
        
            
                
            
        

    
My New Haunt


An Unconventional Romance, Part 2

Myra Dusk


All rights reserved © 2025 Myra Dusk

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, or distributed by any means or in any form without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical review and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, and events portrayed in this book are products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locations is purely coincidental. All characters in this story are 18 years of age and older.


Contents


About
1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
8. Chapter 8
9. Chapter 9
10. Chapter 10
Get a free harem book!
Ready for more?



About
My New Haunt, Part 2


Okay, my house is haunted. But I have other things keeping me busy.

I was ready to dismiss the whole idea of a paranormal investigation until the house started doing things it never had before. Now there's no room for doubt, and I have to figure out how to fix this.

Because I like the town of Claironde. And even more, I like the people who are coming into my life. A life that I don't want ruined by something I don't understand.

Savannah, Hazel, and Celeste. I'm supposed to be thinking about ghosts with these three women around?


Chapter 1


From My New Haunt, Part 1...

Celeste released my hand, a smirk on her face as she slid her eyes over to Hazel. "Very nice, love. Good-looking guy," she said, quietly, but definitely not quietly enough to keep me from hearing. A tingle rose in my cheeks as I wondered if that had been on purpose, but I didn't say anything, even as Hazel giggled.

"Stop it," Hazel said, though not with much conviction. "We've got other stuff to talk about."

"Right. Yes." Celeste looked back at me, and those shrewd eyes grew laser-focused. "Lucas, Hazel was telling me about the situation at your house. I'd like to talk about that more with you, if that's alright."

"Um, sure," I said, blinking. But I had to inquire. "Can I ask why this is...ah...of interest to you, Celeste?"

"Of course." Celeste pushed her hair back behind an ear. "I'm a paranormal investigator. And I'm concerned that fourteen-seventeen Willowhip Avenue may be more dangerous than you realize."

LUCAS

"Dangerous?" I repeated. "What do you—"

Of course, the server came then, and I pulled my words back like they were on fishing line. Celeste gave me a small nod, but turned her attention to the server, I guess not wanting to discuss all this while he was here.

I hadn't shown up very hungry, and then seeing Celeste and Hazel looking hot as hell had pushed food pretty far from my mind—add in the revelation that my house might be dangerous, and I didn't care what I ordered. So we got our choices in quickly, and I finished my thought.

"What makes you think that?" I said quietly. I was waiting for Celeste to smile, or laugh, something to put me at ease. But that didn't come. Her gaze was steady and unblinking.

"I spoke with Hazel about the history of the house," Celeste said, pushing a lock of her dark brown hair behind her ear. "For a presence to be in such an old home...it speaks of something accumulated over time. That's further reinforced by the fact that you witnessed actual object manipulation."

"It was just the pictures," I said, looking over at Hazel. "We didn't think...it was scary."

"It was a little scary," Hazel said with a short, nervous laugh. "I was excited, we'd just...well, you know." She grinned, running her tongue along her front teeth and making my cheeks go pink. "I had a lot of adrenaline. It took some time to set in how actually freaky it was."

I flicked my eyes over to Celeste, who took in this information without reaction. Well, hell, they were friends, they were women; obviously Hazel had already told her we'd been having sex.

"There's no need to be shy about it," Celeste said, probably noticing the look on my face. "Every bit of information is important when it comes to determining the nature of a haunting. That includes how intimacy factors in."

Hazel wiggled her eyebrows at me, and I held in a laugh. I was being pulled in a bunch of different directions, trying to shrug off the idea of a dangerous spirit while also taking it seriously, while also having intimacy details floating in the air between the three of us.

"But as I was saying," Celeste said, leaning in toward me. The little window on the chest of her black dress showed the swell of her cleavage perfectly, and I did my best not to look at it, meaning I only failed a couple of times. "A house of this age; a presence of this supposed tenure. It points to a growing problem, perhaps frustration on the part of the spirits, or perhaps a rising energy level as they grow closer to reaching their goal."

"Their goal." The idea of my house having a goal was strangely terrifying. "What the hell could its goal be?"

"Unfortunately, that's where the information stops." Celeste sat back in her chair. "I want to find out more."

"Lucas." Hazel reached across the table and took my hand. "There's something crazy going on at your place, something unique. Something you're connected to now, even though you didn't plan on it. If you want to stay in Claironde..." The way she looked at me told me that she hoped I did. "We have to figure this out."

I squeezed her hand, and she squeezed me back before pulling back to her chair.

"So then," I said, looking between the two of them, "what is it you want to do?"

"I'd like to bring some equipment to the house," Celeste said. "An EMF meter. Devices for measuring and analyzing temperature and pressure changes. A geophone for tracking vibrations, since you have movement in the house. Some other things, but the purpose of it all is to pinpoint the activity, try to understand its nature, a trend, and glean something from that."

Hearing all of this out of the blue, terms from a practice that I knew nothing about, all wrapped up in the possibility that something in my house might actually be willing or able to hurt me? This was too much.

"Are you alright, hon?" Hazel looked concerned.

"I'm fine," I said, which was a lie, but the truth was too complicated and even I didn't understand it. "I just...I appreciate all this, really. You coming out, Celeste, and wanting to help with the house. I'm..." I let out a slow breath, regaining my composure. "I think I just need to sleep on this before I jump into an entire investigation."

Celeste nodded, her features softening. "I understand this is a lot, especially if you're new to the world of the spiritual. I may have come on too strong about the danger in the house, but it would be irresponsible of me not to mention the possibility of it. It doesn't mean the ceiling is going to fall on you tonight, Lucas." She smiled, a real one, not just the polite nice-to-meet-you smile, and it made her blue eyes sparkle. "Of course take some time. If you do want to move forward at any point, though, I'd ask that you take note of any activity you notice in the house going forward. It could help."

"I can do that."

Celeste looked down to her side, and I heard the buckle of a clutch opening. Her hand came up with a business card offered to me, and I took it.

Celeste Lusane

Paranormal Investigations and Consulting

Her contact information was below that. I tucked the card into my wallet.

"What about getting rid of the ghosts?" I said. "You don't do that?"

Celeste grinned. "That's an entirely different specialty. My work is focused around understanding them, which is the foundation for anything actionable. You'd be wasting your time if you called in a priest before a ghost hunter."


Chapter 2


After dinner, I left Hazel and Celeste to catch up, hugging Hazel and shaking Celeste's hand. I had been right—when Celeste had stood, it was clear that she was taller than me. Knowing what she did for a living, it all came together to make her a very imposing figure, tall and beautiful and confident. I believed she really could help, and that she knew exactly what she was doing.

I just didn't know how far I wanted to go with all of this.

At first, it had been interesting, and plenty exciting. But learning what I'd learned, seeing what had happened, and even worse, starting to feel anxious about what might happen next...let's just say that my excitement had tampered down some.

If I looked further into it, brought in the scientific aspect of it all with Celeste and her expertise and equipment, what other things was I going to uncover?

Driving back home, I realized my heart was beating faster. The closer I got the house, the more my anxiety raised up, making my breath come short as I chewed on the inside of my lip.

"This is bullshit," I said to myself through gritted teeth as I pulled into my driveway. I gripped the steering wheel hard enough to make my knuckles turn white.

I flat-out refused to be scared of my own house. I wasn't going to live like that, and I wasn't going to turn tail and run away from it, either. It felt stupid and childish to behave this way, to walk on tiptoes around a place that was mine, a place that had housed a member of my family, a place that great-aunt Louisa had left to me without any note of warning, because obviously that would have been nuts to put in a will.

I wasn't going to let some wiggly picture frames stand between me and my only link to a family I never got the chance to know.

I got out of my truck and slammed the door, hating that my heart still raced in my chest, and went up the stairs, unlocking the door and pushing inside. And I was greeted by...

Silence. I was greeted by a house, by the tacit accumulation of my late aunt's things, by the quiet resting of what I'd brought in so far.

"Good," I said, because suddenly I just was not in the mood for any of this haunting shit. I wanted to live in a house and think about normal stuff like cleaning, and work, and...Hazel. Yes. That was where I wanted to focus my thoughts.

Thankfully, I had brought in my bluetooth speaker and charged it up. I turned it on, maxed the volume, and blasted music to every corner that the little thing could reach. If the house wanted to make noise, make some more glass for me to clean up, fine. But it wasn't going to get a reaction out of me.

I cleaned until I was wiped out, and I fell asleep clear-headed, without a disturbance from the house and with Hazel's pretty face in my mind.

I woke up the next morning to the alarm blaring from my phone, which I was grateful that I had set until I remembered that I didn't have any specific reason to. The house was still and quiet around me as I sat up on the couch and stretched.

"I need to move to a bedroom," I said to myself. This house had plenty of them. I'd actually just gotten a new mattress and sheets into the master bedroom, but I hadn't made the move in yet. It was easier to collapse onto the couch.

I got up and took a stroll through the house, meandering, not particularly in a rush. I was also in no hurry to start a full day of cleaning. I had made a lot of progress, and the place was actually looking pretty good.

Showering, I had the conversation with Hazel and Celeste back on my mind. I wanted to talk to them both, and give Celeste an answer, but I knew that I'd end up getting into my own head about it too much if I didn't give it a little more time. Celeste had been apologetic, but her words really had put some fright into me. I didn't want to launch a whole investigation, and possibly even make things worse, out of fear. I wanted to make sure it was necessary.

Getting out of the shower and drying myself off, I knew who I wanted to talk to.

I parked at the library and got out with my borrowed book in my hand. I'd skimmed through it looking for other mentions of hauntings, but Savannah had been right on the money—the only mention was that small part about a motel that no longer existed, so it was a bit of a dead end.

Walking into the library, I realized I didn't even know if she was working today. But I was relieved to see her face behind the front desk, next to an older, frail-looking gentleman who slowly sorted through a stack of books.

Savannah smiled when she looked up and met my eyes.

"Lucas!" she said, briefly flicking her eyes down to the book I held. "You're alive. I thought the house might have eaten you up."

"Really?" Shit, had she started to put stock in all this, too?

