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Bella knew something was wrong before she even stepped foot in the bedroom. The first sign that something was off was the car parked on the street in front of the house. It was nondescript, a little old with a faded green paint job and one hubcap missing. The car itself wasn't unusual, but they lived in a quiet suburban neighborhood that was off the beaten path. Most of the residents parked their cars in their driveways, and visitors usually did the same. When people did park on the street, it was always in front of the house they were visiting. So why was this random car parked in front of her house?

Bella shrugged off the oddity and grabbed her purse, then headed toward the front door. Usually Fridays were one of the busiest days in the catering industry. There wasn’t a lot going on this weekend though, so her boss had let her go home early. It was only three in the afternoon, which left her a few extra hours before her husband John came home from work.

The next sign was waiting for her just inside the front door. She saw one of her husband’s t-shirts sitting in the middle of the entryway, with pink shirt lying next to it. The odd part was the white lace bra hanging from the doorknob of the coat closet nearby. It looked like John had tried to wash some clothes but hadn't actually gotten all of the clothes into the laundry room. The only problem with that idea was that the bra wasn't one of hers.

Before the truth of it could hit her, a soft moan floated through the house, coming from the hallway where her bedroom was.

It was a woman’s moan.

Her feet started to move toward the sound, while her heart sped up and her mind began to spin. The moans continued, and with every step, she moved faster. She was steps away from the door when her husband’s voice joined his partner’s overtures.

“Oh, baby, you feel so good,” he groaned.

Bella rounded the corner and found herself looking at her husband, buck naked on top of some blonde bimbo.

At first, they didn't notice her. Bella stood staring blankly as John plowed this woman she had never seen before. She couldn't understand it. They had been happily married. Everything was great. They had even had sex last night.

Now he was cheating on her.

Bella’s mind was consumed by rage. Her blood began boiling and every muscle tightened. She was going to attack, and nothing would stop her.

Her keys were in her hand, and just as she pulled back to throw them with every ounce of force she had, the girl looked up at her and screamed. Her hand whipped forward and they flew threw the air, striking John in the side of the head. He yelled and rolled off of his playtoy, then looked up at his wife with a shocked expression.

Bella didn't wait for him to speak. She grabbed a vase from the hallway table and chucked it at him. The girl was still screaming as he ducked to the side and avoided it by mere inches.

There was nothing else nearby, so Bella hurried into the room and toward the dresser. She grabbed the alarm clock and yanked the plug from the wall, then turned to hurl it at whoever she saw first. The girl had already jumped out of the bed though, and she scrambled naked out the door and down the hall.

Bella could deal with John later. She chased after the bimbo, following her to the front door and out onto their front doorstep. The girl booked it across the lawn, still completely naked and covering her privates with her hands, as the alarm clock sailed brought the air and crashed into her car. She hopped into the driver’s seat, but she had forgotten something. Her keys were still inside the house.

Suddenly, John bolted out the door past his wife. He had paused to throw on some pants, and he had his girlfriend’s keys in his hand. Bella had nothing to throw, so she began screaming at him with everything she had.

“Get the fuck out and don't come back, you useless piece of shit!” she cried. “I hope you fucking die!”

He slipped into the passenger seat and jammed the key in the ignition. The car started and the tires squealed as they sped off.

Bella stood on the doorstep, still in shock. A few neighbors had poked their heads out to see what was going on, but she didn't care. Her life as she knew it had just ended, and she fell to her knees crying.

A year had passed since that day, and Bella looked back on it with fond amusement now. They had only made it a few miles before a cop pulled them over and arrested the girl for driving naked. There was something bittersweet about knowing that little detail.

John would later admit that he had been carrying on an affair for almost six months. There was no coming back from that, and Bella wanted nothing to do with him. They divorced, and she had done quite well in the settlement. Life moved on, and she had somehow kept going through the darkest part of her life.

Now things were looking up. She was eating healthier, working out regularly, and just feeling more healthy in general. John had been toxic to her and she had never even realized it. Now that he wasn't dragging her down, she had excelled in almost every aspect of her life.

Bella had not yet started dating, but instead put all of her energy into her work. That was how she had moved up to the position of event manager, overseeing a crew of chefs and waitstaff at different events. The event manager was the big boss whenever they were outside of the main office, and she took pride in being one of the best in the company.

It was a beautiful Spring day when she was called in to run one of their biggest events. A local businessman was holding a fundraiser at his luxurious mansion off in the hills of an obscure Massachusetts town called Belton. She had never even heard of it before she was assigned to the event there, so she arrived an hour early to scope out the location before the event started.

When Bella got there, she was greeted by a heavy wrought iron gate that had been left open for the guests. Following the directions her boss had given her, she made her way up the driveway and took a right where the road forked. The path to the left took the guests up to the main entrance, but this one wound around the back of the property to the kitchen entrance. That was where her staff would be unloading.

As she got out of her car, a small, flustered man in a black tuxedo came rushing out the door to greet her.

“Thank god you are here,” he said frantically. “My name is Bryan. I’m the event organizer for Mr. Singleton. He is extremely anxious about this event and I need everything perfect! Where’s the rest of your crew?”

“They are on their way,” Bella replied calmly. “We weren't scheduled to be here for another hour, but I wanted to get here ahead of time to see if I needed to do any prep work beforehand.”

“Early?” Bryan replied, exasperated. “They were supposed to be here an hour ago. My email said eleven in the morning!”

“No,” Bella said, still keeping her cool. “The message sent to us said one in the afternoon.”

“Oh, great,” he said, burying his face in his hands. “I must have typed it wrong. If you can get them here as soon as possible, that would be great. I’m sure you’ve heard the rumors about Mr. Singleton, so we don't want a misstep.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever heard of Mr. Singleton before,” she replied, pulling out her phone to ask her crew to leave earlier.

Bryan stared at her, dumbfounded.

“How have you never heard of Kevin Singleton? He’s all over the news and tabloids every other day. The Beast of Belton?”

It suddenly dawned on Bella who he was talking about. She hadn't made the connection to the name of the town, but now it all made sense. Singleton was known for his aggressive business tactics, which had made him into a billionaire by the time he hit thirty. He often made business deals that resulted in massive layoffs, and always showed little empathy for those who got caught in the wake of his actions. As long as he made a profit, that was all that mattered.

Singleton also had a reputation as an abusive womanizer. Several female employees had filed sexual harassment charges against him, but somehow they all seemed to fade away before they made it to court. The rumor mill claimed that he would simply pay the women to go away, while others said that he would make the victim’s lives a living hell until they gave up on their claims. Either way, the cases always disappeared before they made it to court.

Now Bella understood why Bryan was so flustered. Her heart began racing and her palms were sweaty, but with a few deep breaths, she pulled it together. She was a professional, and she always did her best. There was no room for errors, and even more so today. With a few texts, she made sure her crew would be there with time to spare.

By the time the guests started to arrive, all of the prep work was done and the wait staff was passing hors d’oeuvres and champagne. Within a few hours, they had finished their work and were cleaning the kitchen before they left. Once again, Bella had pulled off a miracle and made it work, even when the mistake wasn't hers to fix.

As the afternoon wound down, Bella was bent over the stove scrubbing away with her staff when the kitchen door swung open abruptly. A towering man in a finely-tailored suit came charging in, with two men in tow. One of them was Bryan, who looked incredibly nervous and agitated. The other was unfamiliar, but he seemed much more calm and relaxed as he busily scribbled notes in a small organizer. His hair was slicked back, and he would occasionally glance up to peer at her over the top of his thick-rimmed glasses.

Bella recognized the taller man from his many appearances in the news. His jet-black hair was carefully combed and contoured. He had a handsome face, but it was hidden behind an angry scowl. The Beast of Belton looked like he was on the warpath.

“Where is Mr. Barbeaux?” he asked haughtily.

“It’s Miss Barbeaux,” Bella proclaimed proudly, setting her rag down and approaching the billionaire.

Mr. Singleton had a look of disdain on his face, but when he turned toward her, she saw his expression falter for a minute. He looked her up and down carefully, then crossed his arms across his chest like a spoiled child.

“It's my understanding that your staff was an hour and a half late today. Would you care to explain yourself?”

“Actually, sir,” she said smugly, “we were given the wrong start time. Once I was made aware of the mistake, I had my crew here a half hour early and still managed to keep our operation running on time with the schedule I was given.”

“Milton, who was responsible for giving them their start time?” Mr. Singleton asked, his eyes never leaving Bella.

“That would have been Bryan’s responsibility, sir,” the third man replied, and they both turned toward the nervous event organizer.

“A mistake like that is unacceptable,” Mr. Singleton told him bluntly. “You're fired. Perhaps you should look for a new line of work. Event organizing doesn't seem to be a good fit for you.”

Bryan began to stammer in his own defense for a moment, but he knew there was no point in squabbling. With the Beast of Belton, once something was done, it was done. There was no coming back. He lowered his head and left the room without another word.

“You handled yourself very well today, Miss Barbeaux,” Mr. Singleton said, turning back toward her. “Thank you for your hard work. I’m very impressed.”

Without waiting for her reply, he turned on his heels and breezed out of the kitchen.

Bella inhaled deeply, realizing she had been holding her breath during their encounter. She returned to her work, but a few moments later she was interrupted again when Milton returned on his own. He handed her an envelope with the remaining payment for the evening.

“Mr. Singleton has a dinner this Thursday evening, and he asked me if you could attend to the catering for the evening. He will offer double your usual fee, but he would like you to run the evening. Would that be a possibility?”

“I believe we are available that evening, but I would have to check the schedule when I get back,” she said.

“I would suggest saying yes,” Milton advised her. “Mr. Singleton can do a lot for your company, and he doesn't like to hear the the word no.”

He turned to leave, but Bella was quick with her reply.

“From what I saw tonight, I don't feel very confident about saying yes, either.”

Milton stopped and turned slowly toward her. He stepped a little closer, watching her sternly.

“Mr. Singleton is not as bad of a boss as some people might have you believe,” he said, speaking in slow, measured tones. “He does ask for careful attention to detail, and I will tell you that this was not Bryan’s first mistake. Don't be so quick to judge. Bring your staff here on Thursday and see if you still think that. If you don't feel comfortable after that, I will remove you from our lists and make sure you are never bothered again. Does that sound fair?”

Bella paused for a moment to contemplate it, then nodded. If the schedule wasn't open, she would make sure it was. This was a great opportunity to expand her personal client base, and she couldn't complain about getting paid twice her usual fee. It was worth the chance, and it was only one evening.

By the time Bella had gotten back to the main kitchen, Milton had already emailed her all of the details for Thursday. It was a simple menu for a dozen guests, so she would only need a barebones crew. She was still a bit nervous, but she knew she could handle it.

Once again, she arrived early to make sure everything was in place and ready to go when her crew arrived. Now that she knew what was at stake, she had dressed in server’s attire so she could bounce back and forth between the kitchen and the dining room. That way she would be able to keep an eye on every little detail.

When the first dish was ready, Bella grabbed one of the plates and pushed through the service door. She found herself standing in a long, dimly lit hallway lined with display cases. The other servers had already been to the dining room to set the table, so she followed them down the hall until they pushed through the door at the end. The room beyond was a spacious one with lofted ceilings over a huge wood table. A sparkling chandelier cast long shadows across the wall, giving it a spooky feel. Despite the dire atmosphere, there were a dozen men in suits seated at the table

Mr. Singleton sat at the head, and Bella headed toward him while the other servers delivered their plates to the remaining guests. As she set his food down in front of him, he looked up and gave her the faintest smile before returning to the conversation. She perused the table to make sure everything was in place, then ducked out the door after the rest of her staff.

As the evening progressed, Bella continued to serve Mr. Singleton herself. He gave her that faint smile each time, but his gaze seemed to linger a little longer as the night went on. There was something behind his smoldering blue eyes that captivated her.

