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Discovering Rosalynd

Book One


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.


Rosalynd Unleashed

Book Two


Prologue

A month ago Christopher moved into a great new house. He got a great deal on it because four years ago the woman who owned it was murdered in the house. Christopher didn't believe the previous owners claims about it being haunted. Ghosts are not real, right? So as far as he was concerned, he got a great deal because people were superstitious!

The only odd thing he noticed at first was the bathroom light flickering, but he figured it was a loose bulb or wire and planned to fix it. But starting that first night Christopher was having weird sexual dreams daily. These dreams were so intense, he awoke from them to find that he had ejaculated in his sleep! He hadn't done that since he was a young man... The really weird thing was these dreams were kinky, more kinky than he usually liked. He wasn't a prude by any means. He worked as a web developer for a porn production company and had seen his fair share of bizarre and unusual sexual things in his work. But he usually never brought that home with him. The most he had actually done was a little playful spanking and using handcuffs.

In these dreams though, he felt completely out of control of himself. He found himself doing and saying things that he never imagined himself doing. He paddled this girl, hard enough to leave her ass bright red and sore. She called him Master and he loved it in his dreams. The first week, he had the exact same dream over and over each night.

Then one night, after getting out of the shower, he found that someone had written in the fogged-up mirror while he was home alone.  He looked up and it said, "Hey sexy!"  He was shocked, backed away and starred in disbelief. As he watched, more writing appeared like there was someone else in the room with him. "Don't be afraid, I like you Christopher." This scared the hell out of him! He quickly wiped the writing away and fled the bathroom, slamming the door behind him.

After that night the light in the bathroom stopped flickering, despite his failed attempt to fix it earlier that day. He also didn't see any other signs of the paranormal. But the dreams continued and now they varied nightly. Christopher was getting worn down from the lost sleep but he didn't know what to do. He couldn't tell anyone, he would sound crazy if he did.

The following weekend, Cindy, the realtor who sold Christopher the house stopped by to bring him a housewarming gift and see how he was settling it. Everything seemed perfectly normal as they made small talk. Cindy asked about anything paranormal, Christopher told her about the writing on the mirror, planning to play it off as a joke. But she actually believed him, it felt really good for him to get the incident off his chest.

As they continued to talk, something bizarre happened. Out of the blue, Cindy's body tensed up weirdly and, for just a moment, her eyes rolled back in her head. After that, she seemed fine physically at least. Her normally bubbly voice has suddenly turned very sultry as she tried to seduce Christopher. The change in her behavior was complete night and day and it worried him that something was going on. A little voice in the back of his mind told him that this was wrong.

However, Cindy was a very attractive woman and was suddenly being quite aggressive. Christopher was a single guy that was going through a dry spell sexually and could only take so much of her advances. As she kept trying, that little voice telling him it was wrong was drown out by his growing desire for Cindy.

He ended up giving in and they ended up in the bedroom. The sex was great and he was pleasantly surprised with her oral skills. After they were finished things got really weird. "Cindy" confessed that it was actually Rosalynd possessing Cindy, the ghost of the woman who had been murdered in the house! Christopher didn't believe it at first, but she knew graphic details of the dreams he had been having that he had not told Cindy... He was experiencing the shock of a lifetime and his mind was reeling so quick he could barely form a complete sentence as he threw his clothes back on rapidly.

Rosalynd stayed calm and ordered him to go back into the kitchen where he was when Cindy tensed up. That was when she had possessed Cindy she explained. Rosalynd cleaned Cindy up and got her dressed. She went right back to where Cindy was and told Christopher she would see him soon. Cindy's body tensed up just like before and her eyes rolled back again. Sure enough, Cindy had no recollection of what had transpired the entire time that Rosalynd possessed her. Their small talk wrapped up and then she made a polite exit while Christopher struggled to act normal.


Chapter One

That night, Christopher had a new dream. Of course, it was still a sexual dream about Rosalynd. He thought maybe he would be spared this evening and could catch up on sleep after what happened with Cindy, but she had other things in mind it seemed.

For a while that night he had no dreams, but before he knew it, he was back in that basement from his first dream. He was standing in front of the bed again, this time Rosalynd was naked and kneeling before him. He looked down at her, he had this feeling of being completely out of control. He always had that feeling during these dreams. It was like watching a movie from the point of view of the main character. He was watching himself do and say things, but couldn't control himself at all.

"Lets play somewhere other than the bed tonight pet." he heard himself say. He reached down and grabbed Rosalynd by the hair, pulling her to her feet rapidly. She let out a small squeak but didn't seem bothered at all by his rough treatment of her. He spun around and for the first time was able to see the rest of the basement.

The entire large room was setup as a dungeon. There was different types of furniture, all designed to restrain someone. A St. Andrews cross stood tall and menacingly in one corner. There was a stockade. On the walls, everywhere, there were a wide variety of whips, paddles, rope, tools, and more. Some of the items, Christopher had never seen and didn't know what they were for. There were two chest of drawers, one at each end of the room. He wasn't sure he wanted to find out what was hidden in those drawers with so much out in the open. There was even what appeared to be a Dr.'s examination table; beside it a metal storage unit and a metal tray for medical instruments on wheels which had a few clean towels folded neatly on it. Christopher tried to take everything in calmly as his body moved of its own will across the room to the stockade.

He kept his grip on Rosalynd's hair as they moved across the room. He could hear her bare feet shuffling quickly on the cold concrete in an attempt to match his longer stride. When he got to the stockade, he noticed that it wasn't made finely. The wood looked rough and unfinished. It looked much like he imagined the medieval ones looked being made only with hand tools. The hinge and latch were wrought iron and looked really old too. The lock however was one of those big modern ones that took a key and was supposed to withstand a gunshot without unlocking. The key was in the lock.

Christopher reached down and unlocked the lock, put the key in his pocket, and swung the stockade open. Without a word or even a head nod from him, Rosalynd lowered her neck and wrists into the rough cutouts in the wood. He slammed the stockade shut hard, the loud impact noise from the wood making her jump even though it didn't hurt her. He chuckled as he placed the lock back in the latch and closed it. The way the stockade was positioned, she was stuck mostly staring at a wall. There were some canes hanging on the wall in front of her, but that was really all she could see.

Christopher began to move around the basement. The sound of his heavy boots falling on the concrete was intentionally loud. He wandered and played with things on the walls, making noise while trying to decide what to grab. He knew she could hear his every move and must be going nuts in anticipation, not able to see what he was doing. He moved to the corner furthest from her where one of the chest of drawers stood. He opened and closed the drawers a few times, now seeing what was inside.

This one was full of all sorts of sex toys that he mostly recognized. Dildos of all shapes, sizes and colors. A wide variety of butt plugs filled one drawer. There was a drawer filled with a assorted collection of vibrators. He ended up choosing a fairly small butt plug. It wasn't tiny but it's girth was a bit less than that of his cocks. It contained a vibrator inside and had a knob on the bottom to control it. He turned it up to full blast, Rosalynd could hear the sound and let out a small moan and shifted her legs in response. He turned it off and walked back over near her, grabbed the medical tray on his way and putting the butt plug on it.

He then made his way to a different part of the room, there was a rack on the wall like you would see in a stable, filled with different riding crops. He chose one and pulled it down from the rack and then quickly slapped the wooden frame of the St. Andrews cross. The sound made Rosalynd jump and squeal. He then fussed with the rack of riding crops, making lots of noise. He took the first one he had chosen and set it loudly on the table by the butt plug.

