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Chapter One

The Beginning of the End

Bella Lisa Mauricio slipped out of her dress and sat on the bed very close to her Dom, Phillipe Williamson, her ankles tucked under her. She rested her arm on his shoulder, the warm soft flesh of her breasts brushing lightly over the side of his cheek. Back from the dead, Phillipe felt fortunate to be alone with his sub again, naked and unashamed, her youthful pale skin shimmering in the luster of the bright lights. He squeezed a damp cloth in his fist and watched the rivulets of water run through the valley of her cleavage and drip down her torso onto the linen. He traced the wet trail with his finger between her breasts to the entrance of her sex. Like the wings of a butterfly, Bella Lisa slowly parted her thighs to offer access to her most private area. When her moist lips opened, Williamson desired to mount and thrust himself into her like a stallion, but his wounded body was unable to respond. Bella Lisa tilted her head back as he touched her, shut her eyes and softly moaned. Then the lovers heard a discrete clearing of the throat outside the closed curtain surrounding the hospital bed.

“Excuse me, Mr. Williamson. Your doctor is here and wishes to have a word with you,” Williamson’s assistant Andre Firmin said.

“Please ask the Doctor to wait a moment, Andre,” Williamson said.

Bella Lisa stood up, slipped back into her dress and opened the curtain.

“Hello again, Doctor,” Bella Lisa said pleasantly, her cheeks flushed.

“Ah, your midnight angel has returned to you, I see. Hello, Ms. Mauricio. And how do you feel this morning, Mr. Williamson?”

“Not too bad, Doctor, for being clinically dead a few hours ago.”

“Yes, the whole thing is quite perplexing to me. Apparently, the cardiac monitoring unit was not malfunctioning, according to our technicians. I can’t explain it. Forgive the cliché, but I suppose it was just not your time to go. You are a very lucky man, Mr. Williamson…”

“I think you’re right, Doctor,” Williamson said, winking at Bella Lisa.

“Let me just take a quick peek at your cut here.”

The Doctor lifted the bed sheet and carefully removed the large bandage covering Phillipe’s pelvis to examine the wound.

“Yes, it seems to be healing fine, no signs of infection. I’ll have the nurse come in and change the dressing. You’ll have to clean the wound with hydrogen peroxide and apply Vaseline over it twice a day when you change the bandages. Come back in three weeks and we’ll have the stitches removed.”

“OK, Doctor,” Phillipe said.

“Now that you’re coherent, Mr. Williamson, I was wondering if you could explain how you received this cut in the inguinal area. It’s an odd place for such an injury. I need to ask you this and please answer me honestly… Was the wound self-inflicted?”

“No, absolutely not. As I told the other physician who interviewed me quite thoroughly this morning, it was just a stupid accident. A mirror broke in my condo and I got cut by a shard of glass.”

“But why didn’t you come to the emergency room right away?”

“I assume I passed out from the loss of blood. My housekeeper found me the next morning…”

“I see…”

The Doctor looked over some papers on a clipboard.

“Well, according to the Psychiatrist who assessed you, your mental state is perfectly normal, Mr. Williamson. Other than your wound you appear to be in exceptional good health, so I see no reason why we can’t discharge you.”

“Great,” Phillipe said, smiling at Bella Lisa.

“That’s wonderful news! Thank you, Doctor,” Bella Lisa added, relieved.

“I’ve called down to the pharmacy for a refill of Clozapine and a round of Vicodin to get you through the first few weeks of recovery. You can pick both prescriptions up on the way out. I think you’ll be as good as new in a month. Be sure to take the Clozapine twice a day without fail. Your blood test showed you stopped taking your prescribed psychiatric medication, Mr. Williamson.”

“Yes. I just got busy with work and didn’t have time to refill my prescription.”

“I strongly advise you to not let that happen again, Mr. Williamson. Your private physician will monitor your blood levels to make sure you’re taking the correct dosage. Take the Vicodin twice a day for a week, and thereafter as needed for the pain. A nurse will be here momentarily to change your dressing and escort you in a wheelchair–”

“A wheelchair, Doctor? Is that absolutely necessary?” Williamson asked.

“I’m afraid so. Hospital policy. You should stay off your feet for at least a week and take your meals in bed to regain your strength. You lost a great deal of blood just the other day, Mr. Williamson. Take a Vicodin as soon as you get home. It’s going to hurt like a son of a gun.”

