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"Babe, do you want to get away for a romantic weekend next week?  Maybe rent a cabin at the lake, or get a hotel suite downtown?" Terri suggested to her husband Deacon.

Deacon looked up from his laptop with a grin. "I'd love to, but I've got that big project due on Monday. Maybe we can plan something in a couple of weeks?"

"Ok, yea I'll start looking, but can I at least make you put that laptop down?" she said to him in a sexy voice.  Deacon looked up to see his wife slowly stripping away her clothes.  He felt his cock swell in his pants as she approached him, her breasts bouncing slightly as she moved.  He knew she had something naughty in mind.

He slammed the laptop shut, stood up from the table and took Terri into his arms, her bare skin feeling electric against his. They kissed deeply, the kind of kiss that starts in the soul and ends in the loins, tongues dancing a passionate tango. Terri's hands snaked down to the bulge in Deacon's pants, gripping him firmly. He groaned, the sound vibrating through his chest and into her mouth.

"Care to show me what that thing can do?" she whispered into his mouth, her breath hot and sweet as she licked at his lower lip. Deacon chuckled, his hands roaming over her body, tracing the curves of her waist and hips. He broke the kiss to scoop her up in his arms, carrying her to their bedroom, their laughter bouncing off the walls.

His pants came off in a hurry, revealing his erection, let's just say that Deacon had been more than ready to play along. Terri couldn't help but gasp at the sight of him,"What does your friend want to do?" she said with a giggle. Deacon laid her on the bed, her legs hanging off the edge, and kissed her neck, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs playing with her erect nipples. "Well, I think he wants to go for a swim," he said, his voice low and full of lust.

He kissed her collarbone and began to make his way down her body, his hands following the trail of his mouth. When he reached her panties, he pulled them aside, revealing her glistening pussy, already eager and swollen with desire. He inhaled her sweet scent, the musky aroma of her arousal making him even harder. He slid a finger inside her, and she let out a low moan, her body responding immediately to his touch. "Looks like the pool is open," he murmured against her skin.

He slid her panties off of her legs, she wrapped a hand around his shaft, his girth filling her palm. Her thumb grazed the tip and he moaned. Deacon took the hint and began to kiss down her body, his mouth moving towards her awaiting core. Terri arched her back, eager for his warm, wet kisses. When his tongue finally met her clit, she bucked her hips upward, a guttural sound escaping her throat. His tongue flicked and danced, bringing her closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy. She could feel the heat building between her legs, the wetness coating her thighs.

Her hands found their way into his hair, pulling him closer as she whispered his name, her voice thick with desire. Deacon's hands slid under her, gripping her ass tightly, lifting her closer to his eager mouth. He lapped at her, savoring every drop of her sweetness, feeling her body tense with each stroke. Terri's moans grew louder, filling the room like a symphony of passion. He could feel her getting closer, her legs quivering, her toes curling into the bedsheets.

Deacon slid another finger into her, curling it in a way that made her hips jerk. He knew just how to touch her, how to make her come apart. He watched her face, the way her eyes rolled back in pleasure, the way her lips parted in silent cries for more. His free hand slid down her body, caressing her inner thigh, feeling her wetness against his skin. He could feel the tension in her, the coil of pleasure that was about to spring.

"Deacon, please put it in me," Terri begged, her voice a desperate whine as she writhed beneath him. Deacon didn't need any more encouragement. He grabbed his hard cock and swiftly thrust into her and she let out a loud moan, "ohhhh yesss babe!"

He lifted her ass slightly and started sliding his dick in easy strokes, filling her up inch by inch until he was fully embedded in her warm, wet heaven. Terri's nails dug into his shoulders, her eyes squeezed shut as she felt herself stretch to accommodate him. His movements grew stronger and faster, the headboard slammed into the wall in rhythm with their passionate dance. Her legs wrapped around him tightly, urging him deeper, her heels digging into his back as she matched his pace, their bodies moving in perfect harmony.

She began to grunt with each of his penetrating thrusts "Fuck me, fuck me harder," Terri demanded. Deacon complied eagerly, his hips slamming into her with an animalistic fervor that mirrored the need in her voice. The room grew hotter, the scent of their desire permeating the air, mingling with their panted breaths and the sweet, musky scent of her arousal.

