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Foreword


Thank you for choosing to read Beast. While it is a Twisted Fairy Tale Retelling, it is not your Disney movie retold. Yes, there are some similarities, but the characters are different and not based off disney. My story is fiction, loosely based on fairy tales and folklore, in a mismatch fun adventure. I hope you keep that in mind when you read this tale. It's supposed to be a fun, light hearted, steamy dream come true. Thank you again.
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Prologue


In a kingdom far away on another planet, a group of servants huddled together, picking straws to see who would approach their king.

Their king was a kind, generous, and benevolent king. He worked the fields right along with his people. He played with the children and even sat with them in the schoolhouse on occasion.

Yet, the news that needed to be delivered would turn even the happiest man into a raging beast.

The unlucky servant who drew the short straw trembled in the shadow of his king. His nerves were shaking as much as his entire body as he clamped his hands together in an effort to stay calm. “I'm so sorry, Sire. That's the message I was told. The prophecy holds true. With two mates, one must be chosen, or Darkness prevails.”

The king roared loud enough to shake the window panes in their frames.

“I want a different fortune read!” The king shouted as he spun, knocking all the items from his desk in the process. Candles and ornaments clattered to the floor, and paper floated in the aftermath. “I don't believe that witch for one more breath. There must be something else! A different outcome!”

“But, Sire,” the servant jittered, and instantly regretted it when the king growled, even though he knew he wasn't the object of the king's ire, he was just the middleman. “That was the last witch in the provenance. All the others have fled.”

“Sire, please,” a softer, calm voice joined the room, exuding serenity over the angry king. The king's sister was the only person in the world who was able to calm him, and it was a wonder to behold. “There is no way around it. You must choose one mate. All have said as much. Two will be presented, and you must choose one.”

The servant understood the king's reluctance. The first prophecy foretold the kingdom's destruction if the king didn't choose one of his two mates. It was a cruel twist of fate.

Fate gave one or two, at times three, mates to those in their kingdom. Yet, why would they restrict the king to only one? And then make him choose a mate to protect his people? The servant didn't understand the fates at times. He was glad he wasn't a man of power. He was perfectly fine in his position. Servant was his title, but he was free to live, love, and even work where he wanted.

“No,” the King grumbled, maybe even whined, but the servant wouldn't tell a soul. Sitting with a thump, large arms bracing heavily on the solid desk, the king looked sad, defeated. Another observation the servant would take to his grave. Not many would be privy to see their king in such a state. His respect for the man grew; to be able to see the king in such a vulnerable state, even if he worried about their fate.

“I don't want to choose. Why must I?”

“Sire,” the sister started, resting her hands gently on the king's shoulders. It was an amazing feat to witness the bond between the pair. Twins were rare in their world, which created a special bond between the king and the princess. She was able to soothe his inner beasts with just her voice, which many speculated was a trait of her own inner beast, but no one knew for certain. “You must, or the fate of the kingdom will be in peril.”

The servant shivered again, this time in fear for the entire kingdom. It was common knowledge that if the king did not choose his mate, that the kingdom would be doomed to famine, pestilence, and death. All because of the king's stubbornness. Not that anyone was stupid enough to tell the king that. Case in point: all witches had fled in fear.

The kingdom worked fairly well together. A well-greased machine, with every cog doing their best to keep the Darkness at bay. They had lived peacefully for generations. Until a traveling witch prophesied the doom of the kingdom.

“It's not fair,” the king sneered at no one in particular.

The servant hated being the bearer of bad news, and he felt for the king. To see the happy king so sad was unnerving. How was he supposed to tell his mate that the king struggled with his fate? The king couldn't lose hope. Or else everyone would, causing a chain reaction of the beginning of the prophesied chaos.

“Life of a king isn't always fair.” Only the king's sister would be able to get away with telling the king what was what. Since losing their parents, the king's sister had been the voice of reason on multiple occasions.

“I need time. I can't deal with this right now.” The king shrugged off his sister's comforting hands.

The servant shook as the king stood to his full height, as another great roar echoed through the entire kingdom. His eyes collided with the Princess's sorrowful gaze. “He'll be able to do what's right when the time comes. Don't fret.” She offered a strained smile, and they both knew it would be anyone's guess as to the outcome.

When the king put his mind to something, it was generally set for good.
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Belle


Staring out the window, Belle watched the leaves blow in the wind while she sipped her vanilla cappuccino. Her friends chatted away while Belle listened with half an ear. Or more like less than half an ear, if she were being honest. She didn’t really care too much about what they were talking about. What were they discussing again?

Oh, right, Ariel’s wedding, Belle surmised as she tuned back into the conversation.

Not that there was anything wrong with a wedding, per se. It just really didn’t matter to Belle. She wasn't like most girls who dreamed of their wedding. No. Belle dreamed of magic mirrors and a far-off kingdom that didn't exist.

Belle's favorite pastime was reading. What she wouldn't give to hide away and devour book after book without being interrupted. But alas, real life called.

“Are you even interested in being a bridesmaid?” Aurora asked in a shrill voice.

It took Belle a moment to realize they were talking to her. “I'm sorry. It sounds nice. I'm just not the type to think about a wedding.” Now, for a wolf or bear shifter to whisk her away? Sign her up. But that was pure fantasy hidden away between the pages of her books.

“Why do we even bother?” Ella sneered snidely.

“Give her a break,” Ariel waved a hand towards the rest of the table. “It's okay, Belle, you don't have to stay here.”

“I'm sorry. I'm trying. I'm just. It's not my thing.” The only reason she said yes was because Ariel was doing a princess theme wedding, and Belle would get to dress up as her namesake.

Belle already had a dress picked out. Had she worn it before? Yes. But only at home.

Before Ariel could continue, they were interrupted by Ariel’s fiancé and his friends. Ug. Belle wanted to gag. It had nothing to do with Charming. He was a decent enough man. But a jock through and through. And stuffy, preppy, and just so not her type.

At all.

Belle went for the more brute types.

“Eric and Henry are getting fitted tomorrow,” Charming stated, and Belle really wished she had tuned out again. She could feel hives breaking out over her flesh, just sitting and listening. Hopefully, it would change one day if someone caught her eye.

Rising from her chair, she leaned into Ariel and gave her cousin a cheek peck. “Sorry, cuz, I can't. I love you. I'll be there. See you later.”

Belle left without waiting for a response. Out in the fresh air, Belle shook the wedding mood from her mind and body. Maybe she just wasn't princess material? Belle loved dressing up as princesses, though. Her closet could attest to that.

It was a good thing she not only had a decent paying, albeit boring job, to pay for the dress material, but that she had the sewing skills to do so.

Perhaps one day she could see herself in her own wedding dress? That thought just sent shivers down her spine, and not the way a good book did.

Belle sighed and looked up at the sky. Billowing clouds surged on the horizon, indicating a storm was coming. At times, Belle wondered if it rained because of her mood, or if her mood soured because of the rain.

Either way, as much as she wanted to dance in the rain, Belle headed to her lonely apartment. Real life beckoned, and Belle wanted to throat punch it.
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Scar


Leaning his elbows on the dirty bar, Scar rolled his eyes at the stare-down beside him. Pan and Hook were attempting to arm wrestle, while talking smack to each other.

Scar's thought on the two was they needed to fuck it out of their system, but neither would give an inch.

“Fucking dickhead,” Pan spat, trying to anchor his free arm across the bar to where Hook smacked it.

“Fuck off, fucker. That's cheating. Go figures. That'll be the only way you could win. Fuckin’ cheater.”

“I don't fucking cheat. Cheating for pussies.”

“Dude, pussies are the strongest part of a body. Thank you for the compliment.”

Scar shuddered. Just the thought of a woman made his skin crawl.

“Hiya, handsome,” a brunette sidled up to him, her breasts squishing up against his arm. He shuddered again. And she mistook it for a shiver of excitement. Gag.

Scar turned and slightly enjoyed the shocked look on the brunette's face. From the side view, he was considered handsome. From the front… however, handsome was in the eye of the beholder and all that.

A jagged scar ran the length of Scar's face from his hairline down to his jaw, crossing over his eye and pinching his lip.

“I… I,” she stammered, and Scar growled. Secretly enjoying her yelp and jump as she scurried away.

From the twin chuckles behind him, he wasn't the only one who enjoyed the show.

“Man, why are you always tormenting the ladies?” Hook jested.

“They don't seem to understand. I am not in the market for a woman.” Just ew. Women were not for him. In a sexual way, at least.

“Unless you have room to tattoo taken on your forehead, they will never get it unless you have a ring on your finger, or a guy on your arm.”

True as it may be, Scar knew it wouldn't happen. He was too damned picky.

Being a larger man himself, he dreamed about someone who was even bigger than him to be his.

And trying to find a muscle-bound giant who was gay and was attracted to Scar? Impossible was an understatement.

At least his brothers were cool with him being gay. It hadn't been in his last club. Thus, the scar.

Scar shook his head to erase the memory. He never wanted to remember that time in his life. Fighting with club members was not all it was cracked up to be.

“Where d'ya go?”

“Neverland,” Scar said in a deadpanned voice as he side eyed Pan.

“Ha ha, fucker,” he retorted and flipped Scar off, his arm wrestling match forgotten.

What Scar wouldn't give to run away to Neverland.

“Yo, boys!” Their club president, Hunter, called out above the music. “We got ourselves a live one! Suit up, boys! Let's ride!”

A chorus of cheers rose, Scar's joining the revelry. It had been a few weeks since they had gotten into trouble. Maybe Scar wasn't melancholy or lonely, maybe he was just itching for a good time.
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Belle


Birds flew above Belle's head as she laid on a park bench and gazed at the moving clouds in the sky. She really hoped she didn't get pooped on again. One time was once too many.

“There's a train,” she pointed out a train shaped cloud to no one. “Oh, and now an elephant,” she giggled to herself as the clouds changed from one shape to another.

Clamping her phone to her chest, her book long ago finished, Belle spun around on the bench and sat up.

Her cousin's wedding had come and gone, and Belle hadn't been missed. Even if she had, in fact, shown up wearing her Belle gown. She doubted she'd show her face at the family reunion for a few years, she snorted. It was a good thing she was the black sheep and no one really spoke to her or worried about her.

“Meow.”

Belle's thoughts were interrupted by a low meow of a cat. She looked around and couldn't seem to find it. “Meow.” There it was again.

Rising to her feet, Belle looked towards the forest behind her. “Here, kitty, kitty,” she cooed and thought she saw the little furball disappear into the thick brush.

Belle shrugged and turned back around to head home when a strangled meow caught her attention once more. That was not a normal sound.

Against her better judgment, Belle gave herself a pep talk and followed the sound of the distressed feline.

Several minutes later, Belle wished she had listened to her gut and stayed out of the forest.

She could hear the cat cry and whine, yet whenever Belle would step closer to the little animal, it would dart away.

A branch cracked beneath Belle's shoe as she stepped on uneven ground. Catching her balance on the nearest tree, Belle glanced around the forest. How far had she wondered? Nothing looked familiar.

“Hello?” She softly called. Not expecting an answer, yet received one from the cat. “Meow.”

“Just great. Lost in the woods by a stray cat. Stupid cat. Stupid me. Why did I follow you again?” Belle grumbled, and for some odd reason, continued to follow the stupid stray. She had come this far.

Which reminded her to check the time as she pulled out her cell phone. No service. Just wonderful.

The sky darkened as Belle continued on. Maybe she'd find a way out soon. Or get turned around and be lost forever. Although she didn't think the forest next to the park was this large. There was no way it was. She lived in a city. Surrounded by concrete and steel skyscrapers.

Before Belle lost her visibility, the cat led her into a clearing. In the middle of which was a large oak tree with large luscious branches, all seemingly uniformed in shape.

Belle stumbled as she watched the cat scramble up the tree. Just what she didn't need, she grumbled to herself. All this way to not only become lost in the woods, but to climb a tree for a cat who didn't want to be caught.

“Here, kitty, kitty,” she crooned as she stepped through the clearing. “Why did you want me to follow you if you didn't want petted?”

Belle stopped at the base of the large oak and stared up at it in awe. It was so massive she couldn't wrap her arms around it. Hell, she couldn't even see around it. Inhaling the earthiness of the tree and moss beneath her feet, Belle stretched out her arms, leaned against the trunk, and hugged the tree. If only her friends could see her now, she giggled to herself. Who cared what they thought?

Belle kicked off her shoes and resumed her position of hugging the oak. Digging her toes into the dirt and moss at the base, Belle grounded herself. All the mundane stress over work and family melted away. If she could live in the tree, she would. No more worries or cares. It sounded too good to be true.

The longer she stood, the darker the forest became, yet she noticed the warmer she became. Was the tree emitting heat? She pulled her head back to look at the bark she had rested on. That couldn't be right. Or even possible. However, the bark was warm to the touch. And was that a light shining through the cracks in the bark?

“I have got to get out of this forest,” Belle said out loud. “The cat disappeared, and the tree is sparkling.”

Yet, Belle didn't move.

Not until a flash of light caused her to stumble backwards and cover her eyes. With her hand shielding her eyes, she glanced at the tree. Was that a mirror? A glittery, sparkly, substance twinkled and reflected within the tree's bark.

Her finger tapped the mirror, and a ripple waved across the surface.

“Wow,” Belle exclaimed softly. She had to be dreaming. She had fallen and hit her head chasing the cat and was dreaming.

Yet why was she inching closer, arms outstretched and ready to breach the barrier?

Belle gasped, too startled to scream as she placed both hands on the mirror and was yanked through. Her heart skipped a beat, leaving her breathless as she floated for mere seconds before crashing back down to earth.

“Trippy.” Belle moved to her knees and took in her surroundings. Forest and trees of all sizes, same as before, around the clearing. Turning back to make sure it was still a large oak tree behind her, she watched as the mirror melded into the bark.

“Oh… Kay,” she nodded to herself. “I've fallen through a mirror, through a tree. Just like Alice,” she groaned and squeezed her eyes closed. She was dreaming. Belle had just read Alice last week and had just finished a romantic telling of the story before she chased the cat. Go figure, she would fall through a looking glass.

