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Chapter 1: The Ghost
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The wrought iron gates groaned against the wind, a sound like a dying violin string snapping in the dark. I didn’t push them open; they yielded before I even touched the cold metal, as if the house had been holding its breath, waiting for me to exhale. The metal was pitted with rust that felt like scabs under my gloved fingers, a texture of decay that set my teeth on edge.

Moonlight didn’t fall here—it invaded. It sliced through the canopy of gnarled oaks in jagged, skeletal ribbons, illuminating the overgrown driveway in patches of silver and absolute black. The gravel crunched under my boots, a sound indistinguishable from breaking bones in the heavy silence. Every step felt like a violation of a treaty signed long before I was born. I adjusted the collar of my jacket, not for warmth—though the air had dropped ten degrees the moment I crossed the property line—but for armor. The flashlight in my hand felt heavy, a pathetic beam of artificial logic against a darkness that felt ancient and intentional. It was a heavy-duty tactical model, the kind cops use to break windows, but here it felt like a child’s toy. In my pocket, my fingers brushed against the other tools of the trade—a vial of blessed salt from a bodega in Queens, a pouch of iron filings, a digital EMF recorder that was currently silent.

I hated the gear. It was theater. It was armor for the mind, not the body. The salt wouldn’t stop strong kinetic energy; it would just make it angry. The iron might burn a lesser spirit, but something this old? It would likely just laugh. But I carried them anyway. Habit. Or maybe superstition—the atheist praying in a foxhole. The real sensor was me. The headache pulsing behind my right eye was more accurate than any Geiger counter. It measured the displacement of reality, the pressure of the other side pushing in. And right now, the needle was in the red. The air pressure was fluctuating wildly, popping my ears. This wasn’t a passive haunting; it was an active breach.

The mansion loomed ahead, a rotting carcass of Victorian ambition. Turrets clawed at the sky, shingles missing like knocked-out teeth. The windows were the worst part—tall, narrow, and utterly devoid of reflection. They didn’t gaze out; they looked in. They were black eyes in a pale, peeling face, absorbing the moonlight and giving nothing back. I stopped at the foot of the stairs, the wood rotting and slick with damp moss that smelled of ancient rain and forgotten cellars. My breath plumed before me, lingering too long, taking shapes that dissolved just before I could name them.

“I know you’re here,” I whispered. The words weren’t a challenge. They were an admission. A recognition of the contract.

My curse, if you could call it that, wasn’t seeing dead people. It wasn’t that cinematic. It was feeling the weight of them. It was a pressure in the inner ear, a static buzz in the fingertips, a nausea that rolled in like a tide whenever the veil thinned. And here, the veil wasn’t just thin; it was threadbare. I could feel the friction of the other side rubbing against this one, generating a static charge that made the fine hair on my arms stand up and dance.

The front door stood ajar, swinging slightly in a draft that carried the scent of wet earth, decaying paper, and something sweeter—lilies left too long in stagnant water. That sickly-sweet cloying note that masked the smell of formaldehyde. I stepped across the threshold, and the silence rushed in to fill the space behind me, sealing me inside.

The foyer was a cavern of shadows, breathless and waiting. My flashlight beam cut through the gloom, catching dust motes that didn’t drift so much as dance, swirling in patterns that defied the draft. They spiraled around me, a dry, choking snow, adhering to my lashes, tasting of dry rot. To my left, a grand staircase swept upward, the banister wrapped in shadows that seemed to coil and tighten like a constrictor snake waiting for a pulse. To my right, a hallway stretched into the belly of the house, lined with portraits that seemed to turn their heads the moment my light passed them. I didn’t look at them directly. Rule number one: never give them eye contact until you’re ready to engage.

I moved deeper, every sense vibrating. This was the curse—the buzzing in my teeth, the prickle at the base of my skull, the way the air tasted metallic, like blood on a copper coin. The house was digesting me. The floorboards whined under my weight, a high-pitched complaint that echoed too loudly, announcing my mass, my biology, my intrusion.

