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Prologue

Woodcock, California 2013

Rosalynd Boyes was a fairly typical kind of girl, for the town of Woodcock, California.  Woodcock is one of the few cities in this country that are a mecca of the adult industry.  In the nice big houses, you didn't find soccer moms, but porn actresses.  Rosalynd was one of those actresses and one of the girls that got into the industry because she enjoyed sex so much.  Boyfriends over the years always said she was a nymphomaniac. 

She had a contract with one of the biggest companies in Woodcock, Forbidden Delights Film.  They catered to the BDSM market, making top quality, full length movies featuring almost every kink or fetish you can dream up.  Rosalynd was a submissive who loved pain.  There wasn't much she couldn't handle when it came to pain and she usually left her movie sets bruised and sometimes even bloody.

There wasn't many girls who would do this kind of work repeatedly.  Never mind the fact that she was a gorgeous blond with an hourglass figure, long legs, and tits that were big enough to play with but small enough to be super perky.  She quickly rose to stardom, landing her big contract.

She lived a dream life, making big money from her films.  She didn't have to work constantly like most people did in the industry, due to the nature of her films.  She could film just one or two movies a month and live quite the lavish lifestyle.  She wasn't living in a mansion or anything, but she had a great car, designer clothes, and didn't need to worry about money.

The downside to being a star in the spotlight is sometimes you get crazy fans.  Regular film stars see this all the time, but with porn stars, the nut-jobs can be very, very nutty!  Rosalynd ended up with one such fan, unfortunately. 

He stalked her digitally at first, messaging her daily on all her social media accounts.  She tried to reply to fans as much as she could but this guy gave her the creeps very quickly.  She decided to just not reply and hope he would give up.  When that didn't work, she tried blocking him from being able to message her or even see her accounts.  He reacted by simply making a new account on every platform and beginning to harass her again.

She wasn't sure what to do.  She could just keep blocking him but she didn't know how he would react.  She thought he could try something crazier if she did that.  She went to the police and a nice detective advised her to just ignore him.  Since he hadn't threatened to kill her nor had he done anything in person, the department couldn't do anything more to help.  He did give her his card and told her that if his emails started to become threatening, she should forward them to the detective.  At least if there was an incident in the future, they would have evidence of his behavior.

She took their advice and just deleted his messages.  He didn't like being ignored and somehow tracked down her personal email address.  Then he started flooding that, instead of her social media.  His emails got worse and she got more and more scared.  She had a great security system installed on her house and stopped going out at night.  His letters were growing angry, how dare she ignore him, he should "come teach her some respect".  Every couple of weeks she would forward the worst of the emails to the detective she met.

This went on for months...  Finally one day the emails just stopped.  Rosalynd was so relieved, thinking he had given up. More than a week passed by without a word and she finally felt more relaxed.  She decided to be brave so she went out for dinner and then drinks with friends, girls who worked for Forbidden Delights too.  She had a great time and was finally feeling like herself again.  Her friends dropped her off at home.

The next morning her gardener found her dead in the kitchen.  The door off her kitchen had a big glass window in it, allowing the gardener to see inside and notice her as he passed by slowly while mowing the lawn.  She had been stabbed repeatedly and was lying in a pool of blood.  He called 911 and broke in through the door to try to help but she had been dead since the night before.

The detective she was communicating with was put on the case due to his knowledge of her.  It didn't take long for him to figure out that her harasser had stopped communicating with her because he was traveling cross-country to confront her in person.  Apparently, he had been following all the Forbidden Delights girls on social media, and one of them had tweeted about how awesome the bar & grill was, this told him their location and allowed him to find them. 

Luckily the guy was sloppy, leaving evidence behind, and was caught fairly quickly.  Her new security system had cameras outside and inside the house. The whole incident was caught on film and he had parked just two doors away after following the girls from the bar & grill, his personal car being observed by a neighbors security camera. The jury had no trouble reaching a guilty verdict.  He was sentenced to life without the possibility of parole.


