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Chapter One 




Kelsie awoke to the pungent smell of hot, salty, musky male. The windows of the 
tiny guest bedroom were open, but no breeze stirred the curtains. The scent that was strong enough and raunchy enough to have her clasping her thighs together wasn’t coming from 
outside. And it certainly couldn’t be coming from anywhere inside her seventy-year-old great-aunt’s house. Kelsie didn’t think that a man had been inside these walls in the last forty years. 
Aunt Maud had gone a bit gaga and was suddenly insisting the house was haunted. 
She’d arranged for an exorcist to come and drive the ghosts out. The exorcist was male and Aunt Maud wouldn’t stay alone in the house with a man for a single minute. 
Kelsie and her mother had chuckled over the eccentricity, but there was no doubt 
that Aunt Maud was upset, so Kelsie was dispatched to protect Aunt Maud’s extremely 
ancient maidenly virtue. There was nothing she could do to protect Aunt Maud from the 
delusion that there were ghosts, but if an exorcism was going to help her settle down to her old life again then an exorcism it would be. 
So far Kelsie hadn’t seen any evidence of ghosts in her aunt’s house. All she noticed 
was just that decidedly delicious male smell. She sniffed the air again, but whatever it was, it was now gone. Kelsie rolled over and drifted back to sleep. 
Perhaps it was the memory of that enticing fragrance that shaped her subsequent 
dream. Once again her nostrils twitched. A pulsing throb began to pump blood into her groin. She squirmed and opened her legs. Firm strong fingers stroked across her labia up to her clitoris where they lingered and squeezed rhythmically. She groaned and spread her self open more wantonly. The delicious scent of arousal swirled around her. Open 
mouthed she tried to suck it all in. Hot velvet lips settled on hers and a raspy tongue licked its way into her mouth. At the same time, her hips were driven off the bed by what surely was another warm wet tongue thrusting itself, over and over again, into her vagina. And all the while those talented fingers played across her clit, driving her to insanity. 
She exploded in a wash of female wetness, every muscle in her body vibrating and 
burning. Her breath caught in her chest and she awoke, shaking and spent from the waves of delight surging through her. 
Aftershocks raced through her system, each one as powerful as any single orgasm 
she’d ever experienced. Like anyone else she’d had erotic dreams but this one, wow! , with dreams like this, was there any need for the real thing? 
There was at least one excellent reason to wish it were real. The experience had been 
so damn good she wanted more. Right now. And the only way she was going to get more 
was to get back to sleep and hope to have the same dream. 
As if that was likely to happen. 
The way she felt right now, hot, burning and feverish, getting back to sleep wasn’t 
an option. The first light of dawn was filtering through the curtains anyway. With a sigh she threw her foot over the side of the bed and stood up. 
And looked down at her body in shock. She was naked. When she’d gone to bed 
last night, in deference to Aunt Maud’s straitlaced lifestyle, she’d worn pajamas. Where the hell were they now? She looked on the floor, untangled the bunched up sheets on the end of the bed. She even checked in the wardrobe and the laundry basket. No PJ’s. Feeling a 
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bit like a very sexy, very puzzled Alice in a very R rated Wonderland, she muttered, 
“Curiouser and curiouser.” 
Her speculation was curtailed by the sound of her aunt’s voice, “Kelsie, come here. 
That poltergeist came again.” 
“That wasn’t all that came,” Kelsie commented to herself as she threw on some 
clothes and headed downstairs. 
Her aunt stood at the kitchen door pointing dramatically. “Look at what he has 
done.” 
“He, Auntie?” 
“No female would behave in such a way. The exorcism cannot come soon enough. I 
cannot abide having a male in the house, even if it’s not human. The very idea disturbs my rest.” 
Kelsie’s eyebrows lifted. She’d be willing to bet her aunt wasn’t talking about the 
kind of disturbance that had disturbed Kelsie’s rest. Aunt Maud would have died at the mere thought of a male, or a tongue or… okay, time to turn down the heat factor. Kelsie’s fantasies were getting hot enough to scorch Aunt Maud if she stood too close. 
Kelsie poked her head around the door but really couldn’t see anything to cause her 
aunt’s theatrical attitude. In fact it confirmed what she and her mother thought. Great Aunt Maud was lonely and bored and was inventing something to give her life a little 
excitement. 
Still, she wasn’t here to offend the old dear so she schooled her face into an 
expression of polite interest. “What exactly is the problem, Aunt? This is only my first morning here so I’m afraid I can’t exactly tell…” 
“Surely any one can see that things are not where I left them. You know I am most 
particular about everything being in its right place.” 
Kelsie grimaced, keeping her face averted. She’d found that out the hard way 
yesterday evening when she’d made a cup of tea and sat down to drink it before she’d put away everything she’d used to make it. 
Aunt Maud grew tired of waiting for Kelsie to come to the right conclusion. “The 
sherry, dear. And the medicinal brandy. They are both out of the cupboard and they’re empty.” 
The shock and disapproval in her voice were real. “I know you didn’t take it 
because you are not the type to indulge in liquor.” 
Got that right, Auntie, Kelsie thought. Sherry? Medicinal brandy? She wasn’t that 
desperate for a drink, thank you very much. Although if she had to spend too much time here, who knew? 
Obviously, Aunt Maud had taken to having a drop even if the next morning she didn’t remember that she’d emptied the bottles the night before. The supposed poltergeist made a convenient scapegoat for an old lady’s surreptitious drinking habits. 
The boredom of life with Aunt Maud was only partially lifted by the arrival of the 
exorcist later that day. For someone with such an outlandish calling he was a 
disappointingly bland little man who bustled about murmuring mental notes to himself 
about what needed to be done in order to hold the exorcism in three days time. 
After he left and Aunt Maud no longer felt the need to be protected from even such 
an inoffensive specimen of the male species, Kelsie forgot about him and offered to do 
some shopping. In self-defence she thought she ought to lay in a bottle or two of 
something she could stand to drink when she was tucked away in her room. 
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At nine pm Kelsie announced that she was off to bed. Such an early bedtime was 
simply a concession to Aunt Maud’s advancing years. It certainly had nothing to do with the heated itch developing between Kelsie’s legs and the swelling that made it impossible to sit without squirming as she tried to put a little pressure where she wanted it most. 
She slipped into bed and poured herself a drink. She needed some sort of sedative 
to induce sleep. After the first glass her eyes grew pleasantly heavy. 
The dream began with the ripe, soft scent of peaches and the hot sting of alcohol 
across her breasts. Before she had time to react the burn of liquor was replaced by the moist lushness of a licking mouth. Her nipples were sucked into the warm void and 
savored. 
Warm Southern Comfort trickled over her lips, followed by a peach flavored tongue 
that seemed intent on searching out every part of her mouth. At the same time, hot breath blew on her labia, and teeth and tongue probed her clit, creating a delightful vacuum into which she expanded and throbbed. 