I walked toward the grand salon. The furniture was draped in white sheets, ghostly shapes huddled in conversation that stopped the moment I entered. A grand piano sat in the corner, its keys exposed, grinning in the dark like the ribcage of a whale. The silence here was heavy, pressurized. It pushed against my eardrums, demanding to be acknowledged.

And then I felt it. The drop.

The temperature plummeted. Not gradually, but instantly. It was a physical blow, a wave of sub-zero pressure that punched the air from my lungs. The moisture in the room crystallized instantly—I heard the microscopic crackle of frost forming on the velvet curtains. The air grew thick, viscous, resisting my movement like I was wading through invisible syrup. The candlelight—flickering from a candelabra I hadn’t lit—flared to life on the mantle. The flames were blue at the base, burning without fuel, consuming the cold itself.

“You came.”

The voice wasn’t sound; it was vibration. It resonated in my chest cavity, bypassing my ears entirely. It rattled my ribs. It was cold, like ice water poured down the spine, yet it carried a heat that scorched. It was a paradox—a freezing burn, a sonic brand. I turned slowly, my flashlight beam dying, not flickering out, but swallowed by a sudden, overwhelming luminosity radiating from the center of the room.

The dust motes froze in mid-air. The silence screamed. I stood my ground, my heart hammering a rhythm that wasn’t my own—it was syncing to hers. I was the anchor. I was the lightning rod. And the storm was about to break.

She didn’t walk into the room; she bled into it.

It started with a coalescence of light near the far wall, right in front of a floor-to-ceiling portrait covered in grime. The air warped, rippling like heat rising from asphalt, but cold—so devastatingly cold that frost began to fern across the wooden floorboards, snapping audibly as it spread.

Then, the mist solidified.

First came the fabric. Tatters of antique lace, yellowed by centuries but glowing with a spectral luminescence, drifted into existence. It was a gown, heavy and intricate, the kind of garment designed to imprison a woman as much as adorn her. It hung off her frame, translucent in places, solid in others, shifting like smoke caught in a draft. The hem dragged along the floor, silent, leaving no trail in the dust.

Then, the body.

She was terrifyingly beautiful. Her skin was the color of moonlight on marble, pale to the point of translucence, glowing with an inner light that cast no shadows. I could see the faint blue tracery of veins beneath the surface, a map of a life long extinguished. Her collarbones were sharp, elegant ridges framing the hollow of a throat that pulsed with a phantom heartbeat.

Her hair was a spill of ink, darker than the shadows around her, floating as if she were underwater. It framed a face that was a masterpiece of tragedy. High cheekbones, a jawline sharp enough to cut, and eyes—God, her eyes. They were vast, empty pools of obsidian, rimmed with red, as if she had been weeping for a hundred years. But beneath the sorrow, there was a hunger. A predatory, desperate starvation that fixed on me with the weight of a physical blow.

She raised a hand. Her fingers were long, delicate, tipped with nails that looked like glass. Chains—ethereal, made of smoke and memory—manacled her wrists, trailing down to vanish into the floorboards. As she moved, they rattled, a sound like dry bones striking chimes.

“I have waited,” she whispered, and the sound wrapped around my throat.

She glided closer, her feet not touching the ground. The scent hit me then—not rot, but preservation. Dried lavender, old paper, and the metallic tang of ozone. It was intoxicating, a perfume of the grave that made my head spin.

She stopped inches from me. The cold radiating off her was intense enough to burn. I didn’t flinch. I couldn’t. I was paralyzed by the sheer detail of her existence. I could see the texture of the lace, the way it clung to breasts that rose and fell with a breath she didn’t need. I could see the moisture on her parted lips, glistening like ice melt.

“Are you real?” I asked, my voice rough, foreign in the silence.

She smiled, and it was a ruinous thing. “Real enough to break you,” she murmured.

She reached out, her hand passing through the space between us. I braced for the chill, but when her fingertips grazed my cheek, it wasn’t just cold. It was an electric shock, a neural override that slammed directly into my pleasure centers. It felt like sticking a finger in a socket while holding a block of dry ice.

I gasped, my eyes rolling back for a second.

” warm,” she hissed, her eyes widening. “You are so... warm.”

