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Disclaimer: This story is a work of erotic fiction. All characters described are of legal age. The names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any similarities to actual people, living or deceased, or real events, past, present, or future, are purely coincidental—so don’t go searching for hidden messages or conspiracy theories.

If you think you recognize yourself in any of these pages, that’s just your brain playing tricks on you. Rest assured, no characters were harmed in the making of this story (except the fictional ones, but they had it coming). Any opinions expressed belong solely to the imaginary people who inhabit this tale and not to the author, publisher, or any unfortunate souls caught in the crossfire.

Further, the author is not responsible for any attempt, on your part, to reenact any of the scenes described in this book.

I hold no ill will against Duluth; it was the city that the randomizer picked when I was looking for a place to send Tamara.  Please do not war-mail me for picking on it.

Finally, please remember that part of this book is period specific.  There are references to black people as “negros”, and language spoken that is indictive of black people for the time.  No offense is meant, and the words and vocabulary are there to provide a connection to that time frame as accurately as possible.

Read responsibly and enjoy the ride!
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Prologue

The Agreement
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Oak Haven is an unassuming and quiet town just outside of Brattleboro, Vermont. Calling it a town at all is almost a stretch since there are only about fifteen hundred regular residents. The population can reach around five thousand in the fall, when people flock to the East Coast to see the area’s famous fall colors.

The people of Oak Haven are quiet and keep mostly to themselves. Like their neighbor, Maine, they are fiercely independent and proud of their history.

It can be said that people come to Oak Haven to disappear, to fall out of the scope of the public eye, and to live simple, quiet lives without the worry of large groups of tourists accosting them or intruding on their privacy.

However, the town does have something of a history. 

A house. A large house, to be sure, one that started with innocent enough, though opulent, beginnings, but later led to what some would call the largest blemish in the town’s history.

At 1515 Trundelle Street, there is a house with a reputation. Some might consider it a good reputation by today’s standards, or at least no worse than one might see on Facebook or OnlyFans, but the town was unhappy at the time.  

It had earned the name “The Chambers House” because of its connection to a well-known family from Virginia who had made their money in the shipping industry. Shortly after the house had been built, the family came into hard times, and to prevent the house from being auctioned, Nathaniel Chambers willed the house to Isabella Crane, his mistress.

Constructed in the mid-1800s, it was a massive estate for its time. It had three floors, seventeen bedrooms, two parlors, a large kitchen, and living quarters for the butler and housekeeper. It was one of the first houses in the area to have its carriage house attached to the main house and complete indoor plumbing. By all standards of the time, the house was the most impressive in the area, with nothing even close to it outside Brattleboro, the next nearest large town.

The land on which the house was built was equally impressive, covering four acres with apple, crab apple, cherry, and peach trees. It was at the convergence of three main roads that entered the town and were walled off from the outside by a tall, wrought iron fence and hedgerows.

The Chambers House became famous or infamous for what Isabella did with it after it had been left to her: she made it into one of the more successful bordellos in the area. But unlike similar places in the lower-class sections of other cities and towns, she set out to make this a high-class establishment, which she did. All her girls were clean, well-mannered, and well-read, and even had regular visits by a local doctor.

The Chambers House also became well known for the parties and events it hosted for local politicians, visiting dignitaries, foreign visitors, and many other functions. There was a rumor that even a president or two visited The Chambers House. However, since no records were ever kept of the visitors, one will never know.

Madam Isabella also strived to keep a connection to the town, understanding that maintaining a good local image was necessary. As such, The Chambers House hosted several benefits each year for various charities and a Christmas Benefit for the small orphanage almost halfway between Oak Haven and Brattleboro.

Overall, while the residents of Oak Haven knew what happened at The Chambers House, they knew that the benefits outweighed any negatives and kept a blind eye to the house’s activities.
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IT WAS LATE EVENING, and the house was winding down for the night. The house and the ladies had been busy hosting a bachelor party for the son of a Navy Commander, and this, and the men, had kept the ladies of The Chambers House busy all evening.

At almost 1 am, the housekeeping staff was cleaning up the aftermath, and the ladies were cleaning up and getting ready for bed. Isabella, the Madam, walked through the halls, ensuring that everything was taken care of and cleaned up, and everyone was settled down for the night. She had a policy for her girls: There were never any overnight guests or patrons. By no later than 2 am, all business was done for the day, and she would check in on each girl.

As she reached the end of the hall, a door opened, and Pauline giggled and closed it behind her. When she turned and saw Isabella, she jumped slightly, curtsied, and said, “Oh, sorry, Madam Isabella. We were just talking some before bed.”

Isabella nodded and smiled warmly, “It’s fine, Pauline. Have you cleaned up already?”

She nodded, “Oh yes, Ma’am, some time ago.”

Isabella nodded, “Very well, then go to your room and get some sleep. We’ve all had a busy day.”

She curtsied again, “Good night, Madam.”

As Pauline hurried off, Duncan, the negro that Isabella hired to support the house, walked around the corner. He was an older man she had hired because he was good with his hands and knew about mechanical things.

“Good evening, Duncan. Up late again, I see.”

He smiled his usual, wide, toothy smile, “Yes, Ma’am. Cleaning out all the coal soot on the lamps. That alone be keepin’ me busy mos’ days. Are we still getting those Edison lights you talked about soon?”

She smiled, “I hope so, but we must see how business is. That new power company just put those posts behind the house so that it might happen.

He nodded and moved on to the next light, “Okay... I hope so. These are getting old.”

“Aren’t we all, Ducan?” She quipped.

He laughed, “Oh yes we is, Miss Isabella, yes we is.”

She continued to the end of the third-floor hallway, entered the passage to her room, and closed the door.

She walked over to her writing desk and looked at the ledger for that day. It had been a perfect day, indeed. All the girls had made more money than they expected.

“Randy and drunk sailors and their money.” She said to herself as she looked at the books and the two empty spaces.

The house typically had fifteen ladies working, but two of them left for bigger and better things. One of her ladies left for school in Massachusetts, and the other started a local bakery. She was proud when her girls did things to elevate their life station and tried to stay in touch with them when they moved on. To those girls, she became known as ‘Aunt Isabella’ to avoid unpleasant explanations later in their lives.

Madam Isabella always tried to ensure that the girls bettered themselves. She never wanted them to think that this was their only life. In some cases, she even paid for classes for them. For example, Rachel, the girl who left to start a bakery, was given the seed money to start, no strings attached, out of the Chamber’s House general fund.

The upside of that investment was that The Chambers House was never short on baked goods. While Rachel always dropped things off without requesting money, Madam always ensured that funds came her way.

She looked at the ledger again, and her eyes blurred. “Not tonight, but I will deal with this in the morning.” She then changed into her nightgown and lay down, quickly falling asleep.

It was around two in the morning when something tragic happened. The house was quiet; everyone was asleep, and Duncan had finished his rounds and gone to bed in the small workman’s house behind the main house.

All the coal gas lamps in the house were set to the lowest setting, casting a dull, flickering glow on the walls, furniture, and artwork. In the kitchen, a mouse, not finding anything left behind to eat, found a crack to crawl through and looked for a better place to eat.