Voices whispered directly into her mind. “Goddess, let us worship.” 
The continuous thrust of tongues and the stroking of hands on the erotic zones of 
her body backed up the plea. Hands on the backs of her knees, little caresses on her 
forearms and one, bolder and more outrageous than the rest, slid up to her aching entrance and gently inserted itself inside, thrusting and twisting and tightening the strings of sensuality until she came undone in a whirling knot of rapture. 
Again the onslaught of sheer sensation dragged her from her dream. She fought 
against waking. She never wanted to wake up again if it meant losing sex like this. 
But, against her will, her eyes opened and she saw the grim plainness of the little 
room. But just for a second she thought she saw something else. The shimmering outline of three men, tall, muscular and… gone. She shook her head. The dream had left a 
lingering after image that was all. 
She snapped on the light and any vestige of sleepiness jolted away. Once again she 
was naked. The T-shirt she had worn to bed was nowhere to be seen. 
On the bedside table, where she had left it, stood the bottle of Southern Comfort. 
But instead of being three-quarters full the way it had been when she went to sleep, it was now empty. 
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Chapter Two 


If Aunt Maud said anything important during the next day, Kelsie didn’t register it. 
The only thing she really paid attention to was the need to get to the bottle shop and 
replace that bottle of Southern Comfort. If it helped fuel those fantasies, she’d buy out the city’s total supply. 
With a sense of bowing to the inevitable, Kelsie retired embarrassingly early to her 
bed and slipped naked between the sheets. Her skin felt too sensitive to bear the restriction of clothing and she didn’t think she could afford to lose too many more articles of clothing from the few she’d packed for her brief sojourn. Besides, if naked was how her fantasy lover or lovers, wanted her, naked she would be. 
Despite the feverish anticipation that made her skin feel tight and caused her blood 
to pulse as if it wanted to burst free of her body, she slipped, heavy-eyed, into a deep sleep. 
The pungent smell of peaches and aroused male set off the pulsating throb between 
her legs even before a rough finger began its exquisitely forceful massage of her hot, wet opening. She gasped in delight, and, oh bliss, something hard, smooth, silky and oh so gratifyingly huge took advantage of the opening and slipped past her opened lips. With a moan of intense gratification she closed her mouth around the rigid shaft, but before her tongue could begin a delicious exploration, a trickle of liquor was drizzled in. She greedily sucked down the combined taste of salty cock and peach spirit. 
At the same time, two, three, who knew how many for sure, hard male fingers 
plunged into her vagina, massaging, withdrawing, plunging again, setting up an irresistible rhythm that drew her into a pulsating, throbbing world of pure sexual ecstasy. 
Her inner walls convulsed around those thrusting fingers at the same time that her 
lips and tongue squeezed the velvety cock in her mouth. Her convulsion of pleasure was mirrored by the spasmodic splash of cum in her mouth and her whole body resonated to 
the throb of orgasm. 
She awoke this time, naked as usual, but with her pussy still throbbing and the salty 
sweet taste of semen in her mouth. 
She wiped an escaping trickle from her mouth with one finger, then held it to her 
nose and inhaled the distinctive scent. There was no mistaking what it was, but she poked out her tongue and licked it off her finger anyway, just because she wanted to. 
The action reminded her of how much more satisfying it would be to have a nice hot 
cock to lick instead, and she groaned. 
When her groan was echoed in a voice several octaves deeper than her own her eyes 
flew open. 
Well maybe they didn’t, because there was no way that this could be anything other 
than a dream. Three of the hottest male bodies ever created for the pleasure of woman 
stood beside her bed. And oh, thank you, whoever is in control of erotic dreams, they were all stark naked. And erect, with beautiful, big, throbbing cocks all fully loaded and pointed in her direction. Okay, on closer inspection, and wasn’t that delightful all on its own, two of them were fully loaded and the third, a blue-eyed, blond Adonis with a distinctly 
satisfied smirk on his face and his juicily thick prick still damp and at half mast, was clearly in the process of reloading. He was packing heavy cannon. 
The groan appeared to be coming from the tallest of the three. Kelsie felt her eyes 
widen as she homed in on his personal attributes, from his silky black shoulder length hair, 
Ghostly Ménage 
7 
to his brown bedroom eyes, his wide shoulders, and his sculpted six pack, down that 
fascinating fine trail of hair to a penis that sprung loud and proud and definitely out there, practically vibrating in its eagerness. 
His wordless groan became a lament. “Goddess, let us serve you. It has been so 
long.” 
Kelsie let her eyes lower and lock, wiped away a bead of sweat on her lip. “It 
certainly has, and is.” 
This dream just got better and better. And the great thing about a dream? No 
consequences. Kelsie wanted that cock inside her doing what it did best. The thought had barely formed when tall, dark and steamy, henceforth known as exhibit A, moved toward 
her. “As you wish, Goddess.” 
She was hot and wet. Hunk B, leaner, with the build of an endurance athlete, oh 
goodie, and the hands of a musician, ran his fingers across her lips. Her own scent flooded her nostrils. 
Fever began to build. She opened her legs and all three guys sighed in delight. In 
turn, they knelt at the juncture of her thighs and licked, suckled and kissed. Then they stepped back and the tall guy pulled her towards the edge of the bed and slowly, 
powerfully pushed his thick heavy cock into her dripping pussy. It filled and stretched her, making her blood pound and beat in time to the spasmodic clench and release of her inner walls. 
An image of the athletic guy flashed through her mind and she turned her head. As 
quickly as the thought developed, there he was, cock in hand gently guiding it into her mouth. 
Oh god, she was getting the idea now. A flick of her fingers and guy C, her blond 
Adonis, was standing there, close enough for her to run her hands up and down his shaft and to cradle his balls in her palm. 
Whatever she felt, whatever she needed, it was hers. 
That was the end of any rational thought. Tall guy A was pounding into her with a 
rhythm that was driving her up and out of her mind. B’s cock was sliding between her lips in a matching rhythm and guy C covered her hand with his own and together they 
frenziedly pumped his rigid penis. 
Hard male fingers rolled and pulled at her nipples until she felt her entire body 
implode. She felt the hot erotic splash of C’s cum spurt from between her fingers and land on her stomach and breasts, felt the powerful surge of semen shoot into her pussy and 
mouth as all four of them came together. 
When she was able to draw a breath she became aware of the warm wash of one, 
two, three tongues, licking her body clean, tongues that lingered in the moist crevices of her body and ran delightedly over her hard, tight nipples. 
While it had any form of personal hygiene routine she’d ever experienced before 
beaten all to hell, it also completed her satiation. She knew she was drifting back into a dreamless sleep. She was too tired, too replete to fight it and with any luck there was always tomorrow night. 
She’d need a bit of down time if she were going to be experiencing a triple serving of 
ecstasy every time she went to bed. 
