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Once Upon A Time







Thank you to
 
, Francis Espinal-

 Humble Guy!  The Facebook stranger who helped me with nasty Spanish words just because I asked. LOL



So… If the Spanish isn’t up to snuff. Y’all message him and tell
 
the Dominican born

 man he doesn’t know what he’s talking about. LOL



 



 



 







 


 

Barely even friends



Then somebody bends



Unexpectedly

Just a little change



Small to say the least



Both a little scared



Neither one prepared- Beauty and The Beast

 

 








I had always held the belief that fate and death were the only two events in life that were beyond human control.  So the day six trained killers broke into our house was the day I thought my life would end, and that was just my fate.

I had been fixing myself a cup of coffee. I hadn’t even bothered changing out of my nightshirt, because I thought my father had already left. I was prepared for a day of doing much of nothing in peace, when suddenly, Bang
 !  The resounding crash of the door being kicked in resonated throughout the entire apartment, making the walls shudder.

I nearly jumped out of my skin and my heartbeat had kicked up a notch, but that was my only reaction. I didn’t run, cry, or scream. It was pointless.  Daddy lived in a two-bedroom, on the tenth floor of an apartment complex. There wasn’t any place for me to escape or hide.

After knocking the door off the hinges, in broad daylight no less. I watched as a group of nicely suited Latino men filed in one by one. Quickly and efficiently they moved throughout the apartment, speaking in broken English. It wasn’t the first-time evil men had come looking for my mother or father. They had crossed a plethora of dangerous people. This time just felt different. 

They broke nothing. They didn’t scream for Daddy to get their money as others had. They didn’t wave around big guns to make themselves look intimidating. Their presence itself just was.  Malevolence permeated the air like cheap perfume.

Within seconds they had found daddy in his room. They dragged him out of it, kicking and screaming.

I was usually an analytical person. Dozens of scenarios would race around my head until I figured a way out of whatever predicament I was in, but when I heard Daddy begging for his life nothing came.  

I stood frozen next to a fresh pot of hot coffee as the biggest one of all came into the kitchen.  He was huge, with broad shoulders and muscles bulging everywhere.  Barreling towards me. The kitchen floor quaked with each step he took. He gave me a warning look that should have turned my blood cold, but I felt nothing.

Growing up with parents like mine had taught me that being emotional would get me nowhere. But they had taught me to defend myself.   Out of instinct my eyes cut towards the knife resting on the counter, it was close enough to pick up and defend myself with, but then what? I would still die. I was never really a fighter anyways.

  Wrapping thick fingers around my arm, he gripped me tightly. He dragged me from the kitchen into the living room. He shoved me towards Daddy, who wouldn’t even look at me. I suppose out of guilt.

“Sit down and shut up.”  He snapped, pointing to the spot on the couch next to Daddy.

 I did as he said. I sat down, folding my hands into my lap and I waited for what was to come. For a while, they just stood around like the secret service, as if they were waiting for something to happen or someone to come. The big one was on the phone but watched me closely as if he expected me to pull off a daring escape. His thick accent and the way he weaved effortlessly between speaking Spanish and English kept me from fully understanding what he was saying, so I stopped trying.

 I cut my eyes to Daddy. He had tears running down his handsome brown face. I couldn’t help thinking he was weak.

I wanted to yell for him to stop crying. It was embarrassing.

He knew actions had consequences, having already experienced a few before. Yet, here we were again, but this time there was no way out. He had crossed the wrong person. Someone who was known to be a ruthless and violent man.

 Daddy managed a club in downtown Tampa for him. I’d heard him bragging about stealing money from the safe one night, claiming his boss would never find out what he’d done, but deep down I think he knew that he would.  Men like his boss didn’t get as powerful as he was by being careless with their money. He also knew if they did, that death would come for him. He’d done it anyways. All to impress some stale ass neighborhood pussy.

Carmen was a big booty Latina chick who came from the Dominican Republic. She was my age when she immigrated to Florida, so we'd attended school together. I remember her being friendly.  Very fucking friendly. By the time we'd graduated high school, she had fucked half the football team ,and anybody else she thought could be her come up.  Years later and I was positive her body count had probably doubled. Daddy had sacrificed our life for that.

Daddy whimpered. He was a mess.

My hands shook.

I was so angry with him and myself. My throat was tight.

I wanted to lash out at him, just once in my life. I wanted to tell him I hated him and momma for the schemes that had put me in dangerous predicaments more than a few times in my short life.. I tried to rein in my temper, but the urge to yell, to hit him was so strong it physically hurt me not to. I almost gave into it. I heard my name being called.

“Bella, Bella, smile pretty for him.”  Daddy’s voice shook when he spoke. I turned to face him.

“Our daughter…see, she’s beautiful, isn’t she? Just like her mother.”

“What are you talking about?” I sneered.  Why was he mentioning my mother?  She’d left us for greener pastures, a husband with a multimillion-dollar tech firm. I hadn't heard from her in years and wasn't too sad about it. She was just as bad as Daddy, if not worse. Both were grifters who brought out the worst in each other.

Daddy’s hand shook as he pointed.  I looked up at the biggest goon just in time to catch him turning his phone camera away from me. I caught a momentary glimpse of who I assumed was his boss. Something about him looked familiar. I wracked my brain as to why.

“Bring her,” he said. I lost my train of thought at the sound of his voice. The deep and dulcet tone moved through me like a wave of energy, or maybe I imagined it because quickly as the feeling came it was gone. Then I realized what he said.

Daddy's relief was audible. He sighed hard and loud. His face and shoulders relaxed.

I shut down. My body separated from my mind, my bones felt like they were filled with quick-drying cement. I was frozen in place. Bring her
 repeated like a chant in my mind until he threatened to drive me mad. Blood rushed in my ears drowning out all other sound for a moment.

I didn’t even need anyone to spell out for me what had just happened. I was about to lose my freedom so my daddy could keep his life.

I swallowed back the sticky emotions that came from the realization.

“Get up.” The biggest one walked over. He gripped my forearm, snatching me up from the sofa. I went limp, like a ragdoll. It didn’t deter him at all. He picked me up and threw me over his shoulder, caveman style. I had on a long shirt, no shoes, no underwear. I should have asked to change clothes, but I didn’t.  My first thought after getting over the shock of what was happening to me-- was the fact that the man who carried me smelled good, like expensive cologne and new leather. I swallowed my rage and concentrated on that scent to keep me calm and alive as he carried me down ten flights of stairs.

Daddy followed, pleading with me to understand why he was doing what he was doing.

“I don’t want to die, Bella.” He said as if that exonerated him of all his sins against me. It didn't.

But it was okay.  One day Daddy would get his.  Besides, it was my own fault for being there. I had left him soon after momma did and said I’d never return. I knew that even though they’d stopped scamming people that somebody from their past, someone they couldn't talk out of killing them would eventually come knocking on their door. It was inevitable, they were on a tightrope, destined to fall. I didn’t want to be there when it happened, but after a split with my ex, Henry. I had felt needy and nostalgic.

 I left my job as a legal secretary behind, my friends, my security, and like a fucking idiot I ran home. I didn’t know what else to do after spending four years being everything to a man who kicked me out of the house he said he’d bought for me because he said he didn’t feel I could love him. He was correct, but I liked him enough to not lie to him and say I could. I didn't think I needed to love him to be happy with our life together. Since he did, I left without a fight; my heart hadn’t really been up to fighting for us.

I moved in with my father and said I was giving myself thirty days to get my life together, but I’d gotten complacent. So, my fate was as much my fault as it was Daddy’s.

When the goon that was carrying me pushed open the apartment complex doors the summer sun hit my face. I turned away from the brightness. My eyes landed on Daddy. He was crying again.

“I’m sorry, Bella, he said he won’t kill you. He’s going to treat you right.”  Daddy rasped out. His hand wrapped around his throat as he fell to the ground in supplication and all I could think was you damn sure are sorry
 .

While I was shooting daggers at Daddy, the guy who was carrying me stopped, midstride. I went to raise my head. Someone gripped my hair, forcing me head back down. “Aye, what the fu--" I screamed. I felt a prick to my neck. Whatever was in the needle burned entering my veins. It was fast acting. Suddenly I couldn’t think or scream or move at all. My eyes flickered and tried to shut, I fought against closing them. I blinked hard, but I lost the fight. Darkness swallowed me.

 

Prying my eyes open I slowly came to from my drug induced nap, only to find myself being carried off a plane. It was still bright outside, so I figured wherever I’d been taken wasn’t too far from Florida. It smelled tropical, like mangos and limes, it was humid as hell, and there were lots of palm trees.

Carrying me bridal style was one of the men who had come for my father. He was smaller than the large one, but not by a lot. He too had dark hair, tan skin ,and dark features.

                  He glared down at me. He pointed one thick finger in my face. “Behave,” he said before shoving me into the back of an SUV.

My bare ass slid across the leather seat, generating heat. He didn’t get in as I expected. He simply closed the door and tapped at top of the car. The man who was driving eyed me through the rearview mirror. He was very handsome.  His light eyes, against tan brown skin made him look exotic.  

“Where are we?”

He didn't answer.

I frowned.

“You don't speak English?”

  His eyes dropped from my face and lingered on my large breasts, my areolas are dark, and my shirt was white, old and pretty much see through, so I knew he could see them. I wasn’t sitting in very dignified position either. Instead of closing my legs, I cocked them open allowing my shirt to ride up my thick thighs, giving him a better glimpse of my freshly shaved pussy.

Mentally I shrugged. Nothing wrong with making a few allies. Men were friendlier when they wanted to fuck you.

He looked for just a second before diverting his eyes.  His brows drew together until they nearly touched in the middle as he chewed at his bottom lip.

I smirked.

He smirked.

“Chica mala
 . He'll fix you.” he chuckled, then a partition raised blocking my view of him.

I rolled my eyes at being called a bad girl. I slumped back against the seat and sighed. There was a dull throbbing sensation in the back of my skull, and I was still groggy from whatever they’d injected me with.  I closed my eyes.  I figured whatever happened next was beyond my control, so I let sleep take me.

 

 









Tap, tap, tap
 , the sound of knuckles banging against the glass jolted me out of my sleep. My heart raced like it does when you’re jolted out of sleep suddenly. Disoriented, I slowly sat up, righting myself. My eyes darted around the car when the memory of where I was and how I got there hit me I rolled down the window. We were sitting in front of a church called St. Philip the Apostle Cathedral.  My heart rate slowed down as I became entranced with the building in front of me. I was awed with the gothic architecture of it, the clustered columns, spires, and stained-glass windows. Something about the darkness and rigidness of it all spoke to me. It was beautiful. I didn’t get very long to gawk. The same guy who had carried me off the plane and shoved me in the car opened the door and pulled me out. He wrapped his big hand around my bicep, securing me next to him. I fought the urge to snatch away.

“Why am I here?” I asked the goon who was practically dragging me.

My question was met with silence. He led me inside the church. My bare feet slapped hard against the tiled floor as I tried to keep up with the long stride of the goon. We walked about a minute down a long corridor stopping when we came to an ornate wooden door with angels carved into the frame. It groaned as he pushed it open. He pulled me in front of him, and then shoved me inside the room. The click of the door locking from the outside met my ears.   Immediately my anxiety tried to clog my throat. I took a deep breath and made myself forget that I didn’t like strange enclosed places.  

Once when I was little, I’d spent hours hiding in a closet while momma was held at gunpoint and beaten by one of the men she been scamming when daddy up and disappeared on us. She had led an old boyfriend to believe that I was his long-lost daughter.  For about a week he was paying for us to live in an expensive apartment. When he somehow found out I wasn’t his, he flipped out, and I was an eyewitness to it all.  I had hated tight strange places ever since.

To distract myself, I started looking around.  Maybe I could find something that told me why I was there, or where I was. The room was empty except for a vanity and a four-post bed. After checking the en-suite bathroom and finding nothing, I gave up and sagged into the vanity chair.

I stayed in that room for what felt like hours, but probably only amounted to a few minutes. I heard keys jingling outside the door. Jumping up, I braced myself for whomever came in. There were some whispers in Spanish, then seconds later a petite white lady with thin blond hair and a resting bitch face walked in with several dress bags and boxes of shoes.

When she saw me, she sneered.

I did the same to her and asked.  “Who are you?”

 She clicked her tongue “That’s something you don’t need to know. What you do need to do is get dressed.”

“Dressed for what?”

She wrinkled her face like she had sucked on a lemon, instead of answering. She shoved the things she was holding my way.

I frowned but took them. I unzipped the first bag. My mouth fell open. “You have got to be fucking kidding me…”

 








I couldn’t believe I was getting married, to a stranger. While in a ratty nightshirt, no less.

 There was no way I could have fit my size eighteen body in the size twelve wedding dresses the white lady had brought in for me to try on. That didn’t surprise me, most people would guess my size wrong. Though I stood 5’9, and two hundred plus pounds, I had a solid build and more ass and hips than I needed, my waist was tapered, and my stomach was flat.  I looked like I weighed a lot less than I did.

 I was no longer barefooted though. I was wearing a pair of black patent leather, peep toe Prada pumps. They fit perfectly. Even if they hadn’t, I would have tried to put them on, they were beautiful.  I knew I looked a fool. My dark skin was dull and ashy, my waist length dreads were tied on top of my head haphazardly, all while wearing pumps that cost more than my rent, but I had no choice.

The way it had been explained to me made that abundantly clear. My captor needed a wife. I was getting married that day no matter what I wore.  When I was taken, I thought I’d be made into a drug mule, sex slave, or some sort of maid but wife wasn’t even on my radar. Why would anybody want to marry me, of all people?

I ran my hand down my face. “I need a blunt.” The dress lady shook her head at me, as if she thought I was the most pitiful human in the world, but she did my bidding anyway. She made a call on her cell and within five minutes there was a knock at the door. After I was sufficiently high, I asked her why my captor needed a wife.  She said his father was dying and wanted to see him married before he passed on.

She went on to tell me that he was rich, and he had been handsome. “He shouldn’t need the likes of you.” She sneered while eying me up and down with a look of disgust on her face. I wanted to slap it off, but I wasn’t in the position to do that, so I just listened. I took in all I needed and stored it away. I asked her why I was there if he was so great. She said his ex-fiancée “the wicked witch” had ruined his face out of spite. “If she couldn’t have him, no one would.”  It must have worked, because supposedly no woman wanted him anymore. I imagined a beastly, scarred man.

She ended our conversation with a warning. Her thin drawn in brows met in the middle and she wagged a bony finger at me. “Do what he says, follow the rules, never say no to your wifely duties, and don’t make him mad and you’ll be great. He’ll probably let you go when his father dies.”

 Wifely duties? My brain got stuck on the idea of it.  Did she mean sex? I didn’t get time to ask her.  Someone knocked on the door. “Come on, girl.” She led me to it, then she gave me another look of disgust before shoving me out the door.

Javier was waiting outside, scowling. I had learned his name when it was him who showed up to fulfill my weed order.  He gave me a once over before he reached out and gripped my face. Digging his fingers into my jaw, he leaned down until our noses touched. I flinched away, but he held tight.

  “She.” He nodded towards the door I’d just come out of before continuing, “She explained to you what’s expected of you?”  His tone was deep and blunt.

I nodded.

He glared. “No trouble from you, girl.” He barked in my face.


I don't think Javier likes me very much,
 I thought.

I shook my head and threw up my hands in mock surrender. “No trouble at all. I haven’t caused any yet, have I?”

He let me go while giving me a suspicious look.

“Why haven’t you?’

I shrugged. “What's meant to be will always find a way.”

“What these words mean?” He asked.

“They mean you or your boss won’t be getting any trouble from me.” I meant every word. I had no viable options. I was at their mercy. Besides that, foresight was telling me to just go along with whatever.  My granny had always told me to follow my instincts. He stared down at me for a moment in silence before tugging me towards the sanctuary.

 

 




 

There was no playing of Here Comes the Bride
 .  Javier kept a tight hold on me as I was practically dragged down the aisle to the altar. 

The Church was completely empty except for the priest and the man I’d be marrying. Sweat pooled in the middle of my back and my heart banged against my ribcage. Not because I was scared. Well, I was scared, but I was also high. Like high. So high, every so often I could have sworn I saw teacups and candlesticks dancing and singing in different corners of the church. Whatever part of the world we were in had the best weed.

When I made it to the altar, I was directed to my soon to be husband’s right side. He was huge, eclipsing me in height and width. It was not often I was made to feel small, but I felt tiny next to him.