"No, sweet thing." Savannah let out a little laugh, the sound punctuated by her coworker's painstakingly slow strikes on his keyboard. "I was hoping a couple nights with the book might set your mind at ease, though. You still looking into it?"

"Yeah," I said. "Honestly, I wanted to talk to you about it some more. You seem to know so much about the town." I glanced over at the man working to her left, who didn't seem to be aware I existed. "If now is a good time."

Savannah's smile flashed wider, like she had been waiting for me to ask that very thing.

"It's a wonderful time," she said simply. She rested her hand on her colleague's narrow shoulder. "Bertrand, dear. I'm going to step away for a little while with Lucas here. You page me up top if ya need anything, alright?"

Bertrand looked slowly up at me, then even slower over to Savannah. "Yes, yes. Not a problem."

"Much appreciated." Savannah looked to me again. "Same spot as before? Let me check that back in for you, and I'll meet you over there."

She took the book from me, her fingers grazing gently over mine. Excitement prickled through me at her touch, and I chastised myself. We were in a library, for Christ's sake.

I found my way over to the table where we'd sat before. This time we had some company, a middle-aged woman at the next table over, but I was past the point of being embarrassed of being overheard about the haunting. If anyone eavesdropped, well, I hoped they would enjoy it.


Chapter 3


Ilooked over the books on the nearby shelf for a moment before I saw Savannah coming the short staircase leading up to this level. Today her hair was down, bouncy and light, and she was in a pair of form-fitting capris and a V-neck shirt with the library's logo on the breast. It showed a lot more of her cleavage than the other day's demure dress.

"You wanna chat, huh?" Savannah stopped by the table, a hand on her hip. "Blues from Claironde didn't have what you were looking for."

"Not exactly." We sat down at the table, Savannah across from me.

"Well, I'm glad to see you. How are you liking Claironde so far?" she asked. "You're a few days in now."

"It's great," I said. "Mostly I've just been cleaning up stuff at the house."

"Rob was impressed with you," Savannah said. "'Least, I think so. He's always in such a rush, it's hard to get a sense of the man."

Rob was her brother, who had taken me into his crew for the sidewalk job. "Yeah, he said he would get me on the books. Thank you again for that, having work is a load off my mind."

Savannah nodded. "You say so. But you don't look like a guy without a care in the world, Lucas. You been having some rough nights at the house?"

"I guess I did promise you a report," I remembered.

"Mm."

So I told her. I told her about that first night, and then about meeting Hazel on the job. They knew each other—small town, of course—and Savannah wasn't surprised to hear that Hazel had believed the haunting situation right away.

"Hazel's a peach," Savannah said. "Truly. Smart as a whip too, running that store and her website. But she's a lot more invested in metaphysical things than I am."

Savannah had told me she was a skeptic the first day I'd met her. Hell, that was partly why I wanted to talk to her, and hearing that level voice brought me some relief.

I kept going, with what I'd told Hazel over dinner, and going home with her, and what had happened then. I told her about the dinner with Celeste and how this was all starting to sound both too crazy and too real at the same time.

I was so into the story that I hardly realized I had basically told her Hazel and I had sex—not outright, but implied and obvious, and by the time I finished I was losing steam and feeling embarrassed.

"And now you're here," she said.

"Yeah," I mumbled, trying to run back the dialogue in my head to see if I'd said anything stupid or inappropriate.

Savannah didn't seem to be bothered, though. "Sounds to me like you were pretty distracted the other night. With Hazel." A smile turned up the corners of her lips.

"Um." I did my best to tread carefully. I wasn't sure why, I just assumed that most people wouldn't want to hear about the sexual escapades of people they'd just met. "You could say that."

"Maybe distracted enough to not notice..." Savannah waved her hand in the air. "Certain repetitive motions disturbing your bedroom?"

"Living room," I said automatically, trying not to chew the inside of my lip.

"Ah. The couch. Even less sturdy." Savannah gave me a knowing look. "I want to tell you what I think, sugar, and I don't want you to think I'm being high-and-mighty about it. That's not my intent. I want to give you an alternate version of these events and see how it sits with ya."

I just nodded, still slightly reeling from oversharing.

Savannah gave me a warm smile. "I think that Celeste woman scared the bejeesus out of you, for starters, and that might be coloring how you look back at all of this. You've come from a ways away, to a new place where you don't know anybody. All you know is you had a great-aunt, and that she died—and now you're in her house."

Savannah shifted, leaning closer. The undersides of her breasts rested on the table.

"You have the unfortunate circumstance of showing up here on the summons of death, with death on your mind. It's a big, empty house. It's old, and it makes noise. You're worked half-crazy with cleaning out a space big enough for a whole crew, meanwhile Rob's got you waking up at the crack of dawn to pour concrete."

"Yeah..."

Savannah reached across the table and found my hand, holding it softly. "I'm glad you found some company. Hazel's a good woman. But all this talk...ya might have fed into each other a little bit." Her thumb rubbed my palm. "I say this, Lucas, because I don't want you to have a reason to be scared. I love this town, you know. You deserve a better impression of it than the idea of a haunted house."

Her touch was warm and welcoming. When she smiled and pulled back, I almost reached for her again.

"So this is all to say, maybe you're scaring yourself a bit more than the house is." Her dark brown eyes met mine, her head tilted slightly. "What do you think?"

"I think…" I let out a breath, blinking. "I think you're making me feel a whole lot better."

Savannah smiled, looking me over. "Well, you do seem less tense over there, Lucas."

"That's just from hanging out with you," I said, without even thinking about it. I flinched a little when Savannah's eyebrows raised up ever-so-slightly, and I thought about taking it back, saying something to qualify it a little. Something about being around her just made me open up my mouth and say whatever was on my mind.

But Savannah's initial reaction was short-lived, a smile teasing at the corners of her mouth. She parted her lips to speak, but then she glanced down the table at the woman sitting further down; she flicked her eyes back toward the desk, where Bertrand was sitting and getting a little older.

"Come with me," she said, and unless I was crazy, there was a rushed sound to her hushed voice. "I want to hear a little more about what happened in your...living room."

"My..."

Savannah was already getting up. As I stood to follow her into the bookshelves, part of me wondered if she was upset with me, and she was just taking me someplace more private to tell me that I was being, I don't know, inappropriate or something.

But she's the one who wants to ask about the living room.

She led me away from the tables, around a corner in the back of the bookshelves, to a part of the library where it looked like the lights had been intentionally dimmed to discourage patrons from wandering this way. There were plain gray doors set into the wall and further down toward the next corner, and I read an Employees Only sign on two of them.

The pretty librarian didn't take us through them, though; she just stopped a few feet down from one, leaning against the wall, beckoning me over with her eyes. In the dim lighting, it looked like the dark green color of her tight shirt blended in with her skin, like she was wearing nothing at all. I stood across from her, gingerly pressing my shoulders back against the sturdy bookshelf behind me.

"So," she said, and that single word crackled through the air.

"So," I repeated, my heartbeat picking up speed. "I'm pretty sure I mentioned everything about the, uh, the living room."

"There are some more details I'm interested in, actually..." Savannah swung her eyes around again, like she was making sure we were alone, before she reached forward and gently took my hand, rubbing her thumb across the tops of my fingers. She raised her eyes to meet mine. "If you're willing to share, Lucas."

Willing to share. Her thumb continued to rub across me, gently, slowly, warmly. "You're asking about Hazel and me?"

Savannah smiled, showing her teeth. "I suppose I am. It might be the skeptic in me, hon, but I find myself more intrigued by the...prurient details of your night together." She slipped her hand further into mine. "As long as that doesn't make you uncomfortable."

It didn't. It certainly made me something, and that something was stirring in my pants and heating up the collar of my shirt. I'd never been in a position like this, a woman asking me about what I'd done with another woman.

"I...don't know what to say," I admitted, my cheeks heating up and a small grin taking over my face as Savannah watched me. "Maybe you could give me a little help."

Her eyes flashed, catching the soft light. "Well, let's see..."

Savannah moved closer, close enough for her breath to wash over me, close enough for her breasts to just barely touch up against my shirt. Close enough that if I got any harder, she would feel it.

"Was she a good kisser?"

I smelled the sweet mint on her breath. "Yeah, she was."

"Mm." Savannah's lips were close to mine. "She looks like she'd be a good kisser. But of course it's best to hear it from someone who knows for sure..."

She put her hand up on my chest, and I just knew she could feel my heart thumping against my ribcage. "I don't normally...hm...behave like this, just so ya know. But I just been thinking about you ever since you showed up here, and you're really damn cute, and unless I'm awful mistaken, you've been giving me more than one look that ain't just you reading the logo on my shirt.

"So I wanna see how I compare to Hazel."

Her words dripped onto me like warm honey. Her hand was warm on my chest and I was hard enough now to be prodding against the curve of her thigh, with no room to back away, nor any desire to.

"I've been thinking about you, too," I said, and it was true; even with Hazel so fresh in my mind, my thoughts had turned toward Savannah more than once. "But I didn't imagine that you could be into me for real."

"Why's that?" Savannah breathed, meeting my eyes. "Just 'cause I'm a little older?"

"No," I responded. "You're just too fucking beautiful."

She gave me a big smile and a light laugh. "See, this is why I like you, sugar."

The tension was thick enough to drown in. So instead I moved into her and felt her boobs squish up against my chest and found Savannah's lips in the back of the library among the books and distant rustle of turning pages.


Chapter 4


The kiss was soft and gentle at first, but when Savannah's hand brushed against my dick through my pants, I came fully alive. I pushed away from the bookshelf and got Savannah back up against the wall, sliding my tongue into her mouth, Savannah moaning softly into mine as we tasted each other.

She sucked on my tongue, grabbing my hardness, her strong fingers wrapping my dick in the denim of my jeans. I put my arms around her and pulled her into me, feeling the delicious ache of pressing my rock-hard cock up against her. Her lips were soft and her tongue was passionate, and by the time we parted I almost felt dizzy, my cheeks hot and my breath coming fast.

Savannah's breath was fast too, as she gave my dick a squeeze. "Sure feels like that was good for you."

"Christ, yes," I said, sliding my hand up her back. "So good I want to do it again."