Chapter One

Woodcock, California 2017

Christopher couldn't believe his luck in finding this house.  He had been living in a neighboring suburb of Woodcock because the house prices were pretty high in the city.  But this house was perfect and a good 15% below market price!  He didn't care if years ago some poor woman had died in the house.  Cindy, the realtor, had said the house had been bought and sold 3 times already since the murder.  The previous owners all thought it was haunted by the woman.

He didn't believe that for a second.  People had been searching for evidence of ghosts for a really long time and never turned up anything credible.  If science couldn't prove it with modern technology, it probably didn't exist, at least to his rational way of thinking.  The kitchen, where she died, had been completely remodeled so no one would ever be able to tell what had happened.  All it meant to him was he was getting a much nicer house, closer to work, that he could afford comfortably.               

The previous seller was happy to accept his bid right away and things moved quickly since the house was already empty.  It had been on the market for months.  A few weeks later Christopher finally got the keys, he called up some friends, and got moved in.  The weekend he spent moving his stuff he didn't notice anything out of the ordinary at the new place. 

After getting everything moved into the house they ordered pizza and relaxed over a few beers.  The standard way to thank friends for helping you move.  One of Christopher's friends told him that the woman who died in the house, Rosalynd Boyes, was not just any "adult star" like the realtor had told him.  Christopher had moved to this part of California just two years ago so he had not been around to hear the news when it happened.  His friend said she was in extreme bondage films where the men subjected her to all sorts of weird and painful stuff.  Christopher wasn't into all that but wasn't shocked by it either.  He was a website developer for a different porn production company and had seen his fair share of kinky stuff at work.

That night was the first night he slept in the house.  As he drifted off to sleep, he couldn't help but chuckle at the thought of people taking a loss on such a great house over a supposed "ghost."  That night he had a strange dream.  It was a sexual dream, which wasn't unusual for a single guy, but the subject matter was odd for him.  He was in what looked like a basement due to the poor lighting and lack of windows.  There was a curvy blond in the room with him, she was completely naked.

As if the basement in California wasn't weird enough, the girl was tied at the wrists standing up, to one pole of a big four poster bed.  Her hands were tied together with course rope and raised above her head, attached to the top of the post.  She had her back turned towards him so he couldn't see her face.  He could also see a black leather strap buckled behind her head which stood out in sharp contrast to her pale blond hair.  He figured it was probably a gag, he had seen plenty of those to recognize one.

She had leather cuffs around both her ankles which were attached to a long metal bar.  This forced her to keep her legs spread pretty wide open.  All of her was easily accessible really.  Christopher had played around with handcuffs and spanking a girl before, but never anything like this!  He walked towards the girl and stood to her side so her could get a look at her face.  She seemed vaguely familiar but in his industry there were an absurd amount of blonds so he had no idea where he might have seen her.

The girl did in fact have a black rubber ball gag in her mouth.  When she saw him get close, she looked from him to the bed and then back again quickly.  He glanced to where she had looked on the bed and noticed a leather paddle that he hadn't noticed before lying at the edge of the bed.  When she saw him looking at it, he could swear he saw her try to smile a bit.  There was a pleading look in her bright blue eyes, but she seemed calm, not scared.

“Do you want me to spank you with that?” Christopher asked her.  He hadn’t meant to say the words, it felt like he was not fully in control of himself.

She couldn’t reply with words so she just shook her head yes in reply.  He felt himself lean forward and grab the paddle, again he still felt like he wasn’t really in control.  He had spanked a girl with his hand before, but had never even thought about doing something like this.  Never mind the fact that this girl was a stranger to him.  Again, it appeared as though she was trying to smile as he picked up the paddle.

He moved behind her and began to tease her, gently gliding the paddle in a circular motion on one ass cheek and then the other.  This got a quiet moan out of her.  Out of the blue he pulled back the paddle and hit her with it, hard on the cheek he had just been teasing. 

CRACK!  The sound of the leather striking her skin was louder than he expected.  She jerked away instinctually and let out a muffled squeal.  The metal attaching her ankles to the metal rod clanged as she moved.  He now rubbed the spot her just hit gently with his hand.  Her ass cheek was already a lovely pink from the slap of the paddle.  Again, he rubbed in a circular motion, teasing her and getting a moan in response again.

