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About Teased, Taunted, Haunted: Her Bondage Ghost:

The thought of it had Melissa swooning. She reached down with her non-phone hand and began running it gently over her inner thigh, teasing herself.

“It sounds scary, but ... not being able to see him is like wearing a blindfold, if you think about it,” Carla said. “If you're into that sort of thing — and I know I am — you can get a whole lot of mileage out of your new housemate.”

Melissa just bought a new house, and she's eager to start a new chapter in her life. But her house came with an unexpected guest.

Her new house is haunted by the ghost of a bondage fanatic, and it's going to take her places she never imagined.

This erotic short features paranormal situations, bondage, light BDSM, and plenty of hot action!

–

An Excerpt:

Melissa, leaning back on her elbows, tossed her head back and moaned.

The hands left her body then, and she thought in that moment she might have frightened them off.

Eagerly she looked around, a small voice in the back of her head berating her for scaring them off — and an even smaller voice questioning the point of looking around for something that was invisible in the first place.

These thoughts barely had time to register. Just then, she felt a snaky and constrictive presence around each of her wrists. It took her a moment to realize what was happening, but soon she pieced it together: These were ropes. Whatever invisible force was putting her into this sexual frenzy had brought with it a set of invisible ropes.

It was only then that she looked down and realized, no, they were real ropes. They'd been stashed in a corner, unseen, and snaked their way over to her as she was distracted.

The ropes looped around her wrists, firm but not at all too tight, and knotted themselves professionally.
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The two-story Victorian house loomed high over its winding driveway, and Melissa sat in the driveway staring up at it from inside her car. Already running fifteen minutes late, she snapped out of it and cursed as she pulled the keys out of the ignition.

Her agent's car was parked out on the street, so he was probably already waiting inside. She was right: He greeted her at the front door as she climbed the porch steps.

“Glad you found the place all right,” he said.

“Yeah, sorry about that,” she said, moving her sunglasses to the top of her head. “Could barely get out of the office, lots of deadlines coming up. You know how it is.”

“Oh, definitely.” He waved her in, stepping aside so she could take in the foyer.

The inside of the house was every bit as gorgeous as the outside, with a rich, dark wood lining every deep red surface. Melissa took a deep breath. Her agent laughed.

“I feel like that's everyone's reaction,” he said. “The place really catches people off guard.”

Melissa barely heard him. She was too busy running a finger along the wooden banister leading up to the second floor. “Mm, yeah.”

She couldn't quite figure out what it was, but something about the house seemed … intoxicating. Invigorating. Her finger lingered on the banister as she stared over at her agent, who was prattling on about housing codes or something. She snapped back to attention just as he turned back toward her.

“I can give you the basic tour, if you'd like?”

“Hrm? Oh, yeah! Sure,” Melissa said. The agent smiled.

The tour was basic – here's the living room, here's the dining room, here's the kitchen, the pantry's over there, you've got a den toward the back, bedrooms are upstairs, bathroom-and-a-half down here, one full bathroom up there. In all it was probably a half hour, but to Melissa it felt like seconds.

She found herself enraptured with the house, lingering on its features, displaying a surprising level of interest — and this confused her, right up until she caught herself staring at the agent's ass while he leaned over to adjust a piece of furniture.

Holy shit, she thought to herself. I'm horny. I'm actually turned on right now.

She tried to juggle her attention between whatever the agent was saying and the thoughts running rampant inside her head, but the thoughts were winning by a landslide.

Think, think: You last masturbated this morning, so this can't be a matter of going too long without getting off.

She eyed the agent, who was again lost in one of his boring tangents.

He's cute, I guess, but certainly nothing to write home about. Did you feel this way on the drive over?

That's when it occurred to Melissa: This only started when I walked into the house. Is there … is there something about this house?

As she pieced this together, other things were going on inside of her. She felt a familiar but inexplicable warmth down below, a quickening of the pulse and rush of blood to her most sensitive areas.