Another kiss; another rush of arousal through me, lighting my senses on fire and making my dick feel like it was going to explode in my pants. Something about her tongue, the way it felt on mine, the way she explored me with no hesitation...it drove me crazy.

"I have another question for you," Savannah said, her lips grazing across my cheek to reach my earlobe. "Did Hazel suck your dick?"

"Um..."

Savannah tugged me over to the side, deeper into the corner, and I helped her get my pants down. It was no small feat over the stiff rod of my cock, and when I sprang free with the force of a coiled spring, Savannah quickly took me in her hand and pressed her soft lips against the head.

I moaned as she took me into her mouth, my back pressed up against the cinderblock rear wall of the library, hardly believing this was happening. But I put my fingers into the loose black curls of Savannah's hair and I knew it was real.

Why? Hell if I knew. I had been flirting, but not with any real skill. Maybe thinking about her (fantasizing about her, admittedly) somehow put this out into the universe, like she knew. Maybe hooking up with Hazel had made me pass some kind of Claironde litmus test in Savannah's eyes. Maybe I had some kind of appeal as an out-of-towner.

Or maybe sex was fun and it felt good and you didn't need a whole bunch of reasons to do it.

Savannah's knees moved forward on the carpet as she took me deeper into her throat, her hand on my hip, my jeans hanging on above my knees. All I could do was bite my lip and run my hand down her cheek as she swallowed me and started to bob on my shaft.

She didn't seem particularly worried about getting caught, but that didn't stop my eyes from darting around. But obviously she knew what she was doing; Savannah had taken me over to this secluded corner of the library where I could hardly hear a sound other than her, and she was quiet as a mouse even while I felt her throat squeeze around my cock and she made my eyes roll back in my head. It must have been a special skillset of a librarian. It made me wonder what else we might be able to get away with back here.

Me, I had to clamp my teeth down onto my lip to keep from making any more noise as Savannah slid her lips along my pole and tickled at my balls with her fingernails, which made shivers travel up my spine. With Savannah on her knees below me, all I could do was curl my fingers into her hair and tense up against the wall while trying to be quiet.

"Savannah," I uttered in a choked whisper, letting the breath hiss out of me. "I'm...close."

Savannah responded by pushing her other hand up my stomach under my shirt and scratching down my midsection, with the quietest "mm-hm" floating up to my ears. It was so fucking sexy that it undid me instantly, and in the next second I was biting my tongue and whimpering as I exploded into Savannah's mouth while the talented librarian took down every single shot.

She pulled off of me slowly, her hair unraveling from my fingers as her tongue slid along the underside of my dick until we parted. Looking up at me, she smiled while tugging upward on the waist of my jeans.

"Get dressed, hon. We're in public."

I snorted, and she giggled, standing while I buckled my belt.

"That was fun." She grinned. "I think I've left Bertrand hanging on solo long enough, though. I can't be shirking work to sneak off into the stacks all day."

"I wish you could," I said, my heart trying to slow down. "That was fucking incredible."

"Duty does call." Savannah came up close to me, her hand on my shoulder. "But maybe I can come by later tonight, huh? Get a closer look and see if there's really anything to be scared of."

"That would be great." A smile broke across my face at the idea of her coming over. "I can take care of some of the cleaning I've been putting off. But don't expect...too much. It's a haunted house, after all."

She laughed, but I was being coy. I already felt bad enough about Hazel having come over and seen the place in the state it was in. I was going to get stuff done for real today, so that I didn't have anything to be ashamed of.

"Let me walk you back," I offered, and Savannah planted a soft kiss on my cheek before the two of us left our snug little hideaway and emerged back into the natural light of the library. I glanced around the floor, but nobody gave us a second look. I doubted Savannah would have done that if there was any chance of us getting caught, surely.

Unless the idea of that turned her on. It had done a little more for me than I wanted to admit, if I was being honest.

"See you later, okay?" Savannah said once she was back behind the desk, the look in her eyes heavy with a whole new meaning.

"I can't wait," I said.

[image: image-placeholder]

Texting Hazel in between bouts of cleaning, I felt strange, like I wasn't exactly sure if I should feel guilty about what happened with Savannah. It wasn't that Hazel hadn't crossed my mind back there in the library, but it hadn't seemed like I was doing anything wrong, right?

The house is starting to look livable


HAZEL: That's good. Maybe the ghosts are only there because it was dirty



I chuckled. We weren't exactly going out, we'd known each other a couple days and we had hooked up. I liked her a lot, yeah...but shit, I liked Savannah, too. They were both nice, and hot as hell, and fun to talk to, not to mention how they were helping me with this whole haunting thing. It wasn't that either of them were putting me in a situation where I had to choose, or something—Savannah clearly didn't mind that Hazel and I were hooking up—but if it did come to something like that, it wasn't a decision I wanted to have to make.

"Well, you don't have to, at least not right now, so don't worry about it," I said to myself, tying up a trash bag and appreciating how the air was starting to not smell like dust. No need for me to invent situations to stress myself out. I had plenty to deal with in real life: a dirty house, two women I wanted to impress or at least not embarrass myself in front of, and a possible spirit or presence or ghost or whatever-the-fuck you wanted to call it breaking my picture frames.

At least it had been quiet for a while. Long enough to make me think maybe it was over, or that it had never happened in the first place. Savannah had been pretty convincing, and it had been a while without anything happening...

I really didn't know. I might have been imagining all of this, making more out of it than there was. Hazel was fun and I think she had enjoyed the idea of it, but we didn't really have any evidence.

So, what is there to do around here besides eat? 


I'd like to see you today, but I just destroyed a big sandwich


HAZEL: Have you been to Laselle Park? It's a very pretty walk



I still had some time before she would be able to meet up. That was good. I could think about what I wanted to say, and how I wanted to break it to Hazel that I'd decided I didn't want to get into the whole paranormal investigation thing with Celeste.

"It's just not going to lead anywhere good," I said to myself as I stacked old books for the garbage that were in too rough of shape to save. I had a habit of planning my decisions out loud, at least when no one was around. "If anything is really going on here, it's just...it's something I can handle on my own. I don't need to get Hazel and Celeste involved." I loaded a cardboard box with decayed books. "Or Savannah, for that matter."

I took the books out to the curb, dropped them, twisted around to stretch my back, and returned inside, where I kept talking to myself.

"I hope she doesn't mind." I moved toward the bathroom, considering a shower, but I hadn't really broken too much of a sweat moving stuff around. I could skip it. "Her or Celeste. They knew I was on the fence about this."

It felt rude to, I dunno, deny Celeste's services, but giving it some time and talking to Savannah had straightened me out a bit. Being alone here at first, not knowing anyone—I'd made a lot out of what had happened that first night here. I had been fully ready to believe what Celeste had said about the house being dangerous, and I'd fallen a bit too far into it.

"This is going to be better," I said. "I can spend time on other things here in town, and keep all of them out of it."

I dusted off my hands and looked out the front window. It was a nice day, hot and humid, but nice, and I was going for a walk in the park with Hazel. There was nothing to be concerned about. With a smile on my face, I headed toward the door, and the couch shot sideways in front of me, blocking my path.

I leapt back, too shocked to yelp, with my breath caught in my throat. The couch had slid over hard, bunching up the rug in front of the door and hitting the hutch hard enough to rock it sideways, though it didn't tip over. It just slammed back to the floor with a thud, leaving me in heavy silence.

My heart pounded against my ribs as I slowly unclenched my body, with the exception of my fists. I stared at the couch, waiting for it to move again.

Jesus, holy fuck. That thing just moved like it got fired out of a cannon. If that had hit me...

But it hadn't hit me, hadn't even come close. I hadn't been the target. The house had wanted to block the door.

And keep me inside.


Chapter 5


Isucked in a breath.

"What the fuck!?" I shouted into the empty living room. My voice bounced off the walls and didn't get a response. My fucking heart wasn't slowing down. I wanted to be angry, and I was, but I also didn't want to be scared—and I was.

I swallowed down past the lump of that fear in my throat and I stomped forward to the couch. I dragged it to the side, away from the door. But before I could get it all the way, it pulled back in my hands, and I gasped in surprise and let it go. It slid firmly back in front of the door while I stepped backward, twisted up my feet in the rug, and fell down on my ass.

"Fuck," I muttered, getting up and brushing myself off. I thought about trying to pull the couch away again, but the feeling of nothing pulling against me and yanking it out of my hands, it was too goddamn freaky. I didn't want to feel that again.

So what was I going to do? Go out a goddamn window?

"I don't think so," I murmured, eyeing the couch like the cushions were going to lift up and reveal rows of pointed teeth. "If it can block a door, it can hold down a window." And I wasn't going to go jumping through the glass like some action hero.

I stared at the door, but nothing else was happening. It was a standoff. The house wasn't coming to get me, but it wasn't letting me leave. Why? Who the fuck knew. Maybe I wasn't in danger right now, but this was no twitching picture frame. If the presence here could shove a couch with that kind of force, could pull it right out of my grip—that meant if it did want to hurt me, it certainly fucking could.

And what was I going to do if it changed its mind and decided I was the enemy?

"I'm not trying to hurt you," I said to no one, just like earlier, except I very much felt that I wasn't alone anymore. "What's the problem? The cleaning? I have to clean. Did I throw out something important to you?"

I was looking at the couch, the door, the hutch, even turning around to look at the fireplace, because I didn't know where to talk, exactly.

"I can go and get it if you let me out."

Nothing. Not even the tiniest hair of movement.

"Fuck. Fuck. I don't know how to communicate with you." I blinked, the realization coming to me. "I...need Hazel. And Celeste."

Hazel was waiting for me, expecting me at Laselle Park. And now I didn't want to tell her to call off the investigation, I practically wanted to beg her to ring up Celeste and get it going.

It took one moving couch to get me to change my mind real quick. Unfortunately that same couch was still blocking my path out.

I took out my phone, weighing it in my hand. Should I call her, have her ask Celeste to bring whatever kit she had over? It wasn't like I had much of a choice if I couldn't leave. But...

"I don't want to bring them here while it's like this," I whispered. "I'm not going to put them in danger."

