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CHAPTER 1

Christmas Eve approached,
and I was contemplating the Sears Wish Book in front of me, trying
to decide what to get for my nieces and nephew when the main door
opened and the bell chimed, bringing me back to reality. Winter was
particularly harsh this year, snow covered every inch of land, and
out here in the mountains my little motel didn’t get much
traffic.

I faked a warm smile and
used my happy voice. “Welcome to The Black Pearl Motel, how can I
help you?” It was hard to sound genuine, since the group of three
that entered made me uneasy. The two men looked dangerous with
their leather clothes, messy hair and eyes so dark I thought they
were black. But what struck me the most, what sent chills through
my entire body, was the woman behind them. The girl, who looked
barely legal, had a collar around her neck, and one of the men held
a chain attached to it.

It seemed like they were
into that Dominant/submissive kind of thing. The second thing that
hit me was how the men didn’t seem cold at all and only the girl
seemed affected by it. The third thing that made me wonder about
them was that I’d never seen people so pale before. Their skin was
as white as the snow outside.

They were striking,
beautiful in their own way, but above all they had a mystery behind
their cold eyes, which definitely invited people in, the curious
type. I would be one of the curious, if they didn’t scare me so
much.

“We want a room, please,”
the blond male said with a rough voice that startled me.

“Sure. I just need a full
name and payment in advanced,” I tried saying without showing how
nervous they made me.

“Caleb,” he replied with a
heavy sigh, as if he was bored out of his mind.
“Ravenwood.”

“Caleb Ravenwood,” I
repeated while I typed his obviously fake name into the
computer.

I was used to fake names;
most people that checked into my secluded motel didn’t want to be
found. Caleb, who seemed to be the guy in charge, handed me
cash.

“I hope you like your stay
here,” I said while giving him the room key. “Last door on the
right.”

“Thank you, Lena,” the other
man said abruptly with a disturbing grin.

He read my name off the tag
attached to my blouse, but the way he said it made the hairs on the
back of my neck stand up and my hands tremble a bit. I tried to
smile, but I’m sure I failed. I was so scared all I could do was
stand there with the loud beats of my heart echoing in my
ears.

Then Caleb started walking
to their room and the others followed, leaving behind only the
sound of rattling chain. After the threesome disappeared, I sat in
my chair, closed my eyes and tried to manage my heavy
breathing.

The Black Pearl Motel had
about twenty rooms, excluding the one I lived in, which occupied
the entire third floor. I was the founder and the owner for about
two years now. The only other person that worked at the motel was
the cleaning lady who came three times a day. Since Christmas was
around the corner, I didn’t have many customers. Merely four rooms
were occupied, and half of them were checking out the next
morning.

When night came, I locked
the main doors of the motel, organized a few out of place Christmas
ornaments, and then went to my room. While I stared out the window,
I fixed something to eat. All I saw outside was white glowing by
the light of the moon. It was as if the snow was the companion of
the night. The sky was filled with stars, as if it held a pocket of
promises.

I loved living in the
mountains, and my third floor apartment gave me the most
spectacular view of the trees, rolling hills below, and the craggy
mountain tops in the near distance. The Black Pearl had become not
only my livelihood, it had become my home, my sanctuary.

I only wished I could travel
and see more, but I had decided I could be content right here, and
looking out at the luminous, frigid night, I was.

After a short shower I went
to bed. I burrowed under the covers and hoped for sleep. My last
costumers were still bothering me though; something about them made
me feel uncomfortable, especially when loud sounds of pleasure kept
through the silence of the night. It was the woman, her moans
filled with the most incredible sounds of desire.

In all my time of owning the
motel, I had never heard such exquisite sighs and words of pure
lust. Those endless noises brought thoughts that had been hidden in
the back of my mind for quite a while. I hadn’t had a lover for a
very long time, so much time in fact that I wondered if my body
still recognized those wonderful feelings of pleasure.

The woman’s screams grew
higher and stronger, making every bit of my skin react with intense
and unexpected need. My nipples hardened enough to cut glass,
dampness pooled between my thighs, and my clit throbbed so
powerfully I wondered if I would survive through the
night.
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