With every trip down the hall, Bella would look into a different display case. There was one in particular that stood out to her. Every shelf held several books placed on stands with the front of the book facing outward. It was the only case with a lock on the door, and Bella found herself wondering how valuable these old books must be. After delivering the last course to the table, she lingered a little longer to try and get a closer look. One particular book was all by itself on the topmost shelf, and she stood on her tiptoes to try to get a better view.

“That's one of the earliest printed versions of Grimm’s fairy tales,” a voice spoke, startling her.

Bella spun around and found Mr. Singleton watching her intently with his hands in his pockets. Somehow, he had managed to make it most of the way down the hallway without making a sound, and she suddenly panicked when she realized she had made a huge mistake.

“I’m so sorry, sir,” she said apologetically. “I was just admiring your collection. I love old books, and it caught my eye.”

“Please don't worry like that, Miss Barbeaux,” he said, chuckling as he approached the display case. “I can't be mad at a fellow book lover. They open us to a whole new world, and show us dark details of the human condition that we might not have considered otherwise. This book is the perfect example. Did you know that the Grimm brothers didn't consider themselves writers? They didn't make up these stories themselves. They were tales that had been passed around orally for generations, and they simply wanted to collect them in one place to preserve their memory. These stories have inspired countless others, and you can't really put a price on influence like that.”

“Certainly not,” Bella answered. “I never knew that.”

Her nerves had started to calm, but she didn't want to be rude and just walk away, so she lingered for a moment.

“Do you read often?” he asked her.

“Almost every night,” Bella admitted. “I love being able to escape to another world and just forget my problems for a little bit. It's quite freeing.”

“I feel the same way,” he said solemnly. After a brief pause, he changed the subject. “You did an excellent job this evening. My colleagues were very impressed with the food and service, as was I. I hope you will continue to provide us with your services in the future.”

Mr. Singleton turned and walked slowly back toward the dining room. When he got to the door, he stopped and turned back toward her slightly.

“There was a few issues with the placement of the dinnerware at the beginning of the meal. The guests didn't notice, but I did. Please make sure to check before the guests are seated next time.”

Then he was gone.

Bella felt her cheeks burning red. He was right. She should have checked the settings before they had sat down at the table. If there was a next time, she wouldn't let that happen again.

Over the next few months, Bella was called back to the estate in Belton to oversee dinners as often as every other week. Each time, she checked every detail meticulously and made sure her servers did the same.

Whatever the group was that she had been called on to serve, they seemed very secretive. She began to notice that whenever the servers entered the room, the conversation would fade away quickly. Their business was none of hers, but she did find it intriguing that they would be so covert that even a fragment of conversation wasn't allowed when others were present.

Bella’s interactions with Mr. Singleton were infrequent, but he would sometimes stop to thank her for her hard work. Every now and then he would correct some minor mistake, but he wasn't overly rude or overbearing when he did. The Beast of Belton seemed pretty tame to her, but that didn't mean she didn't occasionally see his darker side with his other staff. The only one besides her that seemed to be immune from his controlling behavior was Milton, who never seemed to make even the slightest mistake. He had adapted to the whims of his boss and was very adept at making sure the anger never fell on him.

After one particularly successful dinner, Bella was cleaning up with the rest of the staff when Milton made one of his rare appearances in the kitchen.

“Excuse me, Miss Barbeaux. Could I speak to you in private for a moment?”

Bella set her rag down and stepped out the door into the hallway. For a moment she feared she had made a significant mistake, but she would have expected Mr. Singleton to handle something like that in person. Milton’s calm demeanor helped soothe her fears.

“Mr. Singleton will be attending a fundraiser at the Boston Public Library this Saturday night. Because of your fondness for books, he asked me to see if you would be willing to attend the event as his date for the evening.”

Bella was caught off guard by the request. She smiled on the outside, but something inside her told her this wouldn't be a good idea. If she said yes, she would be opening the door for a non-professional relationship with him, and she had already worked so hard to maintain her lucrative deal with the estate. Plus, she remembered the rumors about his penchant for harassing women, and she wondered if this was how those incidents began. The entire idea made her hesitant.

“I don't think that would be a good idea,” she said finally. “I usually work on Saturdays, so I might be busy already.”

Milton gave her a stone-cold stare. Bella could see the wheels turning as he tried to figure out the best way to approach this.

“If that is your answer, I will pass it along to Mr. Singleton. However, I would remind you that he’s not the kind of man who likes to hear the word no. He was quite insistent that you attend the event with him, and I worry that denying him might affect your professional relationship with him.”

Bella furrowed her brow, feeling frustrated. She was trapped between a rock and a hard place, and either answer seemed to have negative consequences.

“I don't even have anything to wear, though,” she said in a last-ditch effort to get out of it.

“That won't be an issue. You can come here around noon I will set you up in one of the spare rooms. There will be a gown for you, as well as someone to do your makeup and style your hair. Everything will be handled. All you have to do is show up.”

“Then I guess I don't have much choice,” she replied sullenly.

Milton smiled victoriously, then turned and walked away, leaving her standing in front of the case that held Mr. Singleton’s prized book collection. Bella took a deep breath, then returned to her work.

On Saturday, Bella was up early in anticipation of what was to come. There was no way to tell how this evening was going to unfold, and that made her incredibly nervous. She had handled so much up to this point, though, and this was just another drop in the bucket. If he made her feel bad in any way, she wouldn't hesitate to find a cab to take her home.

She pulled into the driveway just before noon. Unlike her previous visits, the gate out front was closed, but when she buzzed the intercom, it opened before her.

Instead of taking the right fork toward the kitchen, Bella decided that she should come in through the front door this time. As she pulled up and parked in the empty loop in front of the main entryway, Milton was waiting dutifully for her.

“I’m glad you decided to come today,” he said with a smug grin. “Follow me and I will show you to your room.”

Bella fell in behind him and followed him obediently as he led her through the house. She had only seen the kitchen, the hallway, and dining room, but she knew there was a lot more to it, just based on the palatial size of the building. The grand entryway was open and spacious, with two separate staircases curving up to the second floor on the left and right. She had seen places like this on television, but this was the first one she had seen it in person. She hesitated for a moment to take it all in, then hurried after Milton as he climbed the right staircase.

The hallways turned left and right, winding past dozens of closed doors. Every now and then it would branch in two different directions, like a giant maze. Even if she wanted to leave, Bella wasn't sure that she would be able to find her way.

When they finally got to her room, she was in awe. The room was enormous, with couches and a television off to one side. The centerpiece of the room was a huge four-poster bed made from intricately carved mahogany wood. To the right was a set of double doors that led to the bathroom and a dressing area.

Milton pushed the doors open and Bella was greeted by three women bustling about. As soon as they saw her, all of their attention was on her. They hurried over excitedly like fairy godmothers preparing a young woman for a night at the ball. The only thing missing was a pumpkin that they could turn into a carriage.

Their names were Sherri, Terry, and Clarice. All three were dressed in eccentric outfits. Sherri was blonde, while Terry was a brunette. Clarice was the standout of the bunch, with a frizzed-out mop of hair on her head that had been dyed to a faint shade of pink. Together, they made an amusing trio that constantly vacillated between friendly joking and frenzied snipping.

Bella wanted to see the dress, but her stylists refused until they had finished everything else. She was ushered into a chair in front of a mirror, where they set about preparing her hair and makeup. It took over an hour as they carefully twisted her long brunette hair into braids, then spun them into a tight little bun on the back of her head. They then added a few decorative pins that made her hair look like it was dotted with starlight. Despite her nerves, Bella smiled widely when she saw the finished product.

Once they were done, they pulled her by the hand and led her out of the dressing room and into the main room. While they had been hard at work on her, someone had brought in four beautiful gowns and laid them out on the bed. There was a pink one, a blue one, a yellow one, and red one. Bella found herself drawn to the yellow one. It was a long flowing dress with modest accents that were tactful and beautiful. As soon as she pointed to that one, the women began clapping their hands excitedly. The decision was unanimous.

The women swarmed around her and began stripping her clothes off without any concern for her modesty. The dress had built in support, so when they unhooked her bra and removed that as well, her hands quickly clutched her breasts to hide them. Thankfully she had chosen a pair of cute red panties, because that was all she was left with when they were done.

They carefully guided her into the dress and zipped it up around her, wrapping her in radiant sunshine. The girls were ready to do any alterations, but somehow the dress just fit her perfectly, as if it was meant for her. Once everything was in place, she was led back to the bathroom and placed in front of a huge mirror where she could see the entire finished product.

As Bella looked at her reflection, she was filled with excitement. This was her fairytale moment, where she could be the beautiful princess with no worries or concerns. It felt magical, but there was a tense undertone of frustration behind those positive emotions. Ever since she had left John, she had promised herself that she would never let a man walk on her like that again. She had pushed herself to be strong and independent every single day, but now she was going to this benefit to satisfy a man and preserve herself professionally. That wasn't the way she wanted to live her life, but she told herself it wouldn't hurt to let herself feel beautiful and magnificent for one night.

With their work done, Sherri, Terry, and Clarice vanished and left Bella alone in the room to soak it in. A few minutes later, there was a knock on the bedroom door. She crossed the room with her dress swishing behind her, and opened it. Mr. Singleton stood before her, and when he looked up from the cufflink he was fiddling with, she could see the awe in his eyes. A smile spread across his lips and his entire face brightened. For a moment, she would never suspect that he could ever be called the Beast of Belton.

“You look amazing,” he said, unable to put any other words together.

“Thank you, Mr. Singleton,” Bella replied, feeling her entire body flutter with excitement.

“Please, call me Kevin tonight,” he said.

“Very well, Kevin. Is it time to go?”

“It is. May I escort you to the car?” he asked humbly.

“Certainly,” she answered, then held out her hand to him.

Kevin took it and led her down the long, winding hallways. Eventually they emerged in the front hallway and made their way out to the limo waiting out front.

As the car wound its way toward the city, the two of them chatted amicably. Bella was once again surprised by how inaccurate the popular opinion of her host could be. He was a sweet man with a gentle nature, but he seemed to hide that at every turn. It made her wonder what had happened to make him such a heartless cutthroat in his professional life. She knew from personal experience that it took a certain degree of control to succeed, but he seemed to take that idea to new heights.

Bella found herself captivated by his boyish charm. Whenever she would crack a small joke, he would let out a hearty laugh that was contagious. There was nothing beastly about him in that moment.

The car pulled up in front of the library, and Kevin jumped out first. When he opened her door, she saw a bright red carpet stretching from the curb up the steps to the door. On each side of the carpet was a line of photographers scrambling to get a picture of the billionaire’s mystery date. Kevin held out his hand and guided her to her feet, then slowly meandered past the press. He would stop every few steps to pose for a photo, and Bella followed his lead nervously. She had never had this much attention focused on her at one time, and it was overwhelming.

The inside of the library had been cleared for a huge dance floor. A small orchestra played softly in the background while women in boisterous gowns were spun across the floor by their dapper dates. It looked like something out of a movie.

Kevin passed her some champagne, and she downed it in a minute. Her quick move made him smile, but he also stopped to pass her another. Bella made a mental note to take this one a little slower while Kevin guided her around the room. He seemed to know everyone there, and many of them were happy to see him. At the same time, there was a fair share that seemed equally fearful and nervous in his presence, and she was once again struck by the two sides of his persona, one personal and one private.

Despite spending a lot of time networking, Kevin seemed to make sure that Bella was more than just arm candy. Every now and then he would pull her aside to a quieter area and chat with her for a bit. After they had finished off a few more glasses of bubbly, he took her by the hand and led her out onto the dance floor.