I kept my eyes forward, I didn’t want to see his gnarled-up face, react badly to it, and then have him kill me or something worse. Out of my side view I could see he had tousled pitch-black hair, which was thick and lustrous.  He was impeccably dressed in a black custom-tailored suit, platinum cufflinks and Ferragamo oxfords. He flexed his wrist, the glint from his Rolex nearly blinded me.  Nice,
 I thought.

The priest, an elderly, plump, white man with a long scary face gave me an awkward smile before starting the ceremony. I zoned out. I was in my head most of the ceremony, thinking about Henry, and Daddy, and my momma.

 I was snapped out of my daze when my soon to be husband joined our hands together. The heat from his fingers crept into my system warming me. His hands were so big he was able to hold my hand while simultaneously using his thumb to caress my wrist.

My breath hitched.

Zaps of electricity traveled up my arm and to my breasts. My nipples hardened to pebbles. I think he felt whatever I was feeling too. His grip on my hand tightened. He stepped closer, invading my space.  His caresses became harder, making my skin tingle. I took shallow breaths to calm myself.

The priest called my name. “Bella, do you?” I gave him my attention. He looked at my expectantly. I hadn’t heard anything he said up until that moment. I had to guess.

“I do.” I said, assuming it was my turn to say it.

Javier stepped up and handed us both rings. My new husbands hand finally dropped away from mine to take the ring and I was happy for the reprieve.

Javier grunted and jutted his head. I understood his directions.

I held out my left hand.

My almost husband slid ring on without facing me and I did the same.

“Repeat after me,” the priest ordered "I take this ring as a sign of my love and faithfulness, in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit."

I repeated the words, but I didn’t feel good about doing it. My heart was somewhere in my feet. I wasn’t religious but superstition had been bred into me by my grandmother. I didn’t like the idea of entering a fake covenant with God. But I didn’t get time to dwell on it. I heard the priest say “What God has joined together may no man tear apart. Go in peace with Christ.”

Before the priest’s words could sink in, my new husband surprised the hell out of me when he leaned down, pulled me to him and kissed me. His right hand stroked my back as his left hand cupped the back of my head. He took a light grip on a fistful of my hair.

He kissed me like I didn’t even know I liked to be kissed. Deeply and thoroughly. I had no choice but to kiss him back, because you just don't do nothing when a man kisses you so perfectly.

An unrecognizable sensation came over me. Like possession.  I gripped his shirt, fisting it. I tried to pull him closer.

      His hand came up from my back to stroke the nape of my neck.  I sucked his thick tongue like I planned to do his dick. I forgot about the world around me as the aggression of his kisses grew. He possessed my mouth, stealing my breath away. Like chocolate in the sun, I melted against him, but still I wanted him closer.  I pressed myself further into him.

He tugged at my hair to separate us. I held tight. With a little more effort he was able to pull away, panting. It took me a minute to compose myself. When I opened my eyes, he was facing away again. Someone beside me cleared their throat.  I cut my eyes to the priest, his cheeks were tinged with red. He gave me a look of disdain. My face went hot.  Shamefully, I ducked my head.

What had gotten into me?

 I couldn’t believe I was ready to dry hump a perfect stranger, in a church, nonetheless.

I was questioning my sanity when my husband maneuvered me, so I stayed on the good side of his face. He led me to the front of the church with one big hand at the small of my back, the other was holding my hand again, tightly as if he was scared I might run away.

Before exiting the church, I suddenly realized I didn’t know his name, and we hadn’t spoken one word directly to each other. I stopped and tugged at his hand before Javier pushed the front doors opened. He stopped but wasn't happy about it.  I could feel the muscles in his arm shift, tensing.

“Can I?” I asked pointlessly. I was going to do what I wanted regardless.  I was already reaching for his face; I gripped his impressively sharp jaw. I gently turned his face so I could see his scarred side. Shock flared in his dark piercing eyes.  He had started the touchy feely-ness, the hand holding, the delicious kiss, so I didn’t feel it inappropriate to touch him.

 He pressed his lips into a thin angry line that would have probably deterred any other woman. Not me. I started tracing one of his three scars with my finger, it looked like he had been clawed by a cat, a big one. The marks were not very deep, but deep enough to be permanent. The skin was rigid as if it was newly healed.

His eyes darkened even more than I thought possible, as his hand shot out and grabbed my wrist, stilling my hand, he applied pressure until I snatched it away.

I frowned.

“That’s it? Why were you hiding this?” His face was barely even scarred, and he was gorgeous even with them. He had the kind of face that stopped you in your tracks. There was no way that women saw him as repulsive. There had to be something else going on that I wasn't being told.

Out of my peripheral, I saw Javier take a few menacing steps towards us.

Without looking away from me my new husband raised his hand.  Javier froze. My captor searched my eyes for something. I stared right back; our gazes held. His dark eyes bore into mine. He was beautiful, yes, but there was a coldness to him…he was dangerous, even more so than rumored. I could see the barely restrained violence in his eyes, but it wasn’t directed at me, it was just there, it was a part of him. A beast lurked beneath the surface.  I’d have to remember that. I let him read me.  I wanted him to understand I wouldn’t be fighting him, at all. When our staring contest lasted too long, I interrupted.

“What’s your name?”

“Biast,” he answered right away. His tone was succinct and firm.

“Bella.” I volunteered, though he probably already knew it.

He simply nodded. “Come.” He retook my hand in his, as he returned the other to the small of my back.

 

The doors banged open. I raised my hand in preparation to cover my eyes from the sun, but the sun had finally started fading. The heat was still oppressive. The goons were waiting for us. A few were armed now, holding huge rifles like the ones people commit mass murder with.

They scrambled to open the car door. Biast stepped aside allowing me to pass him, just as I was about to step into the SUV, he put his big hands around my waist and lifted me into the car, which wasn’t helpful at all. I ended up on my knees having to crawl across the seat.

 I looked back to find him watching me intently or to be more accurate, he was staring at my bare ass and pussy. I could feel the slick wetness that coated my pussy lips, so I knew he could see it. I should have been embarrassed.  He didn’t look away even when he realized he was caught, he stared unabashedly with the focus of a predator. I couldn't tell if he liked or hated what he saw. I tamped down on the urge to spread my legs to give him a better look.

He waited until I was seated to step in and sit down. He slid in right next to me, crowding me when he had more than enough space of his own. He whispered something to Javier in Spanish before he closed the door, then he turned his intense and intimidating gaze on me and kept it on me. My heart began to beat a quick staccato rhythm. The familiarity with which he looked at me made me uneasy. The fact that he also felt familiar agitated me because I couldn’t figure out why. I would have to think about it later when I was alone. In the meantime, I pushed the thought aside. I cut my eyes to the floor.

Uncomfortable silence and tension thickened the air as we rode. I was practically ready to jump out of my own skin. I sat stock-still with my hands fisted in my lap, unsure of where we were going, but I wasn’t about to ask. I pretended not to feel him watching me. Pretended that his presence alone wasn’t unraveling me.               

We must have driven an hour from the church. We arrived at a compound. There were guards stationed outside a wrought iron security fence with big guns. There were even more guards behind the fence with even bigger guns. A stark white house, the size of a castle sat in the middle of what must be acres upon acres of land. I didn’t get to see much before being ushered out of the car and straight to a dining hall.

 

 








 

             I would have never thought there would be a wedding reception for a forced wedding. But there I was, in the middle of one. I sat right next to my new husband after eating. His maids, along with his aunts had tried to kill me by force-feeding me. I had eaten enough Dominican food to last a lifetime. We were surrounded by at least fifty people who came to celebrate our nuptials. All the men were handsome, and the women were beautiful.  They talked amongst each other boisterous and loudly, speaking in Spanish one moment then switching to English.

It was weird for me because everybody seemed to know the details of the marriage. They knew I was being forced to be there and nobody seemed to care. Maybe kidnapping was normal to them considering who Biast was.

I was still in my nightshirt, but now I had Biast’s jacket wrapped around me. His smell was all over it. His scent was intoxicating, sandalwood, soap, and expensive citrus cologne mixed with his sweat. I fought hard against the urge to bury my nose into the jacket. I liked a man who smelled good, who was aggressive. Biast easily checked off those two boxes.

Speaking of…I stole a glance his way just to find him watching me. He raised a crystal glass of wine to his mouth and took a sip, and then he licked his full lips slow and deliberate like.

Even though I knew he was purposely teasing me, unable to help it, I squirmed in my seat. There was a deep throbbing between my legs that made it impossible for me to still my aching body.

He smirked.

I rolled my eyes.

He leaned in and parted his lips as if he was about to speak. I focused in on his mouth, waiting. He wasn’t a man of many words so I figured whatever he was about to say would be worth listening.

“Biast.” Someone called his name. He looked away.

I followed his gaze to the head of the table. His father, Mr. Diaz was watching me with the same eyes his son had. There was a distinct resemblance between the two. The father was just a bit softer, older and greyer, but still devastatingly handsome. He didn't even look sick.

He cocked his head and examined my face, then looked back at his son, then he dropped his eyes. He had been nice when I’d been introduced to him, he called me La Belleza,
 which I guess was the Spanish variation of my name, which my momma said meant beautiful. I took it as him complimenting me.

As a matter of fact, everybody had been really nice under the circumstances, except the guy who mentioned me being Black, and called my locs, Pelo Malo
 . I didn’t know what that meant, but it must have been an insult. The room had gotten really quiet, everyone watched Biast nervously. As soon as Biast went to stand, Mr. Diaz had sent the man away quickly. When he was gone the party resumed and everybody pretended like nothing had happened, so I followed along and pretended too.

I turned my attention back to my husband. I found irony in the fact that his name meant beast. I learned that from one of the guests who showed up at our impromptu reception. His deceased mother was of Scottish and Spaniard descent. She had named him after some old relative who fought and won a lot of wars. He’s the size of a beast, about 6’4, 240 pounds, and the scar that decorated the left side of his neck and face would have made him look like one if he was already ugly, but definitely wasn’t. It just kept him from looking pretty. His thick black hair was slicked back with gel, his naturally tan skin with undertones of bronze was so healthy it glowed, and his dark eyes were so penetrating I could physically feel them glide across my skin like a tender caress.

  When he caught me watching him, yet again… He smirked, then I felt his hand. Fuck.
 There was that electric feeling again. He gave my knee a squeeze, then he began to inch his long, thick fingers leisurely up my thigh. He had been doing that a lot for the past hour, touching me. It started with the hand holding, then running his thumb across my lips, or kissing the pulse thrumming at the base of my neck. The more he drank, the more explicit and invasive the touching became.

He was attractive, I didn’t mind him touching me, but doing it at a table full of people was causing my nerves to fray. It was so hard not to react.

I was so turned on my thighs were slick from my juices, my clit was pulsing, my nipples tight. My hand was at my throat clutching my imaginary pearls. When his fingers made their way to my inner thigh, I pushed back in my seat and stood before he could find evidence of my arousal. My chair clattered against the tiled floor, drawing everyone’s attention. All fifty pairs of eyes turned in our direction. My face heated, I hated being the center of attention.

I cut my eyes to Biast, hoping I’d find an ally.

The smug evil grin I found on his face told me he was quite pleased with the results of him teasing me.

Flustered I blurted out the first excuse that came to mind “Bathroom,” I ducked my head, turned on my heel and headed that way as fast as my feet would carry me without running.

Biast chuckled and shouted something in Spanish that caused everyone to laugh and cheer.

I didn’t make it to the bathroom before he accosted me.

He grabbed me from behind, lifting and maneuvering me all at once so I faced him, then he placed me against the wall pressing himself against me. I was literally floating, held up only by the weight of his body against mine.  Fuck, I wanted to arch into him. Demand that he spread me wide and fuck me hard. I settled for digging my nails into his broad shoulders.

“Don’t run from me, Bella” His tone was steel and his accent, thick. The way his words rolled off his tongue made me imagine what it would feel like to have him rolling his tongue over my clit. My body shivered at the thought, as if it was cold, even as heat settled in the cave of my belly.

“I wasn’t.” my voice was shaky. I didn’t sound very convincing at all.

He smirked

“Liar.” His hands leisurely moved up then down my sides, brushing the sides of my breasts, leaving my nipples aching to be touched.

I tried to keep my voice firm when I said. “You’re very comfortable about taking liberties with my body when we’ve only just met.” It didn't work, I sounded breathy, almost panting.

“You’re very comfortable with me taking liberties with your body.” He grinned, “You like it very much.” He murmured cockily as he pressed his hard-thick cock further into my belly.

“You’re drunk?” I asked, though I knew the answer. I had watched him down drink after drink, and take shot after shot, and then had the brown ass nerve to look at me like I was crazy when I said I didn't drink alcohol.

Pressing his forehead against mine he nodded. His lips lingered so close to mine that my words brushed them when I spoke.

“Not too drunk though…” His words trailed off, but I understood he was telling me we would consummate our marriage that night.

“I have to pee.” Which was true, but I also wanted to get away from him to regroup. I’d resigned myself to being there and fucking him, because that’s what I knew I’d have to do. The thought that I would willingly want to fuck him, after he had taken me like chattel in exchange for my father's debt had never crossed my mind, now I had to reconcile that fact with myself.

“Okay,” he nodded but didn't move, instead he cupped my face in his large palms. “my beautiful wife." he said in this tone that caused butterflies to take flight in my tummy. “You mean beautiful fake wife.” I put emphasis on the word fake. More as a reminder to myself.

Without any warning he leaned in and trailed soft kisses from my jawline to my neck, as he massaged my hips, then just like that he backed away lowering me to the ground, his hands remained glued to my hips though, tight enough to bruise flesh.

A promise of passion glinted in his eyes as he looked down at me. “You don't feel fake.”  he said with a devilish grin. Lust lingered in his raspy, accented tone. Instead of acting on it, he pulled away, leaving me to stand on my own, aching for his touch.

My knees felt weak. I splayed my hand against my fluttering belly. I had never felt anything like what was going on with my body ever before.  I desperately needed a minute alone. I took one last look at the dangerous man in front of me, then I turned and tried my best not to run from him when everything in my being wanted to.

 I could feel him watching, I stumbled, almost fell. He saved me. He wrapped his big hands around my waist steadying me, then led me the short distance to the bathroom. I felt discombobulated. It was embarrassing. I needed to get a hold of myself and remember why I was there. When I came out of the bathroom with my composure firmly back in place, instead of Biast I found Javier waiting for me.

He forced a smile. I didn’t bother. “I was told to take you home.”

I nodded.

As we passed the dining hall I glimpsed in, it was deserted. I guess the party was over.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 








 

                 I heard the sound of fist connecting with flesh, somebody must have left the door to “the room” open. My dear cousin Adolfo cried out and I knew he was thoroughly suffering. That thought made me smile. I had been waiting for an excuse to hurt him. He constantly tested my patience, but he was blood, some stuff I had to let slide, but not him disrespecting my wife. He wouldn’t die that night, but he would be taught a valuable lesson. If he didn’t learn it and disrespected her again, I’d kill him myself.

Ignoring his cries of agony I made my way quickly through my father's house, taking long gulps of water in an attempt to get sober. It was nearing midnight and I was anxious to get home. When I reached his bedroom, I knocked.

“Come in.” His nurse answered

I opened the door to find him tucked into bed, his breathing mask on. Years of smoking Montecristo
 s and Sobranies
 had left him with lung cancer.

I opened my mouth to ask him why he had summoned me.

He raised his hand cutting me off, before removing the mask.

“She looks just like her mother.” he said in Spanish.

  I answered in English.  Which I would be using more often until my wife learned my language

I nodded.  “This I know.”

“Does she know? “

“It’s not something she needs to know, right now.”

He chuckled and shook his head as if he pitied me.

“You always pick all the wrong women.”

I nodded stiffly. Electing not to agree or disagree or tell him that I hadn't picked Bella. She'd been chosen for me. Put directly in my path.

I straightened my back.  The conversation irritated me. “You know how I feel about this situation Father, and why.”

We had already had the same discussion earlier in the day when I told him who I was marrying. He wanted me settled with a woman before I took his place. I was settled.

There should be no more to talk about it.

He studied my face for a monotonous moment.

“Watch her closely.”


Nobody asked for you fucking advice..  
 I thought but wouldn’t dare say those words. Instead,
 I gritted my teeth and nodded curtly.

“Is that all?”

He took a moment to answer.

“That is all, Hijo.” My father had always been a man of few words, he said what he had to say, and then you were dismissed.