Anyone watching would have thought that someone was playing with the valves to the lamps. They brightened, then dimmed. Then they sputtered and got bright again, and they all went out, the flames sputtering and dying due to the lack of fuel. About five minutes later, the gas came back on, but with no flame.

No one heard the low hissing sound of the deadly coal gas escaping from the lamps, and no one was aware of any danger.

On the second floor, in the lower parts of the house, one girl noticed or felt that something was wrong. Amanda had a gift and woke up feeling the dread filling the home. Sitting up, she quietly called out, “Miss Isabella?”

Her head pounded, and she felt faint. She tried to get out of bed and stand up, but was overcome with dizziness and fell to the floor. She thought she could hear the other girls crying and calling for help, but she knew it was just in her mind. She was not hearing them, but hearing their souls crying in anguish.

She closed her eyes and whispered, “I’m sorry.”

The house was silent.
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THE FOLLOWING DAY, Duncan climbed the steps to the back of the main house and met Luanne, who had been the cook since before Isabella had taken over. She had been out at her family’s house all night and was getting in to start the morning meals.  

“Good mornin’, Miss Lulu,” Duncan chirped.

She smiled and winked at him, “‘Mornin’ yourself, Duncan.”

They both started coughing when they opened the door, and Duncan covered his face with a handkerchief.

“Oh god, the lamps went out.” He ran in, opened a window, and ran back out again for fresh air. “Lulu, be careful; the whole house is filled with coal gas.”

She nodded and returned, helping him open windows to air out the house. Then Duncan ran around to the outside of the house, where he found the lever to turn off the gas and turned it off.

As he exited the small utility room, he met Luanne as she ran out of the house, tears running down her face.

“What’s the matter, Lulu?”

She shook her head, “They all dead... all of them. They dead.”

****
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MARTIN LOOKED AT THE deed and smiled. It was official: He owned the house. He was lucky in that almost no one else wanted it, and it had been neglected for some time, so it came down to just him and one other person bidding on it. 

One of the earlier owners tried to turn it into a museum, but the city would not allow it. So, they wanted to make it a Bed and Breakfast, but there was never enough interest to make it work.

Tamara, his girlfriend, looked at him and frowned, “This is not going to be one of those ‘Money Pit’ houses, is it?”

He shook his head no, then pointed at it, “This has a history to it, and it just needs a new steward to bring it back to life.” He looked at it. “Did you ever hear the story?”

She shook her head, “Only what they used to say in school.”

“So yeah. It was a whore house but like a high-class one. Her girls were some of the highest paid in the city at the time.” He turned to face her, “Then, in October 1902, they think someone messed around with the gas for the lamps and suffocated everyone. The live-in maintenance person, Duncan Sutter, was blamed and hanged for it. They also blamed the cook, but she was acquitted.”

He turned back around and said, “Everyone says the place is haunted by the ladies that died there that night, but I never bought into that shit.”

A truck with the VELCO logo emblazoned on the side pulled up to the front of the house, and a large man got out and approached him questioningly.

“Are you...uh...” He looked at his clipboard, “Martin Simms?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He nodded, “Okay, good. I’m turning on the utilities for the house right now. I am just turning on the part outside. You are responsible for the stuff inside, like breakers, gas valves, the stove and heater, and all that, okay?”

Martin nodded, “Sounds good.”

Tamara looked at him and said, “Hey, I gotta go to work. I’ll catch you later, okay?”

They kissed goodbye, and she ran over, jumped into her Toyota, and took off.

Martin followed the man onto the property and to where the utilities came into it. “Pardon my following. I just want to see where all this comes into the house in case, I need to do anything myself.”

The man shrugged, “Not much good that will do you. We keep our part of it locked up. There is another set of valves for the gas you can access over there.” He pointed to a small enclosure on the side of the house. “Then the breakers are inside, probably in a utility room or the basement.”

Sometime after the utility truck pulled away, Martin walked up to the front of the house. He had only been in it once during the showing and a brief walkthrough, which only covered a quick look at the rooms on the first floor. Now it was real; he had the keys in his hand and was about to enter it as the owner.

He unlocked the padlock that had been screwed to the door, then used the other key to open the old locks on the door itself and opened the doors. It was almost cliche how the double doors creaked as he opened them, and again, they slammed shut in an almost comically loud way.

Inside, he expected to see dust and old furniture. But upon entering, Martin was impressed with how well the place had held up over the years. Granted, one of the earlier owners had spent the money to replace the old shake roof with a newer tile roof, and he was sure that that protected the building and its contents.

Electricity had finally been installed in the house in the 1950s, but it ran on the surface of the walls, adding to the old-timey look of everything. For now, enough light was coming in through the windows, so he did not need to turn the lights on.

He moved through the foyer and into the sitting room. It was filled with ornate love seats and couches and a buffet that had been used as a bar. He could tell this by the empty bottles still sitting there, their contents long since evaporated.

Martin pulled the heavy canvas off one of the couches and was amazed at the condition of the furniture.

“It almost looks like they were dropped off yesterday.” He said to himself while slowly sitting down on it, testing it with his weight until he was sure it would not collapse under him. He bounced a couple of times, then leaned back. “Comfy.”

Hearing a creaking sound coming from the hallway, Martin jumped a little and stood, looking in the direction of the sound.  

“Hello?” he called, thinking that maybe the utility guy had returned or Tamara was here, but no one responded. He walked over to the cabinet and opened the drawer; inside was a stack of paper with writing on it. He looked closer and could see that it was a list of names.

There was another noise behind him, louder and sounding like a footstep. He spun around to find himself face to face with a tall, attractive, older woman, maybe in her fifties. She wore a lovely dress with a high collar and a string of pearls. She looked at him sternly, with a touch of distaste in her eyes.

After several moments of consideration, she looked him up and down and spoke quietly yet powerfully, “What are you doing in my house?”

Martin stepped back, “Pardon me?”

She stepped forward, matching the distance he backed up, “My house,” she said again, looking around. “Why are you here?”

“I’m afraid there is some mistake, Ma’am. I own this property. I just bought it.” He pulled the deed from his pocket and held it where she could see.

She looked at him carefully, then at the sheaf of papers he held, and turned. She approached the bar, placed her hands on it, and turned to him again.

“What year is it?” she asked.

Martin shook his head a little, then said, “Twenty-twenty-four, why do you ask?” He stepped toward her, “Ma’am, are you okay? Should I call you a...” He paused when he realized he could not see her reflection in the mirror behind the bar.

She followed his gaze, smiled wanly, and looked back at him, “I see nothing as well, but I know I am here with you.”

Martin took another step forward, more curious than afraid, “May I ask your name?”

Sighing, she smiled again, “I am... or I was... Isabella Crane. And this was my house.” Again, she looked around at the house. “We asked the last person to leave, but he would not. Wanted to turn this into someplace for people to gawk at who we once were.”

“We?”

She looked at him again, “Yes, Sir. My girls and I.”

He felt a little weak in the knees; he was sure that this was some crazy lady who had come in and was going to kill him, but that did not explain the mirror or her outfit. He stepped back and started to fall when he felt her hand on his arm.

