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  Belle - A Doxy Parcel Tale #3



Belle sat on the edge of the hard settee, chatting with Kayla, the receptionist for Doxy Parcel as she waited to be seen.
 
   “You can’t be serious! I would have left immediately.” Kayla gasped quietly ducking her head down as if they weren’t the only two people on the entire floor.
 
   “Oh no honey, I love the weird ones, they really melt my butter.” She said with a Marilyn face, and then winked.
 
   Kayla turned pink as Lenora’s door swung open and a girl with long blonde hair walked out; her eyes were wide, and Belle couldn’t tell if that was just her natural pallor, or if she was white as s ghost.  When the girl was gone from the waiting room, Belle stood, adjusting her purse strap on her shoulder.
 
   “She was cute huh?” Belle asked, and Kayla nodded enthusiastically.
 
   “Her name is Alice, she was interviewed today. I think she will do great here if Lenora hires her, she is awfully quiet though.” Kayla pursed her lips, she loved to gossip with the girls about their adventures, but confessed often that she wasn’t interested in the line of work.
 
   “I’d like to meet her.” Belle winked with a smooth smile.
 
   “Between you and me…” Kayla lowered her voice even more, “I heard Lenora and Raymond speaking earlier this week, they’re thinking of offering doubles for the girls who would be willing to do so. She wants to chat with you about it today.”
 
   “I have been telling her for over a year that she should consider that as a business move.” Belle tossed over her shoulder as she strolled into Lenora’s office, closing the door soundly and plopping down into one of the chairs in front of her desk.
 
   “Well, what’s the diagnosis?” She asked as she pulled a cigarette from Lenora’s box on her desk, and crossed her legs.
 
   “You’re clean.” Lenora said without enthusiasm as she rounded the corner of her desk.
 
   “Good to know.” Belle said. “What’s the matter?” Lenora was standing at the window now, looking down gravely.
 
   “I just interviewed a girl, that might change what we do here.” Lenora said, almost to herself as she looked down into the street below her office.
 
   “Word on the grapevine is you’re thinking of starting doubles?” Belle said as she took a deep pull on the fancy vanilla flavored cigarette.
 
   “It’s in the works.” Lenora seemed to snap back into reality and turned from the window, straightening her hair, “But I have something else for you, it’s short notice, but you’re the girl for the job, and he liked your photo the best.” Lenora said, sliding an envelope to Belle.
 
   “Upfront payment?” Belle pressed her brows together, feeling the weight of the money in her hands and tossed the envelope back at Lenora, “What is it?” She demanded.
 
   “Nothing too weird.” Lenora said quickly as she sat in her chair and folded her hands together.
 
   “You never pay up front unless it is too weird. Spill it Lenora.” Belle said, crossing her arms over her breasts and leaning back in the chair, the cigarette hanging in her lips.
 
   “Mr. Bestia has… extravagant tastes.” Lenora said with a devilish grin.
 
   “Extravagant enough tastes to shell out more than seven grand?” Belle asked. 
 
   Lenora’s sticky red lips pulled into a sly smile, she loved Belle’s spunk, and she loved that nothing could escape Belle’s notice. Belle had grown up in a wealthy home, with three sisters and no mother. She’d been a promising cellist, had straight A’s in school, and was named Prom Queen her junior and senior year. When Belle was in her first year of college, and their father had lost everything on the stock market, he had traded Belle’s virginity to the highest bidder, one of his sleazy business partners at a whopping hundred grand. Belle had endured the night dutifully, and after the bastard made her deliver the money to her father, she split and never looked back. She lived with her boyfriend for a couple of years, waitressing and then stripping before she landed in Lenora’s office for an interview when she was twenty one. 
 
   “Yes, but more importantly, he is colorful enough to become a returning customer, if the right girl for him were to come along…” Lenora pulled a cigarette from the box and lit it as she leaned back in her chair, watching Belle chew on the idea.
 
   “What does he want?” Belle asked without looking up. She knew there was a catch; you didn’t pay double the amount simply because you had a kink.
 
   “Eight hours.” Lenora said, and bit back a grin as Belle turned huge eyes up to her.
 
    “Eight fucking hours?” Belle shouted.
 
   “I understand,” Lenora held her hand up. “But the first four are going to be in a public place. No sex. He is very aware of the rules, and has requested this specifically. You know I can’t give you any more details, in case someone else is to go on the party.”
 