She couldn't hold it anymore, her orgasm hit her like a wave crashing on the shore, her body convulsed around him, her pussy squeezing his cock tightly as she screamed his name. The intensity of her climax made her claw at Deacon's back so hard he felt a sting of pain, which only added to his own pleasure. He could feel her wetness flooding around him, her inner walls fluttering as she rode the crest of ecstasy.

He kept pounding her while she moaned and called out to him "Yes, yes, yes!" Each thrust was deeper and more powerful than the last, she was squirming and whining while he plowed into her over and over until he grunted loudly "Terri, I'm gonna cum," he said, his voice strained and raw with desire. He reached down and pinched her clit, sending another shockwave through her body, making her scream his name as she came again, her pussy spasming around him like a vice.

Her walls clamped down on his cock, the sensation driving him over the edge. Deacon roared as he released his hot load into her, feeling his orgasm pulse through every inch of his body. He collapsed onto her, his weight pressing her into the mattress, their chests heaving in unison as they both tried to catch their breath. They lay there for a moment, their bodies sticky with sweat and cum, hearts racing like two wild horses in a mating frenzy.

They always had an amazing sex life, Terri felt he was the best she had ever been with and he had the thickest cock she had ever felt. Tonight was par for the course, an intense love making session that left them both satisfied, both having intense orgasms.  They caught their breath and fell asleep.

The next evening, Deacon was working a little later than normal and Terri heard a noise in the other room that didn't quite sound right. She went to check it but didn't see anything but felt a rush of cold air brush against her bare skin. Shivering, she thought she'd left a window open and went to investigate. As she approached the bedroom, the sound grew more distinct—like something was moving in their closet. She peeked in, her heart racing, but all she saw was their collection of clothes neatly hanging and their shoes lined up at the bottom. She chuckled at her overactive imagination and decided to take a warm bath to relax.

Deacon came home and was tired so they went to bed earlier than normal.  That night while asleep Terri felt something strange, something she couldn’t quite put her finger on. It was a sensation of being watched, but when she opened her eyes all she saw was the moon casting a soft glow across the room and Deacon sleeping peacefully beside her. She dismissed it as nerves and closed her eyes again, her breathing deepening as she slipped back into a light slumber.

Later on she began to move, her body tingling and she started breathing heavily and moving her body. She was still asleep and her pussy began to throb. It felt like she was being touched, but she knew Deacon was still lying next to her, unmoving. She felt a gentle hand caress her inner thigh, moving slowly upward. The touch was feather-light, teasing, but oh so real. A soft moan escaped and in her slumber it felt like something was about to enter her. She felt the bed dip slightly and something hot and thick press against her slick folds. Her body tensed up for a moment, but the feeling was too familiar, too good to be fearful of.

She inhaled suddenly, the feeling of something hard and warm pushing into her, filling her up, stretching her to the brink of pleasure and pain. She exhaled, allowing the sensation to take over, her body instinctively welcoming the mysterious intrusion. The rhythm grew steadier, the pressure building, and she could feel herself climbing the peak of pleasure again, her breath catching in her throat. The feeling of something so huge driving into her was almost too much to handle, yet she craved more. Her mind was foggy with sleep, but her body was fully awake and hungry for release.

She moaned out, "Deacon, yes" not realizing fully her husband was asleep next to her. The phantom cock within her began to move faster, the sensation more intense, as if responding to her desperate pleas. Her hips began to rock in tandem with the unseen force, her body writhing on the bed, lost in a sea of passionate oblivion. The feeling grew stronger, more urgent, her pussy clenching and unclenching around the ghostly shaft, begging for release.

She panted and exhaled loudly as she began to orgasm, her body trembling and shaking with pleasure, the feeling of being filled so completely by something unseen yet so tangibly real. Her mind swirled with confusion, her dreams blending with reality in a delirious dance of passion. Terri's hands reached down to find the source of her ecstasy, but all she felt was the warmth of her own skin, the wetness of her desire. Her eyes shot open and she looked over to see Deacon sound asleep next to her.

Panic began to set in as she realized what was happening. Her body was experiencing a climax that seemed to be at the mercy of some unseen force, something that felt like a lover's touch but was not of this world. She tried to push the feeling away, but it was like trying to stop a river with her bare hands—the pleasure was too powerful, too overwhelming. Her breath hitched as she felt herself being fucked harder and deeper, the sensation growing more intense with every thrust.

Not wanting to wake up her husband she put her hand over her mouth to stop the loud moan as she began to buck when her orgasm began.  It was relentless and her eyes shut as the orgasm claimed her entire body, her moans muffled by the pillow she grabbed from behind her head screaming into it “Oh fuck, god yes!” and she exhaled deeply as the tension in her body subsided, the unkown power now gone.  She panted, taking the pillow off her face and looked over at her still sleeping husband.