Standing up, she brushed off her knees and legs and looked for her shoes. Belle spun around twice. She didn't move. They were right there.

And now they were gone. Just gone.

The light continued to fade as Belle searched for her shoes. If only she could find them, and they'd take her home; she snorted a delirious laugh. She had lost it.

Maybe not completely, as she spied tendrils of shadow creeping out from the tree line. Hands? Tentacles? “What the ever-loving fuck?” This could not be real, she thought as she watched the shadows creep closer.

“Hurry!”

Belle screamed at the sound of the voice, her hair whipping in her face as she spun towards its location.

“Meow.”

“Oh, good. The cat. I swore you just spoke.”

“I did. Follow me. Quickly, before the Darkness catches you.”

Belle blinked twice, three more times for good measure. Nope. Everything was still the same. The cat was waiting patiently where it had pounced to one side, while the dark cloud and tendrils whipped around to the other side of the clearing.

“Sure, I'll just follow the talking cat.” She surmised and stepped towards the feline. “Not like the cat would kill me the way those would.”

“Hurry! Quickly! Quickly!”

“Where are you taking me?” Belle asked as she picked up her pace. Rocks and twigs bit into the pads of her feet as she hurried to keep up with the cat and ahead of the Darkness. Was it a being? The cat seemed to emphasize as much. Bumping into saplings, swatting low lying limbs, Belle seemed to bounce off trees as she rushed after the cat.

“Keep up!”

Belle tripped and fell for a second time, grumbling at the cat in her haste. “I'm trying. I'm not exactly mobile out here.”

Before she could pick herself up, the cat turned, jumped over her, and hissed. The tendrils of darkness were closing in.

Yet instead of running and screaming like an extra in a horror film, Belle crouched into a ball and stayed in place. “There's no place like home. There's no place like home.” Belle tried chanting, to no avail. “Please, let no bad happen,” she tried instead; her prayer to cover all the bases.

A deafening roar pierced Belle's ears and had her clutching her ears in pain. Had the Darkness gotten to her? Was this the end? A flash of fur darted over Belle and she knew she had died.

“Get up. You're safe.”

Belle glanced up at the cat who sat less than a foot from her. Shadows danced around her as she tried to focus on her surroundings.

“What are you doing out here without a torch?” A new voice growled. Loud enough that Belle cringed and wanted to cover her ears again. Yet, the voice was also soothing.

“Master, she's not from around here.”

Ya think? Was Belle's first thought.

First, Belle saw a torch. Seriously, a torch. A stick with fire on the end. Not a flashlight, an actual torch. And then she saw the arm and then the man attached to the torch. Good Lord Almighty. He was fucking huge. Like, for real. He could hug that oak tree and probably crush it.

A plate sized hand was offered to her. “You must always carry a torch,” he said in a gruff voice as she placed her hand in his. Sparks zapped and tingled up Belle's arm as she gasped in shock. That was new.

The beast of a man groaned and hunched his shoulders.

Beast. That's what she glimpsed, right? A bear or beast charging the unknown enemy. Maybe she was hallucinating as she was clearly alive.

“So it begins.”

That was all he said as he handed her a torch and walked away.

Belle stared after the man she wanted to climb like a tree and then to the cat that was licking itself. “What does he mean?”

“You'll see. Keep up.” The cat said and then disappeared into the dark forest.

Belle proceeded to follow, albeit more slowly. Belle's feet hurt, and her adrenaline from running was waning. Her muscles ached and cramped with each step.

“Wait up!” She shouted as the man marched on, never looking back.

Stepping and stumbling forward, Belle tried to make sense of the woods. She thought she saw flickers of light, but couldn't be certain if she was seeing things.

Screaming as a root caught her foot, Belle stumbled to her knees, the torch rolling from her hands as she tried to catch herself.

The flame flickered, going in and out, and Belle scrambled as fast as she could to reach it on hands and knees. Yet, it was no use. The flame continued to dwindle with each breath.

“Help!” Belle shouted, ignoring the pinch of undergrowth against her legs. The man didn't stop. His torch faded with each step he took away from her. “Please,” she begged. Belle tried blowing on the torch, hoping it would give the flame some life, but all it did was quicken the death of her precious flame.

A sting on her ankle caused her to cry out. Something had touched her. And it burned.

Belle crawled away, not daring to look behind her as she heard unspeakable noises that her mind had no connection to. Another sting, and Belle begged for help, her heart pounding, tears coming to her eyes.

Before she gave up and let the pain take over, the beast of a man was there, waving his torch to and fro. When Belle believed herself to be free of the Darkness, she rose unsteadily to her feet.

In the darkness, the man held his torch to hers, giving it new life. He tilted his head, and this time Belle did not linger.
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Beast


“Sire,” a look-out from the back of the line called. “The Darkness is rolling in more heavily than normal.”

Beast waved his hand to dismiss the soldier when the surrounding horses began to spook. Soft neighs and jittering hooves stamped on the ground. They did not need a stampede of frightened horses.

“Whoa,” he pulled on the reins to the two horses fastened to his wagon. Beast looked out to the forest where the soldier had indicated, and sure enough. “Fucking bastard.” Not that he knew who controlled the Darkness, nor what exactly it was, but it was preying on some poor helpless soul.

“Prepare the extra torches. Half with me, men!” Beast grabbed the spare torch from his wagon and unsheathed his sword. His claws were better, but on the off chance there was a different foe he encountered a sword might be the best option.

Stomping through the woods was not what he wanted to be doing right then. He wanted to get the cargo home and be done for a few hours.

Trading with the North was always a tiring affair. The long trip, followed by the long return after visiting for a day or two. Beast just wanted to lie in his own bed.

As quickly and quietly as soldiers could move, they ate up the distance to the edge of the Darkness.

What he saw stunned him. Cowering in a ball was a woman if he had to guess. With a cat hissing and scratching at the tendrils of darkness after the woman. Not just any cat, either. Kisa, the magical princess cat who traveled across realms, was back, it seemed.

Beast threw his sword to stick into the ground before roaring his battle cry. He charged, changing easily into his bear form, and pushed back the Darkness. It was easy with all the extra torches available in the surrounding area. Hopefully, it would stay away until they could leave and get safely back to the wagons.

“What are you doing out here without a torch?” Seamlessly changing back to man, he growled. Loud enough that the woman cringed, and Beast was almost sorry he had been so gruff.

“Master, she's not from around here.”

Beast would digest that information later. He offered a hand to her. “You must always carry a torch,” he said in his gruffest voice. Who would be outside, at night, without a torch?

Beast groaned and hunched his shoulders as the woman slipped her hand into his. He wanted to hiss and yell, pull his hand away, but it was of no use. At her gasp, he knew it was too late. “So it begins.”

Turning back as he grabbed his sword, he led the way and hoped she followed. At least she had a torch now. Beast's long legs made the trek back to the wagon quick and easy. He needed to get back and figure out what he needed to do.

It didn't help that his bear had scented their mate and was currently growling at him to claim her. He couldn't just claim her. He wasn't choosing, but he didn't know the repercussions of claiming one mate without meeting his second. The stipulations surrounding his issue were speculations at best.

“Wait up!” The woman shouted, and even to his ears, she sounded faint and far away.

“Help!” She shouted, and still, he didn't stop, his long legs eating up the forest floor. He couldn't stop. Maybe? He didn't know what to do. “Please,” she begged, and a part of him heard her and wished he could hear her beg while he had her naked and in bed.

Beast paused in his pacing and turned to listen. He could hear the rustle of leaves and brush, yet he couldn't see her torch. No!

His heart leapt into his throat as he sped back to her last position. No, he couldn't let her succumb to the Darkness. Not now. Not ever. How could he have left her?

Fighting back the Darkness, Beast waited for his heart to steady. Yet, he knew it wouldn't until he had her safely ensconced in his bedroom.

She rose to her feet, almost stubbornly, and he felt like horse shit for leaving her. Touching his torch to hers, he watched as her eyes reflected the flame with gratefulness. Beast tilted his head to indicate for her to follow. By the sound of her rapid footsteps, she was making certain she could see him.

“Wait for me,” her melodic voice reached his ear nearly halfway to the wagon, and Beast automatically shortened his strides. Damn fate. Damned prophecy. Why now?

“Where are we going?”

“Back to my home.” No. Must not engage. He grunted instead.

They traveled a ways in silence before she gasped. When he turned to see what had caused her surprise, he was shocked by her beauty.

The torchlight bounced off the curves of her face, highlighting her elegant features. His eyes roamed her body and he inwardly groaned. He clenched his hands to keep from touching her. She was gorgeous. And his.

No. Not his. Couldn't be. For if she had come into his life, his second mate would be along soon. And he had no idea how choosing or not choosing would affect each of them.

And then… Beast couldn't think about it.

“What?” He asked, harsher than he intended.

“I heard something,” she replied, yet stood stock still.

Beast glanced around, but all he heard were his men moving along the line. And the only scent he could smell was her deliciousness.

Then she screamed and jumped into his body, and Beast was thankful for a layer of armor just then. Even if his pride was boosted.

Until her hand slipped into his.

“Who are they?” She asked frantically, pushing further into him.

“Just my men. They are helping to keep the Darkness at bay. Come, we must leave the forest.” Beast's fingers twitched with the need to grab her, yet he held off as his gruff voice seemed to echo off the trees. The eeriness of the Darkness lingered in the forest.

The woman must have realized she held his hand and scrambled to remove her hand and body from his person.

“Thank you,” she whispered and went around him to continue marching through the forest.

Before he could take one step, she was back at his side. “Never mind. I don't know where I'm going. I'm definitely not in Kansas anymore.”

What was this Kansas she spoke of? Kisa had said she wasn't from around here. Had Kisa led her all this way, knowing he'd be close by?

Knowing Kisa, his assertion was probably spot on.

Beast held out his hand, and the woman instantly clamped onto it. He sighed and led her back to the wagons.

It wouldn't be soon enough if he only could get her out of his head.
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Beast was ecstatic when the gates of the city gleamed in the distance. He was done with the nerve-wracking journey.

When his Belle had stopped talking, telling him all about herself, she had leaned against his side and had fallen asleep.

He had no idea what she was talking about, though. Cell phones, towers, television. She went on and on about following a cat and getting lost in the woods. Of course, Kisa had something to do with Belle being here.

Kisa was the only person, creature, that Beast knew who could travel between realms. At one time, Beast had been envious and wanted to travel as well; however, that was before he had taken over for his parents on the throne.

Beast tried to ignore the feeling of soft, supple flesh along his arm and his hard, aching cock. Never mind the growling animals in his head.

His bear and wolf were of one mind. Belle was theirs.

Even if he didn't understand a word she said.

The only thing he understood was princess and ball gown. A topic she had gone over and over on.

Oh, and books. She had been nearly in tears when she had said her phone was dead and couldn't read any of her books. As she held the device, whatever that meant, he wondered how in the realm it worked. To be so tiny and yet hold a massive library, according to her.

Now he could fix her issue with books. It would take her decades to read every book held within the palace library.

Provided he didn't keep her busy otherwise.

Which did not look like a hardship at all. Especially given how hard his cock had been since touching her hand.

Damned to hell, he huffed out a breath through his nostrils pinching his lips. If this was how hard it was to stay away from her, Beast couldn't imagine how hard it would be to walk away.

He was still of one mind, though. He wasn't choosing. The fates couldn't make him. Not after gifting him with two mates. Beast was greedy enough to keep them both and smart enough to keep his kingdom safe- he hoped.

Beast shook his head. It was neither here nor there as of yet. He had yet to meet his second. And wasn't remotely close to even thinking about claiming the one he had.

The caravan stopped at the gate, jerking Belle awake.

“What? What? Where are we?” she mumbled, her voice carried a husky quality that made Beast want to throw caution to the wind.

“We're here,” Beast waved a handout in front of him as if she couldn't see his kingdom in all its glory. He was proud of the city. Of his people. He was mainly king in name only, rarely needing to step in and govern his people.

“Ooh,” she exclaimed in awe, her hands clasping in front of her generous chest. Her eyes widened with excitement and her lips parted in glee. “It's gorgeous!”

At her compliment, Beast sat straighter in his seat, puffing out his chest in pride. Even if his backside ached from staying in one position for too long.

Halfway to the palace steps, Belle leaned in closer to him. And it took him a few seconds to realize she had spoken because all he had focused on was the points where her body touched his.

Luckily, one of his animals had been paying attention and provided enough for him to understand. She was wondering why everyone was staring at her.

Beast looked around, and indeed, his people were staring. He pondered their thoughts and dismissed them. They'd get used to her soon enough. Or not.

Damn, he really needed to hash his thoughts out with his sister.
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Belle


Belle was not on Earth. That was a given by the beast of a man sitting next to her.

She thanked her lucky stars that he had not thrown her off the wagon when she had rambled on and on about nothing and everything. He seemed to have no idea what she had regaled him with. Although, his brows rose when she mentioned books.

Was it a magic trick? Being able to communicate right off the bat? Was she reading too much into her stories and going off her fictional knowledge? More than likely.

And what did he mean by “so it begins?” Was she a bringer of doom? He barely uttered a single word as they rode before the sway of the cart lulled her to sleep.

Belle hadn't drooled on him, had she? At least not willingly. What she wouldn't give to drool on him, and kiss him, lick him… all over. The man could probably fuck her standing up using one hand.

And she wasn't a petite little stick, either. Belle had curves.

Would he even notice her thunder thighs if she wrapped them around his head?

Focus! She chided herself.

Belle leaned into his side and whispered out of the corner of her mouth. “Why are they all staring at me?”

It took the man a moment to respond, and Belle wondered briefly if he had ignored her.

With no answer, Belle straightened back up and waited as the wagon came to a stop. She fiddled with twirling her hands together in her lap.

Now what?