   “Oh come on, you know I’m going to do it. Now tell me.” Belle said as she pulled the client file from in front of Lenora. 
 
   Belle managed to peek at it before Lenora slapped her hand over the top and snatched it up, tucking it into a side drawer in her desk. At least he looked handsome.
 
   “He has requested that you attend a masquerade with him, have dinner, there will be a band and then a silent auction, after that, return to his place.” Lenora shrugged.
 
   “Daniel will drive?” Belle asked.
 
   “Of course.” Lenora blew her smoke out quickly and pointed a finger at her. “Remember, you wanted to do this.” She said sliding the envelope back toward Belle. 
 
   “He isn’t going to fuck me in front of this masked ball is he?” She asked lifting an eyebrow conspiratorially at Lenora.
 
   “Now, you know I’d tell you if he wanted you to do that.” She winked, a slightly sadistic smile spreading across her lips.
 
   “It’s a single party then?” Belle snuffed the cigarette out in the ashtray, and tucked the envelope into her purse.
 
   “Yes. He doesn’t seem like the type of man who likes to share.” Lenora said and stood with Belle, smoothing her hands over her black latex skirt.
 
   “Well I’d better get ready. Do I need to get a costume and mask?” Belle asked.
 
   “No, everything is taken care of. Daniel will arrive at seven to pick you up.”
 
   “Thanks Lenny.” Belle grumbled and rolled her eyes, she knew Lenora hated the nickname. 
 
   *** 
 
                 Belle walked fast toward the door against the spring wind, it tossed her hair in several directions, and Lou smiled at her as he opened the door.
 
   “Thanks Lou! I don’t know what I’d do without you!” She said before planting a little kiss on his wrinkled cheek. 
 
   He beamed at her before shyly tipping his hat and turning back to the street. Lou had been the doorman in her building for the last three years she’d lived there. It was nice having him there five nights a week, it added a nice touch of home to the apartment building. Belle loved arriving in the evenings to him greeting her with his kind smile and rosy cheeks. It reminded her that there was merriment in the world. 
 
   Belle opened the door to her apartment, and shoved past a box of clothes she’d meant to donate two weeks ago, but still hadn’t gotten around to. She quickly pressed the button on her answering machine, which flashed two messages. She didn’t need to hear them to know who they were from, he was the only one who called her home phone anymore.
 
                 Belle pressed delete and held it down. She wouldn’t pretend that she didn’t miss him, but she didn’t need him in her life, she didn’t then, and she really didn’t now. Belle released a growl of frustration as she thrust her head back and stomped into her living room, tossing herself onto the sofa. She lay face down for several moments before willing herself to stand, dragging herself to the fridge and cracking open a red bull.
 
   Belle began her routine, and by the time she was finishing her up do in the bathroom mirror, the buzzer sounded, loud and shrill. She hurried to shove her sweat pants on and hopped on one foot as she pulled her slippers on and opened the door. She ran down to the lobby, and Lou was dutifully waiting.
 
   “Have a safe evening miss Belle.” He said to her, she kissed his cheek before she sat down into the limo, and he closed the door securely, patting the top before Daniel pulled away.
 
   “Evening miss Belle.” Daniel said, and Belle smiled at him as she stripped her sweater over her head and slipped her pants over her hips.
 
   “How’s life Danny?” She asked.
 
   “Oh you know…” He winked and Belle bit her tongue in mock disgust, opening the cabinet at her knees and pulling out a long, golden evening gown. 
 
   It was unusually heavy, the golden beading glittered under the light, and the silky material on the inside chilled her skin as she pulled it over her legs, and up her stomach, slipping her arms in before pulling the side zipper up carefully.
 
   “How much time do I have?” She asked as she pulled a pair of golden Manolo Blahnik pumps from the cabinet. Below them sat a small piece of paper, with handwriting on it. Belle whistled at the shoes but frowned as she picked up the piece of paper.
 
   Miss Belle,
If you are reading this, it means you’ve accepted my invitation for tonight.
As a token of my gratitude, and pleasure at the privilege of being in your
company, I’d like to gift you these shoes. I hope they are to your liking.
- Anthony
 
   Belle smiled, shook her head and she slipped the heels on, scoffing softly.  
 
   “Not long. Another strike?” Daniel asked.
 
   “I swear I don’t know how this happens.” Belle said as she poured herself a glass of champagne. 
 
   “It’s your beauty. They can’t help themselves.”
 
   “Sure.” Belle said as she sipped the champagne, and took the golden bow from the cabinet, ignoring the small tin that sat below.
 
