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Linda’s Story.

I had met Grace a bit earlier than I had thought. 

Being vision impaired, I sometimes have difficulty recognizing faces—even knock—out ones like hers. 

Oh, she made an impression every time I saw her. Usually, it’s a pretty big impression. And each time I saw her, I thought I recognized her, but that was traditionally filed away. 

But it would seem, that was part of her magic. 

Grace was scouting me for a few years, you see. 

She stayed in the background most of the time, unnoticed, forgotten, another face in the crowd. 

But there were times when our eyes would meet, and I would fall head over heels in love. 

Then I would forget her—not because of my eyesight but because of her magic. Grace could remain mostly anonymous and wipe away that memory after those rare times when she was discovered. 

Once we fell in love, she unwiped those memories. It's pretty effective, that little trick. 

The story before encountering her has been told a hundred times – I was the awkward teenage girl with glasses and braces, highly unpopular. At that young age, I considered myself heterosexual until finally admitting to myself a little bit after high school that I had some bisexual tendencies. 

Except for that one time in college with my roommate when nothing happened physically between us, my encounters were with boys only. A blowjob here. A finger job there. A little bit of fucking. But honestly, it was all forgettable. 

That continued for a while after college until I just totally gave up on sex altogether. I met a few guys online here and there and fucked a couple of them, but for the time, it was me and my toys. What more could a girl ask for?

But I need to back up just a little bit here. Grace.

The first time I saw Grace was on the college campus, where, one warm spring day, I was walking to class on one of the busier sidewalks. Her eyes captured me first. Our eyes met, and I swore at the time. I caught a little bit of panic, then that calmness that is all Grace. She smiled her wonderful smile when we walked by, and I melted on the inside. 

In a few seconds, I thought about her. I thought she might be a professor, and I found myself wondering about the ethics of having an affair with a professor, especially a female professor. 

Then, I promptly forgot her. 

A few years later, I am at work at the store. I was in one aisle while the store was open stocking paint when I heard something big and loud fall in the next aisle. 

I rushed over to see what the matter was when I saw her. Yes, it was Grace. What else do you think I am talking about here?

Anyway, one of our guys was paying more attention to her than where he was going and knocked over a bunch of empty five-gallon buckets. It's no biggie; they get knocked over all the time. 

When I rushed around the corner of the aisle, she spun and looked at me. Again, I swear, my heart stopped for a moment. I just looked at her, gawking at her. 

She smiled and said, “Oh, it seems your coworker had a careless little accident.” Fuck, her British accent about sent me over the edge right there. 

Suddenly, as if by magic (wink wink), one of the buckets rolls over in front of another of our workers, who is also paying more attention to her than where he was going. He dodges to miss the bucket and starts to fall into a display of five-gallon paint buckets. That had an opportunity for a mess! 

So, in a panic, I grabbed him by the arm and pulled him from that little impending disaster. 

And I promptly forgot her again. 

When I was older, I was running a 5K and ended up behind this woman with a spectacular butt molded into some sky-blue tights. 

By that time, my interest in women had grown a lot greater. You know, I considered myself bisexual but never actually made love with another woman. 

She was running a bit faster than me, but that butt had me hypnotized, and I felt like I had to catch her. 

Yep, it was Grace. Once again, who else are we talking about? Of course, I had not recognized her from the other dozen or so times I had run into her before, but still, that little bit of me thought she had an air of familiarity about her. 

So, I started running faster until I was next to her. She looks over, gives that knockout smile, and hits me with her best British accent. “Hello! Beautiful morning for a run!” She says all of that with nary a gulp of air.

Meanwhile, here I am, huffing and puffing like a steam engine, and all I can get out is a nod. 

“Want to keep pace?” she giggled, then took off. In a matter of a minute, she was out of view in the twists and turns of the 5K. I never caught up with her, never saw her at the finish line, and immediately forgot about her. 

After that, I discovered Angel and thought I had found the love of my life. We had hardly talked as much as talked, and I fell for her hard. And once we started talking (and flirting), I feel even harder. 

I questioned myself a few times – here I was in my early 40s, and she looked like a teenager. But she lived up to her name – she was an angel. And while I didn’t learn her age until later, she kept dropping hints that she was older. 

Having sex with her was one of the most unexpectedly beautiful moments of my life. 

Watching her completely disappear right in front of my eyes was the most horrific moment of my life. 

And, coming face to face with Grace seconds after, still buck naked, was one of the strangest moments of my life. 

I mean, I had just cum so many times I had forgotten how many times it was. And I had made this absolute cutie's cum so many times my face, fingers, and pussy were drenched with her juices. So, in a few seconds, I went from a beautiful, once-in-a-lifetime experience to total confusion to “What the hell is this somewhat familiar-looking chick doing here?.” 

Of course, Grace is calm, and it affects you. It took a little bit, but I eventually believed her. There was just way too much evidence about what she was saying. 

And after a while, I started getting a crush on her. 

It got so that my “alone” times were spent thinking about her—some incredible orgasms from those times. 

Little did I know, she was alone when I was out of the apartment. 

By then, my vision was getting awful. I was done with work by then, but I still spent a lot of time outside shopping, walking, or running. Sometimes, Grace would come with me, and sometimes, she would lead me to myself. 

A few times, I admit, I was a little bit pissed she did not come with me. Sometimes, I felt like I could have used that healthy pair of eyes to help me along one of my runs, walks, or shops. 

Then, one afternoon, I got home, and she was in the shower. I went into the bedroom and could smell the scent of sex. 

Oh fuck, it was one of the most beautiful things I had ever smelled. 

I found a little wet spot on the bed, which is weird. I know. But I had to sniff it. Oh fuck, it got me wet immediately. 

I heard the shower stop, quickly exited the bedroom, and sat at my computer like nothing had happened. 

But then I knew that Grace was having her own “alone” time when I was going out. That turned me on immensely. 

When we finally did make love, I felt like I was about to explode in anticipation. A couple of those orgasms felt like they were explosions of anticipation. 

I mean, before—I admit—I thought she was beautiful, I had lusted after her, and I had a crush on her. But I also thought she was so proper and pure. 

Before, when we were in training, she rarely used profanity. “Made love,” “penis,” “vagina,” “orgasm,” “anus,” all that stuff. Even then, she used the words technically as if she were a living textbook. 

Yeah, I had a crush on her – but I thought she was of an unattainable height. I admit I put her on a pedestal, telling myself she was way out of my league. 

Imagine my surprise when she so willingly gave her body to me when we made love that night.

See, she even has me doing it.

Anyway, making love to her was like a months-long fantasy finally coming to fruition—a dream come true. 

And finding out that her orgasm gave me my little powers for my own newly found job was an interesting add-on.

Before, I was only Guide material. I had what it took, and I had the knowledge, but I did not have all the necessary tools. 

When I hungrily lapped up her pussy juices that night, she not only gave me a delightful treat, but she gave me little powers.

My body became a lot more fit. My brain is a lot sharper. 

Still, I could not see worth a shit. The peripheral was still disappearing. But now, when I saw a dead person, I not only saw them but saw a bit of a glow coming from them that let me know that they were a dead person. I could even see that glow out of the corner of my eye, even when nothing else was there in my field of vision, and I could tell that the reading was accurate. 

I also found that I gave off that calming aurora. That was nice. Some ghosts do tend to panic. 

Finally, I found that information was slowly but indeed passed on from me to the deceased – eventually, they would realize they were dead and that we would have to orgasm simultaneously while looking each other in the eye. No fucking idea how all of that
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