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Chapter One

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. 

––––––––

Chapter Two

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 disbelief. “You can't just force someone to be your wife!” she said. “Or at least, you can't force me to be your wife.”

Henry stared at her for a long moment, taking a deliberate bite of his food. “Can't I?” he asked. “What if I told you that I had planted a bomb at your sister's house and that if you refused to marry me... Well.” 

Sandy stared at him in shock for a long moment. Surely he wasn't serious.

But she could see from his eyes that he really was, and when she thought about it, none of this really surprised her. He'd been incredibly jealous and possessive since they'd first met, keeping her from talking to other guys and yelling at her after parties where she did so. And she had known that he would force her into having sex with him, that he wouldn't be gentle with her. He didn't seem to even really care about her at all, he just thought she was pretty and cared about owning her. 

And there had been all those muttered remarks that he had made during their breakup, those threats, his conviction that she didn't even deserve to be with him. That should all have been a warning sign. 

She swallowed hard, feeling tears at the corners of her eyes. She still wasn't sure what the man planned for Michael, but it seemed that she had no choice but to marry Henry, for the sake of her sister. Maybe, though... 

“If I marry you, you have to take the bomb away from Katie's house,” she said. 

“Of course, sweetheart,” Henry crooned. 

“And you have to let Michael go. Unharmed,” Sandy continued. 

Henry's face clouded a little, and he considered his own options. God, she could practically see the gears turning in his head, and she wondered how she had never realized how crazy he was before this. 

“I don't like the way that bastard was touching you,” he finally said. He grinned at her. “But how about this? Instead of blowing up Katie's house, I'll just blow up Michael's house. After all, it's not like you're ever going to see him again anyway.”

Sandy made a soft noise, even though she shouldn't be surprised that that was what he said, not with everything that had happened in the last 24 hours. Still, she couldn't believe that Michael had been dragged into all of this. 

“I don't love you,” she sobbed, unable to hold back her emotions any longer. “Please, Henry. I'm sure that there's some girl out there who's perfect for you, and-”

“That's you, darling,” Henry said, getting up from his seat and coming around the table towards her. He pulled her up out of her seat and into his arms, like she was a rag doll for him to manipulate. 

Sandy tried her best to pull away, and that got an angry reaction out of Henry, who pulled back and slapped her across the face, scowling at her. “Stop that,” he snapped. “Jesus, you ought to be grateful to me for helping you out, for offering to take care of you. Don't you realize there's a reason no guy has ever slept with you before? You're such a frigid, ungrateful bitch.”

Sandy trembled, not sure what to say in response to that. Except... “How do you know that I've never slept with anyone before?” she asked timidly, wracking her brain for any memory of her telling him that. 

Henry rolled his eyes. “I know everything about you,” he said, puffing out his chest a little as though that were something to brag about. “I've been following you for a long time, listening in to your conversations.” His eyes gleamed a little, and he smiled predatorily at her. “I've had cameras in your bedroom for a while, and I've watched you masturbate. You're always careful to never go too deep...” 

Sandy stared at him in absolute shock. If any of the rest of this had been surprising, that was really the cherry on top of it all. “How long?” she asked in a whisper. 

“Three years,” Henry told her. “It took me a long time to work up the nerve to talk to you.”

Sandy felt her heart sink. As far as she knew, she had only met Henry six months before. 

“Henry, that's...stalking,” she said quietly. “That's illegal.”

Henry rolled his eyes at her. “Don't be so dramatic, darling,” he said, with a flippant smile. “I love you.” It was as though that made everything all right. 

She had to wonder if he even understood what love was. But no, this was definitely obsession, rather than love. 

But she didn't know how to get out of the situation. 

––––––––

Chapter Three

Katie put the finishing touches on Sandy's hairdo, grinning at her in the mirror. “You look so beautiful!” she said. “And you must be so excited to be getting married... I can't believe it's all happened so fast, but I guess when you know, you just know, right?” 

It was two months after Sandy and Michael had been kidnapped out of Michael's apartment, and it was one week until Sandy's marriage to Henry. 

She still couldn't believe this was what her life had become. 