The physician gave a sideways glance at Ms. Mauricio.

“And remember… no sexual activity for at least a month, due to the placement of the injury.”

“OK. Thank you, Doctor.”

The Doctor nodded and left. Bella Lisa crossed her arms across her chest and gave Phillipe a disapproving look.

“Lying to your physician… You’re a bad boy, Mr. Williamson.”

“If I didn’t, they’d never let me out of here.”

“Why in the world did you do that to yourself?”

“When you never came back to me, I thought I had lost you forever.”

“Of course, I was coming back. You didn’t lose me.”

“I know. I just lost control. But I promise you. Something like that will never happen again.” 

“I certainly hope not. You gave us all a scare. I suppose I need to keep a closer eye on you from now on, Mr. Williamson”

“I’d like that, Ms. Mauricio.”

The nurse showed Bella Lisa how to properly change the dressing of his wound and gave them some medical supplies to take home. Though embarrassed, Williamson allowed himself to be dressed back into his clothes, helped into a wheelchair and pushed down to the lobby. After picking up the prescriptions, Williamson stood up painfully and used Bella Lisa’s body as a crutch to limp out of the front door of the hospital. Firmin followed, carrying Williamson’s belongings. Luman and Cogworthy, the security team for Williamson, stood at the curb beside the limo, looking concerned.

“Hi, Boss, glad to see you,” Luman said.

“Good to see you, Mr. Williamson,” Cogworthy said at the same time.

“Good to be back, gentlemen,” Williamson said with a grimace as the two men helped him into the back seat.

As the limo pulled into traffic, Williamson pushed a button on the side panel and a partition rose up, giving them more privacy.

“So what do you think of a little quick sex on the way home, Ms. Mauricio?”

“I’d prefer to wait until you stop bleeding, Phillipe.”

“Perhaps that’s just as well. I feel a little sore down there this morning.”

Beads of sweat appeared on Williamson’s brow. He patted his forehead with a handkerchief.

“I’m going to have to hide all the sharp objects in the house. No more playing with knives. You’ve been a very naughty boy, Phillipe.”

“I like it when you call me Phillipe. Say it again.”

“Phillipe…”

“May I begin to call you Bella Lisa?”

“I suppose you may. But I also like Ms. Mauricio, or if the mood strikes you, your dirty little sub…”

“Mmmm…”

Phillipe leaned in and tenderly kissed Bella Lisa. She reached out, placed her hand on his inner thigh and bit her lower lip.

“I wish I could, my dear. The spirit is willing, but I’m afraid the flesh is weak.”

“Don’t worry, Phillipe. I’m sure you’ll be better soon. You’ll be up and about in no time.”

“I certainly hope so. Especially the ‘up’ part.”

Bella Lisa smiled and shook her head.

“You’re so bad!”

Suddenly Phillipe turned to her with a vulnerable look in his eyes.

“How I missed you, Bella Lisa.”

“What a sweet thing to say, Phillipe!”

Bella Lisa returned Phillipe’s kiss. He entwined his long fingers in her long hair.

“Even though your contract ends today and your father’s debt is now repaid in full, I want you to remain in my home as my submissive, Ms. Mauricio,” Phillipe said.

“I’m not planning on leaving, as long as you don’t keep me trapped in there. You will, I hope, let me come and go as I please from now on.”

“Of course, though I must confess… I liked it when you were my prisoner.”

“I have to admit, I liked it too…”

They kissed each other sweetly, delicately. He put his arm around her and Bella Lisa leaned her cheek upon Phillipe’s shoulder.

“I’m so happy you’re still alive, Phillipe.”

“Me too. You brought me back to life. How did you do it, Bella Lisa?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps it wasn’t your time to go, as the Doctor said.”

“You must be my guardian angel…”

They held each other until they reached the condo. His two bodyguards had to physically carry him, an arm around each man’s shoulder, up to the 25th floor. By the time they reached his bedroom, Williamson’s shirt was drenched with sweat. They helped him out of his clothes and into his robe. Bella Lisa put on disposable sterile gloves and changed his bandage, which was stained with blood. She poured him a glass of water and  gave him a Vicodin and a Clozapine. Williamson fell exhausted into his bed and slept off and on for the next forty eight hours. Bella Lisa never left his side. 