What the hell is going on with this house?

Her agent, who had just finished yet another marathon of boring real estate speak, was trying to get her attention. Again, she forced herself to snap back into it.

“Sorry, I'm just—” she froze, looking for the right excuse. “I'm just so enamored with the house.”

The agent, sensing a sale, smiled. “I'm sure you have some questions,” he said, and invited her to sit with him at the dining room table. They sat.

Melissa shifted in her seat. She could feel herself getting wet, could feel her neck and cheeks growing flush. She felt twenty degrees warmer than she did when she first walked in.

“So, then — questions?”

“Just one, really,” Melissa said. “How is this place available? And for this cheap?”
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Her agent hesitated before answering, but Melissa prodded him along with her eyes.

You've already made the sale, and you didn't even have to do anything for it, those eyes said. Just give me some goddamn papers already.

“Well, the last three owners of this house have been women of about your age,” he said, stammering at first but quickly regaining his rhythm — as if he'd made this speech before. “Each one has held the house for around a year, then sold it and moved on. I've dealt with the last two.”

“And what did they say was wrong with the place?”

“Nothing, actually,” he said. “They both loved it, but said they just needed a change. In fact, they each only had one specific reason for moving out. It was … exhaustion.”

Melissa's brow furrowed, but internally she couldn't help thinking it made a kind of sense. If my first hour in this house is any indication of what life in it might be like, there's a good chance I'll have pleasured myself into a coma within a year. 

“Exhaustion?”

The agent nodded.

“I know,” he said. “Trouble sleeping, apparently. No idea why; there's no noise from traffic because the house is set too far back, and the nearest train tracks are seven miles away. I've spent a few nights in here myself trying to figure it out. Nothing.”

“Odd,” Melissa said.

“You're not wrong. But that's the story.”

The rest of the afternoon was a series of formalities. Melissa inquired about anything else that might be wrong with the place, but it had a clean bill of health and the agent seemed on the level. 

That night, Melissa was already packing up her apartment — taking occasional breaks to slip an anxious finger into her panties and gently rub her throbbing clit. She'd lean back, eyes closed, and imagine herself being fucked hard by some lithe, toned replacement for her real estate agent on the new house's dining room table.

She imagined being picked up and ridden hard against the wall, the strong walls of the house not budging an inch as she was taken, over and over again, against their deep red designs.

Oh, the trouble I'm going to get into in that house, she thought to herself, running her fingers between her folds and playing with her erect nipples.

Late that night, after one such session of self pleasure, she fell into a deep, sweaty sleep from which she didn't wake up until the following morning.

The next week or so was a flurry of packing tape and large brown boxes, as Melissa compartmentalized her life and took it carload by carload into the new house. By the end of that week, she was ready to spend her first night there.
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Night in suburbs this sparse meant the only light coming through the windows was moonlight. It gave the hardwood of the hallways a calm blue glow as Melissa patrolled in her bare feet and loose negligee.

The arousal she felt during the initial tour was back, but it was nowhere near as powerful. She was disappointed, but also a little relieved — if it were as overwhelming as it had been that first day, she simply wasn't going to get anything done.

At her apartment she had gotten into the habit of walking around in the nude, but the abundance of windows in the new house left her feeling a bit more exposed than usual. Even with all of the curtains drawn and knowing the street was plenty far away from the house proper, she couldn't shake the feeling she was being watched.

The night was warm, and Melissa slept above the comforter.

Though she woke up in the morning with no clear recollection of what her dreams were about, she knew they were vivid — and the dampness of her blankets served as evidence.

She noticed, too, that her negligee had somehow been pulled down past her breasts overnight.

Did I end up playing with myself in my sleep? That doesn't sound like something I'd do, she thought to herself. 

Chalking it up to a restless evening, Melissa shrugged and moved on with her day.

