	According to the oldest tomes in the Great Library, seven different explorers had turned away from this crypt, never having found its treasure.  Fifty years had passed since the last attempt and everyone assumed it thoroughly looted.
	Wrapping my cloak tightly against the biting cold, I look up at the worn inscriptions above the lintel, holding my torch high to make them out. The quality of the sculptures speaks of a wealthy family, and yet other explorers had given up.
	The heavy stone door stood ajar, someone having pushed it aside ages ago if I go by the dust collected on the door sill.
	I slip inside, leading with the torch, and find the air inside clean and breathable, but cloying. Graverobbing is a late night business, so I’m a night owl by vocation. It’s strange to feel this clinging film of exhaustion.
	I shake my head and push on, examining the anteroom with its walls of engraved stones tablets and the marble pedestal basin where holy water ought to have waited so I could bless myself.
	Beyond the pedestal, I see the stairs that will lead me down to the tombs and any unlooted treasure, but exhaustion hits me hard at the top of the stairs and I stumble, catching myself on an age-worn wooden railing.
	I can’t imagine a poisonous gas that could survive for five decades and still do this to me, but I’m trapped now, halfway down the spotless marble stairs.  What has protected this place so long?
	I reach the bottom of the stairway and I can see the rows of side chambers and a giant sepulchre in the centre of a brilliant white room.  Its golden inlay and silver wings are the last thing I know as I lose consciousness.

	I’m paralysed.
	Stripped of my clothing.
	Humbled, lying on my back.
Banshees scream in my head.
Terror fills my bones, flows through my blood, burns every nerve ending.
I open my eyes to a nightmare.
The dead surround me, glowing blue, their hands grabbing me, penetrating my chest, chilling my heart. 
I want to die. I want to leave.
Get out and never return.
Behind them, I see her, scowling, her eyes burning red amongst her blue flesh, her anguish evident, her vengeance for some long-past slight feasting on my soul as her hair splays out in the air around her.
You deserve this, that screech wordlessly tells me.
I haven’t done anything! I want to scream back, but my vocal cords won’t work.
Liar! Thief! She screeches into my head.
I think of the other explorers, the immaculate cleanliness of this crypt, and I understand why.
But she’s a ghost, and she’s still here, and that’s strange too.
Even terrorised, I have to wonder.
What do you want?
The screaming stops, the ghosts vanish, and the woman with the glowing red eyes swoops upon me, hovering over me with a tattered white cloak floating around her.
Why do you care?
You haven’t left, I tell her. You want something.
	I should trust you?
	Yes.
	Her fearsome scowl looks down my body, then looks up to pierce my eyes.
	Make me believe you.
	Her hands, cold but smooth, penetrate a layer of skin, chilling me but making nerves tingle. She reaches down and I realise the depth of ‘convincing’ required.
	“Graverobber!” she squeals at me. “Thief! Obey me and have my treasure.”
	It’s a nightmare. It’s a dream. But in the dream, my body answers and she strokes me to hardness. Lying on my back, I reach up, find her body almost solid behind an ephemeral blue layer. I part the tattered white cloak and expose her breasts, squeezing.
	The apparition moans and my body levitates up to meet hers.  With a chill, I feel her body press against my erection. A cold creepiness touches the tip of my shaft, then slowly envelopes me down to the base of my erection.
	She screeches as I go in. I watch her eyes glow red, brighten, sliding into orange, and then white. Her head jerks back and her eyes close. Fire burns from the slits, spraying the ceiling. Her body tries to move off mine, but I take her hips to hold her down.
	“You will have my treasure,” she promises. “But you have one promise to keep.”
I see a pendant amongst the treasures. 
It belongs to a great, great granddaughter.
I must find that child, or be haunted for the rest of my days.
