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Do you believe in ghosts? Well if you don’t you probably should because that’s what I am.

Yep, I’m a ghost.

I am Mable the ghost. I am a soul who was snatched away from this world far too early. I am a wandering spirit who is trapped, prevented from moving to the other side.

My soul finds itself stuck here in this plane, unable to pass on. I am still haunted by the things I never got to do in my shortened life and they stop me from being able to find peace. How is my poor spirit supposed to move on if I never get to experience the joys of sex!?

Yep, I’m a horny ghost.

But can you blame me? I am a woman who never got to feel the pleasures of being a woman in the flesh. I was too shy to actually go with a guy, but I was building myself up towards it! I just needed a little more time.

I watched porn every day, every night, and masturbated until I fell to sleep. I used to go into university with sex toys plugging up my pussy and buzzing against my nipples. I even used to wander the streets at night when no one else was out, exposing my naked body to the cold air.

Yep, I’m a perverted ghost.

There is no way that I am going to be able to move on to the other side until I finally get to experience the sensation that I was waiting for my whole life. To pass on to the other side I need to experience sex. I need to have sex!

Of course I realize this is a bit of a problem seeing as I’m now a floating, invisible, spirit who fades through everything I touch. One of the first things I did once I became a ghost was to try and ride the cock of some guy. I dropped my hips down around his cock and went straight through the bed and came out a floor down. Safe to say that was not a success.

Yeah it’s been a hard life being a ghost, with life being a very inappropriate term to use. Sure I’ve gotten to experience my voyeurism fetish to exquisitely close degrees and seen everything from masturbation to sex to some weird fetishes people take part in behind closed doors but all that’s done is made me even more horny; it’s made me need the main event even more.

Thank god ghosts can still masturbate or I’d have already gone crazy; now you know what ectoplasm is.

So why am I telling you all this? Do you think that I want your pity? That is not my aim, this is a mission of guidance. See I have managed to crack the code on how to get what I desire and I do not want any future ghost perverts to have to struggle like I did to discover these secrets.

I have discovered the way that I will be able to get the sex that I need to pass onto the other side.

Possession.

If you also find yourself on the other side after you read the instructions to some fetish device wrong, like a certain someone did, then do not bother wasting your time wandering from house to house to see the hidden kinks of all of your friends and neighbors. Instead put your time into mastering the arts of possession. Then you too can go from watching to experiencing.


Once you have trained yourself up, starting with inanimate objects and moving bigger and bigger until you can successfully inhabit a human body, you are ready to make your way to the other side.

Now there are two important things to consider here. One, who you will be possessing, and two, who will you be targeting after you’ve successfully possessed your vessel?

As a ghost you’ll naturally be able to emphasize the features of anybody you possess with your added mass and high libido but you’ll still want to make sure you pick somebody attractive to increase your chances of successfully getting fucked.

If the person you want to fuck or get fucked by has a partner than they are a prime target for you to take over, naturally.

Sure some people will just choose anybody randomly to fuck so they can pass over but think, what if you pick somebody lousy and the sex ends up being awful? What if you get stuck here forever because the feeling of their small cock doesn’t give you the pleasure you desire? Choose wisely.

I have done my homework. I spent a lot of time floating around the neighborhood spying on people having sex so I know where to find the prime piece of meat to take my first time.

Lance Wheeler. Drool drool, if I still had drool. Now this is the guy who has it all, all I’m looking for anyway. He ain’t got no brains and no personality but a lustful ghost doesn’t really need those. What I needed was good looks, a hot body, lots of stamina and a big cock. Tick, tick, tick and tick again.

He’s been a personal favourite sight for me to spy upon. Ace of the football team who seems to have the whole sorority taking turns of him and sends them out the next morning with legs shaking and juices flowing; how could I resist that?

Speaking of sorority that place is like a catalogue for us ghosts to pick from, being filled to the brim with all manner of hot, young, girls in all shapes, colors and sizes. Of course it’s where I’ve picked my personal fuck vessel for the evening from.

Annie Fuller; bitch.

It’s not like I’m choosing her because I don’t like her, despite the fact she’s a bossy, arrogant, obnoxious, loud mouthed, cheerleading bully or anything. She’s my personal pick because despite the fact her personality is rotten to the core I can’t deny she’s possibly the hottest girl in the entire university.

