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Carrock manor as it was now called had
once been a speakeasy and a brothel in the thirties, and had seen
service as a nursing home for a few years in the sixties. It had
sat abandoned since then, the elderly owner choosing not to
maintain the grounds or the estate. The neighborhood had become
infamous in the eighties and nineties for teens disappearing and
everyone seemed to blame it on the house.

Lucy Jenner sat in the waiting room of
the Gale Ryan Psychic Services building waiting for her number to
be called. She was a mousy, tiny little girl standing barely five
feet tall. She always wore her favorite black and grey hoodie,
because it made her look larger and more substantial than the thin
little waif that she was. Despite her frame though, her body
possessed its own alluring curves and sex appeal, she just chose to
keep it hidden.

“Jenner?” the receptionist called out.
Lucy stood up to meet the woman’s bored gaze. “Office three…” she
said pointing down the hall.

Lucy walked casually to the door marked
Office three like she had time and time before and after a quick
knock entered.

“Are you ready for a good one?” her
boss, Mr. Hadley spoke. “Really interesting one we got
here.”

“Sure, what is it this
time?”

“Carrock manor.”

“Um…” she stammered. “Carrock? You’re
joking right?”

“You’ve heard it? Hell, who hasn’t in
this town, right?” Mr. Hadley continued. “The client wants you to
spend the weekend there and confirm her claims of activity and if
you can remove them, you have her blessing to do so.”

“That doesn’t sound too hard, who’s on
my team?”

“No team this time, she requested one
female investigator only.” Mr. Hadley said. “I know it’s strange,
but she paid extremely well for this job.”

“One female investigator? Isn’t that a
little odd?”

“I don’t ask questions.” Mr. Hadley
replied. “For whatever reason that was her only requirement for
letting our agency take the case and like I said, she paid
extremely well, so I’m not going to argue with her.”

And with that, Lucy was off to Carrock
manor. The estate sat at the end of a cul-de-sac and even the trees
looked haunted and bent compared to the others on the street. She
fancied being greeted by some Addams Family reject when she
knocked, but instead a little old lady answered the door. She was
short and thick, with silver white hair and horn rimmed glasses
that looked almost as old as she was.

“You must be Lucy.” She said in a shaky
and frail voice. “I am Mrs. Tandy, it is a pleasure to meet you,
come in.”

Carrock may have looked dilapidated on
the outside but the inside still held its charms. The massive
interior housed over a dozen bedrooms and several parlors and
studies. The Oriental rug that she was urged to wipe her feet on
probably cost more than her annual salary, but with great dismay
she did as she was told. The ornate staircase and the oak wood trim
made her think of something Victorian and ancient.

“The contract states you must stay all
weekend and to that there is no exception or the contract is null
and void,” Tandy stated. “The refrigerator is stocked and
instructions on resetting the breakers if the power goes out are on
the dining room table. That happens from time to time, the house is
very old after all.” She turned to leave.

“That’s it?” she asked. “Is there
television? Any entertainment?”

“The library has a good selection of
classics, my dear, and the radio in the kitchen will work if you
fidget with it a bit, but we don’t have a television or computers
or any of that stuff here. I have prided myself on keeping this
house authentic.” She emphasized. “If that is all you need, I will
be going.”

Lucy shrugged and watched the woman
leave. “Okay then.” She muttered to herself. Even though, she was
the owner and had been for many years, Tandy didn’t seem too
comfortable in the place.

When the woman had entered her
dilapidated 1960’s era station wagon and down the road and out of
sight, Lucy stepped out onto the front porch and placing her
fingers to her mouth, whistled loudly. Her best friend and
roommate, Amy Sanders, hopped out of the bushes where she was
hiding and rushed up and into the ancient house.

“Thanks for coming, Amy.” Lucy said.
“I’m not going to stay in this house alone. I may be a paranormal
investigator, but I’m not crazy.”

“Its fine, I’ve always wanted to the
see the inside of this place. This place is like a boogeyman all by
itself, Lucy.”

As a child the stories of Carrock were
rampant; everything from serial killers living in the basement to
cannibals snatching young kids off the street to evil spirits
swallowing the souls of those who dared enter. Lucy knew better;
she had seen real ghosts and knew that this place was just too
‘classic horror’ for their tastes.

“Are you going to give me the five cent
tour?” Amy asked.

“I didn’t even get the five cent tour;
Mrs. Tandy was in such a rush, she nearly broke a hip trying to get
out of here.”

“So that means there’s something to
this place, then?”

“No,” Lucy stated. “It just means and
old woman is superstitious and a bit of a loon. Did you know she
paid through the nose to get me here? Almost triple what a case
like this would cost for a weekend investigation.”

“Okay, so she’s crazy, scared… and
rich. Not unusual at all.” Amy teased, as she whirled around the
room taking in the atmosphere.