The touch was cool, but with it came a wash of memories that were not his: men, women, parties, laughter, tears, fear, darkness, and suffocation. A voice and touch he recognized jolted him back to reality.

“Tam?” He said, looking at the woman helping him up off the floor.

Tamara smiled, “Yeah, who did you expect?” She helped him over to the couch and sat him down. 

He shook his head again to clear the cobwebs, then noticed it was dark outside. “What time is it?”

She looked at her watch, “About nine-thirty.” She then felt around his head, “No bumps or bruises. I’m not sure what happened to you, but you never met me at the restaurant, so I came here to see if you were still looking at the house, and I found you on the floor.”

Martin looked at the floor and could see where he had been lying. He looked at her and smiled weakly, “I must just be tired. It’s been a long week.”

They left the house, and Tamara insisted on driving him home, worried that he might pass out again while driving.

Not being so sure himself, he did not complain and accepted the ride.

It was a few days later before Martin decided to return to the house. He was still unsure if what he had experienced was real, but he was sure it was just exhaustion.

When he entered, it still looked the same, with no sign of ghosts or anything that might cause him to run out screaming.  

Carefully, he walked through the lower rooms, looking in one, then the other, only finding dust and memories. He had lights on now, which was a plus, so he could go through quickly and look through the rooms.

“Maybe it was a squatter,” he thought as he rounded the corner and started up the steps.

“We are no squatters,” a voice said from behind him. He turned and slowly walked down the short hall that separated the kitchen from the formal dining room. As he cleaned the entry to the dining room, he saw them.

Sitting at the table were two figures: Isabella Crane, the woman he had met the other day, and a petite, delicately built redhead. They wore what looked like old dresses, like in the old days. Not the sexy kind, the functional kind.

“Please have a seat, Mr. Simms.” Said Isabella.

Stepping into the room, Martin looked around, feeling lost, looked at the seat and back at the two women sitting before him. The older woman looked stern, as before, with the kind of smile on her face that a person wears while giving bad news. The other woman sat with a genuine smile, hands folded across her lap and looked at him.

“I’d uh... prefer to stand.” He said meekly.

She nodded, “Very well, but we have to talk.”

He nodded, then asked, “So this is real? But I don’t...” He looked at the other woman sitting at the table; she was still smiling at him. “I don’t believe in ghosts.” It almost came out as more of a question than a statement.

The young girl smiled and stood up. She seemed to glide across the room to him. She was incredible. Her pale skin seemed to be her natural color, not from makeup, and her red hair seemed to shimmer as she walked to him.

When she touched his arm, energy flowed through him, like that feeling you get when you feel the metal on an appliance that is not grounded correctly.

She looked at Isabella and said, “He seems kind, and I don’t feel ill intentions from him.” Then she reached up and gently touched his head, “He is a good man, but confused right now.” Then she let her hands return to her sides.

“What...” Isabella began, “Are your intentions with my house?”

While speaking to Isabella, he was trying to keep an eye on this porcelain beauty: “I planned on restoring it to what it was and maybe opening a period-themed bed and breakfast or Inn.”

The pale woman moved so that she was in front of him, then gently touched his chin and pushed his face so that she could see his eyes.

He looked at her, and their eyes met. Her green eyes and pale skin contrasted sharply with her red hair. “I’m Amanda.” She reached up and touched his face gently.

Unable to take his eyes off her, Martin whispered, “You’re just a child.”

Amanda smiled, “No, silly. Madam would never let children work in her house.” Then she grinned and proudly said, “I’m twenty-one...” Then, a look of sadness washed over her, “Or at least I was. I was going to be a dancer.”

“Amanda...” said Isabella from her seat.

Amanda momentarily averted her eyes from Martin, “Sorry, Madam.”

When she looked back up at Martin, he saw something captivating in her eyes. Her words were almost intoxicating as she returned his stare: “I have a gift, Martin. This might make you feel funny.”

She reached up and gently pulled him toward her, their lips meeting, their mouths opening, their tongues touching. Her kiss was warmer than any he had ever had, and he could feel her presence throughout him.

As they kissed, it felt like tendrils of her conscience crept through his mind, consciousness, and memories. Something told him to pull away from her, but he could not.  

Without thinking, he reached up and put his arms around her, holding her tightly as they kissed. He felt her hand on his back, making slow massaging motions, and her other hand traced its way down his chest and abdomen, then stopped on the front of his jeans. He did not even realize that he had gotten hard until she began rubbing his erection through his pants.

He heard, no, felt her voice somewhere deep in his mind, speaking to him in kind and loving words, “We need to know that you will not take our home from us, Martin. We need to ensure that you will take care of this home.” He could feel a soft probing from her, like someone shuffling through papers, looking for something.

“I...” He panted, vaguely aware that she had pulled his throbbing member out of his pants and was massaging it slowly and methodically. “I... don’t understand.”

“You don’t have to; I just need to see that you will not defile our home. I need to see what you have in your mind, Martin.” She held him a little tighter, “Let me see.”

He gasped as he felt her mind penetrate his even deeper. Even though it was gentle, and she did not hurt him, it was an unusual feeling. He moaned as he felt the tightness forming in his groin and stomach as she sped up her work on him.

“Ah... I see.” She said, “Your visions for the house look wonderful, and I feel the Madam will be pleased.” Then, he could feel her pleasure through his entire body. He felt her smile and the warmth of it as it spread from her and into him, and he climaxed.

He opened his eyes and found himself still looking at her, smiling softly at him; As he looked down, she did too at the puddle of his semen on the floor. He was breathing hard and leaning over a little when she gently kissed him on the cheek and stepped away.

Amanda turned to the woman seated at the table, “I have seen what he has planned for the house, and it is grand. He will not destroy the house or what lives in it, but will benefit the home and us,” she said to the Madam.

He felt her hand on his chin, raising his head until their eyes met again, “Your mind is pleasant and relaxing, and I enjoyed seeing into it.” She smiled, then gently kissed his lips, “I will be your first visit. Room 1, but after that, you may visit me any time you like.”

She turned and returned to the seat she had been in when Martin first entered the room. They looked at each other for a few long moments, like they were waiting for something, the Madam cleared her throat and looked at his crotch. Amanda giggled.

Martin looked down and realized his dick was still hanging out of his pants, a trail of cum along his pant leg. But to his surprise, the cum that had spilled on the floor was gone. It completely dried up, and there was not even a stain where it had been.

“Mr. Simms.”

He looked up and met Isabella’s eyes as he was still zipping up his pants. “Yes, Madam?”

She smiled at his reply, nodded, then continued, “I trust my Amanda when she tells me what she saw in your mind. She has always had a talent for things like this. “Then she nodded to the floor, “But we now have a contract with you; your duty is to honor it. If not, the house shall not be yours, even if you have the deed.”

There was a pause as she looked him over. “In the tea room, there is a list of the rooms in this house that were occupied by my ladies and their names.” She took a deep breath as she thought about her girls, “You will return and spend a night in each room and meet each lady. Once you have completed your visits, and if they are pleased with you, we will give you the full blessing of the household to proceed. You may visit them in any order you wish. Just that you visit them all is the only requirement.”

“What do you mean by visit?” He asked, “You mean like sit and talk with them or be interviewed by them?”