She happened to have said day off, actually, so she spent the daylight hours unpacking and organizing. She wandered past a mirror and had to laugh — hair haphazardly pulled back, oversized shirt, baggy sweatpants. She looked nothing like the take-no-shit editor that normally wore sharp business suits five days of the week.

It was only in the mirror that she noticed the attic door. 

It was only then she realized an attic existed. She didn't remember her agent saying anything about it.

Her curiosity piqued, she decided to check it out.

The air of the attic was musty, and Melissa had to brush cobwebs out of her face as she made her way up. The attic was lit entirely by a large window at the very end, under which sat a small cedar cabinet. It was the only item in the room.

Crouching slightly — despite not really needing to, as it was a surprisingly roomy attic — Melissa approached the cabinet with a deliberate sort of caution.

Sitting down cross-legged in front of it, she noticed there were no locks or latches keeping the cabinet closed. She pushed up on the lid and it opened with a loud creak, revealing a few stacks of old magazines and what looked like a composition book sitting on top.

Melissa picked up the composition book first. It had nothing written on the front and looked to be in pretty good condition, especially considering how long it could have been sitting there.

Inside, she found nothing more than a list. It was hundreds of items in length, and consisted of nothing more than name after name — all women — with a date written after each one. The date after the last name on the list, Carla, was no more than a year ago. 

Melissa found this more than a little creepy, but decided to press on. She set the book aside to look at the magazines that were under it — and gasped loudly at what she found.
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It was pornography. Stacks of pornography. As she sifted through it, Melissa found every single issue was focused on one thing: BDSM. Each cover featured a different lady in various stages of undress, from fully clothed to completely naked and everything in between — all of them bound and vulnerable, some of them gagged, some of them being fucked very, very hard by powerful men with powerful cocks.

Melissa had seen her fair share BDSM porn in her life — it was, after all, one of her many kinks — but this had her completely transfixed.

Who put this stuff here? Why such a variety? Why were some of these magazines so current?

Curious, she opened one of the more “vanilla” magazines and perused its contents. Men with strong bodies and thick, hard cocks having their way with women of all makes lined each page.

Melissa kept flipping, page after page, looking intently at the sweaty piles of flesh, some shots obviously caught in mid-thrust as the women pictured closed their eyes and snarled in pleasure, ropes pinning their arms in various positions of differing difficulty. 

The men behind them grabbed at their tits, fingers plying to bury themselves in the firm mounds.

Melissa caught herself breathing heavier, drawing circles on her inner thigh with her free hand.

Taking a quick look out the window to see what kind of viewpoint someone from outside might have, Melissa decided to settle in and enjoy herself a bit.

She went downstairs to grab a thick blanket and brought it back up with her, setting it up in front of the cabinet. Slowly, deliberately, she took off her pants and shirt, revealing a thin pair of panties and naked breasts. She'd always been proud of her body, and in the right situation she had no qualms with dropping everything and worshipping it with a kind hand and some rough fantasies.

Laying back on the blanket, she held the magazine in one hand and felt her supple tits with the other. She ran small circles around her nipple, starting wide and growing narrower and narrower, until she was finally at its erect point — which she pinched, biting her lip and moaning into the pain.

This went on a few minutes, her breathing growing heavier and heavier, until finally she couldn't bear the anticipation any longer and ran her hand down her torso, along her tight stomach and under her tight — and now very wet — panties.

Her clit begged for her attention, and she had no intention of ignoring it. She slipped her finger into herself to gain some lubrication, then rubbed it on her clit quickly, her eyes shut in focus and arousal.

That's when she first felt the hands.
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Invisible, the hands wrapped themselves around her wrists, firm and unyielding — but only for a moment, and then they were gone.

She let out a sharp “What the fuck?!” and climbed to her feet, covering herself but not entirely sure why, as there was nobody else in the room. She breathed heavily and stared at the blanket she'd just been laying on.

It moved. Slightly.

Melissa jumped back, reaching behind her to make sure she wasn't about to back her head into the angled roof.

She felt another hand, this one on her shoulder.