He stood behind Rosalynd for a moment and couldn't help but notice that she was already glistening wet in anticipation of what was coming. He reached down with one finger and quickly jammed it deep inside her. She let out a loud moan and bucked her hips back into his hand. He thrust his finger in and out of her rapidly and roughly a few times. He then withdrew his finger and walked away. She whimpered but knew better than to complain apparently.

He was growing hard and could feel the pressure of his cock rubbing against the fly of his pants as he walked. This spurred him to quit dragging it out and get on with the main event. He quickly grabbed some lube and a fairly large vibrator and put them on the table. He stood still for a moment, taking in the fabulous view. Rosalynd bent at the waist, so turned on she could hardly stay still. She was almost constantly shifting her weight back and forth between her legs. He reached out and slapped her ass really hard on the right cheek.

She jerked away from him and cried out. He quickly brought his hand down again on her other cheek. Again she jerked away and cried out but not as loud, she was more prepared this time. He stepped back and over to the table. He tried to silently squirt some lube on the butt plug and rubbed it all over, when he was satisfied with it, he moved back to her.

He positioned the plug at her tight little rosebud and pushed with a firm and constant pressure slowly. She let out a loud moan as she relaxed her body, allowing the plug to slide into her fairly easily. He got it completely inside her and then grabbing it by the control knob for the vibrator inside, shook it a bit.

"Fuuuuuuuuck. Thank you Master." She cried out, enjoying the feeling. He then went back to the table and got the vibrator, he lubed this up a little as well. He knew she was already pretty wet but a little more lube wouldn't hurt. He then turned towards her and when he was close enough began to fuck her painfully slow with just the head of the penis-shaped vibrator. She tried to rock her hips back to take it more deeply inside her, but the stockade prevented her from moving too far.

"OOOOhhhhhhhh pleaseeeeee Master." Was all she could manage to sneak out between moans. Since she said please, he thrust it deep inside her, hitting her cervix fairly hard. He sped up now and fucked her hard with it for couple of minutes. Her moans were turning into screams and he could tell she was getting close from his previous dreams of her. He still felt completely out of control and was slightly bothered by the fact that he had no power, even though in the dream he had complete power.

"May I please cum, Master?" She begged. He slowed his pace in response, not ready to let her cum yet.

"Not yet..." He said sternly. He shoved the vibrator as deep as he could inside her and then backed off his hand, letting go of it and letting her tightness keep it inside her. After a minute or two, her breathing slowed down and he knew she wasn't on the edge anymore. He turned the vibrator on high and thrust it a few more times.

"Ooooohhhhhhh god... Thank you Master!" She cried out. He slapped her ass and then turned on the vibrator inside the butt plug. She jumped in response, apparently not prepared to have a vibrator inside both her holes at once.

"Fuuuuuuuuucccckkkkkkk! MMMMMMmmmmmmmm!" Her moans were turning back into screams. He then reached over and grabbed the riding crop. He moved into position off to the side of her slightly and brought it down sharply on her left ass cheek.

CRACK! The leather tip snapped against her ass loudly over the noise of the vibrators and her moans. She squealed loudly and jerked away.

CRACK! He brought the tip down again, on her other ass cheek this time. Again she squealed and jerked away.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! He brought it down again and again, rapidly turning her lovely milky white ass bright red. CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! He kept up the pace until her squeals and screams were almost turning into sobs. Christopher couldn't believe he was hitting her so hard, he had never done anything even remotely like this. But he also couldn't help but notice the rubbing of his pants against his now rock hard cock each time he swung the riding crop as well.

Finally he stopped and dropped the riding crop on the floor. He stepped towards her and gently rubbed one ass cheek and then the other in a circular motion. He could already see a few spots darkening as bruises began to form under her skin. Her breath started to slow back down and her moans grew softer.

"You are such a good pet. I love seeing your ass all bright red from my blows." He said, surprising himself as the words came out of his mouth. But the bulge in pants said he was telling the truth.

"Thank... you... Master..." She managed to get out softly.

He grabbed the end of the vibrator and began fucking her hard with it again. Her hips began thrusting back as much as they could again.

"You are so good in fact that I am going to reward you... Cum for me my naughty little slut!" The second half was a sharp command and the roughness in his voice made his throat tickle just a tiny bit. It only took a few more moments of his thrusting the vibrator before her whole body began to shutter and she screamed out louder than any time before.

"I'M CUMMMMMMMMMING MASTER! THANK YOU, THANK YOU, FUCK THANK YOU!" Her whole body shook hard and her screams almost echoed in the closed basement. He kept up a rough and fast pace with the vibrator while his other hand found its way to her clit and flicked it back and forth rapidly. He kept it up for what felt like a few minutes before finally her orgasm subsided and her body quit shaking.

He left the toys inside her, still vibrating away. He walked around to the front of the stockade, and stopped right in front of her face. She looked up at him, drenched in sweat, her hair matted around her face. Her cheeks had a bright blush to them and her mouth hung open as she panted. Her eyelids were heavy as she tried to keep them open to gaze at him. He unbuttoned his pants and slid them and his boxers over his hips and let them fall to the ground. His hard dick sprung free and bounced in front of her face. Her eyes quickly locked onto it.

Her mouth was already hanging open so without a word, he grabbed her hair and shoved his dick her in mouth. Holding onto her hair firmly, he began to fuck her face. Slowly at first, but working his way into her mouth until he felt the tip of his dick hit the back of her mouth. Her eyes flew open completely as she looked up at him. He paused for a moment then picked up his speed. He took long strokes, forcing her to take as much of his cock as she could with each thrust. She did her best to suck at him and press her tongue into him. She had amazing oral skills and was doing to best to use them for him, despite the fact that she was mostly just along for the ride as he fucked her face.

He was so turned on from the whole scene that it didn't take long before he began to feel his balls tighten and knew he was getting close. He let out a moan and then before he could actually cum, he woke up.


Chapter Two

"Fuck....." he found himself saying out loud as he awoke. Every other dream she had ever given him had ended just after he came, not before. He couldn't understand for a moment why this time was different. He was aware of the pulsing in his hard cock though, knowing he had been close in the real world too.

He only had a couple of moments to ponder this situation before he felt pressure on his hips. He jerked upright, throwing his elbows behind him to support his weight. He watched in disbelief as somehow his boxers slid down his legs, allowing his dick to spring free just like it had in his dream.

“Am I still dreaming? What the fuck?” he asked out loud, knowing he was alone in the house, except Rosalynd clearly.

His mouth dropped open and he was unable to mutter a sound as he felt pressure on his cock now. He stared at it, completely amazed as it felt like he was being stroked up and down with a hand. He could see the lose skin of his penis bulge then relax near his head, just like someone was in fact stroking him, but there was nothing to be seen.

“Rosalynd? How are you… MMMmmm…” he couldn’t help but groan as he experienced what felt like a cold tongue, begin to lick up and down his shaft in addition to the stroking. He could swear that he felt saliva on his cock but she was licking at the underside so he couldn’t see it.

Before long he felt her take the head in his mouth and suck gently. She flicked her tongue side to side while sucking, getting another moan out of him. He couldn’t take his eyes off his dick as she took more and more in her ghostly mouth. Before long, it felt like her hand was wrapped around the base and she was taking him as deep as she could. He could feel the tip hitting the back of her throat.