She couldn’t go back to sleep for another hour while she tried to process what just happened and how incredible it felt. Her body still quivered with the aftershocks of the intense orgasm. The sheets beneath her were drenched with the evidence of her pleasure. Terri’s mind was racing with questions, but she was too afraid to speak them aloud. She eventually fell asleep without Deacon having any idea of what just happened.

The next night while Terri was asleep it happened again, she was sound asleep when all of the sudden her eyes snapped open feeling a deep penetration, her legs were raised in the air and her hands went straight to her mouth to cover up the guttural moan that sprung out.  She felt something so big descend into her pussy and stretch her beyond belief that she began to buck her hips upwards to feel it even more intensely.  

She was whispering "Yes, yes, yes" into the darkness, her eyes squeezed shut as she felt the unseen force thrust into her once more. The feeling of fullness was so intense, it was as if she were being split apart, and yet she begged for more. Her breasts bounced with each powerful stroke, her head turned to look over at her husband asleep and unaware his wife was being fucked by something and she was in ecstacy.

Her breathing was rapid, the sensation was reaching it's peak and she tried to grab the pillow from under her head to quiet the scream but she fumbled with it and yelled out, "Oh fuck yes!!" as she came, waking up Deacon in the process "What is it Babe?".  She quickly curled her legs up and turned away from him, her breathing still heavy "Nothing...just a bad...a bad dream.." she said, hoping he'd go back to sleep.  He put his arm around her as the sensation from her orgasm began to dissipate.  She felt satisfied and relaxed and thought to herself that two nights in a row something had given her the most intense orgasms she had ever felt and she had no idea what it was and her husband was oblivious.

The next day she came home early from work and immediately went to her bedroom and got undressed and crawled into bed.  She wanted to know if it would happen again so she lay there trying to fall asleep.  She thought if it did it would be even better without Deacon around.  After about 10 minutes she was able to nod off slightly, then she felt the sheets being moved off of her and her legs spread and just as she opened her eyes, something began sliding into her wet pussy.  It was thick and long and felt heavenly.  She gasped "Ohhhh that's it..." as it began to fuck her with a rhythmic pace, her hands reaching down to hold onto her breasts, her thumbs playing with her erect nipples.

She couldn't see anything but whatever it was was doing a number on her, filling her up, stroking her deepest spot, making her moan with pleasure. It was like nothing she had ever felt before, even better than Deacon's thick cock.  The invisible lover fucked her with a precision that was almost mechanical, yet it had a rhythm that was perfectly attuned to her needs, as if it could read her mind and give her exactly what she craved. Terri's eyes rolled back into her head, her hips bucking wildly as she climbed towards another orgasm. She could scream and moan loudly with Deacon not around, "Oh god, yes, harder!" she screamed, her voice echoing off the walls.

Her body was a canvas of sensations, her skin tingling from her neck to her toes, her pussy was on fire, the pleasure so intense it was almost painful. The invisible cock was pounding her now, relentless in its pursuit of her climax, and she could feel it swelling inside her, growing larger with each thrust. Her thoughts were a jumbled mess of confusion and pleasure, her mind unable to comprehend what was happening yet her body responding with an animalistic hunger.

The pace grew more frantic, she was about to burst with pleasure. She felt the invisible cock swell even more, and she knew she was on the brink of something she had never felt before. Her body began to spasm, her legs trembling uncontrollably. "I'm going to cum," she whispered into the empty room, her voice bouncing off the walls, "Oh God, I'm going to cum so hard!"

Her orgasm ripped through her like a hurricane, leaving her gasping for air, her body convulsing around the phantom cock that seemed to have a mind of its own. The intensity of the sensation was unlike anything she had ever experienced before, and she reveled in the feeling of being completely and utterly consumed by it. Her walls clamped down around the unseen shaft, and she couldn't believe what happened next, she felt this thing explode inside her, filling her with a warmth that she hadn’t felt in a long time. It was like a warm gush of liquid that seemed to pulse with each beat of her heart.  The cum from her invisible lover spurted out of her and onto the bed sheets.  She lay there panting, her heart racing, the room spinning with the aftermath of pure, unbridled lust.