She smiled, “You do know what the purpose of this house was, do you not?”

He nodded, “It was a whore house.”

She stood, her face reddening, “It was no such thing, Mr. Simms.” She spat. “My ladies were so much more than mere ‘whores’, as you call them.”

He nodded, raising his hands to show that he conceded, “I am sorry, Madam, but yes, I know what the house was.”

“Then you will understand what you must do each night you are here with each woman.”

Martin looked shocked. “You mean to spend the night with each girl?” He looked around, “And do what?”

Isabella smiled, “If you do not know, Mr. Simms, then maybe my ladies can educate you.”

Amanda laughed at this and stood. Then they were both gone. Not even the dust where they had been sitting looked disturbed.

He walked over to one of the chairs and sat down. “Good God, what is going on?”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One

Amanda
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Martin stepped inside the house carefully. After his talk with the Madam last week and the ‘Agreement’ that he had been a part of, he felt like the house was watching him. Even as he took his careful steps into the foyer, he was sure that the long-silent grandfather’s clock was scrutinizing his every move.

At this point, Martin had told himself at least a hundred times that he did not believe in ghosts, yet what explanation could he have for what he had been through? His feelings and interactions with her had been too real to dismiss.

The one called Amanda had told him that she would be his first, that he would meet her in her room, and now, here he was, in the house with a bag containing some toiletries and a change of clothes, looking for the room that had once been hers.

Tamara, his long-time girlfriend, had asked him why he was going out and had to go to the house. Maybe he should have lied and said he was going to a friend’s house, but she knew all his friends.  

Maybe he could have told her he was going to a convention. Still, besides being his girlfriend, she was also his business associate, so she knew all his business plans and worked closely enough with Tiffany, his assistant, that she would have been able to find anything out quickly enough.

He finally told her he would run by the gym after checking out things with this house. She seemed okay with this response, and he could get out without further interrogation.

The floor creaked as he moved through the house, causing him to jump and look around.

“Why so nervous, Martin?”

He let out a small yip and spun around, and standing near the door leading to the parlor, he saw Amanda. She was dressed in a stunning green outfit that accentuated her shape, but what was really captivating about it was the contrast between the deep green of the dress, the pale white of her skin, and the shocking red of her hair.  

“Uh... Hi Amanda.” That was all he could say. He looked at her.

She smiled warmly and blushed, “I see you like my dress.”

Nodding, Martin let his gaze wander across her body again, this time without trying to hide it since the invitation had been offered. 

“You look incredible.”

This time, there was no doubt; she blushed. “Why, thank you. Shall we go sit in the parlor for a bit and talk?”

He put his bag down and followed her into the parlor. It was lit well now and looked like it might have been when the house was in full swing. He stopped momentarily, looking around, looked back into the rest of the house and the other room.

“It was a beautiful house in its time.” She paused and looked around with a sad smile. “In my time.”

Martin walked up and stood next to her, “It will be again, I promise.”

Turning, she met his eyes, “I saw that in you when I touched your... mind.”

They sat down almost at the same time, and he looked at her, “How do you do that? Did it start after... well?” He looked uncomfortable.

“My death?” She shook her head slowly, “No, I had the ability since childhood. Madam Isabella saw it in me when I came here and hired me immediately. She told me that I did not have to work, you know, like the other girls, but I wanted to.” She smiled broadly and turned to face him. “I saw that the house seemed so alive, and everyone seemed so happy working for Madam, so I wanted to be a part of that.”

Without thinking about it, he put his hand on hers and asked, “Was that hard for you?”

She nodded, “Yes, very. I had never been with a man before working here. In fact, I had never been taken, so my maidenhead was still, you know, there.” She giggled and said, “Pauline offered to help me with that little problem. Madam said that while men like the idea of virgins, they don’t like it when they bleed or cry, so I let Pauline help me out. She was gentle, and it did not hurt that much.”

She straightened herself out and looked at him, “So, have you ever been in a brothel?” She thought momentarily, “Well... if you have, I am sure they are different in your time than mine. Perhaps not so much ceremony.”

Martin shook his head, “No, I have not.”

She nodded, still smiling, “I am uncertain how they work in your time, but in my time and in this house, before the man takes the lady to the room, they meet here. Sometimes, multiple men may meet ladies, but we only come here to meet the man we will be with for the evening.”

“Sort of like a meet and greet?” He asked.

She thought about it momentarily, unfamiliar with the term, “Yes, I suppose so, if that means what I think it means. Sometimes, the Madam will sit in the room and watch the ladies and the men they meet. She would usually sit right there.” She pointed to an oversized chair in the corner of the room next to the fireplace and a table that looked like, at one time, it had its own bottle of liquor and glass with it.

She continued, “After the meeting and pleasantries had been exchanged, the lady, in this case me, would rise and take the man by the hand and lead them to my room.”

“If I may,” Martin interrupted, “Since these were usually business transactions, when would money be exchanged?”

“We never had anything to do with that part, at least not in this house.” She looked over at the empty chair, “That was always managed in advance by the Madam. She took care of all the money. She set up an account for each of us, and we would have access to the money anytime we needed. Madam Isabella, of course, kept some of it for herself. She smiled, “I am sure that part went to the room, board, meals, and other things to keep the house running.”

Martin nodded, “It seems like a fair setup. What if the lady or the Madam decided the man was unsafe or not worth the lady’s time?”

“Oh yes, it was very fair. If the Lady or The Madam was uncomfortable with the man, the money was returned, and the gentleman would be invited to leave. I am certain she had ways to take care of men who chose to give her a hard time, but I had never seen or heard of something like that happening.” She stood and held out her hand, “Shall we?”

He stood and was surprised that his knees and hands were shaking; he was nervous as he took her hand and smiled nervously.

She wrapped her arm around his and smiled as he stood, “My, you are nervous. I know you are not untouched; I saw it when I looked into your mind. You’ve bedded women before.” Then she paused and smiled, “I see... You are a gentleman and not a cad. I like that.”

They began walking, and he matched her pace. “True, but honestly, this is my first time with a ghost in a haunted house.”

She laughed and leaned her head on his arm as they walked. “You make me laugh, Martin. I have never met a man who could do that without trying almost too hard.”

They rounded the corner to the hallway. Martin was surprised at how warm her touch was and how real she felt. He enjoyed her gentle hold on his arm and how she led him to the room while letting him feel like he was in control.

“Tell me, Martin. Do you have children? I did not see that when I was looking through your thoughts.”

He shook his head, “No, Tamara and I wanted to wait until we were a little more financially stable.”

“Hmm” was her only response, but Martin could feel the sadness in her tone.

They reached her door, and she stopped. “Now, I am not sure how this works. I hope you see the room the way I do.” She opened the door.

The contrast shocked him. It reminded him of the scene in The Wizard of Oz when the screen transitioned from black and white to Technicolor. Her room was decorated how you might expect a young lady’s room to be done. There was a lot of pink, but it was contrasted with pale cream colors. There were three lit candles and a wall sconce to light the room.

On her vanity were a collection of makeup containers, perfumes, and two bouquets of flowers.