He began to hear soft moans that definitely were not his each time his head her the back of her throat. He remembered her doing this in his dreams, apparently, she really enjoyed the feeling. Her moans grew louder and he just stared in disbelief but couldn’t help but let out a moan himself once in a while.

Still staring as she sucked him hard and fast now, he could swear he saw a shimmer of something. He kept his eyes locked on his cock and as her moans grew louder, he began to see her! At first it was just a shimmer, the distorting of the light. It reminded him of mirages on blacktop on a hot summer day. But then it grew clearer and he recognized her blond hair and beautiful face as it appeared.

“Oh my god! Rosalynd, I can see you!” He exclaimed. She jerked her head up, freeing his dick from her mouth but beginning to stroke it instantly. They just stared at each other for a moment, both smiling widely. She then winked at him and took him back in her mouth. She immediately started a fast pace, sucking him hard.

She kept her eyes locked on his as she worked her oral magic. Despite his shock of the whole thing, her moans and sucking had pleasure raging through his whole body. His balls began to tighten and he let out a loud groan. He tried to reach forward to run his fingers through her hair out of instinct. Before he could pull his hand back, his hand passed right through her.

She totally didn’t react and just kept sucking him. He only could think about it for a moment before he began to cum. He watched as his cum shot from tip of his dick, distorted slightly by Rosalynd. He could see it spurt up about an inch before it vanished! He watched as rope after rope of his hot cum just disappeared. When his balls were empty, he was so shocked, he didn’t know what to say or do, he just stared at Rosalynd.

She smiled and released his softening cock before sitting up and then leaning back on the bed, facing him. She spread her naked legs and brought a hand down to her sweet pussy. She quickly found her clit and began rubbing it furiously. Again, he could hear her moans, softly at first but the volume increased. It also really seemed like the closer she got to cumming, the more solid she appeared. He just watched, transfixed by her ghostly form growing more and more solid.

As she cummed, he could almost swear that she was real, her image was now so dense. She threw her head back and her body shook as she exploded in orgasm.

“Oh Master!” She cried out as she peaked. Then her hand started to slow as her orgasm faded. She quit literally faded as well, by the time her legs quit shuttering, Christopher could barely see her. Then she vanished completely with a smile on her beautiful face.

Christopher collapsed back onto the bed. His thoughts rapid as he stared at the ceiling. So, he could see her when she was really turned on? That had to be it! The thought ran through his mind over and over. The next thing he knew, his alarm was going off and he awoke alone, his boxers still half way down his thighs.


Chapter Three

The next day, Christopher could hardly focus at work all day. He just kept reliving the previous night over and over in his mind. It really didn't help that his job required him to look at porn websites all day. Every time he saw a blond, his mind would begin to wander. He finally decided to call it quits a little early. He gave his boss some bullshit excuse about his stomach bothering him all day and took off a couple of hours early.

He had been thinking about her writing in the mirror. There had to be a way they could communicate without keeping the bathroom steamy. Being a tech guy, he wondering if she could type on his computer. He decided to try it out when he got home.

He entered the house and immediately made his way to his office and fired up his computer. As it was booting up, he thought he would try to get her attention, even if the whole thing made him feel a little crazy.

"Rosalynd, can you hear me? If you can, I am turning on my computer. When it boots up, I will open up my word processing program. I want you to see if you can type, if you can, then we can talk! Rosalynd? Shit I have no idea if I am talking to myself here... Rosalynd?" He put his face down in his palm, frustrated and feeling like a lunatic. But sure enough, she could hear him, she let him know by making the lamp on his desk flicker like crazy. That lamp was a few years old and had never given him any trouble so he knew right away that it was her.

"Thank goodness! It feels really silly to be talking to an empty room... Okay, the computer is almost done, I'll get that open in a second. I really hope you can actually talk to me this way, if not we will have to figure something else out. Somehow the steamy mirror thing seems really inefficient for more than a brief message." The light flickered in response. He took that to mean she agreed.

His hands were shaking as he grabbed the mouse and opened up the software. The loading screen seemed to take five times longer than normal due to his anxiety. Finally the program opened and he just stared at the blinking cursor. He had heard from a friend that was an author that writers are sometimes haunted by that pulsing little line when they are suffering from writer's block. He now completely understood what his friend had been venting about!

"Give it a try for a minute, if you can't do it, then I guess flicker the light to tell me when you give up. We will have to think of something else. Well I guess I will have to think of something else because even if you have a million ideas, you can't really tell them to me can you?" He heard himself rambling and realized he really needed to calm down. He leaned back in his chair and took a few deep breaths. His eyes stayed fixed on that blinking cursor though.

"hi" appeared on the screen! He cheered and jumped out of my chair. He felt silly after a moment but realized no one could see him but Rosalynd, who must be excited too. The lamp on his desk began to flicker again and then more text appeared.

"this is a little hard but i think i can get the hang out it! You are such a genius Master!" He laughed in response.

"Thanks. I see you are managing capitalizing now. Hopefully it will just take practice and get easier and easier. Last night... God... I don't know how you did that, but it was amazing! I could hear you moaning at first, and then I could see you. I swear it seemed like the more turned on you got, the more I could hear you and see you!" He was rambling again but he didn't care. They could actually talk now!

"I'm glad you enjoyed it Master! I've noticed that when I am horny, I feel stronger. It is easier to give you dreams or interact with the world." The words appeared on the screen a little faster now, she seemed to be mastering typing as a ghost.

"I have heard that ghosts are stronger when they feel powerful emotions like anger. Never really thought about the possibility of ghosts being horny until I moved into this house though. Honestly, I didn't even believe in ghosts. God, I have like a million questions..."

They talked like this for hours. Christopher didn't even think about eating dinner, or even getting a drink or using the restroom. They talked about what it felt like to be a ghost for a while and then started talking about Rosalynd's life before she died. Rosalynd told him how she had been trapped in the house since she died. She was completely unable to leave the property. Christopher felt bad for her, knowing she was trapped for who knows how long.

Then they started talking about the previous owners. Rosalynd told him how she didn't like any of them, for various reasons. She wanted peace and quiet but they wouldn't give it to her. So she tried to do things to scare them away. She said that the writing on the mirror trick was really effective if she wrote threatening things. She confessed to being madly attracted to Christopher from the moment she saw him.

This led to their conversation turning to sex. Christopher explained his lack of experience with most things kinky. Rosalynd said she could tell that he was anxious when she gave him dreams. But she also tried to reassure him, explaining that she sensed he was a natural dominant and would enjoy it once he let himself relax a bit. He admitted that he had enjoyed the dreams, it just felt weird. Now that he knew what was going on and felt like he knew her better, he was feeling much more relaxed about the whole thing.

It was now getting late so Christopher finally realized he needed to eat something and get to bed. That night, he felt more in control during the dream she gave him. He loved it even more than he thought he would. They continued on like this, every night talking for hours, getting to know each other really well.  It didn't take long before Christopher was starting to feel like her really knew her. After about a week of this, Rosalynd really felt like his girlfriend, despite the fact that she was a ghost who couldn't leave his house. The whole issue with her not being able to leave was something that Christopher had been researching on his breaks at lunch.

