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Raising Spirits
by Nyki Blatchley



Amy woke to insubstantial fingers trailing over her naked body. She lay motionless, caught between vague terror and lassitude, as the feather-light touch traced the mounds of her breasts, playing with nipples that didn’t share her body’s lethargy. Running over her belly, the fingers sent a shiver through her as they caressed her inner thighs, working their way to her damp pussy and her clit that itched delectably.


She should be panicking now. If someone was in bed with her they’d broken into her home, and who knew what they intended? Somehow, though, Amy couldn’t summon the interest to be scared. The experience was like a dream and she accepted the fingers arousing her.


The fingers left her nipples, and a mouth, just as insubstantial, sucked one of the stiff, itching nubs. A vague tongue-tip flicked over it.


Both hands were playing with her crotch now. A finger and thumb squeezed her clit, sending electric shudders through her, while another finger insinuated into her quim, already wet and ready. In other circumstance, Amy would have been writhing and moaning by now, but the lassitude held her still.


Without warning the finger probing her pussy was replaced by a cock, long and straight but just as insubstantial. Instead of a solid shaft pounding her, Amy only felt a delicious friction on the soaking, stretched walls of her quim. The mouth sucked and bit gently on her nipples, one after the other, drawing some of the surrounding mound inside and the finger and thumb tweaked and teased her throbbing clit.


Fire spread from Amy’s clit, sweeping through her body. Waves of ecstasy shuddered in her pussy, sweeping her up into the heights of climax. She screamed and thrashed inwardly, though the strange lethargy still held her.


Amy sat bolt upright, sweating and gasping as the orgasm died away. It took three attempts before she connected with the switch and light filled the bedroom. She was alone.


She climbed off the bed and stood, shaking and staring around at the cavernous room with its oak panelling and heavy curtains across both windows. The night air was chilly against her damp, heated skin, but it felt good. She didn’t reach for her dressing gown.


It must have been a dream, surely – but what a dream! Though it wasn’t the first time in her 24 years that she’d come in her sleep, she’d never known anything remotely like that before. Was she really so frustrated?


Amy walked unsteadily into the bathroom and splashed some cold water on her face. The icy touch cleared her head but didn’t dispel the sensation of strangeness. She stood with her hands resting on the basin, gazing abstractedly at herself in the mirror and idly watching the sweat trickle between her breasts, until she stiffened at what caught her eye.


Although they were very faint, tooth marks showed around her nipples.


Amy had always wondered whether the house was haunted. She hadn’t for a moment believed it – ghosts weren’t real, after all – but the place had a strange feeling: not threatening, but otherworldly. She’d even mentioned it to an acquaintance in one of the other flats, laughing to show she wasn’t serious, but the woman had shrugged, saying she’d noticed nothing except a large Georgian town house that creaked and settled at night.


Even so, she liked the place, with all its draughts and inexplicable noises. In the last place she’d lived, she’d been very aware of being alone, but this house extended an indefinable sense of welcome whenever she walked through the door.


Amy spent the day following her visitation in a daze. She’d slept little afterwards, in spite of her glorious post-orgasmic exhaustion, and everything came through the woollen muffle of sleeplessness. Her supervisor picked her up for several errors in her work, and eventually, midway through the afternoon, Amy pleaded sickness and left early.


She walked for a while trying to clear her head instead of going straight home. Reason told her she’d had a vivid dream and the marks were a sign of autosuggestion but at a deeper level she knew the experience was real. Although the thought terrified her, the itching of her nipples and clit and the fluttering in her belly anticipated a repeat performance.


The afternoon and evening were endless. Amy took a nap when she got home – the welcome seemed to have an erotic feel this time – but woke after an hour, too restless to sleep. Nothing satisfied her as she tried to pass the time before she could reasonably prepare for bed, and it was a vast relief when she gave up all pretence at reading or watching the television to strip for sleep.


Amy spent a while examining herself in her full-length mirror. The bite-marks had faded to nothing, but the long, pink nipples on her pointed breasts stood erect in anticipation of that unknown mouth, and the red-gold curls that downed her mons glistened with moisture.


Absurd as the idea was, she wondered whether her unseen lover was watching now. Amy had never kidded herself that she had a supermodel’s body, but the glow of arousal lent her soft body and pleasant face an erotic sheen that she was sure would stiffen the cock of any man observing.