What was fucking her?  What was making her want it so badly? What had just cum inside of her?  The questions swirled in her mind as she lay there panting, her body still shaking from the force of her climax.  She couldn’t believe what she felt, the sensation of something thick and warm spurting inside her was unmistakable.  It wasn't a figment of her overactive imagination, she knew what just happened.

She was distant from Deacon that evening, saying she wasn't feeling well and turned in early.  Her thoughts were consumed by this thing and what it was doing to her.  She was going to stay home from work tomorrow so she could be home alone all day to see what would happen.

The next morning after Deacon left for work, she took all her clothes off and got in bed.  She laid on her stomach this time, she put a pillow under her waist so her ass could stick up.  She wasn't even asleep when she felt something grab her hips and start to penetrate her from behind, it was so intense she didn’t even have time to be surprised, she was already moaning as the thickness pushed into her.

She was panting loudly, "Ohhh...Ohh...Yes...Yes...Oh my god, Yes!" as the invisible force slammed into her from behind, the sound of her wetness slapping against the bedpost echoing through the room. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her knuckles white as she clenched the bedsheets, her body moving in rhythm with the relentless pounding she was receiving. The sensation was so intense that she felt her orgasm building up like a volcano ready to erupt.

Her pussy was stretched and filled beyond what she thought possible, the feeling of the invisible cock pumping into her was more than just a mere physical act—it was a psychological and emotional symphony of pleasure. Her mind raced with thoughts of what this could be, a ghostly lover, a figment of her own desires brought to life? The more she thought about it, the more she didn’t care. All she knew was that she was on the edge of something mind-blowing, something she had never felt with Deacon, no matter how much she loved him.

The invisible force pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in, hitting her G-spot with a precision that made her toes curl. Her moans grew louder, filling the room as she reached back to feel for something, anything to hold onto, this time her hand felt something different, something resembling a human. She gripped it and felt it pulse in sync with her own heartbeat. It was the base of the phantom cock, she realized with a mix of horror and excitement. It was thick and veiny, not unlike Deacon's, but definitely not quite human.

The pace grew more erratic, the force behind each thrust pushing her closer and closer to the edge of a climax that seemed to stretch on forever. Terri's mind was in a whirlwind of confusion and pleasure, her body responding in a way she never knew possible. She felt the spirit's other hand snake around her body, finding her clit and beginning to rub it in perfect sync with its thrusts. Her orgasm built like a crescendo, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Oh, oh, oh," she chanted, the words devolving into incoherent sounds as pleasure overtook her.

With a series of quick and driving thrusts they both reached the peak of ecstasy, her pussy clenching around the phantom cock as it released a hot, thick torrent of cum deep inside her. The force of her orgasm was so intense she thought she would black out, her vision swimming with stars as the pleasure washed over her in waves. Terri felt the spirit's cock pulse within her, filling her with a warmth that seemed to spread throughout her body, leaving her trembling and gasping for breath.

"What...who...." and she fainted from exhaustion.

She came to about an hour later, her eyes slowly opening to see her legs held straight in the air and something putting pressure on her shoulders, keeping her in that vulnerable position. She was still wet from her previous encounter and she felt the bed shift as if something was climbing onto it with her. The fear began to creep in, but so did the arousal, her body was begging for more of whatever this was.

She began to make out what it was, and she felt the dick go back in her and she gasped, "Shit yes.." and she felt it beginning to slide in and out.  Her eyes now wide saw it was a spirit, something not human but definitely male, with a thick cock that was slightly glowing with each thrust. It's skin was almost transparent, allowing her to see the muscles flex and move beneath the surface.  It had no face, no eyes, no mouth, but it knew exactly where to touch her, how to make her scream, how to make her cum.

This demon, this spirit, whatever it was, was relentlessly pounding away at her, making her pussy grip and pulse around it as if it had been waiting for this moment all it's existence. Terri's eyes remained locked on the spirit's translucent form, watching the muscles ripple and bulge as it took her over and over again. Despite her fear, she couldn't help but feel a perverse excitement, a dark thrill at being used by something so powerful and other worldly.  Her body had never felt so alive, so in tune with its own desires, and she couldn't help but revel in the sensation.

She panted "let me get on top" and with surprising strength for something so ethereal it flipped her over and she found herself straddling this spirit, it's glowing cock still hard and embedded deep inside her. Terri leaned forward, her hands on the spirit's shoulders, her breasts swaying in the dim light. She began to ride it, her hips moving in a wild dance of pleasure, each thrust sending jolts of ecstasy through her body. The spirit's hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements, its hips rising to meet her own.