CRACK! This time he brought the paddle down out of nowhere on the other cheek.  Again, she jerked away and let out a squeal.  He then repeated the teasing motion with his hand.

CRACK! Again and again he repeated this process for what felt like 10 minutes.  By the time he was done, both her ass cheeks were bright red.  Her squeals had turned into muffled screams and the jerking of her body was much more extreme. 

This whole time Christopher felt trapped inside his body, completely out of control of the dream.  It was like watching a movie from the point of view of the male character.  It was really unnerving to watch his body do things that he had never done.  He moved again to her side so that he could see her face.

“Have you had enough my pet?” He asked her as if it was the most normal thing in the world.  She nodded her head yes again.

“Are you ready for some pleasure?” Again she nodded in reply, this time much more rapidly.  Clearly she was eager.

“Good, I’m rock hard and want to fuck you…” He hadn’t even really noticed that he had become fully erect while paddling her!  But sure enough, he looked down and as he slid his pants and boxers down, his fully erect cock sprung free.  He stepped out of his pants and moved behind her.

He gripped her hips and pulled her towards him slightly, causing her to bend at the waist a tad which gave him a better angle.  He grabbed his dick with one hand and guided it to her wet slit.  He slid it up and down a few times, making sure that she was wet enough to be ready.  She was plenty wet so he found her sweet entrance and thrust hard, impaling her completely.  She began to moan loud as he quickly set a rapid and hard pace.

It didn’t take long before her moans were getting close to screams again and he felt her pussy clench around him.  Knowing that she was about to cum, he tightened his grasp on both her hips and began to pound her hard.  His body slapping up against her bright red ass had to be causing some stinging in her ass.  She was loving it though and exploded in orgasm so hard her whole body was shaking.

When she calmed down a bit, he slowed his pace.  He repeated this process, speeding up as she got close then slowing down after she recovered.  He lost track of how many times she orgasmed, it had to have been at least four or five times.  The last time, as she began to clench around his shaft, he felt his balls begin to tightened and knew he was going to cum with her.

“Fuckkkk! I’m gonna cum too!” He said, tightening his grip on her hips again.  This time he pounded her with all his strength, losing himself in the moment.  He growled as he felt hot spurt after spurt of his cum fill her cunt.  He held her still, impaled to the hilt, until his balls emptied completely inside her.  When he was done, he pulled out of her and immediately woke up.

He suddenly found himself alone in bed, drenched in sweat and quickly realized that he had actually ejaculated in his sleep!  He hadn’t done that since he was a young teen…


Chapter Two

Christopher glanced over at the clock and saw he had to get up in less than an hour anyway so he decided to just get up early and hop in the shower before work.  He couldn’t understand where the dream had come from and contemplated it all morning.  He had never felt so out of control during his dreams either.  Finally, on the drive to work, he decided it just had to be a result of the conversation he had with his friends about the woman, Rosalynd, who used to live in his house.

By the time he settled into work, the dream was all but forgotten.  He went about his normal routine, went through a drive through on the way home and then unpacked all evening.  As he was getting ready for bed, the light in his bathroom flickered a bit.  He figured it must be a loose blub or wire and made a note in his phone to check it out that weekend.

Later that night, he had the same dream again.  Everything was exactly the same, like watching a movie for the second time.  He felt out of control of the dream as well.  He wasn’t nearly as surprised to wake up this time and find that he had cum in his sleep, yet again.  Over the coming week, he tried not to dwell on the dreams but despite his every effort to not think about it, they kept returning each night.  The whole situation baffled him and he had no clue what to do to make it stop.   

That weekend he managed to get all the unpacking finished up.  He was glad to be done but also annoyed that he didn’t have any more busy work to help distract him from the dreams.  He decided to check out the light in his bathroom as it had continued to give him problems all week.

He tried a different blub and when that didn’t fix the problem, he unscrewed the fixture and checked the wiring.  All the connections seemed to be solid so he put it all back together.  The damn thing kept flickering a bit so he gave up and decided to take a shower to relax a bit before bed.

