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Preface

 

 

I died twenty minutes after losing my virginity, left floating face up in my neighbor’s pool.  If I could have seen anything, I would have known the stars were out that night, bright and beautiful.  But I’d died looking at the bottom of the pool, the glint of a discarded golden wedding band my only company. 

 

 

 

Chapter One

Justine

 

 

I rounded the corner to Cherry Lane with my usual power-walking stride.  It was early.  I always worked out early.  My husband and little boy were still snug asleep in their beds…both so sweet and dear to me.  Actually, I was almost completely sure that no one else was awake this early in the morning except me…and one other person.

I cut down the alley that ran behind the other side of Cherry Lane from where I and my family lived.  I traveled on the grass that lined both sides of the alley, to make less noise than the gravel lined alley would—and slipped into the eighth gate on the left.  The gate that was always left open and kept perfectly oiled so not to make a sound.  I walked up to the back door of the house, it’s yellow siding and green shudders almost as familiar as my own house’s white and black—and then I took the key I’d been holding in my hand my entire work-out and slid it into the lock.

The kitchen was spotless, as usual—sometimes I wondered if he ever even used it.  I walked quickly to the hall that led to the living room.  No lights were on, but the early morning sun light crept through the pulled drapes, giving the room a warm glow.  But even the warm glow of morning couldn’t give the room any true warmth.  The room had only a cold black leather couch on one side, and a huge, sleek flat screen television affixed to the wall of the other.

The house seemed desolate, as if no one even lived there.  Even the air smelled sterile.  But someone did live there, and he’d left a pair of shiny stainless steel handcuffs in the middle of the floor.  The handcuffs glinted against dark brown carpeting.  They also held down a folded piece of paper: his instructions.

I kicked off my walking shoes in the corner of the room; shed my socks and running shorts, and then my tank top.  I was naked, and the cool of the room, be it air conditioning or just the morning air still trapped inside, made my flesh tingle and my nipples harden.

I moved cautiously to the center of the room, to the handcuffs, and pulled the folded paper from beneath them.  The paper was just thick photocopy paper, but the hand writing was anything but ordinary.  It was a harsh scrawl, much like his raspy, hard as steel voice.

 

On your knees today…hands behind your back.

 

I let out the breath I’d been holding.  At least I wasn’t going to be chained to anything; that always creeped me out.  But he still wanted me to handcuff myself.  At least with the ropes, or the scarves, or even the plastic ties, I had some hope of freeing myself.  But the cold steel of the handcuffs was unforgiving.  I chastised myself for not having looked up how to pick the locks of handcuffs on the internet.  One of these days I was going to get stuck, naked and cuffed to the wall.

I shivered, looking over to the simple stainless steel rings—three of them spaced at different heights—on the wall.  They matched the handcuffs perfectly, I knew from experience.

I swallowed my trepidation—after all he’d always played the game by our rules…well, his rules.  He never left any marks that wouldn’t fade in less than an hour, and he never kept me past time to go wake my husband and child. 

I picked up the handcuffs.  They were heavier than you’d think.  Not just some flimsy decorative stuff you’d find at Spencer’s or some suburban sex toy party.  No, these were the kind cops had, and they could hold any man secure in their vice-like grip. 

I hated them.

But just holding them in my hands, feeling their heft, hearing the links of the connective chain jingle, made things low in my body tighten and warm.  Hate them or not, nothing on this earth made me half as turned on as being restrained and dominated.

If it were just plain vanilla sex I wanted, my husband was right there in my bed.  But I wanted to be forced into this, to be brought roughly to orgasm, to have the man that lived in this house take me over body and soul, and fuck the hell out of me while he did it.

With a click the first link slipped around my wrist.  But it was the second link that was so hard—especially when he wanted me to cuff myself behind my back.  But I knew I could—and would—do it.  A cold sweat broke out all over my body, from the certain knowledge that I was going to be helpless in just a few heartbeats—

Click…

And just like, I was trapped.  Trapped by the handcuffs.  Trapped by my own desires.

I knelt down on my knees and let my head hang down in submission. 

And waited.

He never left me waiting for long, but there was always a wait, as if he really wanted me to feel how helpless I was, to stew in my own juices…I could feel myself getting wet just thinking about how much I needed him.

And then abruptly he was standing in front of me, only his bare feet and jean clad legs visible from where I knelt.  And just as abruptly he grabbed a handful of my hair and jerked my face up to look at him.

Lars…

He was six foot two, broad of shoulder and chest, and built as lean and hard as the handcuffs that bound my wrists.  He had cold, expressionless blue eyes, an achingly handsome face that was all male, not a bit beautiful, accentuated by a dark brown, gruff stubble of beard.  His hair was of the same color, but was just long enough to curl around his face and neck.  He was shirtless, and his strong, hard chest was dusted with the same color hair. 

He was also very pale, as if he hadn’t been out in the sun in years.

My heart pounded hard in my chest as he slowly lowered his face down to my level.  When our faces were close enough that I could have leaned in and kissed him, Lars closed his eyes and inhaled a long, deep breath through his nose, taking in the scent off me.

“You smell good today.”  And then he licked my cheek.  His tongue was hot and rough, and just that sensation made me shiver all over.  Since the first time I’d met him, I’d felt he was the most dangerous man I had ever met.  And the way he tasted me now made me feel even more like part off a meal than the object of his lusty attentions. 