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Chapter Three 




The heat of the sun through thin curtains stirred her from her exhausted sleep. She 
lay there with her eyes closed and her vagina tingling as she recalled the incredible 
intensity of the previous night’s dream. 
Aunt Maud would have headed off to church, so there was nothing to stop Kelsie 
from replaying the highlights of the orgy, which would be everything, on the screen of her closed eyelids. 
She could even still smell the intense aroma of sex and man. 
Sighing with a mixture of regret that it would be twelve hours before she got to indulge again and relief that she had twelve hours to recover, she got out of bed. 
And promptly fell right back down onto it. Her legs might as well not have been 
there for all the use they were. She rubbed her eyes. She pinched herself. She looked out the window at the bright sunshine. 
Then she looked back to the floor at the foot of the bed. 
Yep. There they were. A, B, and C. Her dream lovers, sitting stark naked on the 
carpet and smiling up at her as if they had just performed a minor miracle and were 
expecting major rewards. 
She grabbed the sheet and wrapped it around her. Three smiles faded and three 
sexy lower lips pouted. Guy A, a frown appearing between his sleepy brown eyes, looked at her in disappointment. “Why do you cover yourself, Goddess? We adore, have adored 
your body. It is not right to hide it from us now.” 
Kelsie’s mouth opened, then shut, opened, then shut again like a demented goldfish. 
“What the… where… how… who the hell are you?” 
“Goddess, you must know who we are,” the lean, athletic hunk spoke. “This,” he 
gestured towards the tall, dark man beside him, “is Adam. That is Chad and I am 
Benedict.” He looked completely puzzled. “You determined what and who we would be. 
You made us appear.” He gestured to the bottle of Southern Comfort on the bedside table. 
“You provided what we needed to manifest ourselves in this existence.” His smile 
returned triumphant and delighted. “Then you fucked us into being.” 
The other two nodded earnestly. “You couldn’t have forgotten that. It was most 
memorable.” 
Gingerly, making sure that this time her legs would hold her upright, she stood. At 
the first wobble, the three men surged to their feet and six strong male arms wrapped 
around her in support. 
Chad, the blond, glared at Adam and tucked Kelsie more securely into his embrace. 
“I knew you were too forceful. The goddess suffers because you were thinking of your 
own pleasure, not hers.” 
Adam looked outraged. “Who was thinking of his own pleasure? It wasn’t me who 
stuck my dick in her mouth before we had even finished materializing.” 
Benedict chimed in as well. “And don’t think we didn’t notice how smug you 
looked when you’d got your rocks off and we were still suffering.” 
Kelsie held up her hands to interrupt the developing argument. “Guys, can we sort 
this out later? After I figure out what in the hell is going on.” 
All three men stopped talking instantly. Then Adam apologized. “I am sorry, 
Goddess, we are here for you pleasure, not to distress you.” 
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“Well then, you shouldn’t have been so rough that she can’t stand,” Benedict 
snapped. 
Before Adam could respond, Kelsie intervened… again. “The reason I was having 
trouble standing is because I was in shock, okay? Not because I was suffering from 
anything that anyone did last night.” She felt her face heat up. “That is assuming last night was somehow real and I’m not having some massive attack of insanity.” 
All three men spoke at once. “Oh no, Goddess. Last night was real and because of 
it, so are we. You are not insane. You are divine.” 
She tried to sort out the information but it was all too much. Deciding that the tall 
brown-eyed Adam seemed to have the most to say for himself she fixed her eyes on him. 
“You. You tell me what’s going on.” Three men drew a breath. Kelsie pointed at the other two. “You two, shut up. When he’s finished, you can put in your opinion.” 
Two pairs of arms folded sulkily across impressively muscled chests. The gesture 
drew attention to their nakedness and the thought occurred to her that she ought to offer them sheets or towels or something as a cover. 
But as they said, she wasn’t insane, so she did nothing. Just enjoyed the view. 
She snapped back to attention when Adam, prompted by an elbow in the ribs from 
Chad, began to speak. “What is it you wish to know?” 
“All of it. Let’s start with the simple questions. Who – what are you?” 
“We are ghosts, Goddess. We were trapped in a container, long buried in this house, 
but the old one who lives here caused it to break, releasing us.” 
“So this is why Aunt Maud wants an exorcism because you…hey wait a minute. 
What have you been doing to my aunt? Have you…? Has she seen you? Oh my god. 
Have you been screwing a seventy-year-old lady?” 
They looked shocked. Only Adam spoke. “No. We could not. Our spirits were 
weak, insubstantial. It is your sexual desire that called us into a temporal existence.” 
The solemnity of his utterance was somewhat marred by a stifled snort from the 
other two. Benedict muttered, “You’ve learned a few big words since we last made an 
appearance. You’re not fooling anyone with the cerebral act.” As he spoke he looked 
pointedly at Adam’s groin. “That’s not cerebral, that’s just plain greedy.” 
Kelsie licked her lips in unconscious appreciation of the impressive hard-on. She 
pulled herself back to the subject. “So my sexual desire got you guys started, so to speak.” 
Adam nodded enthusiastically. “And then we needed alcohol to fuel the 
transformation.” 
Benedict broke in. “Your aunt had some terrible stuff. We did our best with it, but it wasn’t enough to break the boundaries.” 
“I’m telling this story.” Adam resumed control. “Then you bought us that.” He 
gestured to the bottle of Southern Comfort. “And here we are.” 
“So now you can open that door and waltz down the stairs and out of the house as 
free men. Is that it?” 
All three heads shook. Chad spoke. “We exist only for and with you. No one else 
can see us. Certainly with no one else can we do as we did last night. We are yours, for you to use for your pleasure.” 
Kelsie wasn’t listening. She snapped her horrified gaze to the unlockable bedroom 
door that had just swung open. Aunt Maud stood on the threshold, a look of profound 
shock on her face. Once again Kelsie found herself speechless. She could feel the color flaming painfully in her cheeks. 
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Aunt Maud stared fixedly at the end of the bed. The three men, their postures 
relaxed, waited expectantly. 
“I can explain.” Kelsie blurted out, and then realized that she couldn’t. 
Aunt Maud didn’t wait for an explanation anyway. “I am horrified, Kelsie. I know 
you young people think differently, but this is, well, there are no words for it.” 
Her face was pale, her voice wavery and for a fleeting moment Kelsie wondered 
whether she’d be charged with murder if Aunt Maud had a heart attack. 
She wanted to say something, she just couldn’t think of anything that would help. 
Taking a deep breath Aunt Maud launched her attack. “There can be no excuse for 
such lewd behavior. It is the Sabbath, Kelsie, and not only did you not attend church, but when I arrive home from doing my Christian duty I find you still not up and,” here she paused to gather strength for what was to come. “Naked. In my home. Disgusting.” 
Kelsie felt herself on the verge of collapse again. Six muscular arms instantly reached to prop her up. On a whoosh of outgoing breath she managed to ask, “Is that all that’s bothering you? That I’m not dressed?” 
