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Allison
tried to concentrate on her book, and ignore the banging noise from
upstairs. She would read a few lines and SLAM, the noise again. It
always took her a minute to get back into the mindset for reading. So, she’d find her
place on the page, start again, and CRASH, she was out of it.
Whatever caused the noise seemed always to time it for maximum
interruption. Allison thought she must have read the same sentence
at least five times now.

She
hadn’t minded house-sitting, at first anyway. It was a beautiful place,
and Allison had owed the owner a favor. Besides, it had seemed like
the perfect setup for some no-strings sex with guys from the bar.
But even those guys wouldn’t put up with the racket.

For the third
time that night, Allison stood up from her chair and made her way
up the stairs. The noises all seemed to come from a particular
guest room. Grabbing the cool metal doorknob, she flung the door
open and turned on the light.

Nothing. Just
like every other check she’d done.

She
always caught sight of herself in the mirror. Perky breasts, pert
ass. Some lucky stud from the pub was really missing out.
And all because I
can’t make this damn noise stop, Allison thought.

Also just like
before, the banging stopped while she was there in the room.

“Damn
pipes,” Allison said as she clicked the light off and closed the
door. That’s what she was telling herself: old water pipes filled
with air bubbles running under the floor. She figured the weight
she added when she went in shifted the pipes a little, enough to
stop the noise.

The plumber
she’d called wouldn’t be able to make it until the next day. The
owners weren’t answering their cell.

A bath might be nice, she thought. Running downstairs, she grabbed her book.
Then she went back upstairs. The bathroom had one of those cool,
old clawfoot bathtubs that was nice and deep.

While she drew
the water, Allison undressed. Standing naked, her nipples erect
from the cool air, she bent over the tub to test the water.

Allison froze,
bent over. It felt like someone watched her. Someone horny, who
liked the look of her ass. She spun. There was nothing behind her
but the open door. She hated leaving the bathroom door open. She
frowned; she didn’t remember leaving it like that.

“Stupid
house...” Allison muttered as she closed the door and locked
it.

The hot water
enveloped her as she slowly lowered herself into the tub, holding
onto the cool porcelain sides for support.

Allison
let herself slide down into the water. It rushed over her ears and
she closed her eyes. She spent a few peaceful moments like
that. Maybe I
won’t read, she thought.
Her hand started creeping down her stomach.

She opened her
eyes and screamed. Water rushed over the edge of the tub as she
hauled herself into a sitting position. Wiping the water from her
eyes, she peered around the room. There was nothing. Allison would
have sworn that she’d seen a blurry face peeping down at her.

There was
something else: the door was unlocked and ajar. Allison stared at
it, eyes wide. It felt like her heart had stopped.

It was
another minute before she could breathe again. Looking down at the
floor, she sighed and made a face. There was water everywhere. Her
paperback was soaked. Stepping out of the tub, she towelled herself
off and then wrapped the towel around her body. She picked up the
soggy book. The sudden urge to throw it across the room filled her,
and she resisted it.

“It might be
okay when it dries...” Allison said with a tone that said she
wasn’t entirely convinced.

In any
case, the night was pretty much ruined. Glancing at the clock, Allison saw that it was
already fairly late anyway, and, though she was feeling horny and
frustrated, she just didn’t want to put in the effort of getting
ready to go out.

Instead, she
went to her room and laid on her back on the bed, staring up at the
ceiling. She didn’t even bother turning the light off.

She was just
drifting off when SLAM, the noise came back. Standing up, she made
her way over. The noise slammed and banged a few more times before
she got the door open.

Just like
before, when she went to investigate, the noise stopped. The way
she saw it, she had two choices: leave the house and explain why
she wasn’t doing her job, or sleep in that room to keep the noise
from recurring until the plumber came the next day.

Letting the
towel fall down, she clambered under the covers. She just couldn’t
bring herself to turn off the light. Again, she found herself
drifting off without much effort.

In her dream,
she was having the most amazing sex. The guy was hot, his cock was
hard. All was good.

She must
have been moaning in her sleep, because she woke herself up.
Her body was still squirming
under the covers. Her legs were spread apart, and she could feel a
warm, soft tongue running up and down her pussy. She felt how wet
she was at the same time that the panic settled in.

“Oh my
God!” Allison screamed bloody murder, rolling out of bed onto the floor, taking the
blanket and sheet with her. She tried to stand up, but her legs had
tangled in the covers. All she accomplished was falling flat on her
stomach. Turning over, she sat up and put her back against the
dresser. She was hyperventilating.

“Who...
the FUCK... is there?” She said. Allison was suddenly aware of just
how isolated she was in the big, old house.