“Felicitaciones
 .” He chuckled and waved me away.

I turned to leave.

  “I’ll see you in two weeks, no more, Hijo. The business must continue to run smoothly. She is for now, not forever, don’t let her become a distraction.” He called to me just before the door closed behind me.

 

I decided to forgo calling for a car, choosing to walk to the other side of the compound, where my private house sat.

 My thoughts shifted from my father to Bella, and how I was going to make things work with her, despite what my father thought, she wasn’t temporary. She was different. She fascinated me. I would keep her until that was no longer the case.  After finding out who she was, I should have had her watched longer to find out more about her, but I got impatient. That had always been a major problem in my life. I wanted everything when I wanted it. And I wanted her in a way that was all consuming. It was a distraction.  In my life, distractions could get you killed. I had to take her when the opportunity arose, and damn the consequences.

I anxiously made my way through my dark house after instructing my guards on their nightly duties.

I took the stairs two at a time.

My breath caught in my throat. I walked into the master bedroom and found Bella sitting naked in my bed.

Her head rested on her knees as she looked off into space.  The moonlight filtering through the shutters made her dark skin, the color of toasted sugar glisten, like sunlight on diamonds. Her dark, twisted hair was falling down her back.

Her legs were spread and from my position at the door I had the perfect view of her puffy pretty pussy.

It was all so strategic. Gone was the frazzled woman from earlier.

I recognized a power play when I saw one.

She could have dressed before I came.

There were clothes for her in the drawers, in the closet. Silky underwear and lingerie and shoes. The expensive ones, like the ones she chosen to wear at our wedding. There was also jewelry and baubles and expensive perfumes and lotions. Anything a woman could need or want, she had. All brought as soon as the wedding organizer told Javier her size. Enough for a year. She’d never have to wear the same outfit twice. She could have put on anything, but she chose to remain naked?

I steeled myself preparing for whatever she was about to do or say, while also coming to the realization she wouldn’t bend to my will easily. Her coming easy didn’t mean she would make our time together easy.

I leaned against the doorframe and watched her. Her gaze was fixed on the wall, but I could tell she was staring right through it, lost in her thoughts.

Her large pretty tits heaved as she breathed. My dick was so hard that precum oozed from the tip at just the sight of her. The thought of wrapping my hands around her then using her locs like ropes as I fucked her from behind made me nearly cum in my pants like an inexperienced teenage boy.

 I knew I could have just walked in the room and taken her then, but I wouldn’t. We need to come to an understanding first.

Suddenly she smiled and her whole face lit up.

“Guapa.” I spoke barely above a whisper, but it drew her attention. She jumped, then shifted her gaze to me, she dropped her head back and laughed. The soft, husky sound kicked my heart beat up a notch.

The sudden urge to kiss her again made my hands shake. The first time hadn’t been a conscious thing. I felt compelled to taste her after she’d vowed herself to me.. The fact that she kissed me back, got wet for me, moaned for me made me want to fuck her right there next to the altar and I would have then asked the Father to forgive me later. If I thought she would have let me without regretting it.

“You scared me, and thank you.”

“You speak Spanish, Bella?” Sometimes she would respond as if she did.

She furrowed her brow. “I wouldn’t say that. I understand some. I do live in Florida after all.”

"Quiero follarte"

She rolled her big brown eyes. ” I know that one. Lots of Brown boys with nasty mouths in Florida.” she chuckled.

I folded my arms across my chest and leaned into the doorframe. Restraining myself, trying to stave off the need to touch her.

"What else do you know?"

She shrugged, "A few phrases, some words."

I decided to test her.

"Te necesito"

She shook her head wryly, “You don’t give off the vibes of a man that needs anyone, let alone me."

"Voy a devorarte." I divulged.

She winked.

"I look forward to it."

I walked further into the room that now smelled like her, like decadent honeysuckle. I didn't stop until she was right outside of my reach. She watched me with those expressive eyes of hers, trying her hardest not to give away everything, but telling me everything I needed to know. She was turned on and curious and wanted to explore the chemistry between us. But she also on edge and had questions she wanted answered. Which was to be expected.

"Todo sobre ti me enciende"

 

She shook her head no.

"I'll teach you later."

"Quiero que te corras en mis tetas"

She laughed. “Something to do with my tits and what you want to do with them.” She paused long enough to look down at her breasts. She brought her hands up to palm and massage them. Teasing me.

"They are nice aren’t they?"

I cursed under my breath.

They were perfect. Full and round.

“Look at your face.” A slight smile curved her thick lips, “You’re nearly slobbering on yourself.” She teased.

I resisted the urge to raise my hand and check.

"Creo que estoy cayendo enamorada de ti."

It was said in the facetious way people use it. I didn’t even think she’d understand.

“You love me about as much as you need me.” she chuckled.

I shook my head.

“Romantic love is empty, and full of clichés.” There was no love outside of la familia for me. At least that what I had been led to believe and had told myself for years. My father had drilled it into my head that men like us didn’t love. Even though he had loved my mother. The day she died was the only time I’d seen him open and raw. But Father was the do as I say, not as I do
 type.

“Love is for men of weak constitution. I can give you wealth, security, but you’re in no danger--.” Whatever else I was about to say died on my lips.

She chuckled softly then stood and stretched, putting her body on full display.

She watched me watching her with a smirk, her teeth pressing into her bottom lip.  She was toying with me. Lulling me.

It worked. I had to force myself to breathe. She looked like heaven. Full of lush curves that looked so soft, all wrapped in blemish free skin the color of umber.

“I’m joking, Biast. Calm yourself. I know why I’m here,” she said, breaking my trance. “And it isn’t for love.”








That caused my eyebrow to rise

“Do you?”

“I thought about it. Your eyes, they reminded me of someone’s. I’d seen them before; I’d been thinking about where since the moment I first saw you on the phone. Then bam
 ,” she snapped her fingers. “it hit me”

 I once saw a picture of you. Before the scars. She waved in my general direction.

I nodded for her to continue.

“You think Daddy stole your Rose.” She said referring to her mother.

Showing no surprise, though I was surprised, I kept my features schooled. I hadn’t expected that she would figure it out so soon. I didn’t deny it. Though it was not totally true.

“What picture?”

“It’s in one of the boxes she left behind. Your picture is one of many,” she said casually, then sighed and shook her head like she pitied me. “You looked so happy with her. I’m sorry she broke your heart, but she was never yours, Biast.” She visibly cringed.

Half facts again. I went against instincts with her mother…but she had only bruised my ego I had never allowed her into my heart.

Bella dropped back onto the bed, with a bounce. She laid down and dragged the thin sheet from the bed up, covering herself. She curled onto her side, her eyes never leaving mine. I frowned, feeling immediate disappointment.

“You must have been the last one they scammed. A few years ago, right? You brought momma the Jaguar and gave Daddy the job, probably at her request.. Then she ghosted you? You didn’t know how badly you’d been played until you saw me today?

She chuckled “I wondered why you looked at me with such familiarity. I remind you of my mother.”

She cocked her head and waited until our eyes met. “I’m not my mother, Biast. We have the same face, but I can assure you we are not alike. “

She was partially correct again.

“Si', lo se.” I nodded. “I’m very aware that you aren’t like her and today wasn’t the first time I saw you. November eleventh of last year was"

She frowned, “My birthday?”

I nodded, “My birthday also. “

Her thick lips turned up at the corners “You lie.”

I didn’t know if she was accusing me of lying about us sharing a birthday or about seeing her… but both were true.

I shook my head.

 

“No need for me to lie, Bella.”

I closed my eyes and recalled the memory. “Last year on November eleventh, you walked out of Momofuku Ko in New York just as I was walking in. You were wearing a red wrap dress and, carrying a birthday cake.” She smelled like pears, so sweet. I remember wondering if she would have tasted like them all night.

“ I thought you were her. Same gorgeous face, though your body, eyes and demeanor are entirely your own.  I considered the actuality of you being her daughter, but then how could a thirty-year-old have an adult daughter? It was impossible, I pushed the idea to the back of my mind.” But I couldn’t do the same to Bella. I thought about her so much that every so often I’d swear I could smell her in the room with me, in the breeze and my blood would boil.

She dropped her head and laughed. “Momma been childless and thirty since I was ten. Well, she was actually in her thirties then. I think she says thirty-five now, though in actuality she’s in her mid-fifties,” She joked. Then she looked up with narrowed eyes and studied my face.

“How much does my father owe you?” she asked as if it was suddenly the most important in the world.

“Seven thousand dollars”

She laughed. “I could have paid you that ten times over.”

“I know, that is why you weren’t told.”

“When did you find out for sure I was my mother’s daughter?” She held up her hand, “no don't answer, let me. With this new information, everything makes more sense. It was two months ago when I showed up at your club to get my father’s keys?”

“Yes, you walked right into me as you were leaving.” I felt it then, in my bones that she was meant to be in my life.

She closed her eyes and shook her head. “You set it all up? The money in the safe, and Carmen? 

“Yes,” I wouldn't lie to her.

“Are we actually married?”

“Yes.”

She gawked at me, eyes wide and sat straight up in bed. The sheet dropped, exposing her heavy breasts. Breasts I wanted to taste. I felt myself becoming agitated. I was tired of talking.

“Why?”

“You’ve been told why, Bella.”

“I’ve been told multiple why's. None of them feel completely true.”

 

“The sins of the father and mother revisit the child.…” they had put me in her path.

“But no, you’re right, you are not here entirely because of your parents, there’s something about you--"

She interrupted me as if I wasn’t speaking.

“So I’m supposed to be your pretend wife. Fuck you, without answers and—” She paused, her eyes drifted to my cock.  “Is fucking you necessary? Why even do this? Are you getting some kind of sick—"

It was my turn to interrupt. “I had your pussy dripping wet from just a kiss, say you don’t want to fuck me all you want, but just know I hate liars, Bella.” I snapped. I wanted her to crave me like I had craved her since that that first day. Though I knew she wanted me, as evidenced by the wetness slicking the inside of her thighs. The thought that she didn’t infuriated me.

I decided then to keep my feelings to myself so she couldn’t use them against me. The unrelenting attraction to her, the possessiveness, the longing… None of what I felt for her made any sense. I could not explain it to myself, so there was no way I could explain it to her and make her understand. It had more to do with why I took her than her mother and father, or even my father did.

She waved me off. “Semantics, any woman with eyes would want to fuck you. But is it necessary for your revenge plot, or marriage of convenience? “She asked in the same instance she held up her hand.

She went silent for a moment, wrinkled her face as if in thought. Putting two and two together…

She gasped slightly.

“We share the same birthday. You keep running into me. There’s off the charts chemistry between us.” She ticked off all the qualities on her fingers.

“You set this all up because you think we were meant to meet?”  She asked in disbelief as she stared at me warily.

I nodded. “I don’t believe in coincidences, something put us in each other’s path.” I replied. I had never let my guard down with any woman beside Rose, and that was only because when I met her, I felt drawn to her. But it had not been the same visceral response I had to her daughter.  For a moment, time had gone still. I had one of the most beautiful women the Dominican Republic had to offer my arm, but Bella had all of my attention. The night I first saw her I just stood there watching her walk away. She'd left an impression on me without saying a word and she’d been on my mind constantly since that day.  I needed to know why… why she felt like she was mine at first glance.

She stared at me a long moment with her big brown eyes before saying “Neither do I, believe in coincidence that is. ” then a thoughtful expression came to her face, she glanced towards the open window for a moment, then she took a shaky breath, then she blew it out.

 

“Okay,” she nodded.

“Okay? “I frowned.

“We’re at an impasse. I’ll play your game.  For how long though and to what end?”

She acquiesced too easily, that made me nervous. Being nervous put me on edge. I would need to keep my guard up around her.

I ignored her questions because I didn’t know the answer to either. I saw an opportunity to have her and I took it.

“It can’t be that easy?”

Her gaze met mine

“It’s that easy.  You said it yourself, something put us in each other’s path.  Time is a great storyteller; I’ll bide my time to see how this plays out. Or are you giving me the choice to give you the seven thousand my father owes you, and allowing me the chance to choose whether I leave or if I stay?”

She didn’t give me time to tell her no. She knew I would say no.

She asked me another question. “So what happens next?” She looked up at me with those big brown eyes, daring me to say what she already knew.

“Why are you being so agreeable?”

She shrugged, “because”

“Because what?”

“Just because. Now what happens next?” She snapped.

 

Bella.

I watched the lines around the side of his mouth deepen and his lips thin out.

His shoulder widened causing his posture to become rigidly straight and his eyes lowered to mere slits, causing my palms to sweat but I wouldn’t apologize for my anger.   He was the architect for the new chaos in my life. He had kidnapped me, forced me to marry him and was telling me little to nothing about when I’d be able to return to the real world.   On top of that. My own father had traded me for the price of a used car, and not even a nice one. I was tired of paying for my parents’ mistakes. My childhood had been filled with schemes, violence, and uncertainty. I left home so I wouldn’t have to live that way as an adult.

My anger didn’t mean I wasn’t going to participate. Besides, what choice did I really have? If he was dead set having me or even getting revenge against my parents, or even if I was just there to fulfill his father’s dying wish, refusing him wasn’t going to make him let me go.  Plus, A gut instinct was telling me to just go along with whatever he said, just to be around long enough to understand why he was able to elicit such strong emotion and sensations from me, just looking at him made me wet. I had never had that kind of reaction to any man, not even Henry. I would enjoy the sex and material shit he'd brought me and plan my next move. Powerful men like Biast were fickle. I probably wouldn’t be there long.



“You asked what happens next?” He said breaking through my thoughts.

I already knew, the lust in his eyes way blatant, still I nodded yes.

“We are gonna stop talking. You’re going to spread your legs for me, Esposa. I want you to play in your cunt until I return.” He spoke calmly but there was heat behind his demand.

I stared at him. .“Really, and where are you going?”

The muscles in his shoulders tensed. I watched as his demeanor changed. He went from cool and calm to cold and austere. His jaw ticked. His eyes darkened. He took a deep breath and tugged at his tie. “I don’t like disobedience, Bella. No more questions.” Hazlo ya!-
 do it now!”

I just stared at him for a while. I had to yet again remind myself not to fight him. Compliance was difficult for someone like me, who only knew how to be in control.

He didn't appreciate my hesitation.

All his muscles flexed and bunched under his shirt as he took an aggressive step forward, as if he would make me do as he said. I won’t lie and say his aggression didn’t turn me on. I was tempted to disobey just to see what he had in store for me, but instead, before he could reach me, I laid back. I spread my legs, reached down between my legs and caressed my swollen clit. I was already wet.



 

He stared at my pussy for a moment before he turned and walked out of the room into the bathroom without a word. I heard the shower come on. I stilled my hand, considered stopping until he came back, but I had told him I was going to play his game, so I would play it. I pushed all thoughts of why I was there to the side. I slid my hand down my body, started massaging my clit. Breathing deeply I closed my eyes and imagined I was at home, in my own bed. I touched myself like I did when I was alone with just my dirty thoughts. I focused on making myself feel good. I got lost in pleasure until I felt him in the room with me.

 

My eyes popped open. The shower still ran so I knew he’d tried to catch me disobeying him. Steam crept out from behind him as he lingered against the door frame with a towel tied around his waist and his arms folded across his sculpted chest. I had never seen a man’s body that was so impressive. chiseled chest, six pack, flawless skin.

With my eyes fixed on his, I shoved two of my longest fingers inside of me. I took time stretch myself, in and out of my soaked channel, fucking myself. My mouth fell open when my thumb brushed against my clit.

My eyes never left Biast. I watched his chest rise and fall. Every breath he took, I took. My body was tuned to him I heard him inhale from clear across the room. I swore I saw the pupils in his eyes dilate and his hand shake. Knowing I was affecting him drove me closer to the edge.

My pussy quivered around my fingers.

     I was so close, but I needed more.

I dropped my eyes and trailed a path from his six pack down to his Adonis belt, that sexy v the descended into his towel. He dropped the towel for me, and my orgasm came out of nowhere. My entire body came alive. My back arched off the bed and my muscles spasmed. My toes curled. I parted my lips, gulping in much needed air.

Damn. I felt good all over and my heart was beating so fast. If my body was reacting the way it was just looking him, what would happen when he touched me?

I almost didn’t want to find out.

I flinched involuntarily when he dropped to his knees in front of me. I hadn't even registered him moving so close.

 

Then he touched me. His fingernails pierced my skin as he roughly pushed my legs further apart.

“Such a pretty pussy, corderito.”