The room grew hazy with the scent of sex and something else, something primal and earthy that seemed to come from the spirit itself. Terri felt a strange connection to it, as if their bodies were made to fit together in this most intimate of dances. The spirit's grip tightened, its movements becoming more erratic as it approached its climax. She could feel its energy building, the force of its desire resonating through her very bones.

The spirit's cock grew thicker and longer within her, stretching her to new heights of pleasure and pain. Terri threw her head back, her long hair cascading down her back as she screamed in ecstasy, her nails digging into the spirit's firm flesh. Its skin was cool to the touch, yet it burned with a fire that seemed to set her own skin aflame. She could feel the warmth of its seed building, the pressure inside her growing almost unbearable.

Then they both came together, her body convulsing around the spirit's cock as it pumped its otherworldly cum into her quivering pussy. Terri felt her soul leave her body for a brief moment, only to be dragged back by the weight of pleasure that filled her to the brim. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and she collapsed onto the spirit, her chest heaving with the force of her orgasm. The spirit's form began to take more shape.  'Was it him cumming into her that gradually made it more visible and human-like?' she thought.  She was willing to find out further and see if that was in fact true.

She rolled onto her back, pulling this thing on top of her again "Fuck me again" she begged and it didn’t disappoint.  It began to slide back and forth with purposeful strokes that made her pussy tighten around it.  The spirit's form grew more defined, its body becoming more human-like with each thrust, it’s skin now a pale shade of blue, with glowing veins pulsing with a dark energy. Terri's eyes widened as she took in the sight of this spirit, now fully visible, its body a sculpted masterpiece of muscles and sinew, glowing slightly in the dark room.

She was able to touch him more, she grabbed his ass cheeks which still wasn't quite fully human but had the firmness of a well toned man, and pulled him deeper into her with each thrust. His cock was still glowing and she watched as the light grew more intense with each stroke, the veins on his member pulsing with dark energy.  It was like watching a living sculpture of lust, and she was the canvas it was painting upon with each deep penetration.

She begged it to go deeper, her voice hoarse from the screams of pleasure that had been torn from her throat. The spirit, now more human in form, took the cue and slammed into her with a force that made the bed shake. Terri's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt the bed shifting beneath them, the spirit's weight pressing her into the mattress, its cock reaching depths that Deacon's never had.

The spirit's hands slid up her body, caressing her breasts with a gentle touch that belied the ferocity of its fucking. It pinched her nipples, sending bolts of pleasure through her body, making her arch upwards to meet its thrusts. In an instance without any hint of what was coming, her orgasm ripped through her, she screamed as loud as she ever had before, "Jesus Fucking Christ, Oh fuck!!" The sensation was foreign to her but so intense she could feel it in every fiber of her being, her toes curled and her back bowed as the spirit's cock swelled even larger, filling her completely, stretching her tight pussy to the brink of pain.

Her orgasm still lingering and her body convulsing making her go silent in delirium, she felt this thing erupt inside of her.  The amount of cum she felt spurting into her was unlike anything she had ever felt, it was as if a river of molten lava filled her. The spirit's cock grew even thicker, its glow intensifying until it was almost blinding, the heat of its climax searing her from the inside out. Terri felt her own body respond, her pussy clenching around the spirit in a desperate attempt to hold onto the feeling of fullness, her juices mixing with the spirit's seed to form a slick, hot mess that coated her thighs.

That release of cum made him become more defined, his features sharper, she could see his face now, it was handsome, almost beautiful with sharp cheekbones and piercing blue eyes. Terri felt a strange mix of fear and desire, but the latter was definitely winning. She could feel the cum leaking out of her onto the bed, warm and sticky.

Terri sunk into the bed and passed out, this spirit or demon or whatever she thought it was had sapped the energy out of her with the intense sexual encounter.  She lay there for what felt like hours asleep.  When she woke up she was alone.

She went to the bathroom to clean up and came back out, she felt lost.  She crawled back into bed and laid on her stomach hoping she'd feel his cock again.  She called out, "I'm ready!", and sure enough she felt the coldness of the room turn warm again, the bed shifted and she felt his hands on her hips and his cock pressing against her wet pussy from behind.  The thought hadn't crossed her mind that she was cheating on her husband.

