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Sandy smoothed her hands down her dress, checking her lipstick one last time in the mirror. She really wasn't sure that this outfit was the best choice, but... Well, that was Michael's car outside her apartment, so she didn't really have more time to think about it. 

She took one last deep breath and then bounced out the front door and down the steps. 

The thing was, she shouldn't be as nervous as she was. She and Michael had been on five dates now, and she knew that the man was going to be charming as ever, and that he would make her laugh through the entire meal—just like always. She knew that he was going to listen to her as she ranted about her coworkers and as she talked about her latest art project, or about that history term paper that was currently kicking her butt. 

He was a good guy. 

But she also knew that it was their sixth date, and the fact that they hadn't already made love to one another was... Well, it was just getting to be that time. She was always a bit nervous when it came to these things, especially given the way that things had ended with her ex, Henry. But she needed to get over that. Michael was a good guy, but it wasn't like he was going to wait around forever for her to be willing to go to bed with him. And besides that, she wanted to sleep with him. She wanted to feel his tender kisses and to wake up next to him, curled into his warmth, and brunch dates to the diner down the street from his apartment, and... The whole package. 

She definitely didn't want for Henry to still be controlling her life, even six months after their breakup. 

She greeted Michael with a brilliant smile and slid into the passenger seat of his slick sports car. Michael leaned over and gently kissed her cheek, giving her hand a little squeeze. “You look amazing as always,” he said, and Sandy couldn't help but blush a little. She just knew where this night was going to end up... 

Sure enough, after appetizers and entrées, they lingered over desserts, and then Michael took her hand in his, rubbing his thumb gently over the back of her hand. “Do you want to come back to my place for a bit?” he asked. 

Sandy shuddered all over with the promise in his tone. “That would be...nice,” she said. Internally, she was kicking herself—'nice'? Jesus, couldn't she come up with some better adjective than that? But Michael merely smiled at her, as though there was nothing weird about her saying that, and he led her out to his car. 

At the car, surprisingly enough, he pushed up against her, pressing her back against the car and making out with her until she was breathless. 

He pulled away after a moment, resting his forehead against hers. She had the feeling like he wanted to say something but was holding it back, and she giggled nervously to fill the space. Michael grinned at that and nuzzled lightly at her jawline. “Come on,” he said, and she was pleased to hear that his voice sounded rough with lust. 

He opened the car door for her and ushered her inside; then he got in the driver's seat and drove them both to his apartment. 

She had never been inside the place before, but it was exactly what she might have imagined for him. This was no bachelor pad, that was for sure—but Michael wasn't your typical guy. Instead, the place had been put together, as though every detail mattered, from the tasteful artwork decorating the walls to the sapphire blue throw pillows on the soft-looking couch. Michael had travelled a lot, and that showed in the decorations, which had a worldly theme to them. 

But to be honest, Sandy wasn't really looking at the decorations. Instead, she couldn't seem to tear her eyes away from Michael, watching as his deft fingers flung his keys into the bowl on the table by the door, watching as he turned to face her, a slight grin on his lips. “So, coffee? Or wine? Or-”

Sandy didn't even know that she had it in herself to be so bold, but she surged forwards, leaning up on her tiptoes to capture his lips in a kiss. She needed more, but she didn't know how to ask for that in words; instead, she hoped that she could convey it in the way that her fingers immediately found their way up under his shirt, tracing along his delicious abs. 

This wasn't their first time fooling around; she'd brought him off using her hands before, and he'd licked and sucked his way along the folds between her legs, bringing her off easily after their last date. But she wanted more this time... 

Michael sucked in a breath as she trailed her fingers up his chest, scratching lightly with her nails. She pulled his shirt messily over his head, and he grinned at her, clearly wanting to comment on how impatient she was being. But before he could get the words out, she was smiling demurely at him and dropping to her knees on the carpet. 

“Jesus, Sandy,” he said, sounding shocked—but not unpleasantly so. 

Sandy reached up and slowly unbuttoned his slacks, pulling down both them and his boxer briefs. Then, she slowly licked her lips, still looking up at him past the hard length of his cock. She leaned forwards and licked experimentally at the tip, reveling in the soft groan that fell from the man's lips. 