Together their exploration of the house
took almost the rest of the day, the place truly was a labyrinth of
corridors and rooms - most with no rhyme or reason. A series of
what seemed like bedrooms would end with a small library or a
closet with a bathtub or some other odd out of place thing. The
antique fixtures in the house gave off so little light that every
shadow seemed to hide something; the girls spooked themselves on
more than one occasion.

They eventually made it back downstairs
and Lucy checked the refrigerator and saw that the woman hadn’t
lied; there was enough food to last several weeks let alone the
weekend. There were sandwich meats, a large assortment of pickles
and jams, canned biscuits, eggs and other food. Amy immediately
took a jar of enormous pickles and began eating with her
fingers.

“I’m sure the woman meant well stocking
this for us.” Lucy warned. “But don’t eat so much that I seem like
a pig. Remember I’m the only one that is supposed to be staying
here.”

“Okay, I’m just hungry.”

“Well, just save some for me.” Lucy
added with a wink.

With no television to distract them
Lucy and Amy decided to do a quick walkthrough of the lower rooms
with an EVP device and with Lucy’s mind open. They started in the
foyer and grand entranceway where Lucy had first
arrived.

Standing on the Oriental rug Lucy
called out. “Is there anyone here that would like to
communicate?”

The house seemed to groan after a few
seconds, but she chalked that up to it settling. She had been doing
this since she was nineteen. Seven years now… and it had become
routine and frankly bored her. She would much rather be sitting on
her couch at home watching some old black and white
re-runs.

After a few more attempts, they made
their way past the staircase and into the library and reading room.
Despite her false bravado, Lucy could tell that Amy was a little
scared. Lucy had to admit she was a little too; this place just had
that kind of reputation. Reaching out with her mind she tried to
sense or feel any presence in the house. She had possessed this
gift forever it seemed. While other little girls played with
imaginary friends on the playground, hers were real… real in that
they once were alive and now only existed as spirits.

She didn’t immediately sense anything
but then she thought she heard giggling and the steady rhythm of
bedsprings. Oh yeah, she thought… this used to be a brothel once.
How crazy if it was haunted by long dead prostitutes, she laughed
to herself.

It was getting late and with no other
means of entertainment they were bored so they both decided to go
to bed. There was only one room that had anything resembling a
functional bed. It was at the top of the stairs and must have been
the only room used by anyone in years, as the others seemed musty
and dank. They decided to share both the room and the
bed.

Plopping down on the bed Lucy flipped
on her EVP recorder and let it play back what she had recorded from
earlier. She had been lying there listening with Amy no more than
five minutes when a voice played back. “Pretty… soooo pretty.”
Amy’s eyes got wide and so did Lucy’s.

Lucy jumped up. Yes! The place wasn’t
all rumor and storytelling. It really was haunted. It didn’t change
the fact that she wished she had a bowl of popcorn and was curled
up on her own couch, but it at least meant this trip wasn’t going
to be wasted.

“Was that a ghost?” Amy
asked.

“Could be anything, but yeah that’s
usually what we chalk it up to, spirits.” Lucy explained. “You
heard what I heard, right?”

“It said… pretty, so
pretty?”

“Yeah, that’s what I heard.” Lucy
confirmed. “Now I know this weekend won’t be wasted.”

“Well I’m a little bit freaked
out.”

“Ha, don’t be. This is what I do for a
living and do I look scared.” Lucy lied. After all these years it
was still a strange and unsettling experience to know that you were
in the presence of ghosts.

With nothing else to occupy themselves
both girls were dead asleep shortly after dark. The house possessed
no air conditioning and the late night heat made them sleep in only
a loose t-shirt and panties.

Around midnight Lucy woke up. The house
was just too stuffy. After a trip downstairs for something cold to
drink she returned to the room and took off her shirt and lay down
on top of the bed. Amy had seen her naked on many occasions so she
thought nothing of it as she lay there with her round breasts
exposed. Feeling refreshed and somewhat comfortable, Lucy finally
slipped back into sleep.

Not much later she realized she was
dreaming as a barefoot woman in a nightgown appeared at the foot of
the bed. The sheer fabric of her gown was transparent and Lucy
could not help but fixate on her round melon shaped breasts. The
woman slowly began to crawl onto the bed from the foot. Lucy seemed
to be paralyzed in her waking slumber and when looking over at Amy
she found that everything was a blur except the woman who now
slowly slithered up beside her almost like a snake.

She tried to call out but found that
she seemed voiceless, unable to speak or even move her mouth to
form words. The barefoot girl slowly slid the nightgown over her
head, revealing pale skin, her round heavy breasts and a thick
mound of black pubic hair.

“Who… are you?” Lucy finally managed to
speak.

The woman slowly rolled over and
crawled on top of Lucy. Straddling her hips she pulled Lucy’s
panties down and off and tossed them aside.

The woman placed
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