When Williamson finally woke up, Bella Lisa was lying next to him.

“The prince awakes.”

“How long have I been out?”

“You’ve been sleeping for almost two days. Any bad dreams? No conversations with your furry friend?”

“No, I’m not hearing those awful voices anymore, thank God. I slept quite well. I feel much better.”

Bella Lisa gave him a glass of water.

“Here, take these pills.”

“Thank you.”

“Open your robe.”

“My, you get right to the point. I’ve missed you too, Ms. Mauricio.”

Bella Lisa looked down at him and crossed her arms across her chest.

“I need to change your dressing, Phillipe.”

“Oh, I thought you meant—”

“I know exactly what you meant. The doctor said we should refrain from—”

“I know what the good doctor said.”

Williamson looked down at the two pills in his palm.

“I’m just…”

“What, Phillipe?”

“Oh, nothing.”

Williamson swallowed his pills and drank the water. Bella Lisa took back the empty glass.

“That’s a good boy… We’ll make up for lost time when you’re better, I promise.”

“I know.”

Bella Lisa pulled down the elastic waist band of his boxers, cleaned his wound and put on a fresh bandage.

“So how are the twins?”

“The twins?”

“You know. The twins. I met them last week. Those two pretty sisters of yours you keep so covered up of late…”

“Oh, those twins.” 

“When are you going to let them come out to play?”

“Well, they’re feeling a little shy lately.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know. I just feel a little embarrassed to be naked around you, Phillipe.”

“Come on, Bella Lisa. Have a heart. Can’t you give a sick bedridden man a little pleasure?”

“You’re really milking this for all it’s worth.”

“I wish I could milk you for all your worth.”

“You’re such a dirty old man.”

“I am.”

“Well, I suppose it can’t hurt to give you a little peek. Wait here.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Bella Lisa took off her disposable gloves and dropped them in a trash can. She went into the bathroom and Williamson heard the water running. She came back in, stood over him by the bed and slowly unbuttoned the front of her blouse.

His lips parted as he gazed at Bella Lisa’s creamy white skin. Her pleasantly rounded breasts fell forward, as if asking to be cupped underneath by his palms, her swollen pink aureoles and extended nipples waiting to be sucked upon. Her pretty breasts were the most beautiful sight in the world to Phillipe. He licked his lips and breathed out. Out of the corner of her eye Bella Lisa saw the outline of his flaccid shaft, resting peacefully under his black silk boxer shorts.

“Oh my God, Bella Lisa, you have the loveliest breasts…”

“Phillipe, you act like you’ve never seen them before. We’ve been naked together a hundred times.”

“I know, but I can’t get over how beautiful they are. I don’t think I ever will.”

“Well, you’ve had your look.”

Bella Lisa buttoned up the front of her blouse.

“Do they have to go into hiding so soon? Why are you embarrassed to show your body to me?”

“I just feel… funny lately.”

“How so?”

Bella Lisa looked into Williamson’s eyes, and then looked down.

“I guess… when I thought you had died, I realized how much I really cared about you. Something’s changed inside me. I have feelings for you now, Phillipe, and… I don’t know, I’m just feeling a little shy around you now, I guess.”

“Bella Lisa, you are so… sexy.”

They heard a knock on the bedroom door and Mrs. Potcia entered with a tray of food. Williamson ate with a hearty appetite and Bella Lisa nibbled on a croissant and drank some coffee. After breakfast, Bella Lisa helped Williamson get dressed and they took a walk together down to the beach. They sat on a bench by the boardwalk and Williamson felt the ocean breeze brush through his hair, the warm rays of the sun on his skin.

“Feeling better, honey?” Bella Lisa asked.

“I feel much better, Bella Lisa, thank you.”

Williamson put his arm around her shoulder and she cuddled up next to him. She whispered in his ear.

“Promise me something, Phillipe.”

“Of course. Anything.”

“Promise me you’ll keep taking your medication.”

“Of course.”

“And… never cut yourself again.”

Phillipe nodded.

“I promise you, Bella Lisa. I give you my word. The Beast inside me is gone. I’ll never cut myself again.”

“Or anyone else, Phillipe. You won’t cut yourself or anyone else.”