   “It’s true.” Daniel said, winking at her again.
 
   “Regardless, the man has never met me. I do love the gifts though; a girl can get awfully spoiled in this line of business. I’ve still got to donate those clothes.” She said more to herself. 
 
   Belle wrapped the golden bow around her wrists idly as they slowed in front of a large building, but was surprised when Daniel didn’t turn off the ignition.
 
   “Boss’s orders.” He said into the mirror at her questioning gaze.
 
   “What’s with all of the rule breaking?” Belle demanded in annoyance. “I don’t even get an escort now? Where is the security?”
 
   Daniel shrugged, and Belle noticed movement to her right. She looked out the window to see a tall, very large man approaching the limo. He reached down and pulled the door open as Belle stretched her leg out and placed it on the pavement, making eye contact with Daniel before she stood.
 
   “I’ll be here.” He said.
 
   Belle nodded and stood, looking up into a dark, handsome face, and steel grey eyes. She beamed at him as he took her hand into his, and brought it up to his lips.
 
   “Belle, I’m so happy to finally meet you.” His voice was a deep baritone, and it seemed to reverberate in the space between them. 
 
   “The pleasure is all mine, Mr. Bestia.” Belle said, he still held her hand poised at his lips and a wolfish grin spread across his face.
 
   “I hope so.” Belle returned his grin before he offered her his arm.
 
   “I thought this was a masquerade?” Belle asked, slipping her hand over the thick material of his sharp black tuxedo.
 
   “It is. The masks are provided.” He said as they reached the top of the concrete steps.
 
   Belle peered in through the glass doors, the warm ballroom was glowing in rich colors, and there were women in fine dresses, men in tuxedos twirling along the floor, Belle felt a twinge of embarrassment wash over her. She had no idea how to ballroom dance. 
 
   “Before we go in,” Anthony began, “I need you to know that, this is a company gathering for me. I need you to be discreet with our… arrangement.” He was nervous, and flushed at the mention of her line of work. It was endearing and Belle smiled warmly as she reached up to caress the side of his face. 
 
   “Mr. Bestia, I am very discreet.” She leaned up on tip toes, and placed a kiss on the corner of his mouth.
 
   “Very good.” He said as he gazed down into her face. “Please, call me Anthony.”
 
   Anthony reached for the door and opened it before walking Belle over to a table where two blonde, slender women sat chatting. They turned their green and blue peacock faces to them and smiled up at Belle merrily.
 
   “So, you are the last golden mask!” One of the girls claimed as she let her eyes rove over Belle’s gown appreciatively. 
 
   The other woman handed her a thin mask. It covered only her eyes and was a shimmering gold with white airbrushed designs swirling around the eyes, and white and yellow plumes at the corner. Belle slipped it over her head and turned to face Anthony, who wore something that looked like it was from The Phantom of the Opera.
 
   “Shall we?” He asked, holding his large arm out to her, she thought that his bicep might be the size of her thigh, and she was not a slim girl, she lifted weights at her gym four times a week.
 
   “I don’t know how to dance.” Belle replied even as she slid her arm into his.
 
   “I do.” He said and twirled her across the room, there were couples dancing around them, women in long flowing gowns, and masks. Everyone looked so elegant and refined; Belle couldn’t help but wonder what they were here for, though she would never ask.
 
   As the night went on Belle had another glass of champagne, and Anthony had encouraged her to bid on two items on his behalf. One being a tiny silver tea set that looked like one she’d been given by her grandmother when she was young, the other was for a large yacht, and a prime spot on the marina. Anthony had mentioned something to one of his colleges about wanting it badly, and Belle hoped that he would win, especially at the very large sum of money he placed.
 
   “Well, if you are the highest bidder, you and your lovely lady will have to take Becky and I on a cruise sometime.” The man winked before sipping his champagne, Becky rolling her large brown eyes playfully.
 
   “I’d like that.” Anthony replied.
 
   Dinner was the loveliest meal she’d eaten in months; salmon drizzled with a lemon pepper sauce and served with Brussels sprouts and white wine. Belle ate slowly while a band played a jazzy tune, and Anthony asked her about her life. She made up great stories about a small home with no siblings and a dog named Bart. The same normal story she told everyone. 
 