Kevin was an amazing dancer. Bella had never done any type of ballroom dancing, but her host led her around the floor with a series of twirls and spins that made her feel even more like a princess. She was still in control of herself, but there was something freeing about giving in to his guidance and letting him lead her with the flow of the music. A permanent smile had taken over her face, and she giggled a little more often.

As the night wound down, Kevin notified his assistant that they were ready to make their departure. He said a few goodbyes to his closest colleagues before they made their way outside. Bella felt a comfortable buzz, but she was far from drunk. Being with Kevin seemed to have a calming effect, and she had imbibed a lot less alcohol toward the end of the evening. When they slipped into the back seat of the limo, she was smiling from ear to ear with giddy excitement.

The ride home was even more enjoyable now that she had fallen into stride. Kevin turned the attention away from himself and took a little time to get to know her better.

“How long have you been in the catering business?” he asked, giving her his full attention.

“About ten years now. I started right out of school, but I didn't really get into it until after my divorce last year. After that, I dove in head first to keep myself distracted. Since then, I’ve really found my place in it.”

“Well, I’m sorry to hear about the divorce, but it looks like something good came from it at least.”

“It is a good career,” Bella agreed with a shrug.

“That, too,” he chuckled. “I actually meant it was good because it gave me the chance to meet you.”

Bella blushed and looked away. He was doing something to her, making her feel like a teenage girl. Was she ready for this again? Her scars from John were still fresh, and that made it hard to trust anyone. Kevin seemed different, but after everything she had heard, she wasn't so sure.

He sensed her unease and hurriedly changed the subject.

“Thank you for coming with me tonight. That charity is one of the most important to me. As a child, I was an avid reader, and I feel it's important that books be available to anybody with the desire to find them,” he said, somewhat somber in comparison to their earlier conversations.

“I think that's a great cause,” she said, once again surprised by his humanitarian efforts. She had never read about his charitable side, but something like that wouldn't really sell as many magazines as the sexual harassment charges. “How long have you been involved with the Public Library?”

“I can't even remember, honestly. As soon as I had enough money to share it with others, I was contributing to them. They say that people who like to read have a much broader imagination and much higher level of intellect. What do you think?”

“I agree,” she said, watching his eyes as they returned to her. “It takes a lot of imagination to paint a picture with words, but it can also take you to a whole other world.”

The car had just pulled into the driveway, but Bella was thoroughly lost in those deep blue eyes. A spark of excitement crossed his face, and he smiled gleefully.

“Can I show you something?” he asked her suddenly.

“Okay,” she replied, quite curious about what could light up his face like that.

Kevin exited the car and once again offered his hand. Bella took it and followed his lead. Her dress swished around her feet as they hurried past the stairs and through the belly of the house. They made their way through the maze of hallways until he stopped in front of a huge set of double doors set into a towering archway. She looked at him nervously, wondering where he was taking her.

“Is this some sort of kinky sex room?” she asked, only half jokingly.

“Don't be silly,” he answered, narrowing her eyes at her. “I may be an eccentric billionaire, but I’m not going to make an entire room just for sex. That's just ridiculous.”

The two of them giggled for a moment, before he grabbed one of the door handles and twisted it. The doors opened, and the room beyond was enough to take Bella’s breath away.

The space inside stretched up to the top of the house, taking up two stories of an entire corner of the building. Lining the walls were bookcases stretching all the way to the ceiling. A small balcony surrounded the second level, where more books covered every inch of available space. There were a few small tables and comfy chairs in the center, making the perfect area to sit and disappear into any one of the millions of books surrounding you.

Bella rushed through the door and began perusing the spines closest to her. The subjects were just as varied as the colors of the bindings that held them, from Shakespearean plays to classic Greek and Roman literature, with a selection of modern authors intermixed. It would take a lifetime to read this many books, but she would never be lacking.

Kevin stood just inside the doorway, watching her run about like a kid in a candy factory. Every wall held new surprises that captured her attention for only a moment before she discovered the next one.

There were small ladders on sliding tracks that gave access to the upper shelves. Bella spotted an old leather-bound copy of Huckleberry Finn on one of the higher shelves, and she quickly grabbed one of them and rolled it nearby. Within seconds, she had scaled the ladder and grabbed the book, but as she tried to come down, her bellowing dress caught her foot and she felt herself teeter backwards. Suddenly the air was rushing past her as she toppled backward. She winced in anticipation of the coming impact, but instead she felt the soft embrace of her date, catching her a few feet from the ground.

Kevin had foreseen the accident as soon as she grabbed the ladder, and was already below her when she stumbled. Now Bella looked up into his anxious eyes with his powerful arms holding her, and she felt safe, safer than she had felt since the day she had left John.

Just like that, he was there, inches away from her face. He smiled down at her, his eyes seeming to probe her soul, and she suddenly realized she wanted him. Her eyes drifted closed and his lips were on hers, kissing her as he cradled her in his arms. Bella wrapped her arms around her neck and pulled him closer, wanting to feel his presence. She craved him in a way that she had never wanted any man before. Her entire body ached to feel him.

When he stopped kissing her, Bella knew exactly what she wanted.

“Take me to my room,” she whispered longingly to him.

Kevin turned on his heels and rushed out of the library. His feet seemed to float across the floor as he guided her down the hallways and up a back staircase to the second floor. Bella buried her face against his shoulder and held him close, feeling the power in his body as he carried her. When he pushed through an anonymous set of doors and into the room where she had gotten dressed earlier, he deftly set her down on her feet and pulled her back into a kiss.

Kevin’s lips were rough and firm, brushing against the softness of her skin as he moved down and began kissing her neck. Every touch seemed to fuel her desire even more, driving her crazy with lust. Part of her couldn't understand how she had even gotten here. She didn't even want to come tonight, and now she wanted the Beast of Belton to take her, to control her. She wanted to feel his lips on every inch of her body, but the dress seemed to act like a wall between them.

Bella pushed him away and took a few steps back. It had taken three women to get her into this dress, but taking it off would be much easier. She reached behind her back and slowly pulled the zipper down. The fabric loosened around her, and she pulled it down. As the dress passed below her chest, she remembered that she wasn't wearing a bra, and Kevin would have a clear view of her naked breasts. That didn't bother her though. She wanted to show him. She wanted him to see her.

As the dress collected in a pile around her feet, she stepped out of it toward Kevin in only her panties. He pulled her back into his arms and kissed her again, this time with a fresh passion. His strong hands were on the bare skin of her back, holding her close as their lips came together fervently.

Bella broke away from the kiss and began pawing at any button she could find. First his jacket came off, then the vest below.  As she unbuttoned his shirt, Kevin pulled at the bow tie around his neck and tossed it aside. Soon he was down to his undershirt, and she peeled that up and off to reveal his toned body below. Her hands slide over his muscles for a moment before returning to the warmth of his kiss again.

Kevin scooped Bella up in his arms and carried her across the room. He set her down on the edge of the bed and slipped her panties off, then dropped to his knees. She laid back, letting his hands spread her thighs. When his tongue slid along the soft folds of her pussy, she let out a sigh of relief. He began tracing gentle circles around her clitoris, teasing it without touching it. A long, undulating moan escaped her lips, and she grabbed his head as he explored her sex with his mouth.

Kevin’s tongue moved deftly, touching her in places that had been long neglected. Her entire body was vibrating, her muscles trembling. The first pangs of an orgasm started inside her, and when he slid one of his fingers into her wetness, she felt it spread through her body like a tsunami.

As her climax passed, Kevin moved up onto the bed. His body hovered over her, teasing her. He grabbed her wrists and pinned them against the bed above her head, once again showing his fierce dominance.

“Do you want me?” he whispered in her ear as he kissed the soft curve of her neck.

“Yes, please,” Bella pleaded.

“Tell me,” he pressed, his lips brushing her skin.

“I want you inside me,” she begged. “Fuck me.”

Bella hadn't seen or felt his cock yet. He was still wearing his boxers shorts as he nuzzled her. John had always made her suck him before he would fuck her, but Kevin showed himself to be a much more giving lover. He pulled his boxers off with one hand while the other continued to hold her wrists. She felt the tip of his manhood brush against her pussy before he guided it inside her.

Bella had been with several men, but Kevin felt bigger than any of them. He wasn't big enough to hurt her, but just the right size to stretch her a little and fill her in ways that she had never felt before.

Kevin slipped in and out of her, making love to her with a gentle but demanding touch. Bella surrendered herself to him, giving him total control of her body. Something about the way he talked to her, the way he treated her, made her trust him despite all the warnings to the contrary.

Another orgasm consumed her body within minutes, and Kevin slowed down until she had regained herself. Then he pulled free from her and stood up, looking down with a satisfied expression.

Bella looked up at him and smiled. Her eyes slid down his body until she saw his cock, still erect. His skin glistened from her juices, and unlike her previous sexual experiences, this time she wanted to taste him. She rolled onto her belly and crawled to the edge of the bed, then slid her lips around his manhood.

Kevin’s cock felt heavy and warm against her tongue. She licked the bottom of his shaft, tasting the saltiness on his skin, then let her lips slide across his skin as she moved back and forth along his length.

After a few minutes, Kevin stopped her. He wanted more, so he climbed onto the bed and moved behind her. As his cock penetrated her again, Bella felt the weight his body bearing down on her, driving himself into the deepest recesses of her body. His thrusts were more forceful, and his lips brushed the nape of her neck as he took her once again.

Bella’s hands clutched the sheets as she felt herself flying higher and higher. Her entire body tingled delightfully, and she could feel him growing harder with each stroke.

“Don’t stop,” she pleaded.

Kevin obeyed willingly. His body clapped against her a few more times before he let out a deep groan and stopped with his entire length deep inside her. Bella felt his cock explode, spraying his seed deep into her waiting pussy. Another orgasm came hard and fast and she screamed into the sheets.

Kevin rolled onto the bed beside Bella, and she pulled herself up against him and buried her face against his chest. She hadn't realized how much she had needed this, to feel that close intimacy with another person. She had avoided it ever since her heart had been broken. Now that she felt him close to her, below her, she felt a calm serenity that had long been missing.

“That was incredible,” she sighed, squeezing him tightly.

“You were incredible,” he replied, then kissed the top of her head.

Bella lazed in his arms, basking in the sweet afterglow. She had never felt this content and happy, even when she had first started dating John. It made her question everything she had thought about love. Kevin was still a bit of a stranger to her, and she was far from in love with him at this point, but she had certainly found a special connection that she wanted to explore further.

“I can't believe I had to be coerced into coming tonight,” she blurted out without thinking. “This has been one of the most magical nights of my life.”

Kevin’s breathing stopped suddenly, and his entire body became tense. Bella felt it, but she had no idea that something was wrong until he spoke.

“What do you mean? Who coerced you into coming?” he asked, suddenly very defensive.

“I didn't mean it in a bad way,” she said, looking up at him. “I just wasn't sure if it was a good idea to mix business with personal, especially after all the rumors I’ve heard about you and other women. I was worried you might not hire me again if I turned down the invitation.”

Kevin sat up, and Bella moved off of his chest. She suddenly felt very uncomfortable, so she pulled the sheet up over her chest to cover herself.

“So you only came with me because you were pressured to do so?” he continued. “Why wouldn't you be honest and say no if you didn't want to go? Who pushed you to say yes? Is this a set up?”

“No, it's nothing like that,” Bella said, backpedaling on her earlier words and trying to find a way to calm him down.

Kevin stood up and pulled his boxers back on, then scooped up his clothes. She wanted him to stay, to let her be close, to enjoy the moment, but she had touched a raw nerve without even knowing it.

“Please, don't leave,” she pleaded. “Let me explain.”

“There’s no need to explain,” he said, wheeling around on her with rage in his eyes. “Everyone wants to take advantage of me, to use me and my life to make theirs better. None of you care about me or what it does to me. I thought you were different, though. I thought we had something special, but I guess I’m just a pawn to you. I’ll leave you alone now. You can stay the night if you can't drive, but I want you gone in the morning.”