Lamb? Does that make him the big bad wolf?
 I thought sarcastically.

 

He chuckled darkly. “Yes and I'm going to eat you.”

My face grew hot. I hadn't realized I’d spoken out loud. But I was glad I did. I really want him to eat me.

 He proceeded to lick a trail from my knee up, grazing my inner thigh with his teeth before biting into flesh. I moaned as fresh cream gushed from my pussy. He took his time licking the sting away.  I squirmed under his torture and in participation of feeling his mouth on my pussy, but I soon found out I wasn't ready.

My back came up the bed when he flicked the tip of his tongue over my swollen clit. He sucked and licked at it. Working me into a frenzy. I reached down, pushing his whole face in my pussy, rocked my hips. Rushing my orgasm to the forefront. He snatched his head from my grip, slithered his tongue inside of me, fucked me with it while using his finger to strum at my clit, sending currents of pleasure up my spine, when my pussy walls began to clench around his thick tongue. He detoured, trailed down and licked at the juices that had slid between the globes of my ass, he used his tongue circle the tight rosette, the sensation was new and welcome, but didn’t last long.. When he moved back up started sucking my pussy again. “Oh my God.” My whole body convulsed; heat flashed through me. My toes popped; I was still shaking when he stood. I watched him though half-mast eyes. He curved his lips into a slick smile as he gazed down at me, desire smoldering in his eyes.

“Birth control?” he rasped.

“IUD.”

The words rushed out of my mouth so fast it was embarrassing.

 He slapped my clit with the head of his fat cock a couple times before he sank into me, stretching me. Gripping my thighs he spread them, so they pointed towards the heavens and lifted me, so my bottom half was off the bed. He rolled his hips. Fuck, it was too much, too deep. I tried sliding backwards on the bed to give myself a reprieve. His hand restrained me. Holding me fin place. “Tu los tomas,” he rasped. “take it.”

 








Sitting outside on the balcony of a mansion, with a beautiful man, overlooking the North Caribbean seas was what most girls’ fairytales were made of, but not mine. Everything was so beautiful, but I couldn’t enjoy it. I was doing everything in my power not to look at Biast, who sat across from me eating breakfast in nothing but boxer briefs. I could feel his gaze on me though, unwavering and unabashed.

The morning after was notoriously known to be awkward, but what I was feeling was beyond that, I was so uncomfortable I felt like my skin was too tight, I wanted to crawl out of it and hide away from the dark eyes I’d awakened to. He’d been watching me sleep and I didn’t know how to feel about it, and I wasn’t trying to think about it either. I was already overwhelmed. In twenty-four hours I’d been abducted and given away to pay a debt, forced to marry a man I knew nothing about, and then I’d willingly fucked him without much hesitation. The whole situation was dark and dirty. And shamefully I liked it. It was a fucking rush. But still I was uncomfortable and ready for it to end, so I could go back to my normal life.

I was so nervous my hand shook as I cut my waffle slowly into bite sized pieces and stuffed into my mouth.  I hated waffles, but anything to distract myself. I pushed the bacon to the side. No pork for me. All that was left were eggs and I could do no more than push them around my plate. I was allergic, but I didn’t even want to tell him that.

“Bella.” My name rolled off his tongue aggressively demanding my attention.

I slid my gaze from the plate to him. Like I expected, his eyes were laser focused in on me, as if he was trying to see through skin and bones. I shivered though it was nowhere near cold. Goosebumps broke out on my body.

“Talk to me. “

I allowed my fork to drop to my plate with clatter.

“About what?” I asked.

“Anything. Just talk to me.” He said as placed his silverware down, leaving his food untouched.

Heat crept up my cheeks while I frowned inwardly. The way he requested I talk to him made it sound like he needed me to talk to him, like he was dying to hear my voice. I liked the thought of that, when I really shouldn’t have.

I cocked my head and gave him an odd look

“Why am I here, Biast? Can I get a straight answer?”

I watched and waited as he relaxed back into his chair. The wind picked up, a breeze blew cool air across my warm skin, causing my robe to flutter open, slightly exposing my breasts. Biast’s eyes fell to them. His teeth began digging into his bottom lip as he became fixated. I wanted an answer to my question, not to be fucked on the table and the look in his eyes told me that’s where we were heading, so I pulled my robe closed and held it that way.

Biast frowned as if I’d done something to offend him.

I cleared my throat redirecting his attention to my face.

Biast sighed, ran his fingers through his hair and gave his head a good scratch, stalling, maybe to gain his composure.

After a long moment passed I started to really worry that he wouldn’t tell me again. Filled with nervous energy, I shifted in my seat, crossed my legs at the ankle and cocked my head.

“Una oprtunidad,” he finally said in Spanish then switched to perfect English. ”I want an opportunity to find out why you affected me so. I saw you that night and haven’t stopped thinking about you since. There’s a connection between us. You feel it don’t you? The raw, untamed energy. I know you do, from just by the way you reacted from the moment I touched you.”

From the moment I heard his voice was more like it, but I would keep that tidbit to myself.

“So why not come to me, approach me the right way. Why all the subterfuge?”

 

He chuckled darkly and looked away, over out towards the sea before answering.

“Me being who I am. My reputation. My history with your parents. My scars. Would you have embraced me?” He asked with an arched eyebrow.

I didn’t even have to think about the answer. I shook my head “no.“  I preferred my men like Prince Charming, as opposed to the devil.

He nodded as if to say, that’s exactly what I thought



 

I rushed to correct him, “Not because of your scars, because of everything else.”

 He raised a thick eyebrow in disbelief.

I once again shook my head. “I can’t get past the fact that ninety-nine percent of you is physical perfection, but you have insecurities over a few scars. Make that make sense.”

He gave me an exasperated look, as if I should already know the answer, his eyes narrowed to slits before replying, “I’m only insecure with you.” The way he said it, all vulnerable and needy-- made my heart stutter. I opened my mouth to ask him why me, but I faltered, I could not formulate the words, not when he stared at me like a devout does its god.

I was in a real-life fairytale.

Then he blinked and the moment was gone. His face went blank.

I ducked my head and rushed to change the subject.

“And what would have happened if your plan failed and my father didn’t take your money?”

“I would have taken you either way.”

I stared at him in disbelief.

He shrugged, bringing his glass or juice to his mouth.

“Men like me take what we want, Bella.” He said

I couldn’t even begin to formulate a response to what he had said, or even unpack why I was lowkey flattered. He treated me like I was a beauty queen and he himself was a hideous monster. It really made no sense, so once again I changed the subject.

“Since you’re in the mood to be open and honest, I asked you how long I’d be here last night and got no answer. Will I get one now?”

He dragged a finger across his plump bottom lip and got this real thoughtful look on his face, as if contemplating what he was about to say.

I waited with bated breath just to be let down.

“I don’t want to talk or think about that.” He reached over the short length of the table and grabbed my hand.

“Come here, Bella. “

The way he snatched me, his callused fingers digging into my flesh, and the roughness of his voice put my nerves on edge. I equally liked and dislike his aggressiveness.

Gripping my waist he guided me, so I ended up sharing his chair with him, facing the table, my back to his chest. My ass more than filled his lap, but he didn’t seem to mind.

“I love your hair.” He rasped as he tangled his fingers into it. He got a good grip and tugged, roughly bringing my head back, exposing my neck. I gasped and gripped the edge of the bistro style table.

 Sliding the top of my robe down, he peppered my neck and shoulder with kisses. Pausing in between each kiss to speak.

“I understand you have questions. “

He palmed my breast, squeezing them.

I gasped.

“I understand you have reservations.”

His hand made its way down my torso. I shivered in anticipation for what was he was about to do to me.

“Just be here with me, in the moment.” he asked.

I nodded “I can do that, just don’t get attached.” There would be no fairytale ending for us. Not with the way we started.

He chuckled but remained silent otherwise.

There was another tug at my robe. The sensation of the raw silk gliding up my heated, sweat slicked skin combined with his mouth on me had me aching all over. He pulled at it until it was bunched around my waist, my first instinct was to tug it back down. The balcony we sat on barely concealed us. I knew he had his men stationed all around us, but if he didn’t care, I didn’t either. A soft whimper left my mouth when he raised me, then eased me back down onto his cock, completely filling me up. “Move with me.” he breathed, panting.

He let me go of my hair as he ran both hands up my thighs, to my hips and began guiding me. Leaning over I laid my head on the table. My teeth clenched, and muscles coiled as I rocked my hips until I was bouncing in his lap.

His right hand left my hip, he crept it up my side until he reached my breast, drawing a pebbled nipple between his fingers, he pinched and massaged it as he pushed into me. The feeling that crept up my spine was overpowering, and it wasn't long before I came, crying out. Biast breathing was hard and heavy, he moved fast. I felt him explode. He arched into me. He gripped my hips and held me in place. When his dick stopped twitching once again he grabbed a handful of my hair and tugged my head backward until our mouth were aligned, then he kissed me until his softening dick slid out of me. When he pulled away I was breathless and tired. “Just be here with me in the moment.” He rasped before picking me up and carrying me inside and to the shower.

 

Later that day, Biast lead me out to a secluded spot on the beach where he’d set up a picnic. We talked and became a bit more acquainted and watched the sunset and for the first time since the whole ordeal happened, I felt at ease.

 

 

 

 








I was awakened by a kiss on my nape. I groaned and swatted at Henry. He knew I hated mornings. I didn’t even know how to behave as a human until I had coffee. I snuggled further into the covers, pushing my head into the pillows.

He pressed another kiss to my bare skin as he traced the curve of my spine with his finger.

“Fucking stop, Henry.” I snapped, shoving him away. Almost regretting immediately. He was so sweet and sometimes I was such a bitch. I opened my mouth to apologize in the same instance he grabbed my hand, applying enough pressure to make it hurt. I snatched my hand away and tucked it between my warm thighs, deciding not to apologize after all. Fuck him.

Sleep pulled at me. I was tired and sore.

“Bella,” my name was growled. Awareness set in. Henry didn’t growl. Henry didn’t grab or pull me. Henry was soft and soft-spoken.

It took me a moment to shed the sleep from my brain and realize I was not back in my bed at home, or what use to be my home.

Slowly and reluctantly, I pushed the pillows away and opened my eyes. Streaks of sunlight penetrated the window blinding me. I slammed them back shut and kept them that way. Now fully aware of where I was, I groaned and debated on whether to turn over and face Biast. I could feel him tense behind me.

“Bella.” He called me again. Not allowing me to ignore him.

 Prying my eyes open again, I sighed as I turned my head to come face to face a scowling Biast.

He gripped the covers and snatched them off of my naked body.

Despite having very little energy after being fucked unconscious the night before, I managed to turn myself to fully face him without groaning, it was obvious I would not be getting anymore sleep.

Though he was surly, my clit thumped at the sight of him.

He was fully naked, his dick laid soft but heavy against his thigh, his skin was naturally tanned all over and the sunlight made his muscles look even more defined. Made his face more handsome. I sighed to myself and shook my head, no one man should be this fucking gorgeous.

 

He spoke. Distracted by his body I missed what he said at first.

“Bella,” he called my name, drawing my eyes to his face, which was now blank.

“Dreaming of your ex?” I swore I could hear jealousy in his tone, but that would be irrational. Why would a man I’d met three days ago be jealous?

My eyebrow rose.

“What would make you think that?” I had in fact been dreaming about him or more accurately, he had been there, in my dreams, trying to save me from a dark figure.  Fucking ominous.

Biast’s gaze was level, and direct, it bored into me as he studied my face, making my already sore muscles feel tighter.

 

“You said his name when I touched you.” The abrasiveness of his tone threw me off, it wasn’t as if I called another man’s name while we were fucking.

“No. I wasn’t dreaming of him. ”

I half lied because it really didn't matter, nor did I want to discuss my dreams with him, a perfect stranger. “Because you were trying to wake me up, and because he’s the only man I’d ever woken up to. Simple mistake.” I shrugged.

Before Henry, I had never had a steady boyfriend. I didn’t know how to. I had commitment issues and Momma and Daddy issues. Intimacy issues were just the cherry on the top of that mental sundae. I was very aware of my shortcomings, so up until Henry, I chose not to inflict myself onto some unsuspecting man, but Henry had been insistent. He chased me until I gave in.

Biast nodded, then jutted out his chin while holding out his hand for me. “Come". He ordered but didn’t exactly wait for me to follow his directive. He wrapped his thick fingers around my wrist, pulling me from bed then led me to the bathroom. Fog hung heavy in the air as if the shower had been running for a while.

He lifted the toilet seat and directed me to it. He actually leaned against the wall and watched me piss with a blank expression on his face. It felt like he was sizing me up. Why though?

Maybe I was being paranoid. I ignored him, looking at everything but him. I listened to the stream of pee, holding my breath.  When I finished, I wiped and stood. “I hope this isn’t going to be every morning thing.” I joked, trying to lighten the dark mood.

He narrowed his brown eyes but didn’t say a word as he retook my hand.


Okay, this is not awkward at all,
 I thought as he led me further into the huge bathroom to freestanding shower, letting me get in first.

 The charged silence had me feeling a bit uneasy, but I didn’t dwell on it long. I just figured maybe he wasn’t a morning person like me, then hot water hit my aching body and I didn’t care anymore why he was not speaking.

 

I closed my eyes, leaned my forehead against the warm tile and allowed the water from multiple showerheads to run over my hair and face. I was in temporary heaven as my tight muscles started to loosen, the smell of him and sex washed away. I felt Biast step in behind me. He pulled me into his chest, his hard cock ended up sandwiched between the globes of my ass. My body pressed against his made me think of the night before. How he touched me, pleased me, controlled me. Goosebumps exploded all over my skin.  Fighting against the urge to rub against him, I licked my dry lips, tucked my head under his chin and relaxed into him.

We stood there for a while with the water beating down on us until suddenly his right hand started to trail the curve of my thigh, then proceeded, over my hip, up along my torso, stopping long enough to palm my breast. His nails grazed my nipple as he continued his journey upwards, eliciting soft moans and sighs from me. Stopping at my neck, he flexed his fingers before wrapping them around it possessively. In that moment I understood that he was indeed angry with me. If it was because of Henry, that would make him really fucking unreasonable. And if he was that type of man, questioning him or trying to explain again would be pointless.

Instead I stood stock still, submitting, waiting for what came next. Seconds later, something soft, but rough grazed my nipple. Startled I screeched, I snatched myself forward, trying to pull away from him. Even then he said nothing, his grip around my neck just grew tighter.

My heart slowed and I went still when I looked down and saw it was a sponge in his hand. A nervous chuckle bubbled out of me.

“It was just a sponge.” I said out loud.

More silence.  He said nothing as he started bathing me. He took his time going over every inch of my skin, as his cock glided between my ass cheeks. It was the epitome of eroticism. My breaths came out in short, fast busts. Electricity coursed through my veins like a livewire.

When he made it below my waist, he used his feet to spread my legs apart. He dragged the rough, gritty sponge against my clit. I gasped and nearly came right then.

“Please…" slipped from between my lips. I really needed him to make me cum. My body was so keyed up, I wasn't even thinking about his little silent treatment anymore. I was just feeling.

I heard the sponge drop. Biast groaned, applied pressure to my back, forcing me to bend at the waist. My arms flew out, I pressed my palms flat against the shower wall, steadying myself. Biast took full advantage of my position, he rubbed his cock in my wetness, then slowly entered me. My eyes found their way to the back of my head as he began stroking inside of me, his pace was quick and frantic as if he was racing towards the finish. He reached from behind, grabbed my arms and secured them behind me as he pounded into me. I whimpered. I was so close.

My pussy tightened around him, milking him. He mumbled something I couldn’t understand, then let my arms go. I placed them on my knees to steady myself. I rolled my waist, met him stroke for stroke. He expelled his breath in a slow, steady hiss, sounding like angry serpent.

 Catching me around the waist. He held me so tight I knew it would bruise. I didn’t care. I widened my stance allowing him to go deeper, causing his stroke to falter. He groaned deep in his throat and exploded. I felt his cum filling me.

I moaned and held my breath

I was right there with him. My stomach tightened; heat filled my belly. Fuck.


I closed my eyes, concentrated on nothing but the fact that I needed to cum. But before I could, before I even knew what was happening, Biast slid his dick out of me and stepped out of the shower all in the same instance that he let go of my body, then I was falling backwards. I tried to catch myself.