“All? Nakedness is sinful. And you are still not up and about. It’s shameful.” 
Kelsie looked pointedly at her naked male supports. “There’s nothing else here 
that’s upsetting you? Nothing that shouldn’t be here?” 
Her aunt’s nose wrinkled unpleasantly. “Well there is a funny smell. If we weren’t 
upstairs I’d think a tomcat or something had got in. It’s a most unsettling odor. I suspect it’s that poltergeist.” 
“Or a night of good hard sex.” 
“Shut up.” Oops. Kelsie slapped her hand over her mouth. Talking to the guys 
right now was not a good idea. 
“What’s that, Kelsie?” Aunt Maud seemed to consider. “I suppose it could be an 
animal that got shut up here and died. Although, that’s not what it smells like. I don’t think I can identify the smell at all.” 
“Like that’s a surprise.” Adam’s voice was clear and loud. 
Benedict’s “Well, of course you couldn’t.” was just as definite. 
“Guys, please, you’re not helping.” 
Aunt Maud looked at her disapprovingly. “The problem with moral turpitude is 
that it spreads. First, you avoid church attendance, then you lie in bed until the best hours of God’s good day have gone and suddenly you find yourself doing the devil’s work for 
him. It is not a long step from nakedness and talking to yourself to the fires of hell, Kelsie. 
I advise you to dress at once and come downstairs. It may be too late for church, but we can at least try to read something of a morally uplifting nature. The road to goodness is hard and long, Kelsie. When temptation beckons, be rigid. Being soft will only lead to sorrow.” 
With a last admonitory glance she turned away and headed downstairs. Kelsie shut 
the door and tried her best to avoid tripping over the three men clutching their stomachs and laughing like loons. 
“Nothing leading to sorrow here.” Adam’s hard-on, that had been stirring all 
morning, had grown to eye-widening size. 
Benedict looked with some complacency at his own extended cock. “Hard and long 
indeed.” He looked at Chad’s wilted offering. “You, however, appear to be flagging.” 
“Hey. I’m rigid when there’s temptation.” Chad eyed his impressive but sleeping 
penis. “It’s only flaccid now because that woman is the opposite of temptation.” 
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Kelsie felt she ought to defend her aunt, just on principle. “Jeez, guys, she’s old. 
What do you expect?” 
Adam looked up, suddenly serious. “It’s not age, Kelsie. It’s attitude. Sex is 
something to be celebrated and that woman makes it dirty. That’s what’s unattractive. 
There are old ladies who stay sexy because they embrace all of life’s experiences and that force glows in them. Your aunt doesn’t and that shows too.” 
“My aunt also doesn’t embrace my staying in this room. I’ve got to get dressed and 
go downstairs. You three, stay here.” 
“We don’t have to Kelsie. No one will see us.” 
“I will and there is no way on earth I am going to have any chance to act normally if 
I have to look at …” Words failed her. 
“We don’t have to be visible. It’s very dull in this house.” Benedict’s voice was a 
seductive, cajoling whisper. “We could liven things up for you. Just a little stroke here, a nibble there. If you wear a skirt and no undies. Please?” 
The temptation was strong, but Kelsie knew there was no way she could maintain 
any semblance of normality if she agreed. “No. You have to stay here.” 
“But,” 
“Stay here. It’s what I want, okay.” 
Three mutinous faces looked accusingly at her, but they nodded reluctantly. 
The mutinous looks changed to pictures of false innocence when she started 
searching through her bags. “I know I have underpants. I brought several pairs with me. 
They didn’t just disappear by themselves. What have you guys done with them? And now 
that I think of it, what happened to my pajamas?” She stood tapping her foot. “Well?” 
She was talking to the air. In one blink of an eye, three naked hunks of studliness 
stood before her and in the next there was nothing. 
“Guys? Fellas? Get back here and answer me.” Nothing. Not even the suggestion 
of a movement or the subtle scent of a fading perfume. 
“Great. Even when they’re ghosts, men avoid answering personal questions.” She 
snatched a dress from the top of the pile she had just rummaged through. She had it on and done up before she took the time to notice that it was full skirted, short and should have been tucked away at the bottom of her case. 
Okay, her ghosts were incurable optimists. Wasn’t going to do them any good. 
They had quite clearly said they were here to please her, not distress her, so there was no chance they’d be leaving this room. It wouldn’t matter what she was, or was not, wearing. 
She hurried down the stairs to join her aunt. 
Aunt Maud sat on a hard wooden chair at the head of kitchen table. Pamphlets, 
tracts, a Bible and a hymnbook were neatly arranged at the opposite end. There was plenty of room for all that and more. The family had always been amused by the fact that Aunt Maud had a table big enough to seat ten, when she never entertained. 
Family dinners would have involved male relatives and she had few friends. Even 
Kelsie and her mother only kept in touch through guilt. 
She indicated the chair at the other end of the table. “Please sit and read these, 
Kelsie, and while you are doing so, think on the error of your ways.” 
“Um. I thought I’d have breakfast first.” 
Aunt Maud looked even more disapproving. “Breakfast is a meal eaten in the early 
hours of morning, not near midday. Besides fasting is good for self-discipline. When you have brought your thoughts into more suitable directions, we will partake of a small repast. 
Until then, a glass of water will suffice.” 
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She placed a plain glass of water, warm from the tap, in front of Kelsie. “I shall 
remain here to advise you on any matters of spiritual significance.” 
Kelsie’s brain glazed over. She picked up one of the tracts and stared blankly at it 
for a while. The bold heading declared that a virtuous woman’s price was above rubies. 
“Wonder how much Ruby charges?” she thought. She giggled at her own joke and looked 
up to see the stern face of her aunt frowning at her. 
“Do you find the notion of virtue laughable, Kelsie?” 
“Oh no, Auntie. I’m sure the rewards of virtue are just what they should be.” 
Back to the boring board. For this she had left the guys all alone in her room? The 
only thing stopping her from stomping out of the house in a temper was that leaving this house was the last thing she wanted to do. Not if her guys were still inside. What she really wanted was to… 
Her nostrils twitched. Her head lifted up and she…almost sucked the tracts down 
into her lungs. 
Under the kitchen table, silent but determined, she could feel hot fingers inching 
their way up the inside of her leg. Her knees were spread and held apart by a strong pair of hands. The inside of her thighs was rasped by the textured roughness of an unshaved chin, soothed by the soft swish of shoulder-length hair. 
A velvet tongue took a sample sweep along her cleft. Another swirled about her ear. 
“Mmm. Delicious,” a voice whispered. 
She tried, half-heartedly, it had to be admitted, to squeeze her legs shut again, but 
the voice just said, “Uh, uh, uh.” And the tongue faltered not a jot in its electrifying exploration. 
