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The castle was large and imposing, even more so due to the run-down state that it was in. There seemed to be an evil presence radiating from it, something that most certainly did not want her there- or anyone, really. Even though it was broad daylight outside, Susan felt a cold shiver run down her spine, and she was beginning to wonder whether her agreeing to come to this castle with Rik Brogan, the world’s foremost ghost hunter and host of his own show on the Exploration channel- “Ghost Tales”, a show where he traveled the world and shot video of him in haunted places trying to prove or disprove a haunting. 

He had contacted Susan a few weeks ago because he was doing a special on one of the most famous hauntings in England- Balmoraine Castle. Susan had heard about it only vaguely- she was more of an American specialist, having successfully exorcised that terrible Ardley Mansion haunting some years ago. The notoriety she gained from that exorcism, in fact, is what inspired Rik Brogan to give her a call. She wasn’t a huge fan of his, but she had to admit that the money he was offering was far too good to turn down.

One of his tech setup guys opened the door, and it shuddered open with a loud, ominous, metallic screech. The group walked into the entrance hall, and Susan looked around- whatever presence occupied the building notwithstanding, she would have loved to live here, with its Gothic arches and spires and the beautiful stonework all around them.

“So what’s the deal with this castle, again?” she said, looking over at Rik.

“Not sure, to be honest.” He said, looking around. “The rumors surrounding this place are pretty vague. It was built by the first Lord Balmoraine sometime in the 1500s, and it was more or less your run of the mill castle with surrounding feudal territories until 1700 or so.”

“Let me guess.” Susan said, looking around. “Somebody started to hear bumps in the night.”

“Ah… well, sort of.” He said. “The lord of the castle at that time was… well, let’s say he wasn’t exactly as nice as his great-great-great-grandfather was. There was talk that he was a warlock, a Satanist, that sort of thing. The first recorded mention of this we have is from the diary of a farmer named Brian Johnson, whose daughter the lord took a fancy to.”

“Oh god, what did he do to her?” Susan said, dreading the answer.

“Well- he married her. Forcefully.” Rik said. “But supposedly, at least according to farmer Johnson, he did something else as well- took her soul, or changed her, or whatever. He declared that his daughter had died that night she married the lord, and that whatever thing that now took the same pleasures as the lord was only a demon in his daughter’s guise.”

“So the lord and lady were two peas in a pod, then?” Susan said.

“Yup, since their wedding night. The lady had gone from a sweet farm girl to a sadistic, amoral, lust-driven witch, according to the populace.” Rik said. “She and her husband would enjoy the company of some of the young ladies of the countryside from time to time, and all of them seemed affected. Changed- as if they were someone different, as if whatever happened in the castle turned them into someone different.”

“Jesus. I bet they were scarred emotionally.” Susan said, shaking her head. “So what finally happened?”

“I don’t doubt it.” Rik said. “And as for what happened, the townspeople finally had enough of those two doing whatever it was they did to the women of the village. The townsmen, led by Father Bruce Branagan, stormed the castle and killed them.”

“And the castle has been haunted ever since?” Susan said.

“Oh yeah. Haunted to the max.” Rik said. “In fact, nobody’s even been allowed inside in over one hundred years- the previous owners had been more superstitious than the current one, I guess, who couldn’t care less what we’re doing with it so long as it doesn’t interrupt his vacation in Boca.”

“So we’re here to prove the haunting?” Susan said.

“I think so.” Rik said. “It’s… well, it’s why I asked you to come along. I don’t normally bring mediums, as most of the sites I explore are plain Jane not haunted, but this one feels different. I feel like this one could be real.”

“I think you might be right.” Susan said. Even in the daytime, with people around, she could feel some sort of malevolent presence lurking. She was not excited for what the night would bring. “So what’s the game plan?”

“My tech guys here will set up all the cameras and equipment, microphones, that sort of thing.” Rik said. “Then we’ll have our own handheld cameras and microphones and go exploring, looking for strong spots of ghostly activity.”

“Sounds good.” Susan said. She watched as the technical people set up their cameras, and she quietly said a traditional Wiccan prayer her mother had taught her. It was going to be a long night…

A FEW HOURS LATER

There was definitely something in the house. Of that, Susan had no doubt. Even as night had fallen the air had seemed to get… thicker, somehow. As she and Rik had explored the house, going from room to room, looking through the ruined furniture and the ornate pillars, the sense that there was something else there with them had gotten stronger and stronger indeed. At first it had been a slow, almost imperceptible presence- a tingle at the back of her mind, like she felt with very weak hauntings. As they explored the castle, however, it began to get stronger and stronger, and as they crested the steps to the second floor it began to feel oppressive. Suddenly, she heard a loud crash in one of the rooms.