She dragged her tongue up the underside of his member before sliding the whole of his length into her mouth, working inch by inch. She was surprised at Michael's patience—she could feel his thigh muscles quivering under her fingers, and she could tell how much it was taking for him to hold back and not thrust forwards. She couldn't help smiling around him, sensing that. He was always such a gentleman... 

Unbidden, thoughts of her ex—who was anything but a gentleman—sprang to her mind. Henry would have pushed. They had never slept together, actually, but she had been certain that he would force her beyond what she was comfortable with. 

Michael's hand came up to lightly stroke at her hair, bringing her back to the present. He was smiling gently down at her—until she increased the pressure she was using and he groaned, his eyes fluttering shut for a moment. 

“Wait,” he suddenly said, catching her shoulder and easily halting her actions. Sandy froze, wondering if she'd done something wrong. But Michael just let out a long breath, shaking his head a little. “Get up here,” he said, urging her to her feet. “I'm not going to last if you keep doing that, and I'd really like to make love to you.” 

Sandy got a pleased little blush on her face and stood slowly, biting her lower lip and looking up at him through her eyelashes. “Where is your...” She trailed off, feeling almost too shy to ask where his bedroom was. 

Michael brought a hand up to gently cup her cheek, brushing back her hair and stroking the soft skin of her cheekbone with the rough pad of his thumb. “God, you're adorable,” he told her, leaning in to kiss her again, chastely and tenderly. Then, he took her hand in his and led her down the hallway and into his bedroom. 

Again, Sandy hardly spared a glance for the décor; instead, she was focused on the way that Michael's hands came up to undress her, stripping her down until they were both standing there naked, shivering in anticipation. 

“I've never done this before,” Sandy felt compelled to admit. 

Michael's eyes widened a fraction. “Are you sure you want to-” he began. 

“Yes,” Sandy said fervently, before he could even finish asking the question. “It's not that I was saving it or anything, the right time has just...never happened.” 

“Okay,” Michael said. He pulled her into his arms and kissed her for a long, breathless moment. Then, he pulled back, looking seriously into her eyes. “I'll be gentle with you,” he vowed. “And if you want me to stop at any point-”

“I know,” Sandy said, interrupting him again. She made her way towards the bed, keeping her heated gaze trained on her boyfriend. Then, she slowly spread herself out on the sheets. 

Michael's eyes went dark with lust, and he made his way over to the bed as well, crawling between her legs. His fingers dipped experimentally into the space between his legs, and he growled animalistically, feeling how wet she already was. 

With very little fingering from him, she was ready to be entered, and he positioned his member accordingly. “Are you sure?” he asked her one more time. 

Sandy made a soft noise of need in response, wriggling her hips and managing to get just the tip of his penis inside of her before she gasped and fell back against the bed, eyes falling shut. 

Just then, she heard a metallic click and a deep growl: “Get the fuck away from her.”

Her eyes flew open, and she stared in shock at Henry, who currently had a gun held to Michael's temple. 
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Henry frowned at her across the table. “Eat up, darling,” he told her. 

“I'm not hungry,” Sandy mumbled, picking at the food with her fork. He had made tuna steaks and a nice salad to go with it, but although normally this would have been one of her favorite meals, she couldn't really think of eating when she didn't know what the man was planning to do to Michael. At the moment, she just knew that Michael was locked up down in the basement—and that Henry's gun was sitting there in plain view on the buffet just behind him. 

“Do you not like it?” he asked, sounding concerned. “Or maybe you aren't feeling well?”

“Of course I'm not feeling well,” Sandy couldn't keep from snapping at him. “You've kidnapped me and my boyfriend!” 

Henry narrowed his eyes at her. “I'm your boyfriend,” he told her. “That man may have deluded you into thinking that you needed him, but we both know that you're mine.” 

Sandy bit her lower lip, dropping her eyes to her food and her hands to her lap. “Henry, we broke up,” she reminded him. “Things weren't working out between us, and-”

“I love you,” Henry interrupted. “And you know that you love me as well. I understand that you needed a little time to focus on bettering yourself before entering into a committed relationship with me, but the time for that is over now. You're going to be my wife.”

Sandy laughed a little in
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