Amanda’s voice startled him back to the present: “Please, come in. Don’t be shy.”

He smiled and walked in, closing the door behind him. On the inside of the door was a full-length mirror. He saw himself, but to his surprise, he could also see Amanda.

Martin turned, “Wait, I can see you in the mirror, but when I first saw Madam Isabella, she had no reflection.”

“I am not sure how this works; I think that in here, you are in my world, so everything works like normal. So, the mirror works the way it should.”

He watched as she pulled down the covers on the bed, then stood and took off her dress, revealing a delicate set of garters and a bustier or corset, one of the two. He did not know what these things were. What he did know was that she was beautiful.

He had thought that the pale, porcelain color of her face was that of makeup, but this revealed that it was her natural skin color. She reminded him of statues that he had seen at the museum.  

Realizing he had been staring at her, he averted his eyes slightly when she returned his gaze and smiled.

“Surely, Mr. Simms, you’ve seen women similarly clad before?” Her voice had a tone of mischievousness as she spoke to him.

Martin smiled, “I have. I was just taken with your beauty. I have never met a woman as...” He stopped when he could not think of the words to use.

She stepped toward him, “I am of pale complexion. My whole family is... was...” She took his hand and placed it on her shoulder. “My mother told me it was our Irish blood.”

Her skin was deceptively warm to the touch and felt like silk. Gently, Martin caressed her shoulder, then pushed his finger under the strap of her bustier and slid it off her shoulder.  

Smiling, she turned so that her back was to him, then looked over her shoulder, “Undo my corset, please.”

Martin looked at it. He had never seen one in person, only on some of the sites he had been on while looking at women. Tentatively, he pulled here and tugged there when he heard a giggle.

“Have you never taken a woman’s intimates off before, Mr. Simms?”  

He blushed, “I, uh... well... women just don’t wear things like this in my time. Women’s underthings are just easier to get off, I think.” He sighed, “I did not expect I would need an engineering degree to get into your underwear.

She sighed, “Oh, how fortunate they are. We don’t always wear them, but Madam likes us to make a good first impression with the gentlemen, so we do.”

Amanda shifted slightly and looked back at him, “I wear one of the newer ones. Putting it on is a chore but taking it off is easier. Look at the bottom, where it almost touches the top of my bum. You should see a thick cord.”

He looked for a moment and saw a thick red thing resembling a leather strap. “I see it.”

“Fine. Now, gently but firmly pull it down. You should see my corset undoing as you do.”

Martin began to pull, and sure enough, as he pulled, he watched the top start to open like a zipper, working its way down her back. As the cord came out, so did the corset fall from her.

“Ahh... Oh my, does that feel better!” She sighed. “I am sure the gentlemen love how we look in these atrocious things, but my, are they constraining.”

She started to turn around, but Martin stopped her. He carefully took the garment from her hands and put it on the nearby table. Then, he came up behind her and placed his hands on her sides, leaned in carefully, and kissed her neck.

She smelled of gardenia, and her skin tasted slightly like what Martin thought might be something like baby powder. He worked his way up her neck to her ear, gently taking her earlobe into his lips and sucked gently.

Amanda leaned back into him, letting out a sound between a hiss and a coo, and gooseflesh spread across her body like a rash as she closed her eyes.

Martin let his hands travel slowly from her waist along her abdomen and upward, eventually cupping her small breasts in his hands, letting his fingers run gently in circles around her nipples.

“Oh, Martin, this feels so nice,” she said as she raised her arm and placed her hand on his head, encouraging his work on her neck and ear. 

Taking her cue, he moved down her neck, kissing along the back of her neck and back up to the other ear, again nibbling the lobe. Finally, he stepped away from her and, gently taking her by the shoulders, turned her toward him. She looked up and met his gaze; her eyes looked bloodshot, and her cheeks were red.

Martin looked down at the rest of her undergarments and smiled shyly, “Could I ask you to remove those? I am unfamiliar with garters and such and would not want to damage them for you.”

Smiling, Amanda bent over and unclipped the tops of her garters, then rolled her stockings down her legs one by one. At one point, she looked up at Martin and winked, “I think that perhaps you might be a little overdressed yourself, sir.”

He laughed, not even thinking about his clothes, “I suppose I am at that.”

While he watched her remove the last of her underwear, he took off his shirt and pants and was about to take off his underwear when he heard her laugh.

Startled, he asked, “What is the problem?”

She shook her head, “I am not one to judge, and please forgive my impertinence, but are you wearing women’s drawers?” Her look was more curious than mocking.

Looking down, he realized he was wearing the low-cut briefs that Tamara had bought him, and thinking about it, he could understand why someone might think they were women’s underwear.

Laughing, he explained, “No, today, men wear many types of underwear. I wear these because my girl...” He paused a moment, suddenly feeling uncomfortable talking about his girlfriend in front of a woman he was about to sleep with.

“Your girlfriend?” She finished for him understandingly. “It’s okay to talk about her; you forget what I used to do for a living.”

Amanda stepped forward and knelt to look at his underwear. Then, she looked at him strangely, “What is this green creature on them, and what is a ‘Hulk Smash’?”

He started to laugh, but it was cut short when she began tracing the line of his very hard dick through the fabric of his underwear, causing it to throb and the fabric to push out toward her.

She giggled and looked up at him, smiling and biting her lower lip. The look in her eyes made him want her all the more. It was an obscene blend of innocence and seduction, even with a bit of bashfulness added for good measure.

He continued to watch her as she hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled down slowly until his dick popped out and pointed threateningly at her. He breathed in deeply as he was freed from the confines of the underwear.

Amanda stood back up, stepped back, and did a little turn for him. It was the first time he had a chance to see her whole body, and she was every bit as beautiful as he had thought she would be.  She was petite and could not weigh more than a hundred and twenty pounds, soaking wet. She had let her hair down, resting just past her shoulders. 

As with her face and arms, her body was the palest of colors, accentuated here and there by a few scattered freckles. You could see lines on her arms where the sun touched her and darkened the skin some, but never more than the slightest of shades darker.

Between her legs was a shock of wispy red hair, the same shocking red on her head, and he could tell she kept it trimmed neatly.

Then he noticed her feet—beautiful, delicate things with long, slender toes and nails painted a subtle shade of pink.

“Sir,” She said, blushing, “You are making me feel self-conscious.”  

His eyes returned to hers, and he smiled, “You are beautiful.”

Again, she blushed fiercely as she walked to him and wrapped her arms around him, “Thank you. It has been a long time since someone has spoken to me like that.”

She was not a tall woman, maybe four or five inches shorter than him and certainly shorter than Tamara. He lifted her chin to him and leaned in to kiss her. 

As their lips touched, he felt the same electric shock in his mind that he had the first time she kissed him; this time, though, it was like he could feel what she felt. The sensation was intense. Not only was he feeling his pleasure, but he was feeling Her’s as well, and it was intoxicating.

As their tongues entwined and explored each other, he let his hands trace their way down her back, finding purchase and a place to hold, to grip. He squeezed her tightly and pulled her to him.

He felt and heard her moan as she followed his lead and began holding and pulling him to her with one arm and letting the other move down to grab his ass and pull him closer, his erection pressed against her tummy with the head pointing down toward its desired target as though it was willing him in that direction.

