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   Demons In Didsbury


  Adam had lost his
girlfriend. She was somewhere in her new house, but it was large,
with three high-ceilinged floors and a basement. He was working his
way down from the top floor, checking all the bedrooms.


  He found Rose in
the large front bedroom, putting a sheet on the king size bed.
"This one has the best mattress." she announced, "I've bounced on
all of them and this one's firmest."


  "Bounced? Is that
what those noises were?"


  "Yeah. It seemed
like the best way to test them." Rose was rocking a sexy dungarees
get up. It was easy to look silly in a denim one-piece outfit, but,
with a crop top under it and the buttons down the side
strategically unfastened, just as easy to be hot. Adam wanted to
slip a hand through the open sides and run fingers up and down her
body. "Can you get the duvet out of that bag there and put a cover
on it." she asked.


  As Adam struggled
with the duvet cover he could hear hammering. When he came out from
inside the cover he found Rose stood on the bed, hanging dream
catchers on the nails she'd just put in the wall. She hopped off
the bed and threw pillows onto it then pulled the curtains on the
two windows closed.


  Adam laid the
duvet across the bed. "I can't believe you're getting this place
rent free."


  "It's not really
rent free. I have to pay the bills, of course, and I'm supposed to
go through and decorate and fix all the problems. Have you seen the
upstairs bedrooms?"


  "They are in a bit
of a state, aren't they."


  "And it's
haunted."


  "Is it, now?
You're the witch, you'll have to protect me from the ghost." Adam
stepped close to Rose and put his hands through the open sides of
her dungarees, running his fingers over her skin. She stood on
tiptoes and pulled him down into a kiss.


  One handed, Rose
unhooked the straps on her dungarees. The loose denim dropped to
her feet and she struggled to step out of it. After kicking the
dungarees aside, Rose's hands went to the front of Adam's trousers.
She released the belt, button and zip with ease and reached inside
to pull out a long, fat erection. "This is what I moved here for."
she purred.


  They pirouetted
and danced across the floor to the bed, Adam's trousers working
their way down his legs and making his movements clumsier as he
went. Rose sat on the edge of the bed, grasped Adam about the waist
and dipped her lips toward his shaft. He sighed as he looked down
at the jet black hair moving up and down as Rose took him in her
mouth.


  Releasing Adam,
Rose lay back on the bed. She hooked her thumbs under the band of
her knickers and pushed them down her thighs. When she could not
reach any further, Adam helped her take them off. "Make love to me.
Fuck me now." Rose demanded.


  "Where are the
condoms?"


  "Don't worry, I'm
safe. I've got protection." Rose reached down and split red labia
lips with her fingers, inviting Adam in. He accepted the
invitation.


  Placing his hands
either side of Rose's shoulders, Adam kissed her. "Help me in." he
asked.


  Rose's fingers
found the bulbous head of Adam's erection and hooked around it. She
pulled him closer and he shuffled and bent to get into
position.


  Rose ran the hot
glans up and down her slick slit, teasing Adam and herself, then
placed it at her entrance and released it. Adam pushed, slowly but
firmly, and slid easily into Rose. She reached down and cupped the
cheeks of his buttocks, squeezing them as he started to move in
her.


  Adam's thrusts
lifted Rose's buttocks off the bed and moved her across it. He
stopped for a moment and lifted her legs over his shoulders.
Wrapping his arms around her thighs, he pulled her closer to him.
As he stood up straighter, Rose found herself resting on the bed
only on her shoulders. Her hands came down to grasp the edge of the
mattress.


  Rose could feel
her orgasm growing, building inside her and sending tingles up and
down her limbs. Adam was near as well, his thrusts were becoming
shorter and faster. Rose reached up and grasped Adam's arms as she
started to come. She shivered as the ecstasy coursed through her,
then redoubled her cries as she felt Adam flood her insides.


  Adam gently laid
Rose back flat on the bed and slowly pulled out of her. She sighed
as he popped out. She had become used to being filled, like the
large organ was part of her. Still half hard, Adam glistened with a
combination of his juices and hers. The rest of the liquids they'd
made were leaking out of her. She giggled as it dribbled onto the
floor when she sat up. "More stuff to clean up." she laughed.


  Rose wanted more.
She slid off the bed and caught Adam's subsiding erection between
her lips. "Oh." was all he could manage to say as her tongue
started flicking at the sensitive head. "Again?"


  Rose nodded,
wagging the erection up and down as she did. It was getting hard
once more from all the attention. She sucked more of it into her
mouth and savoured the salty taste of their mixed juices.


  As Rose worked him
up to another stand, Adam pulled the shirt and T-shirt he wore over
his head and tossed them aside. Rose smiled around his erection.
Clumsily, she pushed one arm then the other out of her top, pushed
it down then unfastened her bra and let it drop to the floor. She
had small, firm breasts with pink nipples that grew long and tight
when she was excited. Adam couldn't reach them, but he could catch
glimpses of them as her head bobbed back and forth.