“Did you hear that?” she said, and Rik nodded, looking at her- she could see the shock and fear in his face. It sounded like it had come from a room at the end of the hall, the one through those double doors. Mustering their courage, the two intrepid ghost hunters moved down to the end of the hallway. They paused- for the briefest of moments- and then opened the doors into the room. The room was full of beautiful furniture, not least of all which was the beautiful four-poster oak bed in the middle of the room.

“Do you see anything that could have made that noise?” Rik said, looking around. “Take a look around, maybe something fell in or something. Let’s assume it was normal and not supernatural for the moment, and rule that out.”

Susan nodded, only half-listening. The presence here was almost overpowering- this must have been it, the focus of the haunting. She was sure of it. She could definitely feel it now, a presence on top of her, surrounding her like a fog. It was distracting, almost, like a steady buzz.

Ohgod fuck me now I need it ohgod need a big cock in my tight aching pussy fuck me fuckmehard

Susan started, as though something had shocked her. She didn’t know where that had come from- it almost seemed as if those thoughts had risen in her, unbidden. She shook her head, trying to steady herself.

Pleaseno don’t stop need your cock deep in my pussy ohno oh please I’ll do anything please fuckme

The words were coming faster now, unbidden, and Susan tried to clear her head again. As she did, however, she felt herself floating, felt an image come to her mind unbidden- she was in front of a man, a handsome man, but with an evil gleam in his eyes, and a woman, impossibly beautiful. She didn’t want to listen to them, didn’t want to do what they said, didn’t want to do what they were saying, but they were doing something to her, making her want him to slide into her, fill her deeply…

Suddenly  she found herself facing Rik. He moved over to her slowly, seductively- she could see the lust raging in his eyes. Had it taken him too?

“Susan, you ready for my big dick?” he said, beginning to unbuckle his pants. She was, oh god, she was so ready, so ready to have him thrust his rock hard shaft into her, but she had to resist… this wasn’t right, something was wrong.

“Wha…” she said thickly, slowly, her only thoughts ones of a decidedly filthy nature.

“I said Susan, snap out of it!” Rik shouted, and just like that she was brought back to the castle, back to the dingy room. 

“I... I’m sorry, what…?” she said, trailing off.

“You… ah…” Rik said, very embarrassed. “You seemed to have had contact with the ghost.”

“What do you mean?” Susan said. “I had the strangest hallucination.”

“Well, ah…” Rik said. “You were looking at me, and all of a sudden your eyes got really unfocused, and you… well… ah, hell. Look down at yourself.”

Susan looked down, and she nearly screeched- she was topless! She brought her hands up to her breasts to cover them instinctively.

“You, ah… you were staring off into space, and you suddenly just really casually took off your top and your bra.” Rik said. “And you just started playing with your, ah, breasts. That’s when I yelled at you to snap out of it.”

It was worse than Susan feared. This wasn’t any normal haunting… the things the lord had been doing, it must have left some sort of psychosexual footprint on the house. Those were even worse than regular paranormal hauntings, since they were extremely hard to ignore and resist. It was probably what was making her hands feel soooo good on her tits right now. She started to rub them, tweaking her nipples. God, that felt so good, it-

“We have to go. Now!” she said, pulling her hands off her breasts. “This… this haunting. It’s not a normal one, it’s a sexual one, it-“

“I understand.” Rik said. “We need to go before it influences us anymore, causes us to lose control.”

“Exactly.” Susan said. “We need to get out of here before I can’t resist the urge to shove you on that bed and hammer my aching, wet pussy on your- dammit! We have to go!”

“Yeah, let’s go.” Rik said. He looked at her, but he didn’t move- nor did she. She saw his breath started to get more ragged, and she couldn’t stop herself from looking down at his pants; there was a bulge in his pants, his raging erection struggling to get free from his jeans. Susan licked her lips unconsciously, her body aching, but her mind screaming that they had to get out, get out of that castle right now, that-

Ohgod that cock deep In me, pounding into me, filling my tight little hole over and over and over and-

“NO!” Susan said, desperately. She started to move to the door, but just then Rik grabbed her- or more accurately, he grabbed her breasts. Susan moaned despite herself, the sensation of pleasure unlike anything she had ever experienced before. Her breasts had always been sensitive before, but this… oh god, she had never felt anything like this.

“I’m sorry, I-“ Rik said. “I couldn’t control myself. Susan, we have to get out of here.”

“Yes.” Susan said, breathing deeply, trying to control herself. Rik looked at her, trying to do the same, but he could feel himself slipping as well: her naked breasts, heaving with each of her deep, tortured breaths, wasn’t helping. He tried to look away. His hands were still on her breasts, and despite his best efforts, he couldn’t bring himself to move them.