The spirit's cock plunged into her from slightly above her from behind, the angle this time hitting her G-spot in a way that made her eyes roll back and her mouth form a silent "Oh!" of pure bliss. He drove in hard and deep over and over and over, all she could was grunt with each powerful thrust, "uh...uh...uh..." her voice a series of unintelligible sounds.

Deacon had never hit her from this angle before, and it was driving her insane with pleasure.  The spirit's cock was unlike anything she had ever felt, a perfect mix of size, girth and angling that hit every sensitive spot within her. Her orgasm was building again, the anticipation making it feel like it was going to shatter her into a million little pieces.

"Oh my god, yes...I'm gonna..fuck..." Terri's voice trailed off as she began to spasm and convulse under the spirit's relentless onslaught, her orgasm ripping through her like a tempest. The spirit's grip tightened on her hips, its thrusts growing more erratic and urgent, feeling her cum drip out of her and onto the sheets beneath them. She was lost in a sea of pleasure, her body no longer her own, a mere vessel for the spirit's carnality.

The spirit then unleashed a jet stream of cum that seemed to go on forever, filling her to the brim and overflowing onto the bed, painting her ass cheeks and the small of her back in a warm, sticky embrace. Terri felt the weight of his body pressing her into the mattress, his hot breath on her neck, and she realized that she never wanted this to end. She couldn't move but looked over as the spirit had fallen beside her and she could now see him fully, a creature of beauty and power, it was as if he was a real person with a slight glow around him. His cock still hard and pulsing with the aftermath of his climax.

She couldn't believe how good looking he was, how now she could see it as someone real. She turned her head to face him, her breath shallow and her eyes wide with a mix of terror and lust. "Who...what are you?" she managed to whisper.

The spirit, now fully manifested, gave her a smile that was both charming and eerie, his eyes gleaming in the moonlit room. He still couldn't speak to her yet.  She just stayed staring at the gorgeous spirit man.  

She looked at her phone to check the time, she said, "Quickly, Deacon will be home soon.  We have time for one more."  The spirit nodded and took control, grabbing her so she could straddle him.  Now with him nearly fully human, she could really act on her natural instincts with him.  She lifted up, grabbing his immense shaft and guiding it into her waiting pussy.  She slowly slid down on it, her mouth agape feeling the full thickness "Ahhhh..you're so big!" she exclaimed.  She began to rock her hips in a circular motion, feeling the tip of his cock graze her G-spot with every rotation.

"Shit...it's so...so..." she struggled to find words to describe the indescribable sensation of the spirit's cock filling her completely. She could feel it pulsating with power, its length and girth unlike anything she'd ever encountered. The spirit's hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements, his eyes never leaving hers, as if he could read her every thought and desire.

Her face was contorting with pleasure and surprise as she took him in.  She began to bounce, her breasts slapping against her chest with each downward thrust. The sound of their skin slapping together filled the room, mixing with the occasional squeak from the bed springs. The spirit watched her intently, his hands now roaming over her body, tracing the curves of her waist and cupping her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples into hardened peaks.

For the first time since they began this sexual escapade the spirit's mouth engulfed her tits, sucking and biting her nipples, causing her to throw her head back and arch her body. Terri's moans grew louder, filling the room like a siren's call. Her pussy tightened around the spirit's cock, her walls contracting in a silent plea for more, for something she hadn’t even known she needed until this moment.

Her hands were grabbing her own hair as she bounced up and down on his big cock moaning loudly, "Oh god, oh fuck, yes, yes, yes!" She was in a trance-like state, riding this spirit from the other side like her life depended on it. She felt a pressure building in her belly, a pressure that was unfamiliar but incredibly intoxicating. Her pussy was tightening around his cock, her orgasm was approaching, but it felt like something more was about to happen.

The spirit's hands moved to her hips, his grip tightening, as he began to thrust upward to meet her downward movements, their rhythm growing more frenzied and urgent. Terri felt as if she was being claimed by something ancient and primal, something that had been waiting for her for an eternity. The spirit's eyes held hers, a silent promise of pleasure and darkness that she couldn't look away from, even if she'd wanted to.

Just then, the spirit deposited a load of cum inside of her that was so voluminous, it felt like she was being bathed in warm, thick liquid. She felt the warmth of his seed spreading through her, filling her to the brim and then some, dripping down her thighs and onto the bed. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before, and she couldn’t help but let out a long, low moan of satisfaction.  Her orgasm ignited by his stream of cum, she came hard, her body shaking and quivering as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

She fell off and began to suck the rest of the cum coming out of the spirit's cock, tasting something she never had before.  She looked up and the spirit moaned in pleasure, "Ahhh..suck it all" and she did, the spirit's first words to her made her feel powerful, like it was her pussy that had transformed this spirit into something nearly all human now.