Her gaze dropped to my chest, then lower. The hunger in her expression sharpened, shifting from mournful to ravenous. The air around us condensed, the pressure building until my ears popped. She wasn’t just a ghost. She was a void, and I was the only heat source in the universe.

And she intended to drain me dry.

“Warmth,” she repeated, the word rolling off her tongue like a prayer. Or a threat. The syllable hung in the air, vibrating with a desperate, ancient hunger that made the fine hairs on my arms stand up.

“I’m not here to be eaten,” I managed, sounding stronger than I felt. The cold of her touch was still vibrating in my jawbone, a phantom ache that felt like dental drill work without anesthetic. I clenched my teeth, trying to stop the chattering that threatened to betray me.

She laughed, a low, melodic sound that made the chandelier above us tinkle. “Eaten? Oh, sweet mortal. Eating is so... biological. So messy. I don’t want your flesh. I have no use for meat that rots and blood that congeals. I want the fire that animates it. I want the spark.”

She circled me, the lace of her gown trailing through my legs. Where the fabric touched my denim jeans, it didn’t just graze; it froze. I could feel the temperature of the denim plumbing instantly, the cold sinking through the cotton to bite at my skin. I shifted my weight, trying to track her, but she moved with a jagged fluidity, flickering in and out of focus like a corrupted video file. One moment she was in front of me, the next she was a blur of white light in my peripheral vision, then she was behind me.

“You see them, don’t you?” she asked, her voice drifting from my left ear to my right, creating a dizzying stereo effect. “The others. The ones who claw at the veil. The hungry little shadows that nip at your heels.”

“I see things I shouldn’t,” I said, turning slowly, keeping my center of gravity low. I was ready to run, though I knew the doors were likely sealed by her will. “And I know what happens when I stay too long. I know the cost.”

“Cost?” She stopped, materializing fully near the fireplace. The blue flames danced higher, reflecting in her obsidian eyes. “You speak of cost? Look at me. I am a bill that has come due, unpaid for a century.”

“Then why did you call?” I asked. “If you’re just a bill.”

“Because the house called,” I answered my own question, correcting course. “Because you’re loud.”

“Loud?” She floated closer, her expression shifting from predatory to offended.

“I didn’t come for free,” I chopped the air with my hand, stopping her advance. “This isn’t charity. It’s a transaction. I’m not some wayward hiker stumbling into the wrong Airbnb.”

She paused, tilting her head. The movement was bird-like, twitchy, the first sign of something non-human in her body language. “Payment? You want gold? Jewels hidden in the floorboards? I have trinkets, mortal. But they are cursed. They rot the flesh of anyone who holds them for more than an hour.”

“I don’t want your money,” I said, stepping closer, infringing on her space for the first time. “I want to know who opened the door. The veil didn’t just tear here. Someone ripped it. Someone used an obsidian knife and a very specific incantation. I want a name.”

She smiled then, a slow, secretive curling of her pale lips that showed too many teeth. “Ah. The Investigator. You seek the Keyholder.” She drifted closer, until her face was inches from mine. “I know him. I felt his working. It tasted like ash and turpentine. It woke me from the Long Sleep.”

“Tell me,” I demanded, keeping my voice level despite the cold radiating off her.

“No,” she laid a finger on my lips. It was freezing, numbing the skin on contact like a dentist’s novocaine. “Information is energy. Everything is energy. You want my secrets? You must pay the toll. You must fill the well.” She gestured to her own body, phasing her hand through her own torso to demonstrate her emptiness. “Revive me, and I will remember. Warm me, and I will speak.”

“So that’s the trade,” I said, cynical. “Sex for secrets. That’s the oldest profession in the book, lady.”

“Life for truth,” she corrected, her eyes narrowing. “A fair exchange. Unless you are afraid you won’t survive the transaction? Many don’t. They burn out. Pop like cheap fuses.”

“I’ve survived worse,” I lied. My heart was hammering against my ribs, betraying me.

“We shall see,” she murmured.

“Loud?” she repeated, returning to the earlier thread as if the negotiation hadn’t happened, resetting the conversational loop but with a new understanding. “I have been silent for eighty years.” “I have been silent for eighty years. I have been as still as the grave you fear so much.”