“OK.” He said. “On the count of three. You pull away, I’ll let go. Ready?”

“I’m ready.” She said, locking her gaze on his. “One… two… three!”

Instead of releasing, however, Rik’s hands simply started kneading Susan’s breasts, and she moaned instinctively, pressing her hands on his, unable to break away from that amazing feeling, that feeling of his hands on her unbelievably sensitive breasts…

Ohyes rub my tits please rub them so good so good ohplease please me rub me fuck me tease me

The voice was getting stronger now, and all of a sudden Susan realized, with a sickening realization, that they were trapped: it had them in its grip now, and that voice was boring into her head.

“Ohhhh Rik… that feels SO good, but you have to stop… uh… stop playing with my amazing tits!” she said, writhing under his touch. Unconsciously she began to slide a hand down his body, undoing his jeans’ button, rubbing his erection through the cloth of his underwear.

“No, Susan, don’t… touch…” he said, breathing heavily. “I’m… I’m barely in control, I…”

Fuckme been so long need you inside me need your ohplease take me takeme

“I… oh god, I can’t stop myself, feels so good…” Susan said, her body shuddering as Rik held her breasts. “I, Rik, I’m sorry, I can’t control myself…”

And with that she lunged at him, kissing him deeply, one hand resting firmly on his erection. A small part of her mind still screamed that this wasn’t right, that it was the influence of the haunting, but she didn’t care anymore. The need was overpowering, the voice was right- she needed to get fucked, she wanted his cock inside her so deeply, filling her, taking her.

Rik’s efforts to control himself were admirable, but once Susan was overtaken by the torrent of psychosexual energy entering her his defeat was only a matter of time. The moment she kissed him his walls began to crumble, and seconds into the kiss all of his resolve had disappeared into nothingness. All thoughts went out of his mind except one primal, animalistic one- the desire, the need, to take this beautiful woman in front of him and to make her his.

He put his hands on her ass and lifted her up easily, moving her to the four-poster bed. She noticed, with an almost dreamlike vividness, that the room was no longer a dark, dank, musty place. It had been filled with light from the gloriously blazing candelabras that lined the walls, plunging the room into a deep golden haze. Rik brought her down on the bed, pressing her against the impossibly soft mattress, and she scrambled to get his pants off as quickly as she could even as he slid her jeans off of her, shimmying them down and onto the floor. Within moments, they were both naked, and he got on top of her, kneading her tits once again.

“ohhhh god…” Susan said, moaning, her eyes almost rolling into the back of her head from the sheer force of the pleasure.

Yesgood higher and higher you want it so bad need it so bad make him take you makehim

Rik slid his hands down her body, inching closer and closer to her sex, and her hands took up his work on her tits, kneading them, thumbing her nipples hard. The voice was incessant now, pounding into her head, and Susan realized, in a detached way, that she was listening to it now- she had stopped resisting it, was embracing it. She told herself that she had to fight, that she should fight that-

Don’t fight don’t fight it ohgod that feels so good his fingers deep inside your pussy ohgod

Oh GOD, they did feel so good! She bucked unconsciously, her back arching, rising up from the bed as her pussy sent intense electric waves up her body. He thrust his fingers deep inside her, bringing them out again, going up to her clit and rubbing it, sliding his fingers up and down, side to side, inside and out again. If her tits had felt good, this… this was something else entirely, a bliss, an ecstasy Susan had never known before.

Susan fought desperately, trying to stop herself from thinking how good it felt. She tried to focus on anything, absolutely anything else than his fingers, but she found herself unable to. Each thought she had seemed like it was just out of grasp, seemed like it disintegrated before it ever came to her, fully formed. All she could think about was Rik, perfect Rik, his fingers sliding in and out and oh god it felt so good…

Finish this fuck him get that big, hard cock inside your pussy you want it so bad ohgod tell him beg him

“Mmm, stud, I need you inside me.” Susan said, looking at him lasciviously, licking her lips at him. She realized that the voice was seeping into her more and more. She reacted to the voice’s suggestions instantly, as though they were her own thoughts, but they were not- that voice that came out of her seemed to belong to someone else, some other woman entirely.

Rik grunted, his mind gone, his only need a raw, animal lust. He slid his fingers out of her soaking pussy, and lined his cock up at the entrance of her sex. Susan realized that this was a bad idea, this much sexual energy unleashed into the haunting of the house could only reinforce it. She mustered up the final bits of her resistance, the final embers of her will. She knew that it was now or never, she had to resist, she had to stop.