   Anthony spoke eloquently, and had a way with words that seemed to flow like poetry, from his sensual lips. In hushed, sultry tones he spoke of trips to France, and Ireland… properties that he owned though inheritance and some that he’d purchased on his own. He seemed to have a sort of carnality inside of him that simmered just below the surface, glimmering in his eyes like an unspoken promise as he held a forkful of chocolate soufflé to her lips. 
 
   She grinned as the warm chocolate slid down her throat, and Anthony leaned toward her, cradling her jaw in his hand before he kissed her deeply. His other hand was under the table, and slowly slid up her leg, caressing her pussy over the thick material. Belle gasped at the unexpected contact, but she loved it, part of her wanted to sneak away into the nearest bathroom, but she knew it was against the rules.
 
   Before Belle knew it the evening was over, she almost felt disappointed as Anthony was walking her to the car. It had been so long since she’d gone on a date; it was more fun than she’d had in several months, even if it was all a part of the job. The night was still very nice, and there was no wind to chill her bare shoulders, she wrapped her arms around herself out of sheer habit.
 
   “I’m very glad you were kind enough to be my date this evening.” He said, his voice trailing along her skin like the warm caress of a lover. 
 
   “Thank you for inviting me.” Belle said, her voice breathy as she leaned her head back, and pursed her lips slightly.
 
   The gentleman did not disappoint, as he slowly descended to press his thick lips to hers, his hand sliding down her exposed spine sent tingles over her breasts. A low rumble bubbled up in his chest, and Belle’s breath caught as he pulled away from her, she stared into his steely eyes, they gleamed with knowledge and promise, and Belle’s insides clenched in response. 
 
   “Mmm.” She practically purred up at him. “Anthony, if you continue to kiss me that way, we might not leave the street.”
 
   Anthony grinned down at her elegant features and kissed the tip of her nose before opening the door and helping her in. When she was carefully tucked in, her dress safely about her ankles, Anthony leaned down and whispered to her.
 
   “Do you have any qualms about hot wax?” His words curled the hairs on the back of her neck and she looked at him with a grin.
 
   “None at all.”
 
   “Good.”
 
   As the limo pulled away from the curb, Belle opened the cabinet and pulled out the tiny tin, opening it and checking her makeup and hair quickly. She glanced down at the chocolate rose that sat in the center. Lenora knew that Belle never took the chocolates; but she put them in anyway. Belle knew that there was Peyote in it, and while she wasn’t against any such thing, it had never really interested her. Every party she’d been on before had been in one location… and certainly did not have a precursor of a four hour time frame where she was able to get to know the man. 
 
   Why Lenora insisted on providing them to her anyway Belle would never know, but now as she sat, feeling wined and dined, and actually aroused before a party, she was grateful. Grateful because, along with the fuzzy feeling she also felt the flutter of nerves in her belly, nerves that hadn’t been there before. The tiny rose gleamed at her and she lifted it. 
 
   It was no bigger than the pad of her finger, the intricate rose petals clung to one another and curled into a heart at the center. There were tiny specs of sugar that gleamed on the petals like little droplets of dew. Before Belle could let her analytical mind talk her out of it, she popped her finger into her mouth, and sucked the chocolate from her finger.
 
   “Going for it tonight are we?” Daniel said, his eyebrows nearly touching his hairline as he looked at Belle through the mirror.
 
   “I’m nervous about this one Danny, keep a good ear out tonight would you?” She asked, straightening her dress.
 
   “Sure, there’s something more in the cabinet for you, just leave the dress in there.” He said.
 
   “I don’t get to keep this one?” Belle asked in mock shock. 
 
   This dress was surely one of Lenora’s favorites. She had clients around the world that showered her with gifts and tokens of their gratitude for her charity work and other business ventures. Belle opened the cabinet and folded neatly on the second shelf was a black lace thong, and a long red hooded cape. On the top shelf, was a bottle of baby oil, and Belle gasped as she pulled the shoes out.
 
   “Oh my God Jimmy Choo’s!” Belle said holding the black suede, Amos courts with clear pumps wrapped in gold and black to her breasts, hugging them lovingly. 
 
   “Do you get to keep them?” Daniel asked with a grin.
 
   “Note says yes!” Belle cried and bit back her smile as she slipped them on.
 
   Belle pulled on the thong, and the cape, and sat back to close her eyes. The drive was nearly thirty minutes, and Belle woke as the car pulled over a gravel driveway, the headlights spilling over thick overgrown brush. She blinked her eyes hard and tried to focus them, it couldn’t be. Every fower on the rows of rose bushes lining the driveway seemed to glow and the stars above them were brilliant as she rolled the window down and gazed up at them.
 