Plus having power over her for once is kind of thrilling; wait not supposed to be being sadistic, okay.

So I don’t know who you would choose for your first time but there is mine done. A hot, cheerleader blonde with a big, muscular, hung, football player. Nobody said that my desires had to be original.

I had picked out a vessel. I had picked out a cock. I’d learned the power of possession and I was sick and tired of having to masturbate my horny, ghost, pussy to get myself off. I wasn’t going to wait around any longer, it’s time for me to finally pass on to the other side with an orgasm.

Guess you’re coming for the ride then. Looks like I won’t be the only one riding tonight.


The first step is picking up my body. I’ve waited until after Annie’s classes were over and she was back in the safety of her room so I didn’t get any weird looks taking her over in public. I’d of course tested out possession before and it had all gone well but that was testing; this was the real deal.

First I compose myself, concentrate and prepare mentally. Do I still have a mind? Not important now, gotta focus on the task at hand.

Focus on the person I want to possess, visualize myself entering into their body, taking it over, having it as my own. As soon as I get the thought into my head that that body is mine suddenly surge forwards and… and…

Success! Everything went black as I dove into her body but when my vision returned and I looked around, lifting my hands up to observe I didn’t see a translucent white form that was only visible to myself and instead spied peachy skin and girly hands with long, manicured, fingers nails.

Of course the first thing I was gonna do is run to a mirror to make sure everything was completely fine. There she was looking back at me, Annie Fuller, except right now it wasn’t Annie it was me starring as Annie Fuller. Her body and my mind.

Really I shouldn’t be so shocked about this being a ghost and all, one who has possessed people before for short amount of times but oh my god it totally worked, I’m so damn giddy right now! After all this puts me one step closer to getting laid which puts me one step closer to crossing over.

First thing was first, getting rid of all of those clothes so I could have a good look at what I had to work with. I already knew it was going to be fine and being in the body only helped me to appreciate that.

Kind of embarrassing to say, a knock on my pride, but Annie was always better looking than me. I never thought I was bad, maybe average, a bit above average at best, it’s just Annie is really hot.

Those head cheerleader good looks, the kind you wouldn’t be surprised to see splashed all over some glamor magazine.

That long, flowing, blonde hair that always seemed to shine and bounce day after day after day. What did she use at shampoo, unicorn tears?

Then there was the body. If you look up curves in the dictionary it tells you to look up Annie Fuller for more details. If I’d been a block then she was definitely an hourglass, she looked like someone had enchanted a barbie doll.

Her bust was bigger than mine ever was, her hips were wider, waist narrower, ass bigger, legs longer; life wasn’t fair from me at all was it? However now it was all mine! Hahah! Hey where is the thunder and lightning? Did Hollywood lie to me?

Let’s digress to what’s important, I’ve never felt so damn sexy in my whole life and I’m well aware that I don’t need to stop here. A ghost like me usually doesn’t take up any space as we simply float through everything but when we enchant and possess a body all our mass is collected inside and can be distributed around the body, I think I brought that up earlier. Basically I can make this hot body even hotter.

Naturally I’m sending all that mass to my tits and ass. I know what the boys supposedly like and I’m going to give it to them; those huge, porn star tits and that Kimmy K ass bouncing around.

Up they swell, my mass being pushed into those curves to give them a capital C, bust size exploding outwards while my booty did the same, popping into a big, squishy, bubble butt.

It went even better than I imagined. I thought it was gonna be a small boost like I’d slipped on a push up bra but it was like I’d swallowed up a helium pump and took advantage of some whacky cartoon physics; my tits had been supersized.

As a natural B cup I couldn’t even begin to guess what size I was now. Annie had been a D, maybe a double D, but those days were long gone. I’d be fishing around in the second half of the alphabet to find a cup size that could holster these twins and that ass is not far behind.

“Did I go too far? Will guys even find this sexy?”

Speaking and hearing a completely different voice coming out is so weird. Even Annie’s voice is sexier than mine, I always sounded like a kid but she sounds like a confident woman. At least I’m getting to give it a go just once.