“I vow to you, I won’t cut myself, or anyone else, ever again,” Williamson whispered to Bella Lisa.

They sat quietly together, holding each other, watching the bikes glide by and admiring the California coastline. Williamson’s good mood turned sour when he noticed the disapproving looks of couples strolling by on the boardwalk. 

People notice the age difference between us.

He felt he had aged several years since the injury.

I wonder if the age difference bothers her.

Williamson thought about the nature of his relationship with Bella Lisa as he stared out into the blue Pacific. Just a few days ago, the passionate sex between them was like a storm at sea, causing the waves to crash against the rock jetty in front of his condo, splashing sea foam high into the air. Then, after he cut himself with the shard of glass and went back on his anti-psychotic medication, a sense of calm seemed to prevail. There was still a strong attraction between them, but rather than it arousing their mutual passion, the bond between them was comforting now, like the soothing sound of the flat tranquil surf, forever emptying itself upon the shoreline and receding back into the sea.

Something’s different now. Something has changed. Is this what love feels like? Is our relationship coming to a close, or is it becoming stronger? Why can’t I have both, the passion and the tranquility?

Williamson breathed in, and squeezed Bella Lisa tighter to him.

I’ll wait until I’m better. I’ll get back in shape. There must be a way to get the spark back.

Then an impulsive thought entered his mind.

What if I asked her to marry me? Right here. Right now. But what if she says no? You’ve only been with her for a week. Are you crazy? You’ll scare her off. Get a grip on yourself, Williamson!

As if Bella Lisa could sense his conflicting thoughts, she turned and looked him directly in the eyes.

“What’s wrong, Phillipe? Something’s troubling you.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. I’m just a little tired.”

“Come on, Phillipe. Talk to me. I know when there’s something troubling you.”

“I suppose I’m just not used to feeling… weak around someone. Or being taken care of.”

“You’ve helped so many people in your life. Allow someone to help you now.”

“Ok. But…”

“Yes?...”

“Could we get you one of those loose slutty nurse outfits for you to wear, you know, the one where your breasts keep accidentally falling out?”

“Phillipe!”

“I guess we’ll have to wait until Halloween.”

“You’re so bad.”

“I am…”

Phillipe kissed her tenderly.

“Maybe we should head back,” Williamson said.

“OK. This was…”

“What, Bella Lisa?”

“It was nice. To be out with you, fully dressed for a change.”

“Nice for you maybe, not so nice for me.”

“If I allow you to dress me in those see-through clothes on the beach, the bicyclists will crash into each other, sneaking peeks at me.”

“That’s why God invented bike helmets.”

“You are a naughty man.”

“I am.”

Phillipe and Bella Lisa walked arm in arm back to the condo.

After a peaceful evening spent dining and relaxing in the Entertainment Room, they turned the TV off and then retired into Bella Lisa’s bedroom for the night. Perhaps since he had slept so long, Williamson woke up in the middle of the night and could not go back to sleep. He quietly got out of bed and took his medication. Williamson took a walk through his condo. He stopped in front of the refrigerator, opened it, looked inside, and then closed it. As he was about to head back to Bella Lisa, he looked down the corridor into the West Wing.

I don’t hear it any more, that fucking voice in my head. It’s gone.

Williamson noticed the open door at the end of the hallway and decided to go into the room where he had cut himself. As he walked in, Williamson noticed the black door with the red trim had been repainted white to match the rest of the condo. He turned on the dimmer switch and the room was empty. Mrs. Potcia must have had everything moved into storage. His collection of knives and bondage equipment was gone. The thick mirror he had shattered with the hilt of a knife just a few days ago had already been replaced. The blood stains on the wood floor were removed. The smell of bleach still permeated the air. It looked like any other spare room in the condo. 

It’s just as well. That part of my life is over.

Williamson looked at himself in the mirror. He noticed the dark circles under his eyes and his sunken cheeks.

God, I look like shit.

Williamson walked out of the room and closed the door behind him. He walked slowly back to Bella Lisa’s bedroom and cuddled up next to her warm body and fell asleep.