He found in his research that sometimes ghosts are bound to objects, not locations. Rosalynd wasn't the type of ghost that was stuck in some tragic loop of her murder so he hoped that she was actually bound to an item in the house, instead of the house itself. He just had to find the item! He didn't want to get her hopes up, so he didn't tell her of this notion. He just spent a few moments here and there, searching every nook and cranny in the house for something that might have been hers.

After he thought he had searched every inch of the house he was so frustrated, he decided to just talk to her about it. That evening they spent a while talking about the possibilities. It turned out that she had some stuff in the attic crawlspace which he had not bothered to check out. When looking at the house he had asked Cindy if it was a full attic, when she said it was just a crawl space, he assumed it was empty besides the spiders living there. When Rosalynd mentioned she had a small box of things hidden up there, Christopher didn't even wait to hear more. He jumped out of the computer chair and flew to the master bedroom which had the access door hidden in the closet.

He carelessly grabbed an end table to use as a step stool and rushed to the closet. Dust and insulation rained down on him as he slid the door up and over to find the box. Coughing up a storm from the dust, he found the box and climbed down. He rushed back to his office and sat at his desk. He went to open the box but suddenly felt really weird.

He had no idea what was inside, he just knew they were things she had bothered to hide. It felt like invading her privacy to him oddly. He just starred at the box for a moment before looking up at the screen.

"Well, are you going to open it??????" Rosalynd had typed on the screen.

"Yeah, it just feels like an invasion of your privacy or something. Are you sure you want me to see everything inside?" He asked her nervously out loud.

"It's just some random keep sakes. Open it, the key to me being able to leave the house with you might be in there!" She typed rapidly, her skill had much improved since they were spending hours each day communicating like this.

Christopher just nodded in reply and took the dusty lid off the shoe box. On top there were what seems to be just letters and photos. Somehow he was surprised at how mundane it seemed. He started pulling them out and eventually worked his way to the bottom where he found a few things.

The first thing that jumped out was a leather collar. It was the kind he had seen on girls in BDSM porn films at work, but he had never seen Rosalynd in one. He was hesitant to touch it for some reason and instead shifted his focus to the other items. Everything else seemed normal for a young woman's keepsake box, some random pieces of jewelry, a graduation tassel, a keyring with a few key chains on it, etc. He looked up at the screen, but she hadn't typed anything new yet.

"See anything that you think might be it?" He asked her, again his tone of voice showed he was feeling nervous. He stared at the blinking cursor for a little while until she started typing again.

"If it is anything in this box, it has to be the collar..." She typed rather slowly. He wondered if his was hesitation on her part?

"Do you want to talk about it? Or should we just try it..." He almost whispered. Again, she hesitated a bit before answering.

"Well I should explain. That collar was given to me by my first Master. I guess, to me, it was like keeping the first piece of jewelry any guy gave you. He is the one who taught me about BDSM. I haven't thought about it or him in a long time. Looking at it now, I can't help but wonder if I would still be alive if I had never met him. My life would have been so different..." she slowly typed out.

"Oh Rosalynd, I'm so sorry... Maybe this was a bad idea..." He said quickly, a tear forming in the corner of one eye. He went to put the letters and photos back in the box when more words appeared on the screen.

"No, it's okay. It just caught me off guard. But if anything in this box is what I am bound to, it is that collar. So lets give it a test run. I promise, I'm okay." She typed more rapidly.

"If you are sure..."

"I am!"

Christopher couldn't help but notice his hand shaking slightly as he took the collar out of the box. He laid it down in front of the keyboard gently, like it was something fragile. He put everything else back in the shoe box and closed it.

"Ready to try to go for a walk to the park?" He said, trying to force a smile on his face and a hopeful tone to his voice.

"Let's go!"

There was a park a block away from the house. They had planned on him taking the object they found down there and then seeing if she could type to him on his phone. He was hoping the item would be something small enough to put in his pocket but the leather collar was a bit bigger than he was prepared for. Thinking quickly, he ran upstairs and changed into cargo pants. The side pocket would be plenty big enough for the collar! Again, he treated the collar with the respect you show something fragile and important as he gently folded it up and put it in his pocket.

He walked so quickly, he thought that he surely looked suspicious but he didn't care. He barely entered the park when he plopped down on the grass and pulled out his phone. He opened up the memo app and waited.

"im here master" slowly appeared on the screen. They hadn't practiced at all with his phone, so he guessed it was a little harder for her to type on it.

"Oh my god, oh my god! It worked!" he exclaimed, then nervously looked around. Luckily there was no one with in site.  "Okay I'm just going to type on my phone so I don't look like I'm talking to myself from now on." He quickly typed into his phone.

He got up and started walking around the park. To everyone he passed, he just looked the picture of the modern man, walking in nature but consumed by his cell phone. In reality, he was having a conversation on that phone with his ghost girlfriend. She was so excited to get to leave the house for the first time in four years.

After a while, they headed back to the house. They made plans for the rest of the day, going to dinner and then to get drinks at her favorite club. Of course she wouldn't be able to eat or drink anything, but she desperately just wanted to see some of her favorite places and feel somewhat normal. Christopher was happy to oblige her, wanting to make her happy.


Chapter Four

Dinner went well and the day just seemed to fly by. Before he knew it, Christopher found himself at a cocktail table in a club he had never been to. What he assumed was popular dance music blasted through the club’s sound system. The lights were dim with colorful spotlights flickering about the main room. Christopher had only seen clubs like this on TV, never venturing to one himself previously. He felt uncomfortable at first but once he was seated with a drink, he began to relax, once again losing himself in his conversation with Rosalynd.

She mentioned more than once how much she had loved to dance here but of course she couldn't really dance with him. After about an hour, she asked Christopher to pick out who he thought was the most attractive women in the room that wasn't with a guy. He was apprehensive about answering her but she kept insisting. So, he gave in and looked up from his phone to take in the club once more.

There was a curvy blond at the bar that drew his eye. She was alone and dressed a bit conservatively compared to the rest of the women there who were barely covered up. He could make out her inviting curves though and her face was pretty cute. He described her to Rosalynd. She simply replied "Okay" and then went silent.

Christopher gazed at his phone for a few moments waiting for a reply, then it clicked in his head. He quickly looked up at the blond and noticed she was sitting perfectly still. Then she grabbed her drink, stood up, and made her way straight to him.

"Hey sexy." She said as she got near his table. She didn't hesitate to throw her arms around his neck and pull him into a fiery kiss. He pulled back in shock and looked at her, his face full of confusion. "It's Rosalynd silly! Come dance with me!" She said as she kissed him again and then grabbed him by the wrist and drug him out onto the dance floor.

Christopher had very little experience dancing. Most of the dancing he had done was in junior high at dances with his girlfriends. That awkward slow dancing that really didn't require any skill but gave the young men a chance to put their hands on a girl so it was worth it. This type of dancing, well he felt like a fish out of water.

Luckily, Rosalynd was a great dancer and helped him out. She did most of the work, grinding against him and guiding him in time to the music with her hands. After the first few minutes, Christopher relaxed and just focused on her. He wasn't sure how he felt about her possessing yet another woman but her body pressing into his made it hard for him to deeply consider the morality of the situation.

His hormones won out of course, and after a few songs, he had forgotten all about his reservations and could only think about feeling more of her. She seemed to pick up on the growing bulge in his pants. She teased him, turning around and grinding her ass into his crotch for a moment. When she relented and spun back around, she pulled him into a kiss.

