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      These two beasts want to take her to their castle and ravish her.

       

      Isabelle’s older brother owes a huge debt to his two friends—two friends Isabelle has crushed on since she was a teen. When they demand Isabelle as payment, she has no choice. She must go to their castle.

       

      Dustin and Micah are dominant, beastly men who want nothing more than to protect and claim Isabelle. She used to be an awkward teenager but has grown into a stunning woman. The arrangement is only supposed to last for a week.

       

      One week shouldn’t be enough time to fall in love…yet somehow this beautiful girl uses her heart to tame not one, but two beasts.

      Beauty’s Beasts is a steamy, modern-day MFM fairy tale. It was previously published under the title Their Little Sundae in the Eat Your Heart Out 3 charity anthology.

      

      Beauty’s Beasts is a work of fiction. The sexual situations within this story are meant to be read as fantasy, not instruction. Readers interested in exploring BDSM and kinky lifestyles are encouraged to seek out reputable sources in their local kink communities. Websites cannot always be trusted, so use due diligence when seeking information.
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      Isabelle

      The closed sign to my ice cream parlor is on, which means the fun can begin. I switch from the oldies station that usually plays on the radio and over to my “closing duties” playlist. Then, as I count out the till and scrub the tables, floor, and counters, I belt out my favorite showtunes.

      Broadway would cringe to hear my tone-deaf voice shout through their finest musicals, and yet I can’t stop for anyone, not even Broadway.

      I’m doing a twirl so my skirt flares out while I warble out the end of Eponine’s “A Little Fall of Rain” when a pounding from the back door causes me to screech the last word.

      There’s only one person who would show up like this. Not my trusted manager, not the struggling people who frequent the shadier parts of San Esteban, California, not the unhoused kid who lives in the alley, not anyone except for my brother.

      I turn off my show tunes and hurry to the back room where I store supplies between the giant walk-in freezers.

      Beckworth’s face appears through the tiny window on the door, his light brown eyes the same as the ones I see in the mirror every day, and his dark blond hair the same, too, although he styles it much differently, since I usually wear mine in braided pigtails and his is a shaggy surfer dude style.

      “What the heck, Beck?” I ask with a smile as I unlock the door and open it for him.

      The correct response for our old greeting is “What the hell, Belle,” even though my nickname is usually Isa—the rhyme was just too good to pass up—but he doesn’t say it. Instead, he stumbles into the back of my shop on unsteady feet.

      “I fucked up, Isa.”

      I hate to even think it, but that’s the story of his life lately. He nearly made it as a pro surfer, even had some larger brands sponsoring him. But a near-drowning out in Mirarosa Bay messed with his confidence and drive.

      My half-brother Beckworth is ten years older than me, and yet I’m only twenty-five and seem to have my shit together, while he, at thirty-five, does not. When our dad died, he left us each a decent sum of money. I rather self-indulgently opened an ice cream parlor with mine. A couple of friends doubted that I could make it work, but San Esteban has been great to this venture and we’re staying afloat.

      “Isa?” Beck says.

      “What’d you do?” I ask.

      He rubs the back of his neck and leans against the counter I just scrubbed. I’m going to have to wash that again.

      He’s muttering to himself, then looking around the parlor like he’s afraid someone’s going to jump out from behind the other side of the counter.

      “Can you get out of town for a few days?” he asks.

      “What? No, I have to run this place.”

      “But you have a manager, right?

      “I do, but I don’t want to leave her because you’re…whatever you are. Come on, Beck.” My heart breaks to see him struggling like this all the time. I’ve loaned him all the money I could loan, just to help him pay his rent, but at this point, he has to just go out and get a job.

      He tried working for me once. He hated it, and I hated it because he hated it.

