
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​The Haunted Ghost

Ghost Hunters Vol 05

By S. H. Marpel



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE HAUNTED GHOST

    

    
      First edition. April 8, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 S. H. Marpel.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1387728855

    

    
    
      Written by S. H. Marpel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To our many devoted and loyal fans - 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​I

[image: ]




WHEN I WOKE UP, THERE was someone behind me. Right behind me. The soft breathing on your back that only a sleeping woman can make. 

She was curled up like a spoon behind me. Her knees behind mine and that made her head nestle just between my shoulder-blades. I felt her breathing through my cotton t-shirt and her warmth seeping from her legs through the grey sweat pants I wore this time of year.

The room was warm, pleasantly so. Spring had come, but still got cold enough at night to keep the windows shut. And the heavy outside door was shut as well. The cabin was so small and weather-tight that two bodies kept the room warmish. Warmer than I did on my own. And multiple comforters preserved that heat. I hadn’t changed out to lighter blankets yet. That would happen when I started keeping windows open to get the cabin cool, instead of keeping it warm.

Her arm was across my waist, underneath my own arm. Reaching back to touch her gently, not wanting to wake her and spoil this good morning surprise, I touched her hip and found she was wearing nothing. More surprise for me. 

Too many more good surprises like that and the excitement would start affecting me in ways I wasn’t prepared for.

Because I’d moved out to this remote site to remove distractions from my life, to study the human condition from afar. Not intimately.

Who was this woman, how did she get here without waking me, what did she want? Those were the questions I had. For now, though, I still relished the quiet, warm, early farm morning. 

At that thought of mine, she stirred, raising her head. “Good morning, sunshine.”

It was Jude. And now I made out the smell of roses from her hair.

“And a good morning to you. Don’t move. You can probably tell this cot wasn’t made for two,” I replied. She was between me and the other half of the couch-futon as it rose up the wall. The warning for her not to move was more for my benefit.

I could hear a smile in her voice, “And why would I ever want to move? This is so comfortable I could stay here for days, maybe weeks.”

“Other than having to take a potty break, and getting something to eat,” I said.

She answered, “Well, OK.There is that.”

“And how did you get here?” I asked.

She replied. “Took some tricky landing skills. To get in, under the covers, without waking you.”

I couldn’t see her face as I was still facing outward. “Well, I’m going to move now. Just to warn you.”

Considering my options, I flipped over the outer corner of the blankets and slid out my legs. Rising up to a sitting position, I pulled the comforters back over behind me without turning. At least for my sense of modesty, if not Jude’s. 

I turned my head to look at her. She was smiling at this. Her light face was a beacon in the middle of the riot of her uncombed coal-black hair. Against the blue and off-white patterns of quilted comforter blocks, she was the opposite of order. The snow white skin of her shoulders and arms added to the riot of randomness against the brown and blond ordered calm of the wooden interior walls and trim. While she had pulled the comforter across her chest, one arm was on top of it. Her hand traced the seams of the squares across the top of her hip.

I had to smile back. “You know you’re cute. I just wish you wouldn’t use it against me.”

Surprise lit her face as her smile turned into a grin. “John, you know I wouldn’t do anything to bring you pain.”

“It’s your concept of pleasure that has me concerned.” I was still smiling, still amused. And still pleased to be woken up in such a novel way. 

Moving to the small kitchenette, I poured some water into the coffee maker to perk some coffee. My own blend of chicory and dark roast would have the small cabin flavored in a few minutes. “The trick is what we do now.” 

Leaning back against the cabinets opposite the kitchenette showed how very small they were. I could feel the door frame against both my shoulders, one touching the end wall of the cabin while the other went beyond the corner into the room. Just barely. But my shoulders were broader than most, my cabinets narrower than many.

Jude frowned as a tease. “You mean moving this futon down to full size so we can have some real fun, or just getting dressed?”

“Getting you dressed and me changed.” I replied.

She sighed, “Such a prude you are. All non-dressed up and nowhere to go.” And at that she made a small sign from her naked arm above her hip. Then shimmered to re-appear standing by the couch.

Now she wore a fitted black bolero jacket that ended just above her low-cut black jeans. A black satin long-sleeved shirt unbuttoned half-way down stuffed into her jeans at the top. Her feet were supported her black Timberland boots, that barely peaked beyond the flare-cut jeans.

One hand was poised as a suggestion on her hip, while her other hand pushed her long locks out of her face. The hair was grooming itself into a thick, braid which came across her shoulder ending just beyond the swell of her jacket front. It had a black satin ribbon as a bow.

Her grin was still as mischievous, and her red lips stood out in contrast to her pale skin and dark eyes. Her makeup was perfect, with long black lashes and goth-shadowed black eyes.

I was amazed, as usual. 

Jude suddenly frowned. Staring off to the side, unfocused. Then looking back to me. “Sal has been looking for me. I said I’d bring you.” 

I turned to switch off the coffee, only to find that Jude had already done so.

And then the room shimmered and the cabin disappeared.
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