“What's your name?” Why had she not asked him before now? She figured it was shock that kept her from asking, as if her brain needed time to process. Maybe she'd still wake up, and it was all a dream?

“Beast,” he said in a deep, gruff tone, and Belle swooned.

“Beast? That's your name?”

His eyebrow quirked at her as he began the decadent from the wagon. “Yes?” He asked like it was the dumbest question in the world. Perhaps it was to him.

Okay, then. Then she snickered. She was Belle to his Beast.

“What now?” He grumbled from his position on her side of the wagon, arms outstretched, waiting for her.

“Nothing. I'll tell you later.”

Beast barked orders to his men and servants? At least, she guessed. His people. They quickly broke out of their frozen state from staring at her and got to work clearing the wagon.

On the ground, Belle glanced around and noticed these people came in all shapes and sizes, just like back home. They weren't all beasts, like Beast.

“Come,” he huffed and turned up the stairs without waiting for her. His large legs are up the steps two at a time in his haste to run away.

Belle followed, the steps cool to her bare feet, while still taking in the breathtakingly beautiful surroundings. Part of the city was like walking back in time, old brick pathways and homes, with thatched roofs. And smoother brick and stone, maybe even marble, the closer one got to the castle.

A friggin’ castle. Or a palace?

Like a giant fairytale castle with towers, parapets, and a courtyard.

“I'm not going in there,” Belle paused in the middle of the steps, halfway up. “How do I know you won't lock me away in that scary tower?” She tossed her hand to the side to indicate which tower. It wasn't scary. It was accentuated by a blue roof, and Belle really wanted to know how they dyed it.

“Why would I save you, and drag you all the way here, willingly, I might add, just to lock you in a tower?” His head barely turned towards her but she saw his raised brow.

“No dungeon either!” Belle cocked her head. Unless it was a sex dungeon. Nope. Stay on track.

A lithe figure appeared at Beast's side with a tinkling laugh. “Oh, brother, your mate is too cute for words.”

Brother? Mate? “Mate? Does that mean the same thing? Like a soulmate? One gifted by the fates?”

Belle watched as Beast's eyebrows rose to meet his hairline as his sister gave him a questioning glance.

“You're making a scene. Get inside.” There was that growly huff again as he stomped up the remainder of steps.

“I'm Arelia,” his sister waved a hand in a come here motion to her. “Come, I'll show you around.”

When Belle was close enough, Arelia tucked Belle's arm in her own and leaned in conspiratorially. “I'll show you to his chambers as well. Since you know of mates, use your wiles on him.”

“Isn't that a bit too forward?” Belle asked and then paused in her query by the grand staircase just inside the huge double doors. Elegant was an understatement. Golds, silvers, and blues adorned the walls and floors. Intricate tapestries hung in patterns along the halls as far as Belle could see.

“It's like a fairytale,” Belle whispered.

When she noticed Arelia looking at her weirdly, she blushed and shrugged her shoulders. “I'm not from around here,” she explained, and would use that as an excuse for time to come.

Arelia's tinkling laugh reminded Belle of a chime, or, well, a bell. Soothing as it was, Belle wanted to find the brute named Beast, who had some explaining to do.

“I think we should find Beast first. You look as if you are building for a fight,” Arelia smiled at Belle.

“What is the Darkness?” Belle asked, instead of feeding into the sibling's natural curiosity.

“It is a dark presence that has mostly kept to itself. Although for five minutes each night, it covers the land, looking for any creature or person who is outside unprotected. It's evil and vile, and no one knows where it comes from. It just is.”

“That's reassuring,” Belle snorted with derision. Trust her to go to another world with an evil darkness.

“How long does the sting hurt?” Belle could still feel the effects. Much like that of a bee or jellyfish sting, but worse. A pulsating painful throb that trailed up her leg.

“You were touched by the dark tendrils?” Arelia asked urgently, her fair hands clutching at Belle's shoulders as she looked Belle all over. “Where are your shoes?”

“Um… I lost them when I fell through a tree.” How did she explain that Beast had left her to the Darkness? No, no. How her supposed mate had left her?

“Ya know what? I do need to speak with Beast.” The longer she dwelled the more Arelia had been right, Belle was gearing up for a fight.

Arelia seemed to read her soul in the brief moment before nodding and leading Belle to the man.

Inside a large room, Beast paced from window to wall. If Belle hadn't been on a mission, she would have admired the grand piano in one corner and the sizable, ornate desk that looked sturdy enough to– No! She cut off her own thoughts. She needed to focus on the sliver of anger she had.

She was the one in a new world, and yet she didn't want to go home. It wasn't like she was missing anything. Except for her books.

No, no, Belle shook her head to clear the melancholy. Focus on the anger. Her fingernails bit into the palm of her hand, momentarily distracting her from her ankle.

A door latched behind Belle, and she turned to see Arelia had left her alone with the beast. Belle giggled to herself.

Turning back around, she noticed Beast had stopped his pacing and was staring at her. He was no longer in his armor, dressed in a simple outfit. Not quite jeans, maybe something similar to slacks that encased his muscular legs. And the shirt looked like it would rip into shreds if he were to flex. If he were the king, wouldn't he be able to get fitted properly for clothing?

“You left me to the Darkness, knowing I was your mate?” Belle accused, crossing her arms over her chest.

“It's complicated.” His words were steady and even, however, his body's demeanor was anything but. His hands clenched at his sides. With each inhale and exhale, his chest heaved heavily. And his face was set in stone, a harder expression than she had been privy to previously.

“Then uncomplicate it for me. Do mates not work the same here as they do where I come from? Do you not have sex, intercourse, or a penis?” Belle's eyes went wide at her own assertion. Oh, dear Lord, what kind of world had she fallen into if the man didn't have a penis?

“I have a penis,” Beast growled. And was his eye twitching? Belle almost giggled, but she remained stoic so she could scold him.

“Then what does being a mate mean? No sex? Like a consort? No, consorts were for sex, well, not always.” She flipped and waved her arms as she spoke. “Consort was a marriage. It didn't mean you had to love the other person. Not that we're talking about love. I just got here. And who knows how long I'll stay–” she was cut off by a ferocious growl, and when she glanced up, he was standing inches from her. When had he moved?

“You'll stay as long as I say you will.”

Belle crossed her arms once more, and shouldn't have, when his eyes drifted down to her ample bosom. Although she was trying to go for stern, all his glance did was melt her into a puddle of goo. Where was she going with this stance? Oh, right?

“You are not bossing me around in any way, shape, or form. Unless maybe a bit in the bedroom. Which we are not in. And not the bedroom room, but as in sex. I'm not saying I like it freaky–” oh my gawd, stop talking! Belle felt her cheeks heat as her heartbeat quickened in her ribcage.

“You ramble quite frequently.” His lip twitched and Belle gasped indignantly.

“How rude.”

That was a smile? Even if it was a smirk, it still counted.

“How do you make it stop?” Belle randomly asked as the stinging in her leg got worse. She wanted to itch it but was afraid it may make it worse.

“What?” Beast's eyes were so expressive. Now that he was close enough, she could almost read his thoughts.

“The stinging. From the Darkness?” Before Belle could finish, she was picked up, carried and sat on his desk.

“Where?” He asked as he was already probing her body for injuries. His eyes flashed, and Belle was once again reminded of the actual beast she thought she saw in the forest.

“Are you a shifter?” So much for keeping it cool. Belle snorted to herself, it was going to be a common occurrence. She had little filter as is, and she was tired, hungry, dirty, and horny. So fucking horny. Belle tried to tighten her thighs as she felt her panties dampen.

Yet the more he touched her, the wetter she became. Where he touched burned, yet the sting faded.

“How are you?” She panted as she leaned back and wanted to offer herself to him as he knelt to inspect her ankle.

Glowing eyes darted to hers, and her breath caught in her throat. “Oh, my.” Gulping what saliva had pooled in her mouth from drooling over the man, Belle begged, “Please.”

Stinging gone, pain alleviated, Belle only felt one emotion: need. She needed this man like her next breath. And apparently, she wasn't above begging. She never begged for sex in her life. Not that she had men lining up for a romp in the sack.

Another growl cut off her thoughts. “I don't like what you're thinking about.”

“You can read my mind?”

“No. But your body language changed.”

“Oh,” Belle spread her legs. A clear invitation. Going by eyes flashing and his nostrils flaring, he was a shifter and could smell her. That sounded weird. He could scent her? Who knew and who cared? Belle's brain was turning to mush.

Instead of going for her jeans, like she was anticipating, Beast stepped between her legs and gently caressed her face. “You look good enough to eat. Gorgeously spread out for me to feast on.”

Belle's body involuntarily shivered and quaked, and gushed; she was soaking. “Yes. Please. Do that. Do anything. Kiss me. Fuck me. Eat me. Do something.”

And he did.

Beast leaned in a fraction and pressed his lips to hers in the hottest kiss she had ever known. One hand at the nape of her neck, she was tilted upright for his pleasure. Lips softer than expected, Belle savored the masculine taste of him.

Belle moaned into his mouth when his other hand gripped her side and pulled her closer to his body. If she moved just right, she could grind her core against his abs.

He made her feel small and delicate as he kissed her and held her like a cherished possession.

Beast forced his tongue into her mouth and Belle swore she had a mini orgasm. Dueling, twisting, tasting, their tongues slid along each other while Belle's brain came back online, and she realized she wasn't taking advantage of touching this man.

Before she could beg once more, Beast released her mouth for a much-needed breath. The heat in his eyes made her core clench.

Her shirt was stripped from her body, and Beast looked momentarily perplexed at her bra before removing it. He pushed her back against the desk and unbuttoned her jeans. Divested of all clothing, Belle lay on the desk like an open platter, waiting for what Beast had in store.
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Beast


Mate. Must go to her.

Now. She needs us.

Beast argued with his inner beasts as he left Belle with Arelia. Tossing off his armor, he paced and paced. Yet no amount of stomping was helping his mood.

He didn't know what his mood was. Was it prepare for battle as anxiety flowed through his veins? Or was it prepare to fuck the life out of his precious mate? Not that he'd actually do that. Well, he would within an inch of her life, leaving her limp and sated.

No. That wasn't what he needed to focus on. He needed to focus on the fact his sister dumped Belle in his study as he heard the snick of the lock engaging. Curse his sister. Wasn't she supposed to get Belle settled into her own chambers?

Although, all important thoughts flew out the window as he stared at Belle as she rambled on and on. He could listen to her talk for hours. He could watch her endlessly and never get bored.

Beast clenched his fists to keep from rushing her. He had to stay focused on keeping her at arm's length.

That was until she asked about the stinging sensation left by the Darkness. How had he been so consumed with his need to insert space that he had missed she was in pain?

And all because of him. Had he walked slower, made certain she kept up with his strides, or heaven forbid, had he carried her, she wouldn't be in pain.

His fear for his mate had him carrying her to his desk and inspecting her from head to toe.

Now she looked like she was in a different kind of pain. The pain, only intense pleasure, brought as his hands roamed her clothed body.

Beast could feel his animals at the surface, knowing his eyes were glowing as she panted, leaning back on his desk. “Oh, my,” she swallowed hard, and begged so prettily, “Please.”

Beast growled. Her demeanor changed ever so slightly, her muscles tensing in trepidation. “I don't like what you're thinking about.”

“You can read my mind?” her eyes widened. So expressive.

“No. But your body language changed.”

“Oh.” His nostrils flared as Belle spread her legs open and her scent assailed his senses. His heart picked up in rhythm at her clear invitation. Yet, he held off from stripping her bare just yet.

Beast stepped between her welcoming legs and caressed her face. “You look good enough to eat. Gorgeously spread out for me to feast on.”

Her body shivered and quaked, and Beast wanted to feel those motions while she was on his cock. “Yes. Please. Do that. Do anything. Kiss me. Fuck me. Eat me. Do something.”

The thread holding him back snapped and Beast pressed his lips to her. He tilted her neck up to meet him, allowing him more access. Her sharp moan and influx of scent let him know she was enjoying it.

Kissing her was divine. He'd never tire of such an activity. It could be his new favorite pastime.

Beast leaned back and removed her shirt. What the hell? Her breasts were caged, and all he could think was, why? And how? He could use his nail to snap the material and release them, but held off, not wanting to scare her off. He'd have to ask what the cage that held her glorious breasts was. Later. Much later. As she helped him remove it from her body.

Persuading her to lie back, he flicked the button on her pants. Why would they be so tight? Didn't they restrict movement? Beast shook the errant thoughts from his head as he peeled them off and tossed them aside.

Taking in his fill of her full, glorious naked figure. Now that was heaven. Her body was so responsive. Every touch, every growl, every look sent her higher, and all he had done was strip her bare before him. And kiss her senseless.

Her scent was driving him wild, and he needed to remind himself to go slow. And to not bite and claim. Not yet. Even as his beasts disagreed with him.

Hands on her knees, he watched as she gasped and spread her legs wider. Her glistening folds beckoned him to taste, to fuck. She was indeed a feast, and he'd have her anyway he wanted.

Beast hooked her knees and dragged her to barely hanging off the edge of the desk. A desk he was never getting rid of now. Not now that he had his mate draped across it.

Kneeling, and still tall enough to see her face, Beast leaned his face between her thighs and licked at her core. Sweet and musky, he dove back in for more. Sucking on her nub, he devoured her body as her needy noises drove him wild.

He needed more, yet was trying to take his time. To savor what she was offering.

He growled against her flesh, and she screamed. His Belle was a vocal one. No, he almost missed the feel of her walls clamping on his tongue as he realized she was climaxing.

Beast pointed his tongue and thrust inside her body as he would soon his cock. Feeling her gush as he drove her higher, Beast needed more.

His hands tightened on her waist, the perfect junction to hold on to, and licked and sucked until she was a panting mess. She begged him to stop, begged him to keep going. When her cries became soft whimpers, he pulled back.

Beast rose to stand and used one hand to release his cock. Belle rose on elbows to watch, and her eyes widened. “Holy hell.”