Initially she panicked and flinched away from it, but something — a force or feeling she couldn't explain, something warm, something calming, something otherworldly — flowed through her just then, and almost instantaneously convinced her there was no danger here.

That didn't stop her from flinching again when the other invisible hand found its way directly onto one of her tits. It shot a jolt of pleasure through her chest and down into her loins, and that's when she realized her heavy breathing had less to do with fright and more to do with excitement.

If that wasn't enough to convince her, the feeling of her own juices rapidly building up and moistening the apex of her thighs certainly was.

Her head told her this was not something she wanted to be involved with, but that touch — it had been so warm, so firm, so pleasing, that even in such brief doses it spoke of limitless potential for release.

Melissa was enraptured, her pussy longing for more of the hands' touch. Her curiosity, piqued by the magazines and pushed over the edge by those hands, got the better of her. She crept back toward the blanket.

As if sensing Melissa's decision, the hands grabbed her again — this time by the waist.

She did nothing to stop them as they led her back to the blanket and urged her down onto her tight, toned ass. Leaning back, she felt the presence push aside one of her knees, then the other.

The feeling of her legs being spread by something she couldn't even see sent a warm shiver up her body, and she trembled. The hands moved down her legs to her ankles and bare feet, sweeping over them carefully and calmly before moving back up her calves and around to her inner thighs, where they ran downward toward her glistening pussy and stopped only inches before making contact.

Melissa, leaning back on her elbows, tossed her head back and moaned.

The hands left her body then, and she thought in that moment she might have frightened them off.

Eagerly she looked around, a small voice in the back of her head berating her for scaring them off — and an even smaller voice questioning the point of looking around for something that was invisible in the first place.

These thoughts barely had time to register. Just then, she felt a snaky and constrictive presence around each of her wrists. It took her a moment to realize what was happening, but soon she pieced it together: These were ropes. Whatever invisible force was putting her into this sexual frenzy had brought with it a set of invisible ropes.

It was only then that she looked down and realized, no, they were real ropes. They'd been stashed in a corner, unseen, and snaked their way over to her as she was distracted.

The ropes looped around her wrists, firm but not at all too tight, and knotted themselves professionally.

Melissa could do nothing but stare on in wonder and arousal as the loose ends of the ropes pulled outward, slowly, so as not to pull her elbows out from under her. She lowered herself to the ground gently and the ropes pulled all the way out, attaching to nothing at all but managing to render her taut and helpless, flat on her back, her pert breasts on display to the world.

This is a dream, she told herself. There's absolutely no way this is happening. But the warm, wet state of her pussy and the light tension in her shoulders from the ropes stretching her outward said otherwise.
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Melissa was just sinking into the odd comfort of her bound position when the hands surprised her again — this time by, without warning, lightly grabbing her nipples.

The shock and pleasure was too much for Melissa and she clenched her eyes shut, moaning loudly. The hands wandered around her breasts for a bit, taking in her curves and doing rings around her sensitive, hardened nipples before running down her sides and moving again toward her crotch. 

It was only now that she noticed the hands seemed to actually be attached to arms, and those arms to a body.

The whole construct was invisible, but she could tell she was dealing less with disembodied appendages and more with a horny spirit.

As she was making this realization she felt the hands leave her body again, but this time only for a briefly. They engaged her again around the wrists, holding onto the loops of rope as if to confirm for her that she was completely helpless.

She knew it. She loved it. She bit her lower lip in anticipation as the warm spectral body responsible for this intense longing in her ready, willing cunt pulled closer to her, matching every inch of her flesh with its own electric presence.

She gasped as its weight came down on top of her, strong but not overbearing, and gasped even deeper as she felt it enter her, a hot and powerful length the likes of which she had never before experienced.

It moved in only slightly at first, forcing her to arch her back and thrust her hips forward in the hopes she might wrap herself further around her mysterious lover's throbbing cock, but the tension in the ropes and the strength of her spectral lover's hands prevented her from doing much of anything.