The bomb was still there in Katie's house, and even being in there with her sister was worrying her. But that was a stupid fear to have, she knew; Henry had made it very clear that he wouldn't let anything happen to her. He would hardly let her out of his sight at this point. 

Even right now, while Katie was fixing her hair, he was sitting there in the living room with Katie's husband Matt, watching the football game. But he wasn't really watching the football game; he had positioned his seat so that Sandy was well within his line of sight, and every time she glanced back at him, he was starting right at her. 

It made her sick, and she wanted to scream with frustration. She couldn't believe that no one else noticed anything, that no one even questioned this whole thing. To be fair, she was pasting on increasingly fake smiles about all of it, because she didn't know what Henry would do otherwise. But her sister, of all people, should have been able to tell that she was faking it. 

The thing was, the bomb was still live and would go off at the touch of a button (and she'd seen the button; Henry had drunkenly shown it to her one night). And Michael was still being held captive in Henry's basement, in case Henry needed anything else that he could use against her. 

“It's going to be great,” Sandy said, trying to add enthusiasm to her voice even though she really felt like crying. 

The thing was, with Henry always within earshot, there was no way for her to tell anyone about any of this. He had even taken away her phone so that she couldn't call the police from the bathroom or anything like that. There was literally no way for her to get out of this mess. And that killed her. 

She had even tried being increasingly hostile and frustrating towards Henry, but that hadn't lasted long. At first, he'd just acted amused by her antics; then, he'd started becoming violent. There was no way for her to overpower him, and even though she wanted to think that he would never do anything to seriously hurt her, she also could tell that his anger seemed to overcome any remaining traces of rationality that he had, and she wasn't sure what he would do to her in a fit of anger, if she was being honest. 

She clung to the fact that it couldn't be like this forever. If she just married him now and ensured the safety of Katie and Michael and everyone else, then there would have to be a moment at some point in their future when he left her alone for long enough that she could get away and tell someone. At that point, their marriage would surely be annulled. And even though Michael probably would have moved on to someone else by that point (after all, he would want nothing more to do with her after all of this), she hoped that maybe she could go back to having a normal life... 

“What are you thinking about?” Katie asked her, bringing her sharply back to the present. 

Sandy shook her head, grimacing a little. “The dress,” she lied. “I just still am not sure about all that lace...” 

Katie's eyes lit up. “Well, we'll just have to go back and take another look at it!” she said. “If there's anything that you want to change about it, we'll be cutting it pretty close since the wedding's only a week away, but I'm sure we can figure something out...” 

And suddenly, Sandy wondered if maybe that was her opportunity. Henry wouldn't want to jinx things by seeing her in her wedding dress before the wedding, and although he'd made excuses to be there within earshot during the initial fittings, there would be no reason for him to accompany them on this outing, surely. If she could get Katie alone for even a couple minutes... 

“Maybe that's a good idea,” Sandy said, shaking her head. “I know it's just nerves because of the wedding, but I just wish I had some...I don't know. I think it might give me a little peace of mind.” She glanced back at the boys, wondering if they could overhear her. 

“All right, let's go,” Katie said, standing up and grabbing her car keys off the table. She headed into the living room, and Sandy trailed slowly after her, biting her lower lip and hoping beyond hope that Henry would let her go. But she knew that the best way to ensure his cooperation was to playing the cutesy wife. 

So before Katie could say anything, she moved over to Henry's side, bending down to kiss him soundly even though doing so honestly made her want to gag. She let him pull her down into his lap, where she could feel his erection pressing insistently against her. They continued to make out for a couple minutes, until Katie finally cleared her throat. 

“You lovebirds...” she said with a grin on her face as they pulled apart. Then, she turned to look at Matt. “Sandy's having a bit of a mental crisis over the dress—the lace again.” She rolled her eyes a little, smiling teasingly over at her sister. “So we're going to head over to the dress shop and see what we can do to get her calmed down about it. You boys all right here on your own until we get back? And do you need me to grab anything while we're out?” 

Henry stood up, setting Sandy on her feet but keeping her close with his hands at her hips. “I'll drive the two of you,” he suggested. “Then afterwards, Sandy and I can head over to the flower shop and make sure everything's coming along right with all of the centerpieces—how does that sound, honey?”