When he got out the shower and got done drying off, the mirror was all fogged up. He stood over the sink and brushed his hair out his chin length dirty blond hair.  He then looked down to get his toothbrush ready and when he raised a hand to wipe the mirror clean while looking up, he saw writing in the fog. “Hey sexy!” was in the center of the mirror, clear as day.  He backed away, so shocked that he dropped his toothbrush to the floor and slid a bit on the damp tile with his bare feet.

“What the fuck???”  He stood in disbelief, unable to look away.  As he stared intently, more writing quickly appeared on the mirror.  It looked as though someone was using their fingertip to wipe away the fog and leave the writing.  “Don’t be afraid, I like you Christopher.”

With a loud gasp, he leaned forward and quickly wiped away the writing.  He was breathing hard and was surprised with how pale he looked in the mirror.  He quickly turned away and left the bathroom, slamming the door behind him.  He collapsed on his bed, completely naked, and stared up at the ceiling. 

His mind raced.  There was no explanation for what he had just seen.  Okay, there was ONE explanation, but that totally defied logic.  There was no such thing as ghosts.  The words repeated over and over in his head like a mantra.  Try as he might, he couldn’t think of another explanation after about 20 minutes of thinking.

He got up and threw on some boxers quickly and went to the kitchen.  He grabbed a cold beer out the of fridge.  Without even bothering to close the door, he immediately cracked it open and chugged it all down.  He put the now empty can on the counter and grabbed another beer before closing the fridge.  He sat down at the breakfast bar and sipped his beer.

Maybe the lack of sleep all week was catching up to him, he thought.  That had to be it.  He did feel exhausted from all the unpacking and missing some sleep every night.  The ghost explanation was just the rumors getting to him, due to his exhaustion.  He would finish his beer and get to bed early.  Hopefully the beer would prevent him from dreaming…

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

Christopher didn’t have the same exact dream again.  But he sure did dream about the blond again, it was just a new dream.  He was back in the bathroom, he brushed his hair and then got his toothbrush ready.  This time when he looked up and saw “Hey sexy!” on the mirror, he also could make out someone behind him in the mirror.  The fog distorted them both but it was clear what whoever it was had blond hair, was shorter than him, and was standing right behind him.

He spun around quickly to find the blond woman he had been dreaming about standing there while a huge smile on her face.

“Hey sexy!” she said and threw her arms around his neck and started kissing him. He returned the kiss immediately, like this situation was perfectly normal for him.  After a short while of her kissing him, she slid her right hand down his torso until she made her way to his dick.  She stroked it gently a few times, then slid her hand down and cupped his balls.  She continued this fondling back and forth between his shaft and balls until he was rock hard, which truthfully didn’t take long between her expert touch and her kisses.

Once she was satisfied with how hard he was, she broke off their kiss and quickly fell to her knees in front of him.  She stroked his cock a few times before beginning to lick the head in a circular motion.  He let out a deep moan and watched her intently as she took the head in her mouth and began to suck softly.  The whole time she kept her eyes locked on his which just made her look incredible to him.  She slowly worked back and forth, moving further and further down his shaft, taking a little more with each forward movement.  Before long she had most of his cock in her mouth and he felt the head hit the back of her throat.

She then started to speed up and vary the depths, driving him crazy with her skill.  She definitely had some practice with blow jobs.  She wrapped one hand around the base of his cock and she started to move her hand up and down in time with her mouth; her other hand found its way to his balls and she gently toyed with them as well.  He wasn’t going to last much longer at this rate and he completely didn’t care.

He felt his balls begin to tighten so he reached down and grabbed her by the hair.  He completely took control of her rhythm and sped up the pace.  She was simply along for the ride as he fucked her face until he started to cum.  He held her with his cock deep in her mouth as he spewed rope after rope of hot cum in her mouth.  Like a professional, she swallowed over and over to make sure not a single drop spilled out of her mouth.  Once his balls were spent he released her hair.  She took advantage of the freedom by licking up and down his whole shaft, ensuring there wasn’t a drop of cum anywhere. 

Once again, when the sex was done, Christopher awoke.  He found himself drenched in sweat and his own cum yet again.


Chapter Three

Another week went by and every night Christopher was having dreams about this blond.  They were different each night now.  Other than the night of the bathroom incident, all the dreams were kinkier than anything he had done in real life.  He couldn’t understand but was relieved that there hadn’t been any more writing on the mirror.  The light bulb in the bathroom had stopped flickering as well.