So the body is secured now. I’m an absolute A class sex bomb, or have gone too far and look like a freak but I’m going to place my bets on A, that I’m far too hot to resist. However this still throws up a new issue.

“Now what the fuck am I going to wear?” Yeah I’m speaking to myself out loud now, deal with it.

All of Annie’s clothes are meant to cover up her curvy body, not these monster curves. Seriously if I try and pull her skirt back up I end wedging it under my huge ass, bouncing the cheeks up and down as brute force doesn’t seem to pay off. Pay attention to this, this could happen to you one day.

“Let’s see what I can do then,” sigh. If there is one thing I always did have over Annie it was that I’m creative. You think any other ghosts would come up with their own sex assist guide book? Time for me to throw something together and then go get my man. Wish me luck.


Lemme just confirm that I did a pretty good job putting this outfit together. On the way to the male’s dorm I could feel perverse eyes clinging to my body, exploring over my curves. I was a natural pervert so I knew all the ways to spy on a hot piece of meat while pretending not to; they were all over me.

None of them had the balls to approach me however. Their loss. I was so fucking horny as I walked I may have pounced on the first one to hit me with their material. My borrowed pussy was stewing the whole route.

The journey to Lance’s room felt agonizingly long as fantasies about his cock surged through my mind. I’d shot him a text before I’d set out to make sure he was in and to expect me so I didn’t end up going feral around the campus after building myself up for a fall. Another top tip from me. Now I’m finally here I can feel my heart pulsing to the extreme; not felt that in a while.

No more time to waste, knock knock, open up, I need your fat dick to take me to the other side.

And there he was, standing in the doorway as the way to his room opened up, my muscular prince charming.

Looking me up and down, up and down; I hope he likes what he sees, I didn’t try and hide the good stuff from him. I further emphasized my legs and my height with a pair of red high heels Annie had in her wardrobe, even if my height is still below his, the stud.

Quick bit of sewing and suddenly I had a multi-colored, frilly, skirt wrapped around my wide hips, hiding most of my giant ass yet not enough to look entirely decent, the huge size clearly visible.

Her loosest shirt ripped down the front to give me an awesome cleavage that looked too big to be real. The fact that none of her underwear fitted this body anymore can’t hurt either.

With the big brute yet not opening his mouth, mind probably not having came up to speed yet, it’s time to check the cheat code for boy’s excitement levels. There it is, tenting the front of his pants. That’s a big, throbbing, bulge. Yeah he likes it.

“Hey Lance,” I say using my best alluring voice, “aren’t you going to invite me in?”

Of course I am not going to take no for an answer right now, even if he tries it I’m still pouncing him. However with his member as hard as it is I’m suspecting the answer is going to be what I want to hear.

“Erm… come in,” he relented with that deep, raspy, voice. I’m not even inside yet and I’m already weak at the knees.

I’ve been in this room far too many times to count in my ghost form but coming in in a fleshy body is completely different. This could technically be the first time I’ve been in a guy’s room, and now I’m about to beg him for sex.

The door slammed shut behind me and served as a cue for me to act.

“So Lance,” I begin in that seductive tone, and then I spin around to ask him to fu... Correction, then I spin around and go beet red as he’s already taken his rock hard cock out of his pants.

“What didn’t you come here to fuck?” he pretty bluntly spells out, “I don’t know what you did to yourself but you look hot as fuck right now, even hotter than usual. Just looking at you got me like this.”

Yeah that was the dick I wanted. It’s hard to put into words what a fine specimen of meat it is, everything about it is just perfect. That hung like a horse length, that forearm style thickness, the fat mushroom settled on top, the pulsing veins that throbbed heroically down the shaft. Marry me Mr. Cock, you may now kiss the bride.

Smooch.

I got so lost in my daydream I don’t even remember when I ended up on my knees with his bulbous dick settled between my lips. Did his strong hand push me down here or did I drop myself down on instinct?

It doesn’t matter, what does matter is this is the first time I’ve gotten to touch his dick, taste his dick, smell his dick. My sight and hearing had always still worked along with the world of the living but those other three senses had cruelly eluded me. Now I could indulge.

Wrapping my soft hand around his hard girth I can feel the difference between my silky, feminine, palm and his hot, stiff, member, pulsing under my grasp. It’s like I’ve got raw masculinity balanced between my dainty fingers.