At the other end of the table, Aunt Maud’s head picked up. “Did you hear a knock 
at the front door, Kelsie? I’ll just go and see who it is. I won’t be long. You keep reading.” 
The instant the kitchen door swung shut behind her, the three men were visible. 
Well, two of them were. Kelsie had to bend her head and look under the table to see 
Adam’s brown eyes looking up from between her legs. He licked his wet lips and smiled 
widely. 
In a sibilant rush of breath, Kelsie whispered, “What are you doing here? You’re 
supposed to do what I want. I told you to stay in your room.” 
The leanly magnificent Benedict stopped his hypnotic rubbing of her breasts. “But 
you didn’t want us in your room, Goddess. You said you did, but when you wanted us 
here, we came.” 
“I didn’t want you to do that.” At the reproachful look on their faces, she started 
again. “Oh all right, I did want you to do that, but you can’t, not here.” Her agitation was obvious. “And what’s with calling me Goddess all the time? My name is Kelsie.” 
“We know that.” Chad seemed pained at being forced to explain. “But it is your 
fantasy we are enacting and that’s who you want to be. You are the goddess and we are 
your eternal sexual slaves, happy to worship at the altar of your body.” 
Kelsie was taken aback, it was true, but she hadn’t realized it before. When it came 
to sex, she wanted power, control and sex; lots and lots of hot, steamy, raunchy sex. With nothing forbidden. 
“But not pain.” Adam’s voice joined with her thoughts. “Rough is good, but pain 
for pain’s sake is just pain and therefore to be avoided, yes?” 
“Yeah, that’s right. How do you know all this about me?” 
“Because we were materialized through your desires. Therefore, we are your 
desires.” 
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“Right now, my desire not to shock Aunt Maud into an early grave means you guys 
have to go, okay?” 
They looked regretful but disappeared. At the same time, Aunt Maud tottered back 
into the room. “No one was there. I even walked down the path a little bit, but I couldn’t see anyone. I could have sworn I heard a knock. Didn’t you?” 
Kelsie wasn’t up to speaking, so she shook her head. Aunt Maud went on. “It was 
probably someone’s idea of a joke. The young have no respect these days.” Her head lifted again. “Do you know, I think that smell is down here now. I wonder what it could be.” 
She moved about the room, searching for any offending article. 
As she moved towards Kelsie’s end of the table she pulled up short. “I cannot 
believe your mother has failed to mention this to you, Kelsie, but it very unbecoming for a woman to sit with her knees apart. The fact that the table provides some cover and it is indeed a very hot day does not provide any sort of an excuse. I despair of you sometimes, Kelsie, I really do.” 
Kelsie snapped her legs together, crossing them neatly at the ankles and grabbed the 
Bible, hoping that such pious reading material would prevent Aunt Maud from giving 
voice to any more speculation or complaints. 
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Chapter Four 




Kelsie tried to keep a low profile. She pretended to read the Bible, and as long as 
she remembered to turn the pages at an appropriate time Aunt Maud left her alone. 
Kelsie stayed out of her room, and because she really didn’t want to have to deal 
with the guys in Aunt Maud’s presence again, they stayed wherever they were. 
She was still deep in thought, struggling to get the whole thing straight in her head 
when Aunt Maud stood up. “I’m sure I heard a knock at the door again. I wasn’t imagining it.” She headed back out of the kitchen. Kelsie braced herself and looked 
around. “Okay, guys. Come out, come out, wherever you are.” Nothing. No frisson of 
sexual awareness. No outright assault on her senses. 
Nothing but the squeak of the kitchen door as it opened again, and the sound of 
Aunt Maud’s footsteps as she ushered the exorcist into the room. 
The mild mannered, beige and gray little man must have been puzzled by Aunt 
Maud’s stiff posture and tendency to lean away from him as if he carried a contagious 
disease. He must have been even more baffled by the look of sheer horror on Kelsie’s face. 
She pushed to her feet so fast that the chair she’d been sitting on crashed to the ground behind her. She ignored Aunt Maud’s irritated grumble to focus on the disaster in front of her. “What are you doing here?” She shot an accusing look at Aunt Maud. “The exorcism isn’t today. You can’t have arranged it without telling me.” Cold waves of panic were shimmying up and down her spine. Desperation made her reckless. “I need more time. 
We need more time. I won’t let you drive them off.” 
Aunt Maud spoke with a firmness that belied her years. “Kelsie. Where are your 
manners? If you do not learn to behave in a more seemly manner I will send you home and ask your mother to stay with me. Mr. Jenkins is here to arrange a time for the exorcism. I understand that the thought of a poltergeist in my home disturbs you, but you must not let your fear make you forget the proper way to behave.” 
Kelsie drew in a deep breath. “He’s not going to do the exorcism now?” 
Mr. Jenkins gave a genteel chortle. “Oh, dear me, no, young lady. These things take 
a great deal of careful preparation. We wouldn’t want to make an error and let spirits lose on an unsuspecting world, now would we?” He chuckled again, apparently convinced that 
he was the very soul of wit. “Would tomorrow be suitable to you ladies?” 
Aunt Maud inclined her head graciously. Kelsie just stood stunned. If she didn’t do 
something to change the situation, tomorrow, this bland little nonentity was going to 
destroy the best thing that had ever happened to her. 
She had to get information, fast. “How is an exorcism performed?” 
Mr. Jenkins looked arch. “It is a very complex process, one that I have trained for for years to perfect. I don’t think there would be a great deal of point in explaining it to a lay person.” 
Kelsie wanted to yell, “Hey, I’m the person who’s getting laid. There is a whole lot 
of point riding on this explanation.” Logic prevailed, however, and she tried another tack. 
“When you drive off the ghosts, where do they go?” 
“Don’t you worry about that, my dear. I send them into a prepared vessel then 
release them later in a place where they can seek their spiritual home. I tend to find that old graveyards next to churches are a suitable location. They don’t come back. That’s all you need to know.” He stood and held out his hand. “I’ll be here tomorrow with 
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everything I need. Until then, remember, most ghosts have no intention of harming 
humans. They’re just having fun.” 
Aunt Maud left to see Mr. Jenkins out and Kelsie raced for the stairs. She flung open 
the bedroom door and three beautiful, naked, male bodies materialized in front of her. 
Kelsie’s eyes bulged, her mouth watered and her mind turned to heated mush. With 
an effort of which she was extraordinarily proud, she snapped her mouth shut and closed her eyes. “We are in trouble. I am so going to regret saying this, but could you three cover up for a moment. I have to think and there’s no way my brain cells are going to be heard over my hormones if I have to look at those, I mean you, undressed and at attention, er, paying me attention.” 
Tall and brown-eyed Adam spoke at once. “Open your eyes, Kelsie. We are here to 
please you in any way you wish.” 
Not really trusting them, but knowing she couldn’t conduct an entire planning 
session faking blindness, she lifted her lids. And started drooling all over again. 