When Williamson awoke in the late morning, Bella Lisa had already left. He got up with a slight groan and took a Vicodin and a Clozapine with a swallow of water from his bed side. He walked slowly across the condo to his own bedroom and sat down at his work desk. He turned on his computer, read the business headlines, checked on a few of his personal stock holdings and called in to his office for an update. Mrs. Potcia sent him a message, asking if he would like breakfast in his room and he declined. He checked on the nightly reports from Firmin on the income generated at the Adam and Eve Club. It seemed like his business enterprises had gone quite well in his absence.

It’ll be good to get back to work.

A few hours later Bella Lisa burst into the room, full of energy, with a plastic bag in her hands.

“You came back,” Williamson said.

“Of course, I came back!” Bella Lisa said, sitting on the bed.

“What’s in the bag?” 

“I bought us lunch. Deli sandwiches and chips. Are you hungry?”

“Yes, thank you.”

Phillipe joined her on the bed and they ate their lunch together.

“I have such good news. First, I called the rehab center and the doctor said my Father is doing much better. They said in a few weeks he would be reevaluated for discharge. He apologized for all the things he said to me and wanted me to thank you for helping him break out of his drug addiction.”

“That is good news. The tenants are on a month to month lease so I can give them notice. Your Father can move back into his condo next month.”

“Wonderful. Thank you, Phillipe. Also, guess what? I got a job!”

“What? Really?”

Williamson felt his gut clench. He tasted the bitter aftertaste of his medication.

That’s it then. It’s the beginning of the end.

“Yes, I’m so excited. I got hired as a foster care social worker at Kid’s Care Social Services. I’ll be visiting foster children to make sure they’re safe in their foster homes and advocating for the parents to try to get the family back together, if possible. I thought I’d work there for around a year, and then use the experience to help on my application for the Master’s Degree program in Social Work at UCLA.”

“That’s a good idea. When do you start?”

“The training starts tomorrow!”

“So soon?”

“I know I promised to take care of you, but they have all these cases that need immediate attention and—”

“Don’t worry about me, Bella Lisa. I’ll be OK. I feel much better. But what about the job I offered you? I really wanted you to manage my charitable foundation.”

“I know, Phillipe, and it was very generous of you to offer the position to me, but I wanted to accomplish something completely on my own. I hope you can understand. You could write a letter of recommendation to help me get into graduate school, if you’d like.”

“Of course, Bella Lisa. Of course.”

She’s so young and happy about her job, her future. And I’m old. I’m an old man, compared to her.

“Where’s the office located?”

“It’s in East LA.”

“That’s a dangerous area, Bella Lisa. How did you get over there for the interview?”

“I took the bus.”

“What? Bella Lisa, why didn’t you ask for a ride over there?”

“I didn’t want to trouble you.”

“It’s a pretty dangerous area of the city to go to on your own. Will you let Cogworthy drive you to work tomorrow morning?”

“OK. It was a pretty long ride. And some of the people on the bus were staring at me. It did make me feel kind of nervous. Maybe Cogworthy can give me a lift until I save up enough money to buy a car.”

“Ms. Mauricio, I could easily afford to buy you a car—”

“No, I can’t possibly accept anything else from you until I’ve repaid my father’s—”

“I told you, you don’t owe me anything for—”

“No. I insist on paying you back. As soon as my father lands a job—”

“Why don’t we discuss it later? For tomorrow morning, Cogworthy will drive you. When I need his assistance to go back to work, you can borrow one of my vehicles and drive there. It will be much safer for you.”

“OK. I appreciate how concerned you are for me. Thank you, Phillipe.”

Suddenly, Williamson felt more like her Father than her lover. He wished he knew of a way to recapture what he felt was slowly slipping through his fingers.

If I could just keep her here for myself, alone, for the rest of my life.

“It’s my pleasure, Bella Lisa. I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

“I wish there was something I could do for you.”

“Maybe you can help me later this afternoon. I want to make an appearance at my office and at the Adam and Eve Club, just to let the staff know I’m still around. Would you mind accompanying me, Bella Lisa?”

“I thought the doctor said you should have at least a few weeks of bed rest before going back to work.”

“I know, but I’m going crazy stuck here in this condo.”

“Oh really? I guess now you know how I felt, being trapped here as your prisoner. Sure, I’ll come with you. I know everyone will be so happy to see you, Phillipe.”