"Wanna head to the car?" She purred in his ear. She didn't wait for an answer, just grabbed his wrist again and led him out to his car. He unlocked it with the remote control as they approached. She didn't head towards the passenger seat, instead she pulled him towards the back door. He obliged, not really caring what exactly she had in mind because he trusted her to make sure it was good for him.

They both climbed in the back seat and she quickly pulled him into a kiss. They made out for a few moments before she slid a hand down and began stroking him through the material of his cargo pants. His hands mirrored her actions, roaming her body freely until he found his way to her crotch as well. He rubbed in a circular motion, pretty sure by the slight moaning coming from her that he had his fingertips in the right spot.

Her moans grew a bit louder as he increased his pressure. She hurriedly unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, her hand fumbling a bit as she was distracted by kissing him deeply. He removed his hand from her and helped her, sliding his pants and boxers down over his hips, freeing his hard cock for her. She didn't hesitate to begin stroking him firmly and quickly. After a few moments, she broke off their kiss and lowered her head to his lap.

She continued to stroke him as she licked the head of his dick with a circular motion. She then kept her hand still at the base and licked up and down his length. Once she was satisfied, she took him in her mouth, sucking gently at his head. She started to bob up and down taking more and more of his shaft in her mouth each time.

He let out a soft moan as he felt the tip of his dick hit the back of her mouth. This was all the encouragement she needed, she increased her speed while continuing to take him as deeply as she could. Before long he felt his balls begin to churn and knew he was getting close. He grabbed her hair and he set an even faster pace, thrusting his hips as much as he could in this position. Rosalynd did her best to continue to suck and please him as he took control.

"Fuck yes, swallow for me..." he cried out with a groan as he began to spurt rope after rope of hot cum in her mouth. She did her best to swallow it all while he held her in place, his erupting cock taking up nearly all her mouth. A little spilled out of her mouth as he emptied his balls into her mouth. When he was done, she wiped the cum from the corner of her mouth with a finger then licked her finger clean. Bobbing her head up and down once more, she licked him clean as well.

"I love the taste of your cum Master." she said softly as she sat back up. "Well I should get this girl back inside, wait 5 minutes before you head home so I can get her back to the bar. I'll see you in your dreams tonight."

Without even waiting for a reply she pulled the door open and slid out of the car. She headed back to the club, walking quickly but swinging her hips in a sultry way. He watched her head inside and then waited a bit before heading home for the night.


Rosalynd’s Desire

Book Three


Prologue

Since Christopher moved into his new house, his life has taken some dramatic turns. He got the house below market because four years ago a woman was murdered in the house. Rosalynd Boyes was a BDSM porn star who was quite successful and well known.  A crazy fan hunted her down and killed her after she ignored his obsessive attempts to contact her online.

In the four years since her death, the house has been bought and sold three times before Christopher. All the previous owners claimed that the house is haunted. Christopher, however, didn't believe in ghosts or the paranormal. He believed he was getting an amazing deal on the house because people were superstitious. Almost immediately after moving in, he began to think he might be wrong.

The first weird thing he noticed was a flickering light in the bathroom. He dismissed it as a loose bulb or wiring and added fixing it on his to-do list for the coming weekend. From the first night he slept in the house, he started having weird dreams about a beautiful blond. Having naughty dreams wasn't unusual for single Christopher.  It was the subject of these dreams and the fact that they were so intense they actually brought him to orgasm in his sleep! They were kinkier than anything he had ever done in real life or even thought about doing. He couldn't explain it and began to get worn down from the lack of sleep.

After a week of these relentless dreams, he saw writing appear in the fogged-up bathroom mirror. That freaked him out, now he was having a hard time denying that something paranormal was going on. The message was friendly though so at least the "ghost" didn't seem hostile.

A week later, he had a surprise house guest. His realtor, Cindy, stopped by to see how he was settling in and brought him a houseplant. The small talk was pleasant but then Cindy tensed up and got silent.  Then when she relaxed again, her behavior completely changed. She began to try to seduce Christopher, being persistent and aggressive. He was unsure of the whole situation but in the end, he gave in.  One can hardly blame a guy going through a dry spell for giving in to a beautiful woman trying to seduce him!

After they were done, "Cindy" revealed that is was actually Rosalynd.  She had possessed Cindy's body to seduce Christopher! This completely shocked the hell out of him. Somehow, he managed to stay calm when Rosalynd released Cindy.  She acted like the whole thing had not happened.

Things ramped up in craziness from there. Up until the day Cindy came by, every night Christopher awoke from his sexual dreams right after he ejaculated in his dream. But this night he woke up when he was almost there, but not quite. Rosalynd proved she could touch him that night by stroking him then giving him a blow job until he came. He also could hear her moaning in pleasure. As she got more turned on, he could hear her more and after a bit he could start to see her!

The next day he figured out a way for them to communicate. Turned out that she could type on the computer if he had it open to a word processor. They spent hours talking and this became the routine. The evening spent talking then a sexual dream which ended with him awaking to a blow job from her, every night. Before long he began to feel like she was his girlfriend, despite the whole ghost thing.

He discovered that Rosalynd was trapped in the house these last four years and wanted to find a way for her to leave. He did research on his lunch break, trying to figure it out. Turned out that there was an old collar of hers hidden away in the attic crawlspace. This was the item she was bound to, not the house itself. So, if Christopher took the collar with him, she could go anywhere with him!

They celebrated that evening by going to her favorite restaurant and then to a dance club. Of course she couldn't eat, drink, or dance. Even so, she was excited to get to experience her favorite places again after so long. They communicated by typing on his phone when they were outside the house. This way he appeared to be a normal guy staring at his phone.

After being at the club for about an hour, Rosalynd couldn't resist the temptation anymore. She asked Christopher to pick out a woman he found attractive. He resisted at first but finally gave in and picked out a curvy blond that was alone at the bar. Rosalynd didn't falter before rushing over and possessing the blond. She then made her way back over to him.

She kissed him and revealed who she was. He felt uncomfortable with her doing this but she drug him out on the dance floor before he could complain. Rosalynd was a great dancer and after a few songs, she had Christopher forgetting about his moral dilemma. She had gotten him too turned on with her rubbing and grinding against him to think about much but exploring more of her.

She realized how turned on he was and pulled him out to the car. They climbed in the backseat and made out for a while. She closed up the quickie with giving him one of her amazing blow jobs. Rosalynd then took the blond back in the bar and gave her back control of her body. Christopher waited while she did that then returned home.


Chapter One

When Christopher got home, he headed straight for the kitchen and grabbed a beer from the fridge. He sat at the breakfast bar, drinking it and contemplating this whole situation. Feeling bothered by the fact that Rosalynd has possessed women without permission. They of course had no memory of what transpired but it still felt wrong to him. Rosalynd seemed to be quite okay with the situation. He assumed this was because after four years of being a ghost, she was willing to cross a line to feel alive again for a little while.

He needed to find a better solution. The logical solution was to find a woman who was willing.  The real question was how the hell was he going to find a girl willing to be possessed, and then let the ghost have sex with him? There was also the not so minor detail that Rosalynd was beyond kinky.  It was only a matter of time before she would want to explore that side of herself while possessing someone. Frustrated, he decided he should talk to her about it. He chugged the rest of his beer in a flash and then pulled out his phone.