      “Look,” he says, lowering his voice. “I borrowed money I shouldn’t have, and I’m so sorry. But you need to leave, Isa. I’m making a deal with Micah and Dustin to help work this out, but⁠—“

      “Micah and Dustin? What the hell have you gotten yourself into?” My heart gives a little flip of fear, mixed with the stirrings of an ancient crush. Micah and Dustin are old friends of his. I remember them coming around when I was a teenager. The three of them used to surf all the time, then Beck started getting sponsors, and Micah and Dustin went off and did…shady things, I think. I don’t know exactly, but they’re filthy rich and they live in a freaking castle on the cliffs in Mirarosa.

      “I borrowed money from them, I borrowed money from Little R, and it’s all gone to hell.”

      “Who’s Little R? What kind of name is that?”

      Beck sighs. “You remember that guy always lurking around the high school? Richard Huber? Blond dude?”

      I shake my head, but now that he’s talking about him, I remember a guy with a blond buzz cut who seemed way too old to be hanging around the corner from the high school. I figured he was dealing, so I tried to stay away. But it always seemed like whichever route I took to leave the school, he was there.

      Beck continues, “He’s made a name for himself, runs the underground card games…you know.”

      “He’s a loan shark,” I say pointedly. “I barely remember him, though.”

      “He remembers you.”

      I pick up my rag and cleaner and scrub aggressively at the already-gleaming stainless steel of the counter. “I don’t think this has anything to do with me⁠—”

      “It doesn’t have to, if you’d just take a short vacation while I work this out.”

      “Spell it out for me, Beck. I need to hear you say it.”

      Groaning, he says, “You’re in danger because of stupid shit I did. I’m sorry. I’m trying to fix it. I’m going to call Micah and Dustin, so can we use the parlor to talk out the details?”

      “Why not your place?”

      He gives me a don’t-be-stupid look. “Little R is watching my place.”

      “Fine. Make it quick. Just know that I’m not leaving town. You figure out your shit, Beck. I’ve figured out mine.”

      It’s not entirely true. I’m a workaholic who can’t seem to keep a guy around longer than three weeks. But at least I don’t have loan sharks coming after me.

      Or maybe I do, but only because of my stupid brother.

      Beck’s got his phone out and he holds it to his ear. He steps away for a low conversation, but at one point I hear, “I’m at Isa’s ice cream shop.”
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        * * *

      

      Micah

      “Beck, what’s up?” I say into the phone.

      Dustin flicks his gaze up from the pool table and gives me a concerned look. Hearing from Beckworth Garnier hasn’t been a good thing lately. He borrowed money and ghosted us, only to pop up again when he had another “unmissable opportunity.”

      I swirl the unsipped whiskey in my glass before regretfully setting it down. Beck never calls just to chat, and there’s a very good chance Dustin and I may be heading out.

      If we decide to hear him out, that is. But I’m the sucker, the softie of the Micah-Dustin duo, and Beck is smart enough to know to call me because I’ll listen.

      Dustin would just tell Beck to fuck off before hanging up.

      “Look, you guys have to help me,” Beck says.

      “We don’t have to do anything,” I say, because I might be a softie, but I’m not a pushover.

      “He’s threatening Isa.”

      My throat closes up. “Tell me more.”

      I only half-listen as he goes over the painfully stupid details—a bet gone wrong, too much money borrowed, Beck was always going to be good for the money but the cards were just not in his favor ever, blah blah blah. But when he gets to the part about the loan shark being Little R, aka Richard Huber who I refuse to call “Little R,” and how all Huber wants is a week alone with Isa for Beck to repay the debt, well, that’s when I start listening, and when my temper rises.

      “What the fuck were you thinking?” I ask.

      “I know,” Beck says miserably. “Look, if you could just pay him off this one time, I’ll pay you guys back. I know you have it and I hate to ask.”

      He doesn’t hate to ask. He’s asked before and he’ll ask again.

      “Fuck.” I rub a hand over my face. “Where are you right now?”

      “I’m at Isa’s ice cream shop.”

      “We’ll be there in twenty minutes.” Lucky for him, we’re not in Mirarosa right now, but at our penthouse in San Esteban.

