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Sierra wasn’t
usually one to summon lightly, but she had such an itch right now,
and she needed it scratched. She was here in the graveyard at a
quarter past midnight and headed straight for one of the nicer
looking mausoleums.

 


 


It was the
burial site of a long-dead millionaire who had been known for his
incredible prowess with the ladies. The local ladies joked about
how he must have be a common ancestor of half their small town,
owing to how many women he’d bedded in his lifetime. And of course,
there were the snippets of gossip that could be seen in old, old
newspapers where his cock was described as ‘positively
equine.’

 


 


As she set up
the summoning circle inside the mausoleum, Sierra thought back to
when she’d read that article. ‘William was a great lover of the
ladies,’ it had said, ‘And though he pierced the innocence of many
a woman none of them did it unwillingly, it was said. It was his
preference to take only those who wished it--for what could be
sweeter, he once told a friend, than to lay with a woman who would
be crying out your name?’

 


 


Then there was
talk of his charity, but the article had gone swiftly back to his
sexual tastes and talk of his size. ‘His pants were always custom
tailored, for he said that those made en masse could not contain
his package. Positively equine, some said, and this photograph
proves it.’

 


One photograph
had been included. This William was quite handsome, and there was a
bulge in his pants that was positively obscene. It had to be false,
others said, who didn’t know the town’s history. That or he must
have been exaggerated. Perhaps he paid the women off.

 


 


Sierra was
determined to find out the truth, and she was eager to feel a
ghost’s cock.

 


 


She made a
brief trip back outside to circle the mausoleum and chant, before
returning to the interior. Her ritual would ensure that he
understood she was the offering, since anything included in the
circle would be up for grabs. Anything in the circle was his for
the taking.

 




And oh, did she want to be taken.

 


 


“Come forth, William,” she said, after a line of mumbled
incantations. She unzipped the oversized gown she had been wearing
and let it fall to the ground, leaving her naked in the chill of
the tomb. Her breasts and pussy bared to the air, and in sight and
reach.

 


 


A vague light
appeared, and drifted around her. It glowed faintly, and she felt a
brief squeeze at her ass.

 


 


“Yes, William, I am yours,” she said, taking in a deep breath,
“Show yourself to me. I am ready to give myself to you. I am ready
to see your cock and take it as deep as you care to push it into my
pussy.”

 


 


A glow of the
markings on the ground. She felt a pulse of energy around the gown
she’d let fall, and then the vague fog of light began to stretch
and move into a more humanoid looking form. There was a grin when
she felt a slight icy touch over her breasts.

 


 


“Touch me,” she moaned, “Touch me, take me.”

 




She felt momentarily weak, and then she saw him forming in truth.
The shape of a strong pair of shoulders, the mop of unkempt hair.
And she looked, below, to see the same bulge in his translucent
pants that she had seen in the picture from the old
newspaper.

 


 


Another one, came the thought in her
mind, followed swiftly by, I want to take
you against the wall, my dear.

 


 


Though the
features on ghost William’s face were somewhat blurred, she could
detect a very well pleased smirk. It took one step forward, and she
backed away. It repeated several more times, until he had her
backed against the wall.

 


 


Then
one phantom hand moved up, and firmly grasped one of her breasts,
squeezing eagerly. The other hand moved between her legs and
stroked. She gave a little moan when the ghostly fingers brushed
over her clit, and then again more deeply when William’s hand began
to pump quickly over it.

 


 


I
want you wet, the thoughts arrived in her
head, I won’t take a dry woman. I won’t
have it, my dear, and neither would you. You want to make sure you
are soaking when you take my cock, don’t you?

 


 


“Yes...yes…” Sierra gasped when one finger probed at her
pussy’s entrance. She was powerless to resist him at this point,
not that she would have wanted to fight him. “...I want your cock.
Give me your cock.”

 


 


The
longer it went on, the more she wanted, no, needed it. It had been so long since
she’d been fucked, and the need was stronger than ever now that he
was fingering her. Oh, gods, if it felt this good before he
started, how good would it be after?

 


 


“We...oh...we only have fifteen minutes,” she said suddenly as
her pussy’s walls clenched against his finger, “The spell will only
keep you physical that long.”

 


 


She always kept
a large amount of energy charged into certain magical items
for...emergency purposes. And tonight she’d used her entire
supply.

 


 


Then I can’t waste time.

 


 


William was too close and the pleasure was too high for Sierra
to see what he did next, but she could feel it, for certain. His fingers
pulled back and something else pushed forward--his cock’s head
pressed against her clit and then beyond, prodding at her pussy’s
now wet entrance.

 


 


You
want my cock, don’t you, my dear. Say it. Say it for me.

 


 


A
slight push. Its head was inside
her now, and she sucked in a sharp
breath.

 


 


“I
want your cock, William,” Sierra said breathlessly. Her legs moved
up
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