His ego was boosted again by her declaration, and Beast didn't hesitate to step closer and slowly slide his cock into her drenched core. His gaze honed in on his cock disappearing between her tight folds. He watched as she stretched around him, inch by inch.

“Oh, fucking, hell!” She panted, her eyes rolling back as she dropped her head back on her neck.

She looked so gorgeous. So beautiful on his cock. Her breasts were on display, the column of her neck begging to be marked. Not yet, he reminded himself.

Full seated within her body, he felt her walls spasming as another orgasm rocked her body. Were men from her world not satisfying? No, he didn't need to think about her and other men, or else he'd roughly fuck her and claim her for all to see.

Instead, Beast calmed his raging heart and slowly withdrew. Easing back in, he increased the pace, stroking into her delectable body.

With her knees over his arms, he held her thighs and moved her with each thrust. Each stroke. Giving his upper body space to lean over and suckle on her hard nipples.

Belle screamed, her hands going to the back of his head. He felt her nails bite into flesh as he went from one breast to the next, sucking, licking, biting. Each nibble seemed to spur her further into ecstasy as she tried to ride his cock as he fucked her.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” She chanted as their bodies came together in the most primitive of ways. Finesse disappeared as he rutted against her. Higher and higher. More, faster, deeper. He needed her. Long moments passed, or it could have been mere seconds. Beast was unaware of the time-lapse. However, his racing heart and ragged breath told him he had run from coast to coast without stopping before he growled, sheathing himself inside her quivering body, and shouted his release to the heavens.

Beast ignored the need to bite as his cock pulsed inside her. It was the only way he could mark her.

If she was breathtaking before he fucked her, she was even more so now. Arms limply to the sides, Belle panted harshly as a sheen of sweat glistened her flushed skin.

Loathing to remove himself from her, he gently scooped her up, keeping her firmly against his groin, and carried her to the chaste lounge his sister insisted on, which sat by the window. Adjusting her legs, he draped her across his chest as she softly snored.

He'd give her this time to rest, as he cradled her head and brushed her hair to one side.

What he wouldn't have given to claim her so that she could carry his child within her womb. But he couldn't do that just yet. Not without finding his second mate first.

Then he could claim them both at the same time, then defeat and destroy the prophecy.

He would not choose, nor would he let his kingdom fall.
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Scar


Scar moaned awake. The sex dream he had been having was unlike anything he had ever experienced before.

It felt real, and raw, and downright dirty.

It had been years since he had woken up covered in his own cum due to a dream. His dream man had felt so real. First, the hot mouth on his dick. Followed by the tube steak in his ass. It was amazing even if it was a little embarrassing.

Scar would deny any of it if anyone were to ask.

No one that he knew of knew about Scar's desire to find a bigger man to fuck him, and hold him like he wanted.

Scar was on the dark side of the world. Where seedy hangouts and brawls were the normal, and expected.

The wrong side of the train tracks, so to speak.

Yet, Scar secretly dreamed of love. A love that would cherish him, hold him, and fuck him like an animal.

There was no way he'd find that in his life.

The only men he knew that were bigger than him were jacked up on steroids and straight as a plank.

Scar groaned as he moved, and the sheet clung to his stomach and groin. This was not the way to wake up. But being covered in his cum and another man's cum, with the man still in bed, now that he could do.

He groaned again as he rubbed his face. He needed to get laid. Scar just needed to find a willing body to slake his lust in and forget about the gorgeous beast in his dream.

The pain of dried cum attached to the sheet and his pubic hairs was not fun. Like ripping a band-aid off, he cringed and gritted his teeth.

Scar rolled from the bed, wadding his sheet into a ball, he tossed it into the basket. His room at the clubhouse was just four walls that stored a mattress and box spring on the floor and a dresser. The nightstand was made from two milk crates. Elegant, he was not. Actually, Scar pinched his brows thinking about the rest of the clubhouse, every other room on this floor had the same set-up.

Shuffling naked to the bathroom at the end of the hallway, Scar snarled at whoever was brushing their teeth at the sink.

Scar turned the knobs to the shower and stepped inside before the water began to warm up. The shock of cold to his system woke him up and cleared the stupid dream from his mind.

No matter how much he wanted it to be true, his life was not a fairytale.
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Belle


“Come,” a gruff voice called, rousing Belle from her peaceful slumber.

“Go away,” she grumbled, swatting at air to get the voice to go away.

“Come on, my Belle, I have a surprise for you.” His voice was jovial and so close.

Belle's eyes snapped open and snared Beast's. “What surprise? I like surprises.”

It had been two days since arriving at the palace and with the exception of Beast ravaging, not just ravishing, her in his office, Belle had not left his chambers. Hell, she'd barely left his bed.

The man had been insatiable.

In between fucking her brains out, and turning her muscles to jelly, Beast had fed her the most delicious food. Fruits and vegetables, she thought, looked similar to those on Earth, but that was where the resemblance ended.

And the shower, dear heavens. It was a large walk in, with glass doors and multiple shower heads. Which had astounded her; they had indoor plumbing, yet had fireplaces. She had asked how the water was heated in the pipes, and Beast had explained a large boiler room that doubled as a water storage unit.

What she wouldn't give to take him back to Earth with her and show him all the technology he could be using. Then again, there was something charming about living the way they did in this realm.

At least from what Belle had garnered from the window. Which wasn't terribly much.

Beast grinned, and Belle wanted to pull him down onto the bed with her.

His nostrils flared, and he shook his head. “Not this time,” he chuckled at her attempted growl. “I'm told I need to show you around and not keep you locked in here as my sex slave.”

Belle raised her brow and smirked. “Who said I was complaining?” However, she raised her hands for him to assist her from the luxurious bed. It was larger than a super king mattress back home.

Home.

She missed some aspects of home, but overall, she didn't miss anyone. Which said a lot about the life she had led.

Beast's chest vibrated with a low, steady growl as her naked body was pulled from the covers. “You tempt me.” His voice was gravely, and she shivered with anticipation.

Before Belle could move to dress, Beast snapped her body to his and seized her lips in a breathtaking kiss. When he finally released her, Belle gasped for breath, her chest rising quickly with each inhale.

“Wear a dress. With none of your undergarments,” he sneered the word, causing her to giggle. He disliked her bra and panties to no end. Unless they were the only thing adorning her body. Belle had done a little showcase of her only pair when he had asked during one of their many cuddle sessions.

That was another truth that had left her flabbergasted. Beast loved to cuddle.

Belle had never met a man who even wanted to cuddle, let alone enjoyed it. And to be wrapped in his strong arms, safe and secure, it was wonderful.

“Hurry. Hurry,” he waved his hands impatiently.

Belle rolled her eyes at him and promptly yelped at the smack to her ass. “I'm going, I'm going, yeesh.”

Dressed in an elegant green dress that shimmered in the light, Belle took Beast's hand once they were in the hallway.

He walked them slowly to their destination, having noticed her surveying every piece of furniture or wall hanging.

“Close your eyes,” he eventually said as they wound their way through halls and down stairwells.

“Why?” Belle questioned and then blurted out, “Oh my gawd, is there a library behind those doors? Just like the movie? It is, isn't it? Why wouldn't it be? A palace needs a library!” She exclaimed in excitement, trying to keep her bouncing to a minimum.

Beast's mouth hung open for a moment before he gathered himself. “Uh,” he cleared his throat. “I recognized your word ‘books,’ and yes. There is a library. I thought I could share it with you.”

Belle screeched and bounced on the balls of her feet not caring if it jostled her curves around. “Yes, please. Show me. Show me. Show me!”

Beast chuckled, his lips curving into a grin. Belle really liked his smiles.

The double doors were opened to a brightly lit room. Sunshine cascaded in from the floor to ceiling windows that were separated by floor to ceiling bookcases. It was just like the movie, but better! Because she was physically inside it.

“Oh, my,” she awed as she floated over the floor. “It's beautiful.” Her hands stilled over her mouth in a futile attempt to keep her excitement at bay, yet her scream sounded loud in her ears.

“I'm glad you approve,” Beast said quietly behind her. “It's as old as the castle, but every year, books from all over are added.”

Belle didn't think they had romance books, but she didn't really care. She'd read anything at that moment. “What kind of books?”

“History. Science. Farming. Even some adventure.”

“Shifter romance?” Belle asked. She really needed to know.

Beast blushed. He blushed. Why did he blush? Belle wanted to know what he was thinking just then. “We have a wide selection of romance. My mother enjoyed them thoroughly.” He cleared his throat. “Even my father did.”

“Ooo, saucy,” Belle tried to keep a straight face. His implications were that his mother would read them and his father would enjoy the aftermath. Maybe even here in the library? What it must be like to be so in love with one's mate.

Which reminded her, every time she brought up mates, he ignored her questions and seduced her instead.

Would it work now? If so, what did that mean? Were mates not a good thing in this realm?

“Anything on mates?”

And true enough, Beast had his hands on her in a nanosecond.

“You look gorgeous in that dress,” he growled, his lips skimming the flesh of her neck. Shivers ran down her body as electricity shot to her core. He made thinking impossible. She had wanted to confront him, but his hands were magical, and his lips were out of this world.

Belle giggled at the thought. He was out of this world, or Belle was out of hers.

“If you're giggling, I'm not doing my job.”

“Oh, you are doing a wonderful job. I can't think when you touch me. But I want to talk about mates.”

“No time for talking.” He crushed his lips to hers, her body encased in his large frame. He hauled her up by palming her ass. Was he going to fuck her against the books?

“No, not the books. They have virgin eyes.”

It was Beast's turn to chuckle. “No, they don't. Not even remotely close.”

“Oh, so you've had maidens in here?” She sassed as he tucked up the skirt of her dress above her thighs.

He paused long enough to look at her to see she was teasing. “No conquests have been made in this palace by me.”

Belle wanted to respond, but all thoughts of his previous activities were cut short when his massive cock slipped between her folds.

With her hands on his shoulders, she moaned as she was dropped fully onto him. He felt incredible inside her, filling her up, splitting her in two. He surrounded her, loving her, touching her. Driving her higher and higher.

“Please, Beast, fuck me harder!” She cried out as he stepped closer.

“That's it, beautiful,” Beast growled. He was always growling. “Take my cock. You were made to be fucked by me. Yes, that's it, take me deeper.”

His dirty words spurred her into her orgasm that seemed to go on and on, her voice fading with each scream and shout.

“Fuck, your gorgeous curves were made for me. Made for the pounding I'm going to give you.”

He kept going, fulfilling his promise of pounding her through two more orgasms. How the fuck was he still standing?

Belle watched as his muscles strained as he released a roar and his seed deep within her. Were those fangs extending? Was he holding back? But why?

Her last thought fled her mind as she drifted out of consciousness.
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Beast


Beast knew he could only hold her off from the mate talk for so long. Otherwise, he'd have her walking around on his cock.

Which wasn't a bad idea.

Belle was passed out, and covered, on the lounge in the library while he sat at his desk going over any important documents that needed his attention.

A knock at the door drew his attention. Arelia stood with a knowing smile on her face. “Are you going to ever talk to her about anything other than sex?”

Beast snorted. “We talk plenty. She's shared a lot from her home world. I've shared stories from my past. We talk.”

Arelia snorted and leaned against the corner of his desk. “You can't keep her in the dark. She will find out, one way or another-”

“You are forbidden from telling her,” he demanded. Narrowing his eyes at her, he pointed a finger at her as if that made her obey him.

“It's not my place,” her lifted shoulder was just as graceful as she was. “But how much longer can you keep your beasts at bay? How much longer before you find your second?”

Beast snarled at the thought of the damned prophecy. Why him?

“Because you are a great man and leader. You will do what is necessary to protect those you care for.” Her words were calm and steady, yet just as sharp as a dagger into his heart.

He made a face that would outdo a petulant child. He didn't want to be the one. But he knew his sister was right, he would do whatever it took to protect his people.

But, what about his heart? Beast absently rubbed at his chest.

“You love her?” Arelia whispered, her hand covering her mouth, eyes wide with hope.

“Don't read too much into it. I still can't tell her.” Not yet. Not until he figured out a way to keep both of his mates and save his kingdom.

“Why don't you take her on a picnic? Or show her the other chambers. She was enamored by the mirrors in the front entrance. And if not, maybe I could spend time with her?” Arelia asked with a knowing smirk.

“Please ask the cooks to prepare a picnic meal. I'm certain she'll be ravenous when she wakes. She damned near ate her own fingers yesterday.”

“She had experienced a traumatic experience, followed by a long ride, and then someone ravished her immediately,” she snickered.

Beast felt his cheeks heat in embarrassment. He knew he was loud. Hell, his Belle was loud. It didn't mean his sister should bring up such exploits.

“Begone with you,” he teased, waving her away as her laughter followed her out the door.

Beast contemplated his dilemma. How would he find his second mate if he was locked away behind closed doors with his first mate?

A figure passed by the opened door of his study, and Beast swore he saw Kisa prance by. What was that cat up to now?

Before he could ask, he felt a rush of fear course through his system. Was he connected to Belle already? That didn't make sense. He needed a mating bite to connect them. It didn't matter the why; he was already on his feet and out the door.

In the library, Beast found Belle in a panic of sorts. “I got lost. I was wandering around and couldn't figure out where to go. So I came back here. I had no idea if I'd find anyone to ask or when you'd be back,” she rushed out as she flew into his arms.

His heart did a funny flip in his chest. Not actually, but he felt it skip. She was alone and afraid, and sought him out for comfort.

“I apologize. I will always make certain you know where and how to find me. You were sleeping peacefully, so I left you to rest. But,” he hoped his news of a picnic would lift her spirits. “I am having the cooks prepare for us a picnic. I thought we could walk through the palace gardens.”

“Sounds lovely, thank you,” she smiled and raised up on tiptoes, offering her sweet mouth for a kiss.

He pecked her lips and chuckled at her disgruntled gasp.

“How rude,” she protested. “That wasn't a good kiss.”