The idea of the arousal she might be provoking sent a delightful shiver through Amy and she moved her hands over her breasts, mimicking the half-there fingers from last night. Her faint touch tickled soft flesh before teasing and flicking her stiff nipples, imagining her fingers were unseen tongues.


Amy’s quim, wet and open, demanded attention and her engorged clit throbbed with an insistent itch. Sweat trickled down the valley between her breasts, and her trembling thighs were growing sticky.


Stumbling to the bed, Amy flung herself down on her back, raising and spreading her knees – was it to give herself access or invite her lover to fuck her senseless? Continuing to stimulate her nipples with her left hand, she pushed her right down to her crotch. Usually she liked to play around her inner thighs and up over her mons, circling nearer as she grew aroused, but she was too far gone for that. Parting the slippery lips, she plunged two fingers straight into her soaking pussy.


She squealed at the sudden forced entry, stretching her hole as last night’s cock had stretched it. For a few moments she left her fingers embedded to the hilt, savouring the feel, before making three or four slow strokes. Pulling the fingers out, she added a third, wincing at the obscene sensation of fullness.


Amy found her insistent clit with her thumb and built up a rhythm, rubbing its rawness in time with the other hand that squeezed each nipple in turn. Keeping the same rhythm, she began fucking herself frantically with three fingers.


Jerking and writhing in her own power, Amy moaned and wailed, not caring whether her neighbours could hear. In her mind her fingers became a thick, iron-hard shaft pounding her mercilessly, and she almost felt the solid muscles of the body pressed on her and the tongue forcing itself into her mouth. Imaginary come pumped into her womb.


With a shriek Amy jerked and bucked as the orgasm swept through her. She thrashed about, yelling to her lover, telling him how hard she wanted him to fuck her, how she was coming for him. At last, soaking and exhausted, she collapsed into a non-existent embrace.


Amy never remembered switching the light off, but she woke to her alarm-clock, thoroughly rested and thoroughly unmolested.


Amy dismissed the visitation as a strange dream, delicious to remember but of no significance. In all likelihood it was born out of frustration. Amy’s last boyfriend had dumped her, despite her entreaties, two months and five days before, just as her other lovers had dumped her. Since then she’d had nothing but her fingers and her fantasies to satisfy herself.


It was about a week later that the unseen lover came to her again. It happened in very much the same way as the first time except that, realising what was happening, Amy relaxed and enjoyed herself. After all, if it was a dream it couldn’t do her any harm, and if it wasn’t ... well, so much the better.


She came even harder than before and once again found the signs of his presence on her body when she examined herself in the mirror – not only tooth-marks, this time, but slight weals on her shoulders where fingernails had dug into her flesh in ecstasy. She no longer questioned the reality of the marks or the experience.


After that Amy’s lover visited every few days. Each time was better than the last. The tenuous unreality of his body on the first occasion turned gradually to a solid presence. Amy felt his weight pressing her into the mattress, the embrace of strong arms, a firm touch of fingers, lips and tongue. Most of all, the presence that had stretched her quim that first time became a hard, throbbing cock that pounded her mercilessly, sending her into a climax that would have had her screaming the house down, but for the lethargy he brought keeping her as still and silent as if bound and gagged.


After her first experience Amy always called in sick for work on the day after an encounter, spending most of the day in bed. As the visits grew more frequent and more intense she stayed off for longer, only occasionally bothering to go to work. When she was there her mind wasn’t on what she was doing, and her boss went from a friendly chat to giving her a warning. 


Amy didn’t care. All she lived for now were those nights when he came to her and fucked her senseless. There came a night at last when she heard gasps as his stiff shaft pumped in and out of her raw, soaking pussy. When she came this time, his cock jerked and come spurted into her.


Without thinking, Amy got out of bed as usual when it was over and walked to the bathroom. She stood in front of the mirror, barely bothering to examine herself any longer.


‘So he’s actually done it,’ said a husky female voice behind her.


She should be scared, of course, but Amy didn’t have the energy. A naked woman leant against the opposite wall, a little older and a little taller than her. Her body was more curved than Amy’s and one hand played idly with her large round breasts. Unruly black curls framed a face that sparkled with mischief and humour.


‘How ... how did you get in?’ She was curious, not afraid. ‘Who are you?’


‘I use a lot of names,’ said the woman, stretching. ‘Ishtar is my favourite. You can use that.’ She moved over and put her hands on Amy’s shoulders in a light, unthreatening embrace. ‘As to how I got in – the same way you did.’


That was when it came to Amy that she hadn’t opened the door to come through, nor turned the light on.