“I’m sorry,” a
man’s voice said. It sounded like it was coming from right next to
her, but Allison saw no one there. He continued, “I’ve been trying
to get you to be here for hours. Did you like it? It sounded like
you liked it.”

“Get out of
this house! I’m calling the police!”

There was no
phone in that room. The closest one was in the master bedroom.
Allison didn’t know if she’d be able to make it.

“I’m afraid
they wouldn’t really be able to help. You see, I’m already
dead.”

“Pyscho!”
Allison said.

She
screamed again when a man materialized seemingly from nothing in
front of her. He had a faint glow, and was completely naked. She
could also just make out what was behind him, as thought glimpsing
something through mist. With a gasp, she realized he was the man
she’d just dreamed was fucking her. Mingled with this shock was a
warm feeling in her pussy, as though it remembered, too.

“You... You
were in my dream,” Allison said.

The ghost of
the man smiled as though he was recalling a fond memory. “Yes. You
liked it, didn’t you?”

She watched as
his ghost cock hardened. It was long and thick. She felt her body
urge her to go take it.

“Why me?”
Allison asked.

“Because you
are so beautiful. I know you had fun in your dream. Why don’t you
let me make that a reality? As a ghost, I am a far better lover
than any living man you could possibly dream up.”

Allison tried
very hard for a reason to not do this. Every time she thought she
came up with one, she returned to thinking about the dream, to how
wet she still was.

“Okay,” she
said.

The ghost
smiled. She thought she saw his cock tremble a little. He stepped
towards her, but she held her hand up and he stopped. Allison
arched her back, shoving her tits up into the air, then leaned
forward onto her hands and knees like a stretching cat, She moved
sinuously on all fours towards him, making sure to wave her
ass.

God, she
thought, I am
so damn horny. She
reached out and put her hands on his upper thighs to support
herself. She felt surprise at the warmth and firmness of his
ectoplasm. It felt almost like real flesh under her touch, but
different in some way she couldn’t quite describe. It took her a
moment to realize he had no scent. But why would he? He didn’t
actually have a body.

Throwing
her hair back with a shake of her head, she looked up into the
glowing orbs of his eyes as she sank her lips down onto his hard
shaft. Just like with
his legs, her lips met something solid as they closed in a tight
ring around his girth. His rod felt far warmer, though.

When she had
sucked in most of his cock, she pulled her mouth sensually back
along his length. To her delight, it felt just like a real cock of
flesh, with the skin being pulled back by her lips.

The ghost threw
his head back. He didn’t moan; instead, that otherworldly glow
around him intensified for a moment, as though he was full of some
energy just ready to burst out of his body.

Allison used
the tip of her tongue to tickle around the head of his cock. This
made him glow even brighter, filling the room with a glow like that
from a fluorescent light.

Supporting his cock at the base with one hand, she went to
town on the head, moving her lips in semi-circles over the taut
flesh and sticking the tip of her tongue into the little slit at
the end that would normally be filling her mouth with salty precum.
Using just her thumb and index finger, she made her own cockring.
She drew this circle slowly up his shaft, making sure to suck as
hard as she could on the head of his cock the whole
time.

He was getting
so bright that she had to squint, and could still only barely make
out his outline.

“Give me your
flesh,” he said suddenly. The strength of his voice shook the room.
It was like he drew power from arousal. The next time she tongued
the tip of his cock, she thought she could almost taste some
precum.

Was their
encounter somehow making him more alive?

Then Allison
found herself slowly rotating off the floor. Her body spun around
his cock like the hand of a clock. With his fat rod still jammed
between her lips, all she could do was let out a startled
whimper.

That
surprise melted away when she felt his arms wrap around her back
and felt his face press between her legs. They were in 69 position standing up. She had no
time to wonder at it though, as his ghostly tongue slipped into her
wet little pussy and made her moan on him some more. All the blood
rushing into her head had the effect of intensifying the
sensitivity of her pussy to his attentions. Before long, she had to
take her mouth off him and just use the ring she’d made with her
fingers, running it up and down his length, as she started
groaning.

Looking at his
cock, she thought she could start to see the hint of color in the
ectoplasm.

Then her
whole body jerked as she came. He held onto her tightly, moving his
tongue in slow circles around the ring of flesh at her opening,
sending spikes of electricity through her nerves.

The ghost
walked them over to the bed. Instead of setting her down on the
mattress like she expected, Allison let out a yelp of surprise as
he put her partially on the floor. Her shoulders and upper back
rested on the floor, while her lower back and hips were supported
by the side of the bed. Her cunt was pointed straight into the air.
He also grabbed her behind the knees and pushed her legs against
her body, fully exposing her pussy to anything he wanted to do with
it.