She was made to wait patiently, anticipation building inside of her with every partial entry until finally, after what felt like an eternity, she could feel in her wrists the incoming pressure of a full thrust — and she was not disappointed.

The entire length entered her and hit what felt like every button, filling her as if were made to her exact specifications, every fold and nook within her given full and loving attention.

Her eyes shot open wide and her mouth went agape. She made no sound at first, but soon let herself go and felt almost as if she were listening to herself from afar — she had never let loose moans and screams like this before, and the very notion only served to turn her on further.

She suddenly felt hot breath on her neck, the area just above her shoulder growing damp with the exhalations of her ghostly lover. There was no noise, just the pleasing warmth.

She felt it engulf her, the tide within her rising with every thrust, waves breaking inside her, until finally she could hold them back no more and the dam burst — she came, harder than she had ever come before, for longer than ever before, toes curling and legs shaking as the feelings inside rocked her into spasms of bliss.

She felt the muscles in her abdomen and arms tire as she kept them flexed for longer than they were capable, the fatigue of orgasmic glee settling in and burning her very fibers.

It was only a few minutes later, while basking in the afterglow, that she noticed two things: One, it was now nighttime, and two, the presence had vanished. 

So had the ropes.

Melissa allowed herself a few minutes more to relax, then picked herself up and went down to the kitchen, still naked, for a glass of wine.
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The next day, she called her agent.

“Don't tell me you already want to sell,” he said, only half joking.

“Nothing of the sort,” Melissa said. “Actually, I was hoping you could offer me some information about the last woman who lived here. Carla, was it?”

“How did you … ?”

“Don't worry about it; I'm just wondering if you can get me in contact with her.”

The agent paused on the other end of the line. “Well, yeah, I suppose. She never said she wanted to remain anonymous. Can I ask what the trouble is?”

“Oh, there's no trouble at all,” Melissa said. “I just want to pick her brain about a few things to do with the house. Nothing major.”

The agent paused again. Melissa could practically feel his brow furrowing through the phone line.

Regardless, he eventually relented and gave her Carla's number.

An hour later, Melissa sat in her kitchen, clad in pajamas, swirling her second glass of wine and fumbling around with the scrap of paper on which she'd written the digits.

Whether it was the wine or the memory of what had happened the previous day Melissa could not say for certain, but it did not take long for her to gather the courage to dial Carla.

“Hello?” a deep but lovely voice on the other end of the line said.

“Hi, is this … Carla?”

There was a pause before the voice replied. “Yes, this is she. Can I help you?”

Melissa thought hard about what she wanted to say next. She had a lot of questions, and she didn't want to scare this woman off. “Hi, you don't know me,” she began. “My name's Melissa, and I just moved into a new house—”

“Oh, hell,” Carla said. “You've moved into my old place, haven't you?”

“I— yes,” Melissa responded. She'd expected Carla to take any number of tones, but that was definitely not one of them. “I just moved in this past week.”

“Did you go into the attic?”

Melissa pondered for a moment just how insane her past day and a half had been — that she could call this conversation the second-most surreal thing to happen in the last thirty-six hours.

“Yes.”

“Let me guess,” Carla said after a brief pause. “You received the best fucking of your life from a man you couldn't even see.”

The beat on Melissa's end of the line was apparently just long enough to confirm things for Carla, who giggled.

“It's okay, Mel,” she said. “Believe me, I know. I lived there for a year or so, and I wish I could say I'd been laid like that before or since. I don't know what's in that house, but it's very, very good at what it does. There's no shame in it.”

Melissa was stunned, but had too many questions to hit the brakes now.

“I … why would you ever give it up?”

“Well, that's the thing,” Carla said. “It's fantastic, without a doubt, and I'd have stayed there until the day I died — but whatever's in that house is insatiable. Whoever's roaming those halls wants nothing more than to fuck all night, every night.”