She sucked him dry and said, "Tomorrow...I want to see you again tomorrow." The spirit nodded in agreement, his eyes still locked onto hers, and then with a blink he was gone. Terri was left there, sprawled on the bed, her body sticky with cum and sweat, her heart racing, and her mind racing even faster. What was she going to do about Deacon? How could she keep this a secret from him? But as she lay there, basking in the afterglow of her encounter, she realized she didn't care. This was something she needed, something she craved.

She cleaned up, threw the sheets in the wash and put on new ones on the bed and waited for Deacon to get home from work.  That night she didn't say too much, her mind thinking about tomorrow already.

The next day she went home for lunch, as soon as she walked into the door she began to throw off her clothes shouting, "I'm here, I'm ready." and ran into the bedroom nude.  She jumped onto the bed and the spirit appeared, his appearance was more human like than ever before and she reached up to bring him down onto her body, "I need you inside me now!" she demanded.

The spirit looked down with lust in his eyes, he pushed her legs apart and slammed his cock into her, her juices were already flowing and she was wet and eager.  Terri wrapped her arms around him, fir the first time she could dig her nails into his back and feel the flesh, "Yes, fuck me, take me," she urged him on.  He picked up his pace, driving into her with a ferocity that seemed to make her body quiver with pleasure. Her nails dragged down his back leaving streaks of red, his body was now almost entirely human but for the glow that still emanated from his skin.

He was pounding into her, the moans coming from her mouth urging him on "Harder, deeper," she begged as he gave into her desires, the spirits new found humanity making it so much more intimate. She could feel his muscles tense and flex as he thrust into her, the sensation of skin on skin so intense it was almost too much. His cock grew even larger, pulsing with each powerful stroke.

She began to convulse, her eyes rolling back in her head as the spirit's cock swelled even more within her, stretching her to the limits of pleasure. She felt something building inside of her, a pressure that was unlike any orgasm she'd ever experienced. It was as if she was being filled with an essence that transcended mere physical ecstasy, something that resonated through her very soul.

The exhale of a cataclysmic release she let out was unnerving "Oh god, oh god," she chanted as the spirit continued to thrust into her, her pussy walls tightening around his thick, pulsing cock. The spirit’s movements grew more erratic, his own climax approaching, and she felt a strange, otherworldly power building between her legs. The spirit erupted, the cum pouring into her was never ending, like a fountain of pure, warm ecstasy.  He pulled out and spurted more onto her face, her breasts, her belly and she felt a sense of pride that she had made him cum so much, she had never had this power over Deacon.  He grunted, "Oh god Terri, that was amazing" and her eyes opened in shock as she heard him speak as if he were someone real, an actual person calling her by name.

She was speechless, in shock as he continued "Can you get Deacon out of the house for the weekend?" and she nodded, "Yes, yes, of course," she whispered as he leaned in to kiss her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth. His kiss was unlike anything she'd ever experienced before—it was as if he was tasting her very soul, claiming her in a way that Deacon never could.

The night came, she knew Deacon had a big project due Monday so she had to think of something to get him out of the house so she could be alone with the spirit.  "Honey, I'm going to be doing a lot around the house this weekend and Syvia might stop by.  I know you need to focus on that work project, did you want to maybe go stay with your parents on Friday or Saturday?  That way I won't disturb you." she said as innocently as she could.

Deacon looked at her in a puzzled way, "Uhh, you've never suggested this before. Are you sure?" Terri nodded with a cheeky smile, "I just want to give you the space you need, babe. You know how it is." Deacon thought for a moment, then nodded, "Alright, I'll take you up on that offer. I really do need to focus." He kissed her on the forehead and returned to his work, unaware of the steamy weekend that awaited her.

Friday rolled around and that morning she told Deacon, "I know you're going to your parents tomorrow but did you want to stay there tonight after work too?  Get as much done as you can and come back Sunday afternoon?" She hoped her voice didn't give away the excitement she was feeling, knowing she'd soon be alone with the spirit.