Late in the afternoon they took the limo to the downtown Los Angeles office of Williamson Investments and Real Estate Services. While Phillipe was in the shower, Bella Lisa called Andre Firmin to arrange a welcome back party. Firmin knew Williamson would not approve of the expenditure, even for a party for himself, so Bella Lisa used the rest of the cash Williamson had loaned her to pay for it. When the elevator doors opened, all 200 employees of both divisions of his company shouted, “Surprise!” Out of the corner of his eye he glanced slyly at Bella Lisa, and she raised her eyebrows innocently. Each employee stood in line to welcome Williamson back with a handshake and a hug. It was clear to Bella Lisa how much the staff liked and admired him. In just a few hours Firmin had been able to find a catering service to arrange the food. He even found a lively four piece jazz band that had set up in time to start playing as soon as they stepped into the offices. It took a few hours for everyone to pay their respects to Williamson and eat. Everyone seemed to have a good time. Before the party ended, Williamson whispered into Firmin’s ear and Firmin started tapping his glass with a metal spoon. Soon several staff members joined in the tapping of their glasses. The band ended their song. As the voices in the crowd calmed to a quiet murmur, Williamson walked over to the microphone by the band and said a few words to the crowd.

“Good evening, everybody. I just want to say a quick thank you to everyone in this room. This party was such a big surprise to me and it’s a great feeling being able to be back with all of you.”

Everyone at the party applauded warmly.

“Also, I want to say how much I appreciated all the flowers you sent me in the hospital after my accident and the kind words you wrote on the many notes and get well cards. I’m really proud of how smoothly the business has run in my absence. You guys are awesome. It’s due to your talent that we’ve become one of the most profitable companies in the LA area. As a matter of fact, you’re making me kind of nervous how well things are going. The Board of Directors might start thinking I’m overpaid.”

The audience laughed and clapped.

“So please, enjoy the party, please drive safely on the way home, and I will see you back at the office in a few days. Thank you again everyone.”

As the party wound down and he said goodbye to the last staff member, Williamson walked over to Bella Lisa and whispered in her ear.

“Did you plan all this out for me, Bella Lisa?

“Yes, with the help of Mr. Firmin. Surprised?”

“You’re a very sneaky girl, Ms. Mauricio.”

“I guess I am. You gave such a nice speech.”

“Thank you.”

“Everyone really seems to like you, Phillipe.”

“I like them too. Thank you for the party, Bella Lisa.”

“Sure, it was fun. Do you have enough energy to stop by the club?”

“OK.”

When they arrived at the Adam and Eve Club, the entire staff had gathered on the stage to welcome Williamson back. There was a large chocolate cake on a table with a banner overhead that read, “Welcome Back, Mr. Williamson!” There were ten candles in the cake for each year the club had been open. Everyone dug into the cake and stood on the stage, eating and talking. Bella Lisa noticed how flirtatious the female employees were to Williamson as he kissed each one on the cheek. After exchanging greetings with everyone, Williamson took the stage microphone.

“I know the 8:00 show is getting ready to start so we have to open the house, but I just want to say a few quick words. I want to thank all of you for sending the cards and flowers while I was in the hospital, it meant a lot to me. I want to take this opportunity to thank you all for your talent and dedication to the Adam and Eve Club. I believe we’re providing a service to our audience, giving them a place to come where our sexuality is celebrated, a kind of Garden of Eden, but without shame, restored to its natural beauty. You know, this place is like a home away from home for me, I hope you feel the same way. I should be back in a few days. If you need anything, you know my door is always open to you. I also want to take this moment to thank Andre Firmin, who has done a wonderful job running the theater in my absence. I don’t know what I’d do without you, Andre.”

Williamson applauded and the staff joined in. Firmin blushed at the attention and looked at the floor.

“Have a great show tonight. Thank you again!”

After saying goodbye to everyone, rather than taking his front row seat for the show, Williamson escorted Bella Lisa out through the lobby to the limo waiting outside. He settled back into his seat.

“Are you OK, Phillipe?”

“Oh, I’m fine. Just a little tired. Sorry we couldn’t stay for the show.”

“I don’t mind, Phillipe. I really should get some sleep so I’m alert for orientation tomorrow.”

“We used to stay up all night, now we’re going to sleep by 9:00 like an old married couple.”

“We’ll stay up late again, as soon as you feel better.”

