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Part
One, In Which Carla Discovers Her Calling


I have my name
and "Sexual Exorcist" above the door, but the sign is wrong for two reasons.
For one, my real name isn't Carla.  Never say who you really are when it comes
to the paranormal. You don't want some malign force getting hold of your name,
that's where your power is. Second reason – exorcisms are for demons and ghosts
– I'm not exclusive. Many kinds of beasties will get lost, or at least calm
down for a while, after a good fucking. 

Okay, I thought
of a third reason – I don't work alone. Some cases require a male touch, for
which there's my occasional colleague Jason, but he didn't come along until
later. You're here to find out about the time I fucked a poltergeist, right? 

Of course you
are, whether you want to admit it or not. They're not typically sexy, are they?
Invisible ghosts chucking pots and pans around, or turfing people out of their
beds. Why would anyone even think about having sex with them?

It's all I've
ever thought about. When I was twelve, I managed to catch a glimpse of The
Entity on TV. I went through a phase of sleepless nights right before I hit
puberty, and as our old council house only had one bathroom, I had to creep
downstairs, through the living room, to get a glass of water. 

It was after my
official bedtime but my parents had the sofa set up so it faced the TV – they
never saw me open the door and peek at what they were watching. Now I think of
it as fate, seeing those breasts getting squeezed by an invisible hand. I felt
a strange twinge in my groin, and that was it. I was hooked on the idea of a
love you couldn't see. 

Of course, if
I'd lingered long enough to see the more violent parts of the movie, I might
have felt differently. But then I wouldn't have this office.

––––––––

The idea of
sexual exorcisms – sexorcisms, as we never call them – came to me just after
university. I met up with a few other alumni and we got to drinking and
thinking about our futures. I knew I wanted to work for myself, and that I
wanted to help people. Jennie, my old room-mate, started complaining about the
new house she'd found. She loved the place but felt like there was something
watching her when she got undressed, even with all the curtains closed and
doors pulled to.

A few days
later I called her to suggest meeting up again, and she was in floods of tears.
She'd been in the kitchen trying to make herself a meal – which, if you knew
Jennie, you'd think was the problem – so I was all ready to talk her through
the difference between dry and wet mustard or something when she said something
about dishes twirling round by themselves.

I didn't
believe her until I went and saw it for myself. I took her down the road to the
local dive bar, where we had a few medicinal cocktails and tried to make sense
of it.

"It's got to be
a ghost," she said. 

"Ghosts appear
though, don't they?"

"Appear to
what?"

"No, Jennie –
they appear. Like, they materialise. You can see them. Have you seen
anything?"

She shook her
head and downed her drink. "I forgot, ghosts are your 'thing'."

I blushed, even
though I knew she was right. My skin was puckering into goosebumps at the idea
of a true haunting. 

"It has to be a
poltergeist."

"Like in the
film?"

"Well, maybe.
Poltergeists are like noisy ghosts, they don't kidnap you into your TV or
anything so dramatic. They just like causing a fuss. They're restless."

"Hmph," Jennie
laughed. "When I'm restless I have a bath and flick myself off. Guess a ghost –
poltergeist – can't do that."

No, I thought.
They can't. How frustrating.

It took two
more cocktails for Jennie to need a cab home, and what kind of friend would I
have been to not go in the cab with her, and offer to stay the night in case
the poltergeist came back?

––––––––

It only took a
few shots from her collection of dusty old liqueur bottles to make her realise
that sleep was a good idea. I'd been throwing my drinks away when she wasn't
looking ever since the idea came to me in the bar. If the poltergeist was
restless, maybe all it needed was a good seeing-to. 

I left her room
once she was asleep, and went to the kitchen, where most of the activity
apparently happened. My heart was double-timing away, so I took long, slow
breaths and took in the silence, eyes closed. Jennie's slightly muffled drunk
snores broke my concentration, so I snapped my eyes open again. 

In that moment,
I felt completely ridiculous. I felt almost like I was being watched, but I
didn't know how much of that was my brain teasing me with the thought of wish
fulfilment. 

Then I felt it.

A surge, gentle
at first, making my arm hairs rise and fall in time with my pulse. It was the
same feeling as standing close to the TV screen – static electricity, but not
the irritating kind that made you jerk back. This was hot and tingly, like my
aura was being stroked.

The surges grew
in power until my short bob started to frizz out. I ran a hand through to tame
it back, and the surges stopped.

"Wow," I
breathed. Whatever was in here must have sensed what I wanted, as there wasn't
a spinning plate to be seen. Feeling less self-conscious, I began to strip off.
First, my socks, which was a mistake – the kitchen tiles were bitingly cold. I
padded through to the living room and wriggled out of my jeans, laying them
down over the arm of the couch. 

I wheeled
around to look back at the kitchen, then back again. There was no sign of the
poltergeist, but I'd given it a good eyeful of my exposed curves, wherever it
was. I bent towards the couch arm once more and felt a brief touch against my
rear, a quick, silky touch.

My pussy gave a
familiar twinge, and I felt my juices start to flow. A copper tang filled my
mouth, a sensation I hadn't felt since the first time I was touched up as a
teenager. It was going to happen!

Off with my
vest top next, and there I was, ready and waiting. Each second was agonising.
Eventually, I bared my teeth in a wicked little grin and wet my lips.