‘What’s happening? Am I asleep? Or ... or are you a ghost? Does that mean I’m a ghost too?’


‘Oh, we’re not ghosts.’ Ishtar drew Amy closer, caressing her. It felt sensual in a way Amy had never before known from a woman’s touch. ‘We’re spirits, of a kind, him and me, but we’ve never been living humans. Well, not until now, at least.’


That penetrated Amy’s indifference. ‘Until now? What do you mean?’


Ishtar’s lively face drew into a solemn expression. ‘Baal, my lover, he’s always been jealous of humans. I never thought much about it, but he’s found a way to drain the essence of humanity out of his victim through her orgasms. Every time he made you come, he stole more of your reality, until he’s human now.’


‘He’s human?’ It made no sense. ‘So ... what am I? Why can I walk through closed doors?’


‘You’re like me.’ Ishtar embraced her more tightly. Leaning forward, she placed a light kiss on Amy’s lips. ‘You’re a spirit of the higher worlds, and you’ll remain like that. Unless we can reverse what Baal did.’


‘It can be reversed?’ Amy knew she ought to be excited about that, but it took a lot of effort. Perhaps being a spirit wouldn’t be so bad.


‘I can help you.’ Ishtar took Amy’s chin in her hand. Her eyes flashed. ‘You mustn’t give in to this, sweetheart. I know what you’re thinking, but you’ll regret it if you don’t get your humanity back. You’ve got to fight.’


 ‘Why would you help me, though? I mean ... what do I matter to you?’


Laughter rippled through Ishtar. ‘Because Baal will regret it too, eventually. He may be in love with humanity now, but he’ll get tired of it, especially when he grows old. Besides ...’ Her sparkling face turned wistful. ‘I’ll miss him. I want him back, and the best way of doing that is to help you defeat him.’


‘How do I do that?’ Amy hoped it wasn’t too difficult. It was so hard to concentrate.


‘The same way he did it.’ Ishtar grinned. ‘I didn’t say it would be unpleasant.’


‘I’ve got to fuck him, you mean?’ Amy couldn’t keep the sudden stab of interest out of her voice, and a ghost of jealousy showed in Ishtar’s eyes, quickly gone. ‘I can do that.’


‘Ah yes.’ Ishtar’s smile was back. ‘I can see why Baal chose you. I’m tempted myself.’


She kissed Amy again, keeping the kiss going for longer this time. Amy had never kissed a woman like this, though she’d occasionally included it in her fantasies. It was unlike anything she’d experienced – light and damp, insistent but insubstantial. Was that because Ishtar was a woman or because she was a spirit?


The other woman’s tongue penetrated between her lips and Amy parted them, but only a little. She wanted Ishtar’s tongue inside, but she wanted to be taken, not to surrender. Their mouths mashed together and the spirit woman forced her lithe tongue all the way in, past Amy’s teeth and into her throat. Amy felt a hand on the back of her head, pushing her into the kiss.


Ishtar’s other hand slid down Amy’s back to push on her bum, so the two naked bodies pressed together. Two soft round globes squashed against Amy’s smaller pointed breasts, and she eagerly rubbed her nipples on Ishtar’s, sending little electric shocks through her body.


Ishtar moved her hand further down, tracing Amy’s bum crack before pushing her thighs apart and finding her wet slit. Amy, helpless to the fluttering churning in her belly, tried to grind her crotch back onto the woman’s hand, but Ishtar thrust a thigh between hers.


Realising what her lover was doing, Amy stood up on her toes to get their crotches close, and the two clits met. Her little nub, erect and eager, throbbed with desire as it rubbed on Ishtar’s bigger one that stood like a tiny, stiff cock.


Amy had been standing passively in the other woman’s embrace, but she wanted Ishtar in her arms. Putting one arm around her shoulders, she held her close and clasped Ishtar’s soft, round arse with the other. The cheeks were tight together and Amy pushed a finger into the crack. A muffled gasp came from the woman.


Ishtar’s exploring fingers opened Amy’s flaps from behind to find a pussy ready to accommodate them. A wild shudder shot through Amy as she was filled up. Feeling herself rising towards climax, she ground her clit against Ishtar’s and her breasts against the soft roundness that pressed on them. Her tongue pushed back, until she was thrusting deep into Ishtar’s throat.


An explosion of fire and ecstasy burst from her tortured clit and hurtled through her body as she came hard. From the spasms she felt, she knew the soft, hot body she embraced shared her orgasm.
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