Beast pecked her lips once more. Belle tried to grab his head to hold him where she wanted him. He was stronger and pulled away easily. “If I kiss you more, you will not get your picnic. Besides, I need to feed you and show you around the palace.”

Belle growled so adorably, her nose scrunching up as her lips pursed. But he wasn't dumb enough to tell her that. “Fine. Feed me. Show me around. But don't think I haven't forgotten how you change the subject of mates every time I ask.”

Beast gaped after her as she walked out into the hall. The sway of her hips was mesmerizing, but her mind was even more intriguing. She knew what he had been doing. Not that he wouldn't have seduced her anyway.

“I'm going to get lost.” her voice held a lyrical quality to it.

Beast quickly strode after her and snatched her waist in his grip. As they walked the halls, he pointed out rooms and explained a bit of the history of the palace.

He showed her a trick to navigate the halls. Laid with gold inlay, the marble floor held a secret compass at each intersection. Alongside the compass lay symbols for certain rooms: a stack of books for the library, a basket of fruit for the kitchen, a candle for the solar, and flowers for the garden.

“That's so cool,” Belle whispered, pulled free from his grip and took off down the hall towards the kitchen. At the next intersection, she pointed out each symbol, clapping and cheering with excitement. “This one has a quill. Does that mean your study?”

“Yes. I'm sorry I didn't think to teach you that trick earlier.”

Belle's cheeks pinkened, “we were otherwise preoccupied.”

They eventually made their way to the kitchen, where staff greeted Belle with smiles and handed him a basket laden with food.

Belle promised to return, as she informed Seelia she wanted to make pastries with the woman. Belle practically salivated over the rolls and dough Seelia had been working on before he whisked her away.

In the middle of the garden, Belle finally followed him for the food he offered. They settled on a soft green patch of clover.

“This is gorgeous. I could happily live here forever,” she raved, leaning back on her hand as she took a bite of fruit.

Beast tried to suppress his anxiety over the situation at hand. He wanted her to live here and enjoy it, but the dark cloud hanging over his head was growing.

“What's that?” Belle sat up quickly. “Oh, you have wind chimes?” She asked as she stood quickly and made her way to the reflecting pool. “Oh! It's so clear. And sparkly.” Belle leaned down to touch the water and… Beast had to blink his eyes twice to comprehend what he was seeing.

Belle had disappeared.

He roared, his beasts fighting to come out as he rushed to the edge of the pool.

Beast touched his reflection, and his world spun. He felt like his feet were flipping over his head before he landed with a thud. What was happening? Where was he?

“Beast!” Belle's scared voice reached his ears. “Oh, my God! I'm so sorry! I don't know what happened!”

As Beast sat up, Belle draped across his lap, softly sobbing, he looked around. His garden had transformed into a thick forest. Yet, the forest did not hold any scents of his home.

And there was a strange rumbling noise. “What is that?” He rose, Belle held tight in one arm.

“We're on Earth. Those are cars and trucks. Vehicles. Motorized wagons, of sorts.”

“What?” Beast was so confused. Yet, he felt drawn to this place as an invisible tether tugged at his heart.

In the opposite direction of Belle.
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Arelia

“Kisa,” Arelia hissed, “what have you done?” Not that Arelia was too worried about it. If Kisa sent Beast and Belle back to her world, then it was for a reason, and she'd bring them back.

“He was taking too long.”

Arelia sighed. “I just hope you know what you're doing.”

“How else was he going to meet his mates if he locked himself in his study?”

Arelia snorted. Kisa’s assessment was spot on. She just hoped that Beast could make the decision when the time came.


[image: image-placeholder]
Belle


Belle could curse herself for falling through another portal. She was happy at the palace. She had wanted to stay. Live with Beast forever.

Belle felt tears in her eyes as she realized where she landed didn't seem to have a return portal. Was it all just a dream?

Had she hit her head and dreamed the whole thing?

Yet, Belle looked down, she was still wearing the green dress she had donned that morning. And her neck still felt raw from Beast's scruff.

It couldn't have been a dream.

All of a sudden, Beast plopped on the ground near her feet. Not falling through the sky, just there. On the ground.

“Beast!” Belle shouted in fear through the tears as she laid over his chest. “Oh, my God! I'm so sorry! I don't know what happened!” She had no idea she felt so attached to him. Seeing him there, with her now, she was so elated her joy bubbled over and out, and she cried on his chest.

“What is that?” He rose to standing with Belle tucked in one arm. His question had her sobs easing.

“We're on Earth,” she swiped away the tears. “Those are cars and trucks. Vehicles. Motorized wagons, of sorts.” How else was she to explain cars to the man who still rode horses?

“What?” Confusion was written all over his face.

“I'll have to show you. Come on,” Belle offered a hand once he had released her. “Let's find out where we are. If we're close to my apartment, we can see if it's still open. I don't have my phone or my keys, so hopefully we can get inside without too much trouble.”

“Huh?” Beast asked again, his eyes darting around as he took in all the sights and sounds.

He'd get the shock of his life when he actually got to see the city. Belle wasn't exactly sure how to handle it, Beast being on Earth. Not that she didn't want him here, but as in how to go about teaching him their ways. Were they stuck here?

Belle had no idea how the portal worked. The first time had been a tree. And the second time had been a pond. Was it just random objects and moments in time, or was there a force behind it?

At least it dropped them in the same park Belle had first been in when she followed Kisa.

Wait. Was Kisa the reason for the portals? Kisa was a talking cat, after all.

Belle was yanked to a stop when Beast froze at the edge of the park.

“It's so loud,” he said in a quiet voice. Belle looked around and took in the view as if it were her first time. It was loud. Especially compared to the palace. Granted, she hadn't been outside but a few times, and even then, it wasn't this loud.

Groups of children ran around yelling and screaming. Dogs barked. Vehicles drove in the distance.

“Yeah,” Belle agreed with a nod. “It is loud. But we are also in a large city. Thousands of people live here.”

“Thousands?” Beast asked, astonished. “How am I to find them?” He asked so quietly, Belle almost missed it. Maybe he was talking to himself, but the question remained: find who?

Yet at that moment, Belle didn't care to question him. They were gathering a crowd, and Belle didn't want questions. Moving as quickly as she could, pulling Beast behind her, they eventually made their way to her apartment.

Luckily, her hidden spare key was still in place, hopefully meaning she hadn't been broken into and robbed. Not that they would have gotten much. A bunch of books and clothing. Oh! Her costume gowns!

Beast had to duck to get inside her doorway, and Belle involuntarily laughed. “Sorry. I didn't realize you were that big.”

“Much quieter.”

Belle sighed as she closed them inside her apartment. “Yes, it is within the walls of a building.”

That was until Beast went poking around and turned on her television.

“What the fuck?” Beast dropped the remote and spun in circles, knocking off stacks of books from the end tables and coffee table.

Belle quickly turned off the t.v., grabbed him, pushed him towards the couch and made him sit down. “Chill.”

“It's not cold.”

Belle grinned, her expression softening towards him. He was in an unknown place. It was normal to freak out.

“Chill. This usage means to relax. Calm down. It's okay. We'll figure out how to navigate this hiccup.”

“Come here,” he begged, and Belle's heart went out to him.

Slotting herself into his lap, his arms banded around her. They held each other as the sun sank below the horizon, casting her living room into shadows.

Beast startled at the darkness in the room, panic lacing his voice when he asked for torches.

Belle hoped time passed in his world as it did on Earth, and that her electricity was still on.

Sighing when her side lamp turned on, illuminating the living room, she flitted through the small apartment and turned on all her lights.

Beast was still sitting on the couch when she rejoined him. He looked calm, yet his knee bounced and his fingers twitched.

“Are you hungry?” Belle began to ask and then cringed, knowing she likely didn't have any viable food in the kitchen. “I may have granola bars.”

“Is this where you live?” Beast asked as he glanced around the room with fresh eyes.

“Yeah,” she shrugged. “It isn't much, but it's home.” Or it was. Now it felt like an empty husk. Unless they were staying there. How would that work?

“It's small.”

Belle let out a laugh she hadn't realized she needed. “Yes. It is small. But for just me, it's rather nice.”

Beast leaned over and reached for a book from the stack he had accidentally knocked over. His eyes widened at the cover. “I don't think I like your books. You should only be looking at me like that.” He gathered a few more. “Do all your books showcase naked men?”

Another laugh followed. “They aren't naked. They have pants on,” to which he snorted and proceeded to stack them neatly in a pile.

“You must be lonely to have so many companions.”

Ouch. Nail meet head. She had never heard that assessment of her life, and now she could see it with clarity.

Huffing a sigh, Belle tossed her hands up and let them fall without a care. “Yup. I was lonely. I had my books and my gowns.”

Beast's eyes snapped to hers. “Yes. These ball gowns. I would very much like to see them.”

Belle blushed, her body heating up. “Follow me,” she crooked a finger at him.

A giggle escaped as Beast stalked her into her bedroom. They both seemed to stop and stare at her full-sized bed. “I don't think I'll fit.”

“Ha!” Belle snorted. “I'm certain my bed can fit on yours three times. Just have a seat,” she waved to the bed and shyly turned towards her walk-in closet.

She grabbed her Belle outfit and held it up to her chest and stepped back for him to see.

“Well…” he asked.

“Well, what?”

“I can see the gown is pretty. But I'd like to see it on you. I need a show to take my mind off the fact that I traveled through a portal and am no longer in my own realm.”

Belle nodded. Made sense. She turned back to the closet and Beast cleared his throat with an ahem.

When she looked at him, her eyebrows raised, she waited for him to explain.

A smirk formed on his mouth, and he waved a hand, “right here is perfectly fine.”

Belle handed him the gown, closed her door, and was thankful her bedroom was windowless.

Standing before him, she slipped the green dress off her shoulders and down her body. His nostrils flared as his eyes raked her naked flesh. With as many times as he had his way with her, she could feel it like a caress.

Beast held out the gown, and she wiggled into it. Brushing her hands down the skirt.

“Beautiful,” he whispered reverently. “Another. No, spin around first. Then another. You said you have more.” Belle spun and felt every inch as beautiful as he told her.

Donning her last gown, Belle felt sleep invading her mind.

“Come here, gorgeous. My gorgeous Belle. My beautiful Belle,” Beast hummed, his arms open wide.

Beast undressed Belle and made sweet love to her before they both fell asleep soundly, exhausted from the day's journey.
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Belle woke to the sound of cursing and what reminded her of clanking pans. Rising swiftly, she threw on a shirt and a pair of panties before rushing into the kitchen.

Beast stood hunched over in her kitchen, the contents of a plastic bag strewn across the counter: a carton of eggs, and what may have been a loaf of bread.

“Where did you get those?” Belle stepped around the boxes on the floor and placed her hands on Beast's arms and rubbed them in a soothing motion.

“I woke up and was curious. I remembered you talking about stores and groceries, and I read some of your books. A lovely woman helped me pick out items when I walked down to the store. I did find your purse, as you described it, and the paper money. I wanted to make you a simple breakfast. Like we do over the open flames on long expeditions. But I don't quite understand all this extra stuff,” he tried waving to her stove. Which was electric.

“Okay, no big deal. We'll clean this up and start again.” Belle was secretly proud of him that he showed no fear in exploring a new world. Granted, he didn't have the Darkness like she did, chasing her, but there were enough evils in her world to worry about as well.

They worked in tandem, cleaning and cooking. Sharing stories and laughing. With as much as she loved her time at the palace, the day was shaping up to be her favorite.

“Can you show me around the city? How to navigate it? How to get around? Where everything is located?”

Belle was starting to wonder if he was trying to get away from her and find them.

But did she ask?

Belle didn't want to know why he needed to find someone from Earth when he had no desire to travel to Earth in the first place.

Beast gave her a kiss on the lips after they cleaned up after breakfast, dressed, and used the facilities, which Beast was captivated with not having toilets at the palace, and headed down to the sidewalk.

Belle watched as Beast took in the sights with vigilant eyes. Darting here and there, yet Belle noticed how he'd close his eyes at a corner and tilt his head, as if he were listening to his inner beasts.

Was she not his mate? Was she just a means to get to his mate? Like he could sense his mate on her when she had landed? Was that why he wouldn't talk about mates to her? Knowing it would only worsen it when he actually found his true mate?

Belle shook the dark thoughts from her head. There had to be an explanation.

They walked a few city blocks before Beast circled back around and found her apartment easily. He didn't even need to ask her for directions. He nodded once and then led them back to the park. And back again.

Belle's feet were beginning to throb, and her pace slowed as she followed behind. He was definitely on a mission. And Belle was afraid it was one she couldn't join.

“Beast,” Belle whimpered. She was hungry and tired of walking. “I need a break.”

“Go home, my Belle,” he said to her, but wasn't looking at her. “I still want to take in all the sights.”

Belle rolled her lips and pressed her hands to her hips. If he were to look at her, he might be able to tell that she was upset.

“Are you trying to find them? Your true mate?”

Belle wished she hadn't opened her mouth as she watched anguish cover his features.

“Oh. So I'm not your mate?” Belle tried to keep the hurt from her voice and features. If she wasn't, she needed to know how. Falling for him and then walking away would be brutal.

“No!” Beast grabbed her upper arms, his face inches away from hers. “You are. But, it's, well, it's complicated.”

“Talk to me. Maybe I can help?” Belle had no idea how mates could be complimented.

Beast rose to his full height and glanced around. He nodded, took hold of her hand, and led her to the closest diner.

In a back booth, Beast ordered an array of food before the waitress left and tried to sit next to her. Squished in the back corner, Belle giggled and pushed at the large man. “I've never been squashed into a booth before. Go sit on the other side.”

Beast grumbled and did as was told. He hunched over the table, leaning in conspiratorially, and spoke words she wasn't ready to hear.

“I am destined to have two mates.”

“Okay, that doesn't sound so bad.” Belle would admit it didn't sound too bad. Would they be her other mate as well? If that weren't the case, would they at least get along? Would it be like having a sister-wife?

Beast's head shook minutely. “In order to save my kingdom from the Darkness, famine, and death, I must choose one mate.”

