
	There’s nothing in the dark that isn’t there in the light...

	 

	 

	Crishtin Davenport thought she was attending a simple Halloween event—a good scare to get the blood pumping. But instead she finds her pulse racing over one of the event’s organizers.

	Josh Hewes loves nothing more than investigating paranormal activity, but after meeting Crishtin, the only thing he wants to explore is her.

	However, getting to know one another takes an unexpected turn when some randy spirits get in on the act. Crish and Josh are inexplicably drawn into a heady web of desire and want nothing more than to possess each other. But they’re not the only ones.

	Be careful what you invite in to play...
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“I can’t believe you talked me into this, Lana.”

	Crishtin Davenport, stared up at the spooky façade of the enormous old mansion while her friend Lana parallel parked her late-model VW Bug out front.

	“I knew after I attended the first one of these things it’d be right up your alley,” Lana said, pulling the e-brake. “You’re gonna love this.”

	As they exited the vehicle then walked side-by-side toward the darkened house, thunder rolled in the distance.

	“Sounds like the weather is only going to add to the atmosphere,” Lana said.

	“I haven’t done anything like this since high school,” Crish admitted, tucking her arm through Lana’s. “So how does this work? What do they do, simply sit and wait for some sort of paranormal activity to happen?”

	“The guys kind of walk from room-to-room and invite whatever supernatural entities might be about to make contact.”

	Crish reached up and touched the crucifix on the silver chain around her neck. There was no way she’d even think of going to something like this without it.

	Armed with their flashlights at the ready, they entered the dark abandoned house and met up with another group of thrill-seekers and ghost hunters.

	The moment Crishtin stepped over the threshold, a low vibrating hum started in the soles of her feet and began to work its way up her body. Her spine tingled with anticipation.

	 

	The group assembled listened intently to the lone man addressing them at the bottom of the stairs.

	“Any doubters?” he asked.

	The crowd responded with an assortment of comments.

	“I want you to be open to the possibilities of what may be here in this house, okay, but I also need you to be careful. You don’t want to invite something evil in to play, so protect yourselves.

	“Now what we usually do when we are running a true paranormal investigation is wander the rooms in small groups, usually in pairs. The others wait outside so that we are the only ones in the house. That way, if there are any other sounds, we know right away that it isn’t a living, breathing person that we can hear.

	“But for tonight, since there are so many of us, we may need to go in fours. The probability that we’ll hear each other is quite high, but we can still have a good experience, since the current owner swears the activity in this dwelling is rampant.”

	Crishtin leaned over and whispered in her friend’s ear. “I didn’t think you believed in any of this stuff, Lana?”

	“I don’t. But I believe in him.” With a smile in her voice, Lana pointed the beam of her flashlight straight at the lone speaker.

	He squinted then shaded his eyes. Lana lowered the torch, then sent him a little wave.

	“Ahhh, it all makes sense now,” Crish said.

	“I knew you’d understand.” She giggled. “That’s my Arnie.”

	“Shhht!” Someone from the crowd shushed them.

	Sufficiently chastised, Crishtin mashed her lips together.

	Lana squeezed her hand. “These people are quite serious about the way they do this.”

	“Is there no electricity in this place?” Crish whispered.

	“No, I don’t think so. I suppose it was shut off when the last residents vacated. The current owner doesn’t even live here because of all the strange things that go on.”

	“Did anyone else hear that?” Arnie asked, in hushed tones. Crish tried not to roll her eyes. He was really playing it up.

	The room fell silent. After a few moments passed, several of the onlookers agreed they’d also detected something.

	“For cryin’ out loud,” Crish groaned. Arnie seemed to be laying it on a bit thick. As a believer, she knew he didn’t have to. If spirits wished to come forward and make themselves known, they would. In their own time, in their own way. There was no need to deceive people. It only fed into the conspiracy theories and fraud that abounded in the field and made non-believers scoff at the possibilities.

	“Stop,” Lana chuckled. “Arnie is the founder of the Phenomena Investigators League of America,” Lana explained, her voice low.

	“P I L A,” Crish spelled out. “It’s a pile-a somethin’,” she mumbled under her breath.