I put my phone away and looked up at the couch. "Listen, I don't want to break the windows, okay? They're my windows too. But there's not enough furniture in here for you to block them all, I'll get out eventually. Whatever you want...let's figure it out, alright? It doesn't have to be like this."

I let out a long breath, waiting.

Nothing.

More nothing.

And then the couch started to slide away from the door. Inch by inch, slowly, almost indecisive, but it gradually moved back to where it belonged beneath the window, leaving my exit path free.

I stepped forward and smoothed out the crumpled rug, opening up the door. It didn't pull away from me, nor did the couch come flying back to crush me against the hutch.

"Thanks," I muttered, stepping outside and walking down the porch steps.

Had I really threatened the ghosts into submission? It sure didn't feel like it. I doubted the presence could really understand what I was saying, because if it could, it should be able to communicate more effectively than throwing furniture around, right?

I didn't know, and that was why I needed help.

I started to walk toward the truck, which was when I realized I didn't have my car keys. I punched a frustrated breath out through my lips and turned around, staring up at the porch.

"I'm not gonna be afraid of my own house," I told myself, and I went back up the stairs. I pushed open the door and stood there for a second, breathing it in.

Nothing. But this time, in a good way.

I got my keys from the side table on the other side of the couch and left, getting in my truck and heading toward the park. I was glad I had gone back inside, because I had been able to feel the air in there, and it was different. Like whatever I had done to cause the problem had actually been resolved, except I didn't know the cause and effect. I had to assume that I had accidentally gotten rid of something important when I was cleaning. But that didn't explain why it had let me go when I'd yet to have a chance to return whatever it was.

I shook my head. Nope, I wasn't going to figure this out on my own. I hoped to hell that Celeste could.

I parked on the street, looking around for the lamppost Hazel had mentioned as a meeting spot, and there she was. Blonde, smiling, her wavy hair brushing her bare shoulders, the wide neck of her tie-dye shirt going down half of her left arm. Seeing her was...well, the exact opposite of a possessed couch trying to trap me in my living room.

I walked up to her dazzling grin and she threw her arms around me, hugging me tight.

"It's good to see you," I said, hugging her back.

"Likewise," Hazel said in my ear, her hair tickling the side of my neck. She pulled back, holding me by the shoulders. "You all right, Lucas?" Her warm brown eyes grew concerned. "I hate to say it, but you look like you've seen a ghost."

That made me laugh, watching her stick her tongue between her teeth and try not to smile.

"Let's talk about it on the move," I said, looking past her at the park. "Show me all the good spots here."

"Oh, there's plenty." Hazel snuck her arm through mine and found my hand, and we set off down a walking path that was split in three by the tall black lamppost. I curled my fingers into hers and enjoyed the moment, the sun warm, the air clear and fresh and the smells of grass all around. Our shoes scraped the cement path as we went down a slight hill into a little valley in the park, winding to the left.

"So," I started, finally getting around to it. I had been stalling, not wanting to interrupt the serenity of the day.

"So." Hazel glanced over at me, then both of us watched a dog pull on its leash further down the path, trying to get at a squirrel that was already well up a tree.

"I think that it's a good idea to get Celeste over to the house," I said, chewing on my lip. "It's not something I can take care of on my own."

Hazel gripped my hand a little tighter. "Did something happen?"

"Yeah..." I gave her the details of my great escape past the couch. "Now I don't know what to expect from the damn place. I thought the worst it would get was those pictures falling over."

"My god, Lucas..." Hazel stopped, turning to face me. "That's insane. You could have gotten hurt."

"Maybe," I said. "I don't know. I still don't get the sense that it wants to hurt me. The problem is that I have no idea what it wants. Like, at all."

Hazel nodded. "Its goals may be nebulous. Beyond our understanding, perhaps even impossible to interpret."

"Shit, I hope not," I said. "'Cause that's going to make fixing all this pretty damn hard."

"Truly." Hazel rubbed her fingers up my arm. "But I'm not saying I don't want to try. We're all resourceful fellows, and I think we can get something done."

We started walking again, drifting on and off the path to feel the grass. We moved into a stretch of trees, the path growing shady. The thin canopy grew over top of us, crossing to either side, making the short stretch through the copse of trees intimate and cozy.

"I want to come over," Hazel said.

I looked at her, my face grim. "I don't know if that's such a good idea. Just with, you know...everything that happened. I'd feel like I'm putting you in danger."

Hazel's face grew set and determined. "No fucking ghost is keeping me away from you, Lucas. I'll punch it right in the face."

I cracked up, amazed at her deadpan, and she slowly smiled.

"I'm serious, though. I'm not afraid." She beamed. "I'm fascinated. And I want the spirit to know that we're friendly, and we're not going to harm it, but we're also not gonna let it boss us around. You agree?"

I finished laughing and wiped the corner of my eye. "Yeah. Yeah, I do."

Hazel kissed me on the cheek. "Let's go and say hi, then."


Chapter 6


Celeste wasn't going to be back in town until tomorrow, so Hazel and I got back to my place just the two of us, sitting in my truck and looking up at the house. Déjà vu crept through me, and I shivered. Hazel put her hand on my leg.

"It's a little more intimidating when you're actually looking at it," she said.

"And when the sun's starting to go down," I added. I looked over at Hazel. She was golden in the fading light; radiant. I could see the tiny hairs sticking out gently from the sides of her tresses, her silver earrings surrounded in golden halos. She was so goddamn pretty I felt like taking a picture wouldn't be enough. I wanted to, like, paint her. Not that I could.

"I think I have to tell you something," I said to her.

"Hm?" Hazel blinked, maybe thrown off by the tone of my voice. "What?"

"I kind of..." Fuck, this was hard. Somehow it was easier to talk about ghosts. "The librarian, Savannah, I think you know her?"

She nodded. "Of course. I love Savannah."

"I went to the library today and..." I let out my breath in a whoosh, just forcing my way through it, not looking away from Hazel's face. "She and I, we kind of hooked up. I'm not really sure how it happened."

"You're kidding." Hazel raised an eyebrow, and my face went hot like I'd been caught stealing.

"I didn't plan—"

"She did you in the library?" The corners of Hazel's lips were turning upward. "She would never! Would she?" Now she tilted her head, thinking.

"Uh." I stopped whatever I had been saying, completely lost. "I guess so."

"That's so—oh. Lucas." Hazel grabbed my hand and squeezed it. "Relax, love. I'm not upset. Just wrapping my head around it. The idea of Savannah getting naughty with you on the job is just...wow."

I waited for the adrenaline to seep out of my veins. "I must know nothing about women. I just assumed that I had fucked up."

Hazel giggled. "Not to be too casual about it, but we haven't known each other very long, have we? We didn't talk about dating, being exclusive, anything like that. I'm not concerned about what you get up to. Especially if you're nice enough to tell me about it. I just might want more details if you bring it up, so you'd best be ready to open up."

I had a flashback of Savannah saying basically the same thing to me back in the library. A smile of relief and excitement came across my face.

"No secrets from you," I assured her.

"Or Savannah, hm?" Hazel slid her hand up my arm. "I assume she knows about me and you?"

"Yeah," I said, letting out a chuckle. "She asked. Pointedly. And with interest."

"That sounds like Savannah."

And speaking of things sounding like Savannah, it was only once I heard her car pull into the driveway that I remembered she was supposed to come over tonight. Her headlights shone in the rearview mirror of my truck, and both Hazel and I turned in our seats.

"Expecting company?" Hazel asked.

"Oh right." I rolled up the windows. "Savannah. I totally forgot she wanted to come see about the house—I'd been talking to her about the haunting, and then the couch thing threw me off so hard."

"Let's go and say hi." Hazel threw me a grin, then got out of the truck. I stepped out too, closing the door as Savannah turned off her lights and got out of her green SUV.

"Hazel!" Savannah threw her hands up. "I thought that was you, doll!"

"Hey, lady!" Hazel went up and hugged her, pressing her head into her shoulder. I walked up to the two of them, my hands in my pockets, feeling about as awkward as I could. And when they turned to me, smiling and meeting my eyes, I was tense. I waited for someone to say something, and it turned out to be me.

"Hi, Savannah," I said.

"You look surprised as hell, Lucas," Savannah said, her eyes glimmering with mirth. "Forget I was coming over? I knew I shoulda scooped your digits before you left earlier."

"I...almost remembered." My face got a little hot, but neither of them seemed upset, so I relaxed. "I had some crazy shit go on today, actually."

"He caught me up on you two at the library," Hazel said to Savannah with a wink, and well, my cheeks went red again pretty damn fast. "I do want to hear more about that. But what happened to Lucas at the house might be even more interesting."

"Oh?" Savannah turned toward me, waiting.

Personally, I thought the library was more interesting. But I was probably a little biased. I much preferred getting blown to having a house try to keep me prisoner.

"There was some...big activity," I started, watching Savannah carefully. Telling her about this was different than telling Hazel. As Savannah's eyebrows raised throughout my story, I didn't know how to read her. Shocked, sure. But believing me totally? I didn't think so.

Not that I blamed her. It was an awful lot to take at face value, even from a face she seemed to like as much as mine.

But Savannah didn't dismiss me. Not that I had expected her to, but I also hadn't expected her to change her skeptical outlook based on hearing my wild experience secondhand.

"Were y'all going in to investigate, then?" Savannah looked past me, up at the house. "I wouldn't mind seeing some of this for real. It would be...fascinating." She dropped her eyes back to me. "I won't lie to you, the house does seem a bit more imposing in the setting sun."

"It has an energy to it," Hazel agreed. She grabbed my hand. "I think we should go inside, strike while the iron is hot. Maybe Savannah will see something that she can't explain away."

"Or maybe we can put all this to bed," Savannah said, "and focus on other things."

"Let's just go inside," I said, because there was an energy out here, too, and it was starting to be one that I didn't like. Hazel and Savannah definitely seemed friendly with each other, but on the topic of the haunting, some of that grew strained. I wondered if they'd butted heads about this sort of thing before—spiritual versus skeptic, physical and metaphysical. I almost wanted to ask, but quickly realized how stupid that would be.