The dreams were completely confusing to him and was wondering if he shouldn’t talk to a friend about it.  What would be say though?  There was no way to explain it logically.  If he couldn’t explain it logically, it would make him sound crazy.  There was also the detail of these dreams literally making him orgasm in his sleep.  He was far too embarrassed to admit that to even his closest friends.  He did contemplate making a Dr. appointment to see if he could get something to help him sleep.  He could just tell the Dr. he was having weird dreams but didn’t remember most of them when he woke up. 

Saturday rolled around and he wanted to get out of the house but it was a rainy day.  He went grocery shopping after breakfast and tried to take his time, slowly strolling down all the aisles.  Unfortunately, there wasn’t much else to do so he spent a while binge watching one of his favorite shows on his laptop.  Doing anything to keep his mind occupied was the only way he could relax and not think about the blond.

It was late in the afternoon when suddenly the doorbell rang.  Christopher jumped at the sound since he wasn’t expecting company.  He quickly pulled himself back together and headed to the door, hoping it was a friend to distract him.  Instead, he opened the door to find his realtor, Cindy, standing at the door with a potted houseplant.

“Hey Christopher!  Some weather huh?  Hope I am not interrupting anything!” she said in her usual perky voice.  Cindy was in her late twenties but she looked younger.  She had shoulder-length brown hair with highlighting in it that was clearly done at a salon.  Due to her job, Christopher had always seen her dressed professionally.  Even in a knee length skirt and conservative blouse, she looked amazing.  She was a little thick but curvy in all the right ways.

“No, not at all, I’m just watching TV; not much else to do in this downpour.  Please come in.”  he said as he backed away and made room for her to enter the house, politely closing the door behind her.

“I was in the neighborhood, showing a different house.  I thought I would stop by with a house warming present and make sure you were settling in ok.” She explained with a smile as she handed him the potted house plant.  He couldn’t keep indoor plants alive to save his life but he wasn’t going to tell her that.

“Thank you.  That was very kind of you.  I’m settling in well, got everything unpacked and pretty much arranged how I want it.  Can I offer you something to drink?  I’ve got juice or iced tea.” He said as he took the plant and set it down on the sideboard in the foyer.

“Tea sounds lovely.”  He gestured towards the kitchen and she followed him.

“Please have a seat.” he was being more polite than normal.  He only had a business relationship with this woman so he was trying to behave properly.

“Thanks.” She sat at the breakfast bar. “So, I have to ask, have you seen anything ‘paranormal’ since you moved in?  I don’t really believe in ghosts but the sales history of this house sure has me curious.  Sorry if that is a bit nosey.” She giggled shyly and he chuckled in return.

“Well if you count the light flickering in the bathroom.  But I took the fixture down and make sure all the wiring was secure and then put a new bulb in it.  It hasn’t flickered since that day so I guess no one had bothered to try to fix it.” he laughed.  Ok so technically it had flickered after he tried to fix it, but it was true that it had not flickered since that day.  Not much of a stretch and it was easy to play it off.  He surely couldn’t tell her about the dreams and the writing on the mirror.  She would think he was nuts.

“Well I’m glad it was an easy fix.  I doubt people sold over one light flickering, but you never can tell with people.  At least you aren’t having anything crazy going on or losing sleep.” She said sounding almost disappointed.  That made him pause, maybe she did believe in ghosts but just didn’t want to admit it.  He finished pouring her a glass of tea and handed it to her.

“Well unless you count someone writing a message on the mirror while I was in shower and home alone.  That was kind of strange.”  He chuckled and surprisingly, her face lit up.

“Really?  What did it say?” She leaned towards him, clearly listening intently.

“At first it just said hi.  Then I backed away, kind of alarmed.  As I watched, more words appeared before my eyes like someone was writing with their finger but there was no one there.  They wrote, ‘Don’t be afraid.  I like you Christopher.’  So, that was kind of weird.” he said intensely.

“You are kidding me, right?  The ghost knew your name?  That is crazy!” she said sounding surprised yet enthralled by the possibility.