“Your sorrow is loud,” I said, bold now. “It screams. It wakes me up three towns over. It tastes like copper in my water and smells like ozone in my coffee. You aren’t silent. You’re broadcasting.”

Her face fell. The seductress mask cracked, revealing a raw, gaping wound of loneliness beneath. For a second, the translucent skin of her face grew transparent, revealing the skull beneath, the flash of bone white and stark. The illusion of beauty flickered, showing the monster—the sheer necrotic reality of what stood before me.

She saw me flinch. And she smiled.

“Does this frighten you?” she whispered.

Suddenly, her jaw unhinged. Her face elongated, stretching into a banshee’s rictus of horror. The room went pitch black, forcing my eyes to adjust, and in the darkness, she glowed with a sickly, radioactive green light. She screamed—not a sound, but a psychic blast that slammed into my mental shields like a battering ram.

LEAVE ME!

The force of it threw me backward. I hit the floor, sliding across the dusty parquet. The windows rattled in their frames. The air pressure dropped so low my nose started to bleed.

I lay there, gasping, wiping the blood from my lip. I didn’t scramble away. I didn’t beg. I looked up at her, at the nightmare hovering above me.

“Is that all?” I asked, spitting blood onto the floor. “I’ve dated worse.”

The horrific visage dissolved. The green glow faded back to moonlight white. She lowered herself slowly, her form returning to the tragic, beautiful Victorian archetype. But the hunger in her eyes was different now. It was mixed with respect.

“You are broken,” she observed, sounding fascinated. “You are not whole. That is why you leak energy. That is why I can taste you.”

“We’re all broken,” I grunted, climbing to my feet. “Some of us just don’t have the decency to die.”

“Sorrow,” she spat, returning to our earlier thread, but softer now. “Loneliness is not sorrow. Loneliness is starvation. Do you know what it is to be cold? To be static? To watch dust settle for a decade and be unable to blow it away? To scream until your soul tears and have no ears to hear it?”

“No,” I said. “But I know what it’s like to be haunted.”

“Haunted.” She mocked the word. She reached for my hand, lifting it. Her grip was stronger this time, less mist, more vice. She placed my palm flat against her chest, right over where her heart should be.

There was nothing there. Just a hollow, freezing silence. A void. But as my hand lay there, something happened. My heat—my living, beating pulse—pushed into her. It obeyed the law of thermodynamics: heat moves to cold. But this was aggressive. It felt like she was drinking through her skin.

Where I touched her, she changed.

The translucent white of her skin flushed with a faint, ghostly pink. The fabric of her dress grew more solid, transforming from smoke to heavy, tactile silk under my fingers. I could feel the weave of the lace. I could feel the tension of the surface.

She gasped, her head falling back, eyes fluttering.

“More,” she whimpered. The command wasn’t regal; it was desperate. “Fill the hollow.”

“It hurts,” I said through gritted teeth. It did. The drain was physical, a cramp seizing my forearm, shooting up to my shoulder. It felt like having blood drawn with a rusty needle.

“Good,” she whispered, her eyes rolling back to look at me, heavy-lidded. “Pain is real. Pain is life. Give it to me.”

She grabbed my wrist, her grip suddenly iron-hard, impossibly strong. She pulled me toward the center of the room, toward the grand portrait I had seen earlier. She didn’t stop at the easel. She backed into it, her body sinking into the canvas as if it were water, rippling the oil paint.

“Come,” she commanded.

“I can’t walk through walls,” I said, resisting, digging my heels into the floor.

“You don’t need to,” she purred. She stepped out of the painting, but brought the frame with her—or rather, the logic of the painting. The room skewed. The shadows deepened, twisting into oil-paint strokes. The reality of the mansion bent around her gravity.

She pushed me backward. I stumbled, hitting a heavy velvet chair. I collapsed into it, dust poofing up around me. She was on me instantly. She straddled my lap, her weight spectral one moment, crushing the next. Her gown bunched up around her thighs—thighs that were becoming disturbingly solid, marble-smooth and terrifyingly cold.

“Look at me,” she ordered.