He stormed off toward the door and opened it, then paused for a second and turned halfway back, making sure he wasn't looking directly at her.

“As a lover of books, you were the last person I expected to judge a book by its cover, or even by the words of its critics. Sometimes the story isn't what you expect it to be, but I guess I’m still just the Beast of Belton to you,” he sneered.

Kevin didn't wait for her reply. He was gone, and the door slammed shut behind him.

Bella felt lost and confused. In less than a minute, she had gone from pure bliss to miserable pain. She had meant it as an innocent comment, but she had hurt him bad enough that he had fled without giving her a chance to defend herself. The sad part was that he was right. She had jumped to numerous conclusions without giving him a fair chance, and that wasn't right.

Bella buried her face in her hands and the tears began to roll down her cheeks. It wasn't just his words that had hurt her. She had spent over a year fighting to rebuild herself after the horrible nightmare of her marriage, and not once had she stopped to let herself actually feel the grief. The emotions flooded her mind like a tidal wave, sweeping away the strong, independent facade that she had learned to hide behind. She had found something special, but by not opening herself up to what it could become, she had destroyed it all with thoughtless words.

She wanted to leave, but there was no way she could drive in this state. The house was big enough that Kevin wouldn’t be able to hear her, so she curled up under the sheets and let the tears come. In the morning, she would clear out as quickly as she could. Hopefully she wouldn't come face to face with Kevin again.

The pure mental exhaustion had taken a toll on Bella. While she wanted to be out of the house before anyone woke up, the soft sheets and thick, comfy blankets made her sleep much later than she had planned. She snapped awake when she heard a gentle knock on the door.

Bella hopped out of bed and realized she was still naked. She saw a robe hanging on a hook near the bathroom and pulled it on quickly before scurrying to open the door just a crack. Milton was standing in the hallway with a tray of breakfast food.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, wiping away some residual tears from her eyes. “I’ll get my things and leave immediately.”

“I know Mr. Singleton asked you to leave at your earliest convenience, but I was wondering if I could have a word with you before you go. Please, just a minute of your time? I brought you some breakfast, too.”

Bella hesitated. She wanted to vanish from the face of the planet, but she was already regretting her rash behavior the night before. It wouldn't hurt to let him talk for a moment before she headed out, and her stomach growled angrily when she saw the food. She nodded politely and opened the door to invite him in.

Milton carried the tray of food in and set it down on a small table in the corner of the room. He took a seat on the side of the table away from the food and gestured to her to join him.

Bella sat down and took a sip of orange juice, then began picking at the food. Milton watched her silently, letting her get a few bites before he started.

“First, I want to apologize to you. It was never my intent to coerce you into going with Mr. Singleton. I knew you were hesitant about being alone with him, and I know his reputation has shaded your opinions of him. I wanted you to spend some time with him to see the real man, not the one that you see in the press. There is much more to him than that, and I assume you’ve realized that after seeing his charitable efforts.”

Bella shifted her food around on the plate, her stomach suddenly tightening a little more. She nodded without a word, and Milton continued unabated.

“I tend to be very good at handling Mr. Singleton and keeping him happy. However, I missed the mark in this situation, and he made that very clear to me this morning. He wants me to assure you that the events of last night will not affect your professional relationship with this estate. In fact, he has another dinner this Thursday, and he would like your team to oversee the catering again.”

“I would be happy to do it,” Bella replied solemnly. “It's the least I can do. I feel partially to blame for last night. He was so nice to me, and that comment I made? That wasn’t right. Please tell him I’m sorry.”

“I will pass the message along, but I’m not sure if it will mean as much coming from me. Perhaps you should save that apology to give to him directly.”

Bella nodded, but her stomach tightened again. The idea of apologizing was never a pleasant one, and she felt pretty bad about this situation. It would be difficult, but Milton was right.

He stood up and straightened his jacket, then gave her a pleasant smile.

“I’m going to leave you to enjoy the rest of your breakfast. When you are done, your car will be waiting for you out front. I do hope to see you again at our next dinner. Sincerely, I mean that.”

Bella gave him a weak smile, and he departed from the room swiftly. She took her time finishing her meal, but the wheels in her head refused to stop turning.

The following Thursday, Bella was at the Belton estate as expected. Her heart raced as she wondered how it would feel to see Mr. Singleton again. Before she had put her foot in her mouth and sent the night spinning out of control, she had genuinely enjoyed his company. It wasn't his wealth. It wasn't his power. It was just him, that handsome man who hid his heart of gold behind a gruff exterior.

Bella scooped up the first plate and made her way down the hallway to the living room with her team of servers close behind. She pushed through the door and into the living room. Once again, the conversation fell silent in the presence of the staff. She made her way around the table and leaned down to set the first plate directly in front of the host.

Bella’s eyes flitted toward Mr. Singleton as she leaned in, but he stared blankly at the man sitting next to him at the table. There was no eye contact, no interest, just a dead gaze that refused to even acknowledge her. He was as cold as ice. She didn't dare linger, as that wouldn't be professional. Instead, she stood up and quickly followed the other servers into the hallway.

While the others returned to the kitchen, Bella paused in the hallway. As soon as the others were gone, her tears began to flow. All the joy of that night was gone, lost in a jungle of regret.

“He’ll need some time. You just have to be patient.”

Bella jumped, unaware that anyone was in the hall with her. She turned and saw Milton standing just inside the door to the dining room.

“Why did he invite me back here if he was going to treat me like that?” she asked angrily, looking away.

“He invited you back because I suggested it, but he’s treating you like this because he's hurt. If you think he doesn't care, then why does he seem so upset about it?”

Bella didn't understand. She was trying to, but her head was a firestorm of emotions right now. Mr. Singleton was making her feel like shit, like she was nothing, and that wasn't fair.

“It was a mistake,” she blurted out. “I told him I was sorry, and if he can't accept that, then there's nothing I can do. I shouldn't have even come here tonight. This was a mistake.”

“But you came anyway,” Milton replied with a sigh, “and that speaks volumes.”

Then he was gone. Bella shook off the sadness and wiped away her tears. She had no time for these games. She had a job to do, and she would do it right.

The rest of her crew had prepared the next course. Bella chose to stay in the kitchen while the rest of the wait staff delivered the next set of dishes to the table. She would spend the rest of the night in the kitchen, trying to forget about the man in the other room. Despite her best efforts, his face stayed fresh in her mind.

It was already dark out when Bella got home. As she pulled into the driveway, her headlights splashed across a beat-up car parked along the curb in front of her house. She watched the vehicle carefully as she got out of her car and prepared to run for the door when she saw the driver’s side door open, but she knew his face as soon as he stepped out of the car.

It was her ex-husband, John.

“What do you want?” she asked exasperated at him. They hadn't seen each other since the divorce, and she had hoped to keep it that way.

“You look excited to see me,” he chuckled as he stuffed his hands into his pockets. “I just wanted to come by and say hi.”

“So you waited outside my house like a creeper rather than calling me?”

“I knew you wouldn't answer,” he said smugly.

“You were right. Now tell me why you're really here,” she snapped back.

“I want you to give me another chance,” he stammered, clearly not ready for her fierce response. “I know I messed things up, but please hear me out.”

“No way,” Bella said, then began walking toward the door. “That ship has sailed, you piece of shit.”

She walked confidently toward the door, ready to ignore anything he said. There was no way she would even consider what he was asking, and that got her almost to the door before he found the exact words to stop her.

“It's that asshole billionaire, isn't it? The Beast of Belton. That's why you are saying no, right?”

“How did you even know about that?” she said as she spun on her heels to face him.

“It was all over the papers. Pictures of you with him at the library. You do realize that charity is a front to hide his fortune, right? A guy like that doesn't just save libraries out of the kindness of his heart. He's a crook and a woman beater. Is that really what you want?”

Bella was already emotional from her cold welcome at Mr. Singleton’s dinner, and she didn't need her ex-husband’s bullshit on top of that. His words were like daggers, opening her fresh wounds even wider.

“You know nothing about him. Just because you are a cheating piece of shit, doesn't mean he disrespects women like you. How dare you!”

Bella began to turn away. It was over, it was done, and she didn't want to hear any more. That didn't stop John from throwing one final dagger, though.

“Of course you would whore yourself out for some asshole billionaire. I should have known it was all about the money.”

Bella stopped cold. His words stung in ways that he could never even know. The way John was talking about Mr. Singleton was the exact way she had acted toward him after their night at the library. She had jumped to her judgements before truly seeing the kind man who had shared his vast library with her. She had assumed he thought he could own her with his money, and those thoughts were the exact thing that had made her prejudge him without even knowing who he was. It was all too much, and her brain filled with rage.

There was a row of stones lining the walkway, and Bella bent down and grabbed one. John saw it and turned to run for his car. The first one just missed him as he ducked to the right. The second flew past him and slammed into the side of his car as he dropped into the driver’s seat. Before she could let the third one fly, his tires squealed, and he was gone.

The next day, Bella felt like she had to drag herself out of bed. It had been an emotional week between her encounters with Mr. Singleton and John, and she felt like it had taken everything out of her.

She was scheduled to work, but instead she chose to call out and take the day to recover. Her bed felt so comfy, and it would take a miracle to get her to leave it. That miracle finally came in the form of her friend Kristin.

Bella had known Kristin since they were kids, and they had always been a big part of each other’s life. She had even been the maid of honor at her wedding to John, and her sole source of comfort in the wake of their divorce. It had been weeks since they had spoken, and when Kristin suggested a Friday night drink, Bella knew she would be doing a lot of explaining.

“So he isn't anything like they say?” Kristin asked as they ordered their third bottle of wine.

“Not at all! He was sweet, and kind, and gentlemanly,” Bella replied with a distinct slur. “I have no idea why I even said that to him, but it really hit a sore spot. I tried to pull back from it, but even when I went back yesterday, he wanted nothing to do with me.”

“Screw him, then,” her friend bellowed, a little too emphatically for the nice restaurant they had chosen.

“Shhh,” Bella giggled and hid her face. “Not so loud!”

“I’ll scream it if I have to!” Kristin answered, lowering her voice anyway. “You're a catch, even for a billionaire. He sounds like a fool if you ask me.”

Bella giggled again, feeling the redness in her face. She glanced out the front window of the restaurant, and for a split second, it felt like her heart stopped.

A man had been walking by in a sweatshirt and jeans with the hood pulled up tightly around his face and a pair of sunglasses. Bella only caught a glimpse, but she could have sworn it was John hiding below those shades and grey fabric.

Before she could be sure, the mystery man was gone from her view. Bella shook her head and pressed the heel of her hand into her eyes, then took another long drink of her wine.

Eventually they decided to leave the restaurant behind and find a venue that would be more conducive to their loud conversations. As the night wore on, Bella knew she was getting too drunk, but she didn't care. The alcohol was dulling her mind and helping her forget. The only downside was that she still had that creepy feeling, like she was being followed. Sometimes it would be a glimpse of the mystery man, or a voice that sounded like his. Every time she felt it, she pulled a little closer to Kristin and kept a wary eye out for him.

Bella didn't tell Kristin about her encounter with John the night before. Instead, they continued to talk about Mr. Singleton. The two of them bounced ideas back and forth about what kind of secrets he was hiding.

“Maybe he has a sex dungeon?” Kristin cackled.

“I don't think so,” Bella answered a little too seriously. “I already asked him that.”

“You did what?” her friend barked back, wide-eyed.

“He was showing me the library and I thought it was going to be some satin-lined room filled with whips and chains. I liked the books a lot better anyway!”

“If you like books better than whips and chains, then you aren’t talking to the right guys,” Kristin snickered.

Bella smacked her on the arm, then handed her purse over to her friend.