“Well if she is just hanging around the house all the time, she would have heard you say my name while you were showing me the house.  She also would have heard my friends that helped me move in say it.  So, it makes sense that she knows it, doesn’t it?” He couldn’t believe she was actually believing him.  At first he was going to act like it was all a joke, but since she was believing him, it actually felt good to get it off his chest.

“That totally makes sense.  Wow so you think it is the girl who got murdered here?  Well, of course it is.  I mean, who else could it be?  So, she likes you, well at least that means you don’t have to worry about her trying anything violent, right?” She rambled, clearly excited by what he was telling her.

“Yeah.  I don’t think her intentions are bad.  Maybe she is just lonely…”  As he talked, Cindy’s body language totally changed.  She tensed up and her face went blank.  Her eyes stared at nothing for a moment then rolled back very briefly.

“What the…” Then she relaxed again and the expression came back to her face, she smiled.

“How could any woman have anything but good intentions towards a handsome man like you?” she said in a very sultry voice.  Complete night and day from just a moment before.

“Wait, what?” he said, sounding as confused as he felt.  She stood up and made her way around the counter towards him.  He couldn’t help but notice that her hips were swaying in a seductive way that he had never seen before.

“Oh, come on Christopher, do you really think I came over, in the pouring rain, just to give you a stupid plant?  Of course I didn’t.  I came over because I couldn’t stop thinking about, all alone in this big house, on such a cold and rainy day.  I thought we could find a way to stay warm and entertain each other…” She kept up the sultry tone and once she was close, she trailed her fingertips up and down his arm lightly.  Her touch sent chills in a good way up and down his arm. 

“You never even hinted that you were interested before.  Why the change of heart?” He asked as he leaned back into the counter behind him, creating a little more space for comfort between them.

“Well, you were my client before.  I had to act professional, of course.  But now that the deal is done, I can act casually.  Am I not your type?” as she spoke she closed the gap between them and leaned into him.  He couldn’t help but feel like something was going on.  Her behavior changed in an instant…  But she was attractive and he had been having quite the dry spell.  What single guy would turn down an attractive woman who was being aggressive?  Not this guy…

“I don’t really have a type, but you are gorgeous.  Sorry, you just took me by surprise.  What did you have in mind?” He slid his hands around her waist.  Some little voice in the back of his head told him that this was wrong, but a louder one was loving her behavior.

“I’d love to please you.  You are the type of man that makes a woman want to beg.”  Her words were turning him on.  She reached up and wrapped her hands around his neck, pulling him into a kiss.

With that, he was lost.  That little voice telling him to stop grew softer and softer as they kissed passionately, her hands roaming his torso.  Before he knew it, she was leading him to the bedroom.  He followed her happily, already pretty hard just from the making out and her hands exploring his body.

As they made it to the bedroom, she let go of his wrist and started stripping off every stitch of clothing she had on.  She danced to music only she could hear, looking absolutely irresistible as she stripped for him.  He watched her intently as he followed her lead and removed his own clothes.

Once they were both naked, she grabbed his wrist again and pulled him to the bed.  She pushed at his shoulder to get him to lay on his back.  She immediately straddled his legs, barely giving him time to get comfortable.  She set to work, licking and sucking his cock while one hand played with his balls.  All he could do was lay back and watch.  Her skills were amazing, sending ripples of pleasure from his crotch to his whole body.  Shortly after she got him moaning, she lifted her head up and smiled at him.

“Was that the way you like blowjobs, Master?”  That little voice of alarm cried out as she said “Master” but he was so damn turned on, he was beyond caring.  He smiled and nodded in answer.  She seemed satisfied with his answer and moved herself up on the bed, positioning her sweet little pussy right over him.

“Fuck me, Master.” She whispered, eyes locked onto his as she used a hand to guide the tip of his dick to her opening then pushed down hard, burying him to the hilt deep inside her.  She put her hands on his thighs and began to bounce up and down hard on his cock.  For a couple of minutes, he just laid back and let her go at it, watching her tits bounce and his shaft disappear inside her.