Knife. Heart. Resuscitate. Please, someone tell her it was a cosmic joke.

“Oh.” Was the only word Belle could formulate as her heart tried to beat out of her chest and her stomach churned. “How?”

Why would the fates give him two mates just to rip one away? “That sounds horrible,” she said out loud.

“My thoughts exactly. I refuse to choose, though,” he vowed as he took her hand and clasped it between his giant ones. “I will not be played by a prophecy. I refused to choose.”

“But what of your people?”

“We will figure something out. Arelia and I have been scouring the older tombs in the library for any mention on how to reverse it.”

“Okay. And now you sense your second, and need to find them?”

Beast sighed heavily and was saved from answering as the waitress brought out plates overflowing with food.

As they ate, Beast explained how he could feel his mate, but the thread kept changing locations. Belle suggested his second was in a vehicle and moving around. That maybe later in the evening they could search easier, as most people settled down closer to night.

And how right she was. They had eaten and gone back to her apartment for Beast to become one giant nervous ball of energy.

As the minutes passed, Belle couldn't help but worry about Beast finding his second. He swore he wasn't choosing, but she saw and knew how important his people were to him. He would have to choose. Maybe not right away, but there would come a time he'd have to. And Belle needed to brace for it.
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Scar


“Scar!” Pan shouted his name, and Scar wanted to yell at the man to leave him alone. Scar didn't want to do anything. He wanted to stay in bed and fuck the mattress.

Geez, he had never been so horny in his life.

Even as a randy teenager trying to figure out his sexuality.

And he was hot. Physically hot. His skin was on fire.

Was he sick?

“What?” yelled back through his closed door.

“Hunter wants you. Something about the party tonight needing booze.”

“Fine. Let me take a shower.”

Dressing after a cold shower, Scar felt marginally better.

If Hunter wanted booze, then the men had drunk everything after their last excursion.

“Yo, Hunter, you wanted to see me?” Scar rapped on the door frame to Hunter's office.

“Yeah, glad you could grace us with your presence.”

“Sorry. I've not been feeling well. I think I ate something that didn't agree with me.”

“Glad to see you on your feet, then. We've got the club party tonight. The bar is going to be hoppin’. Unfortunately, the boys drank us dry. Care to do a run to the docks? Grab the good shit?”

Scar nodded. He'd have to take one of the trucks and not his motorcycle, but that was okay. “I'll grab Hook, Pan, and Grim. We'll be back before the party. Anything else?”

“Ask the guys. I know they've announced it and there will be enough honey here to go around, no worries.”

Scar shuddered in disgust. He was not a honeypot kind of guy.

With extra hands, Scar made the run in half the time. He kept wanting to go into the sparkly side of the city, though, for some odd reason. He never ventured there, unless there was shit going down: robbery, murder, mayhem.

The festivities had started in various forms by the time they had arrived with the fresh stock of booze. He didn't even have to lift a finger to unload it.

Scar settled into his normal seat by the bar and watched his brother's merriment. For some reason, that puzzled him, he had no desire to join in.

Why? What could possibly be wrong with him that he didn't want to drink or even be around his brothers?

Hours passed, and Scar was still in the same spot with his elbows on the sticky bar top as he reclined backwards on the barstool, his mood falling with each passing minute.

Until the air seemed to shift when a newcomer entered. Scar was the only one to notice the behemoth of a man as he entered the room.

With a woman on his arm. Scar snarled, his jagged lip lifting in revulsion. There went his daydream.

Now he needed a drink. Scar turned and arched over the bar, grabbing a beer from behind the counter. He took a swig as he watched the giant move through the throng of party-goers. His little woman clung to his side, Scar sneered at the way she held his arm.

Scar had never been so drawn to a man in his life. And all he wanted to do was rip the woman away and take the man up to his room and have his way with him.

But Scar wasn't quite that mean of a bastard.

Maybe. Most likely.

Scar watched as the couple decided to take a spin in the open clearing where many others danced. The man was so graceful. So huge. Scar bet the man could wrap him up in his arms and take away his pain.

Eventually, the woman begged off to the restroom, or at least Scar assumed, leaving the brute of a man alone on the dance floor. Now was his chance to cut in and take what he wanted.

“Hey there, handsome,” Scar asked as he smoothly slid in front of the man. Scar had to actually look up into the man's face. He never had to tilt his head back. It was enthralling. The man's angular jaw and sturdy posture gave Scar the sense the may was sophisticated, royal, regal.

The man brought his hand up to Scar's face, a finger trailing down his scar. “You are strong,” the man's deep timber sent waves of pleasure through Scar's entire being. Scar had to swallow the gasp that threatened to escape. Or was it a moan?

His large hand cupped Scar’s neck, and Scar was pulled closer, and their lips were pressed together.

Bliss. Scar had never felt so much euphoria from a kiss.

In contrast to the man's bulk, his lips were soft yet demanding. Slow and tentative, dare he say tender, Scar needed more? And the man didn't disappoint.

One hand on his neck, the other wrapped around his back, the giant pulled Scar closer, licking the seam of his lips. He forced his tongue into Scar's mouth and Scar gave in willingly.

Moaning with delight, Scar, and the man, fought for dominance of the kiss. He needed just as badly as he was taking.

Scar pressed his hardness against the man's thigh, and was rewarded with a hand to the ass that ground him deeper along the man's front.

What Scar wouldn't give to take the man up to his room.

“Want to join me in my room?” Scar asked as he reluctantly pulled from the kiss. A kiss Scar felt his life depended on.

“Um,” a feminine voice drew both of their attention to the side, “Beast?”

Beast? The man's name was Beast? Hallelujah.

“Sorry, darlin’,” Scar smirked at the curvaceous woman, “he's all mine.” Scar took Beast's hand and turned from the dance floor. Beast didn't hesitate or falter, and Scar felt emboldened by the power he seemed to hold over the man.

“Don't wait up, little lady, I'm gonna keep him busy all night long,” Scar tossed over his shoulder and never looked back.

The cheap shot he left the dazed woman with was a bit low, but Scar was too high on power and lust to give a damn.

Locked in his room, Scar turned towards the man and took his fill of the eye candy. The man's body was all muscle. Not an ounce of fat. And the slacks the man wore left very little to the imagination of what lay hidden beneath the fabric.

Trailing his eyes up the man's body, he licked his lips in appreciation. He frowned as he caught a glimpse of the man's eyes. They flashed gold and then green. Maybe it was a trick of the light.

Before he could ask, Beast grabbed him and slanted their lips together. Hands roamed, and shirts were discarded. The feel of flesh beneath his fingers spurred Scar forward. He needed more. His body was on fire, with every touch stoking the flames of desire higher.

“Please,” Scar begged, and then cleared his throat. He didn't beg. For anything.

“I'll make you feel good,” Beast growled out. “Name. I need a name?”

“Scar.”

The same finger traced his scar, and Scar shivered from the contact. “Beautiful. So gorgeous.”

“Handsome,” Scar corrected. “I'm not gorgeous.”

“You are to me.”

And Scar felt that conviction in his soul.

Another kiss was followed by Beast pushing Scar's jeans down his legs, and cursing at Scar's boots.

Chuckling, he took pity on the big man, sat down on the bed, and removed the offending article of clothing.

“So hot,” Scar mumbled. He had meant Beast in his naked glory, his monster of a cock jutting out from between his legs, begging to be sucked, but Beast soothed a knuckle down Scar's cheek and said the strangest sentence he had ever heard.

“Don't worry, my mate, the heat will cool soon.”

Beast moved to lean down. However, Scar paused his motions with his hands. “I want to suck this monster first.”

“I am not a monster,” Beast sounded so confused.

“No,” Scar wrapped his fingers slowly around Beast's cock, eliciting a hiss from the man. “This is a monster and I can't wait to feel it deep in my ass, stretching me. Filling me up. Fucking me raw.” Scar whimpered in need as he inched closer to the edge of the mattress. He leaned over, opened his mouth, and licked the tip of Beast's head before sucking his cock in one mouthful as deep as he could take him.

Beast's shout of joy boasted Scar's pride. He made this man make those noises. He was the cause of Beast's elation. Not some curvy woman who probably laid in bed like a dead fish.

Scar tried to shake the unfair thought from his mind. Any other man or woman, and he wouldn't have felt an ounce of guilt or regret for thinking such thoughts. Let alone saying them out loud. Yet for some odd reason, as Scar swallowed around Beast's cock, Scar did feel sorry for treating the woman unkindly.

Thoughts of the woman were fleeting, though, as Scar sucked and slurped on his new favorite treat with his lips and mouth stretched to the brink.

Scar didn't want to let go. He wanted to bob, suck, lick, nip, slurp, touch in all forms for hours on end. But it wasn't meant to last he lamented, as Beast forced himself from Scar's mouth by shoving his shoulders back to the bed.

“As much as I love you sucking my cock, I need inside you now. You can take your time sucking later. I promise you that. I will lay there for as long as you want to play, and you can play.”

“Even with your ass?” Scar asked, even though he cringed when he said the words out loud. Not every man liked anal.

“Yes, even that. I am yours and you are mine.”

Scar was momentarily breathless as he watched, like an out-of-body experience, Beast lean down, kiss Scar and push him back. Large hands hooked under his knees and spread his legs.

“Damn it. Lubricant? Do you have salves or oils?”

Huh? That was a strange request. “Up there. Large bottle.” Scar pointed to the milk crate stand and the economy size lube.

Beast looked at the contraption like it was a hidden trap before figuring it out and pumped two squirts into his palm.

Back between his spread legs, Beast rubbed the liquid between his fingers and then rubbed it over Scar's dark star while he gripped Scar’s leg with his free hand. Electricity shot through his veins as rough pads caressed his sensitive skin. He had barely been touched and could probably cum from that alone.

“Please, Beast. I can't wait.” Apparently, he did beg. If the right person were to ask.

Beast took his plea and inserted one thick finger into Scar's channel. The size and tightness had Scar spurting pre-cum and shouting in ecstasy.

“Mmm, you respond so beautifully, my mate. All mine.”

Then why was he with that woman?

A second and third finger added and Scar lost all train of thought. The only thing he felt was fingers pumping his ass as he tried to hump the air. And he would not claim the keening noises. That was not him. He didn't make needy whimpers.

“Almost ready. I just need to see you come first,” Beast's deep, ragged voice grunted out as he pegged Scar's prostate.

Scar flew like a rocket to the moon– untouched except his ass– his eyes seeing stars behind closed lids. He screamed Beast's name as he clawed at the mattress below him, cursing the man for his glorious fingers, praising him at the same time. Begging for more.

Beast chuckled, gently removed his fingers, added more lube to his cock, and then lined up the head to Scar's entrance.

Beast didn't wait or hesitate to thrust deep, as Scar's orgasm still coursed through his body.

Clenching his hands on Beast's biceps as the man leaned over Scar's body, Scar snapped his eyes to Beast and growled. “Fuck me like you mean it.” He groaned long and low as Beast pulled out and stroked back in.

Dear God, he was in Heaven.

Beast fucked into Scar until he lost all sense of time. In and out with hard quick snaps of his hips. Beast manhandled Scar where he wanted and when. Legs bent to his chest, so Beast could kiss him. Beast dragged his body to the edge of the bed to let his legs fall to the side.

And finally, when Scar thought he couldn’t enjoy or endure it any longer, Beast hooked Scar's knees over his arms, resting in the crook of his elbows, and then the man gripped his hips and fucked him even harder. How it was possible was beyond Scar.

The angle had Beast's cock pegging Scar's prostate on each rapid strike in and in no time at all, Scar was screaming his second release as he rubbed along the man's abs.

Beast threw his head back and shouted to the ceiling. Were those fangs? Scar briefly wondered before he felt darkness creep in, and he lost consciousness with a smile on his face.

Waking up to the man snuggling his backside was new, but Scar wanted more of it. Settling down further, tucked into Beast's protective arms, Scar drifted off to sleep and prayed it wasn't a dream.
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Belle


Watching Beast be dragged behind the biker tore at Belle's heart. She knew he had two mates. She understood that to a point.

But to actually see the man leave her behind to go be with his second… It was soul crushing.

Belle couldn't wait and see if Beast returned, so she left and walked the dozen blocks back to her apartment. Alone and cold in the dead of night.

No one paid her any mind. No one could feel her heart aching except her.

After their morning, and Beast's tale of two mates, Belle thought she could handle it. Maybe she still could. But to be completely ignored? By the man who was to be her mate?

Or maybe mate? Since he was supposed to choose.

Even though he swore he wouldn't choose, he had. He went off with the scarred biker and never looked back. She knew, as she had watched.

Belle had never been so thoroughly and hurtfully dismissed in her life. High school notwithstanding, that was an entirely different story.

In her tiny apartment because it was tiny compared to the place she was now thinking of home, Beast's palace, Belle sat on the couch and cried.

Cried for the man she missed. Cried for the unfairness of the situation she found herself in. And cried for the hope it was all a dream and that she'd wake up like a normal boring day tomorrow, go to work, and trudge along and alone like nothing had happened.

Belle almost wished she had a cat to comfort her. Or a dog. They were loyal. She rubbed at her face, clearing her eyes as best she could in the eerily silent apartment. Belle found her favorite book, laid down and began reading it.

It didn't help. It just made her want to cry more. Had Beast at least said something, anything, to her, she would have still been heartbroken, but maybe not as crushed. She would have been more receptive to his second mate had Beast not ignored her, at least she hoped that was how she would have responded.

Belle could still feel the squeeze in her chest as she watched Beast walk away. No, even before then. Watching him kiss another, that was a sucker punch to the gut. It left her breathless, and not in a good way. Exactly.

What was she going to do?

Beast seemed so bewitched and taken by the biker that he just left her alone. Stranded in a strange place. Not to mention, it wasn't the friendliest or safest place to be left alone. Just heading out the door, she had been propositioned five times.

That alone should have been an ego boost, men and women alike wanting to add her to their notches. But Belle couldn't take any solace in that.