Finally, after sharing a kiss for several moments, his head buzzing with their combined feelings and needs, he pulled away. He touched his forehead to hers and, in between ragged breaths, asked, “What is that in my mind?”

She looked upset. “I’m sorry. It’s part of my ‘talent,’ as Madam calls it.” She looked down. “It scares most people off if I cannot control it. We share our feelings and emotions, that’s all.”

“No... please don’t apologize. It’s amazing, and I want more.” He kissed her forehead, “It feels incredible, and I wish it were something I could do something like that.”

Martin guided her around so that he had some room to work. Then he leaned forward and kissed her cheek, working his way down her neck, kissing lightly. He heard her sigh gently as she tilted her head back.  

Under his lips, he could feel her skin turning to gooseflesh, and by the time he had worked his way down her chest, between her breasts, her nipples looked painfully hard, with the entire areola puckered into tight knots.

“Ahhh...” She moaned, and her knees buckled as he brought his hand up and gently squeezed one of them between his thumb and forefinger. He moved to the other, tracing light kisses all the way, then took her other nipple in his mouth and began gently sucking and biting it.

He was glad he had been paying attention because the effect of this attention was enough for her to lose her balance, but Martin caught her and stood up, his eyes meeting hers.

“Are you okay?” He asked, genuinely concerned.

Her cheeks were red, almost redder than her hair, as she looked at him and smiled, “I’m fine. You are just overwhelming me a touch, I suppose.”

Martin smiled, led her over to and sat her on the edge of the bed, then slowly moved down and returned to work. He was amazed at how tiny her breasts and nipples were. He pushed on her shoulders gently, laying her down on the bed, then took her other nipple in his mouth, sucking a little harder this time while gently stroking and pinching the one he had just been working on, still wet with his saliva.

Amanda moaned and arched her back, then reached up and put her hands on the back of Martin’s head, pulling him into her chest.

“Please, a little harder.” She sighed.

He obliged and used his teeth lightly on the nipple he was working on now and began giving the other one a little twist in between caresses and pinches.

Then he abandoned them and slowly kissed his way down her belly, taking a moment to trace a circle around her navel with his tongue, causing her to wiggle a little before he continued further down until he felt the tickle on his lips of the fine red hairs just above his target.

He felt her body stiffen a little, but she made no effort to stop him.

“Oh, Martin, I’ve never... No one has done that to me before, are you... oh...”

She stopped talking the moment his tongue entered the uppermost folds of her slit, pushing the fine hair aside and tracing the beginning of her vagina.

As he worked lower, he felt her body relax as he pushed his tongue down and into her moist folds, brushing across the hood of her clit. As he did this, she arched her back and pushed herself into him, her body shuddering as she let out a little cry.  

He positioned his hands under her ass and lifted a little as he continued his trip, pushing his tongue deep into her, curling it up and pulling back out as if he was trying to scoop something out of her. Now and again, he would change his motions and suck on her clit, gently, causing her to spasm under his touch.

Amanda grabbed his head and pushed him down. He took this as a green light to keep going, and he began working harder, fucking her with his tongue as hard and fast as he could. A steady flow of her juices rewarded him, and they tasted heavenly to him.

Every time he pushed his tongue in, she responded by pulling his head down and thrusting her hips against him, meeting his pushes and penetrating tongue with her added efforts.

Suddenly, he felt her body begin shaking again, and she removed her hands, “Oh lord... oh... ahh...” She was shaking all over, and he could taste another flood of honey that women seemed to produce when they came. He slowed his pace and gently licked out all he could as he felt her relaxing and calming down.

Finally, he stood up and looked at her. Although her eyes were closed, she was smiling ear to ear.

Martin leaned forward and kissed her cheek. He could feel his dick rubbing at the entrance to her pussy, and so could she.  

She cracked open one eye and smiled wider, if that were even possible. Then, she wrapped her legs around him. “I want you in me.”

Martin reached between them and adjusted himself a little, and with almost no effort, he slid into her. She was very wet with a combination of his saliva and her juices. So, he met no resistance as he thrust his hips forward and pushed all the way in.

She closed her eyes and tilted her head again, her mouth slightly agape, then whispered, “Oh dear God, it feels so good.”

He began moving slowly, pulling himself almost out of her, then gently thrusting himself back into her. Slowly at first, but then, as he saw her shifting her own body to meet his thrusts, he increased his pace as he felt her loosen up.

Amanda kept her legs wrapped around him, pulling him to her as he thrust, his shaft going into her to the hilt, and she seemed lost in her own world as he watched her face. It was a look of pleasure and concentration.

Without warning, she suddenly tightened her legs around him, pulling him to her as deeply as she could. Her face contorted, biting her lower lip, and she let out a little sound that reminded Martin of a cat mewling.

“Oh... Martin...God...ahh...” Then she let out another whimper.

He could feel her velvet walls contracting around him, gripping and releasing, but he kept thrusting. She felt so good he wanted to keep going, but he knew it was just a matter of moments before he came.

Then, as she pulled him one last time and held him, he felt himself flooding her with his seed. He collapsed forward, their eyes meeting as they shared this moment of ecstasy.

Martin remained there, leaning over her, one hand still on her hip and the other resting on the bed beside her head, breathing heavily. They stayed like this for some time, looking at one another smiling.

“That was lovely,” she said as she closed her eyes and squeezed her legs around him again.

He slowly pulled out of her, feeling their combined juices on his dick as he did so, then lay on the bed next to her. The bed was comfortable but noisy. The squeaking of the springs was almost comically loud.

He bounced a couple more times, listening to the springs, “How did you folks put up with all that noise?”

She giggled and rolled her body toward him, her head on a hand. “Oh, it was deafening on the busy nights.” She let out another laugh as she brought her free hand up and began stroking his chest and playing with the hair there. “There was this one party on the  Fourth of July we had here. Every room was occupied. You would not even hear yourself think for the sounds of all the beds complaining.”

She suddenly got up, “Martin, lie the right way on the bed so I can lie next to you more comfortably.”

Martin complied, getting up and adjusting himself so that he was lying down on the pillow. A moment later, Amanda climbed into bed and lay her head on his shoulder, her hand returning to his chest.

“I always liked hairy men.” She said as she gently tugged on some of the thick hair around his mid-chest. “Not sure why. Carmen told me it was because of my evolutionary need to be with my ape relatives, whatever all that means.”

She was now gently stroking his chest, her fingers occasionally getting caught in the hair. Eventually, she lost interest in the hair, and her hand wandered down, and she began playing with his soft penis. She adjusted herself a little so that she could look at his manhood closely.

“I have not seen many cut men. I always thought it made the man’s penis look... Naked.” She said, finally positioning herself so that she was lying in the opposite direction as he was, her head near his waist, facing his groin.  

Amanda did not look all that comfortable, especially the way she bent her knees, but it gave him the added advantage of a fantastic view of her bush and mons.  

She was lifting, stroking, poking, and examining him so much that it did not take long before he was getting hard again. This caused her to smile broadly.

“I think you woke him up,” Martin said as he watched her play with him.