"Rosalynd, hey can we talk?" he asked aloud, staring at the screen waiting for her reply.

"Of course, is something wrong?" she asked by typing on the screen in a memo app.

"Well, sort of... I'm a bit uncomfortable with this whole you possessing women thing. I mean Cindy and the girl from the bar have no idea that they did something sexual with me. It just feels wrong, ya know?" He said with clear hesitation in his voice.

"I understand, but what else can we do? I mean it is the only way you can touch me!" She replied.

"What if we try to find a girl who is willing? Then it wouldn't matter. Does it always give them no memory of what happened, or have you been causing that?" He asked nervously. He was beyond worried that she wasn't going to like the idea, but he was at a loss for a different one.

"I make them forget. If we could find a willing girl then you wouldn't have to feel guilty. But how in the hell are we going to find a girl that is willing?"

"Maybe we can find a girl online that has a genuine obsession with the paranormal and would want to try it for the experience. Then if she likes it, she might be willing to do it again? I don't know hun... But we have got to find a long-term solution, ya know?" He said, still feeling anxious.

"Good idea! Go get on the computer and see what you can find!"

Christopher headed to his office and fired up his computer. He had been checking out a couple of paranormal forums to do research.  That was the only place he could think to look. He had dual monitors on his computer so he opened up his word processing app on one.  That way, Rosalynd could talk to him, and his web browser on the other.

"I've been doing some research on a couple of forums that cater to the paranormal. I feel like that would be the best place to start. The only problem is there are people from all over the world on those forums... What are the chances of finding a willing girl who is close by?" He explained to Rosalynd.

"Is there is a local ghost hunting club nearby? Or you could try the dating section on one of those community sites where you can post anything, like Robertslist." she suggested.

"Good idea, okay so I guess I'll start by posting on Robertslist, if only I can think of something that doesn't sound crazy to write. Then look for clubs or something..."

Christopher went to Robertslist and went to the dating section. It took him a while to write up an ad, but finally he settled on:

Looking for fellow ghost hunter!

Just a normal guy who is obsessed with ghosts and wants to find a girl who is too! I've included a pic. I'm not picky on looks when it comes to women, what really matters is that we click. Looking for an adventurous girl who is willing to try new things!

It was kind of brief and vague.  He couldn't say he was looking for a girl willing to be possessed by his ghost girlfriend so that they could have sex! He hoped it wasn't too vague and actually got some replies. He was a good looking guy so he was kinda hopeful.

Next, he tried to find a local club or group. He did manage to find a group on a social media site that was for the whole county. That was close enough to be worth a shot he thought! He looked through the member roster and was surprised to find a lot of women in the group. He had expected it to be mostly nerdy guys. He decided to take a chance and post there too. Of course, this wasn't a site for dating, so he would have to try a different tactic.

Hey everyone. So I recently bought a new house and was told that multiple previous owners had claimed the house was haunted. To be honest, I didn't really believe in ghosts so I thought I was just getting a good deal on the house because of superstition. I've been here over a month now and have been experiencing some really weird stuff. I was hoping to make a friend or two that I can talk to about all this. I'm afraid my friends would think I was crazy if I told them everything!

Now he would have to hope like hell that some women replied and he could strike up a friendship with them without seeming like a creep. It had been a very long night so he decided to head to bed, wishing he could sleep in the next day.


Chapter Two

Once again, Rosalynd gave him a very naughty dream, despite the fact that they had already had some physical fun earlier that evening. He found himself in the basement dungeon again. Rosalynd was kneeling before him, her head bent down with her gaze locked on his boots, completely naked, and waiting for his command.

The entire large room was setup as a dungeon. There were different types of furniture, all designed to restrain someone. A St. Andrews cross stood tall and menacingly in one corner. There was a stockade. On the walls, everywhere, there were a wide variety of whips, paddles, rope, tools, and more. Some of the items, Christopher had never seen and didn't know what they were for. There were two chests of drawers, one at each end of the room. He wasn't sure he wanted to find out what was hidden in those drawers with so much out in the open. There was even what appeared to be a Dr.'s examination table.  Beside it a metal storage unit and a metal tray for medical instruments on wheels which had a few clean towels folded on it. Christopher had dreamed of being in this room with Rosalynd before and wasn't shocked to take it all in as he had been the first time.

He looked down at Rosalynd and contemplated for a little bit. She had been starting to let him have more and more control of the dreams. It seemed she was going to let him get the scene started this time. He reached down and grabbed her chin gently, lifting it to get her to make eye contact with him.

"Well, you were very good earlier when you got me off without needing pleasure for yourself." He said with a warm tone to his voice.

"I am pleased to give you pleasure, Master." She whispered softly.

"However, you were very naughty possessing that poor girl and making her suck my dick without her knowledge, weren't you?" He asked, his tone much sterner now.

"I was, but I only did it because I desired you so much Master." She glanced down as she spoke, unable to turn away due to his grip on her chin. She clearly had some feelings of guilt for what she had done. Or she just wanted to be punished. Either way, he had a feeling that she was going to get punished, whether he wanted to punish her or not.

"We are working on a plan to avoid that necessity.  In the meantime, I don't want you to ever do that again without my explicit permission first, do you understand?" His tone of voice was scolding.

"Yes Master. I won't do that again." She said softly, still keeping her gaze low.

"Up on your feet." He barked at her and pulled at her chin. He usually wouldn't speak so roughly to a woman, he hadn't chosen those words either. She was starting to take control of the dream again. He had hoped that if he got her to agree not to possess anyone while she was being submissive like that, it would get her to really stick to the agreement. He wasn't sure if she was taking back control because she was bothered by him doing this, or if she wanted to control the type of punishment she got.

Once she was standing, he headed to the corner with the St. Andrews cross without saying a word. She followed him obediently without needing to be commanded. There were leather cuffs already clipped into position at all four corners of the cross that hung open.

"Face the wall and get into position." He barked at her. She flinched a tad and then quickly did as he told her to. She spread her legs and tried to get her ankles as close to lined up as she could.  Then reached up and out with both wrists, lining her wrists up with the empty cuffs.

He roughly strapped her ankles and wrists in, pulling hard to ensure she had no wiggle room at all. She let out a little gasp each time he pulled a strap tight and then instinctively tested the restraint. She twisted and pulled with her limbs but wasn't going anywhere. Each time he paused to watch her struggle against the restraints. He couldn't help but notice that he was getting half hard from watching her struggle and the sound of the metal clips clanging. Once she was completely restrained, he began to wander about the room, looking for today’s toys.

She was restrained facing the wall, unable to see what he was doing again. He thought about dragging it out and teasing her, making lots of noise during the process but decided against it. She was letting him have control over this part of the dream now and he wanted to get to something more fun than teasing her! He selected a long flogger off the wall and then headed to the chest of drawers he knew contained toys. He opened the drawer with the vibrators and choose a wireless bullet that had a remote control.

Her hands were higher than her head but there was some slack which allowed her body to be moved. He walked back over to her and put the handle of the flogger in his back pocket. He also stashed the bullet and it's remote in a front pocket. He then grabbed her hips on either side and pulled them back towards him roughly. She didn't resist, sticking her ass out as far as she could the way she was restrained.