“Oh no,” Sandy said. “I wouldn't want to drag you away from the game.” 

“It's not a very good game anyway,” Matt said, smiling at her. “I'm sure you'll be putting him out of his misery to take him away before things get any worse.” He winked. 

Sandy felt her heart plummet. Well, there went that idea... “But you won't want to see me in my dress.”

“So I'll stand right outside the dressing area, just like I have in the previous fittings,” Henry said. He beamed at the other couple. “I hardly want to go anywhere without her, these days. We're so perfectly in sync with one another.” 

Matt laughed. “Oh, the honeymoon phase,” he said. “Once you're married, you'll start to get sick of one another, trust me.”

“Hey!” Katie cried, but then she started laughing, holding her hands up. “Yeah, that's kind of true,” she said. “All right, let's go!” 

They got stuck in traffic, because of course they did, so Sandy had plenty of time to regret this whole thing. She was sat in the front seat next to Henry, who kept a firm grip on her hand the entire time that they drove. Katie kept up a steady stream of chatter from the back seat, but Sandy could hardly focus on it. 

She hated trying on the dress, which had become a symbol for everything that was going wrong in her life at the moment. She should have known that this wasn't going to work. 

As they waited and waited, Sandy looked out the window and saw a cop car stuck two lanes over from theirs. Its lights weren't flashing, so she assumed that it was off duty at the moment, but all the same, it was a cop car... She got a wild image in her head of jumping out of the car and running over there, banging on the cop's window. 

But that would leave Katie alone in the car with Henry, and she knew that was a bad idea. The man probably had his gun right there with him, and there would be no way for her to prepare Katie for anything. 

Henry seemed to track her gaze, and his hand tightened on hers, a clear warning. 

Sandy let that idea slip away and turned back towards the front. 

––––––––

Chapter Four

The morning of her wedding day finally came. Sandy peeled herself out of bed early, hardly able to stand sleeping next to Henry for one more second. The previous night, her sleep had been fitful, and she felt horrible. The only thing she could be glad of was the fact that Henry hadn't forced her to do anything sexual yet—he was saving all of that for their wedding night, he had told her. He wanted to really build the excitement so that they both climaxed hard. 

She doubted she would climax at all, but she managed to bite her tongue and keep from saying that out loud. 

“Come back to bed,” Henry groaned. 

“I have to get ready for our wedding,” Sandy said, even though she didn't intend to do any of that until the last possible minute. But she could at least pretend she was making breakfast or something like that. 

Henry sat up, scowling at her, though. “Come back to bed,” he snapped, and she could tell that he wasn't in a rational mood that morning. 

“Okay,” she whispered, creeping back closer and sliding into bed even though it was the last thing that she wanted to do. She let him hold her for another hour, lying there stiffly pressed against his back, feeling his erection pressed up against her ass. His hands swirled over her skin, until suddenly he dipped his fingers down in between her legs. 

She let out a soft yelp and yanked away from him, looking at him with wide eyes. “I thought we were saving that for tonight,” she said, feeling panicky. She'd thought that maybe somehow, during the preparations today, there would be some chance still to get out of this or... 

Well, at least she'd thought that she had another twelve hours or so until she had to submit to his disgusting pleasure. She felt tears at her eyes, but that was a pretty regular occurrence these days. 

That seemed to only spur Henry on, though, and the next thing she knew, he was whipping out his cock and tearing her panties away. “I've decided I'd rather have you now,” he told her. “What do you care anyway? You were all ready to give it up to that other guy. At least you love me!” 

“I don't,” Sandy sobbed. “Henry, please. I'll marry you, I'll do whatever you want, but I don't love you.” She didn't even know why she bothered insisting it at this point; it wasn't like her saying that she didn't love him was going to change his mind, and it was only going to make him mad at her, only going to make him come up with some new way to torture her slowly. Michael might be the one trapped down in the basement, but that didn't mean things were any easier on her, for all that he fed her good meals and didn't do anything too horrible to her. 