They certainly were tapped in to her fantasies. Adam lounged against the wall, all 
black leather and bad boy attitude. Benedict’s long lean legs were covered in faded denim complete with scuffed cowboy boots and the obligatory faded stress patch to draw 
attention to his magnificent package. Chad’s blond good looks morphed into divine beauty when set against the severity of the formal black and white of his tuxedo. 
Kelsie looked and evaluated. “You know, I’ve got to say, I never realized just how 
much my fantasies had embraced the whole romantic cliché. Still I suppose it’s because those images are so attractive that they become clichés in the first place. I think the only thing I’m missing here is the kilt clad Highland warrior.” 
Adam’s leathers began to go blurry and look a little wooly. “I can change.” 
Kelsie put out her hand to stop him. “No. What you have is fine, more than fine. 
Besides, we have more important things to worry about than what you’re wearing.” 
Adam looked disappointed. “More important things than your fantasies?” 
Chad, who Kelsie had realized was much more inclined to act than to talk, was 
already reaching out to her. She backed off a little. “The more important things are my fantasies. More specifically, you. In particular, protecting you from an exorcist who wants to drive you out of this house and into the unknown.” 
Chad just kept on coming. “That man in the kitchen just now? He knows more 
about how to set a woman on fire than he does about ghosts. And I don’t think he knows anything about women. We are not afraid of him.” 
Kelsie was taken aback. “You’re not.” 
Chad smiled. “Of course not.” 
A wave of relief that washed over her. She had just begun to relax and think about 
the kind of fantasies she could indulge in with the guys dressed like that, when Adam 
interrupted. “Look, Chad. I know we’re supposed to do everything we can to please her, and we’re not supposed to cause her distress, but I don’t think lying to Kelsie is the right thing to do.” 
Chad pouted and pulled his hand back from where it had settled on her breast. 
Kelsie didn’t even notice its absence. “Chad lied? Maybe you better tell me the truth.” 
Adam grew silent and contemplative. For the first time since she had been able to 
see them, his thoughts were not completely focused on Kelsie, her wants, her needs and her desires. The difference it made was remarkable. She almost didn’t recognize him and she was pretty sure she didn’t like the change. In just a few short hours she had become 
addicted to being the center of their world. If she wasn’t happy with losing his attention 
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for a few moments, there was no way she was going to accept losing all three of them 
forever. So if a bit of thought was what it took, she would have to let that happen. 
Benedict and Chad moved to stand on either side of her, giving her the comfort of 
their presence but both unnaturally subdued. 
At last Adam spoke. “That man may not know why his exorcism works and he may 
not understand how he does it, but he does have the power to drive us away. He could 
make us leave. I suppose, Kelsie, you could not convince your aunt to forgo the exorcism?” 
Kelsie sighed. “Not now. You made your presence felt when you were first 
released, before you materialized. Apparently you moved a few things and, of course, you stole Auntie’s alcohol.” 
Benedict looked like a small child called to the principal for punishment. He seemed 
to find the toes of his boots, dragging back and forth on the carpet, endlessly fascinating. 
“We had been locked up for a very long time. We just wanted to have some fun. And 
besides, how were we to know your aunt would be a sensitive. I mean, look at her. You’d never expect it.” 
Kelsie patted his arm. He smiled and locked his lips on hers, his tongue sweeping in 
to stoke up the fire. Adam pulled him away. “Stop that. We don’t have time.” The 
authoritative air was somewhat spoiled when he growled. “It’s not your turn anyway. I’m next.” 
“No way.” Benedict was outraged. “You got to do the all the best bits last time.” 
Chad began to speak, but Benedict cut him off. “You’ve already come twice, so it’s 
not your turn either so I…” 
Kelsie put her fists on her hips and raised her voice to be heard over the din. “Hey! 
This is supposed to be fulfilling my fantasy, so you do what I want when I want, okay? I decide who’s doing what in what order. Got that?” 
Heads down, they mumbled agreement. 
Kelsie reflected that the whole ghosts under her control thing had a few glitches that 
still had to be ironed out. 
As if he had tuned into her thoughts, Adam smiled at her. “Well, you wouldn’t 
really want us to be doormats, would you?” 
That was true. She needed to know that these were men, with all the stubbornness 
and strength that entailed. There was something appealing about the thought of three total hotties arguing about who would have her first, or second or third. 
But…none of them was going to have her if they couldn’t work out what to do about 
the exorcism. 
“Why don’t you just leave the house while the exorcism is happening and come back 
later?” 
They just looked glumly at her. “Can’t,” Adam finally said. “We can move around 
the house all we like, but we can’t leave under our own power.” 
“Well then, I’ll take you.” 
Adam shook his head. “Nope. Can’t do that either. Only an exorcist has the power 
or the ability to make us leave.” 
That was news Kelsie didn’t want to hear. “You can’t leave here? That can’t be 
right. You have to be able to leave. You have to come with me when I go home.” 
Three voices raised in unison. “Go home? You can’t go away. You have to stay 
with us. Kelsie, we need you here.” 
“I thought you knew. I’m just visiting. I don’t live here. I don’t even live in this city. I can’t stay.” 
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All four of them slumped to the floor. Their problems seemed insurmountable. 
Her aunt’s voice calling her for dinner dragged her to her feet. “I’ve got to go. 
We’ve got twenty hours to come up with a plan.” 
Benedict grinned up at her. “There’s no reason we can’t entertain ourselves while 
we’re thinking, is there? Go eat your dinner. You’ll need your strength.” 
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Chapter Five 




Kelsie gently pushed the bedroom door closed and leaned against it. It felt strange 
knowing what was awaiting her and knowing this time it wasn’t a dream and that she was 
going to see and feel every thing that was going to happen to her. 
She drew a deep breath and looked around. 
Benedict was sitting on a chair, his long, lean legs stretched out, boot clad feet 
crossed on the bed. His shirt was off. His jeans were unbuttoned, his thick, powerful erection thrusting its way out of confinement. 
As her fascinated eyes tried to take it all in, he ran his fist up and down the shaft, 
once, twice, and a bead of pearly moisture appeared at the tip. He looked up at her and beckoned. He swung his feet to the floor and opened his legs. Kelsie sank to her knees in front of him, widened the opening in the zipper and greedily took him into her mouth. His cock twitched and bounced and a groan of pure pleasure escaped his lips. 
She reached in and eased his balls away from their covering. She measured their 
heaviness, squeezing gently and withdrew her lips from his cock long enough to bestow a long, lingering loving lick to the lightly furred sacs. 
Under her ministrations they contracted and tensed, and Benedict moaned. “Make 
me come, Kelsie. Suck me, lick me, let me come in your mouth.” 
She ran her tongue up his shaft and used the very tip to probe and explore the cleft 
opening there. She drew him in further and ran her tongue around the smooth ridge, 
relishing the heat and muskiness. Further in and she suckled and licked, using her fist to pump and caress what would not fit inside her mouth. 
