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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.

I desperately sought for
release, but I found myself unable to move. I wanted to slide my
hands beneath my pajamas, to pinch my aching nipples and rock my
core to oblivion.

However, I wasn’t that
person. I didn’t masturbate. Sex was never a big deal for me. I
wasn’t familiar with passion, to that intense feeling of wanting
someone so badly that it literally ached. I had heard about it,
though. I had read about it so much that I wondered if that feeling
was real. But I guess that wasn’t for me. All my sexual encounters
could be said in one single word: Dull.

Sure, I’d felt pleasure when
held and touched by a man, but there had never been any fireworks.
No waves of ecstasy that made me scream my lover’s name and forget
my own.

But right now, I badly
craved a thick shaft thrusting me so hard it would send me to the
stars. I wanted that great feeling that the woman downstairs was
having. I wanted to experience mind-numbing sex if only just once
in my life.

I closed my eyes and sighed.
I didn’t have luck with men, so that wouldn’t happen.

At least one of the women in
the motel was getting what she wanted. The woman whimpered with her
orgasm, and with her, I heard a male taking his own release. The
quiet took over the night once again, making me sigh with relief
that that was finally over.

Then everything started all
over again. Her cries were stronger than before when the other male
took his chance with her. This male appeared to be rougher, more
demanding, more vocal with his commands than the other was, making
the female shriek nonstop.

In my mind, that was
Caleb.

The night continued like
this for endless hours, making the need in my womb so extreme I
considered calling the police to make them stop.

For heaven’s sake, just stop
with the noises, the moans, and the mind-blowing
orgasms!

* * *

I must have finally drifted
off to sleep because loud knocks on my door startled me awake. As
it sounded important, I made a run to the unknown person that had
invaded my sleep. What I didn’t expect was to find Caleb at my
doorstep in the middle of the night.

“Y-yes? Do you need
something?” I asked with a trembling voice while hugging my body,
trying without success to hide how uncomfortable I was for wearing
my pajamas in front of him.

Caleb’s fingers wrapped
around my throat, covering my skin with an ice-cold hand. He’d
moved so fast, there hadn’t been a warning, a bit of time for me to
flee. I tried to scream, but his hold on my neck grew tighter. I
could hardly breathe when he leaned down and locked his stare to
mine. The redness in his eyes made me more terrified than I already
was. I scratched his arm with my nails in a failing attempt to get
him to let me go, but all it did was make him mad, make his eyes
glow a horrifying scarlet.

“You don’t want to fight,”
he whispered, his voice soft and alluring. The moment his voice
invaded my mind, my muscles started to fail, and suddenly I
couldn’t move an inch, even though I desperately wanted to, need to
so I could get away from him. “That’s right. You’re mine now, Lena”
he murmured, showing me the fangs inside his mouth. When I saw
fangs, I was sure I was only dreaming, but it felt so
real.

His hand left my throat, but
my body was not my own. I still couldn’t move. He leaned down even
more and licked my neck. Then he clasped my body tightly against
his.

As suddenly as Caleb had
grabbed me, he was yanked away and thrown down the stairs. I was
left behind, standing in my pajamas with a body that I couldn’t
move. All I could do was stand there, listening to the fight taking
place on the second floor of my motel.

I heard voices and screaming
and cursing. Minutes later, glass broke, which I quickly assumed it
was the second floor window. There was silence for a few moments,
but seconds later, I heard quick footsteps coming towards
me.

My heart was beating so fast
and my blood felt so hot, that I thought I would pass out from
terror. But the person who came up the stairs wasn’t Caleb.
Thank
God!

He was someone I hadn’t seen
before.

I would definitely remember
this man if he’d ever passed before my eyes. The darkness made his
features look bolder and hotter. He was tall and elegant, his hair
short and obscure, and his eyes were so bright they looked like
blue diamonds. He was massive, solid muscle, yet his skin was oh,
so pale, as if he wasn’t human at all.

He glistened
strength.

His beauty enthralled
me.

Sensation returned to me, I
could feel my fingers right before a tingling overtook my skin. The
moment I realized I could move my muscles again, my vision blurred
and my limbs were as heavy as lead. My knees failed me, which made
me think I would fall flat on my face, but large male hands found
my waist and the back of my neck. In a blink of an eye, the
beautiful stranger was holding me.

“It’s ok, I got you,” he
said gently. “I got you, Lena,” he whispered, taking a step forward
and mashing our bodies together in a way that took my breath
away.

An involuntary gasp escaped
my throat, drawing his attention to my lips. Even though my current
situation was so surreal it made my mind spin, one thing I was
certain of: I’d never been held like this before. This
gently.

How could his features look
so fierce and rough at the same time that his touch felt as if I
were made of glass? He was marvelous, a beast of a man, and I was
in his arms. I felt incredibly special and safe in his presence,
even though I didn’t know anything about him. I felt like the lead
female character of one of my beloved books.

His gaze was still stuck in
my lips, as if he were measuring them, desiring them.

Wait, certainly not
desiring
them.

I was not a desirable woman,
definitely not desirable by what seemed to be an impeccable man.
Sure, I was blonde, my eyes were those cute baby blues, but that
didn’t mean assured beauty. My hair was a dirty blonde, so messy
that I couldn’t even brush it right. A one-side braid was my only
style, even for sleeping, which I was using at this exact moment. I
was considered tall, but my breasts weren’t big. The only thing I
was proud of was my flat stomach. Despite all my thoughts though,
the mysterious man was close enough to kiss the lips he continually
gazed at.