“Shut up,” Henry growled, leaning in to kiss her. 

“Wait,” Sandy gasped as they came up for air. “Please, Henry.” She fixed watery, puppy-dog eyes on him, hoping this worked. “Please. It's my first time. Can't we make it...special?” And miraculously, Henry paused at that, looking considering. “Please,” she continued. “We'll get back tonight as newlyweds. I'll cook you a nice dinner, and we'll have some wine and candlelight and then... Then we can...” She swallowed hard, having a hard time getting the words out. “Then we can make love, maybe take a nice bath and then do it all over again...”

“That sounds nice,” Henry said, getting a dreamy look on his face. He glanced down at his exposed member, seeming to not know what to do with it for a moment. Then, he nodded and pulled away from her, getting up off the bed. “Tonight,” he agreed, his gaze heated. 

He turned and made his way towards the bathroom, and Sandy fell back against the bed, slumping down and staring sightlessly off at the ceiling. 

But she didn't want to lay there any longer than she had to; it only made her think about what would happen to her that night, if she didn't manage to stop this wedding from happening that day. 

She swallowed hard and made her way downstairs, heading into the kitchen even though she didn't have any appetite left. Henry came up behind her even as she was heading down the stairs; again, he didn't seem to want to let her out of his sight. She didn't know how she was ever going to manage to get out of this. 

But she had to try. She wasn't even sure what state Michael was in at the moment, but she had to get him out of there... 

“Just so you know, I'll have the bomb trigger with me today,” Henry informed her over breakfast. “If I even suspect that you've told anyone about what's really going on, I'm going to press it.” He smiled maliciously at her. “And you should also know that it's not just Katie's house that's wired to the bomb anymore. I've gone ahead and wired my basement as well. If the police come after me, it'll be your sister's house and your pretty little niece, asleep there in her crib with the babysitter watching over her, plus your former lover.” 

Of course that was how he was going to ensure that she went along with this. Sandy swallowed hard and nodded, not trusting herself to respond to that. 

Despite her fear and reluctance, the morning passed in a blur. Katie made sure that she got into her dress and got her hair and makeup all finished on time. Then there was a whirlwind of photo taking with her bridesmaids, and... Well, everything went down right on schedule. 

She kept wanting to say something to Katie, to anyone. Or to take someone's phone and call the police. But she kept thinking about that trigger, about the fact that Henry wouldn't hesitate to press it. And she could never live with herself if anything happened to Michael or to her three-month-old niece, Jane. 

And so she found herself walking up the aisle with her hands shaking against her father's arm. She stood there at the altar trying to smile as she and Henry stared at one another. 

“We are gathered here today to celebrate the union of these two young lovers in holy matrimony...” the priest began. Sandy took a deep, shuddering breath, clutching more tightly to her bouquet of yellow daffodils. It was the wedding that she had dreamt about since she was a kid; every detail of it was perfect. Henry hadn't spared any expense. 

The only thing missing was the loving groom that she had always dreamt about. 

One of Henry's groomsmen came up behind him, and she felt her brow wrinkle in confusion—she hadn't really been paying attention, but surely it wasn't time for the rings yet, was it? She felt panic begin to rise in her, and she hurriedly looked over at the priest, listening to what he was saying. 

But rather than hand Henry the wedding ring, the man slipped a pair of handcuffs around Henry's wrists, where the man had been holding them behind his back. 

Sandy felt her jaw drop as the man pulled out a badge, flipping it open to show all the members of the wedding party. “Henry Friedrich, you are under arrest...” the man said, beginning to read Henry his Miranda rights. 

Sandy swayed a little, feeling like she might faint, and it was Michael who leapt out of the crowd and helped her to sit down on the edge of the raised altar. 

“Michael?” she asked, her voice barely audible. She couldn't understand what was going on, how this was all happening. She swallowed hard, looking around, wondering who else was in on this. But everyone else looked just as shocked as she did. 

“It's okay,” Michael said, reaching out to gently touch her shoulder. His fingers barely stroked her skin though; he seemed almost afraid of breaking her. 

“What's...”