He felt her pussy begin to clench and her moans had grown very loud, tipping him off that she was about to cum.  He reached forward and grabbed her hips, and started thrusting up to meet her pushing down.  Now he was pounding her hard as she began to cum, screaming in pleasure and losing her rhythm as her whole body shook.  He made up for her lack of motion, fucking her as hard as he could in this position until her orgasm subsided and she began to relax.

He wanted to shift into a position that gave him more leverage, so he lifted up on her hips.  She understood his meaning and moved off him.  He pushed on her shoulder, guiding her to get on all fours as he quickly got into position behind her.  he didn’t hesitate to impale her roughly back on his cock and start a fast and rough pace.

“Fuccccckkkkkk yessssssssss. MMMMmmmmmmm Pound me hard.  Oh oh oh oh yes fuck yes, just like that. Spank my ass, Master!” she cried out, twisting a bit to watch him as much as she could.

he didn’t even think, He just began to spank her as he thrust into her.  He started fairly gently but her moans in response, got him to spank her harder and harder.  Before long he felt her start to spasm around his shaft and her moans became screams.  His balls responded to her clenching by tightening themselves, he was going to cum with her…

“Shit, I’m going to cum too…” he damn near yelled.  She was still shaking and clenching on his cock as he shot burst after burst of hot cum deep inside her.  He held her still, his cock as deep as he could get it until his balls were spent.  He couldn’t help but notice that her ass was pretty bright red from his spanking her.  As he withdrew from her, he slapped her ass hard one more time.

She collapsed on the bed, looking as exhausted as he felt from their little tryst.  He laid on the bed next to her, both of them gasping for breath.

“That was better than your dreams, wasn’t it, Master?” she asked, the sultry tone in her voice had returned.

“What dreams, huh?” He asked, totally confused.  His heart was still pounding, his breath rapid, he could barely think straight.

“The ones I have been giving you every night since you moved in, Christopher.  You saw me take control of Cindy.  You knew it was me, deep down, the whole time.  No way you would have spanked Cindy like that…” she stated as if this was a normal conversation.

“Rosalynd?  Ok Cindy, very funny…  Ha ha, you can cut the act now…” he said trying to play it cool. He had gotten up on one elbow, looking at her intently.

“Christopher, you didn’t tell her about the dreams.  Cindy knows nothing about them.  How you had me tied up and paddled me…  How I sucked you off in the bathroom…”  She ran her hand up and down his arm while she spoke.  He was shocked and didn’t reply for a moment.

“Shit.  Shit.  Rosalynd, how am I going to explain this to Cindy?  What did you just make me do…  Fuck…  This isn’t funny…  I can’t believe this is happening…” He pulled away from her and stood up.  He clumsily rushed to put his clothes back on.

“Don’t worry, Master.  Get dressed and go back in the kitchen.  I’ll get Cindy all cleaned up and dressed.  Then I’ll go back to the breakfast bar and give her back control of her body.  She will have no clue anything happened.  Ok well she might wonder why her ass is a bit sore all of a sudden, but really it will be fine! Go, go…” She shooed him out of the room as she picked up Cindy’s clothes and headed to the bathroom.

He was too shocked to do anything but listen to her so he made his way back into the kitchen.  His mind was reeling.  Ok so not only was the ghost of Rosalynd real, but he just fucked her…  No, he just fucked her using Cindy’s body…  He knew this whole thing was terribly wrong, but he couldn’t help but be a little excited thinking about the whole thing.

Rosalynd made her way back to the breakfast bar, leaned towards him a bit and then winked.  “See you soon, Master.” He didn’t even get a chance to respond when Cindy’s body became tense again and her eyes rolled back briefly again.

“Well that is really awesome.  I should get going before night falls and it’s even darker out.  You have my cell though on my card, text me or call me if anything else happens!  I wanna know everything!” She said in Cindy’s normal bubbly tone of voice.  She took a big drink of her tea then stood up.

“Yeah.  Of course.  I’ll keep you up to date.  Get home safe ok Cindy?”  He said as he followed her to the door.

“I will, talk to you soon.” She said with a smile as she picked up her umbrella off the front porch where she had left it.  She opened it and then headed to her car.  He watched her leave, totally in shock as to what had just happened.
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