  "There." Rose
announced. Adam's manhood stood large and proud, ready to enter her
again. She turned around and leant across the bed, bum in the air.
Adam dropped to his knees and shuffled forwards. He clasped the
firm, rounded cheeks of her buttocks and gently eased them apart.
For a moment, his thumbs teased at the rim of her anus. One day,
soon, she wanted him to enter her there. But, for today, she was
just as ecstatic that he rubbed the head of his erection up and
down her slick pussy lips and slid it into her.


  Adam's hands moved
forwards, reaching under Rose to hold her breasts and squeeze the
nipples between his fingers. The tugs corresponded with his
movements in and out of her and heightened the sensations as he
pressed against the front wall of her vagina.


  Orgasm came
easily. Rose had been wanting this through all the days building up
to her move, fantasising about it, keeping herself in an almost
constant state of low level arousal. She came, pushing back against
Adam, and he held tight and rode the squirming climax out.


  As Adam started
thrusting again, Rose moaned out words only she knew the meaning
of. The whole house vibrated at the same time as she climaxed
again. It hummed every time a large enough lorry went past, so Adam
hardly noticed.


  Rose reached the
plateau, shaking through another little orgasm every second or
third time Adam thrust into her. He grasped her waist and held her
tight as his rhythm sped up. Her little peaks were closer and
closer together too, heading for another, larger moment.


  Adam's eyes were
closed when he came, so he didn't see the hazy glow that spread out
from Rose's body. It broke like glittering waves against the ends
of the bed and walls, before being quickly soaked up by the
house.


  * * *


  Adam woke to a
strange light in the room. Not the muted orange of the street
lights through the curtains, but more of a cold blue. It softened
and warmed as he blinked and looked around.


  There was a woman
standing at the end of the bed, and the light appeared to be
emanating from her. Adam shuffled up onto his elbows to look more
closely. This dream was bizarrely vivid. The woman smiled and said,
"Hello." Her voice was almost musical.


  "You must be Adam.
I'm Grace." the glowing woman said. She was tall, with a pretty
round face and long hair so blonde it was practically white. The
strands that hung down closest to her face were weighted with beads
and she had a headband to hold the rest back. She was wearing a
long, loose hippy dress, decorated with more beads and stitched
flower patterns. "You're everything I hoped." she announced as she
released the buttons down the front of the dress then let it drift
to the floor.


  Under her dress,
the glowing woman, Grace, was naked. She was slim, with small,
pointy breasts. Adam's gaze travelled down to a very hippy bush of
unruly pubic hair. She followed his gaze and considered it too.
"That's not really the style these days, is it? Let's try this."
She swiped her hand through her pubic hair, and most of it
disappeared, leaving a neat rectangular patch. "Or how about this?"
her hand went back, and she suddenly had no hair at all.


  "What the fuck?"
Adam mumbled. This was too weird. He nudged Rose.


  "W'sup?" Rose
mumbled.


  "Am I dreaming, or
is there a naked woman at the end of the bed?"


  Rose woke quickly
at that question. She sat up, blinked a few times and smiled.
"Grace." she said with joy, "We woke you up."


  "And then some.
You two are groovy together. I've got shivers in my rafters."


  "What the fuck."
Adam repeated. "You two know each other?"


  "I knew Rose's
aunt." Grace replied. Turning to Rose, she added, "You've got her
eyes darling. And her breasts."


  "Thank you." Rose
cupped her breasts and stroked them proudly.


  "Who are you?"
Adam asked.


  Grace climbed onto
the bed and sat cross-legged at the end. "I am Grace Fairweather. I
was mentor to Rose's aunt. But then I died, and now I am this
house."


  "What?"


  "She's a ghost."
Rose said. "And she's, sort of, haunting the house. Only, it's more
than a haunting, she's seeped into the building. Grace is the
house, like she says."


  "But I don't
believe in ghosts." Adam protested.


  Grace leaned
forward and poked Adam in the chest. It was a cold, sharp
sensation, and very, very real. "Well you're lucky I believe in
you, then. And that Rose believed in you enough to take you as her
lover. It's an honour to be familiar to such a powerful witch."


  Adam looked at
Rose, mouth open but unable to form any words. She rolled her eyes.
"You never did believe me when I said I was a witch, did you?"


  "I, er, I thought
you meant some sort of hippy dippy Wicca stuff."


  "Don't make fun of
the Wicca." Grace offered as an aside.


  "And. And I
thought you'd look hot in a pointed hat and short black dress."


  "I could rock that
look if you wanted. But it's about more than that."


  "Yes, I can see.
Seems it's about conjuring up ghosts and turning me into your
cat!"


  "It seems you have
misunderstood the role of a familiar...." Grace began.


  "I don't care!"
Adam swung his legs out of the bed and started picking up the
clothes he had discarded earlier.


  "What are you
doing?" Rose asked.


  "I'm going home.
This is too weird." Whilst his back was to Rose, she started to
make shapes with her hands. Grace reached out and stopped her.


  Adam dressed and
stomped out of the room without saying another word. Rose watched
him go, distraught. When the front door slammed behind him, she let
out a little cry. "He's gone." she said
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