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Chapter 1: Wedding Night

 


Rosalie Galloway was a medium. She could see
ghosts and become possessed by them. This is how she ended up
meeting her husband - Blake White. Blake White had been a famous
Rockstar before he’d been mysteriously murdered, and one day
Rosalie had encountered his ghost.

Blake had blackmailed Rosalie into helping
him find his murderer, so that he could get his revenge. Along the
way, solving the mystery of Blake’s ‘death’, Rosalie and Blake fell
in love - even though Blake was a ghost.

As it turns out, Blake wasn’t dead, but in a
coma. The first thing, Blake had wanted to do now that he had a
physical body was make love to Rosalie. But Rosalie explained to
Blake that she was Catholic and wanted to wait until marriage
before they had sex.

Blake had obliged Rosalie, and said that they
could wait until they were married.

After a beautiful wedding ceremony at the
First Congregation Church of Los Angeles and wedding reception at
the Hilton Los Angeles Airport Hotel, Blake and Rosalie White had
taken a private jet back to New York. They were currently at
Blake’s posh, luxurious penthouse apartment in the heart of New
York City.

At the wedding reception, Rosalie could feel
the heated gaze of her husband following her the entire time. His
otherworldly lavender-colored eyes had been burning with lust,
desire, and passion as he undressed her with his impatient
eyes.

On the outside, Blake had appeared cool,
calm, collected, and even patient.

But his eyes had revealed that there was a
burning inferno of lust and desire bubbling up inside of the
rockstar that was getting ready to explode.

Eek! Rosalie internally squeaked. Her
husband wanted to make love to her. And this should have made
Rosalie extremely happy and excited, but…

Rosalie had always been shy, socially
awkward, and timid before Blake and his friends (the rest of the
band that was called The Erotic Corpses) had changed
her, and turned her into the famous singer then drummer known today
as Ro Ripper.

She used to wear an unflattering pair of
round, nerdy, old-fashioned glasses on her face. And her unruly
black hair had always been a total mess!

And even though Rosalie now looked like a
rockstar on the outside she was still the same shy Rosalie on the
inside.

And so because of this Rosalie was extremely
nervous. Which was bad - really bad - because when Rosalie
was nervous, afraid, or upset she was susceptible to ghostly
possession. Rosalie swallowed worriedly. She could only hope there
weren’t any weird ghosts hanging around inside of Blake’s
apartment.

“Well, we’re finally here.” Blake’s deep
voice made Rosalie jump out of nervousness, and she shot her
husband a wary look, feeling like a lamb in a wolf’s den. “Y-Yeah.”
Rosalie was still wearing her wedding dress.

Rosalie’s wedding dress was strapless, the
skirt was huge and dramatic with white and light blue ruffles, and
the dress had been zombified with blood splatter. But the ‘blood
splatter’ was actually real rubies that had been sewn into the
material. The shoes on her feet where white with glittering
rubies.

The theme of Rosalie and Blake’s wedding had
been a Zombie Apocalypse, which for anyone other than a pair of
rockstars that belonged in a band called The Erotic Corpses
would have been inappropriate, but for the two of them it just
worked.

Blake casually took off his zombified tuxedo
jacket and draped it over the back of the black leather couch in
the living room. He turned to face her with a fierce, possessive
look in his lavender-colored eyes.

Mine. He thought to himself as he
approached Rosalie. She’s finally mine.

Rosalie gulped.

Blake stopped right in front of Rosalie and
there was obvious heat in his gaze. “I can’t believe you’re my wife
now.”

“Yeah…and you’re my husband.” Rosalie said
softly.

“It’s good to be home.” Blake reached out and
cupped Ro’s cheek affectionately. “I’m going to kiss you now, Mrs.
Rosalie White.”

Eek! Rosalie inwardly squeaked.

Blake was always like that with Rosalie -
demanding, controlling and a little chauvinistic. He took what he
wanted, when he wanted it. That was a famous rockstar’s
prerogative. And he was used to getting his way.