All five feet nine, and two hundred and twenty pounds of me ended up on my right wrist. I hit the tiled floor with a thud. I cried out. It felt as if my bone was shattered. Pain radiated up my arm. Tears clouded my eyes, but I was able to see Biast. He walked right out of the bathroom without a backwards glance. I was floored.  I couldn’t believe Biast had treated me in such a manner, but then why wouldn't he? I was there for revenge. I would remember that from that moment on.

I sat on the shower floor for about five minutes crying. It didn't even have much to do with being dropped, or even being there with him. I was being bombarded with an array of emotions. Sadness, anger, regret. Every move I’d made in the last two months seemed to be the wrong move. Going back to Daddy’s place, leaving Henry, my job. I had to find a way to get out of my current situation so I could fix my life. I tested my wrist by moving it. It still hurt, but there obviously nothing broken. 

 

Fuming, I pushed myself up from the floor, soaped myself up then rinsed off and got out of the shower. I found a new toothbrush on the counter. I brushed my teeth. Then finally looked in the mirror to make sure there were no signs of my crying. Fuck Biast.

 

When I came out of the bathroom he was waiting for me. Right outside the door, almost fully dressed in a pair of grey tailored slacks and a startling white dress shirt, a muted blue tie hanging around his neck. He watched me with those dark eyes of his.

 

I flexed my hands into fists. Ready to go to war. “Why did y--"I started to reprimand him for what he’d done, but my words and breath were knocked out of me as my back slammed against the wall right next to the door. It happened so fast I had no time to do more than scream.

He restrained my arms at my side, causing my already pained wrist to throb. I cringed from the pain.

He leaned down, meeting me at my height, then leaned into me, trapping me between his body and the wall. He was so close our noses touched.

I was stunned. No man had ever put his hands on me in such a manner and he had done it twice

“You’re a fucking liar, lamb.”  He accused in a strangled whisper. The cold gaze he leveled on me made my heart jump to my throat. I couldn't swallow past it. I felt like I was choking.

“Apologize for lying to me, Bella.” He ordered menacingly. Never once breaking his stare.

After being dropped in the shower, then slammed against the wall, and not knowing what else he was capable of, without hesitation I did as he asked.

“I’m sorry.” My voice shook and wobbled from frustration as much as pain. The grip he had on my already sore wrist tightened.

He sneered. “Sorry for what, Bella?”

Dropping my chin to my chest, I dug my nails into the palm of my hand. I didn’t have a damn thing to be sorry for.

I blinked back angry tears.

“I’m sorry for lying to you.” The words burned my tongue coming out of my mouth.

He nodded. His face relaxing. Never breaking eye contact. He said, “Tell me what you dreamt?”

My eyes went wide.

He couldn’t be serious I thought.

But from the looks of him, he was. His face said he was completely serious.

I cleared my throat before telling him. He studied my face after I’d finished

Finally after a long drawn out couple of moments he nodded. “I forgive you, Bella.” he said sounding much calmer than his eyes showed.

“This time.” He warned, “E’ palante que vamo.
 We go forward” he translated for me.

I nodded.

 He let go of my aching wrist, though his grip on the other remained.


What in the fuck had my parents gotten me into?
 The thought made the base of my skull throb.

“But you’ve lied to me twice already, we can’t have that happen again, Bella.  Furthermore, I'm the only man that should be on your mind while you’re here with me. I demanded all of your attention.” His brow furrowed, creasing his forehead.

“You understand?” He asked.

I nodded yes, but thought how asinine it was for me to think I could control what I dreamt
 ?

He pressed further into me.

 “Bella, you’re trembling,” he crooned, against my lips as his cold hand traveled up my torso until he palmed my breast. He teased the nipple, drawing a soft whimper from me, despite my anger and fear.

“You need to cum. It'll calm you down.”

I needed him to get the fuck away from me.  That would have calmed me down.

“Its okay. I don’t nee-"

He leaned in and kissed me tenderly, sliding his tongue into my mouth as he slid his hand between my thighs.  He pressed his thumb to my clit and gave it a stroke. It was still swollen from earlier, so the feeling that pulsed through me was amplified. Despite being angry, my body betrayed me. Every nerve in my body surged to life as he glided two fingers between my pussy lips. I groaned when he slid into my wetness. My free hand going to his shoulder as his fingers began moving, in and then out, he stroked me, while using the palm of his hand to apply delicious pressure to my clit. His lips left my mouth to pepper my neck with stinging bites that made my breaths hiccup.

“You wanna cum, don’t you Bella?”

“Yes-s.” I stuttered.

My legs were trembling. Heated blood rushed throughout my veins.

His lips found mine again. My mouth hung open.

 “Kiss me back, Bella.” He demanded of me.

“I can't.” I frantically shook my head. I couldn't participate.  I could barely draw breath into my lungs.

He kept kissing me, coaxing me to join him.

 Suddenly and cruelly, he bit into my bottom lip hard enough to draw blood.  The flicker of pleasure the pain caused shocked me.

My pussy throbbed.

Kiss me, Bella.  He growled.

Scared to find out what he’d do next if I didn’t. My hand flew up, tangled in his hair. I pulled him to me. Fed him my tongue. His fingers sped up. The muscles in my stomach tightened, but somehow the rest of my body went limp. Heat crept to my face. He fucked me fast, pushing deeper. “Give it to me, Bella.” My greedy pussy clenched down on his fingers. He leaned down and took my hard nipple into his mouth. Crying out, I came hard, dripping all over his fingers.

He waited until my quivering stopped to smoothly pull away. He trailed his fingers that had been inside of me up my fleshy belly painting me in my own cum, then he brought said fingers to his lips and sucked each one slowly.

Damn. I bit into my bottom lip to keep from moaning at the sight.

After he had thoroughly cleaned his fingers. He stared at me for a long moment before reaching up gripping my chin, he ran his thumb across my swollen bottom lip.

“Calm now?” He rasped; a devilish smile curved his full lips.

I couldn't answer if my life depended on it, I was still trying to catch my breath.

I felt like I’d ran a whole fucking marathon. All I could do was stare at him through hooded eyes, wishing I could crawl back in bed and go back to sleep.

He smirked.

“You have five minutes to shower and get dressed. I have rounds to make, and you’re coming with me.  I laid clothes out for you on the bed. Hurry.” He ordered.   With that he walked away.

Gripping the wall, I had to close my eyes, and search for my composure, when I found it. I did exactly what he told me. My greatest shame was that I wasn’t even mad anymore.

 








Dressed in platform sandals and a white sundress that stopped mid-thigh, I looked good. Biast had my hand in a stranglehold as he led me through a dark alley behind dilapidated buildings. It was so dark, even with the moon shining high in the sky I could barely see five-foot in front of me. The streets were empty so the heavy footfalls of his guard behind us, marching in sync, like soldiers echoed far into the night. I wondered where he was taking me.

Biast said he had a surprise for me. I really didn’t care. I never liked surprises and I was irritated. It was too hot and humid to be outside. Beads of sweat dotted my forehead and my breasts and wrist was still hurting. I just wanted to shower and sleep.

When I told him that, he still insisted I follow him. Which basically means he growled, “Come” at me, then physically pulled me from his car.

He had had me driving around with him from place to place all day. The island was breath taking, full of gorgeous Brown and Black people, with blue ocean waters and white sands, lush greenery, mountains and cliffs. I took it all in, in awe of the beauty. I hadn’t ever been outside the US, because of my anxiety when dealing with small spaces, flying definitely wasn’t an option. It was my first time seeing something so different.

 He introduced me to his associates and extended family. It was interesting to watch him interacting with the people. The driver would drive up to a house or place. The person or persons we were visiting had to come to the car as if he was too important to get out and meet them. I was introduced, as his wife Bella Diaz. It felt funny hearing my name and his combined. Like sensation of ants were crawling all over my skin. I never saw myself married even to Henry, and there I was married.

 Before we arrived at the first house, Biast instructed me on how to behave. He said smile politely, speak a simple hello and maintain eye contact at all times. “Don’t let them see you flinch, no matter what happens.” He said

Sometimes he’d give the people who came to the car money, sometimes he would threaten their lives for some mistake or transgression against him and his family. Nobody dared opposed him. Some genuinely loved him. Others were cordial, but I could see the malice in some of their eyes. He knew. I could tell by the way he handled them with an icy demeanor that made the hair stand on every inch of my body.

When I asked him about why he visited people who hated him he shifted in his seat and studied me for a moment as if he was surprised I noticed, and then he spoke “ You face your enemies eye to eye, Bella. With them you find out your faults, discover your weaknesses, you can see your death in their eyes, if you know how to look. You treat your friends the same way.” He said it in such a way that it sounded like a lesson he wanted me to learn. When he finished speaking. He turned back in his seat and slid his hand back to my thigh where he’d had it all day and gave his driver directions in Spanish. We ended up at a beautiful seaside restaurant where we had lunch, later we had dinner at another beautiful seaside restaurant. On both occasions people stopped him to engage or shake his hand. He was treated like a celebrity.

 

It was well after midnight when it came to an end. He had had me up since around seven. Which meant I’d only slept three or four hours the night before. Add what had happened in the shower and after the shower, and the fact that I had been on guard around him the entire day to the equation and I was exhausted. Mentally and physically. The fact that he acted as if what he’d done hadn’t happened also frayed at my nerves. He was the perfect gentleman, caring and attentive. Like he hadn’t freaked out on me in a jealous rage earlier.

His Jekyll and Hyde act were worrisome. I would be sure to be ready the next time he flipped that switch.

Just as I opened my mouth to ask him how much longer, in the near distance I heard the music, about a block later he stopped at a door. Behind it I could hear feet moving to a heavy African drumbeat. I perked up.

Biast knocked twice. The door opened and music and dim light flooded the alleyway. A guy the size of a mountain with skin the color of midnight, and eyes the color of a minute before eyed Biast and then me, he grunted. I notice he didn’t have the look of fear in his eyes that mostly everyone else did in Biast’ presence, so I assumed he was just as powerful. He jerked his head for us to enter before stepping aside. Biast dragged me next to him, as we entered the smoke-filled room.

The place was only the size of a shop in a mall and packed from wall to wall with bodies. Everybody was on their feet, moving to the rhythm. Lust lingered in the air. The gyrating bodies smell of sweat, and different perfume and colognes and body chemistries mixed acting as an aphrodisiac. Arousal crept up my spine. My nipples tightened, my heart raced in my chest, making my blood rush in my veins.

 Biast bulldozed his way through the crowd, with me protectively tucked at his side. He stopped in the middle of the dance floor. No words were exchanged, Biast captured my gaze and held it. There was fire and need in his eyes, desire. His nostrils flared. My clit throbbed, my bare pussy gushed, wetting my thighs. Biast hadn’t left underwear out for the ensemble he picked for me.

 

He wrapped one arm around my waist, drawing me close, then moved his hands to my hips, he guided my movements. I wrapped my arms around his neck and breathed in on his exhale. His sweat had mixed with his cologne giving him a heady scent.

He twirled his hips and grinded and pumped into me. Uncontrollable feelings surged through my body. He spun me. The quick motion made my head swim and my heart jolt. Curving his body into me, his hard cock pressed into my spine as he splayed his fingers over my stomach and continued guiding me. I rolled my hips to the beat, thrusting into him. Our bodies colliding. People moved around us. I fed off their energy. Adrenaline rushed my system making me feel high. I felt like I was floating, then I realized I was. Bias had lifted me around the waist. Shoving through the crowd he carried me to a roped section of the club, away from the bodies. We ended up in a corner. It was darker than dark, so dark I couldn’t even see him standing right in front of my, but I felt him.

He pressed lips to mine, sliding his tongue into my mouth, his tongue explored each crevice, savoring me like a fine wine.

Like the night of our wedding he held me up against the wall with his weight. He lifted my thighs, wrapping them around his hips, skin to skin. Somehow he had got his pants undone without me even noticing. Without much effort he rocked forward, shoving his dick into me in the same instance he pulled away from our kiss and buried his face into the crook of my neck where he sucked and nipped at the flesh.

I fisted his hair, holding him there. His mouth on me felt so good.

He stroked up, fucking me to the beat of the bass drum. Building a heat in my belly.

I let his hair go, gripping his shoulders I used him as leverage to slide myself up and down his cock. Fucking him back. When he grabbed my waist preventing me from moving, I leaned in and licked his sweat-slicked skin, tasting salt and something that was inexplicably him.

He groaned loud enough to be heard over the music and rocked forward. My breath hitched. I couldn’t fucking breathe.

His stroke faltered for just a beat. He was close. I felt his dick swell and pulse deep within my walls.

 My fingernails dug into his shoulder as he found a pace that would get us both to where we needed to be.

His fingers dug in my thighs.

I was drenched in sweat.

He fucked me faster.

My pussy clenched.

He went deeper.

My thighs shook.

His hold on me tightened.

I felt it, his end. He nutted in me, driving home as far as he could, until I felt his dick bottom out.

Heat warmed my face, traveled downward into my belly. Then I explode. Clinging and clawing at him, dripping cream all over him. I had cum so hard my ears popped.

After he just held me there. Both of us panting. My eyes closed, head resting against the wall.

When he caught his breath, he held me up, giving me a moment longer to collect myself, then he pulled away. Cum spilled from me, wetting my thighs. He steadied me on my own two feet, held me up when my knees shook. As my heart rate slowed and breathing evened out. Reality returned. I had just been fucked in a very crowded, public place and to my horror when I opened my eyes, I found us surrounded by his men. The fact that their backs were turned did nothing to assuage my embarrassment. Biast followed my line of sight, looking over his shoulder. I ducked my head into his chest. I felt the vibrations from him laughing. Asshole. I forgot about my demure act. I wrapped my hand around his tie and snatched down. His laughed harder, his whole body shaking, and then just as suddenly he stopped. He lifted my chin, so I was forced to look up at him. Then he leaned in and kissed me again, slow and deep. Something in me clicked. I felt a connection between us attach itself to me and burrow under my skin.

He leaned back, stared at me meaningfully like, as if he’s trying to convey something to me. The moment was too heavy for people who’d just only met. I understood that he had the idea that we were meant to meet each other in his head, but it was too much, too soon. I just stared back until his eyes turned fierce. He was angry. I shifted from one leg to another, his cum-- within seconds had grown sticky on my thighs, making the moment even more comfortable.

He leaned toward me.

 I flinched.

I expected the worse, but he simply said. “Come.” He took my hand, leading me in the opposite direction of where we'd entered.  A back door was pushed open and the guards surrounded us on all sides after we stepped back into the streets. The guards looked at everything but me, like they had been instructed not to. All but one, Just before the door shut, and the night stole all the light, the guy from the car, the driver from the airfield, the one I’d flashed, flicked his gaze in my direction for a split second, his eyes dropped as his dark gaze roamed over me like he already knew what it felt like personally to be inside of me. I frowned. He gave me a wink so subtle; I almost didn't catch it. Letting me know he had saw everything. Too busy paying attention to the driver. We were just outside the door when all hell broke loose. I didn’t see the man approaching me, I barely felt it as he grabbed my free hand, tugging me in his direction, before I or the guards could react Biast grabbed him, flung him like he was a rag doll, his head hit the wall with a loud thump. He slid to the floor. Biast raised his foot to stomp his head. I wrapped my arms around him pulling him away. The guy didn’t deserve to end up brain dead or dead, because he’d touched my hand. Biast shoved me off of him, then spun to face me. “Don’t you ever interfere when I’m protecting you.”

I opened my mouth to reply but he gave me his back, he reached back for my hand, took it and dragged me along to the car. I had to wonder what in the hell would happen next.

 








How in the fuck could she run so fast?

I was right on her heels as she sprinted down the narrow alleyway.

But every time I caught up with her and she was just with in my reach, she'd speed up, running unnaturally fast.

“Bella,” I yelled her name.

She flicked a gaze over her shoulder, shooting daggers at me with her eyes, before turning back around.

She picked up speed.

The tail end of her dress got caught by the wind, it was lifted from her body and floated behind her.

 Her bare feet slapped against the dirt road at the same rhythm of my heart. Pitter, patter, pitter patter.


My anger propelled me. ” Stop!” I roared sounding more like a beast than man.

She stumbled but righted herself quickly. Too quickly

My fear perfumed the air. My heart beat frantically, like it might give out, but I didn’t stop running, it was all or nothing. I knew if she got away I’d never see her again.

When she stopped and turned to face me, my heart slowed. I approached her slowly, cautiously. When I came within reaching distance, I realized she was standing on the edge of a cliff. Then she suddenly spread her arms like wings and smiled. Then she leaned back, and just like that she was falling… I ran to the edge and watched her fall, a cry stuck in my throat. Just before she hit the ground I was jolted awake

Panting. Fear rode me.