Ascending the porch steps (and making sure they watched themselves on the saggy one, I really had to do something about that), I didn't know what exactly I wanted to happen tonight. The earlier incident had shaken me, and I was sure that I didn't want the house pulling anything like that while Hazel and Savannah were here.

Maybe we should have waited for Celeste, I thought as we went inside. If Celeste was somehow able to figure out what the spirit wanted, I could bring people over here without being concerned for their safety. But both Savannah and Hazel were eager, alert, older than me...it didn't exactly feel like I was unwittingly leading them into trouble.

And I couldn't put my finger on why, but I still didn't think the house wanted to hurt me. Or anyone. It'd had the chance, plenty of times.

Please be cool, I silently begged the house. Or, you know...just barely uncool enough to let Savannah know that this is real.

Because of course, any doubts I had were gone now. I knew Hazel and Celeste believed the house was haunted. Savannah was operating on some different assumptions, but I wanted her to see that this was real, too. Maybe just so that she didn't think I was crazy, now that there was no way I was going to let it go.

"God, this place is beautiful though," Savannah said, stepping into the living room and slowly turning around. She was still in her library shirt, her cleavage filling up the V-neck. She spread her arms out, turning her palms up. "So. Where do we find these ghosts?"


Chapter 7


"Probably the more you want to see the spirits, the scarcer they make themselves," Hazel said, walking up to Savannah. "But it would help if you took this seriously."

"You'll have to forgive me," Savannah said, lowering her hands and looking at Hazel, "but I have to believe there's something much more rational going on here than a haunting."

"I know it's crazy," I said. "I've known it's crazy ever since I told you, Savannah. But..." I flicked my eyes past her, to the pictures that remained on the mantle. "My aunt Louisa believed it, too. And you didn't write her off, did you?"

Savannah's eyes softened. "Of course not."

"But you didn't come over to investigate while she lived here." Hazel gently prodded Savannah's shoulder.

"Well..." Savannah wiggled one eyebrow. "Louisa wasn't really my type. No disrespect to the woman."

Hazel snorted, and some of the tension dissolved. Some of it, but not all, and we moved through the house with what remained floating in the air.

"This is really looking great," Hazel commented. We were heading up the stairs to the second floor.

"Don't speak too soon," I said. "I just moved all the clutter up here where it's less visible."

That made them laugh, and as we walked through the house, the air felt light and welcoming. With relief spreading through me, I understood that I'd much rather have nothing at all happen. I didn't need Savannah to believe what was going on, and if a look through the house satisfied her curiosity about it and left it at that, that was for the best.

But even you're not dumb enough to think that's why she came over, I thought, poking through the upstairs rooms with the two women. She came over to spend time with you. And you sure as hell wouldn't mind spending more time with her.

But I absolutely did not know how to navigate that kind of minefield between two women, and I wasn't going to try.

"So this is where I first saw something," I said, stopping in front of the door to an upstairs room. "This door opened on its own, it was creaking nonstop. I had to shove a box in front of it to get it to stop moving."

We looked at the door. It remained still in its frame, and I felt a little silly. I thought about saying more, but instead just turned us around.

"That's it for up here," I said, leading us back down to the living room. "Then here, on the mantle, the movement of the pictures..."

"Right..." Savannah glanced over to the couch. "And the couch was up against the wall like that?"

"Yeah," I said, knowing what she was implying and feeling my ears get hot as I glanced over to Hazel.

"We really weren't that, hm, forceful," Hazel said, throwing a look at Savannah. "Trust me, what happened with the pictures doesn't line up with what happened on the couch. A photo fell after we were done."

"It could have just been dangling on the edge, though," Savannah pointed out. "Don't you think?"

"I know what I think, Savannah," Hazel said coolly. "There's something going on here, whether you want to believe it or not. Did you come over just to dismiss all of it?"

"I wanted to see for myself," Savannah said, meeting Hazel's gaze. "Because I think your friend Celeste went too far with all of this. I came here with the benefit of the doubt, I promise you both."

"It doesn't seem like it," Hazel started, but I cut in.

"It's not something worth fighting about." I stepped between the two of them, looking between Hazel and Savannah.

"It's just a difference of opinion," Hazel said, putting a hand on my arm. "I'm not trying to be catty."

"Same here, sugar," Savannah said, but she was looking at Hazel before turning her eyes to me. "I'm parched, could I get a glass of water from your kitchen over there, Lucas?"

"Sure, I can get it," I offered, but Savannah shook her head.

"It's fine, it's just around the corner." She turned and went the other way, leaving the living room. I looked toward Hazel.

"What's up with you two?" I asked her. "I thought you were friends. You seemed excited to see her when she showed up, you both did."

"Of course we're friends." Hazel pushed her bangs away from her eyes as the sound of the running sink started up. "She's just so inflexible about this stuff. I was hoping she would be more open to it with you involved."

I shrugged. "Why would that change because of me?"

Hazel gave her eyes a little roll, grinning. "She likes you, Lucas. Obviously. I thought it might lead to a more open mind."

"Yeah..." I glanced toward the kitchen. "I don't expect to, like, change anyone's viewpoint or whatever. I just want to figure out what's going on here. And not fight about it."

Hazel squeezed my forearm. "I might've got a little too defensive of the spirits. I know they're here, that's enough. Come on, let's go be nice."

We walked into the kitchen. Savannah was leaning against the sink, the glass in her hand half-empty, water on her lips.

"See any ghosts?" Hazel asked her, smirking and biting her lip.

"Hazel," I said.

"Sorry, I had to ask," Hazel laughed.

"You're going to have to show me one, Hazel," Savannah said crisply, stepping forward with her glass of water. "Why don't you go ahead and—"

The glass slipped from Savannah's hand. She said, "Shit!" and then her breath caught in her throat. All of our breathing stopped, because the glass stopped falling. It slid from her grip, fell six inches, and stopped in midair with the water sloshing inside.

Savannah lifted her eyes slowly from the glass to look at me and Hazel, as if to make sure we were seeing the same thing that she was.

"Tell me y'all are fucking with me," Savannah breathed.

"No," I said quietly, watching the floating glass with wide eyes. It hung there like it was on a taut string, not moving, not hovering. Just...floating. Fucking floating.

"Oh, my god." Hazel drew her hand up to her mouth with careful slowness, like she would disturb the air by moving too quickly.

Savannah blinked, and then she reached for the glass. The instant her fingertip touched it, the glass fell from the air like a stone. It shattered on the tile floor, and Savannah let out a short, clipped shriek.

And then shit started going crazy.

All the drawers slid open—all of them, at the same time. Silverware rattled and utensils shook as the drawers slammed against their max extension. Savannah twisted, moving away from them, then ducked as the cabinets flew open too, the doors banging into each other.

I grabbed Savannah by the arm, and Hazel grabbed mine, and we pulled ourselves out of the kitchen while a cacophony of activity rang behind us.

"Are you guys okay?" I practically had to shout over the noise, but the living room was still and safe for now. "Did anything hit you?"

Savannah shook her head, her lips tight and thin. "Fine. I'm—I'm fine. You?"

I nodded, and so did Hazel. The noise from the kitchen kept up, but the pace was slowing, no longer so frantic and explosive. Yet still terrifying. And I didn't want to hang around to find out whatever else might happen.

"Let's get out of here." I turned toward the door and we hurried that way, but then the couch made its appearance again, sliding easily in front of the door and trapping us in.

"Oh Jesus," Savannah whispered, watching the furniture settle neatly in our path.

"It has a playbook," Hazel muttered, but I heard the tension in her voice.

"Back door," I said quietly, like the house was listening. Maybe it was, and not that it mattered, because it clearly knew each move we made. I led us around the kitchen to the rear door, and when I tried the knob, it didn't budge or turn even a centimeter. It might as well have been cast in concrete.

"Fuck!" Exasperated, I kicked the door and turned around, shouting to the house. "What the hell do you want?"

"It doesn't want us to leave," Hazel said, "but again, it hasn't hurt anyone."

"Yet," I said. "It's shattering glasses and sending silverware flying. It's only a matter of time."

Savannah pulled in a breath, calming herself. I could see her hands shaking before she clasped them tightly together.

"This is out of control," she said, glancing back toward the kitchen before looking at me and Hazel. "If we can't get out, what are we supposed to do?"

I chewed my lip. "It let me out before. It'll let us out again."

"Do you have any idea why, before?" Hazel asked.

"No." I sighed. "It seemed random."

"Maybe it got tired," Savannah said, then let out a nervous laugh. "Fuck. I don't know how ghosts work. This is insane."

The tall cabinet near the back door flew open and the clutter of dish towels and servingware fell out. The three of us skittered away back to the living room, the only place that seemed safe.

Until the coffee table started scraping across the carpet toward us, inching us backward. I glanced behind us and saw that we were being pushed toward the staircase.

"I..." I gritted my teeth. "I think it wants us to go upstairs."

"Why?" Hazel said, the three of us backing up, shoulders bumping.

"I have no idea."

"If we go up there," Savannah said, "then we really have no way out."

I had to trust my gut. My gut said that the house didn't want to hurt us...but that it might by mistake, if we tried too hard to outmaneuver it.

"We have no choice," I said, and I took both their hands and pulled them onto the stairs with me. The coffee table slammed into the lower banister with a thud, tipping forward and sealing off the stairs as we scrambled into the unknown.


Chapter 8


At the top of the stairs, Savannah grabbed both Hazel and me and pulled us into a hug. The upstairs was quiet and unmoving, and her breath was hot against the side of my neck as she held us close.

"I am so sorry," she said, breathless and shaking. "I had no idea..." Savannah pulled back to look at us. "Lucas, I can't believe you've have to deal with this. Hazel, too. I've never seen anything like this in my life."

"You have nothing to apologize for, Savannah," Hazel said, sliding her fingers into Savannah's. "Even with me, you know, being into this sort of thing...this is new for me, too."

"It's fucking crazy," Savannah said.

"This is the most intense it's been. I shouldn't have had either of you come over. It was stupid of me." I glanced down the stairs. "And now we're stuck."

"Good luck keeping me out of here." Hazel giggled and then shivered. "God, I am flooded with adrenaline. If we need to jump out of a window, I think I can pull it off."