   Belle let out a shriek of laughter as her hair fell out of the careful bun. She crawled up onto her knees, forgetting about her bare breasts as she twisted to gaze at the sky.
 
   “The stars! They’re so bright!” She cried as she slid back into the car, and Daniel turned onto an even smaller drive.
 
   “It’s easier to see them out here. But you’ve also eaten the chocolate.” His eyes crinkled with laughter and Belle joined him. 
 
   Daniel parked and came around to open the door for her, reaching over and pulling the hood of the cape over her head, it hung so low that all she could see, were her feet… agreeably clad in new Jimmy Choo’s. They walked up several stone steps before reaching a platform, and turning to go up several more. 
 
   Daniel released her hands, and knocked a few times on the door. It sounded large as it opened and groaned from its hinges. As Belle stepped over the threshold her heels clicked loudly, and echoed off of the walls around her. Daniel slowed and turned her around by her hips, urging her to sit.
 
   “I’ll be back in three and a half hours.” He said softly, and she heard his footfalls as he left her in the quiet place.
 
   Belle thought it smelled strange, like somewhere she’d been before, but she couldn’t place it. Under the hood, Belle stared at her fingers, and examined the red velvet chase she was sitting on, running her fingers in one direction, and then tracing little circles in another. A door opened to her right moments later, and Belle stilled as footfalls approached.
 
   “Belle.” Anthony’s warm voice called to her as his bare feet appeared in her vision, he lifted the hood from her head and lifted her hands to his lips.
 
   Belle took in the beautiful sight of his chiseled body, his bare chest was splashed with hair and she longed to reach up and scratch her nails through it. She looked around the darkened room, which looked more like a museum than a home.
 
   “Wow.” She said, and her eyes were attracted to a bright glow coming from a room to her left.
 
   “This isn’t my usual home,” He began, running a hand through his thick dark hair, “But I wasn’t sure where-“ He quieted when Belle placed her finger on his lips with a shake of her head.
 
   “I don’t need to know any details. This is lovely.” She smiled.
 
   Finally, Anthony let his eyes trail down Belle’s body. The cloak covered her breasts, revealing only cleavage and taunt abs above wide, buxom hips. Slowly he reached up to take her breasts into his hands, sliding his thumbs over her nipples before slipping his fingers over her shoulder, sending the cloak to the floor.
 
   “Do you like the shoes?” He asked, glancing down at her feet.
 
   “Very much. Thank you.” Belle replied.
 
   “Then you’d better leave them here too.” He winked, and Belle bent to remove them quickly.
 
   Belle followed Anthony into the room she’d seen before, and realized that the glow was from the many candles burning, some in holders and others so large that they sat right on the floor. Belle’s eyes took in the room immediately; four large windows were high up on the wall, thick red curtains hung from them, and the drapery continued along the ceiling of the large room. In the center was what looked like a bed frame, only it was standing up on its side, and as Belle had expected, there were restraints attached to it.
 
   Anthony watched her features carefully as her eyes roved over the room, her delicate features seemed so hard, so… cautious. When her eyes landed on the shackles, Anthony held his breath, but she didn’t run, or scream, she didn’t even blink. Anthony’s heart pounded madly in his chest. 
 
   Slowly, Belle turned her eyes up to his, and as he prepared his apology in his head, she flipped her hair over her shoulder and sunk to her knees, fixing her eyes on the ground. Anthony stared at her for a second, his brows drawn together in confusion, before it dawned on him.
 
   “Oh no, Miss Belle, you misunderstand.” He said, and his deep laughter trickled down as he gently stood her up.
 
   She placed her hands on his rippled chest and looked up into his eyes questioningly before they flitted back to the steel bars and restraints.
 
   “But I thought…”
 
   “No.” Anthony shook his head. “I’m not looking for a submissive. I quite enjoy you as you are Belle. That is part of what turns me on.”
 
   “Well, I pray you tell Mr. Bestia, what it is you have in store for me this evening.” Belle said, stepping closer to him and pressing her breasts against his knotted stomach, the light dusting of hair scratching on her nipples.
 
   “I’d like you to be restrained.” He said, slipping a finger into the waistband of her thong.
 
   “And?” Belle asked as she leaned up to press her lips to his. She didn’t really want him to tell her.
 
   “And…” He began, swallowing as Belle locked her eyes with his and wrapped her arms around his thick neck. He brought his hands to her hips. “I want to pour hot wax on you.”
 