She grinned devilishly, “Why DO men do that?” She asked as she played with the head, gently opening and closing the pee hole.

“Do what?”

“Address their genitals as they would another person.” She began gently stroking the hardening shaft while making eye contact with Martin. “Does he have a name?”

Martin thought about this, then laughed. He had referred to his dick as ‘He’ for as long as he could remember but could not recall ever giving it a name. “No, I cannot say I have ever named him.”

This caused her to smile broader, “Well then, he does need a name, and I shall christen him ‘Oliver’!”

Martin chuckled, “Why Oliver?”

Smiling, Amanda said, “I don’t know. I like the name, and I once had a puppy named Oliver.” She then angled him down and put the head of his dick in her mouth, and began suckling it, but just the head. Occasionally, he saw her tongue poke out of her mouth as she worked on him, running it around the head.

He leaned his head back against the rail and groaned as she worked on the head of his dick, which was still very sensitive after his last orgasm. When he looked back down at her, she was watching him, smiling.

“There was something incredibly erotic about having a woman lying in your lap, casually sucking your cock and grinning at you like a Cheshire cat.” He thought to himself.

It did not take long for her to achieve her goal, and seconds later, he felt himself cumming again and watched as she closed her eyes and swallowed his cum, seeming to enjoy every drop as she gathered it.

She kept him in her mouth, gently sucking on him until he was completely soft, then she let him drop out with a light plopping sound. She then changed positions again and cuddled against him again, wrapping her arms around him.

He raised his arm and put it across her, pulling her close. After a few minutes, he could hear her gently snoring.

He smiled and thought, “I did not know ghosts could snore.” And before he knew it, he also fell into a deep sleep.

––––––––
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MARTIN AWOKE TO THE sound of traffic and what sounded like the garbage truck outside. The first thing he noticed was that he was naked in Amanda’s bed. The second thing he noticed was that he was alone, and not only was the bed empty, but the room looked like it had not been slept in for a hundred years.

“Amanda?” He called out.

There was no reply at first, after a moment, however, there was a whisper, like a memory of a voice, more than a voice, “I am with you. But you have things to do.” There was a pause. “Enjoy your time with Stephanie.”

Getting out of bed, looked for his clothes, found that Amanda had folded them neatly, and placed them on her dresser at the other end of the small room. He got dressed and left the room, entering the hallway.

The house was quiet, but he knew that would change soon. He had already scheduled the first group to come in and remodel the house, but he knew things had changed. He would have to rethink his plans for the house and the rooms.
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Chapter Two

Stephanie
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Martin pulled his car up behind the large truck parked in front of the house. Two men got out and looked at him as he parked the car and shut off the engine. Then, as if to drive the point home that he was late, the taller man, whom Martin supposed was the boss, looked at his watch and back at Martin, annoyed.

Getting out of the car, he raised his hands in surrender, “I know, I am sorry... I got delayed at another appointment.”

“You know that you are being billed for the time I have been waiting,” said the burly fireplug of a man in a lime green jumpsuit as he approached.

Martin nodded, “I know, I am sorry.  I was on the other side of town getting the permits.”  He shuffled through a folder and pulled out a sheaf of papers. “Here you go.”

Taking the papers, the man looked at them, then shuffled through them, looking at one, then the other as he went through the entire stack. He took out one that appeared he needed more than the others and returned it to Martin. “Okay, this looks good. We’ll get started right away.”  Then he walked away.

Before he got too far, he turned to Martin and asked, “Our permits allow us to keep two seatrains on site for storage. May we set them up at the back of the house?”

Martin nodded, “Whatever you guys need to get started, just don’t block any driveways coming into the property.”

The man gave him a thumbs-up, turned, and walked away.

Martin encountered a few issues with the house as the project progressed. The biggest was that while the plumbing in the house had been updated in the late ’60s, the same could not be said for the plumbing coming to the house from the street. Not only was it in bad shape from the trees tearing up the pipes, but they also found that some were still using the lined lead pipes, and they all needed to be replaced.

Then, they also found that when the house was connected to the sewer, the people who did so did not do the job to code, so now everything had to be redone.

“Maybe this is turning into a ‘Money Pit,’” he thought, then aloud said, “Eat your heart out, Tom Hanks.”

As he walked around the house on his way to the front door, he frowned at the two green porta-potties by the back door with the bold title, “Go-2-Potty with Potty-2-Go,” emblazoned outside.  It was his brother’s company and always the butt of jokes around town.

Entering the house, Martin walked up the first flight of stairs and into the room where he had made his office. The power had been on for a while, so he had light to work by and the internet. “What more could you ask for?” He muttered silently to himself.

Most of the furniture in the office was original.  When he found the room, Martin was pleased to see that it must have been used for much the same purpose as the one he is using now, as a business office.  The only things he had had to find new rooms for were the lamps that had been in here, which were far too feminine for him, and the shades were disintegrating anyway.

He sat at his desk, turned, and jumped when he saw Madam Isabella sitting in the chair before him. “Jesus...”  He shook his head. “We need to come up with some warning system, Madam, or you are going to give me a heart attack one of these days.”

She smiled politely and nodded, “I do apologize.”

He returned her smile, “Sorry, it’s been a crazy last few days.”

She looked toward the window and nodded, “So I see.  I appreciate the work you are doing on the house.  And I also wanted to talk about our agreement.”

He stopped what he was doing and looked at her, genuinely concerned, “Is there a problem?  I think my evening with Amanda went great, and I will meet with Stephanie tomorrow night.”

“Yes, everything is fine. I am just concerned with the work you are doing to update the house, and you have not completed your end of the agreement yet.”  She shrugged ever so slightly, then added, “I am worried that you are wasting your time if you do not complete your end of the bargain.”

Martin looked down at the papers before him and took a deep breath.  “You need to know something about me, Madam.”  He paused and looked up at her, “May I call you Isabella or Mrs. Crane?  Madam seems... unusual for me since it is not a common title these days.”

She thought about it momentarily, then finally said, “I think we are familiar enough that you may address me as Isabella. If that is too familiar for you, then Mrs. Crane will do fine.”

He continued, “Isabella... I am a man of my word and am proceeding with the work since I know I will honor my agreement with you.”  He looked around, then leaned back.  “I love this house and want it to be mine.”

Isabella raised a finger and started to speak, but Martin raised his hand. “Please, let me finish.”

She put her hand back down and pursed her lips.

“As I was saying, I love this house and, more importantly, the history that you and your girls bring to it.  And the fact that you have brought me into this and introduced me to them makes me feel honored.”  He fixed his gaze on her, hoping to convey his desire, “And I want to make sure that you understand that my agreement with you will stand.”

She smiled and stood. “Mr. Simms, I think we have nothing more to discuss.”  Then she stopped momentarily and added, “Amanda speaks very highly of you, Martin. I trust her insight, and I do not doubt either of you if she sees the good in you.”

“Thank you, Isabella.”

She nodded, still smiling, then turned and disappeared as she approached the door.

––––––––
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HE SAT AT HIS DESK for the next few hours, sending emails, returning phone calls, and paying bills; otherwise, he was utterly lost in his work. He had just finished processing a set of invoices when he heard someone speak behind him.

