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She lay naked in her bed anxiously anticipating the possibility of his arrival, never 

knowing when or even if he would show up.  As she snuggled under the covers and in to her 

pillow she began to reminisce about the first time he came to her.  

She was terrified.  She remembered the feeling of the covers slowly being pulled down 

leaving her exposed and vulnerable. She was never sure if it was the shock or if something else 

made it impossible for her to move.  Every neuron in her brain was firing off making her want to 

get up and run out of the room but it was as if she were glued to the bed with no strength of her 

own. 

She squeezed her eyes shut tight as she began to feel her nightgown creeping up and 

her panties being tugged down.  She wanted it to stop. Her mind was racing. Why is this 

happening to her?  What did she do that made him start?  Who is this? 

She felt the warmth of his fingers on the inside of her knees slowly prying them apart 

and she thought she would lose her mind. ‘He’s not really going to do what I think he’s going to 

do is he?’ she thought. ‘Now I know what it must be like to be an animal caught in a trap.’  
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“Oh please….please…don’t…no…” she heard herself whimper softly, knowing it would 

probably do no good.  This was completely beyond her control.  

That was when she felt his tongue slide in to her slit.  She felt her body begin to betray 

her and respond to the sucking and licking he was doing to her clit.  Never in her life had she felt 

more violated yet so incredibly aroused.  She wanted it to stop and to never end all at the same 

time.  This wasn’t right, she shouldn’t feel good with this man probing her the way he was.  This 

was so wrong.  

Her heart was beating so fast she was sure it would burst out of her chest; a 

combination of fear and lust over taking her. She tried so hard to fight him but she was frozen in 

place, unable to scream, forced to endure this defilement.  

Her hips began to try to buck from the pleasure his tongue was giving her but even they 

couldn’t move and not being able to move only made the arousal run deeper.  This was pure 

torture.  She tried mentally fighting the excitement he was making her feel but he was so skilled 

and knew exactly where to tease her, taking her to that sweet, delicious edge several times and 

then pulling her back.  And she instinctively knew on some level he was enjoying what he was 

doing to her, both physically and mentally.   

Finally after feeling him sliding his tongue slowly up and down, over and over, she felt 

him dive in to her pussy, pushing his face in hard and ravaging her clit with his tongue and 

teeth.  She had no choice, she was being devoured and as much as she tried to fight it, her 

body began to spasm as wave after wave of the most intense orgasm she had ever felt shot 

through her. Her entire body tensing as her juices burst from her pussy.  Before she could begin 

to clear her head from the erotic fog she was enveloped in, she felt her body being turned.  She 

was flipped on to her stomach as if she were as light as a feather, her hips drawn up and her 

knees were spread apart.  

“Oh dear god NO!” she muffled in to the bed, still unable to fight back.   
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Her bud still throbbing, she felt him plunge the biggest cock she’d ever had deep in to 

her cunt.  So hard and so violent that it made her scream in to the mattress.  Yet at the same 

time if felt so perfect after that orgasm.  She wanted to be penetrated, she was ripe and ready 

for it but not like this.  His animalistic thrusting was making her weak.  Much as she tried not to 

like it, it felt so good.  He had opened her and ravaged her like no man had ever done before, 

using her yet giving to her at the same time.  ‘My god how can this kind of abuse feel so good?’  

She finally gave in to her confusion and stopped fighting him. She began to let go and let him do 

what he wanted to her.  She felt his hands on her hips, the right hand reaching around finding 

her clit again, as his expert fingers began work her in to another frenzy.   

‘I can’t believe this is happening to me,’ she thought with every thrust.  Here she was 

mounted like a dog in her own bed and why did this crazy, unbelievable, disgusting act feel so 

good?  His finger teased her sweet spot as he pounded her hard from behind until once more 

she spilled over and began to tremble in an explosive climax, and he never missed a beat as 

her pussy clamped down on his massive dick.   

She felt herself being lifted and rolled on to her back, her legs being raised up and over 

his shoulders this time.  ‘My god,’ she thought, ‘I’m so wide open, so exposed and I don’t care I 

just want more.’  

Her body felt like jelly, as his cock stabbed her once more resuming its continuous 

assault.  It was then that she felt the shudder of him exploding deep inside of her.  She felt the 

force of his cum and it seemed to go on forever.   

The next thing she remembered she was waking up in her bed as if nothing had 

happened. It felt surreal, like it was all a dream.  No marks on her body, no ‘leakage’ that one 

would expect after taking the load she remembered.  She began to doubt her sanity.  She’d call 

the police but what would she tell them? For weeks afterward she wondered if it had all just 

been some weird carnal nightmare.   
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The feel of familiar fingertips snapped her back to the reality of lying in her bed.  He was 

here.  She never knew when he would show up but it always seemed to be when she needed it 

most, and here he was caressing the inside of her thighs, planting tiny, soft kisses all over her 

body.  His lips on her neck gently sucking and sending chills down her spine.   

She closed her eyes and felt his tongue glide along her collar bone and down the center 

of her chest toward her navel. She knew this meant he was about to descend in to her and drive 

her wild over and over his tongue flicking, sliding and probing it’s way deep inside of her.  She 

felt his hand slide under her ass and lift her up slightly to meet his mouth.  She knew better than 

to try to move her hips or push her pussy in to his mouth because she knew she would be 

unable to move.  When he was here, she was his personal fuck toy.  She had no will, no choice, 

no control over anything that he did to her.   