   “That’s not so bad.” She said, smiling at him.
 
   “You are okay with it?”
 
   Belle nodded slowly before she kissed him again, sliding her hand around to the back of his neck and holding him while she sucked his tongue. Anthony lifted her effortlessly from the ground, crushing her against him with his arms as he carried her to the center of the room. Without breaking their kiss Anthony placed each of her hands outstretched to her sides, on the wrought iron pole that came up to Belle’s breasts and felt cold against her back.
 
   With his foot, he spread her legs wide, finally breaking away from her mouth to crouch down and fasten the shackles around her ankles, before he placed a kiss below her navel. Belle gripped the iron bar in her hands; he obviously didn’t want to be touched even if he hadn’t restrained her yet, and Belle was very careful to please her clients. Anthony placed his hands on her hips, and slid his thumbs over her hips as he circled her clit with his tongue.
 
   Belle gazed down at the huge man before her, and the strange white scars along his back. She had to give him credit, they were wonderfully hidden by the soft candle light, but Belle knew that trick from her own experience. The first several parties Belle had done were done with delicate care on her part, with huge help from Lenora. There was always a way for Belle’s shoulders to be covered, always a sash or a fishnet shrug, but they had been raised, and she’d been questioned about them on her first parties. After Belle had done seven parties, she’d had the money saved up to have them removed, sand blasted away… she didn’t know why this man with all his money didn’t do the same.
 
   Slowly Belle ran her fingers along the ridges of the thick white lines and Anthony stilled his tongue. Belle faltered for a moment, as he stood he lifted her hands with his, and secured them to the leather belts on either side of her.
 
   “I’m sorry.” She said quietly, looking up into his face.
 
   “Don’t be.” He said, turning gleaming eyes to her.
 
   Belle knew that smile, that fake smile that beamed at you but wasn’t real, it wasn’t from the soul, it was forced. Her heart began to pound, and she closed her eyes. Anthony placed his fingers under her chin and lifted her head up to peer down at her.
 
   “Don’t close your eyes.” His profound voice sent chills over her skin.
 
   “Okay.” She breathed, and watched Anthony step away.
 
   Belle’s eyes followed him as he left her in the room, and she reminded herself that Daniel was right outside, and would be in to retrieve her in three hours or so. But before she could think anymore about it, Anthony returned, with a plate of four candles; purple, green, a tall black one and a deep red one. They all looked as if they’d been burning for a while, and when he placed the tray on the floor beside her feet, she could see the deep pools of wax that had collected there. 
 
   Belle’s eyes widened as she remembered the bottle of baby oil that had been sitting in the cabinet. She’d completely forgotten to rub it on.
 
   “What is it?” He asked, looking down into her worried face.
 
   “I forgot to put the oil on in the car.” She said softly.
 
   “Really?” He lifted an eyebrow at her playfully as he produced a small bottle from behind the four large candles. He winked at her as he began to open it.
 
   Belle smiled, releasing a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding, and Anthony poured oil into his large palm. He began at her ankles, spreading the oil in a sparse layer along her calves. He kneaded his large fingers up her thighs, slipping his thumb between her lips and stroking her clit gently before spreading more oil along her belly. Anthony stood as he worked over her breasts carefully, and Belle gazed up into his hazy eyes as he twisted her nipples, bringing them to a point. 
 
   Slowly, Anthony worked his hands back over her body, working the oil in carefully over her breasts and stomach. Belle moaned as he slid two of his thick fingers inside of her, his thumb moving from side to side over her swollen clit. Belle started to quiver around his fingers and he looked up into her face, her brows were drawn together and her mouth was parted beautifully.
 
   As Belle came around his fingers, she felt burning hot liquid fall over her left breast, and she screamed as her body clenched and he worked his fingers faster, a second orgasm ripping through her before she could recover from the first. She gasped and looked down at her heaving chest; her left breast was covered in green wax, her eyes widened as he began to drizzle little purple lines over her right.
 
   “Is that too hot?” He asked as he ran his fingers over the hardened green wax.
 
   “No.” Belle sighed as he spilled a stream of red between her breasts; it slid down like oozing blood, and coated her belly button and the neatly trimmed landing strip between her thighs.
 
   “Good.” Anthony said walking behind her.
 