“Come here, Bella Lisa. You’re too far away from me.”

Williamson held his hand out to her and she cuddled up to him.

“You made another nice speech, especially what you said about Andre,” Bella Lisa said.

“He is a good man. Since you’ve given me a second chance at life, I decided to be a nice guy from now on,” Phillipe said, winking at her.

“You are a nice guy, Phillipe.”

Bella Lisa kissed him softly on the lips. They held each other quietly on the ride home. After Williamson took his medication and Bella Lisa changed his bandages, they retired to bed and slept peacefully. 

Early the next morning Williamson awoke to the sound of water running. After her shower, Bella Lisa came out of the bathroom with towels wrapped around her body and hair. Williamson pretended to be asleep as he watched her dry herself, take off the towels and slip on a pretty pair of see-through thong panties and a matching sheer bra. Through squinted eyes, he gazed at the curves of her hips as she walked back to the bathroom to get her flat iron and cosmetics to style her hair and apply her makeup. She came back in and sat at her mirror to get ready for work.

There’s no way someone won’t fall in love with her today. It’s inevitable. Some guy will take one look at her and they’ll want to spend the rest of their life with her. Someone younger and better for her than me. I’m old, too old for her.

“Mr. Williamson, are you spying on me?”

“Me? No.”

“There’s no use in denying it. I can see you in the mirror, staring at my body.”

“Then, yes. I was spying. You look so cute in your panties and bra, I couldn’t look away.”

“I have absolutely no privacy in this house! Oh my Gosh, look at the time! I’ve got to go!”

“What about breakfast?”

“There’s no time, I’ll be late on my first day.”

“I’ll have Luman get you a coffee and a scone at Starbucks. Cogworthy will wait for you in front of the condo. I’ll send them a text right now.”

“You’re so sweet. What would I do without you, Phillipe?”

I hope I’ll never have to find out.

Phillipe watched her dress in tight fitting sexy black pants and a light blue V-necked blouse that hugged her curves and made it impossible not to look at the contours of her body and cleavage. She traced her lips with a red lipstick and styled her hair until it was perfectly coiffed.

She likes to look pretty.

“You look really cute, Bella Lisa.”

“Thank you, Phillipe.”

Bella Lisa carefully took off her diamond collar and laid it on the table.

“You’re not wearing the collar I gave you?”

“I can’t wear priceless jewelry around people living on food stamps. It would make me feel funny, Phillipe.”

“Of course. You’re right, Bella Lisa.”

“See you later!”

She gave Williamson a quick peck on the cheek and dashed out of the bedroom in her heels, her breasts jiggling loosely as she ran.

After Bella Lisa left, Williamson got out of bed and looked at himself in the mirror. He saw the silver stubble of his beard coming out. He assumed it wouldn’t be long until a gray color mixed in with the black strands of his thick wavy hair.

I’ll have to start coloring my hair soon.

He took a shower, careful not to get the bandage wet, shampooed his hair and shaved. He put on his gym shorts, t-shirt and Nikes. He went into the exercise room and got up on the treadmill.

Better get back into shape.

He put it on a low speed, grabbed the handrails for support and started walking on it, then increased it little by little to a light jog. His pelvis immediately began to ache and he slowed the treadmill back down to a slower speed.


Chapter Two

Nice Vanilla Sex

God, she’s so sexy…

Raoul noticed Bella Lisa the moment she entered the conference room and sat down at the long desk. He had never seen a more beautiful woman in his entire life. Raoul was instantly smitten with her.

He tried to sneak looks at her silky, long brown hair and the skin of her lovely breasts through the opening of her blouse, shimmering in the glow of the fluorescent lighting. He watched her attractive eyes study the mountain of case files piled in front of her. When the director of the agency announced that the pretty new social worker would be assigned to Raoul for training, his heart raced in his chest. 

I’m so lucky.

Raoul was so excited about introducing himself to Bella Lisa at lunch; he could hardly remember a word the director was saying. He had difficulty keeping his eyes off her at the meeting. Raoul thought she may have caught him sneaking glances at her breasts from across the table, but she just smiled, as if she didn’t mind being looked at in a sexual way. 