Blake kissed her. At first, just a tender
pressing of his warm lips against hers. Rosalie shut her eyes, and
melted into the sweet, tender kiss.

Rosalie had to stand on her tiptoes to kiss
Blake, and tilted her head slightly back. Blake moved his left hand
behind Rosalie to the small of her back, and pushed Rosalie forward
so that she was pressed up against him, flush against his chest.
Her breasts crushed against his hard muscular chest causing her to
gasp.

Blake ran his hot tongue over Rosalie’s lips,
seeking and demanding entrance.

Rosalie complied, opened her mouth, and Blake
plunged his tongue into her mouth. Blake swirled his tongue
skillfully around Rosalie’s making her toes curl in pleasure. A
soft moan escaped her lips.

Blake was a really good kisser. Rosalie
wondered just how many girls Blake had kissed to get that
good. An unexpected wave of jealousy crashed through her. Blake was
definitely no virgin - unlike Rosalie. Blake was probably really
good in bed too. Blake had probably been with dozens of stunning
supermodels with perfect bodies, and now he was about to be with
her.

She’d always felt frumpy around those skinny
girls. No pressure, Rosalie. She thought to herself.

Blake began to thrust his tongue in and out
of Rosalie’s mouth as he mimicked the movements of sex with his
tongue.

Rosalie moaned and gasped. There was
something about that action that had butterflies fluttering like
mad in Rosalie’s stomach. Warmth was pooling in her lower abdomen.
Heat was gathering between her legs.

She unconsciously rubbed her thighs together,
trying to undo some of the coiled up sexual tension that was
building inside of her. Her cheeks felt hot.

The kiss was so consuming that Rosalie felt
herself getting swept away by it, in this wave of erotic euphoria.
Blake was skillful, confident, and in control. Rosalie was a slave
to his lustful whims.

Her legs felt weak and her knees gave out.
She would have collapsed to the floor if Blake hadn’t reached out
and caught her in his arms.

“Whoa there, Mrs. White. I’ve got you.” Blake
said in a low, husky voice.

Rosalie’s face was pink, her cheeks were
flushed and hot, and there was a slightly glazed look in her
ice-blue eyes. Rosalie blinked up at Blake in a kind of lust-filled
stupor. “Blake…?”

A cocky smirk was playing across Blake’s sexy
mouth. I’m so the man. “Why don’t we take this into the
bedroom where we will be more comfortable.” The rockstar declared
before effortlessly swooping Rosalie up into his arms and carrying
her bridal-style.

“Eek!” Rosalie let out a surprised squeak as
Blake suddenly picked her up. He was carrying her as if she were as
light as a feather.

“Hold onto me.” Blake demanded.

Rosalie wrapped her arms around Blake’s neck,
and he began to carry her towards his bedroom.

Well, it was technically their
bedroom, but it still felt like Blake’s. Blake padded down the
hall, kicked his bedroom door open, and waltzed inside with Rosalie
in his arms. He somehow managed to flip on a light switch without
having to put Ro down.

Blake’s bedroom had a masculine feel to it
with gray-blue walls. There was a black and white comforter on his
huge, Gothic, Queen-sized, four-poster, wrought iron bed. The black
dresser, desk and chair were modern.

And then there were the blown-up photographs
of Blake White on the walls - shots of him taken at his most recent
concerts. In most of the shots he was singing into his mic, his
long black leather jacket billowing behind him.

Had Rosalie mentioned that her husband was a
little egocentric, and perhaps a little self-absorbed?

Blake carried Rosalie over to the bed and
gently set her down upon it.

Rosalie scooted back on the bed to give Blake
room, or to get away from him…?

He was giving her this look, like he wanted
to devour her. Epp! He wants to eat me! He’s going to absolutely
devour me!

Blake crawled onto the bed with the predatory
grace of a panther.

The rockstar removed his tie and tossed it on
the bed carelessly. He unbuttoned a few of the buttons of his silky
silver shirt to make himself more comfortable.