   He slid her wavy dark hair over her shoulder, and pressed her forward. Belle bent at the waist as she closed her eyes as he slid his fingers across her shoulders, as if sensing her scars, even if she knew they were no longer visible. She swallowed hard, not welcoming the growing sensation in her chest; she moaned low as the wax began to flow down her spine and over her ass. 
 
   Anthony slid his palm down her side gently trailing his fingers across her skin before the hot wax coated her again. When he returned in front of her, Belle fixed her gaze on his pants, and he grinned at her.
 
   “I want your dick, Anthony. Now.” She said without wavering.
 
   He smiled wider at the sight of her restrained and demanding things from him. It was plain as day, and like a mord-sith capturing magic, Belle snatched the kink she’d been waiting to find. She pulled harder on the leather bands around her wrist, leaning toward him, and he stepped closer, his eyes twinkling. Belle kissed his chest, and ran her tongue into the nest of curls, grazing her teeth along his nipple.
 
   Anthony pulled her hair back again, and as Belle worked over him, he poured more wax down her back, she moaned loudly, her lips still trailing over his chest, and yanked on the restraints, snapping her head up to him.
 
   “Take your pants off.” Belle said, tossing her thick mane over her shoulders and sticking her chin up while leaning back against the cold bar. She pulled against the ankle restraints slowly, jutting her hips toward him and eyeing him up and down.
 
   Slowly his hands went to his pants, and he did away with them in one fluid motion. Belle grinned nervously at the sight of his heavy cock hanging between his muscular legs. It brought the phrase hung like a horse to mind, and she yanked again on the restraints.
 
   “Come here.” She demanded.
 
   Her grin widened when he listened. He slowly came toward her, his abs flexing with each stop, and flowing into a powerful V that tapered down to his thick cock. 
 
   “Stroke it for me.” She ordered, her eyes filled with glee when he began to fist his thick shaft, his gray eyes sparkling with mischief, deep dimples playing at his cheeks.
 
   Anthony stepped closer before squatting down and unbinding her right ankle. When he stood, he lifted the leg with him, hooking it over his hip. As he pressed the head of his cock against her Belle was suddenly aware of why this gorgeous man needed to call an escort service to get laid. His cock was without a doubt, the largest she’d ever seen. When he rested it on her clit, it covered her entire pussy from her view. She wriggled her hips and he began to rim her lips, spreading the silky wetness of her arousal along his head.
 
   Belle moaned before thrusting her hips toward him and pulling on the wrist restraints again, Anthony looked down into her face, a small flush had crept into his cheeks, and his lips were warm and inviting. 
 
   “Do it.” She whispered, pressing her aching pussy against him, his size no longer a concern in her state of arousal.
 
   “Do what?” He asked, leaning down to nuzzle her shoulder and sliding his cock back, his shaft slithering along her pussy and across her asshole.
 
   He held her ass firmly in his large hand and she moaned again and pulled on the restraints, twisting her hips as much as she could, desperately seeking more friction.
 
   “I want you inside of me.” She said, but it sounded more like a demand than a plea. 
 
   Anthony pressed his head against her opening, and Belle cried out against his chest as he pressed inside of her, stretching her beyond belief. She hooked her free leg around his hip, gripping him with all of her strength and urging him to go as deep as he could. It took every ounce of willpower she had to not bounce up and down on him like a giant fucking pogo stick. 
 
   His deep growl vibrated her spine as he closed more of the distance between them, and Belle felt a slight urge to vomit, he was so deep inside of her. When he started to move, the tiny hairs on Belle’s body rose to attention, and she sunk her teeth into his skin, biting down as he rode her carefully, hooking his giant arm around her hips and lifting her from the ground.
 
   “Are you okay?” He asked, and she nodded frantically into his chest, her moans whooshing out of her uncontrollably with each powerful thrust of his hips, as if he were depressing her diaphragm.
 
   “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” She cried and contracted around his cock, her nails biting into the leather restraints.
 
   Belle moaned in protest as he removed himself from her and bent down on one knee to release her other ankle. wrapping his hands around her ribs as he closed his mouth over her right breast and pulled her toward him. He bit her nipple before grasping her other tit, pulling her closer to his face and sucking on it too. When he stood, he walked behind her.
 
   Belle was still straining forward, but it was much easier with her feet free to brace herself with, she felt the head of his thick dick before he even pressed against her. Belle spread her legs more as Anthony’s hands circled her hips, dragging his cock along her wet folds. He pressed inside of her and she let her head fall forward, her arms held up behind her by the restraints, moaning as he slid slowly in and out of her.
 