I took a deep breath, which
made me think it was going to be the end of me. His scent was so
strong and addictive that I could smell it forever, which was sweat
intertwined with that incredible man smell. My heart began to beat
so strongly I wondered if he could hear it.

My vision
blurred.

I saw stars in his eyes
before I blacked out.




CHAPTER 2

I felt a presence in my room
before I opened my eyes. I moved my arm just a little bit, trying
not to get the attention of the stranger, but tiny ripples of pain
traveled through my skin, sending me the answer I needed. I
remembered being attacked by Caleb and being saved by
him.
Was he the one in my room?

“I know you’re
awake.”

The voice startled me,
making me open my eyes and search for the origin.

It was difficult at first,
since my bedroom was surrounded by darkness. I sat up when I found
him sitting on a chair next to my bed. He obviously had put it
there. The chair belonged by the far end wall.

I wondered why he had moved
it. My bedroom wasn’t at all big. In a few steps he could be right
next to me if he wanted. His gaze never left me, not even for a
second. That act alone sent chills through my entire core, making
my heart beat faster and wetness to start pooling between my
thighs. My own body betrayed the logic of my mind.

There was a strange man
sitting not so far away from me. The normal reaction would be to
call the police or scream, trying to get some kind of help.
Instead, I found myself frozen in place, avoiding his eyes by how
shy and naked I felt in front of him. I could see snow falling from
a tiny crack in the closed curtains over the window, but still I
could feel the sweat that was taking over me. The hotness. All of
that because he was simply there. Not one man had ever lured a
similar reaction from me. I was lost, not knowing what to do, what
to think, how to react.

Awkwardly, I fumbled with my
fingers until I found the switch on my lamp, and light poured in.
“Who are you? Why are you still here?” I asked, grabbing curiosity
by the hand.

The stranger did nothing
except continue to gaze at me. I was ready to open my mouth and
demand an answer when suddenly his leg jerked.

“I was curious to know how
your voice would sound,” he said with a jagged voice. “I thought it
would be nice for the ears, but not so sweet.” He stood up, which
made me grab the sheets and cover my chest with it. “Sweet as
honey,” he stated with a grin so small I thought I had imagined
it.

He came to me on silent steps,
making the waiting seem unbearable. Why did I want his hands on me
again? When
he was close enough, he sat on the bed, touching my hip with his in
the process. If that wasn’t enough, he stretched his arm and put
his weight in the other side of me, placing his face straight in
front of mine.

“I’m Felix,” he whispered,
as if a secret, his breath invading my breathing. “Say it. Say my
name,” the stranger commanded, staring at my lips once
again.

“F-Felix.”

“Yes. I love that.” He
seemed happy even though I had stumbled through the word. “I won’t
hurt you, Lena.”

“I know you won’t,” I
replied without hesitating, surprising myself. I didn’t know where
that answer had come from, but it felt right. It was true. I wasn’t
afraid of him. He’d saved me from Caleb and he’d watched over me
while I slept.

Felix looked up into my
eyes, seemingly lost in thoughts for a few seconds then frowned.
“So why are you trembling? Are you cold?” His gaze dropped to my
chest. I must have dropped the sheets that had once covered me; now
he could see how my nipples were hard and pointing directly at
him.

“I’m fine,” I said harshly,
while covering myself again. I took a deep breath and his hair
moved in result. “Do you have to be so close?” I had finally found
my voice, and answers were all I wanted.

“Yes. I like you close to
me.”

“You should l-leave before I
call the cops,” I threaten before my expression could show how I
liked his previous answer.

“Don’t you like me close to
you, Lena?” he inquired while moving a few inches closer to me. A
little more, and his lips would touch mine.

“No, I don’t,” I replied too
quickly. It was hard for me to breathe.

Please, kiss me! Touch me!
Possess me!

“Hmm, I find myself hating
your voice when you lie to me, Lena.” He looked so
serious.

I didn’t feel ashamed of
lying to him. What I did feel ashamed about was how I couldn’t
control my ragged breathing. My body was burning. I thought the
snow outside could evaporate by simply touching my skin.

“Do you want to know
something, Lena? Something you think you’re hiding?”

I didn’t say anything. I
couldn’t. I was already lost in his proximity, lost in his smell,
in his mere presence. He said my name a lot, which brought back
buried desires I hadn’t let myself think about for
years.

“Your pupils are dilated,
your skin could set this whole place on fire, your nipples are so
hard that I could cut myself on them, and your sweet little pussy
is throbbing so much I could make you come by simply touching it.”
He said it fast, full of longing, but that didn’t make me hide my
surprise. “Do you want to know something else?” he asked
again.

Before he could say another
word, I jumped from the bed and went to stand by the window.
“Please, stop. Stop talking. Just leave!” I ordered with my back to
him. My cheeks were burning, probably turning red.

How could he say those dirty
things to my face? He said it so naturally, as if he was used to
it, as if he used those words with all the women he wanted to fuck.
That disgusted me. What disgusted me even more was seeing him in my
mind with another woman. I closed my eyes and sighed. He wasn’t
mine for me to feel something like this. I didn’t even
know
him!
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