"You better not!" Savannah gasped, then giggled herself at Hazel's silly smile. "Christ almighty, lady, I'm already about to have a heart attack."

They were coming around, and I was glad to see it. It put me at ease somewhat, but I still felt responsible for the predicament we were in.

"Come on, stay with me," I said, moving us down the hallway. "There must be something up here for us." When I looked back, I saw that Hazel and Savannah were holding hands, stepping just behind me.

The house was eerily silent now. Everything had stopped after the coffee table had crashed into the stairs. It was just our fast breathing and the creak of our footsteps on the old upstairs hallway.

I gently pushed open a door to a room I had stuffed with boxes—and it immediately pushed back, slamming shut. Hazel gasped, and Savannah grabbed my shoulder.

"Not this one, I guess," I said.

"Don't go getting hurt," Savannah warned me.

The next door was to an upstairs bathroom that did not work (ask me how I found that out), and it was another door that slammed shut in my face before I could even reach for it.

"Maybe one of us should try?" Hazel suggested. "The presence could be trying to communicate with another party, someone who doesn't live here."

"Or maybe it just prefers to talk to women?" Savannah laughed nervously.

I wasn't eager to put them at the forefront, but I didn't have any other ideas. "Try that door," I said, "but be careful. Don't let it slam shut on you."

Hazel was closest—this door led to what had probably been a study, based on the small desk against one wall. But the door was shut, and when Hazel tried the knob, it didn't move, even when she got both hands on it and grunted with the effort.

"Can't be this one," she said, letting go and looking at the grooves the wrought knob had left on her palm.

"I'll try one," Savannah said. "What's this next room?"

"Bedroom," I said. "I just got my new mattress and stuff in there, but I haven't slept there yet..."

The door was ajar. I watched Savannah visibly steel herself before she tenderly reached out to the door and pushed it open with just her fingertips. It creaked open and she bit her lip, freezing. But it didn't shut on her.

"Lord, I am so damn scared," she said, shaking her head. "Never felt like this in my life."

"I can go—"

"No, no." Savannah interrupted me, firm. She looked back at me, her face set. "You ain't just gonna throw yourself in front of us at any hint of danger, sugar. I won't be party to that."

"That's my girl," Hazel whispered, nodding along with her. "Go on, let's see what it wants."

Her tone was hopeful rather than ominous, but the statement still made my hackles rise up. I fought the urge to push ahead of Savannah and Hazel as the two of them opened the bedroom door all the way and went inside.

I held my breath and waited, but the room was normal. It was big and it was dark. I'd put the curtains back up after I had beaten the dust off of them. The bed was big and tucked into the far corner and I remember thinking it was funny that this old woman, great-aunt Louisa, had a king-sized bed, but judging by the size of her house, maybe it wasn't that odd. The bedframe was still good, so I had kept that and just replaced the mattress and pillows and sheets. The closet and dresser were empty, and the vanity had been rickety enough that tossing it had been the best option.

So there wasn't much to see as we walked into the bedroom, the three of us looking around for some kind of sign. It was funny—the moment we were asking for activity, there was none.

Savannah ran her hand over the bedspread. "You make a pretty nice bed for someone in construction, Lucas," she said. "You might do good in hospitality."

A grin. "I don't think I'm capable of tucking in sheets that tight."

Savanna snorted, sitting down on the bed. Hazel trailed her fingers along the dresser, watching it for a moment before going and sitting down with Savannah. I took a step toward them, thinking maybe I would open the curtains over the window to the side of the bed, and as soon as I moved, the bedroom door swung shut behind me.

I whipped around as Hazel brought her hands to her face. Hesitating for just a moment, I went back to the door and grasped the knob.

To my surprise, it turned, and let me open the door. I left it hanging ajar, and it didn't close.

Downstairs, fresh noises emerged, muffled by the distance.

I shrugged and turned around. "What do you guys think?"

Hazel had lowered her hands. "Honestly? I think we might be approaching this too literally. Or, no." She put a finger to her lips. "Too logically."

"What's that now?" Savannah bumped her with her shoulder.

Hazel smirked. "Just, too much like people, thinking we're going to understand a presence from the other side. Like it's going to leave a trail of breadcrumbs in some sensible fashion. It's very assumptive of us."

"It definitely pushed us up here, though," I pointed out.

"Maybe that's how we interpreted it," Hazel said. "Maybe it wanted to put that table at the stairs before we could get up, but we were in the way."

"Or maybe it doesn't matter that we're up here, or in this room," Savannah said slowly. "Maybe all that matters is we're not somewhere else."

I exhaled. "I think my head hurts."

Savannah patted the bed. "Come sit down, honey. You've had too much stress on your shoulders."

The movement downstairs made me a little tense, but it felt safe up here, calm and surprisingly relaxed. I came over to the bed and sat down on the long side, on Savannah's right. She put her arm around my lower back and pulled me into her, and it felt nice. I'd been so keyed up this whole time, I didn't realize how badly I needed to relax until I let my body press up against hers. A breath escaped me.

"Maybe we can just hang out here for a bit," I said, already fantasizing about sleeping on this bed. Tonight I would for sure, haunted house be damned. "Let the house figure itself out."

"I do prefer that to going around corners and not knowing what's going to jump out," Hazel said. The noises downstairs seemed quiet and distant. Inundated in all of this, it somehow became easy enough to let them fade into the background, like they weren't even there. And when Hazel got up and sat on the other side of me, I felt even better. Some of it was just being between them, having them near me, but also knowing that they were comfortable enough to let the tension seep away—that was good, too. It made me feel less guilty about everything that had happened tonight.

"This is kind of nice," Hazel said, sliding her hand along my thigh and leaving lingering warmth. "Being here on this bed with you two. Now that my heart rate is down to a cool, even one hundred."

"It's cozy in here," Savannah agreed, looking at me, or past me at Hazel, it was hard to tell. "You doing okay, Lucas?"

"Better now," I said, aware that I was very much responding to Hazel's touch, and that this very much wasn't the time for it. "A lot better."

Then Savannah's hand came over, across my legs, to rest on top of Hazel's. I held perfectly still and tried not to immediately get hard. They were close enough that movement from my dick would literally nudge them.

"You wanted to hear more about what happened at the library," Savannah said slowly, her finger rubbing up across the top of Hazel's hand, "right, Hazel?"

"Oh." Hazel's eyebrows went up, but then she settled into a pleased grin. "Right now?"

"It seems like an appropriate setting," Savannah affirmed. "All three of us touching elbows on this bed here, waiting out the storm, as it were. Unless Lucas minds."

My ears felt like they were hot enough to burn off both their eyebrows, but it kind of didn't matter what was happening around me when I had Hazel and Savannah pressing up against me, their breath on me, their hands on me, and their voices caressing me.

"Um." I put my hand on top of theirs, sliding my fingers in. "Are you two coming on to me right now?"

"Mm..." Hazel let out a short laugh, a puff of air. "Hell, I think so."

"I feel awful close to y'all right now," Savannah breathed, "and I don't want to let that feeling go to waste."

So much for not getting hard. So much for a ghost hunt or reaching any kind of conclusion. I had two gorgeous women squeezing me between them, and whatever they were feeling, I was, too. In a big way.

"Tell her." I caught Savannah's eye. "About the library."


Chapter 9


"Iwanted him so bad," Savannah said, pulling her hand off of Hazel's to rub it down my leg. "As soon as I saw him, I knew I had to chase after him a little bit."

Even as she spoke, Hazel tucked her fingers inside my thigh, inching toward my crotch where my hardness pressed against the restricting denim of my jeans.

"He didn't come on to you at first?" Hazel inquired, grinning at me.

Savannah shook her head. "Far too polite. But you're still a man, Lucas, and men's eyes tend to...wander...even if you think us ladies don't notice."

Savannah took my hand and pulled it up to her chest, giving me a big handful of her breast. My dick twitched in my pants.

"We slipped away," Savannah said, slowly moving her eyes from mine to Hazel's, "into the stacks. I didn't have all the time in the world, and I couldn't get my work clothes all mussed up, so I just dropped to my knees..."

She found my belt, deftly flipping it open with one hand.

"...and Lucas was more than happy to get his cock out."

I did the rest, pulling down my zipper and letting my stiff rod out into the open. Savannah brushed her fingers across me—they both did, making icy shivers run through my body as they teased me with their fingertips.

"The difference here," Hazel said, watching my face as she trailed a fingernail over the sensitive underside of my head, "is that there's no reason not to get naked."

It had to have been the high stress of this night, running from danger, never sure what was next or if we would be safe. With that tension eased now...I wanted them. Both of them. It went beyond desire—I needed them right now, all of us needed each other.

"We should do that then," I said, and I moved my hand from Savannah's chest so that I could pull her shirt up, and she leaned back to let me, and it all happened from there.

Savannah's T-shirt came off, and Hazel was the one who bent over and reached between us to unhook her bra, letting her big breasts out into the open air. Then Savannah tilted back and slid her pants down with a smile, and I saw her naked body for the first time, her breasts huge with big, round, dark nipples, hard and bumpy, her hourglass figure leading to shapely hips and a pussy with trimmed hairs that glistened with arousal between her thighs.

"Damn, Savannah, look at you," Hazel said, peering around me. "You never told me you were this hot."

Savannah giggled. "Hush that nonsense, I got nothing on you."

"You two haven't, um...?" I let the question out into the air.

"Hooked up?" Savannah brought her hand back to my cock, stroking me lightly. "No. Lots of flirting, though." Her touch was gentle and warm, making me groan.

"It was bound to happen eventually," Hazel said, smiling at Savannah, "but I think this is kind of...ideal. With you here, Lucas. Even more fun."

"I concur," Savannah cooed, teasing my dick. "Now will you two lose those clothes already? I'm feelin like a sore thumb here."

Hazel said, "Let's do Lucas first."

Their hands went from my crotch to everywhere else, tugging at my pants and shirt until I was free of them, and then Savannah and I did the same to Hazel. The three of us moved up on the bed, close together, feeling each other's heat.

"It's my turn to blow him," Hazel announced, rubbing her hand up my leg. "Fair, don't you think so?"

"Get in there, blondie," Savannah said, giving her a playful shove. "I want to watch."