   “Oh my fucking, shit.” She hissed as his head scraped that delicate spot inside of her.
 
   “Are you okay?” He asked softly behind her, his hands moving over her hips, and up her ribs to cover her breasts. 
 
   “Yes!” She cried, and suddenly came again, gasping as her juices trickled out around him.
 
   “God damn it, you are so beautiful Belle.” He panted and leaned forward to kiss her shoulders as he caressed her tits and thrust into her.
 
   Belle’s nose began to tingle as he removed his hands from her breasts and she felt her left wrist fall loose. She grasped the bar beside her for support and Anthony slipped out of her, the motion tugging her backward slightly before her other arm was freed.
 
   Anthony began to rub the wax away from her body gently; it fell in little bits to the floor around her feet. When he finished he scooped her up into his arms and carried her into the room she’d arrived in, down a small corridor, and into a dark room. He deposited Belle onto a thick mattress with silk black sheets, and she felt his weight depress on the mattress as he crawled between her legs, kissing her thigh gently before sliding his tongue down and over her labia.
 
   Belle moaned softly and briefly rested her hands on his shoulders before yanking them away, and grabbing her breasts, not sure where to put them. Anthony took her hands and placed them back where they were, staring up at her from between her quivering thighs. He tongued her clit quickly, and then sucked on it hard while pressing a finger inside of her. He began to swiftly stroke his fingers in the opposite direction of his tongue and Belle arched up from the bed as she came again, and moaned something incoherent. 
 
   Anthony lifted her hips and turned her over, her wavy hair splashed across his sheets beautifully, and he licked his lips before pressing them to her spine. He straddled her outstretched legs, and massaged her ass gently spreading her cheeks, sliding his fingers along the apex of her thighs, the tips of his thumbs barely grazing her labia.
 
   Belle moaned and pressed her ass up, inviting him, begging him to enter her again. She tossed her hair back as she turned her large eyes to him and his intense eyes met hers, she reached back and grasped his cock, her hand dwarfed by its size. She slowly pulled the thick skin over his head, and when he didn’t move closer, she pulled harder, tugging him nearer. Anthony grinned down at her and inched his knees forward, pressing his head against her.
 
   Belle released him and threw her arms across the bed, burying her face into them and writhing between his powerful thighs. He pressed inside of her tight pussy, and started to thrust into her. Belle moaned into his thick pillow, her back expanding as she drew in a deep breath and raised her hips slightly from the bed. He slid his hands down her back, and snaked his hand around her stomach, sliding it down to massage her clit. 
 
   “I’m going to come again.” Belle said softly, gripping the silk sheets in her hands.
 
   “I want to feel you again.” She could hear the smile in his baritone voice that seemed to travel straight to her core.
 
   When she shattered around him again he rode it out, clenching his teeth before yanking from her and abruptly turning her over. She hesitated for a moment before he nodded and she wrapped her hands around his thick cock. She worked them over his shaft firmly as she licked his head taking as much of him into her mouth as she could and massaging the underside of his head quickly with her tongue, being careful to wrap her lips around her teeth.
 
   Anthony erupted into her mouth, and belle moaned as she gulped it all down, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked hard on him. He stroked her cheek with his fingers as he gazed down at her, catching his breath. There was a loud knocking that echoed through the empty house and Belle snapped her head to look at the door. Disappointment washed over Anthony’s face and he climbed from the bed, helping Belle to her feet.
 
   “Can I make arrangements to see you again?” He asked, smiling at her as he helped her into her thick cloak.
 
   “I hope you do.” She said with a wink.
 
   “Thank you, Belle. I’ve always wanted to try that.” He said and kissed her cheek.
 
   Belle was somewhat relieved that restraints weren’t always something he wanted; his cock size alone was enough for one woman who wasn’t a masochist. Anthony helped her into her cloak before he disappeared back into the bedroom just before Daniel appeared to take her back to the limo. Belle’s stomach was in knots as she remembered the evening, she couldn’t stop thinking of the dancing she’d done, and the wonderful food and all of the wonderful people. It was like stepping into a fantasy world.
 
   Belle gazed down at the shoes in her hands; she was back into her own clothes and had pulled her hair up into a loose bun. When the car stopped in front of her building she sat there for a moment before realizing it was probably close to four in the morning, and Lou wasn’t there. She quickly said goodnight to Daniel and hurried to her apartment, and a hot shower, all the while dreaming of when she could see Anthony again. 
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