After he licked me, he seemed to savor the taste, and then he leaned in and bit at my lips—not a kiss, just a quick nip of my lips with his startling white teeth.  He moved around me, his cool, strong hand gripped the back of my neck, squeezing too hard for a few beats, and then released it to glide down the length of my spine.  He rubbed the orbs of my ass with both hands, pulling them apart, baring me to him.  His thumb grazed over the entrance to my anus and I shuddered. 

I hated anal sex and he knew it.  But that didn’t stop him from doing it.  If anything, he used it to let me know I had no choices when I was bound up in his house.  I was his, anyway he wanted me.  And though it hurt every time, and made me feel even more debased than I usually felt, by the time he was done with me I was always a quivering, sweat covered mound of jelly, sated beyond belief and ready for more. 

But I always had to go back to my family—to normal live.  So it was always just once, every morning, and then it would be as if it never happened…at least, until the next morning.

He moved around to in front of me again, and I looked up to his cool blue eyes as he pulled open his jeans, and pushed them down, stepping out of them.  He stood there naked, and stroked himself to hardness.  He was very well endowed, close to twice as long and thick as my husband—and since Marshal had been the only man I’d been with until six months ago, that had been a cold slap in the face as to what I’d settle for. 

I loved my husband, but he didn’t make me excited sexually.  Not in the least.

Lars moved closer until his hard manhood was up in my face. 

“Well, slick it up so I can fuck you,” he growled.

I leaned forward, opening my mouth wide, and took him into my mouth.  It was the only part of him that felt warm, and it even tasted warm.  I could feel his pulse on the back of my tongue as I stroked my tongue back and forth over the underside of his shaft.

He grabbed my hair again and forced himself further back into my mouth, clogging my throat with his hardening cock.  He held my face pinned to his crotch, my air supply cut off until I was near panicked for a breath.  And then he let me go, pulling his manhood from between my lips and disappearing from sight.

A moment later I felt him behind me, his hands pressing down hard on my shoulders until I was face-planted in the musky brown carpeting.  I felt his cock, hard and brutal as it slid over the sensitive flesh of my bottom, and then rolled and slipped into the even more sensitive crack of my ass.

God, he was going to do it.  I took a deep breath and braced for it.  The pain, the way it filled me in a way that made me feel so powerless.  But it would change, it always changed to pleasure.

Lars rubbed back and forth across my backdoor—I could hear his breathing as he became excited.  He was always so maddeningly calm, except when he fucked you.  Then he’d lose it and become an animal.

He dropped his hands from my shoulders and cupped the orbs of my butt again, and with on jerking movement, and a cruel push of his hips, his cock slid down further and rammed right up into my quivering wet pussy.  It made me yelp with surprise, but my body relaxed immediately as he pushed in and out of the throbbing wet mouth of my sex.  My body was weeping with helpless happiness.  This was exactly what I needed today.  Exactly what would get me through all I had to do, until I could get more tomorrow?

Sex with him was my drug of choice.

He pushed into me harder and harder, until I was falling over, scuffing my knees, my breasts getting roughed up by the shitty brown carpeting. 

His lean, hard body fell onto mine, and the sweat bound us together as his cock pulled me open and left me adrift on a sea of sensation, of mounting desire.  I was so close to cumming I felt like my head was going to explode.

Somehow Lars got his arms and legs wrapped around me.  Having my arms bound behind my back made that hurt, but having his body wrapped around me more than made up for that.  Before I knew it I was flat on my belly, and he had my torso held off the ground, my back bent up and to the side, as he pawed possessively at my breasts.  He licked my earlobe, and then down the side of my neck, lingering over the pulse of my carotid artery…and then he sucked and licked his way down to my closest breast.  He fucked himself up into me harder and faster, as his mouth clamped onto my breast, his tongue roughing up my hardened nipple, as his mouth bit down on all that aching flesh.

I was breathing so hard I sounded like I was hyperventilating.  I cried out as my orgasm washed over me, overwhelming me, making everything inside me tighten and clinch.  Lars growled as I tightened around him, and he punched himself in and out of me frantically, until finally his mouth released my breast and he pushed my face down hard into the carpeting.  He came inside me, grunting and thrashing, pushing in and out of me in abrupt spurts, and then finally falling to rest on top of me, crushing me to the floor.  I could hardly breathe, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t on cloud nine.   

Slowly he roused, rolled us over on our sides, and then grimly pulled himself out of me.  He unlocked the handcuffs and left them beside my face, and then he got up and sauntered away to the downstairs bath, where, as usual, I heard the shower start.

He left me there all alone, left completely empty where a moment ago I was filled with him.  I staggered to my feet, checked my wrists for marks—as usual, there were none—and then I scrambled to find my workout clothes.

I had to go home, shower, and then get my family off for the day.

 

 

 

Chapter Two

Lila

 

 

The cool, crisp sheet flattened under my touch.  I tugged it gently, and then tucked it up under and made a perfect hospital corner.  Next, I pulled the duvet up along the length of the mattress, folding the two firm yet fluffy down pillows underneath it, and then shaped it into fluffy ridges all the way down the length of the bed—just as Martha Stuart taught us to do just last week.  It was a beautiful effect.
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