I looked. I couldn’t look away.

“You are the bridge,” she said, her voice dropping an octave, becoming the sound of tectonic plates shifting. “You are the wire. And I am going to run so much current through you that you’ll glow. You will be the filament in my bulb.”

She leaned in, her nose brushing mine. “Do not close your eyes. If you close your eyes, I vanish. And if I vanish, I take your heat with me.”

“I’m looking,” I breathed. My heart was racing, a frantic drum solo against my ribs. Her proximity was intoxicating—a mix of formaldehyde and roses, death and desire. My body responded with a confusing, violent traitorousness. I was hard. Painfully hard, straining against the denim. The fear wasn’t killing the arousal; it was feeding it. The adrenaline hijack was complete.

“Good boy,” she murmured. She ran a fingernail down the front of my jacket, the zipper parting with a sound like a zipper on a body bag. She peeled the jacket open, then ripped my shirt. Buttons popped, pinging off the floorboards.

She placed her hands on my bare chest.

I yelled out. It was like being branded with ice. Her palms were freezing, sucking the warmth directly from my core. My nipples hardened painfully. My breath hitched, turning into white vapor that swirled between our faces.

“So warm,” she groaned, rubbing her face against my chest, nuzzling into the hair, biting lightly at the pectoral muscle. “You are a furnace.”

She sat up, grinding her hips down. Even through my jeans, the sensation was shocking—a block of ice sliding against a furnace. The contrast made my vision blur. She reached between us, her hand hovering over my crotch.

“Tell me you want it,” she hissed. “Tell me you invite it. I cannot take what is not given. That is the rule.”

“I invite it,” I said, the words torn out of me by a force that felt bigger than my own will.

“Say my name?” she taunted. “Do you even know it?”

“No.”

“Good,” she smiled, showing teeth that were slightly too sharp, slightly too translucent. “Names are bindings. We don’t need bindings. We need friction. We need the spark that jumps the gap.”

She leaned back, grinding harder, feeling the ridge of my cock through the denim.

“Friction,” I agreed, my voice a wreck.

“Then burn for me,” she whispered. “Burn until there is nothing left but ash.”

The air in the room grew heavier, pressurized by the sheer density of her need. Every movement she made sent ripples through the atmosphere, visible distortions like heat haze, except they radiate cold.

My hands found her waist. The texture was impossible—silk that felt like water, skin that felt like polished stone kept in a freezer. But as I held her, gripped her, the solidity increased. The ghost was becoming flesh, powered by the proximity of my pulse.

“You feel that?” she murmured against my ear, her lips grazing the lobe. “The circuit closing?”

I nodded, unable to speak. The throbbing in my blood was deafening. It wasn’t just arousal; it was a survival instinct kicking into overdrive, conflicting with a deep, suicidal urge to merge with the void she represented.

She stood up, pulling me with her. Her strength was disproportionate to her frame. She didn’t lift me; she virtually levitated me to my feet. She backed me up, step by step, toward the large oil painting on the wall—a depiction of this very room, but in its prime, vibrant and alive.

“Closer,” she commanded.

She spun me around, pressing my chest against the wall next to the frame. No, not the wall. Against the canvas itself. The surface gave slightly under my weight, smelling of turpentine and old varnish.

She pressed herself against my back. This time, the cold was shocking. It leeched through my jacket, my shirt, sinking into my vertebrae. I gasped, arching my spine, trying to pull away, but she pinned me there.

“Don’t run,” she hissed. Her hands slid around my torso, unbuckling my belt. “We are just beginning.”

I looked down. Her hands were translucent again, phased halfway through my clothing. I could see my own zipper through the back of her hand. It was a violation of physics that made my stomach turn, but the sensation of her knuckles—cold, hard—rubbing against my erection through the denim was undeniable.

“You are so hard,” she observed, sounding fascinated. “Blood. So much blood rushing to one place. An offering.”

She shoved my jeans down. The air of the room hit my skin, cool and damp, but compared to her touch, it felt tropical.

“I want to see it,” she said.

She turned me around. I was trapped between the oil painting and the ghost. She dropped to her knees. The movement was silent. No impact. She just... lowered.