I took Hazel's hand and pulled her up closer to me. I was lying down, as far back on the bed as I could be, as Hazel came up between my legs and immediately took the head of my cock into her mouth. I put my hand on her head, her hair between my fingers, and moaned as her lips slid down my pole.

She was on all fours between my legs, her ass in the air. Savannah was just to the side, soaking in the sight of Hazel swallowing me down.

"You look damn good, girl," Savannah whispered, nibbling her lip. "You both do."

"You can still watch if I suck on your tits, right?" I asked Savannah, grinning. I wanted her up against me in a bad way.

"Now there's an idea..." Savannah came over and I sat up, finding her nipple with my lips and pulling it into my mouth. I ran my tongue over the hard nub and pushed my face into the swell of her boob, holding it in my hand.

"That's good, Lucas," she moaned, putting a hand on my stomach and pressing her chest into my face. Meanwhile, Hazel blew me hungrily, pressing my dick into her throat and taking me deep.

"Mmm..." I groaned in pleasure around Savannah's nipple, swirling my tongue around it before switching to her other one and nibbling it gently with my teeth, which made her gasp in delight.

Savannah put a hand on my head and lovingly pushed me back, running her fingers down my cheek. "I think Hazel needs some attention. Love," she said, catching Hazel's eye as she slowly pulled off my cock, "you don't need to move a muscle. But I'd love to get between your legs, too, if you wouldn't mind."

"Fuck, Savannah, I am all yours," Hazel said, her breath coming in short gasps. "Can't remember the last time I was this goddamn turned on. Having you both here..."

"I know what you mean." Savannah came around behind Hazel, resting her hand right on top of her ass. "Darling, you look good enough to eat."

"Oh god, babe, yes, please do it." Hazel quivered, her hand grasping my cock, and I watched as Savannah lay on her side and got her face between Hazel's legs and started lapping at her pussy.

Hazel emitted a brief shriek before biting her lip and pushing back against Savannah, the black woman grabbing Hazel's ass and holding her steady.

"That feels so fucking good," Hazel moaned. "I've never actually...with another woman...oh, Christ..."

She took me in her mouth again, her cheeks red, and I could tell she was just lost in the pleasure of it all and doing what her body craved. I could relate. Part of me wished there was a clone of each of them, another woman I could use my hands and my mouth on, even more to dive into.

But if Hazel needed me in her mouth, I wasn't going to stop her. I was going to help her, by taking her head in my hands and letting her hair run through my fingers and stroking her red cheeks while I felt my own dick through them. Fuck, that was hot.

"I didn't know I was your first girl, Hazel," Savannah said, pulling up from her briefly. Her mouth was wet with Hazel's juices. "All those eyes you made at me...just flirting, but not ready to seal the deal, huh?"

"Mm," Hazel said around my dick, but it wasn't like Savannah was really looking for an answer, because she went back to Hazel's pussy, diving in and making the blonde squirm.

Hazel let my cock pop out of her mouth, gasping. "Fuck! Stop, please!"

Savannah came up from eating her. "I didn't hurt you, did I?"

Hazel shook her head, grinning at me before turning back to Savannah. "No no no. But you sucking on my clit like that...god, Savannah, you're gonna make me cum way too fast."

"Oh...sorry." Savannah giggled. "Should we mix things up?"

"Take a breather," I said to Hazel, squeezing her shoulder, "and then maybe you should sit on my face."

"Ooh, yes." Savannah clapped her hands together. "Get flat on the bed, Lucas. How about we both ride you?"

"God, please," I said, wiggling down as Hazel moved around to be nearer my face, and Savannah tucked my legs together, straddling me. Her knees slid up to brace around my hips, and she looked good as hell sitting on top of me.

"He can cum in you, right?" Hazel rubbed her hand along my chest.

"Oh yes," Savannah said, sliding her wet lips up along my cock, pressing it back into my waist. "In fact, I insist. I want to feel your fat cock throbbing inside me while you shoot, Lucas."

Holy shit. Savannah could talk like a fucking porn star. Just the sound of her voice was like another hand caressing me.

"Let him watch me take him," Savannah told Hazel, raising up where she knelt, "and then give him that booty like he asked for."

"Yes, ma'am." Hazel swung her leg over my head, but she stayed leaning back, letting me watch Savannah. Tilting my head up, I saw the luscious curves of the undersides of her boobs just a couple feet above me, the smell of her pussy filling my nose. "I got him nice and wet for you."

"Mmm." Savannah lined up on me. I kept my hands down, knowing she wanted to take control—and I was happy to let her. She started to sink down on my cock, taking me into her tight, hot tunnel, going down achingly slow until her wet lips pressed up against my crotch and she settled down with an immensely satisfied sigh. "Oh, god, Lucas, that's good..."

"Take a good look, because I can't wait anymore," Hazel said, holding off for just a second before scooting forward and settling her cunt down on my mouth. I immediately plunged my tongue inside her, rewarded with her pleased scream and her tunnel clamping on my tongue. I brought my hands up to grab her asscheeks and help her grinding motions down on my face.

If heaven was real, this was it. Savannah riding me, Hazel rubbing into me, and me feasting on her from below while trying not to immediately blow my load inside of Savannah.

And that only became harder when I felt Hazel lean forward, and Savannah too, and then I heard the two of them start kissing on top of me. Shy at first, with a whisper I couldn't make out, and then softly, and then loud enough for me to hear.

Maybe it was the kissing that put Hazel over the edge, because there was no way I was as good at eating pussy as Savannah. But I knew Hazel was close, and soon she gasped and said "Oh! Right there!" and tilted herself back to put my lips and tongue in the perfect spot on her clit. I pulled at her and flicked my tongue on her nub until she was crying out and cumming on my face.

Savanna must've been pretty worked up, too, because she came next, just seconds before I did. I couldn't take all the credit, though. Hazel's slender fingers had found Savannah's clit and worked it while she bounced on my dick, not letting up until Savannah was quaking on top of me and her pussy squeezed down on my cock with the force of her orgasm.

Clutching Hazel's thighs around my neck, I groaned and let go inside of Savannah, white-hot pleasure shooting through me and up into Savannah's eager pussy until I was spent.

Hazel climbed off me and collapsed onto the bed, panting, a big smile on her face. "God, my fucking legs," she said, her blonde hair messily thrown over her neck and face. She brushed it away. "So worth it, though."

"Next time I'll be on top," I said, catching my breath while I got up on my elbows, watching Savannah pull off of me and cupped her fingers over her vagina.

She laughed at my gaze. "I already can't wait for next time. But for now...closest bathroom?"

The three of us only remembered the activity in the house once we were cleaned up and half-dressed, with Savannah cocking an ear and listening after she had clipped her bra.

"Hey, y'all hear anything?" she asked, tilting her head. "Because I don't."

After a moment, Hazel and I confirmed we didn't, and the three of us tentatively moved out into the hall. The place was silent. The bedroom door didn't fight us, nor did the other few I tried in the hall.

"Maybe it's over," I said, shrugging. "For now."

"Hmm." Hazel brought her hand to her chin, but then she stopped herself. "You know what? That's fine. I'm accepting it, and I'm not gonna let the house spoil the beautiful thing that just happened and the amazing orgasm I just had."

That made me snort, and I put the back of my hand to my mouth to hold it in. "Good thinking."

We went downstairs, relaxing further once nothing else moved around or made a noise. I peeked into the kitchen, and while the cabinet doors and drawers were still open, nothing else was going on. I just quickly swept up the broken glass before I could forget, and Hazel and Savannah got the cabinets closed.

"Well," I said, stepping back into the living room, "this was fucking crazy."

"And crazy fucking," Savannah said, barely holding in her laughter. A giggle burst out of her. "Christ. Sorry. I'm so full of energy right now. I might go for a run."

"I might do the opposite." Hazel rubbed her thighs, then gave me a concerned look. "You okay here, Lucas? I hate to leave. For lots of reasons."

"I'm fine." I nodded. "I'm just glad you both came over tonight. For lots of reasons."

They laughed, and Savannah pulled me into a hug that Hazel joined.

"I'm gonna call Celeste," I said. "Tomorrow. I hope she can help."

"I'm sure she can," Hazel said, her eyes lighting up. "She's damn smart about this stuff. And she's fun to be around, too, you'll see. I can't wait for you to meet her, Savannah."

Savannah rubbed her hands together. "I have a new appreciation for her work, I'll tell you that. Let us know, Lucas. You're not alone in this."

That, I was sure of now. I got Savannah's number, and when I went to bed without them, I still smelled Savannah and Hazel on my sheets. I'd go without washing them for at least a little while.

And tomorrow, we'd really start this ghost hunt.


Chapter 10


Iput off calling Celeste for the morning, instead taking care of officially getting hired onto Rob's municipal crew down at the town hall. There was enough going on that I almost had forgotten, but I definitely needed to lock down that job before I let it get away.

Once that was taken care of, I gave Celeste a call, only wondering just now what this might actually cost. I assumed she didn't just do all this work for free, nor did I expect her to.

"Hello, this is Celeste."

"Hey Celeste, this is Lucas. Lucas Woods."

"Oh, Lucas, hello." Celeste's voice brightened. "It's good to hear from you. I hope all is as well as it can be at the house."

"Yeah," I said, chuckling, "about that..."

"That's unbelievable," Celeste breathed after I filled her in. "I mean, even for me. Not saying I doubt it, but it's just...unprecedented." She cleared her throat. "I should say, there's something about the town of Claironde that always kept me nearby. My work takes me to a lot of places, but I always stayed close. It felt like it was only a matter of time before something developed there."

She continued, "I'd like to hear more about last night, go into the details. Were you alone?"

I hesitated. "No..."

"I understand." I heard a noise, like she was switching the phone to her other ear. "We don't need to talk about anything...sensitive over the phone. In fact, it would probably be better if I were there in person for us to talk, anyway. Not to put a rush on you, but today happens to work well for me, if you're available, Lucas."

"You want to come to the house?"

"Yes. If we want to get started, it's best to do so right away, especially so recently after an incident." She paused. "And we can chat more."