With her other hand she continued to massage the firm oval globes of his sac. 
She felt them contract suddenly and heard Benedict’s indrawn breath. His penis 
gave a convulsive jerk and she felt the power of his salty sweet ejaculate pulse into her mouth. His hips thrust frenziedly upwards as the beat of his orgasm seemed to go on 
forever. 
She sat back on her heels, swallowed and smiled as she gave his rapidly softening 
penis a soft kiss. “Of benediction,” she whispered. 
A pair of black linen clad arms gently pulled her to her feet. Chad turned her into 
his arms and brought his heated lips to hers in one of his oh so expert kisses. He pushed her back onto the bed, never breaking the contact or pausing in the feverish suck and lick of his tongue into her mouth. 
His teeth scraped along her lips and his hands teased her breasts through their 
covering. The hard pebbling of her nipples exerted an irresistible attraction for him, and his fingers returned again and again to pinch and stimulate them. 
He pulled his mouth away, letting it slide around the line of her jaw, to nibble at her neck, his teeth closing just enough to send a flurry of needle-like shivers down her spine and straight into her groin. Her legs fell lax and open. 
Through her garments he sucked her nipple into his mouth and suckled strongly, his 
other hand squeezing and drawing at the other breast. 
She needed more, but before the thought had fully formed, his mouth began its 
journey again. 
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He flipped up the full skirt of her dress, reminding her that she never had got round 
to finding any panties to wear. His fingers threaded through her soft triangle of hair and searched for her tight, eager clit. 
He breathed an “ah,” redolent with triumph when his hand closed over it. With his 
fingers twirling and vibrating on the trigger, he slid further down her body so that his broad shoulders were wedged firmly between her thighs. 
Maintaining his devastating manipulation of her clit, he allowed his hot tongue to 
lick its way down between her labia, taking little nips on the way. He flicked his tongue briefly over the entrance to her vagina, then ignoring her groan, continued on to her ass, making tighter and tighter circles until he reached the centre and pushed and licked until his tongue penetrated the tight ring of muscle. 
She nearly levitated off the bed. She hadn’t known this was one of her fantasies. 
Spears of sensation stabbed throughout her groin, making her hips writhe and dragging 
panting groans up from the deepest part of her being. 
She began to toss and turn, stimulated almost beyond her capacity to stand it. 
Benedict leaned over the bed and held her still, his clothes now gone and his rejuvenated cock showing how turned on he was by what was happening. “No. Don’t move. You can 
bear it and you will. Let it happen to you. All of it.” 
He knelt behind her and pulled her dress off over her head. He propped her 
shoulders onto his naked chest. She could feel his penis, hard and long, pressing into her back. He whispered into her ear. “Watch. Watch what is happening to you.” 
Chad’s blue eyes smiled up at her and he lifted his head. He held out his finger to 
her, rich and wet with her own juices. He pushed it into her mouth. “Lick it, Kelsie. Taste yourself.” He withdrew it again and suddenly plunged it deep into her anus, twisting and turning. Kelsie screamed and felt the heavy thud of her heartbeat and the pulsing of her inner walls that preceded orgasm. 
With his finger still inside her he dipped his head again. His tongue was firm but 
soft and he pushed it into her vagina with a powerful double thrust that crashed her 
orgasm through her, leaving her screaming and twitching in the aftermath. Waves of after shocks, almost as powerful as the first explosions surged through her setting off 
detonations that sent shudder after shudder through every nerve and muscle in her body. 
She slumped back against Benedict, vaguely aware that his breathing was fast and 
heavy and his cock was twitching against her back. His voice was tight and breathy as he ordered, “Just for a moment stay still. You are the sexiest thing on earth when you come. 
Watching you was amazing. But when I come, it should also give you pleasure, so just for the moment, don’t move.” 
As her senses slowly settled down, she realized Adam was nowhere to be seen. 
Chad had flopped onto the floor at the end of the bed. His fists were clenched by his sides and his tuxedo pants bulged in a way that looked downright painful. 
Benedict gently stroked her arms. “You need a moment to recover. Relax. Things 
will happen as you want them.” 
His voice and movements were soothing and she felt herself drifting off to sleep. 
She awoke when rough hands grabbed her and pulled her to her feet. Before she 
was fully conscious of what was happening she was slammed back against the wall. Adam 
leaned into her, his forearm banded across her chest, his other hand grabbing at her mound and squeezing hard, the tips of his long fingers reaching round to penetrate her vagina. 
“Spread your legs.” His voice was harsh and grating, with all trace of the thoughtful 
man of that afternoon gone. 
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His lips were hard and fierce as he ground them into her with a punishing kiss. Her 
head pushed against the wall, but he didn’t back off. 
The arm that had been holding her was free now and he used it to unbuckle his belt 
and shove his leather pants down just far enough to free his penis. Of the three men, his was the biggest, thick and dangerous. 
He looked into her eyes and growled. “Take it. Take it all.” With one savage thrust 
he was inside her, pounding and thrusting, making her ass bounce against the wall. It was fast, it was uncivilized and it was the most exciting thing Kelsie had ever felt. 
He came with a shout, his cock pistonning into her as if he were trying to drive her 
through the wall. She gave a primal scream as she felt the walls of her vagina convulse around him. 
His final contractions had barely ceased when he pulled out. Her legs were unable 
to support her and she began to slide down the wall. Adam’s arm, showing no mercy or 
tenderness, slammed back into place on her chest. “Oh, no, we haven’t finished with you yet.” 
Benedict grabbed her wrists and held them high over her head. Adam stepped 
away, and Benedict, gentle considerate Benedict, slammed his prick as far and hard into her pussy as it would go. His cock was longer than Adam’s or Chad’s and Kelsie could feel it slam and push against the very entrance of her womb. 
At the same time Benedict bent his head and sank his teeth into the sensitive side of 
her neck. 
He drove into her over and over again with single-minded concentration, taking 
everything for himself. Kelsie felt her pussy burn despite the floods of moisture and cum that lubricated it. The pressure built and intensified and once again the rhythmic surge of orgasm overwhelmed her. Benedict pounded on without missing a beat. When he came, 
he thrust so far up inside her Kelsie was lifted with both feet off the ground. He let go of her hands. She sank down, her weight supported by the length and strength of his penis. 
With no warning, Benedict pulled out of her and moved away. 
Chad was there waiting. He eased her away from the wall, but instead of assisting 
her, he forced her onto her hands and knees and took her from behind. He was hot and 
hard. As he ground his groin against her buttocks she could feel the swing and slap of his balls. 
Weakly, she slumped onto her forearms, dropping her head, only to find Adam 
there, on his knees, leaning back on his arms, thrusting his erect cock into her mouth. She gasped and he pushed it in further. With each of Chad’s powerful thrusts from behind her mouth bobbed around Adam’s prick. She concentrated on subduing the gag reflex and 
taking him as far into her mouth as she could. 