“No… Rik.. You have to…” she said thickly, trying to fight through the overwhelming fog of lust enveloping her. He couldn’t be too far gone for this, he was their last hope, he had to listen. “You can’t-“

He pushed into her then, his cock sliding easily into her wet, aching pussy, with no resistance, and she moaned, her back arching, her body bucking and swaying, her mind shattered under the unbelievable, supernatural pleasure that surged through her. She couldn’t even remember what she had been trying to say, trying to do, trying to achieve.

“Can’t what?” he said, thrusting into her, his voice little more than a deep, otherworldly grunt. 

“Oh GOD, can’t stop fucking me!” she screamed. What little resistance she had mustered was gone, shredded and disintegrated by the pleasure, by the raw arousal and lust that Rik was building up as he thrust into her deeply, filling her completely. She could not even imagine telling him to stop, now, no- this was all she wanted, all she needed, her world had shrunk: her world was his cock, wholly and completely, and nothing mattered except that he continued fucking her deep, hard, faster and faster.

Yes good make him come come deep inside you orgasm come feel good oh so good feel it FEEL IT

“Oh god!” Susan said, moaning, bucking, her orgasm building and building. She was so close, spurred on by Rik’s cock pounding into her. He shifted his weight slightly and his cock began to rub against her clit, and the pressure was too much. She couldn’t control herself, and that deep tingle inside her burst forth- her orgasm came, and her pussy clamped down on Rik’s cock, causing him to grunt and come inside her, the two of them bucking and thrusting mindlessly onto each other in the extreme throes of sexual passion.

Susan’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, the force of it slamming down on her like she had never known before. As the orgasm hit her, however, something else came- something dark, something sinister, something from the very edges of the ethereal void. Susan watched helplessly from inside her own body as it came into her, enveloping her. It was the voice, it was the voice…

Thank you, little one. That was… oh so good for me.

“Nuh… no…” Susan said weakly as she began to lose consciousness, her last memories as she faded was Rik still grunting, thrusting deep into her, and the pleasure…

DAWN

Lady Atalexia Balmoraine sat up, stretching her arms, stretching her legs, and she smiled wickedly to herself. It felt SO good to be back in a body again. She couldn’t believe how the fates had been so kind to her- after so many years locked up in that damned incorporeal form in the castle, the fates had been so kind as to bring her one of the most psycho-sensitive hosts she had ever felt. It had been child’s play to focus the sexual energies on them, get them to orgasm with each other and open a conduit so Atalexia could take full control of the body.

The poor girl. She hadn’t ever been told what she was, hadn’t ever been prepared. Atalexia had been so weak that even the most rudimentary trained acolyte could have resisted her demonic possession. Be that as it was, however, this girl had been a natural, and with no training had been completely unable to even begin to resist Atalexia forcing herself into the girl’s body. She reminded Atalexia of herself, when she had been known as Anna, before William had corrupted her.

She was happy with it. It was young, firm, and beautiful. She pressed her new breasts together, examining them, looking at herself in the dusted over mirror that she had looked her original body with so many years ago. It would not be hard to continue having… fun with it. She looked over at the naked man with her. He was fairly attractive, though he was not nearly as beautiful as her William had been. He would serve her well. Though she’d have to alter his memories…

“Boy, that was, uh, something, huh Susan?” Rik said sheepishly as the two of them walked out of the castle, the dawn cresting over the castle’s parapets.

“Uh… yeah, it was.” Atalexia said. “It’s too bad that it turned out that the castle wasn’t haunted.”

“Well, the night wasn’t a total waste.” Rik said, smiling at her. She smiled at him back.

“No, it wasn’t.” she said. “I mean, that’s what happens when you stick two young, hot people in a room together…”

“I suppose it does.” Rik said, smiling. “I have a feeling we’re going to have some great ghost hunts together. That is, uh, if you want to keep, you know, going with me and all…”

“You’re too cute.” She said, smiling, nuzzling his nose. It had been so simple to alter his memories, to make him think that nothing had happened except a spontaneous one night stand in one of the many empty rooms of the castle. She was going to enjoy keeping him around, at least for a little while.

The two of them walked the short road to the town, the town that the castle overlooked, the town that had so unceremoniously terminated Atalexia’s physical existence those many years ago. She smiled as she saw a woman and a man talking in a field a few yards away. She muttered under her breath, sending a bolt of sexual energy at the woman, watching her eyes glaze over as she struggled to resist the newfound urge she had to mount the man and fuck him with wild abandon.

Rik, oblivious, did not notice- but she did. Oh, she noticed when the woman caved, submitted to this new intrusion of lust. She watched the woman bend over, his eyes glassed over with desire, showing off her ass to the man who wasted no time in sliding himself deep inside that sweet, innocent townswoman. Oh, Atalexia reflected, she was going to have a wonderful time indeed…
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