“I’ll be back. Watch our drinks while I pee!”

She hurried through the crowd, but there was a line of drunken women waiting for their turn, so she had to wait. When she returned fifteen minutes later, Kristin had a smug grin on her face.

“What did you do?” Bella asked, narrowing her eyes.

“Nothing!” she said sharply, then snickered and covered her mouth.

Bella snatched her purse back and pulled out her phone. She should never have left it with Kristin, and that was confirmed when she saw a text to Milton in her messages.

“Tell your boss to stop being such an asshole,” the message read.

Bella stared at Kristin in disbelief. The phone buzzed in her hand, and she was terrified to see his reply. The message wasn't a reply though. It was an unidentified number.

“I knew you were a whore. Seeing you dressed like that just proves my point. I don't know why I ever wanted a dirty slut like you back.”

Bella’s head whipped around as she tried to find John. He was here, watching her, and she was scared. When the phone buzzed again in her hand, she almost leaped out of her skin.

“Are you okay, Miss Barbeaux?” Milton’s reply read.

“No, I’m not,” she typed quickly. “I’m being followed and I don't know what to do.”

“Where are you?” he answered almost immediately.

“Downtown, at a place called Gypsy Bar,” Bella typed. “I’ll be fine though. I have to go.”

Bella didn't want to scare Kristin, so she pulled her to the middle of the dance floor and tried to disappear. If she could keep herself hidden a little longer, maybe she could find him in the crowd and duck out in the opposite direction.

The two women danced for a long time, but Bella couldn't shake her nervousness. She needed to get out of here, and soon. Someone grabbed her wrist on the crowded dance floor and she spun around, smashing the stranger in the face with her clutch. It wasn't John. It was just some guy who had lost his balance and tried to grab the closest person, but her hit caused the crowd to part around them. That would draw even more attention, and that was the last thing she wanted.

Bella grabbed Kristin’s wrist and pulled her through the crowd and outside.

“What was that about?” Kristin cried out in shock.

“John is following me,” Bella blurted out. “We need to go!”

“What? Since when?” Kristin said, standing her ground and not moving.

“I don't know, but I have to go!”

Fleeing down the street was probably the stupidest thing she could have done, but she was drunk and panicked, neither of which helped her think straight. She just needed to get away.

Kristin turned to the bouncers and was talking to one of them animatedly. Bella looked past her and saw the stranger in the hoodie coming toward them, and her survival instincts kicked in. She turned, ready to bolt, when a black Mercedes pulled up next to her on the street.

“Get in!” Mr. Singleton bellowed at her from the driver’s seat. Milton was sitting in the passenger seat next to him.

Bella turned and called to Kristin, who hurried over to the car. The two of them climbed in the back seat and the engine roared to life as they sped away.

Bella felt her head spin wildly. The alcohol mixed with her adrenaline and she felt dizzy. Mr. Singleton and Milton didn't say a word, but they didn't need to. With her friend next to her, she buried her face in her hands and began crying harder than she ever had before. At least it was over now.

When Bella first opened her eyes, she wasn’t even sure where she was. After a few blinks, she recognized the room. It was the same one she had slept in the last time she was at Mr. Singleton’s estate.

There was a soft knock on the door, and she realized that was what had woken her from a dead sleep. She looked herself over and found she was still wearing her clothes from the night before. Most of the evening was a hazy memory, and she had no idea what had happened after they had gotten in the car, or where Kristin was at that moment.

“Come in,” she called out, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes.

The door opened, and she fully expected to see Milton walk through the door. Panic filled her mind when she saw Mr. Singleton step through the door with a tray of food and a morose look on his face.

“Milton was going to bring your breakfast, but I wanted to check on you,” he said as he set the tray down on the table in the corner. “Come. Eat something. It will make you feel better.”

Bella climbed out of the bed and made her way to the table. Her head was spinning, her stomach tight. She knew she was a mess. Her hair was tied up into a dirty bun and her makeup had probably started to run at some point. It wasn’t the way she wanted Mr. Singleton to see her, but he already seemed to have a low opinion of her, so it really didn’t matter either way. She sat down across from him and began poking at her food.

“Your friend Kristin is still asleep in the room next door,” he continued, his eyes focused elsewhere in the room. He refused to look at her, which made her feel even worse.

“I’m sorry for what I said last night,” Bella stammered, but Mr. singleton cut her off with a wave of his hand.

“Kristin already told me she was the one who sent the first text, but she’s right. It’s been brought to my attention that I have been an asshole to you since our night at the library.”

“I’m sorry for that, too,” she continued, but again he stopped her.

“You don’t need to apologize. I can be quite sensitive on the subject of consent, and I overreacted. If you knew some of the things I have been through, you would understand, but that still doesn’t justify my behavior. Tell me about the man stalking you last night.”

“My ex-husband, John. He showed up at my house a few days ago, but I didn’t think he would follow me like that.”

“What did you tell the police when he showed up the first time?” he asked with a note of concern.

“I didn’t call the police,” she answered plainly.

Mr. Singleton looked at her for the first time when she said that. He stood up, looking down at her from what seemed like a towering height. His expression was both angry and worried, but it scared her for a second.

“Your ex shows up at your house and you didn’t call the police?” he asked, exasperated. “What if you had gotten hurt last night? Do you know how worried I was?”

Bella looked at him with a stunned expression. Suddenly it all made sense. He wasn’t being an asshole because he didn’t care. He wasn’t mad at her for judging him. He was mad because he liked her more than he wanted to allow himself. He had let his guard down for her, and she had dismissed him as just another rich guy without any feeling or emotion. Bella was upset about him being distant because she liked him, but she had failed to realize that he was falling for her, too.

Without another word or thought, Bella leaped out of her chair and wrapped her arms around him, her lips pressing against his. Kevin enveloped her in his arms and met his kiss with an equal fervor.

Bella had no idea how long they stood there, but it felt like both an eternity and a fleeting moment. She didn’t want to let go of him. She didn’t want it to stop. Eventually he pulled back and looked into her eyes.

“I want you to be safe,” he said finally. “Will you stay here, in this room? He won’t be able to follow you here, and it will be much safer than being home alone by yourself.”

Bella bit her lip and nodded, then buried her head against his chest. He felt so comfortable and warm, and she didn’t want him to leave, but now wasn’t the time for that. She needed a shower and a change of clothes. Kevin seemed to read her mind.

“I’m going to leave you alone for a little bit. Feel free to use the shower, and I’ll have someone bring up a change of clothes for you and Kristin. My driver will take you home to collect your things. Will you have dinner with me later this evening?”

“I’d love that,” she whispered, then squeezed him a little tighter.

The two of them let go and Kevin headed to the door. He paused in the doorway, looking back at her one more time with the sweetest smile, and then he was gone.

It took over an hour to fill Kristin in on everything that happened. When Bella told her about the kiss that morning, her friend clapped her hands excitedly like she had just gotten to the best part of a romantic movie. Once they were caught up, Kevin’s driver took them into the city to get their cars. The driver returned to Belton, but Bella noticed two black SUV’s following her to her house. Apparently Kevin had decided she needed a security detail, and after her hectic evening, she wasn’t going to argue.

She grabbed a few things at home, some clothes for dinner that evening and some personal items she liked to keep nearby. There was no way to tell how long it would be until she felt comfortable coming back alone, so she wanted to be prepared just in case.

When she arrived back at the estate, Milton was waiting for her. He led her silently through the hallways toward her room, and even though she was starting to get an idea of the layout of the house, she appreciated his company.

“Thank you,” Bella said as she followed him. “For last night, I mean. If you hadn’t told him, I don’t know how I would have gotten out of there.”

“There’s no need for that,” he replied solemnly, looking back at her. “Mr. Singleton would have fired me on the spot if something had happened to you, and I never would have been able to forgive myself.”

“I didn’t know he cared that much,” Bella said quietly.

“Perhaps you don’t know a lot about him. Give him a chance and maybe he’ll surprise you.”

“He already has,” she answered with a giggle.

Bella pulled out a simple black cocktail dress.  There weren’t a lot of choices in her closet when it came to “dinner date with a billionaire,” but she felt comfortable and sexy in this one. She didn’t know if she would sleep with him tonight, so she picked out some cute underwear just in case he got to see it.

Bella found herself nervous in anticipation of eating in the vast dining room with just Kevin. She was pleasantly surprised when a member of the house staff led her toward the library instead. Inside, a small table had been set up in the middle of the spacious room. It was a quaint little setting for just the two of them, surrounded by the walls of towering books.

Kevin was waiting for her when she walked in, and he stood up with a warm smile on his face when he saw her. The staff member excused herself and he pulled Bella’s chair out chivalrously.

“I love it in here,” she said as her eyes circled the room.

“Me, too,” Kevin said as he blushed, “but probably for a different reason.”

“What do you mean?” she asked with a curious glance toward him.

“This was the place where I kissed you for the first time.”

It was Bella’s turn to blush. She remembered falling into his arms and getting swept up in that beautiful moment. The memory had been clouded by the events that followed, but her entire body tingled when she remembered it vividly.

Dinner was an elaborately crafted meal of some of Bella’s favorite dishes. At first, she thought it was merely a coincidence, but by the third dish, she became suspicious. Kevin picked up on it and chuckled.

“I contacted your work and asked them to provide some of your favorite foods. Your staff is actually preparing the meal this evening,” he said.

It was sweet to see the lengths he was going through for her. Some women might find it creepy, but Bella loved his attention to detail.

They talked and laughed through the entire meal, just as they had during their night at the library. The boyish charm was back, his angry exterior replaced by a warm, friendly man who seemed to make her feel at home with every turn.

As they finished their dessert, the servers swept into the room and whisked the dishes away quickly. Once they had vanished through the door, Bella heard the soft tones of a violin waft through the air, quickly joined by the deeper tones of a cello accompanying it. She glanced up at the upper balcony and saw three musicians with their instruments cradled close. Kevin stood up and offered his hand. A smile danced uncontrollably across her lips as she was pulled to her feet and led in slow, dramatic circles around the room. It was the perfect touch to make her feel like a princess.

With every spin and twirl, Bella felt herself drawing closer to her partner. His grip held her body, their faces inches apart and both of them grinning happily.

With a final dip, Kevin guided her back to her feet. The musicians were gone, and now it was just the two of them again. Kevin looked into her eyes longingly, and once again she felt the urge to kiss him. She didn’t have to, though. He leaned in and kissed her first.

The two of them stood alone in the middle of the vast room, embracing like longtime lovers. Bella wanted more, though.

“Can we go to your room?” she asked him.

Bella had been in this house many times, but Kevin always came to her room. She had never seen his room, his bed, or any of his personal space. He was still holding himself back from her, and she didn’t know why.

A shadow of hesitation passed over Kevin’s face, but he nodded and took her by the hand. Once again, Bella found herself being led through the maze of hallways until they came to another door, this one as grandiose as the entrance to the library. Without a pause, he turned the handle and led her inside.

Kevin’s bed was an intricately carved wooden masterpiece with four posters on each corner. The woodwork was incredible, with mythical beasts carved into each column. The arms, legs, and tongues made little loops that looked both ornamental and somehow functional at the same time.

The rest of the furniture matched the style of his bed. It was all very gothic, made from dark mahogany wood with detailed inlays and carvings. The room itself was almost as big as her whole house.

Bella only had a moment to take it in before Kevin pulled her close. His hands were on her, touching and exploring as they kissed fervently. This was his place, and once again he was in control of her. All she had to do was follow his lead.

Kevin pulled her clothes off and tossed them aside, then guided her to the bed. He laid her back and dropped to his knees, parting her thighs before running his tongue across her dripping wet slit. Bella gasped loudly as an electrical spark ran through her entire body like a flash of lightning. She tried to squirm, but his hands were gripping her thighs, and they tightened when he felt her try to move.