She looked at my erection with a mix of scientific curiosity and starving religiosity. She reached out, her finger tracing the vein on the underside. The touch burned. It left a trail of frost that melted instantly from my body heat.

“Pulse,” she whispered. “Life.”

She leaned forward and exhaled on the tip. Her breath was distinct—a freezing mist that coated the head of my cock. The sensation was excruciatingly exquisite. My hips bucked involuntarily.

“Steady,” she warned, looking up. Her eyes were glowing now, lit from within by the energy she had already stolen. “If you spill too early, I will leave you here in the dark forever.”

The threat hung in the air, heavier than the dust. I believed her.

“I won’t,” I choked out.

“Prove it,” she challenged.

She stood up slowly, her body sliding up mine, friction against friction. She hooked a leg around my waist. The lace of her dress bunched up, revealing the pale, smooth curve of her thigh. She pulled me closer effectively phasing her hip through my thigh for a second before solidifying it. The internal sensation of her passing through my muscle was nauseating and electrifying—a deep, internal itch that couldn’t be scratched.

“I am going to take you,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper that sounded like it came from inside my own skull. “Not just inside my body. Inside my time. Inside my memory.”

She reached behind her, gripping the frame of the painting.

“Enter the frame,” she commanded.

And she pulled me into her.

“Enter the frame,” she commanded, and her hands on my hips weren’t just guiding me—they were pulling my center of gravity into hers.

She stepped back, her heels clicking on the floorboards, and then she didn’t just step against the painting; she melded with it. Her back arched, pressing into the canvas, and instead of resistance, the fabric seemed to absorb her. The oil paint swirled around her shoulders like smoke. She was half-in, half-out—her torso and legs projecting into the room, her head and shoulders buried in the painted twilight of the backdrop.

“Come here,” she whispered, her voice echoing as if from a distance.

I stepped between her legs. The scent of her—dried flowers and ozone—was overpowering. She wrapped her legs around my waist. They were solid now, heavy and real. I gripped her thighs, my thumbs sinking into flesh that was marble-cool but yielding.

“You’re freezing,” I gritted out, my hands shaking.

“Warm me,” she dared.

She reached down, her icy fingers wrapping around my cock. The jolt was electric. I hissed, my hips bucking forward instinctively. She guided me to her entrance.

Looking down, I saw it—the contrast that broke my brain. My erection, flushed with living blood, throbbing and red, pressed against the pale, luminous perfection of her pussy. She was wet, but the fluid wasn’t like anything human. It was clearer, slightly glowing, slick like mercury.

“Push,” she ordered.

I pushed.

Entering her was like sliding into a glacier. The cold was shocking, breathtaking. It wrapped around the head of my cock, a tight, freezing ring of muscle that clamped down hard. I groaned, freezing mid-thrust, my breath fogging in the air between us.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, her head thrown back against the painted landscape. “It burns... God, it burns...”

I gritted my teeth and drove my hips forward. My cock slid deeper, stretching her open. I grabbed her pale ass, my fingers digging into the cold flesh, pulling her cheeks apart to accommodate the thrust. She was impossibly tight—preserved, untouched by time. The friction was incredible, the texture of her insides smooth as glass but gripping like absolute vacuum.

“Fuck,” I swore, the word torn from my throat. “You feel... unbelievable.”

The thermal shock was warring with the pleasure. It wasn’t just cold; it was absolute zero seeking equilibrium. I could feel the heat being drawn out of my blood, pulled from my marrow to warm her. But the friction generated a counter-heat. Every thrust created a momentary spark of thermal energy that she drank greedily.

I withdrew, almost all the way out, the cold air hitting my wet cock, before slamming back in. The impact made the painting shudder on the wall. Dust fell from the frame.

“Ah!” she cried out, her fingernails digging into my shoulders. “Again! Harder! Melt me!”

I found a rhythm. Pull back, drag, slam. Pull back, drag, slam. With every thrust, the cold receded slightly, replaced by a growing warmth that felt sticky and intoxicating. The wetness from her pussy dripped down, coating my balls, cool and slick like aloe vera gel but tingling with a low-voltage vibrato. The texture of her insides was shifting now—no longer glass-smooth, but rippling, reacting, gripping me with ridges of spectral muscle that milked the shaft with terrifying efficiency. It felt like fucking a storm cloud that had decided to become a woman.