Did she step aside? Beast had practically run from her when they had arrived at the palace. And when presented with his second mate, he left her in the dust. Twice she was left to her own devices.

Maybe she was a stepping stone? Maybe she was presented as a mate to test Beast's mettle. To make him choose the right mate. Which wasn't going to be her if all signs were already pointing towards the biker.

Rising from the couch, taking note that hours had passed, Belle headed for her bathroom and turned on the water. She needed to get her head out of the clouds and her feet back on earth. No matter how much she hurt.

Refreshed, a bit, from her shower, Belle dressed in jeans and a flowy top. With a bra and panties. In the few days with Beast, she had gotten used to not wearing any undergarments and found she quite liked the sensation. Now she felt squeezed and uncomfortable.

Oh well, she needed to see if she could get a new cell phone and to see if any of her family had missed her. Maybe she still had her job? If not, she'd find a new one. At a library, perhaps. Not in some stuffy office filing data paperwork for snobby snoots.

It was a new day. Beast knew where she lived. Maybe she'd come home, and he'd be there. Waiting for her. Just in case, though, she left him a note detailing her plans, times, and location.

By the time Belle returned home, she was exhausted. Running through the woods was a better alternative than what she had trudged through.

Getting her phone back was the easiest part of the day. Asking her family if she had been missed, pointless. Absolutely pointless. And her job was still technically hers. They hadn't noticed her absence.

Belle felt bad, and then paused, wondering if that was part of the magic of the portal. She'd have to ask Kisa when she saw her next. If she saw her again.

The apartment was silent. No signs of disturbances at all.

Now that made her mood dip.

Belle dismissed thinking something bad had happened to Beast. He was, well, a beast, a warrior, a king. Maybe not from this world, but he was obviously capable of surviving in foreign lands.

And he was more than likely with that badass biker.

While at first glance, Belle could see how attractive the man was. But it went downhill fast when he became rude to her. That was what hurt the most. The dismissal. From both men.

Belle's stomach growled, and she rummaged through her freezer, realizing too late she had forgotten about groceries.

Finding a microwaveable meal that wasn't freezer burnt, Belle changed while it cooked. It was bland, but it was food. Belle ate in silence, contemplating her decisions and what could be done about Beast and the biker, before she changed and headed to bed.

The next two days passed the same: work, food, sleep. By the third day, Belle had worked herself up into a frenzy of worry and anger over Beast's disappearance.

Deciding to head to the bar where she last saw him, Belle stewed and wavered in her anger. It wasn't his fault he found his second. But it was his fault he had left his first all alone. Or was she just a means to an end? Was she the bridge?

She couldn't think like that. Otherwise, it would rip her heart out. Physically.

Inside the bar, she glanced around and took in the various states of couples and people drinking and talking. There was even a couple having full-blown sex in a booth. How had she missed that the first night? Right, she was here with Beast.

Striding to the bar, she asked if anyone had seen a very large man with another man who had a scar on his face.

She was directed to the second floor, and as Belle stood before the door she hoped Beast was behind, her confidence fled.

Knocking on the door, Belle waited. And waited. About to give up, it opened in a rush, and she was dragged through the threshold.

Rough hands and a rough beard were all she could feel as large hands cupped her face and she was kissed deeply.

“Oh, I've missed you, my Belle.”

Well, that was something. And her heart fluttered, and her resolve started to dissipate. But no! She needed to stay strong.

“You left me alone for three days to be with him,” she accused and waved a hand towards the bed that she hadn't actually glanced at.

“Oh, my Belle, it's not quite like that. We got carried away. Lost track of time. Aren't you happy, though? We can go home now. All three of us.”

Belle leaned back and wondered if Beast had hit his head. Anger surged forth and bubbled up and out. “I will go nowhere with him. He is a vile and disgusting man who was rude to me and kept you from me. I was worried about you.”

“Hey, slow your roll, bitch. I didn't tie him down and keep him here against his will.” A very naked man said as he lounged on the bed, his tone dripping with venom. “It's not my fault you can't please him enough to keep him satisfied.”

“Mates. Enough.” Beast's tone was stronger and deeper than she'd ever heard.

“What do you mean by mates?” the naked man asked. Damn, she really needed to get a name, and to stop checking him out. Her eyes flew back to Beast.

“You didn't tell him? Whatever, Beast. You know where I live. I have work in the morning.”

Beast's chest rumbled. “No mate of mine is working.” He commanded and crossed his arms over his chest.

“We're not at your palace nor in your realm. Here, I have to work. I have to work to make money to pay for food and my apartment.”

Belle felt her facade cracking as she went on her tirade. “Bring him. Don't bring him. Come back. Don't come back.”

“Noodle, don't noodle,” the man from the bed smirked.

Their eyes met briefly, and Belle didn't know what she saw in their depths. Pain, hiding, heartache, acceptance?

With a shake of her head, she turned and left. It wasn't like there was a guidebook for this sort of situation. How was she supposed to navigate it and find her way, their way, if Beast wasn't honest and wasn't around?

Belle made her way home and snuggled into her empty bed as tears fell anew. Maybe tomorrow would be the day she'd wake up from this dream. Or was it a nightmare now?
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Scar


Scar watched as the feisty, curvy woman left in a huff. Belle.

My Belle is what Beast had called her, and Scar wasn't sure what to make of her. She seemed to lay claim to Beast, as much as Beast lay claim to both of them. Which was just strange. Scar has never shared before.

Scar rose from his position and pulled on a pair of boxers. Clean this time. After one accident of putting on a wet pair, Scar vowed to always grab a new pair.

It hadn't helped that their sex sessions had blurred and muddled Scar's brain. In the best way possible.

“What did she mean by your palace?” Scar waited, sitting on the edge of the bed, and watched as Beast fought with himself over glancing at the door and Scar.

Beast huffed a sigh, his shoulders slumping, making the man seem smaller, which was a feat in and of itself.

“I have not been a good mate to you. Or to Belle.” His voice sounded so sad, which was such a juxtaposition to how they had woken up and spent the day.

“Explain?” Scar had seen enough of Beast's fangs and flashing eyes to know there was something different about the man.

The mattress dipped and Scar rolled onto Beast's side when the man sat heavily on the edge.

“I am not from this world,” he began. “I am a king in another realm. Not of this world. My own.”

“But Belle's from here?” That's what Scar had gathered in the short conversation earlier.

“Yes. She was led to a magical portal and fell through to my realm. I found her and scented her as my mate.”

Scar raised his brow in question. Did he admit he knew a basic understanding of mates due to the books he read? That would also be him admitting to reading romance. Which no one knew.

“Mates. I, well, I am also a shifter. I carry a wolf and a bear within me and can change into them at will. My realm can be a dark and dangerous place. I need to keep my people safe.”

“Okay. And?” Was he really listening to this? Was he in his right mind? Orgasm overload could be the culprit too.

“I am destined to have two mates.”

Like fuck, he was.

“And I must choose one to save my people.”

Pick me. Scar felt his heart skip, even if it was all a ruse, he wanted Beast like no other.

“But I don't want to choose. I refused to choose. But in order to choose –I, we– must travel back to my realm.”

“So, let me get this straight. You think I'm your mate, and that Belle is your mate? But you must choose. Yet, you don't want to. And you want us both to go back to your realm?” Scar shook his head, running his fingers through his hair. “That's messed up. What if I don't want to leave?”

“Leave here? But you must. I have people to take care of.” Beast turned his soulful eyes on Scar, begging and pleading for understanding.

“But you've been in bed with me for three days? Does time pass differently there?” He was actually accepting this deranged conversation.

“Shall I show you? You can talk to Belle. She's been there. She'll tell you it's a wonderful place. Although not without its dangers.”

“What place isn't?” Scar shot back, trying to gain ground. “How will this work? I am not attracted to Belle at all. I am strictly dickly. Dicks only for me. No titties or hoo hoos, thank you very much.”

Beast sighed once more. “I don't know how it's supposed to work. I just know you are both mine and I want you both with me.”

“Okay.” What did he have to lose? Scar had been looking for a dream come true, and here it sat, right next to him. As crazy as it was.

“But I'm not sleeping with Belle. Ain't happening. Ever.” Never say never, floated into his mind and he suppressed a shudder.

Beast's initial smile dimmed, but still, he nodded. “We'll figure something out. I promise.”

“Good. Now kiss me like you miss me. We can go to Belle's in the morning and go from there. I'm not happy sharing. I want to rant and rage. But I've dreamt of you my whole life.” There was that brilliant smile covering Beast's face. “Maybe not you, but you. A bigger, stronger man to be mine.” And if he could push Belle out of the way in the process, more power to him.

Scar made certain to fuck Beast's body lifeless before they fell asleep wrapped in each other's arms. It was the only way to prove himself in the sex department of the best mate.

By the time morning came, Scar was ready to leave the world behind. And he almost wanted to shout, ‘may the best mate win!’ as they entered Belle's uptown apartment.

It wasn't Ritzy, but not his side of the train tracks either.

“I made breakfast,” Belle announced from the kitchen.

“Someone's trying to suck up,” Scar mumbled out, putting his hands in his pockets as he waited for Beast to move.

“Smells delicious, my Belle.” Beast sniffed the air, and then pushed Scar into the tiny room. “This is Scar. Say hi.”

Scar recognized the fake smile Belle had pasted on her mouth as she said the one syllable to him. He wore a matching smile, just as fake.

“Sit, please,” Belle was being polite despite the daggers shooting from her eyes. Did Beast really think this was a good plan? Scar was afraid to sit down. Afraid that his disgusting filth would rub off on the pretty princess. Yet he sat and played nice, if only for Beast.

Scar would not moan at the deliciousness that hit his tongue. Belle was a decent cook. Or it had just been that long since he had home cooked food.

“How was your day?” Belle asked as if it weren't mid-morning. Had she known they would show up? Or had she cooked in hopes that they would show up?

Seemed Beast had no such compunction about keeping his moan to himself. The man made both Belle and him squirm in their seats when he moaned around not just one, but every single bite he took.

“This is really good, Belle. No wonder you wanted to cook with Seelia in the kitchen.”

“Oh, this is nothing.” Brown noser, he kept his snide remark to himself. “But yes, I'd love to get back to Seelia and cook with her.”

Scar tried to stop the growl from escaping his throat, but it was too late. “Yippy for you. Get to go cook.”

“I like reading too. I could teach you, if you'd like,” she snapped back. Ooo, burn.

“Score one for the princess.”

“Whoa,” Beast held up his hands in a placating gesture. “What's with all the animosity? We're all mates here.”

“No, we aren't.” Scar and Belle said in unison. It was probably the only thing they agreed on.

“But you are,” Beast persuaded. “You are both my mate, and therefore make you each other's.”

“I don't think that's how it works, big guy,” Scar argued, resting his elbow on the table, his plate of food forgotten. “We,” he circled his finger between Belle and himself, “have nothing in common. Other than you.”

“Which is the foundation of a relationship.”

Scar snorted and watched Belle roll her lips in his peripheral view. “Not likely.”

“Could you at least try?” Beast practically begged. And that look went one of two ways: adorably cute or horribly wrong on the beast of a man. “For me?”

Belle looked towards Scar, and Scar tried to see through the woman.

“No.”

“Sure.”

Came their responses, and Scar was floored that he was the one willing to work through certain kinks. Well, not sexual kinks. Although some might be fun.

Belle pursed her lips, and Scar expected her to give in. But nope, she dug her heels in. “Villains don't get happily ever afters.” Ouch. Fucking hell that hurt, Scar tried not to wince. And she wasn't finished. “I don't think it's fair to have to work together.” She inhaled deeply. “But I can try.”

Beast looked between them. His eyes were guarded and cautious.

“How is this going to work?” Belle asked, pushing her plate away. “You spend a day with me, and then spend a day with Scar?”

Beast's shoulders slumped in much the same way as earlier. Had the big man not thought this through on how this relationship would work if his mates didn't like each other?

“I…” Beast began. “I can't force you to like each other. But I had hoped and dreamed of keeping you both. I mean, keeping both of my mates happy. I doubt that's possible. My animals can sense the insincerity in your tone. I can't subject you to this. I'm selfish and want it all or nothing.”

Beast rose and left the apartment, taking a part of Scar with him.

“You can find your own way out,” Belle uttered before she left him alone in her kitchen with one final jab. “Try not to steal anything on your way out.”

Left alone in the room, Scar finished eating what was left on the plates and in the serving bowl before he made his way out. Snatching the book from the couch on his way. Just out of spite.

He had his dream for a moment. The memories would have to last him a lifetime.
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Beast


What an epic failure.

Not just breakfast, which had started out nice enough, but his entire mate situation.

How could he have been so naïve to think two random strangers could be forced together, with him as the link?

Who knew he was capable of such stupidity?

Beast wandered around the city streets, making his way to the city park where he had first arrived. If it was where Belle found the first portal, and they had been dropped, maybe he could find a portal back.

He needed to return to his kingdom and prepare his people for the worst.

Beast had no inkling what was to come now that he had no mates to take home with him.

Such a waste. Of beauty and time. His mates were beautiful. Inside and out. Belle made him laugh, and Scar was just as tender as he was strong. Scar may be rough and tumble on the outside, but the man he had come to know behind closed doors was a romantic at heart. Strong and steady.

Belle was courageous and accepting. Except when it came to Scar.

What was it about Scar that she didn't like?

Beast tried to think, yet before he could form a hypothesis, he found himself in a clearing with a twinkling tree in the middle. How poetic, Kisa.

Beast took a deep breath, looked back over his shoulder. As if he expected his mates to come running towards him. Begging him to not leave.

He wasn't that lucky.

At least everyone would be in the realm they belonged.

Beast would cherish his time spent with both mates for eternity. And it would be a long and lonely eternity.

Closing his eyes, he touched the bark and felt his stomach dip and toss as he was transported back to his realm.

Beast inhaled the familiar scents of his realm. So different from Belle and Scar's world.