Her amorous lover licked her sensually, teasing her clitoris with slow but forceful circles. Her body began floating away into a state of ecstatic bliss.

Kevin finally stopped and crawled onto the bed. Before he could take her again, though, it was her turn. Bella pushed him back and tore at the zipper of his pants until she had freed his manhood, then sank her lips down around it. It felt good to have him in her mouth, the warm flesh of his length against her tongue. Her oral ministrations proved to be too much for him, and he stopped and pushed her back onto the bed once again.

Kevin’s lips found hers as she felt the tip of his cock brush lightly against the smooth lips of her pussy. He stopped for a moment and looked directly into her eyes as he pressed down and sank deep inside her.

This time, Bella cried out loudly. She had missed the feeling he had given her that night, and now here he was, once again fusing with her body in the most carnal way.

Bella had no idea how long they made love, but it felt like hours of pure heaven. When he couldn’t hold back any longer, he clutched her body and pressed himself as deep as he could before unleashing his seed deep inside her.

Kevin rolled onto the bed, and Bella quickly snuggled herself up against him.

“I missed that,” she whispered, and he responded by squeezing her tightly in his arms. This felt like home.

They were both quiet for a while. Kevin stroked her hair absently, but she could tell he was preoccupied.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, turning her eyes up toward him.

Kevin looked back at her and hesitated for a moment, but then he seemed to second guess himself.

“I want to show you something next weekend. Saturday. Are you free that night?” he asked.

Bella lifted herself up on her elbows and looked at him. There was something behind his eyes that she couldn’t put her finger on. The Beast of Belton seemed nervous. It was the first time she had seen his confidence waiver, and that made her curious.

“Of course,” she said.

“This is a very private part of my life, and the few people that I felt comfortable enough to share it with have used it against me. I told myself I would never share it again, but I think you’re different. I hope you’re different.”

“I promise not to do that,” she said, then kissed him. “I already hurt you once. I never want to do that again.”

Bella slept in his bed that night, and when the morning sun peeked through the windows, they made love once again. For the first time in forever, life felt good.

Kevin was already gone when Bella awoke the next morning. She climbed out of bed and pulled the sheet around her naked body, then lingered a moment to look around his room.

There were pictures on one of the dressers that looked like his mother and father. There were no signs of siblings, but she made a mental note to ask him about it later. When she had seen enough, she wandered the halls and eventually found her way back to her own room. It had been a long week, and she was looking forward to spending the day under the covers watching crappy daytime television.

The rest of the week passed in much the same way. Bella would go to work, refusing to give up the career she had worked so hard to build. At night, she enjoyed Kevin’s company, and they made love in his luxurious bed every night.

When Saturday finally rolled around, her body was filled with nervous anticipation. She retreated to her room after having breakfast with Kevin, and took the day to enjoy a little time to herself.

Just after noon, there was a knock on the door. Bella slid into some sweats that she had brought along and found Milton waiting patiently with a cart of food, as well as a second assistant carrying a small duffel bag and a dress on a hanger, wrapped in dark plastic.

“Good morning, Miss Barbeaux,” he greeted her. “Mr. Singleton asked me to bring you some lunch and drop off some clothing for you. He was very particular that you wear the entire outfit as he has provided it. You will understand later this evening. Can you be ready around five this afternoon?”

“Sure,” she replied with a puzzled look as she took the bag. “What’s in here?”

“No questions, please,” Milton said as he waved her off. “The subject of this evening is a very personal matter to Mr. Singleton and not one that should be openly discussed. I promise you will be cared for very well tonight, and your personal boundaries will always be respected. All he asks is that you dress appropriately.”

Milton’s answer only confused her more, but she knew there was no point in pressing, especially with the other staff member present. She took the clothes and let them bring the food cart in, and then they were both gone.

Curiosity quickly got the better of her, and she decided the food could wait. First, she hung up the bag and pulled the plastic off of it. Underneath was a long dress that would reach all the way to her ankles. It was simple and plain, except for the fact that it opened completely in the front, all the way from the top to the bottom. There was a row of buttons that could be used to fasten it closed, but it seemed more like a cover up than an actual dress. Once it was buttoned, it would be very snug and form-fitting.

The next question was about what it was supposed to cover. Bella turned to the bag and unzipped it, spreading the contents out on her bed. There were three items inside.

The first was a bralette, a full coverage top with built in support. It was sexy without being revealing, and the lower edge extended several inches below the bottom of the cups. There was a matching pair of boyshort panties, with straps dangling from the lower edge that could be attached to stockings. The last item was a package of sheer black stockings.

Bella looked them over. Why was it so important what kind of underwear she wore tonight? Even without the cover up dress, she would be comfortable wearing just the lingerie he had brought her. It seemed to cover more that her bikini, and she had no problem wearing that in public.

She tossed them aside without another thought and returned to her food. Once she had eaten, she explored the house until she ended up back at the library. She spent the next hour perusing the books, then returned to her room to shower and dress.

As she slid the lacy bottoms over her smoothly shaved legs, Bella couldn’t help but smile. She felt so sexy in this, and whatever secret it led to, she had a feeling it was going to be a fun one.

She added the bra and stockings, then checked herself out in the mirror. Everything fit her perfectly.

The cover up was snug on her body, but still flattered her form in the best ways. She turned several times in front of the mirror, and she loved the way it looked from every angle.

Milton knocked on her door a short while later and led her toward the front of the house. As they stepped out onto the expansive front steps, she saw her date dressed in a neatly-fitted suit. He was standing beside a sleek black Lamborghini, an accessory that would look good on anyone.

“You look stunning, Miss Barbeaux,” he said with a smirk, returning to their old formality for just a moment.

“As do you, Mr. Singleton.”

Kevin held out his hand and led her to the passenger door. As it sprung open, Bella felt overwhelmed. This car was probably worth more than her home. She fought back her nerves and slid obediently into the passenger seat. Moments later, they zipped down the driveway and off into their evening.

The Lamborghini moved westward into the Berkshires of Massachusetts. There were fewer people out his way, and many of the houses were larger estates that served as weekend getaways for the millionaires of Wall Street. The views were beautiful and relaxing, even when they were reduced to the small area illuminated by the headlights.

Bella lounged in the passenger seat, feeling the soft hum of the car under her. Even the sound it made was sexy, and somehow it was turning her on.

Their first stop was at a small chateau located on the top of a hill. At first Bella thought it was someone’s home, but Kevin explained to her that this was a highly exclusive restaurant. There were no signs out front. It survived simply on word of mouth from its wealthy clientele. They were seated in their own private dining room, where they enjoyed a lavish dinner paired with the finest wines. As a caterer, Bella had served some very expensive bottles, but none of them compared to these.

They set out again when they had finished their meal, and after another hour in the car, they finally reached their destination. The car stopped in front of a huge wrought iron gate, and with the press of a button, the two halves swung inward so that they could enter.

The small road wound its way uphill through the trees until it emerged at the top of another small rise. A palatial mansion stood before them, with a line of expensive sports cars parked out front. Kevin pulled his into a special spot that had been left open just for him. As he killed the engine, he turned toward Bella.

“This is one of my secret properties. I don’t keep my name on the deed because I don’t want anyone tracking it back to me. There’s a party inside, with some of the wealthiest and most powerful people on the east coast. For all of us, this is a secret that we would rather the rest of the world not know about. It may seem innocent when you learn the secrets that lie inside, but it also defies the commonly accepted practices of our society, and some of our enemies would love to know about this. Please watch what you say, but more importantly, please keep an open mind. You don’t have to participate, but if you would like to, then just let me know.”

Bella nodded and smiled nervously. Her heart began to race as she suddenly realized she was jumping into a whole new world. What was this secret that he was keeping so well hidden? She had no idea if she should be excited or scared, but she was a little of both.

Kevin exited the driver’s side and came around to help her out. They made their way to the front door, where Kevin pushed his way in with a grand flourish.

The door opened on a vast living room with vaulted ceilings that climbed as high as the walls of his library. There was a crowd of about three dozen people, with all of the men dressed in suits and all of the women dressed in simple dresses. Some of them were so short that they just barely covered the woman’s ass, while others were more modest like Bella’s. Regardless of what they were wearing, all of the women looked stunning.

Everyone turned to look at Kevin as he joined the party, and they all applauded him simultaneously. He was both the host and the guest of honor, and everyone flocked toward him to say hello. Bella followed obediently behind him, nodding politely whenever Kevin introduced her. At first glance, the crowd appeared quite normal. She had no idea what would be so secretive about his gathering.

A waiter brought a plate of champagne glasses, and Kevin scooped up two before passing one to her. They continued to mingle until they had said hello to everyone. As things tapered off, Kevin encouraged her to have another drink.

“There’s more to this party than what you see, but I want to make sure you are relaxed before we move on,” he said, then slipped his arm around her and gave her a soft peck on the cheek. Whoever these people were, he had no problem showing affection toward her in front of them.

The conversations were varied and colorful, from discussions of the latest car to their new penthouses in New York City. Bella watched silently, perusing the crowd and secretly pondering who they were. She wondered to herself if these women were married to the men they were with, or if they were simply mistresses who had been brought along for a good time. It really all depended on what was hiding elsewhere in the house.

“When do I get to learn this big secret,” she asked him during a lull between guests. “I’ve got a nice buzz going, but you're scaring me a little with all of this enigma.”

“There’s no need to be scared,” he chuckled, giving her little reassurance. “Let’s go upstairs and I will show you what all the fuss is about.”

In the back of the large living room, there was a staircase that led up into darkness. Bella had seen several couples disappear in that direction, but she assumed that was where the bathrooms were. When Kevin took her by the hand, he immediately headed toward that same staircase. They climbed the steps, which curved to the right as the made their way up. They came to the top, where a long hallway stretched out before them. There were several doors along the sides, some of them open and some of them closed, with one large set of double doors at the end that were closed.

Kevin led her toward those doors and paused to look at her before turning the handle and pushing his way inside.

The room inside was just as massive as the one downstairs, with a vaulted ceiling criss crossed by massive structural wood beams. Because they were on the second floor, the ceiling was much closer. The room was open and spacious, with a dozen “stations” filling the expanse. Each one had two things in common: a large oriental rug spread out on the floor, and a six inch steel ring suspended from one of the structural beams above them. The only furniture in the room was a series of couches that lined the walls.

Only three of the stations were occupied, but it was those that drew Bella’s attention first. At each one, a woman was suspended among an intricate array of ropes in the most beautiful and artistic way while her partner moved around her, adjusting the ropes and shifting her body like a puppet.

There was another dozen people seated on the couches, watching the evolving artwork before them. The suspended women were mostly dressed in tight, lacy lingerie, with the exception of one woman who was completely nude.

Kevin led her to a couch, where they took a seat. A waitress showed up with more champagne, and Bella quickly grabbed one and threw it back before taking a second.

“I thought you said it was ridiculous to have an entire room dedicated to sex?” she said with a questioning look.

“It is. I prefer to have an entire mansion dedicated to that,” he quipped back, and they both giggled together for several minutes.

It was a lot to take in. She had never been involved in any sort of kink or bondage, and this seemed to be the extreme end of the spectrum. In particular, the woman who was completely naked had captured her attention. Her eyes were closed as if she was floating on a cloud, but her body moved at the whim of her host, a wealthy businessman in his early thirties. Her body was exquisite, and Bella wondered for a moment if she was a model. She had to be a model with a body that perfect.

The suspended women had surrendered themselves. They had given all control to their partners in a way that required the utmost level of trust. The result was a beautiful midair dance, a symphony of movement. It was more erotic than sexual, although one rigger was a little more amorous than the others. He would occasionally let his hand brush between her thighs or across her breasts, and she would sigh approvingly when he did.