He seems to like my hand complimenting his cock as Lance has used it as the trigger to start feeding his dick into my mouth, that same manly tool I admired with my hand now heading to my throat.

What a powerful taste. It’s nothing I can compare to another flavor it’s just overpowering. It’s lathering my tastebuds in his primal essence, making yet another of my senses submit to his masculinity.

Taste isn’t the only new victim. The deeper I go the stronger the scent becomes as I approach closer to his lap. Down here the air is heavy, contaminated with his smell, with the strong, musky odor that his body produces. It’s burning my nostrils and carrying that same heat down to my loins. The smell of a strong, virile, stud male is just too much for a lustful pervert like me to handle with a straight face.

Luckily my face wasn’t straight right now, it was stretched open and wrapped around his mammoth of a muscle which was getting painted in the slobbering mess of my throat slime. He was seriously managing to strike down into my throat, to grind a bulge in my neck from the insides with inches still to spare. This is truly the one.

Every thrust of his hips into my mouth, slapping into my lips, makes my heart beat faster and my juices somehow flow quicker. If he doesn’t hurry up and plug up my cunt he’s going to end up to his ankles in my pussy nectar.

Finally I get to breath again as he seems to have had enough of plowing my throat and lubricating his dick in my drool, dragging his huge slab of cockmeat free of my wet mouth with a messy pop that makes my face almost as messy as his shaft now is.

“Right this should be enough lube,” the big stud comments as the wet globs of slobber hang from his erect tower, “Now turn that ass around Annie and let me see that puss. You seriously gonna let me do it raw?”

A condom? I’m a ghost I don’t give a shit about some rubber. This was the moment I had been waiting for and this build up hadn’t exactly put me off. In fact this foreplay had only gotten me even more excited for what is coming next. I’m not going to waste time exploring for protection.

Just like he asked I twist that body around to show off that festering, leaking, needy pink twat that I was packing between my thick thighs. My legs are soaked right now, it’s hard to truly get across how much I need this. It’s beyond life and death.

“Come on stud give it to me. You don’t know how bad I need that huge cock of yours. Come on do it, do it! Stir my pussy up with your giant dick! Screw the condom just fuck me raw!”

“Damn Annie I never knew you were such a lewd bitch.”

Yeah it was vulgar but I couldn’t help it, I hadn’t even gotten it in me yet and I was already cock drunk.

Finally it begins. There is the small slap to my loins as the head of the fat dick gives my soaked pussy lips a wet kiss and now he’s starting to slide that thick meat rod inside of me, giving me the sensation I’d be craving ever since I became a spirit.

It’s in! He’s pushed it inside of me! I can feel it spreading my pussy open to accommodate the girth. Sure my eyes have witnessed every inch time after time, sure my fingers have managed to admire the shape, sure my throat warned me what to expect but none of that could have prepared me for this.

Already I can’t feel any strength in my legs and he’s not even started moving yet. All he’s done is bury that dick deep inside of me and I know that isn’t every inch and yet I already feel packed to the brim. Where else is there for his cock to go?

He’s drawing back, his strong hips are on the move. Oh fuck the veins are dragging along the length of my spread twat; I’m close to cumming already. I have no idea how I’m gonna cope if he thrusts back ins--

“Aaaaahhhhhwwwweeee!”

Yes that was the sound of me having the orgasm of my life and afterlife. I’m still shaking in place, my cunt still throbbing and squirting out my juices. All he did was thrust back into me but he seemed to hit all of my buttons with one flick and send waves of pleasure washing through my current vessel. Either Annie’s body was built for this kind of thing or I’m just a total slut.

“Did you cum already?” Lance is asking me, “Am I expected to stop now?”

Fuck no! You don’t need to sound disappointed! If I could move my body at all right now I’d shake my head for you my meat dildo, instead let’s see if my mouth is still working.

“Please, more…”

Lust defeats exhaustion yet again and he’s back to fucking me. Oh sure my insides are red raw, that orgasm has made every inch of me even more sensitive than before and I’m in danger of going absolutely crazy from this overwhelming pleasure but that doesn’t mean the fact his strong hips are thrusting up and down, sending his hard rod of pulsing man meat down to strike the depths of my loins can be anything but a good thing.