"Come and get
it," I whispered.

An unseen digit
slipped under my bra from the back, loosening and removing it in one deft
movement. Another gentle touch slipped around my ass and up my waist to my
breasts, and I gave a sigh of pleasure. Caresses fluttered across my chest, my
back, each nipple in turn then both at once, until it felt as though there were
at least three different set of hands on me.

I didn't care
if it was one spirit or a host of them – each stroke was delicious. There was
nothing but love in those touches, perhaps borne from envy of the living and
their flesh. Here I was, inviting them to me, not pushing them away or
demonising them. We felt each other's love, I was sure of it. 

But love wasn't
all I was after. The thought of a group of spirits covering me was getting me
wet, so I slid out of my panties and sank a finger inside myself, gasping as I
slid in easily. 

Something
curled around my wrist, moved my hand away, then pushed me back against the
couch. I sank back and spread my legs, resisting the urge to put my hand back
to my pussy and bring myself off. 

A more
insistent touch took hold of my thighs and flipped me onto my front. I barely
had a moment to steady myself before I felt a rougher 'hand' than the others
run its way up my thigh, making a slow beeline for my dripping cunt. Then the
roughness was gone, replaced with a smooth sensation, reminding me of the time
I tried a glass dildo. 

It worked my
lips apart and eased up into me, filling me completely. Like the glass dildo,
it was a cold sensation at first, warming as it started to stroke in and out of
me.

It was taking
its time at first, getting me used to the width which was just at the cusp of
uncomfortable. As if sensing this, it seemed to give a little, and then the
smoothness was replaced with a gentle rippling, which played against my inner
walls as the rhythm intensified, bringing me to a near climax.

Desperate for
release, I thought about bringing a hand to my clit, and then the gentler touches
returned, tweaking my nipples with each thrust, and teasing just around the
outside of my clit. I bucked back hard against the force in my cunt, hoping
that the spirit would realise what I wanted.

Something
brushed against my quivering ass hole and I couldn't take it any more. My
orgasm burst out from inside me, flooding up through and around my cunt, up and
down my legs, taking me over completely. 

I bit my lip so
hard that I tasted copper again, and as my ecstasy peaked there was another
touch against my clit, and I rode out another orgasm. I couldn't keep quiet any
longer, so I pressed my face hard into the couch pillows and let out a guttural
moan. 

Exhausted, I
turned myself over and lay back in my own rapidly-cooling juices. A questing
digit roamed around my labia, giving me blissful aftershocks until I could take
it no longer. There was no hand to bat away, so I just shook my head and
smiled.

It seemed to
get the message, but there was one thing I hadn't counted on. I'd enjoyed my
own release, but obviously the poltergeist wanted its own. Who can blame it,
really? I mean, what kind of life – or afterlife – is it, pushing around plates
and being noisy in a kitchen? Nobody enjoys that.

There was a
soft brushing at my mouth; something was trying to get inside. All too familiar
– my ex, Rob, used to try the same trick when he managed to get an erection
after a night on the tiles. His seductive way of getting me to suck off his
meagre specimen. In this situation though, it felt only right. I'd been on the
receiving end first, after all. So I opened up my mouth and let the spirit in.

Again, it
seemed to sense my limits, not thrusting all the way down my throat. What made
it weird (relatively speaking) was that there was no glans, no head to suck on.
Again, it was more like working with a dildo. 

I worked with
what I had, rolling my tongue around the tip and rubbing my breasts to keep
myself interested. I kept one hand over my pussy, as I couldn't take any more
contact with my hyper-sensitive parts.

It withdrew and
slid down towards my chest. I squeezed my tits together and let it ram away
between them for a while, dipping my head down occasionally to give the tip a
cheeky kiss or lick. Then it was back in my mouth again, and I started working
it harder, slurping around it and bobbing my head, one hand around what felt
like the base now.

The static
energy started to build again, to the point where my hair wasn't just frizzed
out – it was going full-on mad scientist. Whatever was in my mouth pulsed like
a ready cock, and I braced for a jet of something unpleasant against my
tonsils.

Instead, the
lights of the room started to flicker and hum, singing with electricity before
exploding all at once. Good thing there were only a couple on, as hot glass
spat across the kitchen and from the lamp behind me. I shrieked and ducked, and
as I did there was a bassy rumble, rising in volume until I was shaken from the
couch and fell on my ass with a tiny "oof".

I sat there in
the darkness for a moment or two before realising that there was no static in
the room any more. No feeling of being watched. Just a warm post-orgasm glow
and a bruised feeling in my tail bone.

Thank fuck that
Jennie was a heavy sleeper, as I don't know how I could have explained the
sight of me in the nude, sitting in the dark among my strewn clothes and a load
of broken glass.

I straightened
myself up as best I could in the gloom of the apartment, and slipped on
Jennie's shoes so I could sneak through to the kitchen and get a dustpan and
broom. Sneaking around again, just like when I first thought of this kind of
thing. A guilty thrill shuddered through me. I felt like this was always meant
to happen. And I felt like it needed to happen a lot more.

So that's what
lead me to this job, and eventually this office. Jennie was pretty happy that
the ghost had gone, and didn't even notice
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