This gave him a much better angle to reach her sweet pussy. Holding her in place with one hand still on her hip, he took a fingertip and slid it up and down her slit with feather-light pressure. She was already wet, she really loved being restrained it seemed.

"Since you were good and naughty all at the same time, I thought I would give you some pleasure with your punishment." He said in a suggestive way. While he was talking, he found her sweet entrance with this finger and thrust it inside her.

"Thank you Master!' She cried out as he set a fairly quick pace. He added a second finger, wanting to make sure she was ready for the bullet. She was moaning loudly, clearly loving getting some pleasure when she had been expecting punishment. He fucked her with his hand until she was close to cumming, the first time he felt the tell-tale clenching of her cunt, he pulled his fingers out.

"Not quite yet, pet." He chuckled and waited a moment for her breathing to calm down. She didn't protest his denial of her orgasm, she knew it would do no good. Once she calmed down a bit, he took the bullet out of his pocket. He rubbed her clit with it in a circular motion causing her to gasp and begin moaning again. After a little teasing, he slid it inside her completely in one movement.

"MMMMMMmmmmmmmmmmmm." She moaned as it entered her. He backed away and watched her for a bit. It didn't take long before she was squirming a tad, turned on by having something inside her but wanting more. He chuckled as he pressed the button on the remote, turning the bullet on it's lowest setting.

"Thank you Master!" She moaned as she felt the vibration start.

He then picked up the flogger and shook it out a bit. He watched her clench her hands in response to the noise. Interesting, she must recognize the sound he thought. Suddenly, Christopher felt out of control again, Rosalynd was taking over. He wondered about this back and forth she was doing with the control of the dream tonight. He would have to ask her about it later!

He reached out with the flogger, teasing her with it. He held it high so the tips grazed her back, moving up and down until he got a soft moan out of her. He then teased lower and lower until he was dragging it back and forth across her ass. She was fidgeting a bit and continuing to moan as he took his time. She let out a slight little groan of frustration as he pulled it back and waited a moment.

Then he began to swing the flogger landing moderate blows, back and forth across her round ass. She moaned a little each it landed. He picked up the pace and the strength of the stroked until her moans started to sound more like squeals of pain. Her ass was bright red at this point from the lashes of the flogger. He reached into his pocket and pressed the button on the remote for bullet that was still inside her, turning it up to its highest setting.

She let out an intense moan for a moment, until he started again with the flogger. She squealed in surprise as he swung the flogger gently with an upward motion against her wet pussy. He waited about five seconds and then brought it against her cunt again. He kept up this pace for a couple of minutes. Finally, he thought she had enough and he left the flogger fall to the ground.

He rubbed her ass cheeks in a circular motion with both hands, trying to lessen the stinging she was feeling. He then rubbed the outer lips of her pussy in the same way. He hooked a finger through the loop attached to the bullet and yanked it out her, causing her to moan loud. She then whimpered as she heard him undo his belt buckle followed by the unzipping of his pants. He let his pants and boxers fall to his ankles, not bothering to take them or his boots off.

He gripped the base of his dick and guided it to her wet tight little pussy. He slid it up and down her slit a few times then found her entrance and entered her completely with one quick thrust. She arched her back as much as she could with the restraints, moaning as he entered her. He gripped her hips with both hands and started long thrusts, pulling back until just the tip was in her before slamming his full length back into her. He went teasingly slow at first but ramped up the speed quickly.

Before long he was pounding her hard, his body slapping against her sore ass, driving her to the brink of an explosive orgasm.

"Please can I cum, Master?" She screamed out.

"Yes, cum all over my dick!" He ordered her with a stern tone of voice.

She screamed in pleasure as he felt her pussy clench around his hard cock while she shook from the intensity of her orgasm. When her body started to calm down a little, he spanked her ass hard. This cut off her moaning as it turned into a squeal from the pain. Her pussy continued to spasm around him as she finished her orgasm.

He slowed his pace for a little while after she calmed down then ramped back up the speed again until she came again. Again, as she orgasmed, he spanked her hard, loving her little squeals and loud moans. Once she calmed down, he pulled out and positioned the tip of his dick at the tight little bud of her asshole and pushed.

“I’m going to fuck your ass now, relax and it won’t hurt as bad.”

“Yes Master.” he could feel her body relax a little at his command.  He began tiny short thrusts to work the head of his cock into her ass. It didn’t take that long with her relaxed before his head slipped inside her. They both let out a loud moan. Her ass was so tight, he paused for a moment to let her body adjust to his girth. Then resuming his short thrusts, now working his entire length into her. She was moaning like crazy as he finally got himself buried to the hilt in her.

Now he began much longer thrusts, pulling his dick back until only the head was inside her before filling her completely again. He started slow, it felt so good he wanted to cum but he was trying hard to hold back. Still gripping her hips, he picked up the pace until his body was slapping against her ass while he pounded her tight little ass hard. Her orgasms were coming so quick, he completely lost track of them. He could feel his balls tightening as her body was spasming around him, each time she came brought him close to the edge.

When she came, he spanked her harder and harder. Her ass was dark red by the time he couldn’t hold back any longer. He spanked her roughly a few times then pulled her into him by the hips as much as he could, burying himself as deep as possible inside her ass. He shot burst after burst of hot cum deep inside her ass. When he felt like he was finally spent, he gave her a few more thrusts and then pulled out of her. Immediately after withdrawing from her, he awoke in his bed alone, the wetness of his cum all over him and the sheets.


Chapter Three

The following day Christopher was pleasantly surprised to find he had gotten some replies to both of his posts from the previous day. The social media post got a reply from mixed men and women, and he struck up light conversations with some of the women through private message.

The dating ad proved to garner way more replies than he was expecting. Most of the replies were from relatively attractive women who all also said they were fascinated by the paranormal. He skimmed over all of the replies, one girl, Sharla, jumped out at him. He wrote back and forth with some of the girls but Sharla was the one he really wanted.

She was adorable and had this dark and mysterious thing going on. She wrote mostly about her beliefs in ghosts and the paranormal. She was obsessed with the "ghost hunting" type reality shows. She had never gotten to experience anything in real life but said that she really wanted to.

He wrote back to her, starting with a compliment, but mostly talking about the paranormal too. He explained how he had always been the guy that didn't believe anything without science to back it until recently. He explained that he had experienced something that changed his way of thinking but was vague. He was hoping mystery would be a good thing here.

They emailed back and forth all week, talking about ghosts and stories of places that were haunted. Their emails also got more and more personal, them both revealing a bit about themselves slowly. It turned out that Sharla was a programmer too, but she worked in application development. He felt like he was really connecting with her and decided to be brave on his lunch break on Friday and start to explain what was really going on. He was going to take it slow, but he was hopeful she would react well.

He told her about the writing in the mirror, the flickering lights, and a little about the dreams. He said that the dreams were naughty in nature, but didn't go into any specifics. He did however say that he had verified that the woman he was dreaming about was the ghost that was supposedly haunting his house. He also explained he didn't think he had seen her before the dreams began. The major detail he left out, was the story of her death. Of course, revealing too many specifics about that would allow Sharla to find his house on the internet easily due to the media coverage of her murder.