“It's a long story,” Michael told her, grimacing. “I'm sorry I couldn't get you out of there sooner, but in light of the bombs, I didn't want to take any chances. Alex and I came up with this plan.” He nodded over at the groomsman. “Alex is an undercover cop who has been working to get close to Henry for about five years now,” he said. “Henry's wanted for... Well, you probably don't even want to know all of the things that he's wanted for. But the end of the story is that you're safe now—we've got enough evidence that he'll be locked up for a very long time, and he's never going to be able to bother you again.”

“But you were locked up in the basement,” Sandy said, shaking her head. 

Michael frowned at her. “I haven't been locked in the basement since that first night after we were taken,” he said. “I thought you knew that.”

“No,” Sandy said faintly. 

“I knew that if I got involved with you, Henry would come after me,” Michael said. “I made arrangements to get out of there when that happened. I just didn't expect him to hold you hostage like he did.” He grimaced. “In retrospect, my plan wasn't the best... But you're okay, aren't you? He didn't hurt you or...”

“I was going to sleep with you,” Sandy said in a whisper. She didn't know what was worse, finding out that Henry was insane and wanted to force her to marry him, or finding out that Michael hadn't really wanted her the whole time, he'd just wanted to get evidence against Henry. Here she'd been prepared to give the man her virginity; apparently she didn't really mean anything to him... 

“Oh Sandy,” Michael said, reaching up to cup her cheek in his palm. “I know I should have gotten you out of there sooner, but I still hope you'll forgive me and maybe...” He glanced around at their audience, a light blush staining his cheeks. “I was hoping you might let me take you out on another date still. I mean, I understand that you probably need time to get over this whole ordeal, but...”

Sandy shook her head. “But you were only dating me to get to Henry,” she said bitterly. 

Michael's eyebrows climbed towards his hairline. “Is that what you think?” he asked. “Jesus, Sandy...” He bent in and kissed her, his lips moving easily against hers. She could still feel that incredible zing of energy that their kisses always had had, so different from the kisses that she'd been sharing with Henry over the past couple months. She shuddered a little, and Michael pulled away, looking worried. “I'm sorry, I know that was probably too soon, and-”

Sandy shook her head, realizing that she knew, deep down, that Michael hadn't just been faking it with her so that he could get more evidence against Henry. Maybe that was how things had started out, but she had clearly started to mean as much to him as he meant to her... 

So she leaned back in to kiss him. 

––––––––

Epilogue

Sandy nervously rang Michael's doorbell, smoothing her hands down her skirt for one last time. Michael was grinning even as he opened the door. “Hey there,” he said, catching her around the waist and pulling her into a gentle kiss before she even had a chance to say hello. 

“I made dinner,” he said. “It should be ready in-”

“I don't have enough patience to eat dinner first,” Sandy interrupted, grinning ruefully at him. “Sorry, am I allowed to say that?” She wouldn't have been brave enough to say it, honestly, if she hadn't been able to feel how hard he was through his slacks—he was just as ready for this as she was. They'd been waiting months now, and the anticipation had been practically killing her over the past week during Henry's trial. 

Now that that chapter of her life was officially closed, she was ready to pick up where she had left off with Michael. 

“Let me go get the food out of the oven,” Michael told her. “But you go on ahead into the bedroom and get comfortable...” 

Sandy grinned at him and did as he said, stripping herself down and laying out on the bed. 

Michael came into the room a few minutes later and just stood there staring at her for a moment. “So gorgeous,” he finally murmured, shaking his head, a soft smile on his face. He began stripping off his clothes as well, and it wasn't long before he joined her on the bed. 

They were both impatient, and although he did spare a moment to nip and suck at her skin, fondling her breasts a little, they both knew that she was ready to go—and he was too, his member already swollen and dark, bobbing between them. She grabbed him in her hand and guided him towards her hole, needing to feel him in there. 

“Are you sure?” Michael asked, his words an echo of the last time they'd tried this. 

Sandy could only laugh in response, using her heels to tug him forwards, letting his tip slide inside of her folds. 

Michael caught her hips, holding her steady and giving her something to ground herself with. He went slowly, letting her adjust to his girth. It hurt a little, but overall, she just enjoyed the feeling of being...so incredibly full. It was as though his presence was there all around her and inside of her, an intensely intimate feeling and one that she could never have expected. 