	“What?” Lana leaned toward her.

	“Arnie—he’s cute.” Crish rushed to cover up the sarcasm. “In a weird ghost hunter kind of way.”

	“He sure is,” Lana said.

	Arnie slanted his flashlight and aimed it right at Lana and Crishtin.

	“All right, let’s split up. Lana, you come with my group, and we’ll let the novice go with Josh. She’s a bit too talkative to accompany my lot.”

	Blinded by the beam of light, Crishtin snatched at Lana’s arm, but to no avail. “Don’t leave me with these...”

	“Mmm-umph.”

	Crishtin turned and squinted up at the guy to her left as everyone else moved away. “Sooo... you must be Josh.”

	“And you’re the mouthy virgin,” he said, deadpan.

	“Well, I’m mouthy.” She grinned and offered her hand in greeting. “Good to meet you, Josh.”

	He paused, then chuckled, taking her hand. “You, too. Sorry you got stuck with me. All the ladies like to go with Arnie. He’s the rock star at this, and I’m still learning.”

	“So you’re a bit of a virgin too, eh?”

	Josh chortled. “And here I thought this was going to be an uneventful evening.”

	Right off, Crishtin liked his smile. Nice straight teeth, but a crooked grin. He had some scruffy stubble going on, giving him an edgier look. Out of the two ghost hunters, Crishtin thought Lana was crushing on the wrong one. Josh was kinda hot. The faint vibration of excitement she’d experienced when she’d entered the house seemed to double.

	With his flashlight aimed forward, Josh led the way up the creaky staircase to the second level.

	“You want eventful...” Crishtin began, tightening her hands into fists to keep from gripping his toned ass.

	“I’d settle for quiet. You won’t hear any eerie sounds or disembodied voices if you don’t tread softer.”

	“Got ya. Where’s everyone else, though? No one followed our group.”

	At the top of the stairs, Josh shone the torch right in her face. “Hmm, I can’t imagine why.”

	As they turned to the right and entered what seemed to be a bedroom, Crishtin apologized. “Oh. Sorry. One last question, though, what room is this and whose was it?”

	“This is the master bedroom of Mr. and Mrs. Allen,” he whispered, holding out some handheld electronic gizmo. It was on the tip of her tongue to ask what it was, but she curbed her curiosity for the time being.

	Crishtin followed along silently, trying to get back into a ghost hunting frame of mind. When she was younger, she’d loved this kind of thing. That little bit of fear mixed with the unknown was exciting. Senior year, she and a group of friends had even done a charity event that had involved spending the night in the old Revere house, a well-known haunt back home. They’d collected pledges for every hour they’d remained in the place. As the hours had ticked by and darkness had fallen, fatigue and her imagination had taken over. She’d pulled it off—the full eighteen hours—but only by the skin of her teeth. It was the scariest, freakiest place she’d ever been in. It was the reason she’d quit doing these kinds of things.

	Crishtin remembered walking into the haunted house for the first time. It had been one of those atmospheres that had seemed heavy, as if the walls had soaked up the last moments of some horrific existence. The house remembered. The pressure had weighed down on her, making her more and more nauseous by the hour.

	This house, so far, was different, thankfully. She didn’t feel ill, anyway. The air wasn’t overwhelming. Nor was she detecting any abnormal occurrences or sensations. No goose bumps or the hair at her nape standing on end. At least not for anything inexplicable. She was sensing a nice mutual interest vibe from Josh, though.

	“Oops,” Crishtin blurted as Josh stopped fast and she ran into his broad back. Selfishly, she took the opportunity that presented itself and threw her arms around him.

	“Did you see that?” he rushed in a harsh whisper.

	“No. What did you see?” While gripping Josh’s muscle-bound chest beneath his leather bomber, Crishtin opened her eyes wide in an attempt to peer further into the blackness.

	“I saw a shadow, right over there, by what I assume is a closet. It moved, from right to left.”

	Shining the flashlight in that direction, they stood still and watched.

	“The EMF meter is fluctuating.” In his other hand, Josh held a
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