He waited anxiously all afternoon for her reply and had a difficult time focusing on work. He finally found he had a reply waiting for him as he left work and headed to his car. She was totally excited by his story and told him that she had an EMF meter, EVP recorder, and a thermal camera. She said she would love to bring them over sometime and see what they could find. Of course, she said they should meet up somewhere for coffee or lunch first. Christopher couldn't help but feel excited, though he knew he should tone it down before he got home. The last thing he needed was this plan backfiring if Rosalynd got jealous!

He replied telling her that he was just leaving work and had no plans for the rest of the weekend. He suggested that they meet up whenever she had some free time. He gave her his cell phone number as well. As he turned down his street twenty minutes later, the text message alert went off on his phone. He barely got the car in park before grabbing his phone to check the message.

"Hey, it's Sharla. I just wrapped up work too, wanna grab a bite somewhere? I have a million questions, this is so exciting!" The text message read.

"Sure, I just got home, give me about 30 minutes to get ready. Where would you like to meet?" He asked. They texted back and forth a couple times making plans then he went inside to tell Rosalynd and get ready.

He rushed to the bedroom to change into something more presentable. His office was extremely casual and he wanted something a little nicer than torn jeans and an old t-shirt. As he got changed, he spoke out loud, explaining everything that happened to Rosalynd. When he was done getting ready, he pulled out his phone and sat on the bed to see her reply.

"This is so exciting! I want to go with you, please!" She typed quickly on his phone.

"One step ahead of you hun, why do you think I put on my nicest cargo pants!" He told her with a chuckle. He headed to his nightstand and pulled her collar gently out of the drawer then placed it in his pocket. "You ready for this? Please though, be good and no possessing her until we have her permission. That might not happen tonight so we gotta be patient with this one!"

"Yes Master, I'll be good! Let's go!" Appeared on his phone in reply.

"Good girl." He said warmly as he stood and headed to the car.

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

They had chosen a big franchise diner that was only about 15 minutes from Christopher's house. He got there a bit early but headed inside anyway. The diner wasn't busy but he told the hostess he was waiting for someone and sat on a bench to wait. He texted Sharla to let her know that he was inside.

She arrived a few minutes later and they awkwardly hugged and then made small talk while being seated and giving their drink orders. Luckily since the diner was so empty, they were able to get a corner booth, pretty far away from anyone else. Christopher had been a bit nervous about talking about all this in public. Once the hostess walked away, they both visibly relaxed and they started talking about Christopher's house.

She asked him to retell everything in much more detail and was patient despite her excitement. She didn't interrupt him at all but did ask questions when he paused long enough for her to do so politely. Once he finished with the things she already knew a bit about, the hard question came.

"This is a really new part of town. I don't mean to sound skeptical of you at all, but usually it is older houses that you hear are haunted. You just bought the place, did they tell you about anything bad happening in the house when you bought it?" She asked.

"Yes actually they did. I didn't mention that in my email because I didn't want you to think I wasn't being honest about it. You said you have lived in this general area your whole life. You remember hearing about a woman being killed in her house a few years ago? She was an umm... actress and a crazy stalker fan murdered her." He said anxiously. He knew since the story was fairly recent there was a chance she would remember. He also worried that she wouldn't believe that was the house he bought. He had come prepared for her doubt though.

"Wait that bondage porn star? What was her name, Rose or something like that? You mean to tell me that is the house you bought? That was like the most horrible crime that happened here in our lifetime..." She crossed her arms against her chest and leaned back. Clearly, she wasn't sure he was telling the truth.

"I had a feeling you might doubt me since her death did get national media coverage and such. I haven't gotten my new driver's license yet but I did bring my first power bill. Go ahead and look up her address on your phone from the news coverage." She relaxed a bit as he spoke and pulled out the power bill and set it on the table. He also got out his wallet to show her his license so she could see the names match. "I know it is crazy, trust me. I thought I was just getting an awesome house really cheap due to the previous owners being freaked out over nothing."

She pulled out her phone as he spoke and began to look it up. Once she found the address, she set the phone down and slid over the bill and his license.

"Ok, thanks for thinking ahead to show that to me. I don't know if I would have believed it otherwise. So, you said the previous owners were freaked out? What happened?" she relaxed as she spoke and gave him back the bill and his license.

"I'm actually already the fourth owner of the house since Rosalynd died. The realtor who sold me the house believed in ghosts too. She said every previous owner sold because they claimed the place was haunted. She didn't know specifics though." He explained.

Now that they both were relaxed, with that awkwardness behind them, they chatted for a couple of hours. There dinner date wrapped up with them making plans for the next evening. Sharla really wanted to check out the house with her ghost hunting gear. He paid for their dinner and walked her to the car. She gave him a less awkward hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then she began to search for her keys in her purse when suddenly she tensed up and froze for a minute.

"I know, I know, Master. But just a peck goodnight? That will never do!" She laughed as she began walking towards his car.

"Rosalynd... What did I tell you, we don't want to mess this up!" He said, the frustration in his voice was clear as he followed her to his car.

She laughed and then pulled him into a deep kiss, leaning up against the car. She reached in his pocket and found his keys, pulling them out as they kissed. She pulled back long enough to unlock the car and then opened the back-seat door and pulled him inside with her.

"Baby this isn't funny dammit. You know I'm not going to be able to resist... Fuck..." He cried out as she began to stroke him through his pants.

"Just a quick blow job and I'll let her go, I promise Master. I just want to feel your hands on me while I suck you off." She begged while stroking him and kissing his neck.

"Okay, okay, but you aren't swallowing. Don't you think she will notice that taste in her mouth all of sudden?" He caved to her advances. God, he just could not resist this woman.

She beamed as she nodded her head in reply. She quickly undid his pants and slid them down his hips. She reached in his boxers and pulled him out, smiling to see his was already almost completely hard. He might have protested outwardly about being uncomfortable about her possessing random women, but he couldn't help but be turned on by it too. His desire for Sharla had built up and he was very turned on to watch her head lower as she took the head of his dick in her mouth.

Rosalynd was in control though, and she sure knew how to please him. She kept a hand wrapped firmly as the base of his cock as she bobbed her head up and down. Clearly, she meant it when she had said quick for she was sucking him hard and fast within a couple minutes.

Pleasure coursed through his body as she reached over with her other hand and began to fondle his balls. She was letting out a moan each time the head of his dick hit the back of her throat. He really loved that she was so damn turned on by pleasing him. He reached his left hand up into her hair, not taking control, just gently rubbing at her scalp. Her moans got a little louder in reply as he slid his right hand between her legs and rubbed at her clit gently. A couple more minutes and he felt his balls churning, letting him know he was getting close.

"I'm gonna cum, back off." He ordered her. She whimpered a protest but didn't back off. She instead increased her pressure, nursing him hard. He tightened his grip in her hair, trying to lead her off but she refused.

"Shit..." He cried out as he began to erupt, spurting the first hot rope of cum into her warm mouth. She held him deep in her mouth and swallowed rapidly, trying to make sure she didn't waste a drop. Once she felt his hand relax in her hair, she knew he was done and sat up.

"I love the way you taste, Master." She said as she pulled him into a deep kiss again.

"Okay, back to her car baby. You had your fun!" He said as he pulled his pants back on and opened the car door. She didn't protest and followed him back over to Sharla's car. She gave him another quick but passionate kiss before getting back into position and then releasing Sharla.

"Get home safe." Christopher said as he backed away slowly.

"See you tomorrow!" Sharla replied cheerfully as she unlocked her car and got in.
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