She would not have believed she could come again, but she felt the heat and the 
pulsing start as Chad’s balls banged and rubbed against her clit. 
One final thrust from Chad, forcing her deeper onto Adam’s prick and it was all 
over. 
She could feel Chad pulsing inside her, taste the musky essence of Adam in her 
mouth and feel the grab and release of her own internal muscles. 
All three of them collapsed into heap on the floor; a tangle of arms, legs and genitals. 
After a long moment Adam disentangled himself and crawled over to her. His 
beautiful brown eyes were loving and concerned. He smoothed his hand over her hair. 
“Are you all right? We did not really hurt you, did we? It was as you wanted it?” 
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Kelsie looked at him, frowned, thought for a minute and smiled. “Yeah. I’m great 
actually. Damn. My fantasies are really hot. You guys are unbelievable. Wow.” 
Chad sat up and gave her a gentle kiss. “So are you, Kelsie. That was magnificent.” 
Benedict looked down from his seat on the bed where he had collapsed earlier. “I 
liked being the tough guy. Can we do that again some time?” 
Kelsie grinned. “Oh, I think so.” She eyed Chad speculatively. “You were getting 
up to some very interesting moves back there, boy. You might be provoking a few new 
fantasies. Things I never thought I’d like to try, before.” 
Chad tried to look modest and failed completely. “The thought had occurred to me 
that there were new frontiers to conquer. I’d be delighted to lead you down new paths.” 
A noise outside the door drew Kelsie’s attention. She held her breath and only 
released it when she heard the toilet flush and the sound of Aunt Maud’s bedroom door 
closing. 
She looked wide-eyed at her lovers. “Oh my god. What if she heard us?” 
“She can’t. Trust us on this.” 
But the spell had been broken and the real world had intruded. Adam gently 
nudged her onto the bed and pulled up the sheet. “Go to sleep now, Kelsie. We have a big day tomorrow and we need to come up with a plan.” 
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Chapter Six 




Kelsie staggered into the kitchen the next morning, sore, stiff and bleary-eyed. Her 
aunt sniffed her disapproval. “I regret having to say this, Kelsie, but I will be quite relieved when this exorcism is over this afternoon and you can go home.” 
Kelsie just looked at her, squinting her eyes against the glare of the morning sun. 
Aunt Maud rummaged behind her and pulled out an empty bottle of Southern 
Comfort. “I found this in the bin. Drink is the reason you are feeling so below par this morning. I tell you, Kelsie, it is the use of hard spirits that has brought you to this state.” 
Kelsie was sure that Aunt Maud had to be able to hear the howls of laughter that issued from the three grown men bent double behind her. Between their bursts of laughter she managed to catch the words, “For once the old girl’s right. It was hard spirits that did this to you.” 
Kelsie tried to frown them into silence, but their laughter was irresistible. A smile 
snuck onto her face at just the wrong time.” 
Aunt Maud turned away. “You are incorrigible, Kelsie. But your visit is almost 
over. Mr. Jenkins will be here shortly. I must prepare a vessel to contain the poltergeist so Mr. Jenkins can take it elsewhere.” 
As soon as she left the room Adam appeared. “That’s it!” 
“What’s it? Do you have an idea?” 
“Better than an idea. A plan. Jenkins can drive us into any vessel he chooses, yes?” 
Kelsie wrinkled her brow. “I think so.” 
Adam grinned. Benedict popped into sight and rubbed his hands. “This will be 
good. Adam’s always impressive when he thinks.” 
Chad remained disembodied, but he did say, “Ssh. Let’s hear it.” 
Adam sat on the table. “Once we’re in the containment vessel, anyone can take us 
out of the house. So, Kelsie, you can take us anywhere you want.” 
Kelsie nodded. “I like that. I really like that, but Mr. Jenkins seems pretty protective of his expert status. I don’t think he’s just going to hand over the vessel to me.” 
Adam’s grin got even wider. “That’s the beauty of the plan. Jenkins is going to have 
his own vessel all neatly prepared, and he’s going to order us to find our spiritual home.” 
Kelsie nodded. “I’m with you so far, but I can’t see the next step.” 
Adam pointed to the empty bottle of Southern Comfort. “That gave me the idea. All 
you have to do is to make sure that the lid is off that bottle and it’s standing nearby. We may not be able to fight the exorcism, but we do get to do our own interpretation. That bottle of spirits provided the fuel for us to materialize. I have some very fond memories of some of the things we did with that drink before you could see us.” 
A heartfelt “Oh yeah,” was uttered by three other voices. Adam gestured to the 
bottle with his hand. “So, as far as we’re concerned, there’s our spiritual home.” 
Kelsie hugged him. “I think it will work. I’m so glad my fantasy men are 
intelligent.” 
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Chapter Seven 




By the time Mr. Jenkins arrived, she was packed and ready to go. The ugly box that 
Aunt Maud had designated a containment vessel stood waiting on the table. Mr. Jenkins 
moved about the room wafting incense into all the nooks and crannies. “I am concentrating my efforts in this room, because it is here you tell me the spirits have made themselves most felt.” 
Aunt Maud nodded solemnly while Kelsie stifled a giggle behind her hand. If only 
he knew where they’d really made their presence felt. Her amusement didn’t last long, 
however. 
Mr. Jenkins put down the incense burner and with a look of pompous self-
importance on his face, drew himself up to his full yet still totally insignificant height and intoned, in a disappointingly light voice. “Spirits of this house, seek out your spiritual home. Seek the vessel that leads to peace and comfort.” 
“Amen,” Aunt Maud chipped in. 
“Amen, indeed,” whispered Kelsie. 
There was a subtle whoosh and the faint suggestion of a cool breeze on the skin. Mr. 
Jenkins leapt for the lid of the box and slammed it into place. He slipped a clamp on the top, wrapped some tape around it and slipped it into a velvet bag. 
Kelsie quietly screwed the lid on the bottle. 
Mr. Jenkins, looking triumphant, picked up his paraphernalia. “Well. I don’t think 
I’ve ever had a more definite exorcism than that. I shall be off now to release these poor souls to their eternal rest.” 
As soon as he’d gone, Kelsie said. “I’ll be going too, Aunt Maud. I know you’re 
eager to see the back of me.” 
On the bench, the Southern Comfort bottle rocked a little, drawing Aunt Maud’s 
attention. “You can take that bottle with you, young lady.” 
Kelsie very carefully slipped it into her bag. “Oh, I intend to.” 
Aunt Maud glared at her. “I am not a drinker. I don’t want you leaving spirits at 
my house.” 
Kelsie just smiled. “My spirits go wherever I go, Auntie. Leave them here? Not a 
ghost of a chance.” 
She strode out the door, her lifetime’s supply of Southern Comfort bouncing gently 
against her hip. 
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