the top of his boxers and pants. Leaning slightly back, she pulled them down to just above his knees.

His hard cock, now released, leaped free and jutted against the side of her face.

Jessica sighed with a sultry grin across her lips as she readied to take him. Her nails dragged up, across his muscled thighs as her left hand gripped the base of his veined shaft. Her right hand held his taut ass.

With slightly parted lips, she laid wet kisses upon his length. Her lips and tongue softly caressed as her teeth taunted him here and there. After each kiss, her mouth parted slightly wider to lavish more and more of him.

Jack’s breath caught in his throat at the sight of her before him. Her soft, cool lips mixed with the piercing heat of her velvet tongue shot through him. His cock seemed to swell bigger with each of her kisses. And the firm bite and rake of her teeth enflamed his building lust further. He brought his right hand up and ran his fingers through her silky hair. He closed his eyes as he savored her affections.

Upon his engorged glans, her tongue deftly twirled around and beneath. Her lips took a bit of him in her mouth as she sucked just so slightly, then pulled him back out as her lips slowly came together at the tip.

A drop of his pearly seed formed, and she lapped it up. Then another. The tip of her tongue softly dug between the slit at the end, looking for more.

She looked up at Jack as she jerked his cock firmly in her left hand and ran it along one side of her face, then another.

“Mmmm, you looked so good when I saw you playing with yourself,” her voice huskily said.

Behind his closed eyes, his mind churned on what she just said. He didn’t remember that. Didn’t remember his dream-self masturbating. What was she referring to, he asked himself. He opened his eyes slightly and looked down into her eyes.

Then he heard his wife softly whispering in his ear, “Do you like that?”

His eyes wide, he looked to his side. His wife was standing nude against him. He could feel her breasts, her stomach, and her thigh on him as she purred and rubbed against him. One of her hands gripped and kneaded his shoulder and back as the other ran down his stomach and gripped his cock.

Looking down, he found Jessica’s and Laura’s hands dancing around each other, gripping his thick girth, jerking him back and forth.

And then he felt his hand that was gripping Jessica’s head. His fingers felt wet as they worked through her hair. He felt his fingertips slip between her scalp and run across a jagged and crushed skull.

He pulled his hand away with clumps of her hair stuck to the gore now coating his hand.

He held the tangled mess dangling from his right hand in front of him. His eyes were wide as his face contorted in horror.

To his side, he heard his wife whisper again, “Do you like that?”

And kneeling before him, Jessica’s face, once lovely, was now a ghastly composition of rotted flesh over a shattered skull.

“I want you,” Jessica’s maniacal skull said as its jaw opened wide, black lips dangling from black sinew, before taking his cock within and biting down.

“Aaaaaahhhhh!” Jack awoke screaming and wet with perspiration.

“Whoa…what is wrong?” Laura said laying next to him. Her nude body was writhing against his side as it was in his dream.

Jack’s eyes were wide as he quickly looked over at his wife and then down at his still turgid cock. It was still there; no skull had bitten down on it. But his wife’s tight little fist was slowly working along the length of his cock. Gripping and jerking him with slightly greater and greater force.

“Don’t you like that?” Laura asked in a sweet voice.

“I do, Laura,” he said and grunted in pleasure as she continued to stroke him. He was about to tell her of his dream, of Jessica, but that would only make her mad. She never acted like this before. Never woke up in the middle of the night and started to tease his cock. Never. And he didn’t want her to stop.

“Good!” Laura said as she got on her knees and worked her way over him to lie between his spread thighs. “Mmmm,” she moaned as she eyed his cock and started stroking him once more.

Jack propped himself up on one elbow to look down at her. In the faint light, behind the vale of hair, he could just see a glimmer of lustful hunger in her eyes as she bit her bottom lip. He reached down and ran his finger along her cheek and through her hair.

“I don’t know what has possessed you, but I love it!”

His wife slowly ran her tongue along and around the flared head of his cock.

“Good,” she said as she looked up at him. She rubbed his cock along each side of her face. “I’m not Laura. My name is Jessica. And if you are good, I won’t bite.”

She then took his cock deep in her mouth. Deeper and deeper until she had all of him.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you so much for reading Haunting Desire.

I hope you enjoyed the eerie tension, dark allure, and unbridled heat of Jack and Laura's story—from the chilling first glimpse of their new home's haunted past, to the seductive whispers from the shadows, and the pulse-pounding encounters that turn fear into forbidden ecstasy. If Jessica's ghostly temptations left you shivering with excitement, your heart racing, or craving more supernatural seduction, then I've hit the mark.

I’d be incredibly grateful if you took just thirty seconds to leave an honest review. Your words, even a quick line or star rating, help other readers discover the book and mean the world to indie authors like me. Click the link below to share your thoughts:

[image: ]

And if you’re craving more stories laced with supernatural heat, haunted desires, taboo twists, and no-holds-barred erotic thrills that linger long after the last page, I’d love to keep you in the loop. Follow me for updates on new releases, steamy sequels, bonus scenes, and whatever spectral ideas manifest next. Click the link below to stay connected.

[image: ]

Thank you again for stepping into this haunted world with me. Here’s to more chills, more thrills, and more desires that refuse to stay buried.

Until next time,

Rick Belgrin
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