I reached over for Bella. Found her tucked under the duvet.

Her deep breathing was soothing, but was still scared, terrified. I felt as if my dream was a sign. She was going to leave me. I would have to make her stay, no matter the cost.

 

 

 




 

“You go to church?” I cut my eyes in his direction to gauge his reaction. He was standing right outside his huge walk in closet wearing rosary beads and a pair of black silk boxers that molded to muscular thighs, like always his dick was semi hard, laying against his thigh. I watched him grow harder for a few seconds, then I averted my eyes from him before he got any ideas. I liked fucking as much as he did, but I’d prefer a few hours to myself. For an entire week he'd made me his shadow. He'd wake up, then wake me up. Then we'd eat breakfast together, do whatever form of entertainment together, have lunch together. I needed a moment.

He still hadn’t moved or said anything when I realized how my comment must have sounded to him.

“I didn’t mean for my words to sound as offensive as they came out, but… I can’t imagine living a life of perpetual sin six days out of the week, then on the seventh, getting up and faithfully going to church. How long does it take someone like you to pray for forgiveness?”

Finally, he looked up from what he was doing over to me. An annoyed expression briefly crossed his face. “Someone like me?”

I cringed at his warning tone. Be careful how you speak to me rang loud and clear.

I tried for a moment to think of a way to explain to him what I meant, without it sounding as degrading as my first comment, but I couldn’t. There was no sugar coating who he was. “You have a reputation for being a vicious, unforgiving man. You maim and murder, steal and lie. You’re sin personified. “And I meant that in a good and bad way. Even looking like he did was sinful.

 

He rubbed his jaw line thoughtfully. Drawing attention to the dark shadow of stubble that roughened his face. I liked it.

“It wasn’t the righteous God took to heaven first. It was the repentant thieves and whores. The righteous don’t need God. Beside the Bible shows God blessed sinners. Wicked and ruthless men flourish.”

I let what he said sink in for a while.

I scoffed. Even with my basic understanding of religion I didn’t think he was using Bible verses in the right context. But then why wouldn’t he think that? People like him and my parents did bad things and ended up rich and living life like they wanted. Me, I tried to be a decent human being and ended up kidnapped and married to a sociopath.

“You’re not being blessed. And it’s very unlikely you’d end up in heaven. But your way of thinking is exactly why I don't go. I’ll see you when you get back.” I said. Then I held my breath and waited for a response. I had figured out a few things about Biast in the short amount of time I’d been with him. He was dominant and possessive by nature. He didn’t like to be questioned or denied.

He rubbed his neck, not saying anything at first, when he finally did, he rasped out. “You’re going.”  Giving me a stern look.

 

The evil little voice that pops up in the back of my mind sometimes spoke up.. Tell him you’ll suck his dick while he recites the rosary if you don’t have to go.
 It urged me.

I shook the idea from my head. Better not. Just in case there is a hell.  

I pulled myself out of my thoughts just in time to hear him say “Just get dressed, Bella. We need to leave so--.”

I interrupted, “I’ll suck your dick. It’ll be transcendent, better than church.”

His eyes narrowed in a way that made me think he thought I was playing with him, so I pushed back the thick white comforter I’d been laying under, slid out of bed naked and got on my knees in prayer position. “I’ll make it nasty for you.” I taunted.

He shifted his weight in my direction but didn’t actually make a move or say anything.

So I went to him. On my hands and knees, I crawled to him. He watched every move I made. When I was at his feet I stared up at him. Waiting for him to stop me.

I bowed my head in submission “Please.” I begged demurely, licking my lips.

He nodded his permission.

I smirked. He always needed to be in control.

Dropped my gaze from his eyes to his dick. It was fully hard, straining to be set loose. Precum seeped through the fabric of his boxers staining the cloth.

Before reaching for them I placed a kiss just above his navel, then used my tongue to trace the V shape on his abdomen-- that I had been admiring earlier that week. The muscles in his stomach strained and shifted, clenched and unclenched until his breathing turned to panting.   Instead of pulling his boxers down, I reached in and pulled his dick through the hole.

He hissed through his teeth on contact, the sound caused my pussy to clench.

Moaning, I wrapped my hand around his hardness, leaned forward, and licked the underside tracing the thick vein that ran the length of his cock with my tongue from the base to the tip.  I kissed the head, then I spit on it, getting it nice and wet.

 

He groaned and I felt his knees dip slightly as if he was having trouble remaining standing.

I chuckled and gave him a few long strokes before taking him into my mouth.

His breathing accelerated when I tightened my lips round him.

H fisted my hair, looping the thick twisted strands around his hand like ropes as his hips began to move. I didn’t have to do much but keep my mouth wet and wide as he guided himself in and out at his own pace. It wasn’t long before I felt him swell in my mouth. He sucked in a sharp breath.

He was on the verge of climax.

His movement grew ragged.

“"I'm cumming...suck it out.” he ordered from above, his grip on my hair got tighter. Knowing I was pleasing him spurred me on, so I sucked harder. His ass cheeks clenched as the speed of his thrust picked up. He pushed deeper. I choked. He didn’t ease up. Moaning he held my head in place, forcing me to stay put, to swallow his creamy saltiness.

When he finally pulled away, dribbles of cum slid down my lips. Relinquishing control of my hair he reached down, stroked my chin and tilted it up, forcing me to look up at him. `

Once again I saw emotions warring in his eyes that shouldn’t be there, and they scared me. You didn’t want a man like Biast in love with you. I sighed and pulled in a deep breath. His jaw tightened, and eyes darkened to pitch black. I dropped my gaze, afraid I’d make him angrier..

“Get on the bed, Bella.” He damn near growled the words.

I did as he said, without hesitation. I pushed myself up from my knees. Walking backwards, I laid down and situated myself in the middle of the bed. My eyes never left his. They were blazing as I watched him step out of his boxers before following behind me, taking the same path, stalking me. He slid into the bed between my thighs. He was heavy on top of me, but I loved the feeling of his hard, warm body pressed against mine. His hand brushed over my hips, thrn up and down my sides.

By then my eyes were closed so I could only feel his gaze on me, but it was penetrating, urging. He wanted me to look at him, to connect us as much mentally as we were physically. I was not going there with him, I already hated that I was addicted to his touch, I would not give into emotions. I raised my hips to meet his, distracting him. He grunted, letting me know he understood what I was doing and didn’t like it, but that didn’t stop him from getting ready to fuck me. He slid his hand between our bodies until he found my clit. The sharp breath I inhaled and swallowed threatened to choke me, forcing me to take a deep breath that came out as a stuttered moan.

“You’re always so wet for me, Muñequita,” he said as he dragged his fingers up my body. Stopping, he traced my lips, painting them with my juices. Then he tilted my chin, dipped down and cover my lips with his own. He kissed me until I was breathless. I clung to him. He allowed me to for mere moments before he pulled away to finish his statement.

“I’m starting to think you like being my captive.”

I shook my head no.

I felt the vibrations from when he hummed low in his throat in my own chest. “I told you I hate liars, Lamb, but it’s ok. Your body always tells the truth.”  Dipping his head he took my right nipple into his mouth. Hee licked and then sucked it, but didn’t linger long. His hands and lips touched everywhere as he made his way down my body. When he was at the juncture of my thighs, his fingers dug into the meaty flesh, forcing them apart, then upward to bend at the knee, opening my slit to him. I cried out at the feel of his warm tongue on my clit, while at the same time-- something cold and hard entered my hot pussy. My stomach quivered at the feel of the strange invasion. I tried to rise up from the bed onto my elbows, he splayed his arm across my belly, pushing me back. Forcing me to guess. It took me a minute to realize that it was the rosary from around his neck.


Who does something like that?
 nasty motherfucker that's who and I was there for it, all of it, even though it had to be sacrilegious in some way. I stopped thinking about it when his full lips wrapped around my clit and he sucked the bundle of nerves deep into his mouth. I cried out, rocked against his mouth, tangled my hands into the silky hair, and pressed his face further into my pussy. He moaned into my skin as he started licking my pussy like he’s eating ice cream.  More cum than I thought I was capable of producing trickled out of my slit as he tugged at the rosary beads, pulling them from inside of me. It was impossible but I felt as I could feel each bead as it’s removed. With each tug the faster and harder he licked, until I was convulsing all over his bed. My heart was a racecar in my chest. By the time the beads had been completely removed, I was done, wrung completely out, but he wasn’t. He crawled up my body leaving behind kisses and bites that made my skin burn. Then without warning he pushed into me, all in one swift motion, giving me no time to adjust.

Blanketing my body with his, we were so close air couldn’t penetrate. In that position skin to skin, he started fucking me, winding his hips, pushing deep. I could feel every inch of him inside of me, he made sure of it. “Wrap your legs around me, Bella.” he ordered. When I complied, he rocked into me, deeper and hard. He pressed his lips to my neck, my skin exploded in goosebumps. He sucked and nipped at the skin as I fisted the sheets that had grown sticky from our sweat to keep from clinging to him. He trailed his tongue up to my ear where he whispered, “You should have gone to church, Bella. When you confess your sins to a priest he absolves you of them. I plan to use them against you.” He then proceeded to fuck me until I confessed that I did in fact like being his captive.

 

 








 

The phone on my hip rang while Bella was in the shower. I knew only my father would be brave enough to interrupt me after I requested no one interrupt me..

“Hello. “ I answered.

“Hijo, I need you. Next week. The Perez’s have called a meeting.”

My eyes involuntarily narrowed at the mention of that name.

“And what for, we have no business with them?”

He chuckled.

“Soon we will,” he offered ominously before saying goodbye. I wondered what he meant by” soon we would
 .” After what happened to my face, I thought we would no longer deal with them at all. Ever.

 

 

 

 

 








When I asked Biast why he hadn’t gone anywhere since the beach he told me he took time out to get acquainted with me. I still didn't know when he'd be letting me go, if ever.  Whenever I’d bring it up he’d get all pissed, so I stopped bring it up.

For a week we'd been doing nothing more than fucking. watching TV and eating. 

I introduced him to Hannibal
 on Netflix. We’d spent two days binge watching episode after episode, he was obsessed. I think possibly taking notes. He seemed to enjoy the bloodiness and brutality of it all.

At the end of a really gruesome scene, he shifted in bed pulling me with him.  Burying me further under the covers.

I was bored. 

I spoke up, spewing what was on my mind. Knowing it would get his attention.  “Hannibal’s in love with Will.”

The show was paused almost as soon as the last word left my mouth.

He shifted in bed next to me and quirked his eyebrow in my direction.

"What? " I asked.

“Explain,” he waved.

“It’s a spin on every macabre love story ever told. On Hannibal’s part, at least. He’s Rochester, and Will is Jane.  He’s Bluebeard, and Will the last bride. He's even young Mr. Rochester from Saragossa Sea, at one point. Purposely driving Will mad.”

 

He watched me closely as I spoke.

“Just pay attention to the subtle nuances, the body language. He smells Will intimately, at first you think its because of his whole, ‘I can smell diseases’ thing and ‘I want to eat him thing’, but its more intimate than that, he's more intimate with Will than with his victims.  Even more intimate with Will than with the therapist chick he starts fucking.  He flirts with Will, always stops just within reach of him, then looks as if he’s trying his hardest not to touch him. He never takes his eyes off Will when they're in a room together. He’s jealous of Will’s colleagues and covets his time.  He knows Will sees him, the real him. He thinks Will will be the only person to accept him. Hannibal was lonely for years, missing something. Then here comes Will.

It’s a tale as old as time, a song as old as rhyme

Isn’t that what all monsters want?” It’s a question that I know he won’t answer because it hits too close to home.

“He's not a monster though, he's a human.” he replied with his face all scrunched up.

I nodded “True, which makes him scarier and is exactly why Will has to put him down.” But I doubt he will, their relationship is co-dependent. I won’t watch the ending cause it’ll piss me off. I’ll make up one. In my head they’ll do each other and I’m there participating. The end.”

I threw my head back against the pillows and laughed at the look on Biast’s face. He was always too fucking serious.

Suddenly In one fluid movement, he was hovering over me. He reached up snatching a hand full of my locs, tugging my head back to an uncomfortable angle, so I was looking directly up at him. His eyes visibly darkened before mine.

“Is that what turns you on? Thoughts of being fucked by two men?’’ He asked.

In fact it did.

I writhe beneath him hoping a bit of friction would ease throbbing between my thighs.

“Wouldn’t thoughts of being fucked by two women turn you on? “I rebutted

He pursed his lips and dug his fingers in my right hip. I cursed myself mentally, I should have changed the subject.

Looking in his eyes, I could see things were about to go south. When I should have just shut up. I dug myself deeper into the fray and started rambling.

“It’s a fantasy I’ve always had. Don’t you have fantasies? To fuck a harem of women? Get a blowjob in the middle of church. Don’t you think about the other women you’ve fucked to get in the mood.  I imagine you fucked a lot of beautiful women you conjure up when you need to, but then again, there probably so many their faces all blend together.” When I finished my rant his grip on my hair became tighter. All emotion had drained from his face.

I could see in his eyes I’d said something to make him angry, but I had no idea what.

I freed my hand from under the cover and walked a finger down his spine. Attempting to soothe the beast.

He frowned.

I dropped my voice real low. “Baby, what’s wrong. Talk to me?”

His frown deepened.

“I don’t need your empty platitudes, Bella.”

He missed me rolling my eyes because his had dropped to my lips and were lingering there.

“Then what’s wrong, Biast?” I used his given name, making a note to never call him baby again, at least not in attempt to calm him.

“Shhh, Bella” He whispered, then mumbled something incomprehensible in Spanish before he reached up and traced my parted lips with his thumb.

I lay there gazing up at him, watching his dark eyes.

 It was not surprising when he leaned in and kissed me. What was surprising was how soft and sweet it is. Lips slightly ghosting across mine as he gripped my thighs, spreading them. He put his big body between them. His cock was hard and ready pressing against my entrance, then he's sliding in excruciatingly slow. When fully seated he exhaled a sharp breath through his teeth.

Lifting my legs so they hugged his waist, he pushed deeper into me.

He fucked me slowly and deep enough to make body burn for him until we both were cumming.

Soon as his breathing returned to normal he pushed away from me and got out of bed. I watched him pick his boxers up from the floor and slide into them. Then he turned and headed towards the door. I wondered where he was going but wouldn’t dare ask. Just before he exited the room, he stopped, turned to me, and snarled, baring his perfect white teeth. “Despite what you think you know about me. I haven’t lived a life of fucking random women and my only fantasy.” I noticed he kept fingering his wedding band as he spoke “The only one I’ve had since I was a child was having you in bed next to me, underneath me. Maybe one day you’ll understand.”  he said, then he went to walk away. Seemed he hadn’t heeded my advice when I told him not to fall for me.

“Biast.” I called his name, stilling his feet. “Where is all of this going? There’s a beginning and ending to everything. How do you see this ending?”

He looked at me hard with those dark eyes of his for a moment before answering, “I don’t know how this end, or how I want it to end or even if I want it to end. I can’t see the future. But here in the present, I want respect. We laugh, we make love, we commune, and you still close yourself off to me. I want reciprocity. I don’t speak of other women or fantasize about them. I expect the same from you, after all, you are my wife.”  He said before giving me a cold expression. Turning, he left the room leaving me confused. How had discussion on a TV show turned into my being subjected to a jealous rant?

 

 

 









“Her walls squeezed my cock. I knew she was close, and I knew how to get her there. She’d be more agreeable then.  I traced my finger up her torso, past her breasts. I gripped her throat, flexing my fingers as I closed them around her neck. Her legs shook. She moaned real pretty-like and dropped her head back, giving me better access. I squeezed hard, hard enough that it forced her to gasp and breathe through her nose. I watched her eyes roll to the back of her head. Her pussy clamped down tight around my cock, milking me. I could have cum right then, but I wouldn’t. I wanted to feel her for just a while longer. My body needed her. I lifted her leg higher. I stroked up, digging deeper.”


 

“Uggghh” I groaned.

 

I couldn’t take any more sex scenes. I fought the urge to sling the Kindle I’d been reading from across the room. If it belonged to me, I might have. Instead, I pushed up onto my elbows and set it next to me on the bed. Then flopped backwards on to my back.

I was officially horny. I started reading to take my mind off of Biast, to just end up wanting him. The honeymoon was over. For four days he’s been brooding over the fantasy argument. He barely spoke to me and if I walked into a room, he’d walk out.