“Are you busy?”

Again, he jumped and, in doing so, sent the pen in his hand across the room. He looked up, getting ready to yell at someone, and saw Amanda sitting in the chair across from him. Her smile disarmed him immediately.

He laughed, “Seriously, we have got to do something about you folks not scaring the every-loving shit out of me every time you appear.”

She smiled, “I’m sorry.  Maybe I will start wearing a cat bell?”

The image caught Martin’s imagination: Amanda wearing a tight little choker with a cat bell and a name tag. He even conjured a picture of her sidling up to him and meowing. He shook his head to clear the image.

“No, you’re fine; I just need to get my head straight.”

She smiled at him and was about to say something when her eyes shot wide open and disappeared.

Just then, the door opened, and Tamara walked in. “Hey Mart, how’s it going?” she asked, looking around the office intently.

He pushed some of the papers to the side and smiled, “Not bad, just trying to get some things taken care of.” He motioned to the window, “You see, they are working on the water?”

She looked back at him, distracted, “Yeah, I saw that.  Who were you talking to?”

He put on his best poker face and smiled, “No one.  I’ve been in here all morning, and my only chance to talk to anyone has been on the phone.”

She nodded, “Ah...”  But then she looked around a bit more.  “Anyway, I wanted to bring you these.”  She set some papers on the desk.  “They are some ideas I had for redoing the ground floor.”

He watched her as he reached for them, then set them aside without looking at them.  “Tam... I told you that we will leave the house as is and just clean it up, not making any changes.” He looked at the notes dismissively, then back at her, “The only major upgrades are going to be in the superstructure or infrastructure... power, water, phone lines, etc.”

She nodded, “Yeah, I know you talked about that, but I have been thinking about it more and thought I would run some of these ideas past you. I was thinking that maybe we should update the entire house over the next couple of years but keep the outside looking original.”

He shook his head, “No.”

The response caught her off guard, and she blinked a couple of times before she replied, “Well, let’s think about it. Maybe some time will help you change your mind?”

Again, he shook his head, “My mind is made up, Tam.  The house will be updated, but the interior and exterior look and appearance will remain period-authentic.”

She looked at him with distaste and said quietly, “I think we need to discuss it.”

He was becoming more annoyed, and he shot her a stern glance. “We?” he asked, then added, “Whose name is on the deed?”

She looked as though she had been slapped for a moment, stepped back, turned, and walked out of the room. A moment later, Martin heard the front door slam and, moments after that, the sound of a car peeling out in the driveway.  

A moment later, Amanda reappeared in the same place she had been before Tamara entered. There was a look of disbelief on her face.

“I do not think that went well,” she smiled shyly. “I’m Sorry; I could not help but overhear.”

Martin shook his head, stood, and stepped toward her, “No, it’s fine.  She has a history of taking things over, but I am not letting it happen with this.”

Amanda stood and closed the gap between them, placing her hand on his chest, “Treat her well if she loves you, but I think you will know what you need to do.”

Then she stood on her toes, kissed him lightly, and faded away.

He stood there momentarily, flattered by her little kiss and wishing she had made it last a little longer. Then he smiled and turned back to his work.

––––––––
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ABOUT TWO HOURS LATER, there was a knock at the door to his office. When he looked up, he saw it was the fireplug-looking guy, his clothes dirty but brushed off enough so as not to get the house messy.

“I think we got you partially squared away, Mr. Simms.”

Martin smiled, “Really?  I thought this was going to take a few days.”  He stood and walked toward the man, “What was the problem?”

He shrugged and pulled a long piece of something unidentifiable from his pocket.  “Mostly roots, but it was all confined to a small area near that willow out on the side of the property.”  He motioned in a random direction that may or may not have been where he was talking about.

Stepping near the window, he continued, “There are a couple of options for you.  If you leave the tree in, this might happen again someday.  I would recommend tearing it out.”

Martin thought about this momentarily, then heard a sharp voice in his mind say, “Please, no.”  He spun, expecting to see Amanda or Isabella standing behind him, but there was no one.

He turned back to the man, “What are my other options?”  He asked.

The contractor inhaled deeply, putting his hands behind his back, “It’ll cost ya. But we can build a retaining wall around the pipe, which should protect it, at least for your lifetime.”  

Nodding, Martin smiled, “When can you start on that wall?  The tree is too old and too important to take down.”

The man smiled, turned, and left. “We’ll get started on that in a few days when the stuff I need comes in.”

“Thank you.”

He waved over his shoulder at Martin as he left, “Hey, it’s your money, Man.”

He walked over to the window and watched as the workers eventually left the house, got to their vehicle, looked back at the house, and drove off. He did not doubt that they were thinking of how else they could profit from him. Then he looked up at the sky.

“It looked like some weather was coming in,” he said as he looked at the large clouds building up in the east.

––––––––
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STANDING AT THE WINDOW, Martin did not realize how late it had become. He was trying to decide whether to head to the house or hang out here for a while, but the question was answered when the phone chimed.

He looked at it, and it was a text from Tamara: “I’m heading to my Mom’s house for a couple of days. Dad’s sick. I will call you later.”

He nodded and looked around the room, “I guess tonight I will see what is behind door number two.”

Because he knew what lay ahead for him with the rooms and the girls, he had gotten into the habit of leaving a few changes of clothes here. He would not tell Tam about this, at least not until later.

He chuckled and said to himself, “How will I even explain all this to her?”  He turned, standing there, looking out the window as the sun slowly descended.  He also watched as the last contractors left for the day, so he knew the house was empty.

Heading downstairs, he ensured that the front and back doors were locked and the side entrance they had been using to move construction supplies in and out of the house was closed.  Then he went to the kitchen.

He had ordered pizza for the crew earlier and found several pieces were still left, so he ate a couple of slices and washed them down with some root beer. Then he checked the bathroom on the ground floor, and it worked true to the plumber’s word.

Walking down the hall to the main living area, he passed the parlor and was about to turn the corner when something he saw clicked in his mind.  He took three steps back and looked into the parlor.

A tall woman sat on the lounger, smiling at him with an amused look. She stood as he entered the room and held out her hand, “I’m Stephanie, and you must be Martin.”

He took her hand, and she guided him over to the lounger. As they walked, he could see that with her heels, she had about an inch and a half on him, so without them, she was about the same height.  She had long, straight, black hair that reached down to the curve of her ass.  She was wearing a cream-colored robe that looked to be satin or silk.

They sat about the same time and she turned to face him. In the process, her robe fell open, exposing her legs. They were toned and very muscular while still being feminine.

Following his gaze, she looked at her legs and smiled as she pulled the robe open further, exposing her right leg to the hip.

“I was a gymnast before I started working with Madam Isabella.” She answered the question before it was asked: “I am also a bit of a contortionist and did some dance.”

He nodded, turning his gaze to her face. He realized that her eyes were blue, and her eye shadow made them seem to jump out at him. He realized he could get lost in those eyes if he was not careful.

Stephanie smiled broadly, showing perfect teeth. “Do you talk, Martin?”

He realized he had not said a single word to her yet and was still staring.  He shook his head a little, “Yes, I’m sorry.  I was not trying to be ru...”
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