There was no way I was picking up some kind of vibe from Celeste, right? No, no, she was just excited about the house. I was sure I didn't have anything to do with it. After last night, I just had that kind of stuff on the brain, that was all.

"Today is good," I said. I didn't officially start with the muni crew until Wednesday, and today was Monday. I had wanted Hazel and Savannah to be here, but they were both working, and they'd agreed it was fine to just get Celeste in as soon as possible when we'd talked about it last night. "Are you far away?"

"Just outside of town," Celeste said, "finishing up lunch. I can be there in, mm, thirty minutes or so."

I told her that sounded good, and ended the call. I was on the sidewalk outside town hall, but it was time to head home again. I grabbed a quick sandwich from a deli nearby and wolfed it down before driving home.

At least the place was clean now, I'd made sure of that. I hadn't been expecting this much company when I'd first come down to Louisiana. I hadn't expected...any of this. It had only been a few days, but I felt like I had been down here much longer than that.

Mostly in a good way.

I made it to the house before Celeste did, but only by a couple of minutes. I decided to wait outside on the porch for her, so I saw her pull up in her sleek black SUV and I came down the porch stairs to greet her.

Stepping out of her car, she looked incredible, her brown hair rich and vibrant in the sun, her sharp blue eyes crisp atop her genuine smile. She was wearing a mint-green blouse tucked into her jeans, and when she shook my hand, her breasts bounced in a way that I couldn't ignore. But I quickly brought my eyes back to her face, remembering what Savannah had said about women noticing that sort of thing.

"It's good to see you again, Lucas," Celeste said.

"You, too."

She looked past me, up at the house. "This is a nice place. I imagine it looks a lot more imposing at night."

"I only find it scary when I'm, uh, tense," I said. "Careful on the porch stairs."

"Lead the way. I'll catch you if you fall." Celeste winked at me, stepping in close behind me as we went up. In her small heeled boots, she didn't waver on the steps for one second. I stopped us at the front door.

"Before I forget," I started, "I wanted to ask about, you know, your fee. It sounds like this is a complicated undertaking, and I want to make sure I don't leave you hanging." I smiled nervously. "Not that I can promise too much."

Celeste nodded. She was a couple inches taller than me, which wasn't something I was used to. There weren't a lot of women over six feet in my life.

"Let me set you at ease. There's no fee," she said, "on certain conditions."

I blinked, surprised.

"I make my living not so much from the paranormal investigations themselves, but my documentation of them," Celeste said. "Mostly writing. Books, blogs, magazines, that sort of thing. As long as you allow me to document and repurpose what happens here for commercial use, I don't charge anything for the investigation. And I won't use your name or specific address in any publishings unless you wanted me to."

"Oh, okay." I considered that. "I guess that sounds fine."

Celeste moved a little closer to me. "You can think about it, but I promise I wouldn't abuse your trust with this, Lucas. That's not how I operate. I prefer to be able to talk to my clients long after the formal investigation ends, follow up on things, see how they're doing, and that wouldn't be possible if I treated those relationships poorly." She smiled. "Being honest with you, I'm excited about this. The house already has my mind racing, and you are really..."

She faltered there, clearing her throat. "What I mean to say is, just offering me access to your house is enough payment. Whether you want any of this to be put into a book or article, that's entirely optional and up to you. I just want to..." She grabbed my hand and pulled it up, squeezing it. "I want to get inside."

Her touch was warm and she thrummed with energy. Her excitement was clear and sincere, on a different level from Savannah's skepticism and even Hazel's embrace of the idea. Celeste lived for this stuff, and 1417 Willowhip was calling to her.

"You don't have to explain yourself to me," I said, shaking my head, "because I'm just as eager to have you in there, too. It seems like this is a, you know, a—a mutually beneficial agreement."

"Exactly." Celeste squeezed my hand once more, her face lighting up, and her lips parted like she might say something else. But she didn't, lowering my hand and stepping back. "Okay. Shall we?"

I nodded, and opened the door. "Welcome to my haunted house."

I admit that I may have wanted our entrance to be more dramatic. But the front door didn't even creak. We walked into a silent, normal house, though Celeste didn't seem disappointed in the least.

"I love this architecture," she said, looking around. "Quick tour, okay? Then I'll go and get my kit."

I led her around, pointing out the specific spaces where we'd seen the activity. And speaking of we...

"Savannah and Hazel were with me last night," I said, taking her through the kitchen and sweeping my foot to ensure I'd gotten all the broken glass. "So they saw everything."

"Both of them? Interesting." Celeste's eyes traveled over the kitchen, following me to the back door and back around as I gave her more details. "So Savannah's glass was suspended in midair. This was after she dropped it? You don't think it was pulled from her hand?"

I shook my head. "Definitely not. It held there for a bit, and then it fell and broke. It was like everything broke free at that point. We went upstairs to escape the chaos."

"Take me there."

We went up the steps. Of course I'd put the coffee table back, everything in its proper place until the house decided to move it again.

"We tried a few doors," I said, "but they shut on us. We ended up in here." I pushed open the door to my bedroom, and we went inside. The curtains were still shut. Celeste walked over to them, but she didn't open them, just turning back toward me and waiting for me to continue.

"Almost like it wanted us in here, I guess," I said, glancing back at the door. "We weren't trapped, though. I tried the door, it opened, it stayed open. But it seemed like house kind of...settled down once we were in the bedroom. We heard noises downstairs, but they stopped after we—"

I cut myself off. Celeste came back my way.

"I know that look," she said, grinning in the dim light of the bedroom. "The same look you had on your face at dinner the other night."

"I don't have a look." I tried to straighten my face.

"I'm not trying to embarrass you," Celeste said, coming up close. "And Lucas, you have nothing to be embarrassed by. If I were a guy, I'd bet you'd be gushing to tell me the details, right?"

Maybe.

She leaned in, smiling. "Don't keep anything from me. I want to hear it."

"I..." I sighed. "This is hard."

"Here." Celeste took my hand and pulled me over to the bed. She sat down on the edge and I sat with her, next to her on the covers. "More comfortable, right? Now listen. I'm a grown woman, love. Thirty-one years old. You're not going to disturb me by telling me about your threesome with Hazel and her friend."

"Jesus," I muttered, my ears hot. How could she just dive into it like that? The only people I'd talked to about sex this openly were...well, Hazel and Savannah.

"If you prefer," Celeste offered, "I can have Hazel tell me. But for the purposes of the investigation, it would be good for it to come from you."

"No, that makes sense." I sat up straighter, glancing over at her. "I mean, it's just a reflex, me trying to be polite, you know? It's not that I really mind talking about it, I'm just getting used to the idea."

"Take your time," Celeste said, resting her hand on my arm.

"I won't go into too many, um, unnecessary details," I said, chuckling. "We came in here, and we sat on the bed, kinda like we are now."

Her hand was still on me, her fingers still.

"Nothing else was happening up here, and we heard noises start downstairs again. Someone, Savannah I think, said maybe the house just wanted us up here to keep us away from its business elsewhere."

Celeste nodded. "That's a good insight."

"Yeah. We didn't know what to think. We were all really freaked out, and we got close, and stuff just kind of...happened." I cleared my throat. "I'm not sure how long we were on the bed for. Maybe a half hour."

"The noises downstairs," Celeste said, "when did they stop?"

I thought for a moment. "Sometime before we—before we finished. I remember hearing them at one point during, but I was kinda distracted."

Heat in my ears again. Celeste's fingers tightened lightly on my forearm. She asked, "But they definitely were stopped once you all came out, and didn't start up again since?"

"Right, yes."

"Okay." She pulled her hand from me slowly, letting her fingers drag across me before she stood up.

I rose with her. "I hope that was enough. I tried not to be too, like, specific about stuff. But if I left something important out..."

"I think I have everything I need," Celeste said. She nibbled her lip, sliding her eyes away from the door and over to me, turning towards me. "There may be some other things I want, though."

She was close, and she got closer. My heart thumped as she put her hand on my arm again, and this time I matched her embrace, sliding my arms around her. It felt good, almost perfect. Slightly taller, her hair tickled at my cheeks, and the heat that had been building between us on the bed met at our lips.

I kissed her, my hand sliding up her back, her excited breath hot against my face. Her tongue teased at mine, and my heart had time to miss another beat before she pulled away, pushing her hair back but grinning cheekily.

"That was nice," she said, slowly letting her hands slide off me.

"Yeah," I breathed.

"I might have gotten carried away," she said softly. "All this talk about ghosts and sex, and the way Hazel talks about you, and...maybe I was thinking about something like this before I even came here." Celeste smiled, and then she straightened. "Although I hoped to hold myself off at least until the investigation was really underway, lest things get complicated."

"I'm used to things being complicated now," I said. "Don't worry about that."

"It's admirable," Celeste said, "the way you're handling all of this, Lucas. There's something special about you...something it sounds like Hazel and Savannah and I can all see. I want to help you solve whatever is going on here so that can be explored further."

"I'd...like that," I said. "A lot."

Celeste grinned, a determined smile that told me she was ready to handle anything that came her way. "Come with me and let's get the kit. It's heavy."

She left the room, and I followed after her, feeling light on my feet and happy and a little bit lost, because one ghost was a lot, but three women was a whole lot more. And more than ever, I wanted this haunting dealt with so that I could give more time to these incredible women I had met.

But I was worried. How was the presence going to react to being formally investigated? Backed into a corner? Treated like a problem to be solved? Things might get a lot worse here before they got any better. And if something happened to any of them...

I wouldn't let that happen. I just wouldn't. No matter what it took.

"Ready?" Celeste asked as we stopped at her car. The sun was starting to set in the late afternoon, making her hair glow orange, her silhouette tall and sexy and powerful.

I could do this. We could do this.

"I'm ready."
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Get a free harem book!


Get a FREE BOOK by joining my newsletter!

Click below to sign up for my email newsletter and get your free copy of Harem in the Storm, a 10k-word standalone erotic harem story.

I'll email you to let you know about new releases and deals!

Click here to join!


Ready for more?
More books like this one!


Bookshop Harem

[image: image-placeholder]


Ethan was ready to start a new life. He wasn't ready to start a new relationship.
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