“Your tits,” I growled, needing to touch her everywhere. I looked. Where my cock disappeared into her pussy, a soft, golden light was beginning to pulse. It radiated from inside her, illuminating the translucent skin of her lower belly. I could see the shadow of my own shaft moving inside her, a dark piston driving into the light.

“I can see myself inside you,” I said, awe and lust warring in my voice.

“Yes,” she panted. “Deeper. Make me shine.”

I withdrew, almost all the way out, the cold air hitting my wet cock, before slamming back in. The impact made the painting shudder on the wall. Dust fell from the frame.

“Ah!” she cried out, her fingernails digging into my shoulders. “Again! Harder!”

I found a rhythm. Pull back, drag, slam. Pull back, drag, slam. With every thrust, the cold receded slightly, replaced by a growing warmth that felt sticky and intoxicating. The wetness from her pussy dripped down, coating my balls, cool and slick.

“Your tits,” I growled, needing to touch her everywhere.

I reached up, grabbing her boobs. They were heavy, perfect mounds of pale flesh. I squeezed her breasts, my warm fingers leaving temporary red marks on the white skin. I brushed my thumbs over her nipples. They were hard as diamonds, straining against the tattered lace of her bodice. I tweaked one nipple hard.

“Suck them,” she begged, arching her back, pulling her tits free of the fabric. “Please... I need to feel your mouth.”

I leaned in, capturing a nipple between my lips. It tasted like metal and rain. I sucked hard, my tongue swirling around the hardened nub. She screamed, a sound that wasn’t entirely human—a harmonic chord of pleasure that vibrated through the floor.

“Yes! Yes!” she keened. “More heat! Give me all of it!”

I picked up the pace, my hips snapping forward with brutal intent. I was fucking a ghost, fucking a memory, and it was the most visceral thing I had ever felt. My cock throbbed, swelling inside her tight, wet pussy, seeking the deepest point of her.

“I’m going to ruin you,” I whispered against her neck, biting into the cold skin.

“Do it,” she sobbed, her hips grinding back against mine, meeting every thrust. “Ruin me. Fill me with life until I shatter.”

I pulled out of her, the separation making a wet, sucking sound that echoed too loudly in the room. She whimpered at the loss, her legs sliding down my sides. The golden light in her belly faded slowly, like an ember dying in ash.

“Not done,” I rasped, my breath coming in ragged tearing gasps. “Not even close.”

I grabbed her hand. It was warmer now—tepid, like water left out in the sun. I pulled her away from the painting. She came willingly, stumbling slightly, her equilibrium seemingly tied to our connection.

I dragged her toward the center of the room, where the massive four-poster bed stood draped in dust sheets. I tore the sheets away with one hand, sending a cloud of grey motes into the air. Beneath, the mattress was old, stripped bare, the ticking stained with age.

“Lie down,” I ordered.

She looked at the bed, then at me. A spark of defiance—or perhaps fear—flashed in her obsidian eyes.

“Make me,” she challenged.

I didn’t hesitate. I shoved her backward. She hit the mattress with a heavy thud, bouncing slightly. Before she could recover, I was on her, pinning her wrists above her head.

“You like that?” I growled, looking down at her. Her hair was spread out like a dark halo on the mattress. Her gown was torn, bunched around her waist, leaving her naked from the waist down. Her legs were spread, her pussy glistening with the spectral fluid I had drawn from her.

“I like... force,” she admitted, her voice breathless. “It proves you are real.”

Suddenly, the bed frame groaned. The shadows in the corners of the room surged forward. Chains—ghostly, translucent, identical to the ones on her wrists—materialized from the bedposts. They rattled, snake-like, and then lunged.

They wrapped around her wrists, securing her to the headboard. More chains shot from the foot of the bed, clamping around her ankles, spreading her legs wide.

She gasped, pulling against the spectral restraints. They held fast. She looked up at me, her eyes wide, glittering with a mix of terror and absolute arousal.