“This is called Shibari,” Kevin explained as they watched. “It’s considered a form of erotic art in Japan, but it has gained a lot of popularity in the Western world. I am the head of a Shibari collective, and we gather here once a month to celebrate and express ourselves. All of those people downstairs will eventually make their way up here at some point. It’s mostly men who bring women to rig up. Sometimes they bring their wives, sometimes they bring their mistress if they feel their conservative spouses would disapprove. A few of the women bring their vanilla husbands and let the other members do their suspensions while treating their man as a cuckold to the rigger’s dominance.”

“Do they all sleep with each other?” she asked, letting her inner curiosity out.

“Sometimes,” he shrugged. “I’ve been told that being suspended gives you a very free feeling, which lends itself to incredible sex. It’s all consensual though, and never expected.”

Bella was fascinated by it all. She could see how conservative figureheads would have a field day if they found out about this secret bondage society, but it all seemed relatively innocuous to her.

“Those dinners you catered were for the organizers,” Kevin continued. “We avoid talking about our gatherings while others are present, for the sake of security. Many of these men are politicians, bankers, and leaders in their own industries. Any one of them is susceptible to blackmail, including myself.”

There was a hint of something deeper in his voice, but Bella was too entranced to pursue it. She wanted to feel what it was like to float in the air.

“I want to be tied up,” she blurted out suddenly, then blushed. “I mean, you know how to do this, right? I want you to do it to me.”

Kevin chuckled and nodded.

“I would love to, but you can see it would be a bit difficult to do a suspension while wearing a dress like that. Did you wear the entire outfit I sent you?”

Bella decided to show him rather than tell him. She peeled her heels off and then stood up in front of Kevin. As she looked down at him, she slowly unbuttoned her dress and peeled it off. It fell to the floor in a pile around her feet as Kevin got his first glimpse of the lingerie on her. His eyes slipped up and down her body with a sly grin on his face. Just his expression made her feel beautiful and sexy, but she wanted more.

Kevin started to stand, but Bella held out her hand to stop him.

“I want to do it like her,” she said, looking at the nude model shifting in her web.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

Bella nodded, then reached behind her neck and unhooked the bralette. The fabric loosened and she pulled it away from her body. Her breasts were firm and voluptuous, her nipples stiff in the cold air of the room. She had always been a modest person, but this was a far from ordinary situation. For some reason, it didn’t bother her that the other men in the room might be looking at her naked body. Once her bra was off, she felt braver. She leaned down and slipped her stockings and panties off as well, leaving herself completely nude.

Kevin stood up finally and moved right in front of her.

“Do you know how beautiful you are?” he asked.

His hand slipped under her chin and tilted it up so that he could give her a deep, sensual kiss. It didn’t last long, though. He wanted to play, and she was his willing plaything.

Kevin broke away and led her by the hand out onto the floor. As she trailed behind him, Bella looked around the room and realized that she was right. Several of the men were watching her cross the room, their eyes drinking in her naked body. A large part of that was probably because she was with Kevin, but she felt both embarrassed and emboldened by their gazes.

They stopped on one of the rugs, with Bella directly under the ring. There were several bundles of rope piled on the floor nearby, and Kevin grabbed one and quickly got to work. He laced it through the ring, then added several more. Once he finished his initial preparation, he turned to Bella with a twinkle in his eye.

“Stand here,” he said, guiding her into the middle of the ropes.

He looped them around Bella’s body loosely. The rope was soft, but it still created friction when it rubbed against her bare skin. Her breathing slowed as she surrendered herself to his control.

“Now lean back,” he said firmly.

Bella did as he commanded and slowly let herself fall. The ropes tightened around her, cradling her like a hastily-crafted hammock.

Her body lifted into the air, the ropes digging slightly into her skin. She felt both constrained and free at the same time, like she was floating on a cloud that has enveloped her.

The next half hour was a blur of movement. Kevin carried her from one position to another, moving a leg here and an arm there. The feeling turned her on in ways that she never would have suspected. She craved his touch all over her body, and not just the teasing of his hands brushing across her skin as he moved the ropes.

Bella opened her eyes and looked around the room as she moved, and she quickly realized that the rest of the crowd wasn’t as innocent as they looked. One woman was sitting in her partner’s lap on one of the couches, but a closer look made her realize that she was impaled on her partner’s cock, riding him slowly as they watched the others. Another women being rigged nearby was almost upside down, with her mouth open and her partner’s cock between her lip.

Her entire body tingled with desire. She needed more. She needed to feel Kevin’s cock. He seemed to read her mind, and lowered her back to her feet.

“Is there somewhere we can go for some privacy?” she asked as he unwound the last of the ties.

“Of course,” he replied, then led her back to the hallway.

Kevin looked around and chose one of the open doors. The room inside had a large bed with posters similar to those in Kevin’s bedroom, and Bella realized those loops were probably used for bondage. There was a sexual feel to the room, helped by dim lighting and incense. She wondered if the other rooms were similarly decorated for such meetings, but the thought disappeared when Kevin pulled her close and began kissing her fervently.

His hands were all over her body, but he was still dressed and she wanted him naked. She peeled his suit off, almost tearing it from his body in an effort to get to his toned chest below. Once she had him naked, she dropped to her knees and slipped her mouth over his manhood.

Kevin was as hard as a rock, and this time she could actually feel the veins on the surface of his cock pulling against her tongue. She worked it in and out of her mouth, savoring the arm flesh.

Kevin was in charge, though, and he quickly decided that he wasn't satisfied with just her mouth. He pulled her to her feet, then grabbed her hair and bent her over the side of the bed.

“I want you to submit to me, Miss Barbeaux,” he said confidently. “Do you consent?”

“Yes,” Bella gasped.

She had no idea what was involved in her submission, but she knew that she trusted him. She wanted him to control her entire body, to give her pleasure while taking his own from her submission.

Kevin ran his finger along her exposed slit, feeling her wetness as he pressed her upper body down onto the bed. Then he moved behind her and repeated the movement with the tip of his member. Bella sighed in anticipation, wanting to feel him inside her. His hips pushed forward, and her body came to life as she felt the familiar sensation of him filling her.

Kevin had always been a gentle lover, but now that he was in control, he was much more forceful. He drove himself into her, their bodies meeting with a thunderous clap each time. Bella felt herself climbing higher as her hormones came out in a powerful surge. She tried to stay quiet, but the urge to scream was overwhelming. Within minutes, she began to climax. All of her muscles contracted around his length in one of the most powerful orgasms she had ever experienced.

Kevin pulled out and gently rubbed her sex with his fingers. He kept her stimulated while allowing her to come down gently. He then dropped to his knees behind her and then ran his tongue across her labia, teasing her once again.

Once she had caught her breath, he slipped inside her once again. This time he grabbed her hair and pulled back, pressing his length even deeper inside her. He touched her in places she had never felt before.

He pulled out and guided her back onto the bed, then moved between her legs and lined up to penetrate her once again. When Bella tried to reach for him, to touch and feel his powerful chest, he grabbed her hands and pinned them over her head, then drove himself inside her and took her in the most forceful way.

Kevin was relentless. His hunger for her seemed insatiable, and he made love to her for several hours in that bed. Nobody knocked, nobody came in search of him. It was just the two of them, writhing around like intertwined threads.

At some point, she remembered feeling him explode inside her, but he never stopped. His length stayed hard when he was inside her. He pleasured her with his fingers and mouth as well, refusing to let her rest for even a moment.

Eventually the two of them passed out in the bed. Bella wondered about the rest of the party, but she was too exhausted to even move. Once again, she felt that calming warmth of happiness filling her entire soul.

The next morning, Bella was awoken by Kevin’s stiff member pressed against her back. She turned toward him and spread her legs, welcoming his morning love. When they were done, she slipped into her cover up dress with nothing below it, then followed him outside to their car.

The drive home was quiet for most of the way. They stopped at a diner for some light breakfast, then made their way back east toward Belton.

“Can I be honest with you?” he asked suddenly as they got closer to the house.

“Of course,” Bella replied, turning all of her attention toward him.

“You know those lawsuits that the newspapers love to talk about? The women that I harassed? None of that happened. Those lawsuits were all for the sake of money. I trusted those women enough to bring them to a party as a guest. When they realized that they could make themselves rich with what they knew, they turned against me. They filed the lawsuits, then threatened to expose our secret society if I didn’t agree to a deal. I had no choice. It wasn’t just my life at stake, but all of those people at the party who trusted me with their privacy. I may not be well-liked by my enemies, but my friends all know that I would take a fall for them. The money was negligible compared to the damage they could have caused if word had gotten out.”

Bella now realized why he had responded so harshly after their first night together. So many women had taken advantage of him that he didn’t know who he could trust, and she had done a great job of making him doubt her intentions. It explained a lot, but there was still some things that she didn’t understand.

“What about those companies you put out of business, though? Isn’t that why they call you the Beast of Belton?”

“Once again, the press loves to misconstrue the story for ratings. I rarely put a company out of business, but it has happened, yes. For example, I purchased a publishing and printing company that held the rights to some amazing books, and I was worried about their long-term success. I acquired the company then quickly realized they had dug themselves into a hole so deep, they couldn’t be saved. So I dissolved the company and incorporated them into one of my primary publishing companies. Every single person in that company had a job when I was done, but that doesn’t sell papers. The Beast of Belton does.”

It all made so much more sense now. She had been so quick to judge him, and he was right. She had judged a book by its cover, and its contents by the words of its greatest critics.

“I owe you an apology,” she said, looking down at her hands intertwined in her lap.

“There’s no need for that,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re the one person who didn’t give up on me, who gave me a chance. I wasn’t sure I could trust you, but Milton pushed me. I needed that push.”

Bella smiled, and made a mental note to herself to thank Milton. Somehow he had pulled the strings to make this happen. He had pushed her as well, and she at least owed him gratitude for that.

It wasn’t much further to the estate, but that’s when things suddenly took a sharp turn. A beat up pickup truck went flying by in the lane next to them, coming out of nowhere. It then whipped in front of them and the driver stood on his brakes.

Kevin grabbed her wheel and tried to swerve around him, but another car had started to pass him and they slammed into each other. The Lamborghini swerved toward the embankment at the side of the road and skidding through the tall grass there before coming to an abrupt stop. Kevin unbuckled his belt and quickly checked to make sure Bella was okay, then leaped out of the car. Bella joined him, but the pickup truck was already gone.

Bella felt her heart beating like a drum. Her entire life had flashed before her eyes, but eventually there was only one image left: her ex-husband. He had already harassed her, and he knew about Kevin, so it would be no shock that he was cruising near the estate looking for them and eager to start trouble.

The Lamborghini wasn’t made for going off-road, and now it was stuck in the grass. Kevin dialed up Milton, and soon a car showed up to take them away while a tow truck hauled the Lamborghini back to the garage.

“What the hell was that?” Kevin blurted out as they made their way back to the estate. He was clearly flustered.

“John,” Bella said softly. “I don’t know how I know that, but I’m almost positive.”

Kevin looked at her like she had three heads. He had experienced negative press, but she realized he had never felt an actual physical threat like that.

“I’m calling the cops,” he said angrily.

“Sir,” Milton piped up from the front seat, “I don’t think that’s a good idea. You don’t have any proof. Let me call the head of security and have them do some surveillance. Maybe we can get some evidence first.”

Bella was nervous about that idea, but it was out of her hands. Kevin and Milton were intent on stopping him, but Bella just wanted to let it go away. He would stop eventually. He had to.

They pulled through the gate a short time later. Bella felt overwhelmed and exhausted again, and when Kevin tried to comfort her, she shied away from him.

“I just need some rest,” she said, and disappeared into the house without another word.

Bella changed into some sweats and curled up under the sheets. Her eyes filled with tears as she was overcome with frustration. All she wanted was to be happy, to enjoy her life, and that horrible wretch of a man wouldn’t let go of her. John had decided that they were meant to be together, even though he couldn’t be bothered to keep his dick in his pants.