At this rate I might end up melting away mid-fuck. I was right to get trapped here between worlds seeking out this pleasure as nothing in my entire life or following afterlife could compare to these sensations.

In and out. In and out. His cock is destroying me from the inside, pumping through my body and stirring me up. This bastard is going to make me cum again and I love him for it. I’m going to move to the other side as a drooling cock addict at this rate.

Here comes another one, another toe curling, skin tingling, finger clenching, insides tightening, whole body writhing orgasm. I can’t stop shaking, he’s pushing me over the edge yet again and keeping me pinned there as my juices flow and ferment the air with a hot, lust filled, stew. At this rate I might pass out before we’re done.

My orgasms are now starting to stack, the count has begun for me and he’s yet to break his duck. He’s just somehow seeming to plow into me deeper and deeper, at this rate it won’t be long until he’s buried down into my pussy to the hilt.

And there it is. His rock, hard, abs are now slapping into my oversized ass. I can hear the thudding sound every time his muscular frame comes slamming down, smacking my fatty backside hard. Maybe I should have gotten smaller assets after all, my ass won’t stop shaking and these fat tits are so heavy they keep bouncing me back up for another go; they’re making everything rougher.

I think I’m cumming again, it’s hard for me to tell properly with how sensitive I am. He’s not letting me rest for a second, I can barely tell what’s happening anymore. All of my senses are being overwritten by pleasure.

He just grabbed my hair and pulled me back, I’m not completely out of it yet I can feel him jerking my head upwards as he reshapes my pussy with that womb fucker.

“Hey Annie, I’m gonna cum now. It’s cool if I do it inside isn’t it?”

Did he have to try being a gentlemen at a time like this? Would any girl seriously let a guy do them raw and not expect to get flooded with jizz?

“Cum, cum, cum…,” my vocab seems to have taken a little bit of a hit but I don’t care as long as he gives me what I’m begging for.

I can feel it. I can feel it growing, the warmth stewing in his body, the pulsing and bulging of his member as he delivers his final rut into my pussy. This is it, he’s about to bury into me, he’s about to explode inside of me.

He’s doing it, his warmth is entering me. It’s so thick, so heavy, he’s painting my womb white with his cum. He’s going to fill me up to bursting, he’s going to pack me so much I’ll have to waddle this body out of here, he’s going to flood this womb to the absolute brim. I’m being turned into a raw sex addict by his orgasm.

It just seems to keep going and going. My stomach feels hot, heavy, full; it’s making my cunt shudder again. I’m cumming, I’m releasing my pleasure from getting creampied by that stallion dick.

This was even better than I imagined it would be in my fantasies, it’s no wonder my body refused to move to the other side without experiencing it. Now finally I could move to the other side, I could pass over knowing the true pleasures of a woman.

Thank you Lance you muscle headed stud dildo for fulfilling my last wish. With the strength drained from my legs, with my insides boiling in warm cum, with euphoria dosing my brain I can now finally find peace.


“Do it again Lance, fill me, fill my pussy with your cum!”

“I never knew you were such a wild girl. I’m not going to let you leave this room until my balls are totally dry!”

“Oh Lance!”

Yeah that isn’t me. Seems when I was done using Annie’s body and she returned to something close to normal my experiences in her body had left her a little twisted. I accidentally turned her into a nympho for that hung numbskull.

But at least her changing wasn’t in vain as I’m now safely on the other side with my fantasies fulfilled.

Or that is what I’d like to tell you anyway but no. Instead I’m still lingering here, floating around while those two grind together under me like animals.

Warning, if you’re a pervert like me who needs to lose their virginity and experience the wonders of sex to be able to pass onto the other side then pick your target carefully. Because if they’re too good you might find that your weird, pervert, mind has other ideas about turning down the chance for more sex.

I mean seriously, if sex is that damn good how am I supposed to move onto the other side if I never know what a threeway is like? Or a fourway? Or an orgy? Then there is anal, interracial, same sex…

I’ll move onto the other side one of these days, don’t you worry about that but first I’ve got a lot more devious acts to strike off my bucket list. I wonder what other studs are hanging around the neighborhood.
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