He sat down on
the bed, his legs on either side of Allison’s body. Holding his
cock down with a thumb, he placed it lengthwise along the sopping
slit of her pussy. He rubbed his bulging rod between her slippery
lips.

Was it
Allison’s imagination, or could she see a big drop of precum beaded
on the head of his cock? She reached up and wiped at his cock with
the pad of her thumb the next time he poked his long cock forward,
filling the room up with brightness at the sensation her touch
caused him.

She
sucked it off her thumb. It tasted like precum. She gasped as she
realized that she was right: the ghost was coming back to life
through their fucking. And all this was only the foreplay. What
would happen when he
shoved his meat into the hungry and waiting lips of her
cunt? There’s
only one way to find out, Allison thought.

“Come on and
fuck me,” Allison said. She wiggled her hips back and forth as much
as she could, feeling a tingle in her pussy as his hard rod rubbed
against her clit. “Don’t you want to?”

From the
way his cock hardened against her flesh after she’d spoken, Allison knew he
did.

The ghost moved
his hips, changing the angle of his cock. Still guiding it with one
thumb on the top of his shaft, he slid the head back down through
her slit until it rested right on the cusp. Allison tried raising
her hips to move him into her, but she couldn’t.

He
shuddered against the bed as he entered her. The head, being the
widest part, stretched her out as his cock pushed into her. He kept
pushing in against the resistance of the tightness of her grip
around him. He’d gritted his teeth, and between her own gasps of
pleasure at the sensation of his ghostly flesh running along hers,
she thought she saw him take a breath.

With her
legs back like they were, he’d made her pussy really tight and
somewhat shallow. He had to stop, unable to cram his entire cock
into her. Allison felt so hot. She had to take deep breaths that
made her ample tits rise and fall. Concentrating, she gave his cock
a squeeze with the muscles of her pussy.

That got him
going. Using only a few inches of play, he allowed the bed to
bounce him up and down a little.

“Yeah,” Allison
whimpered, “Keep fucking me with that big cock. Can you squeeze it
into my tight little cunt?” Puckering her lips, she sucked in a
breath and continued, “You like them nice and tight, don’t
you...”

Every
time his shaft pressed back into her, she squeezed him, tried to
hold him in nice and deep like that for as long as she could until
the mattress forced his cock to pull back up. She could see the
glistening of her juices on his shaft now. He was getting more real
by the second.

Using his
thumbs, he reached between her legs and spread the lips of her
pussy apart to get a better look as his shaft fought against her
tightness.

“Am I
getting you nice and wet?” Allison said. She wanted to watch his
hard cock pounding into her, too. She strained her head, but all
she could see was a bit of his wet shaft as it slid in her. Her
pussy pulled at the skin of his cock, and bunching it back each
time he thrust his long rod back into her tight little
hole.

She realized it
really was skin. His cock was almost completely real. Looking up
into his face, she saw a look of strain. His lips were contorted,
pushed out from his teeth, as he stared down at her.

Allison reached
up around her ass and grabbed him by the wrists. This caught his
attention.

“Tell me your
name,” she said. She wanted something to scream when her cunt
contracted around his cock and made her cry out.

“Graham,” the
ghost said.

That seemed to
break his concentration a little. He had to stop. She felt his cock
flex inside her, and he wrapped his fingers around the base of his
shaft as though trying to stop himself from coming.

Allison pulled
at his hand, making him release his grip on his cock.

“Come in my
pussy,” she said, “Fill me up. Do it.”

He stopped
using the mattress to bounce himself. Instead, he lifted himself up
off it and started giving her the pounding she’d been waiting for.
The head of his cock bumped against the back of her pussy with each
thrust. He was so damn hard in her. Her grip on his wrists
tightened in time with the grip of her pussy around his cock.

The glow
around him was completely gone now. He seemed almost fully flesh.
She knew he was no longer a ghost the next moment. He stopped
suddenly and she felt him jerk inside of her, his cock spewing warm
cum right into her tight hole. He filled her up with more and more
with every jump of his cock against her squeezing grip.

She was coming
too, the wet walls of her pussy milking all the jizz out of his
balls one squeeze at a time.

When he pulled
his cock out of her, some of his cum trickled out too. It moved in
a warm trail down her stomach.

Graham looked
like he was in shock. Allison let go of his wrists. Graham brought
his hands up near his face, staring at the red marks on his wrists
where she’d held onto him tightly while coming all over his
cock.

“I’m... I’m...”
he said.



“Alive?”
Allison suggested. Her pussy was still clenching and unclenching a
little, as thought waiting for more.