He’d spend the days with his father doing business. The nights with his friends, family, or guards drinking, then he’d go to bed, but not with me. I knew I’d find him sleeping in the other room, right down the hallway, trying to sleep off whatever he’d drank. I didn’t fully understand why he was so mad, didn’t know what his end game was, and I didn’t care. He was irrational and ridiculous.  He could continue to be that way.

I just wanted to get off. I needed him for that because I was too keyed up for masturbating. Feeling horny and spiteful gave me a wicked idea. One that I had a feeling was a bad idea, but I was still going to go through with it.

Getting out of bed I slid into silk robe to cover the matching silk underwear. Another gift from Biast. The house was quiet, like always. The guards never really made any noise. If you didn’t know they were there you’d never know they were there. I padded barefoot down the hallway. Past empty bedrooms and guest bathroom, his house was huge. The door to the guest room Biast had been sleeping in was left cracked. The moonlight was bright enough so I could see he was passed out on the bed on top of the covers. He was breathing slowly, his chest rising and falling steadily. Naked. The door creaked open when I entered. He didn’t move. I crept in. I stood at the foot of the bed I just watched him sleep for a minute. The sight of his perfect body made my nipples tighten and the ache in my pussy to intensify.

Bracing myself against the bedpost I slid out of my panties, leaving them on the ground before crawling into the bed, straddling his lap. Gripping his dick at the base I slid it up and down my wet pussy, it grew, got harder and hotter in my hand.

Biast stirred. I moaned, enjoying the sensation. Biast’s eyes flickered open. “Bella?” He slurred my name. I said nothing in response as I made my descent down his dick. Alarmed he sat up. The smell of whiskey leaked from his pores. His hand flew up before I was fully seated. Gripping my neck he squeezed, cutting off my ability to swallow. I dropped fully down, taking too much too quickly, stretching myself to the limit.

My eyes watered.  “Fuck,” he cursed and his grip at my throat loosened, his hand fell to my hips where he dug his nails into my flesh. Feeling aggressive I snatched a handful of his hair and pulled his head to my breast. He did what came naturally and sucked the hard nipple into his mouth. I grinded into him, using him to make myself feel good. When he pulled away from my breast, he leaned forward in search of my lips. I turned my head. I didn’t want to kiss right them. I wanted to cum. I aggressively shoved him, so he was laying on his back. I palmed his face, keeping him from moving, I leaned forward and danced on his dick. Popping my pussy up and down to the beat in my head.

My robe clung to my sweat slicked skin making me feel hot. His panting drowned out my own. He arched into me. The friction on my clit drove me closer to the edge. My jaw went slack when he started meeting me thrust for thrust. He felt so fucking good. My stomach muscles tightened. I reached out and roughly palmed my breast, as euphoria flooded me. I came, moaning gibberish as my legs shook. Fuck I wanted to do that again, but Biast was in a frenzy underneath me. He was close and that was my cue. I pushed up from his lap, scrambled from the bed, and headed for the door. Doing the same as he had done to me the day in the shower.

I made it to the threshold.

“No.” I yelped as I was grabbed from behind, my body slammed against the wall right next to the door, hard, knocking air from my lungs. Biast’s hand went to the back of my head, shoving, then mushing the side of my face into the wood. He covered my mouth and half my nose with his large hand. My heart rate raged at the speed of a race car in my chest. I was trapped between him and the wall. My back to his chest. My right was hand was pinned down and useless. My left hand was pressed against the wall to steady me. Leaving me no chance to fight or even struggle. I closed my eyes and took deep breaths in my lungs.

 

Cold air from the AC hit my ass as Biast flipped my robe up.

 He pushed his cock into me from behind. Thank God I was already wet, or he’d have torn something. I was forced to stand on my tiptoes as he fucked me, while cursing me in Spanish for at least a full minute. He punctuated his tirade by calling me a Puta before switching to English. “I’m not a fucking toy Bella, you can’t use me like a plastic cock whenever the mood strikes you. You’re on punishment. You didn’t deserve any cock.”

His hips bucked at a steady pace. Banging hard into me. ” Keep pissing me off and you’ll see a side of me that you don’t want to see.

I’ll fill your belly with my babies, bind you to me so you’ll never be able to leave me.”

My chest tightened at the idea.

A venomous snigger slipped from between his lips before he went about sinking his teeth into.my shoulder, marking me. I recoiled from the pain. He bit harder. When he pulled away, he growled his release.

He took his time pulling out of me, then he backed up. His hand slid from my face. “Now you can go” he taunted.

I heard every step he took away from me. With my eyes closed and my anger rising I rested against the wall. I took a minute to regain my breath, to weigh my options, I could say nothing and walk away or…

“Fuck you.” I spit

The words hadn’t even left my mouth good before I was airborne. My eyes went wide. I so high off the ground that my feet were dangling off the floor. My back ended up pressed against Biast’s hard chest. His right forearm came up, he used it under my neck to apply pressure. I could not breathe. “Please,” I squeaked out. I scratched at his hand, kicked out trying to free myself. Tried gouging at his eyes, he easily knocked my hands away he was too strong. Tears came, wetting my cheeks, my head swam, I opened my mouth trying to drag air into my deprived lungs, the room getting dimmer. I wanted to beg him not to kill me, I didn't want to die there with him I thought, then just like that, everything went black.

 

 

 

 

 




 

“Are you done playing games?” I cut my eye away from the TV to give him a dead stare.

He was settled against the doorframe wearing black tailored dress pants and a stark white dress shirt that made his olive skin look darker than it was. My first instinct was to tell him to go fuck himself, then I remembered that doing so before had got me choked out and locked in a room for four days, so I remained silent.

My silence bothered him more than being trapped a beautifully decorated room, being waited on hand and foot for a few days by myself bothered me.

The twin Berettas he had holstered at his side drew my attention, reminding me who I was dealing with. Internally I shook my head at myself because low key, I was also thinking about how fucking sexy he looked.

He stared at me hard. “Any time you’re ready to apologize I’ll let you out.”

I chuckled under my breath. Apologize for what?
 I had followed the golden rule and treated him exactly how he treated me.

I cut my eyes back to the TV and pretended he hadn’t said anything to me. I lost count of the minutes he remained standing at the door in silence watching me as intently as I pretended to watch the TV. He broke the silence with a demand, “Come here, Bella.” The pace of my heart kicked up. There was an edge to his tone, darker and deeper than I heard before.

I knew how to pick my battles. Without hesitation I pushed myself from the four-poster bed, straightening the shorts on my silk pajama set as I went. He moved quicker, came to me. When he was within breathing distance. He reached up and gripped my jaw in his meaty hand, applying just the right amount of pressure for it not to hurt, but make me aware of the fact he could hurt me. He leaned in so our lips barely touched.  “I will only indulge you in your temper tantrum for so long Bella, before I apply pressure,” he threatened as his grip on my jaw tightened. I stared blankly back at him, “So fucking stubborn.” He said, then let out a groan biting his lip and looked at me with a mixture of anger, resentment, and pride in his eyes.

I blinked hard. He was so odd.

Releasing his grip on my face he pressed his lips to mine. Frustration and want grappled inside of me. Want winning. I fucking kissed him back, even though it was the last thing I should have been doing. I didn’t even have the dignity to pull away, he did, leaving me panting. “Since I can’t make you talk, I’ll make you scream.” He said.

Without warning Biast dropped to his knees in front of me,y shorts were pulled down my right leg was over his shoulder and my pussy was in his mouth before I could object,. He glided his tongue in and out of the crevices of my cunt before pulling my clit between his lips and sucking. The sensation caused tears to come to my eyes. I gripped his shoulder, dug my nails into his flesh breaking skin and biting my tongue against the urge to scream like he wanted me to. He ratcheted up the pressure, gripping my ass, he spread me wider, switched tactics and pierced my opening with his tongue He sucked at the thick honey dripping from me.

I moaned as my legs began shaking. He was about to suck that scream out of me when the person who appeared at the door beat him to it. I screamed and jumped away, flew to the bed to cover myself. Biast glared at me before glancing over his shoulder and speaking in Spanish to the person who interrupted us. I understood that he was being summoned by his father and from the looks of it he wasn’t happy.

 

I watched him push himself up from the ground. He wiped his face with the back of his hand, adjusted his dick, all while continuing to glare at me like I’d robbed him something. “Tell him I’ll be there in a moment, Mateo.” That’s when I cut my eyes to the door and discovered the intruder was the driver I’d flashed. Our gazes collided, the lust in his was louder than words. I rolled my eyes. Biast noticed. Mateo didn’t. He missed Biast’s eyes narrowing in his direction before he barked, “Now Mateo!” I cringed at the malice in his voice. Mateo startled and cleared the door quickly. Biast scowled at me, his jaw flexing from how hard he was gritting his teeth. He opened his mouth to say something, but quickly closed it, spun on his heel and left the room, leaving a chill behind. My heart kicked up. I had a feeling the stunt I pulled in the car the first day would come back to haunt me and soon.








 

 

 “Send her back or kill her. Or I’ll have her killed. I don’t care, just get rid of her. She’s a distraction.” My father said sternly. Sitting across from me, behind his desk, his eyes narrowed to slits. He gave me a look that would have made a man from lesser stock squirm.

“No.” I shook my head and replied just as sternly. I wouldn’t, no I couldn’t let her go. Not when I couldn’t get the taste of her off my tongue. I respected my father, but I was not giving Bella up.

He slapped his hand down hard on the table. The angriest expression colored his face red.

“She was not supposed to be forever. I indulged you because you seemed determined to have her, but more than two weeks have passed, and you missed a very important meeting. You’re neglecting your duties as my son for the first time since they were given to you. “

I saw something on his father's face that I had never saw before.  Disappointment.

Surprisingly it didn’t bother me in that moment, I had spent all of my life doing exactly what he asked of me. Without asking for anything in returning. Without wanting anything for myself. Only Bella.

I listened to him for nearly fifteen minutes as he went on about how my marriage to Bella didn’t benefit the family in any way. Out of respect, I remained quiet until he mentioned marrying Camilla Perez.

My face twisted at his words as my hand went up to trace the leathery patch of skin that use to be unblemished and smooth.

Camilla had been promised to me since she was sixteen. That had only been five years earlier. She was impetuous and spoiled, and violent. She had been bred that way. Dangerous men needed dangerous wives. She would have been perfect if she wasn’t a spoiled child. She’d been sitting to the left of me, at my left at my father’s dining table when I told her father and mine that I wouldn’t be marrying her. She took her sterling silver serving fork to my face.

“No.” I made a promise that if I saw her again she would draw her last breath.

“It’s not a suggestion, Hijo. It’s an order.” He narrowed his eyes as his tone dropped. “Your marriage to the Negra will be annulled. In two weeks’ time you will marry Camilla.” He said with an air of finality, that brokered no argument. Then he leaned back in his seat. His words whipped around the space between us causing the tension in the air become palpable. His eyes locked with mine, waiting for my reaction, daring me to defy him.

For some reason, at that very moment the words of the priest echoed in my head. “What God has brought together, let no man tear apart.”

“Do you understand?” my father asked again.

I gave him a silent stare but nodded. I understood

My father clapped his hands together loudly and gave me a wide grin.

I understood perfectly what I had to do.

 








 

I was literally snatched out of my sleep.

It happened so fast I barely had time make a sound, let alone defend myself. Heart pounding, adrenaline producing fear rushed my system.

 My scalp burned from being dragged from the bed by my hair.  I dug my fingers into the hand that wrapped around my locs, using them like ropes. The carpet clawed at my skin. The sounds of me and screaming and begging for help echoed off the walls of Biast’s massive estate. Suddenly I was hefted up and thrown over someone’s shoulder as they descended down a set of stairs. I knew it wasn’t biast carrying me, it didn’t smell like him.

By the time I got my bearings together enough to figure out what was going on I was being shoved into a room, then engulfed in darkness. My other senses kicked in, my sense of smell in particular. Every hair on my body immediately stood on edge. The smell of old blood in the air singed my nose hairs, the blood in my veins chilled. The negative energy was stifling.  Very bad things happened in that room. My heart raced as my mind imagined all those things.

I sprung to my feet, bounding towards what I hoped was a door. I made it only a couple feet before meeting hard unyielding flesh. I bounced back, falling onto my ass. The lights clicked on. There were so many. They were so bright they were blinding. I raised my hand to blocking out the glare so I could see. Looking up from the ground I locked eyes with Biast, his were frantic. His nostrils flared, his ebony hair was slicked to his head and his clothes were disheveled, even from the ground I could smell the alcohol bleeding out though his pores.

I opened my mouth to ask him what was going on, but before the words could leave my mouth he ducked down, gripping my jaw between his thick fingers, silencing me instantly. The dread I’d managed to keep in check since his men had come for my father bubbled to the surface. My heart pounded in my ears.

“Look at it.” he roared. My head swam and my ears rang. It wasn’t until he actually forced my head into the direction he wanted me to look, that I saw he was holding a phone.  I gasped at the sight. It was me. On that first day in the car, flashing his driver. Biast had already showed me he could become irrationally jealous at just the thought of me and another man. I could only imagine what he was about to do to me after seeing what I done. Fear gripped my heart and squeezed. What was he going to do to me? My eyes found and lingered on the Beretta’s at his side.

“I W-was- “ I tried to give an explanation. He squeezed my jaw, once again preventing my words. He didn’t want to hear it.  Of course he didn’t. Nothing about him was rational.

I closed my eyes and hoped I’d wake up and be anywhere but there.

“You want to be Puta, I'll treat you like one.”

With those words knew I wasn’t going to die, not physically at least.

The sound of the teeth of his zipper coming together rang in my ears.

 “On your knees," his hand dropped away from my face, he gripped my hair tugging me up. I had no choice but to push myself up from the ground to avoid the pain. Still he yanked at my hair. Snatching me up quicker. My scalp burned.

 Anger flared through me. 

I balled my fist at my side, everything in me was yelling for me to fight what was about to happen. But logically I knew I couldn’t. I’d just be giving him an excuse to kill me. My eyes filled with frustrated tears. They flowed down my cheeks hot and heavy. I knew I could do nothing other than what he said. I opened my eyes and scanned the room. Hoping somebody would help me. All the men, about fifteen of them stood, unmoving. All signs of human emotion were absent from their faces, but I couldn’t even blame them for doing nothing.

Biast forced my head forward.

He took his time unbuckling his belt.  His pants dropped to the ground. His cock flopped out.

I turned away.

“Please, don’t do this. I’ll never forgive you.” I tried though I didn’t think he cared.

“I don’t want your forgiveness now. I wanted you to want to be here with me, for me, only me, Esposa.” He growled from above me.

I shrank back.

“Use your mouth for something other than lying. Show them what a good lil Puta you are, Esposa.”

The fact that he kept calling me wife and whore in the same breath made the situation worse, somehow.

“Please.” I tried again.

Instead of saying anything he gripped my jaw, squeezing until I open my mouth.

I reached up, tried to pry his hands away.

“Put your hand down and keep them there or I’ll let them all have a turn next.” He threatened in a tone that brooked no disobedience.

I followed directions. Allowed him to violently thrust his dick inside my mouth. It slipped smoothly into the back of my throat. I was forced to breathe through my nose.

I thought about biting down, but I refrained.

His hand clutched the back of my head, forcing me back and forth. I gagged. He didn’t ease up. He thrust faster.

What was worse than being forced to suck his dick in a room full of men was the silence. They all remained deathly quiet. Their breathing patterns barely changing. They had witnessed what was happening to me before. Probably worse.

Biast fucked my face and throat at a frenzied pace for what seemed like forever. When I thought I couldn’t take it anymore he abruptly stopped. He pulled his dick from my mouth. He snatched my head back using my hair. He grunted loud and deep as he jacked hot sticky cum all over my face. His essence mixed in with my tears. I kept my eyes downcast. And though I couldn’t see him, I could feel his glare on me. “Now you can go home.” he said.

Then he yelled something in Spanish that caused his men to bust out in raucous laughter like he’d done the night we’d been married..

Humiliation blazed through me like wildfire.

I looked up in time to watch him zip his pants and stagger off towards the door.  He barked out of bunch of orders in Spanish before exiting..

Everything after that went by at lightning speed. I was allowed to wash myself and change clothes. I was given my cell phone and my belongings, like my wallet and purse that I didn’t even know had been taken. Then I was led to a car where I was driven to the airfield, ushered onto a plane. I was numb, and detached from what was going on around me, so what had happened really hadn’t hit me yet. When the plane landed I was led to a car that took me to my father’s house.