She gasped and arched against him, whimpering a little as the movement pushed him a little deeper inside of her. Michael froze, his fingers resting lightly against her hips. But Sandy shook her head. “No,” she said. “Keep...” She caught at his hips, trying to force him to move, but Michael shook his head, looking a bit sheepish. 

“Just...give me a minute,” he told her ruefully. “You're so tight, and I'm...pretty close already.” 

“Oh!” Sandy said, surprised at the raw tone of his voice. 

After a moment, Michael moved again, fully seating himself inside of her and then beginning to rock his hips back and forth, choosing a gentle, easy rhythm. But within only a few thrusts, it all was suddenly too much to Sandy. She gasped and cried out, trembling against him, her vision going white. It felt incredible, it felt as though she would never stop shaking there against him, as though their presences were linked for the rest of eternity, as though his fingers were stroking lines of fire down her sides and as though his thick cock was pulsing inside of her in perfect rhythm with the beat of her heart. 

Michael groaned quietly into the soft skin of her neck, his breath hot against her skin. He was spilling through a climax as well, spurred on by the way her walls continued to flutter against his length. 

They lay there, sweaty and sticky but nowhere near sated for a moment. “Well, that was a bit...anticlimactic,” Sandy breathed as Michael pulled away from her. She giggled. “Not that it wasn't good or anything, just...” She blushed and trailed off. 

Michael was laughing too, though. “You have no idea how long I've been waiting to do that for,” he said. “But don't worry—let's go eat a little dinner and then we can go for another round. How does that sound?” He lightly stroked back her hair, and Sandy blinked up at him, momentarily distracted by his gentle touches. 

“That sounds great,” she finally managed. “That sounds perfect.” 
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POWERLESS

KYLIE JAMES

Chapter 1

Jane sat down at the computer and sighed. She could hear Bill clanging things around in the kitchen, pissed off as usual. "How many times have I told you that the yogurt is still good seven days past the expiration date on the container? How many damned times, Jane?" She could hear him rustling through the trash bag now, digging out the old yogurt containers. It was always the same thing. In a few minutes, he'd be lining up the little yogurt cups on the sink and scrubbing their outsides before placing them back into the fridge with a huge sign taped to the top shelf, which read " Eat me first." It was always the same thing. The argument had started over the fact that Jane had made his baked ziti with noodles that didn’t have indented lines baked into them. The store had run out. So, when Bill bit into his dinner and the noodles were smooth instead of serrated, he went nuts. 

Jane logged onto her Social book, and scrolled down. Her best friend Jeanie was on vacation in the Alps and had posted a wonderful selfie of she and her husband basting in a hot tub, surrounded by snow. Why couldn’t her life be like that? Jane scrolled down the page a little more. Her old high school boyfriend was celebrating his twentieth wedding anniversary with his wife. Too bad she’d let that one get away. Everyone on Facebook seemed happy except her. Jane pulled her phone out. At least she’d managed to snap a few pictures of her baked ziti casserole before Bill had smashed the whole thing on the kitchen floor—she could post the pre-tantrum photo. 

Just then, the computer made a pinging sound. A little window popped up in the corner with flashing red letters. “ Marriage got you down? Want to put more zest back in your life?” Jane thought about her baked ziti again—she’d put plenty of spice into that, but her ungrateful husband only cared about the fact that she’d used the wrong noodles. What a brat.

Jane dragged her cursor over the little window, thinking, hesitating, and considering. She wasn’t that kind of woman. But then, she wasn’t the kind of woman to allow her husband to throw dinner on the floor either. She was a high-powered attorney by day, and by night she was miserable. She flipped back over to the window containing Jeanie’s vacation photos. What if she could have that kind of life? What if she could be that happy? She looked over in the direction of her husband, Bill. She could see his bulky shape bent over the trashcan, still digging around, cussing into a handful of rotten black banana peels. Bill was a high-powered attorney too, and he’d locked her into a crazy prenup back when she was so in love with him that she’d have signed away her
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