“I—”

“And it's great, don't get me wrong: I never came away unsatisfied. But after a while you begin to realize you can't get a good night's sleep there. It won't allow you.”

“Holy shit.”

“And don't even get me started on the creativity.”

Melissa sat up in her seat. “Creativity?”

“The magazines in that trunk aren't just for show. This thing knows what it's doing, and you're going to find yourself tied and fucked in positions you'd never even dreamed of.”

The thought of that had Melissa swooning. She reached down with her non-phone hand and began running it gently over her inner thigh, teasing herself. She was wet already.

“It sounds scary, but ... not being able to see him is like wearing a blindfold, if you think about it,” Carla said. “If you're into that sort of thing — and I know I am — you can get a whole lot of mileage out of your new housemate.”

As if answering a bell, the hands were on Melissa again.
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This time, the ghost started by trailing the fingers of one hand up her spine. The other hand was busy reaching over her clavicle, down across her breasts — stopping only for a quick pinch of her nipple — and finally under the waistband of her pajama pants, where it settled just above her clit.

Melissa inhaled sharply.

“It's him, isn't it,” Carla said. 

Melissa breathlessly confirmed Carla's suspicions.

“Yeah, he likes to do that,” Carla said with a giggle. “Hope you don't try to call your mother from home too much.”

The hand over Melissa's clit began working back and forth ever so slightly, just enough to get her mind racing in every direction other than the conversation she was having — and further wet her pussy.

Her breathing grew heavier. Carla, safe on the other end of the line, was beyond amused.

“Sounds like you're going to be a bit too distracted to finish this conversation,” she said, and Melissa could practically hear the smile in her voice. “That's okay, I've been there — no offense taken.”

Melissa tried to talk, but she was in such a state of arousal that words were proving difficult. The hands massaged, one tracing hard lines around her nipple and the other doing laps around her clit.

“Tell you what, you've got my number,” Carla said. “Feel free to give me a call sometime down the line. I did a lot of things with that … whatever he is, but a threesome wasn't one of them. Let's see if we can't finally wear him out together.”

Melissa heard all of this and went to apologize for getting sidetracked, but Carla had already hung up and the hand in Melissa's crotch was now doing things she could previously only fantasize about.

As she closed her eyes to enjoy it further, she felt the other hand reach up into her hair and pull it upward — gentle enough, but still with force.

She gasped and stood up from her chair. Almost faster than she could react, her negligee top and pajama pants were ripped away from her body and she stood, nude, at the kitchen counter.

The hand in her hair pushed her toward the counter and then over it. She bent forward, flinching slightly as her breasts and nipples touched the cold marble.

She couldn't see where the ropes came from this time either, but almost as if called to duty, there they were again — wrapping themselves around her wrists and pulling her arms out toward either side of the counter.

Two more ropes joined in, wrapping themselves around her ankles and spreading her legs outward.

With her hands and legs spread by the ghost's rope assistants and her head pulled back —  held in place by the hand wrapped strongly but carefully in her tresses — the presence began to take her from behind.

It started slowly, like last time, but picked up the pace much more quickly, pounding again and again, stiff, unrelenting.

She felt every inch of him as it entered and exited, moving outside and in with rhythm she matched with gasps of pleasure and shock. A solid smack made her ass sting. The sound of it reverberated off the cabinets and tile.

She yelped, then bit her lip and tried to look over her shoulder — then she remembered there was no use. Carla's words echoed in her head. Exactly like wearing a blindfold.

Melissa closed her eyes and moaned, already about to come. She could feel a thin sheen of sweat developing, feel the muscles in her legs growing weak with fatigue from the position they were forced into — but she couldn't have cared less, and it was obvious her partner felt the same way.

One of the final thoughts she had before slipping into the beautiful fever dream of orgasm was what Carla had said about a threesome.

It might be worth a try, Melissa thought to herself in her last few seconds of coherence before coming. A few lost nights of sleep never hurt anyone, after all.
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