I was on autopilot as I made my way up the stairs and to his door. I lifted my hand to knock when the door swung open. Mr. Albright, my father’s landlord opened the door and came barreling out, he was a big man, he almost knocked me over with his girthy stomach.. I gasped and stumbled back. “Oh, its you. The place is all yours now," he was smiling. His greasy black hair was slicked to his forehead. He lifted his meaty hand and offered me a set of keys. I frowned, looked at them, and then back to him in confusion.

“Your keys, I didn’t think you would be coming back after getting married, but that’s how life is. Sometimes it works out and sometimes it doesn’t. I let your ex-husband’s workers in to drop off your stuff, and I moved your father things back in from storage. Call me if you need help with your new furniture. I got some knuckleheaded sons who'd be happy to help. Your husband catching up the back rent and paying a year’s rent in advance really helped us. Everything has been cleaned and sanitized. These are new. Locks been changed as requested."

He dangled the keys in my face, then gave me and odd look. Realizing I wasn’t going to take them he reached down, gently took my wrist and placed them in my hand. I’m sorry to ramble on, you must be exhausted. I’ll let you go.” His feet slammed against the ground as walked off a few feet, but then he paused. “I hope your father gets better, seems like everybody is ending up in the hospital with COVID these days.” He offered before making his way down the stairs.”

I had locked myself behind the door before I realized what he had said about my father, but in the moment I didn’t care that he was sick or that his living room was filled with the bullshit Biast had brought me. I just wanted to go to sleep. I took off my shoes, then clothes as I went, I made my way to what had been my temporary bedroom, crawled under the covers and closed my eyes and let sleep overtake me.

 









Dios Mio.
 I dropped my head. I needed to pray. Camilla had to be penance for all the sins I committed in past and present life.

I sat back on my perfectly good four-thousand-dollar settee, the one she wanted to replace it, listening to her babble on about what she would be changing after she moved into my estate in Florida. We’d be living there after we married, and I’d be taking over Florida operations.

My father and her father were off in the corner discussing my life, as if I was a child instead of a forty-year-old man.

“I always wanted to move to Florida.” Camilla giggled in her sister’s direction. Her sister, Veronica or Victoria, or Vera, who in the fuck knew—was an exact replica or her. Dark haired, beautiful, but younger, about sixteen or seventeen. She spared her sister a single bored glance before directing her attention back to her phone. I had to wonder who’d her father be marrying her off to for power. That’s how our world worked. We were pawns.

Realizing her sister wasn’t paying her any attention Camilla clucked her tongue and slid her eyes in my direction. When she found me watching her a smile curled her lips, putting her dimples on display. She gave her breasts a little shimmy.

It annoyed me.

She was always preening for my attention, as if I’d forget and forgave her for what she’d done to my face. I adverted my gaze. My eyes ended up on my father who was watching me intently. He nodded and sneered. “Be nice.” he’d instructed me on the plane to Florida to meet them. Not making her swallow a bullet was as nice as I would get. I swallowed my anger and looked away.

For some reason, at that very moment, the words of the priest once again rang in my mind, “let no man tear asunder.”

I let my father, a mere man tear my wife from me. I had been weak.

The pounding in my head that had been there since I made Bella leave increased tenfold until it felt like my brain would explode. It intensified as I thought about the fact that she probably had run to her ex as soon she could. Just because I’d let her go, didn’t mean I wasn’t watching. Lucky for him, he’d rejected her. Also lucky for her.

I kept thinking about how we parted ways. I should have sent her off with a promise to see her again but watching her expose herself like she’d done caused something in me to snap.


Bless me Father for I have sinned.
 What I’d made her do would be added to my list of sins to confess to my priest.

“We’ll, I want to have kids right away.” Camilla said louder than necessary, making sure I heard her, I’m sure of it. Making her wishes known.

Earlier she’d told me she was a virgin. What in the fuck was I going to do with a virgin? Why would she want to give me her virginity? I hated her, she knew it.  Mujer estúpida.

I could feel her watching me.

I ducked my head, avoiding her gaze. With my eyes downcast I noticed my knuckles had gone white from clenching my fist too hard. My teeth also throbbed from being gritted so long in an effort to remain silent.

Camilla’s father laughed, setting my already frayed nerves on edge “You’ll birth an empire.”

I lost it. I snapped. I would not be having children with her. I was up and on my feet before I could stop myself.

All eyes turned to me.

My father stood. He clapped his hands together, drawing everyone’s attention.

“We don’t want to miss our reservation.” He said.

Camilla’s father, the greasy haired fat fuck glared at me, but slowly hefted himself from his seat and waddled over to his daughters. Camilla’s eyes kept straying back to me as he ushered them from the room.

My father lingered behind. He came to stand next to me. The smell of expensive cigars wafted off him. He wasn’t dying any time soon. That lie had simply been a ploy to get me married off to Camilla.

“Get yourself together, Hijo.” he rasped. “ Ahora! You understand?” 

I nodded.

“Good, now come. Your future wife awaits. Wouldn’t want to make her angry and have her take it out on your face again. “Laughing, he reached over and patted me on the back before following his future out of the door.

The rage that came from being pushed by my father into passivity over and over again was blinding. I had to breathe through it. I took a rare moment for myself. I slid my hand into my pocket and pulled out my phone. I dialed the number I knew by heart.

“Hello.” I hung up. I couldn’t say anything no matter how bad I wanted to. My father was ruthless and would do anything to make sure he got what he wanted.

Just hearing her voice was enough to calm my frantically beating heart. I forced myself to walk to the front door instead of out the back one.

I gripped the knob and took a breath before turning it, I opened the door, reluctantly. My father and our guest were already situated in the SUV. Camilla’s father’s men surround the car.  Camilla rolled down her window and waved me forward. I blew out a sharp breath to stop a sneer from taking over my features.

I made it just halfway down the long driveway before there was a bang!
 The ground underneath me shook. Heat kissed my skin. I was lifted up, and off my feet and blown backwards by a force that practically caved my chest in. My body was thrown to the ground. I heard more than a few of my own bones break as I bounced off the pavement. Pain radiated throughout my entire body. I closed my eyes running from it. Bella’s face flashed in my mind, then the world around me ceased to exist.

 








As I shoved past the boxes of clothes and things that I still hadn’t taken the time to unpack, my phone rang for the third time in an hour. I glimpsed at it sitting on the coffee table before flopping down on the couch and tucking my knees underneath me. I ignored it for the third time. Not only because it was from a private number, but because I was frustrated and didn’t feel like talking to anyone.

I had just come from the police station after filing a missing persons report for my father. For two weeks I’d been trying to contact my parents. Johnathan, my father had been in the hospital for three days. At first I was told I couldn’t go visit him because he’d tested positive for COVID. I called a couple days later, and he was no longer a patient? That didn’t make any sense. He just up and checked himself out? With a deadly disease? The nurse described my mother as the woman who had come to get him.

I searched father’s things and found her number. I tried calling her and got no answer. Finally I broke down and called her house. Not even her husband knew where she was. Though I shouldn’t have cared about what had happened to either of them after what they’d gotten me into, I did and something about the situation niggled at me.

I sat there trying to figure out why until a crushing pain, just on the right side of my head took up residence. A migraine was in my future if I didn’t relax. I picked up the TV remote and turned it on. What felt like minutes later I was being woken up by a series of knocks on my father’s front door. I fought to stay asleep. I didn’t want to deal with anyone. The knocks became more excessive.

Groggily, and reluctantly I sat up, then pushed myself up from the sofa and made my way to the door. Once the door was unlocked I swung it open without looking, prepared to tell whichever one of my father’s friends that had showed up this time that he wasn’t there, and I had no idea where he was or when he’d be back. I came face to face with Matteo. I had to blink a few times to make sure I wasn’t still sleeping.

Of all people for Biast to send, why would he send him? But then, maybe Biast hadn’t sent him, or maybe he sent him to kill me. My heart slammed against my rib cage. I took a step back in preparation to run. If I made it to my purse Biast would be getting his lackey back in a body bag. This time I wouldn’t be going easy. Matteo reached out and gripped my wrist stilling me. “Don’t…” he growled his warning then gave me a look that promised retribution if I tried anything.. “Biast wants you, there’s been an accident. He’s hurt.”

I scoffed, “What exactly does that have to do with me?” I asked putting on a good front. I wanted to ask if he was okay, how bad it was. I wanted to go to him and see for myself. Those thoughts confirmed what I’d been thinking since I was put out by Biast. I was suffering from Stockholm syndrome. Despite what he’d done to me, I still found myself thinking about Biast every moment of the day.

 

Matteo just stared at me like he expected me to give in because he was intimidating.  

“Did he tell you to take me? Or is he giving me a choice?”

“I’m not to take you against your will.” I snatched my arm from his grip. “Then tell your boss I’ll never step foot again on Dominican soil.”

“He’s here in Florida.” He volunteered and my already racing heart sped up.

“I don’t care.” I went to close my door.

Matteo stuck his foot in, stopping me. He gave me a serious look.

“I think you do care very much.”

I don’t. Now move your foot before I scream.

When he did, without another word I slammed the door in his face.

Wide awake now, I made my way over to the sofa and sat down, placing my head in my hands. Not even a half a minute later my phone rang. The number was private. But after Matteo’s visit I was almost positive it would Biast. He was probably the person that had been calling me and hanging up with without saying anything.

I answered “Hello.” Not bothering to hide the attitude in my voice.

“Lo siento, Bella. I know you don’t want to hear from me, you’ve made that abundantly clear, but I want to apologize for how I treated you and let you know I sent you away for your own good.” He sounded different. I couldn’t put my finger on how.

Before he could say more I hung up. Men like Biast didn’t apologize. The fact that he was made it seem more sincere. I wanted to forgive him and that made me angry with myself.

Instead of going back to sleep I did the stupidest thing I could have done. I googled his name. When I found out his father was dead I felt so much pain for him. I also found out he was less than a thirty-minute drive away with a concussion and broken ribs. I got up and paced the room. My hands shook. I was a crackhead feigning for a hit in that moment. I wanted to go to him. I chastised myself for being weak. Then I reasoned I wasn’t being weak at all. I was being compassionate. I was a compassionate person. I slid into my slides. I would make sure he was okay. Talk to a nurse, and then I’d leave. I wouldn’t even see him. “Yes, that’s what I’d do.”

To my credit I did approach his nurse to find out how he was doing. Then I reasoned that he might have information about my parents. I needed to look in his eyes when I asked him if he had hurt them. I would be able to tell if he was lying. I was lying to myself. The only reason I was working so hard to find my parents was because it kept my mind off him.

He looked fine, only a few bumps and bruises were visible. I blurted out the question about my parents without even saying hello. He told me he hadn’t hurt them and didn’t know where they were. I believed him.

I had done what I’d come to do. turned to leave. “Bella. Please stay.” I stopped just at the threshold.. There was so much emotion in his tone. It pulled at something in me. My mind flashed back to the time we’d spent together. Our body’s fused, exchanging panting breaths. Everything about us had felt right, despite all the wrong. I still ached for him. “I can only stay for a while,” I said, giving in. I ended up spending the next two weeks at his bedside.

 

 

 








Epilogue- 6 months later.

 

“What do you want me to do with them when you leave?” Javier asked after leading me down the set of stairs.

“Nothing. Lumière, Cogsworth, Chip, Mrs. Potts and Babette have all agreed to stay on in the interim. When things change, I’ll send instructions.”

He nodded and walked away.

After entering the code I had to put weight into pushing open the solid steel door that led to Bella’s parents.

They both stood abruptly when I walked in. It took Bella’s father more time and effort than her mother. Coronavirus had sure done a job on him. He was fifty pounds lighter and would need dialysis after it was all over.

“When are you letting us go?” Rose spoke up.

“I haven’t decided yet.”

Bella got it in her head that I had something to do with their disappearance. She had asked me about it the first day she showed up to the hospital I lied and said I hadn’t. Though the truth was… Her father had been taken at the same time she was, her mother a day later. They were locked away in my father’s house the entire duration of her stay. I promised her that I hadn’t killed them and wouldn’t kill them. I always kept a promise, I was a man of my word. But I also couldn’t let them get away unscathed. They had crossed me, so they would pay for that.

Being locked away in the safe room under my father’s house was my way of punishing them and keeping my promise. It wasn’t like they were being tortured. They had all modern-day conveniences, and they were waited on hand and foot. The punishment came from them being locked in one room together, only them. No other human interaction.

I had only come because I needed them to do something for me.

I pulled Rose’s confiscated cell phone from my pocket and threw it on the bed.

They both looked at it.

“I need you both to call the number that is saved under your daughter’s name and leave a nice voicemail letting her know that you’re safe and sound.” I didn’t understand why she constantly worried about them, not after how they treated her. But then, Bella’s willingness to forgive benefited me as well. After I explained to her the type of pressure I lived with, being kept under my fathers’ thumb, she forgave me. She understood fucked up parents.

Rose lifted her chin defiantly. “And if we don’t? You’re obviously not going to kill us, or we’d be dead already.”

I chuckled.

“Si, but I can torture you until you wish you were dead.”

The bravado visibly drained from her face.

She looked over her shoulder to her ex-husband, who in return stared at her as if urging her to make the call.

I waited for them to decide.

It was the father that picked up the phone and dialed the number. It went directly to voicemail like I knew it would. Being pregnant had Bella sleeping or eating most times and not much else. She still didn’t understand how her IUD had fallen out; she would never know it hadn’t, because I wouldn’t tell her I had it removed before she even stepped foot off the plane in the Dominican Republic. I knew I was keeping her from the moment I saw her at my club that night. I did everything I needed to do to ensure she would stay. Her pregnancy worked out better than I could have planned. She had been so adamant about us starting over slow after I left the hospital, then she found out she was pregnant and had no choice but to move forward at my pace.

Her father put the phone on speaker and held it between him and Rose.

I nodded for the mother to say something. “Hey baby, your father and I are--, well we’re around. You know how we do. I love you, Bella.”

”Me too, Bella. I love you too.” He chimed in before hanging up.

“Now, give it back.” I waved it over. The father handed it to Rose to bring it to me. Just when she was within reach, I wrapped my hand around her wrist and tugged her to me. She cried out as she hit my chest. I gripped her hair, pulling her head back, I lowered myself to her ear and then whispered. “Thanks for the idea on how to set your ex up. For that, you’ll be let go a lot sooner than him.”

I had hired an investigator to find Rose right after I spotted Bella in NY. They looked too much alike for it to be a coincidence. He found her, and in return for her life she offered up her daughter. The only problem was Bella was with Henry. That wouldn’t have mattered if he wasn’t who he was. Bella had no idea what kind of man she was with. I did. His family had ties to the mob. Their hands were into some of everything illegal, drugs, sex trafficking, weapons. I had to bide my time. I knew the pressure from his family trying to get him married off would bend his will soon enough. He was soft. His family let him play lawyer in return for doing what they needed to be done once in a while. He’d gotten rid of Bella as soon as he found someone to appease his family. Marrying some dead Italian mob boss’s daughter brought him more time to pretend.

I shoved Rose off of me. Without a backward glance, I left the room.

Javier was waiting out the door with a file folder he handed to me.

“What’s this?”

“The police in Florida arrested the man responsible for putting the bomb in your father’s car, he was shot resisting arrest before they could take him in and connect the bomb to you.”

I nodded. Everything had worked out exactly as planned. Every obstacle that stood in the way of me and Bella had been taken care of. My father crossed the line when he tried to force me to marry Camilla. The permanent limp I now had was a price I was willing to pay for causing his death.

Dropping my eyes to the ground beneath my feet, I crossed myself.

“Puede él descansar en paz”.

Javier chuckled.

“Your car is waiting outside.”

I patted him on the back.

Then buttoned my jacket.

“Enjoy our empire. I’ll be checking in when things aren’t too busy.”

Javier nodded.

He was loyal, which is why I put him in charge. Matteo would have shared power with him, if he wasn’t dead. There was no way I could let him live after what happened with Bella.

I walked up two flights of stairs and out of my father’s house without looking back.

The old Biast had died in that explosion that killed my father, and the man who had emerged from the fire was Bella's Prince Charming. I was learning to control my jealously. She had proved she wanted to be with me when she showed up at the hospital. Without the insecurities that came from thinking she didn’t want me and would leave. I had no reason to lash out at her. We would live happily ever after.
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