Graham was a
handsome man. He had a look of utter awe on his face as he ran his
hands over his own body. This filled Allison with warmth. She felt
so unreasonably happy. This was far better than fucking some random
guy from the bar. How many girls could say that they’d actually
fucked a ghost back from the dead?

Her back was
stiff as she rolled onto her side and then pushed to her feet. She
sat on the bed beside Graham, laying her head on his broad shoulder
and encircling his waist with one arm.

“I don’t know
how this happened,” Graham said.

Allison gently
pushed him down onto the bed. She grabbed the covers from the floor
and threw them over their bodies. She snuggled against him.

“Shh. Just be
happy. We’ll think of everything in the morning. Just sleep now,
with me, okay?”

She felt his
body relax against hers. “Sleep? That sounds wonderful.”

As they drifted
off together, Allison tried to remember for the next day that she’d
need to tell the plumber not to come in.




Follow Jillian on
Twitter @JillianCumming

 


Visit her Author
Page

 

Discover other titles
by Jillian Cumming at Smashwords.com

Farm
Girl Threesome 3

Farm
Girl Threesome 2

Farm
Girl Threesome

Graveyard Ghost
Seduction

Her
Husband’s Ghost

Highlander Hungers:
Three Erotic Highlander Stories

Moonlight Menages:
Three Werewolf Three-Ways

Nights
of Lust: Three Erotic Vampire Stories

Moonlight Lust:
Three Erotic Werewolf Stories

Cowboy
Heat: Three Stories of Gay Cowboys

Vampire Seductions:
Three Stories of Gay Vampires

Full
Moon Desires: Three Stories of Gay Werewolves

Star
Slut

Screwing the Tax
Man

 


Looking for a
threesome with something supernatural in it? Check out this sample
from Jillian’s steamy story:

 


My Hot Werewolf
Three-Way

 


I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out, I
put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I saw
a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry, did
we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought about
what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me wonder
how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same time.
I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see the
full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men looked
at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of them
had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.
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Even though
Mary was a stranger to the Scottish Highlands, the hills and lochs
called to her. A cool breeze pressed her thin dress tightly around
her full breasts, making the fabric dimple between her legs. She
stood alone on a high cliff, with an incredible vista in front of
her.

An opaque mist
hung over some of the lower areas, blocking her view.

“You like it,
lass?” A low voice rumbled behind her.

Gasping, Mary
spun around in fright. She felt her pussy tighten up and get a
little wet with the sudden jolt of excitement.

A tall,
powerfully built man with long hair looked at her with a glint of
amusement in his eyes. He had on the patterned kilt of a
highlander, a pair of boots, and nothing else. The muscles of his
chest and abs were well-formed, and his powerful shoulders rose and
fell with his steady breathing.

He stepped
toward her.

“What? Who...?”
Mary said, all flushed. She could feel her cheeks reddening as she
drank in his chiselled body with her eyes.

She took one
step back, then another. The amusement on the man’s face changed to
fright. He lunged one foot forward, reaching out a hand to grab
her.

“No! Stop!”
Mary screamed. She tried to take another step back. Her
outstretched foot touched nothing but air.

Mary fell.

Strong fingers
grabbed her by the wrist.

“Hang on, lass.
Quick, give me your other hand!”

Mary dragged
her eyes from the ground below, which now seemed very far down
indeed. Looking up, she saw him gesturing for her other hand.
Reaching, she grabbed him.

With one heave,
he pulled her back to safety. Tears streaming hotly from her eyes,
Mary wrapped her arms around him and pressed her face to his chest.
As she shook and the blood rushed past her ears, she heard
something. It was a rhythmic thumping, strong and steady. He held
her in his large arms while the beat of his heart soothed the
fright, shiver by shiver, from her body.

When she could,
Mary pushed back from him. He released his hold, albeit
reluctantly, and looked her up and down. Mary felt her cheeks heat
at the sudden scrutiny.

“You all right?
I see no scratches, nor any bruises.”

Mary looked
herself over. There didn’t seem to be anything wrong, except for a
tear in her dress that showed the firm, smooth skin of her
stomach.

“Yes, I’m fine.
Though it looks like my dress paid the price. Thank you, sir.”

He waved off
her thanks. “I make it my business to save beautiful women.”
Smiling, he continued, “And I believe it was at least partly my
fault in the first place. The name is Donald, by the way.”

“Mary,” she
replied. His smile made her pussy start to heat up, too. She was
glad he couldn’t see that, at least.

“Let me escort
you to my home. I’ve some thread and other supplies you might use
to fix that rip.” When she hesitated, he added, “Please? It’s the
least I can do.”
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		updateProgress();
	}
}

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