Rosalie watched as a small peek of Blake’s
pale muscular chest was revealed. Blake crawled over Rosalie,
straddling her, and caged her in with his big, powerful body.

Rosalie felt cornered, trapped. There was no
escape.

Blake smiled sexily down at her as he
captured her lips again, and kissed her hungrily.

Rosalie was nervous, but…felt herself
responding to his skillful French kissing. The butterflies in her
stomach started to flutter again, and heat began to pool between
her legs once more. His mouth moved over hers in languid
movements.

While Blake kissed her, he ran his hands up
from her waist, and gently over her womanly curves. Blake gently
kneaded Ro’s right breast through her wedding dress experimentally,
and she moaned at the touch and arched her back. He smirked, liking
her reaction. Blake kneaded Rosalie’s other breast and when she
appeared to get used to that, he pinched both of her nipples
through her wedding dress simultaneously.

Rosalie squeaked at the odd sensation. “What
are you…?”

“Shhhh. You’ll like it.” Blake insisted as he
continued to play with her nipples until they began to harden at
his touch, and turn into two tight, sensitive little pearls.

“Oh…” Each time Blake pinched her nipples her
pussy would throb in response.

Blake definitely knew what he was doing.
While Blake had Rosalie distracted with his kissing he slid his
hands up Rosalie’s dress, and headed for her sex. He spread her
legs slightly to allow himself better access.

“What…?” Rosalie asked, dazedly. However,
when the medium felt Blake sliding her panties down her legs she
panicked. Rosalie kicked out, and her feet connected with Blake’s
chest, sending him backwards and off the bed.

Rosalie quickly pulled her panties back up,
and leapt off the bed. Her eyes were wide and troubled.

Blake groaned from his place on his ass on
the floor. “Ugh…Rosalie? What…?”

“You can’t just…! I need to….!” Mentally
prepare myself first. She thought wildly. “I need to do
something first. I…need to get ready. Yeah!” Rosalie grabbed a
shopping bag her best friend Carrie had given her that contained a
‘wedding present’, and fled to the bathroom. She shut the door
behind her and locked it.

Rosalie flipped on the light switch and made
her way over to the sink. She put her hands on the sink and looked
at her reflection as she tried to pull herself together, panting
for breath. She was almost hyperventilating. The bathroom walls
felt like they were closing in on her.

Rosalie looked at her reflection in the
mirror. Her usually pale cheeks were flushed pink, and her ice-blue
eyes looked slightly glassy. She didn’t even look like herself, so
how could she feel like herself? She let out a heavy
sigh.

Rosalie made her way over to the toilet, put
the lid down, and took a seat on it. She wondered what her friend
Carrie had given her. Carrie had said: ‘These things will come in
handy on your wedding night. Especially if you lose your
confidence’.

Confidence? I could sure use a little of
that right now. Rosalie was terrified. The medium opened up the
bag and peered inside. Her eyes widened in shock and disbelief at
the items she saw.

Rosalie didn’t really know what they were,
but…could figure out they were sex toys of some kind. But one of
them was a dildo that was attached to a harness, so that was very
odd. How would one even use such a thing? She wondered with a
furrowed brow. There was also a leather whip that looked like a
riding crop, a wooden paddle, a pair of handcuffs, and some strange
metal clips.

There was also an entire outfit that looked
like it was made out of black leather.

Rosalie pulled out the straps of leather, and
couldn’t even figure out how one would put it on. “I can’t do
this.” She lamented, feeling pathetic. “This is impossible for me.”
The medium started to breath irregularly, and her breathing was
coming in and out in short gasps.

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about
anything else. Just let me handle it, sweetness.” A disembodied
female voice assured Rosalie.

Rosalie abruptly stood up from the toilet
seat and looked around the bathroom wildly. “Who’s there?”

“Over here.” A husky female voice
directed.

Rosalie slowly approached the bathroom
mirror, and swallowed before she peered into it. She had to slap a
hand over her mouth to stifle her ensuing scream.

Rosalie’s reflection was not her own.
Instead, the mirror showed the reflection of someone else.
Something else. Something
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