There was a soft knock on the door, and Bella felt a sudden wave of dread. The last thing she wanted to deal with was another man, wanting to own her and control her. As fun as that was in the bedroom, it didn’t translate as well to real life.

“Come in,” she called out grudgingly.

The door opened, and Bella was relieved to see Milton come in with a tray of food for her.

“How are you feeling?” he asked as he set the meal down on the bed with the two legs holding it up over her lap.

“Not so great,” she mumbled, picking up the fork. “It’s just all very overwhelming. This thing with John has just mentally drained me, and I’m afraid it’s going to push Kevin away.”

Milton sat down on the edge of the bed beside her and looked away from her contemplatively. His gaze was fixed on some random object in the corner as he put his thoughts together before speaking.

“I think it’s difficult for you to understand why Mr. Singleton earned such an unflattering nickname. He really hasn’t seemed like a Beast since you’ve known him, but that’s been a very recent development. In fact, that happened the day he met you. I’ve never seen someone have such a profound impact on him as you have. There was a reason that I pushed you to go to the event at the library with him. The more involved he was with the business world, the more harsh he became. He began caring less and less about making things right. He’s always been a good man, but when people call you evil, eventually you start to believe them, and it makes you act the part. I’ll be honest and say I was very worried about him for a while. And then he met you, and everything changed.

“Perhaps I should have shared some of this with you earlier, but I don’t think you would have believed me. You had to see it for yourself. Mr. Singleton has been through a lot in his life, and so have you. I can tell you, though, that he cares a lot about you and would do anything to protect you. Sometimes you just have to trust in life and the directions it takes you.”

Bella was still staring absently at her food, but every word sunk into her head like a cold spike. There were times that she had doubted Milton’s intentions, but it was clear that he was more than just an administrative assistant. Kevin wasn’t just his boss; he was his friend.

“I’ll leave you to yourself,” he said, standing up and making sure his jacket and pants were cleanly tucked in place. “If you’d like to join Mr. Singleton for dinner, just send me a text and I will have something prepared. I hope you feel better. This too will pass.”

He showed himself out without another word. Bella felt bad for not responding to his kind words, but she still didn’t know what to think. How could she handle another relationship with the cold shadow of the past hanging over her.

Sleep came easily that afternoon, as Bella dozed off in a pile of cushy blankets. She was suddenly snapped out of it by the blaring of sirens in the distance. They were far away, but seemed to be all around her at the same time.

Bella hopped out of bed, still dressed in her sweats, and ran to the door. When she poked her head out in the hallway, the sound was deafening. It was the fire alarm going off. Without thinking, she fled down the hallways, rushing toward the front door.

As she came into the huge entryway at the top of the stairs, Kevin came barreling out of one of the downstairs hallways. He saw Bella and waved his arms frantically at her.

“Hurry! Outside!” he called, and they rushed out into the cool air.

They moved away from the building, still unsure of where the actual fire was. Bella looked up and saw a plume of smoke coming from the kitchen. Maybe there had been a fire that got out of hand, but something felt wrong.

A gunshot rang out, echoing off the trees around the driveway. Bella and Kevin spun around toward the sound, and she found herself face to face with the same unending nightmare. John stood a hundred feet away from them with a handgun leveled at them. It was difficult to say who he was aiming at, but that really didn’t matter.

“I told you I wouldn’t let you leave!” he screamed, the veins in his forehead pulsing with rage. “You think you can leave me, you fucking whore? You’ll die before I let you go!”

Everything that followed his words happened so fast that it was just a blur. Two gunshots came immediately after each other. Kevin lunged  sideways, with a bullet striking him in the right shoulder. John crumpled to the ground and began screaming in agony. It took Bella a moment to realize that the second shot hadn’t come from John’s gun. She whipped around and found Milton standing on the top step just outside the front door with his gun aimed at the intruder. He had shot John in the leg, turning the tendons around his kneecap into a mass of blood and sinew.

Bella smiled at him for a split second, then dropped to the ground next to Kevin. She put pressure on the wound just as the first fire trucks and police cars pulled up.

It was finally over.

John had messed with the wrong person. After recovering from his wounds, he found himself locked behind bars for a long time. The Beast of Belton was a powerful man, and not one that you wanted to challenge.

Over the weeks following the incident, Kevin made a quick recovery. Bella stayed close by, making sure he had everything he needed. Milton was never far away either, always watching from the shadows, and she was thankful for that.

Sometimes it takes a major event to really show us who matters in our life. Bella had found her true love, a man who loved and cared for her in ways that she had never wanted. With him, everything was alright.

The threat was gone now, but Bella still stayed at the Belton estate. At first, she used his injury as an excuse, but it quickly became clear that they both wanted her to be there.

A few months later, Bella ran into Milton in the hallway, and she took the rare opportunity to thank him.

“I mean it,” she said. “Without you, John probably would have killed both of us. I might not be here if it wasn’t for you. Neither of us would be here.”

“That’s nonsense,” he said, waving her off brusquely. “I only did what I had to do. You’re the one who stuck around. For him. Thank you.”

Bella blushed, then gave him a quick hug. Milton tensed up at first, but within seconds he relaxed and let her give her gratitude. When she let go, she swaggered away toward Kevin’s room.

“I still owe you one,” she called back over her shoulder, then headed off to check on her love.
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The following stories by Alex Skylar cover the fetish of cuckolding:

Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor

Lisa and Shane had planned for a nice romantic ski getaway in the mountains of New Hampshire for their first anniversary. When they meet their ski instructor for the weekend, however, Shane suggests pursuing his fantasy of watching his wife with another man. While Lisa is hesitant at first, she gives in to her urges. The result is a weekend of sexual exploration that neither one of them will forget.

Warning: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.

Cheating with Permission: Return of the Ski Instructor

This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 


WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  

Losing the Bet

Chris had always dreamed of seeing his wife Melody with another man. After using her for a wager over a late night game of pool, he ends up getting his wish. But when Melody and her friend Kristen decide to test the boundaries of his fantasy, will he get more than he bargained for? 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 


Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover

When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 

Taking the Game Further

Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Night Before the Wedding

Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband?

WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation.

Taking his Wife

Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  

The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

While You Were Away

Chris had always fantasized about watching his wife Kylie with another man. One night after a few drinks, a spontaneous moment leads to their first foray into the world of cuckolding and leaves both of them wanting more. When Chris leaves town on a short business trip a few weeks later, he gives her permission to explore the idea further, but how far will she take it without him there? 


WARNING: This 14,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, hotwife behavior, humiliation, and voyeurism.  

My Fiance Prefers My Best Friend

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Cuckold Honeymoon

When Scott and Katie head out to the island of St. Lucia after an exciting lead up to their wedding, they find that the island offers them some great opportunities to further explore the cuckolding lifestyle. A friendly cab driver named Joe takes them on a wild adventure that pushes their sexual boundaries, leading to a honeymoon that neither of them would forget. 


WARNING: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

My Wife Prefers Her Ex

Several months after their adventurous honeymoon, Scott’s wife Katie suggests they explore the cuckolding lifestyle further. Her friend Mina wants to experience a well hung man, so she invites her ex-boyfriend Mike for group date. Scott finds himself both excited and nervous about the possibilities of the night ahead when the four of them head out together. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, anal sex, group sex, and unprotected sex.  

Cheating With Permission: My Boyfriend’s Family

For Amanda, it started as just a simple camping trip with her boyfriend Andy, his best friend, his brother, and his dad. When Andy suggested fulfilling his fantasy of having her sleep with his best friend while spending the night in tents, the thrill and excitement of cuckolding him for the first time with his family around kindled her sexual desires. But when his brother catches her in the act, how far will she go to cover it up? What happens when a woman is given the freedom to explore her darkest sexual fantasies?


WARNING: This 13,000 word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and group sex.  

The Cuckold Experiment

Bill teases his wife about being curious about sleeping with a black man, but has never told her he'd secretly love to watch her with one. When they are approached by a pair of sexy black students to participate in a research study, neither realizes right away that they are being given the chance to make both their fantasies a reality. Will Kara give in to her deepest sexual desires and violate her marriage vows for the sake of research, and how far will the experiment go?


WARNING: This 8,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, and anal sex. 

Cuckolds and Cuckqueans

It started off with a simple suggestion. Mark knew his wife often struggled with her sexual interest in women, so he encourages her to explore her sexuality with another woman. Things start off great, but when she decides to try bringing home a handsome male cop as well, it pushes and warps the boundaries of their relationship. Will she be able to handle watching her husband with another woman, just as he watched her with another man?

WARNING: This 19,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cuckqueaning, and threesomes.
 

Raising the Stakes

After he loses his job, John and his wife Melinda place an ad to downsize some of their belongings. Two well-built black men answer the ad, and offer John an unexpected bonus: the chance to watch his wife with not one, but two other men. Will John's shy wife let two strangers convince her to push her sexual boundaries and explore a new side to her marriage? 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 

The Hotwife Party: Ella’s Journey

After a drunken night with her husband and his best friend leads Ella into the world of cuckolding, she decides to confess her exploits to her best friend, Gina. Little does she know that Gina is a hotwife herself, and will lead Ella down a path to new and forbidden desires. When her friend invites her to a hotwife party, how far will she take her husband’s fantasy, and will she be able to control herself when faced with the temptation of a sexy black bull?


WARNING: This 16,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, group sex, and anal sex. 

Shannon’s Cuckold

I had always wanted to watch my girlfriend Shannon with another man. When we set up our date with Michael, I knew I would be pushing her sexual boundaries. I had no idea she would also be pushing mine. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and male bisexual exploration. 

The Nanny’s Cuckold

After struggling to raise his son on his own after the death of his wife, James decides to hire a live-in nanny named Allie to help out. Nothing seems out of the ordinary – until he overhears her having sex one night. When Allie catches him and confronts him about it, he expects her to be angry, but instead she leads him down a path into the world of cuckolding that will change his life forever. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex.  

Capturing the Hotwife

Lily wanted to find the perfect gift for her husband, Justin. While he had always wanted to see her with another man, her shyness always seemed to get in the way. Then one day, she decides to do a boudoir photo shoot for him. When she discovers that Eli, her photographer, is the man of her fantasies, the only question in her head is how far will she take her husband’s fantasy.

WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, bondage, and voyeurism. 

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

The Cuckold and the Rope Party

Brian and Liz had been married for over a decade, and lately the sex had been lacking. Brian wants to find a way to spice things up, so he asks his friend Ian if they can attend one of his monthly bondage parties. Liz is hesitant at first, but when it becomes obvious that she wants Ian to do more than just tie her up, Brian gives her the freedom to take things as far as she wants. With her husband’s approval and a room full of people watching, how far would Liz let Ian go, and how will Brian respond to watching his best friend take control of his wife?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of bondage, cuckolding, group sex, and humiliation. 

The Hotwife’s Massage

When Anna decides to use her husband’s gift of a free massage, she has no idea that the masseuse is her well-endowed ex-boyfriend, Matt. While she thinks it won’t be an issue, she later finds herself unable to control her thoughts about him. It doesn’t take long before she confesses her thoughts to her husband, but she is surprised to find him turned on by the idea instead of being upset with her. When she comes home the next day and finds another gift certificate waiting for her, she decides that it’s time to make her husband’s fantasy a reality, both for her pleasure and his. 


WARNING: This 8,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and infidelity. 

The Blind Date: A Cuckold’s Tale

Sam has dated a lot of women, but none of them have been able to handle his fetish for being cuckolded. When his friend suggests a blind date with an charismatic woman named Allie, he decides its best to be upfront about his habits. How will she respond to his unusual tastes, and how much will she be willing to try for a man that she has just met?


WARNING: This 5,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and humiliation. 
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