      I end the call and look over at my best friend.

      Dustin shakes his head. “We’re not seriously going to bail Fuckworth out again, are we?”

      “It’s not just Beck in trouble this time. He borrowed from Richard Huber, of all people…and you remember how Huber was obsessed with Isa?”

      “Fuck.” Dustin looks like he’s going to break the pool cue, but he reins himself in.

      Little Isabelle Garnier. She’d been a cutie as a girl, and Dustin and I had wanted nothing more than to watch over her and make sure she was safe. And then when she became an adult? She turned sexy as hell. I’m not proud to admit I’ve jacked off more than once to fantasies about our friend’s little sister, and from the way Dustin used to watch her, I knew he was thinking the same dirty things.

      But we’ve kept our distance, all this time. Partly because everything to do with Beck has been such a shit-show, and partly because the things Dustin and I are into are way too filthy for someone as good and innocent as Isabelle Garnier.

      But damn do I fantasize about corrupting that girl.
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        * * *

      

      Isabelle

      I rage-clean the entire ice cream parlor. I even do all the opening duties because hell, I’m still here so why not get ahead? Tomorrow it’ll be Janie opening, and she’ll appreciate not having to check all of the topping dispensers to make sure they’re full.

      Less than half an hour later, two tall, shadowy forms stop in front of the door, half-hidden by the drawn blinds. The door rattles as they try to open it, but it’s locked.

      I send a fearful look to Beck, but he just nods. “It’s Dustin and Micah, we can let them in.”

      I march to the door and peer through the blinds. Dustin and Micah shouldn’t be hotter than they were five years ago, and yet time has only done them favors. I unlock the door and swing it open for them. As soon as it closes, I lock it again and face them.

      “Hey, Bell-bell,” Micah says, using the nickname I hated as a teenager.

      “Hey,” I say, trying to sound cool but feeling supremely uncool. They’ve always had that effect on me.

      I haven’t seen them in five years, and that was at a party after one of Beck’s surfing competitions. They’d stood off to the side, their eyes glittering in the light from the beach bonfire.

      At the time, I’d been dating a douchey asshole everyone hated. My one and only long-term relationship. I’d been blind to his flaws because he was nice to me…for a while. When he started getting mean but I kept forgiving him, Janie sat me down and went over all the red flags. I’m not proud to say that at first I ignored her advice, but when he kept to the patterns she pointed out, I finally came out of it.

      Anyway, he’d been with me at the party and practically growled at anyone who ventured near. But I’d been unable to look away from Micah and Dustin. They looked so old, distinguished, like proper adults. The rest of us seemed like dumbasses in comparison.

      “Isabelle. Good to see you again,” Dustin says.

      “Thanks,” I say. “Yeah. I mean, you too. Both of you. It’s good to see you.”

      Dustin’s lip twitches upward at the corner. Dustin, who never cracks a smile. How thrilling—my idiocy amuses him.

      “I’ll just let you three talk,” I say, then I scamper back to my safe office in the back room, my face burning with embarrassment. These two always make me feel out of sorts.

      But curiosity has me creeping toward the door. It’s not bad to eavesdrop if the conversation concerns me, is it? Beckworth said I was in danger, too. Maybe I ought to be having this conversation with the guys. I’m not fourteen anymore—I’m an adult and the more I think about it, the more I belong at that tiny table where they’re talking about things that yes, could have a very real impact on my life. Maybe not forever, but at least for the next few days.

      I push open the swinging door and am about to step through when I hear Beck raise his voice. “What the fuck?”

      Micah’s voice is placating. “It would only be for a week.”

      “Yeah,” Beck says, “but what will you do with her for a week?”

      “Use your imagination,” Dustin says, sounding amused.

      Beck’s indignation is loud in the empty parlor. “How are you any better than Little R?”

      Wait, are they saying what I think they’re saying? They want me for a week?
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