Who was she going to fight?  There was no one in the room but her.  She could feel 

everything he did to her.  She would watch as her legs would lift in the air by themselves or her 

panties would be pulled down by no one.  Yet there was someone definitely there.  This entity 

who had frightened her so much that first night was now her teacher and strangely, lover.   

Feeling a kiss on the back of her neck out of nowhere when she’s having a bad day 

wasn’t hard to get used to.  But being bent over the toilet in a washroom stall and feeling her 

skirt being raised and her panties being pulled to one side then being entered by this huge 

invisible penis and fucked hard until you both cum is crazy.  What kind of person rushes home 

with the hope that they’ll be properly defiled by a ghost that night?   

She felt him nibble on her clit and she decided she didn’t care.  Maybe she looked 

ridiculous in a mirror right now with her legs wrapped around an invisible neck but the things this 

ethereal rapist could make her feel really were out of this world.  He maneuvered his tongue and 

finger in just the right rhythm, circling, rubbing, and sucking on her bud finally bringing her to 

that tense place of no return causing waves of passion to burst from her again and again, her 

pussy now soaked.  He knew this would make her crave to be filled, and she never knew when 
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she would feel him enter her and begin his phallic assault or in what position he would put her 

in.   

No more did she feel defiled by his touch or damaged by his desire.  She had come to 

accept and now anticipate being his human sex doll.  His ghostly sexual proficiency was 

something no man could possibly attain.  

She began to ache to be filled.  This was his game.  She knew he could hear her 

thoughts and how much she hungered for his rod to impale her right now.  There was no hiding 

from him. He knew her deepest desires and fantasies without her opening her mouth and one-

by-one he was bringing them to life.  

She watched as the edge of her bed sunk down as if someone was sitting on it and felt 

herself being manipulated again on her stomach in what could only be described as, over the 

specter’s knee.  She knew she was being supported by something and she could feel the 

warmth of his hand on her ass slowly caressing her cheeks.  This was new.   

Suddenly she felt a hard slap on her butt.  No point in squirming even though she tried to 

her body reacting involuntarily.  It stung yet felt oddly erotic being what she figured must be a 

naughty girl to her ethereal master. Apparently he disapproved of her desire for dick. She could 

hear the slap yet she was the only one in the room in a very defenseless position over a spirit’s 

lap.  That’s when the spanking started for real, taking her breath away.  One slap after the other, 

her ass cheeks hot and stinging, her already sensitive pussy pressing against a phantom knee 

until both an orgasm and tears burst out at the same time. She was flooded with a mixture of 

humiliation, shame and lust when out of nowhere she felt him simultaneously plunge a finger 

deep in to her ass and another in to her cunt finger fucking her in short, little strokes.   

He’d never defiled her ass before and although she thought it was a personal line in the 

sand the way he was doing it felt dirty and divine all at the same time and made her hunger for 

his huge dick even more; the short strokes feeling more teasing than satisfying.   
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With the tears still wet on her face and her body still draped over an invisible lap she 

began to cum again, something she thought would have been impossible; her body still shaking 

as it was moved back to the bed. Her hips placed on a pile of pillows she never even knew were 

there.  Her face in the bed she knew he was about to mount her like, what she now figured was 

more of a horse than a dog by the size of that unearthly, yet perfect prick.  How she wanted to 

feel that cock drill in to her sopping wet cunt.  Just then she felt that huge knob head push in 

and she grabbed on to the covers and tried to push her ass up higher to meet him.  She felt his 

hands grab her hips pulling her closer and him deeper.  ‘My GOD no man has ever taken me 

like this before!’  He began to hammer his cock in to her so hard she thought she would split 

open.  She felt him pinching her pink, swollen, ass and spanking the welts gently as he plowed 

in to her.  Another hand began to rub her clit again in the way only her specter could do it.   

She put her face in to the mattress and started screaming, “FUCK ME! FUCK ME! FUCK 

YOUR HUMAN WHORE!! OH MY GOD YOU’RE MAKING ME CUM!!!,” and with that she 

exploded yet again squeezing down on his rod as she felt him pull out right when she wanted 

him in her the most.  

She knew he hadn’t cum yet and he always shot his phantom load.  She felt herself 

being rolled on to her back and more pillows being placed under her hips. He wasn’t done with 

her yet. Something clamped down on her nipples in such a pleasant way.  Then she felt his 

huge rocket head push in to her pussy, her legs being pushed back and then she felt herself 

being entered in her ass by something.  She had no idea what it was because of course she 

couldn’t see anything.  His cock began to pump inside of her with a long, slow rhythm, while 

whatever was in her ass began to do the same thing in opposite movements.  Suddenly just 

when she thought she’d lose her mind in the eroticism of it all she felt his tongue flicking at her 

clit fogging her thoughts even more. How all this was possible she didn’t know, nor did she care.  

She was too caught up in the sensations he was delivering.  She was being DP’d by an 

entity. A cock in both of her holes and a tongue licking her clit was too much for her to handle 
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and her climax took over just as her ethereal lover begin to shudder and thrust hard as he shot 

deep inside both her ass and her pussy.   

She felt him slip out of her as her body collapsed on the bed; she was exhausted.  Her 

head lay on a pillow and she felt the cover being pulled up over her tired body.  She didn’t even 

have the energy to open her eyes when she felt him brush the hair lovingly away from her face.  

Sometimes the whole concept of what she was doing was just too hard to comprehend it was 

easier to fall in to a deep, dreamless sleep.  
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