Deacon nodded, his eyes still glued to his screen, "Yeah, that's probably a good idea. I'll pack my bag when I get home tonight." She didn't know how to say what came out of her mouth next, "Uhhh I already packed it for you, it's by the door." Deacon looked up surprised, "What? Boy you're in a hurry to get me out of the house for the weekend, aren't you?" he said half jokingly. She just giggled and said "Well you know what they say, happy wife, happy life!" He laughed and kissed her before heading out the door to work.

As soon as he left she called work and told them she was working from home and to email her if they needed her.  She called out, "We can be alone, all weekend.  Where are you?" and not a minute later the spirit appeared in the living room.  She got a clear look at him now, with a clear mind, not fogged by euphoria brought on by an orgasm.  Her jaw dropped, he was a vision of beauty, a Greek god with muscles on muscles, a cock that would make a pornstar jealous, and the most piercing blue eyes she had ever seen.

He walked over and picked her up, "This weekend will be amazing" and he headed to her bedroom.  Terri had never seen a creature more beautiful in her life, she felt a strange mix of love, lust and fear. She was addicted to his ability to send her to orgasmic heaven with his body, the lust she craved for him as soon as she was alone, and the fear that she was falling for him, ready to toss away her life as she had known it up until a few days ago.

Those thoughts flew out of her head as soon as he laid on her on the bed and entered her again, his cock feeling even more alive and demanding than ever before. Terri felt herself melting into the mattress as the spirit began to move, his hips grinding against hers in a rhythm that seemed to resonate through the very fabric of the universe. They had passionate sex all day and night and each time he emptied his load he became more and more human. It was the fuel he needed to enter her life as a normal person.

They spent hours talking, being a couple, but the sex was the drug that her body needed and he didn't disappoint.  She had never imagined she could get fucked this mnay times, have this many orgasm over the course of hours, a day, a weekend. She didn't want Deacon to return, the spirit's cock now as human to her as Deacon was the thing she wanted, she craved.  

On Sunday morning they were making love, the spirit was pounding her from behind as she leaned over onto the bed.  His hands slapped her ass as his cock was pumping in and out of her soaking wet pussy. She was moaning loudly, completely unaware that Deacon had gotten home.  Her orgasm rushing to her head while she moaned loudly, "Fuck me, I love it, oh god, harder, yes!"

Deacon thought he heard her, and walked towards the bedroom door.  Inside he heard Terri "Jesus..I'm cumming again...oh...yes!"  He froze, not in a million years did he expect to hear that.  He opened the door and saw his wife being fucked by this strange man.  But this man was unlike any other, with a glow and a cock that looked like it could rip a hole through the fabric of reality.  Terri's eyes were squeezed shut in ecstasy, her body shaking violently as she orgasmed again and again.

They didn't notice Deacon had walked in, he was frozen witnessing his wife being pummeled by a man who was something a little different.  Terri moaning, "Oh my god, I'm cumming so hard!" the spirit grunting with each thrust, his body shimmering with sweat and power. Deacon's eyes grew wide as he took in the sight before him, his mind racing with confusion and betrayal.

"What the fuck!" he exclaimed and they both looked over but the sensation that each was feeling as they both came couldn't make them abruptly stop.  The spirit was emptying himself into Terri and she was milking him dry, her pussy quivering around his thick cock. "Oh fuck..Deacon...it's not..." but her orgasm didn't allow her to finish her sentence.

Deacon's shock was palpable, his eyes wide with disbelief and anger. Terri quivering collapsed onto the bed, trying to catch her breath "Deacon...it's...he's not what you think," she managed to gasp out as the spirit pulled out of her, his cock still glistening with their mixed juices. The spirit turned to look at Deacon, his eyes meeting Deacon's with a fiery intensity that seemed to burn through the very fabric of reality.

"You should..." she kept trying to speak but her breathing was so heavy..."I'll call...just go...I'm sorry...I'll explain," she gasped, trying to get Deacon to leave before things got worse. He was distraught and walked out of the room, slamming the door so hard the house shook. She knew she had to face him eventually but she wanted more from the spirit.

She didn't answer her phone all day and night, instead continuing to have sex with the spirit the rest of the day.  More times than she could count, each time he unleashed his loads into and on her he became more and more of a living thing she wanted in her life.

She eventually called Deacon the next day saying she couldn't explain but she wanted a divorce and for him to get all of his things out of the house by the weekend.  Her life became work and a few social outings of the house and intense, gratifying, constant orgamsic love making to the spirit, now human inside the house, which he was confined to.  She didn't care if she ever left the house again because all she wanted was to feel him inside of her, pumping and emptying himself into her over and over again. 
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