“You did this,” she breathed. “Your intent... the house obeyed you.”

“Good,” I said. I crawled between her legs. The view was devastating. She was wide open, displayed for me like a sacrificial offering. Her pale inner thighs trembled. Her pussy was swollen, the lips parted slightly, weeping that glowing moisture.

I ran my hands up her legs, feeling the cool smoothness of her skin. I ignored her face for a moment, focusing entirely on her body. I traced the curve of her hips, the dip of her waist. I stared at her tits, rising and falling rapidly.

” Exquisite,” I muttered, staring at her heavy tits, the nipples darkened by my touch. The left nipple was particularly hard.

I leaned forward and licked her clit.

She screamed. It wasn’t a word; it was a raw, primal sound of shock. Her hips bucked off the mattress, straining against the chains.

“God! Oh God!” she cried. “Too much! It’s too much!”

I didn’t stop. I used my tongue flat and broad, dragging it over her sensitive nub. The texture was fascinating—softer than human skin, yet resilient. I could taste the ozone again, stronger now, mixed with a sweetness like fermented wine.

I sucked her clit into my mouth, humming against it. She thrashed, the chains clanking violently.

“Please!” she begged. “I can’t—I’ll shatter! I’ll break apart!”

“Then break,” I said against her wet flesh.

I slid two fingers inside her pussy. She was tighter than before, clamping down on my digits instantly. I pumped them in and out, curling them upward to hit that G-spot that felt like a ridge of frozen undulating muscle.

“Ah! Ah! Yes! There!” She was tossing her head from side to side. “Fill me! Use me!”

The chains seemed to feed off her arousal. With every moan, the links tightened, pulling her limbs wider, stretching her to the physical limit. I could hear the metal groaning, straining against the wood of the bedframe. It wasn’t just restraint; it was participation. The house was holding her open for me. The spectral iron bit into her wrists, stimulating the nerve endings, forcing her hips to buck upward to alleviate the pressure, which only drove her deeper onto my fingers. It was a perfect, vicious cycle of leverage.

I pulled my fingers out and positioned myself. I grabbed her ass, kneading the spectral dough of her glutes, bruising the pale skin. I lined my cock up with her soaking entrance.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

She forced her eyes open. They were wild, dilated.

“I am going to fuck the ghost right out of you,” I promised.

I slammed into her. Hard. Deep. No hesitation.

She screamed again, a long, drawn-out wail of ecstasy that made the windows rattle. I bottomed out, hitting her cervix—or whatever spectral equivalent existed. It felt solid, a wall of resistance that I wanted to batter down.

I began to pound her. Brutal, animalistic thrusts. My balls slapped against her ass cheeks with wet, rhythmic cracks. The bed frame creaked in time with our movement.

“Yes! Fuck my pussy!” she shrieked, her articulate Victorian speech dissolving into dirty, desperate pleas. “Harder! Give me your cock! Give me everything!”

I leaned over her, pinning her chest down with my forearm. I brought my mouth down to her nipples, biting lightly, teasing the hardened peaks until she sobbed. I sucked the left nipple raw. My other hand moved down to smack her ass, the sound sharp and wet against the silence. Her eyes rolled back.

“Mine,” I growled. “You’re mine.”

“Yours,” she choked out. “Forever. Yours.”

I drove harder, my cock piston-firing into her. The friction was building a heat that felt dangerous. I could feel sweat dripping from my forehead onto her face. Where the droplets landed, her skin sizzled and steamed.

“I’m close,” I warned her. “I’m going to fill you up.”

“Do it!” she screamed, pulling against the chains, arching her back until only her head and heels touched the mattress. “Breed me! Make me real!”

The chains vanished the moment I pulled out, dissolving into grey mist. She collapsed on the mattress, gasping, her chest heaving. But I wasn’t finished. And neither was she. I could feel the hunger radiating off her still—a deep, insatiable pull.

“Up,” I said, pulling her by the arm.

She stumbled off the bed, her legs shaking. She looked dazed, drunk on the energy transfer. Her skin was flushed a healthy pink now. She looked almost... alive.
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