Finally, the director stopped talking and the group broke for a catered lunch. Trying to get up the nerve to approach her, he watched Bella Lisa exchange a few words with another social worker at the lunch table. After she sat back down at the conference table and opened her lunch bag, Raoul tentatively approached her.

Bella Lisa glanced up and smiled at him as he walked toward her. She had noticed how shyly he looked at her face and breasts throughout the morning. He was attractive, tall, slender, and very physically fit, with tan skin and bright twinkling eyes. He looked and dressed like a young handsome model from a clothing catalogue. Though he appeared professional on the outside, you could tell by the sun bleached hair and faded leather bracelets on his wrists, Raoul was a hippy chick’s dream boyfriend. It became hard to concentrate on the morning training session. She kept imagining what he might look like naked in bed. When she thought of his long lean body, her mind circled back to Williamson. She immediately felt guilty fantasizing about another man.

Am I in a relationship with Phillipe? Am I his girlfriend?

Just one week ago, Bella Lisa fell into the sensual world as Williamson’s willing submissive. She came to realize after several intense sexual encounters how much she enjoyed pleasing and being pleased by her Dom. Her senses had become finely attuned to respond to a man’s arousal. She knew instinctively the moment Raoul looked at her that he wanted her to submit to him. She imagined kneeling before him, unzipping his trousers, looking up into his eyes, taking his shaft in her mouth and sucking upon it.

Am I allowed to have these desires for another man? Phillipe collared me, or was that just a game? The young man is closer to my age. Could we get to know each other at least?

Raoul had been standing over Bella Lisa, looking down at her. He had a great view of her full bosom at that particular angle. Through the opening of her blouse he could see the pink crescent of an aureole peeking out under the sheer material of her bra and the shape of her large nipples protruding under the silk material. Raoul wanted to slip his hands under her shirt and cup her beautiful breasts. He imagined cuddling up to her night after night in bed and holding her breasts as he fell asleep.

I want to make her mine…

She felt his eyes on her and turned slowly around. The first thing Bella Lisa saw was the outline of Raoul’s erection and the rim of his penis through his pants. She looked at it perhaps a little longer than she should have and Raoul noticed this. It made him bolder with his eyes as he continued to peer through the opening of her blouse. When Bella Lisa looked up, he still stared at her breasts with open lips. She felt herself becoming wet between her thighs.

“Hi, Ms. Mauricio. Can I call you Bella Lisa?”

“Sure.”

“Great. I wanted to introduce myself to you. I’m Raoul Martinez. It looks like we’ll be making our field visits together.”

Bella Lisa held her hand out and he took it in his warm palm.

“Hello, Raoul. Would you like to sit down?”

“Thank you.”

Raoul sat down and they ate their lunch together.

“I saw you looking at all those case files,” Raoul said.

“I know. It’s a lot of work. I don’t know where to begin.”

“I can help you get started. With the kind of neighborhoods we visit, the company has the social workers go out in pairs. It’s safer that way. I’ve checked the schedule and we’ve got the use one of the company vehicles on Tuesday and Wednesday afternoons. If we plan it out right, we could knock off a good number of your initial foster home visits this week and you can introduce yourself to everyone. I know the inner city quite well and I’ll help you organize your case addresses, if you’d like. You can start making appointments right away. Then next week we can try to track down the natural parents and start setting up supervised visits with their kids, job placement, drug counseling, whatever might be needed to help them get their child back, if it’s possible.”

“That sounds great, Raoul. You’re very kind to help me. I’m a little overwhelmed with all the cases, plus I don’t really know my way around this area of East LA very well. I’d really appreciate your help.”

At lunch, Bella Lisa and Raoul discovered they had a lot in common. They both just recently graduated from college with degrees in social work. They liked similar rock groups and movies. He even said he’d seen all the Twilight movies and asked her out to see Breaking Dawn Part 2, as soon as it was released. She began to realize she preferred being with someone her own age. She felt comfortable with Raoul, as if she had found a soul mate in him. Raoul also enjoyed being around Bella Lisa. As the lunch break ended, the director said the afternoon training session had been cancelled so the new social workers could get more familiar with their case files. After an hour of work, Raoul helped Bella Lisa pick out some foster homes in the same area they could visit together. She called the foster parents to introduce herself as the new social worker and set up appointments for tomorrow afternoon to visit the homes. After she made her last call, Raoul approached her.