The trek back to the castle was a long journey. But Beast relished the burn in his muscles. He could have easily transformed into his wolf and made the trip in half the time, but he needed to feel physical pain. Needed it to overcome the pain in his heart.

He'd heal. He hoped. At least one day he would.

Beast arrival at the castle was met with confusion, curiosity, and excitement. Beast waved and smiled, even though his insides were crying. He passed by everyone, not stopping to talk to anyone. Even those he usually would have on any other day.

Straight to his study, Beast wanted to throw out his desk and the chaise lounge. They reminded him of his Belle.

“I found my mates,” he said to his sister, knowing she was waiting.

“You didn't choose?” Arelia asked as she stepped further into the room. Thankfully, she had the foresight to close the door.

Beast swallowed hard. Then a second time. “They made it easy not to. They hate each other and there is no way for them to reconcile.”

“What will we do?”

“I'll fight the Darkness as best I can.” Beast made a keening noise deep in his throat, his hand going to his chest to rub the agony away. “Arelia, you should see him. He could fight the Darkness with his eyes closed. And she's got so much light in her heart. Yet, she can't accept him. They can't accept each other.”

“But, Sire,” her brows creased with confusion. “You were supposed to choose one. Wouldn't them hating each other work in your favor?”

Beast growled, his lip curling in a snarl. “I told you. I'm not choosing.” Although he already had. “If it's not both, it's neither.”

“I hope you know what you're doing,” she said solemnly.

“It's already done. I felt the bonds snap when I crossed through without them. It's us against the Darkness alone. I'll figure out a way to defeat it. To keep our people safe. They must be able to live and love and enjoy life.”

“You're allowed that same concession as well.”

Beast snarled. He wouldn't hear any more of his mates. He asked his servants to bring him any book or tomb that held any mention of the Darkness within its binding. Not only that, but he had to find a way. It was the only thing that would keep his mind preoccupied.

Otherwise, there was a chance he'd succumb to the Darkness himself, if to just escape his heartache.
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Arelia

Slowly closing the door behind her, Arelia sighed, hand fisting over her heart. They had been so close.

“Kisa?” Arelia whispered as she made her way to the library. “Kisa, where are you?” That darn cat had answers, Arelia knew it.

“Meow.”

“Don't you meow me, Kisa,” Arelia pointed a finger at the cat as she sat regally on top of a table in the library.

“I do what I do.”

“Then help me. Help our king.”

Arelia swore Kisa raised an eyebrow at her.

“Have I not helped enough?”

“But your plan didn't work. Beast came back without his mates.”

“Hiss.”

“Exactly.”

“Fine.” And then the cat jumped off the table and disappeared.

Arelia really hoped that meant Kisa was going to find answers. Or maybe the witch that called upon the prophecy in the first place? Arelia wasn't going to hold her breath, even though Kisa always seemed to come through for them.

While Arelia waited, she decided to find the recounting of the prophecy to see if they were missing anything.
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Belle


Belle huffed at herself as she heard the door close behind Scar. It took him long enough to leave.

How could she be so stupid and judgmental?

What Beast suggested wasn't unreasonable. Belle was just being unreasonable.

She was feeling vulnerable and left out. It was no wonder she had lashed out. It didn't help that when Scar sniped at her; she snapped back. Her hackles on the rise the more they sat and conversed.

Yet when Beast left, all she wanted to do was to call him back and apologize profusely. And maybe beg him to fuck her. But that was just her horny hormones talking. That wouldn't have helped their situation at all.

Belle pulled up her laptop and searched for poly relationships. She read every article and forum she could click on.

There were conversations of couples, or relationships, that shared a single person. And relationships that all three or more shared with each other. There was every walk of life and situation. Some were married couples with an extra boyfriend or girlfriend in the mix. Yet, they all hinted to one thing: Platonic acceptance. Or that was Belle's take on it.

Could she physically see herself sharing Beast with Scar?

How would that work?

A few more clicks, and Belle felt herself blush as she pulled up poly porn. Although DP looked intriguing, she doubted a gay man would want to be balls deep inside a vagina, even if his lover's cock was right next to his. Oh, what about her ass? No, no.

Moving on, Belle chided herself as she felt her panties become damp.

Belle found several videos of several scenarios where a man was in the middle. Even if the middleman was on the bottom. Interesting.

Maybe she could get over herself and her hurt and come to find a middle ground. Maybe?

Using the facilities, Belle gave herself another pep talk and stepped out into her living room. A quick glance around, Belle thought everything looked in place. Until she noticed her favorite book missing from her couch.

“Damn bastard,” she accused without heat. Shaking her head in exasperation, she headed out her door and down the street.

If she could catch up with Scar, or find him in his room at the bar, then perhaps she could talk to him, and they could come to an agreement.

Yes, that's what I'll do. She nodded once with determination and walked with purpose, trying to figure out what to say when she found Scar.

“I'm sorry I'm such a bitch,” Belle began spouting apologies as she walked. “Duh. Maybe. I'm sorry for not thinking.” Belle snorted. Did she ever?

As the bar came into view, Belle felt a searing pain in her chest. Doubling over, she gasped for breath. No.

Belle inhaled multiple times before the pain lessened, at least enough for her to be able to move.

Breathing became easier the closer she got to Scar. It was all connected. It had to be. That meant Beast had left them.

No. She wasn't going to allow him to just leave them!

Opening the door to the bar, Belle was cast into darkness before her eyes adjusted. Yelling assailed her ears, someone shouting for her to leave. What was going on?

Then Belle noticed a raging Scar in the middle of the room. He was screaming, throwing things, clenching his chest. Tears glistened in his eyes when he noticed her.

“You!” Scar accused, throwing out an arm and jabbing his finger towards her.

“I feel it too. How about we go talk?” Belle crossed her arms and hoped she wouldn't have to fend him off.

“Fuck you!” His face twisted in anguish as he snarled. His eyes burned bright in anger and pain.

“That attitude got us into this mess.” Belle noticed they were the center of attention, and Belle wasn't fond of that feeling. “Please. I need to apologize, and we need to talk.”

Scar sneered at her, his jagged lip curling in disgust. Yet, he nodded and motioned for her to follow him.

In his dark and dreary bedroom, the silence began to take over. They needed to work this out if they both wanted to be happy, and most importantly, both wanted Beast.

“I'm sorry. So sorry.”

“You should be,” he spat, crossing and uncrossing his arms. She was reminded of a caged animal as he vibrated with energy. “I feel like my soul is being crushed. Because of you.”

Belle inhaled and puffed her cheeks out in an exhalation. With her hands on her hips she dug deep for courage. “I know. I fucking get it. I feel it too. After you left, which, by the way, where is my fucking book?” Scar had the audacity to smirk at her. “That's my favorite book. I'd like it back, please. But after you left, I did some searching online. There are relationships that are similar to ours that work. You and I have to come to an agreement, though.”

“I was willing.”

Belle lifted a brow, and cocked her hip, “oh really?”

Scar's nose crinkled. “I would have tried…to push you out, eventually.” He dropped his arms as he admitted the truth.

Belle snorted. “At least we have a middle ground.”

“Beast.” They said in unison.

“I love him, Scar. I was hurt that he just left me to be with you. So I lashed out. I get that now. And I'm sorry. I really and truly am. And I think if we work together, we can not only make this work, but maybe we could become friends?” Belle felt so vulnerable in that moment laying out her heart to a mere stranger.

Scar's eyes bounced around her face, as if to make certain she was being honest.

“I can work with that. But what's the plan? We can discuss relationships later, but what's the plan to make this stop?” he pointed to his chest. “I've never felt anything like this before. And I feel like it's getting worse.”

Belle had been trying to ignore it, yet she knew he was right. The pain was intensifying. “I can try to take us to the portal where I first fell through. I don't know how the magic works, but when we came back, it was like no one missed me.”

“I don't have anything I could possibly miss here,” Scar said with his arms spread out to show his sparsely decorated room. “Do you?”

Belle sighed, her shoulders sagging. “My books. But I'll live without them if I can get back to Beast.”

“Then what are we waiting for?”

Scar led the way out of the bar, waiting for Belle to take the lead. Their pace started off fast, then quickly faded with each step they took.

“What's happening?” Scar asked. His brows were pinched, and Belle noticed he struggled to breathe. Much in the same way she was.

“I think we're getting worse. I've read, fiction of course, where mates get a mating sickness when their mate is away from them. And I've also read that if there is a rejection, the pain, and subsequent death carries pain beyond imaginable.”

As she spoke, they walked to the bench Belle remembered and then diverted into the woods. She hoped she remembered the way as leaves crunched beneath their steps.

“Death? As in, we're dying? All because you didn't want to even get to know me?” His voice was a menacing growl as he inhaled heavily.

“I said I was sorry,” she snapped, trying to breathe through her nose as best she could. “What are your thoughts of sharing Beast, between us?”

Scar stumbled to a stop. “Did you just say?” Scar shuddered. “I don't do titties.”

“How do you know you don't like mine?” she sassed with an uplifted corner of her mouth as she stumbled over a tree root on uneven ground.

Scar noticed her teasing and laughed. “Touché. I don't. But that's not my thing. But what did you have in mind, since you said Beast between us?”

Belle felt her cheeks heat, regardless of the pain she felt in her arms and legs. “Can you feel your fingers?”

Scar paused and wiggled them. “Kind of? Each step feels like I'm wearing a hundred pounds shoes, though. Anyway, talk about sexual positions. Keep our minds off the pain.” He waved his arms, and she could tell just that motion was an effort for him to do.

Belle chuckled. “Okay then. But anyway, well, I was, uh…”

“Was the princess watching porn?” The lilt of his voice let Belle know he was teasing.

“Anyway, yes. I was. There are several combinations where we don't have to touch each other. At first, all that came up was DP, but I doubted you'd even want to think about it. Even if it was my ass we were talking about.” Belle noticed Scar stumbled again, and tried to pick up her pace. Talking about what she had seen was one thing, looking into his face as she did so was another. “But I finally found some. We can each be on top, facing away from each other.”

“Um, okay. I guess I should have asked for visuals. Especially since we won't have any electronics in Beast's realm.”

“I guess I could always show you on my phone while we traverse this fucking forest.” Belle pulled out her phone, typed away, and then held it out to Scar, who took it with a lot of trepidation in his eyes.

Belle took the moment to lean against a tree and take in her surroundings. “It all looks the same,” she whispered.

“Interesting. What's this?” Scar's eyes widened as he watched while they took the moment to rest. “Very interesting.” His gaze flicked up to hers and back to the screen. He tapped, and his face lit up with a saucy smile. “Nice. I could get on board with some of this.” He watched whatever it was he had found. Clearing the screen, he handed her phone back. He was close, so close. And while her body responded in proximity to a male figure, her heart didn't beat for Scar like it did for Beast. Or did it? Was she just in too much pain to filter anything else out?

“I may even be up for trying your ass, if I can alternate between yours and Beast's,” his voice was so low, Belle had to keep the gasp from escaping as she took in the visual his words created in her mind. Then his lips quirked into a grin. “Where to? I'm getting tired. Like I feel like I could just sit down and never move.”

Belle nodded, cleared her throat and began walking again; thankful he couldn't smell her wetness between her thighs.

They walked for what felt like hours, yet a quick glance at the bright blue sky indicated it had been much less than. Bright greens and shafts of yellow and orange sunlight cascaded down in front of them, and Belle knew they were at the clearing.

“We're here,” she breathed, and tried to run, even as the heaviness in her body weighed her down.

“No!” Belle cried as they reached the tree. “It was here. This is where the portal was.” She smoothed her hands against the rough bark of the large oak tree.

“Maybe it's a different one?” Scar offered reluctantly.

“I just want to say goodbye to him one last time,” Belle cried out.

“What the fuck's that mean?” The venom in his voice was stronger than she felt.

“He has to choose one of us, or else his kingdom will fall into the Darkness. Famine and sickness will take over. They will all perish. I was going to leave you two alone. I was just hoping for one last time together.” Belle ignored the clench of her heart as she spoke the words she didn't want to acknowledge.

“No,” he snarled. Scar was good at that. Maybe Beast could teach him to laugh and smile more often. “You need to be the one that stays. You can give him heirs.”

“But he lights up when he looks at you,” she quarreled.

Scar grinned, the smile reaching his eyes. “He does the same to you.”

“I'm so sorry I fought with you. We both lost him because of me.”

“Less talk and more figuring out how to get back. I'm sorry too. I forgive you.”

“I forgive you, too.”

Before Belle could think another thought, her stomach was being tossed around like a carnival ride. Landing on her knees, she wretched as she tried to get her bearings.

“You okay?” Scar asked with a comforting hand on her back.

“Yeah,” she wiped the back of her hand against her mouth. “It wasn't as rough the first time.”

“I can still feel my stomach tossing. I get it. So I take it we're in a whole new world?”

Belle snickered and sat back on her haunches. “Definitely not in Kansas anymore.”

“No shit. Which way?” Scar asked as he rose to his feet. He offered a hand to her and pulled her up, only releasing her once she was steady.

Belle spun in circles. “Last time I had a talking cat guide me.”

Scar's eyes about bugged out of his head. “A talking cat?” He seemed to think it over a moment before shrugging. “Eh, I should get used to it. Seeming as, we're to be mated to a shifter. Which, have you seen his bear or wolf?”

Belle shook her head. “I think I briefly saw the bear, but I was scared out of my mind running from the Darkness.”

“You say that with a dose of fear, what is this Darkness?”

Belle looked on the ground, found some trodden leaf litter and headed in that direction, then glancing to the sky for indication of night fall.

“It's this, poison. A fog, or storm, with tendrils that burn and sting.”

Eventually, they found the road, and walked in relative silence. Random questions asked, answered and shared.

The sun sank lower, casting their shadows longer on the road, and Belle began to get nervous.

“Dammit. I didn't think this through. We don't have a torch.”

“No, wait,” Scar began parting all his pockets. “Ahah!” He shouted triumphantly when he pulled out a lighter.

They scrounged the edge of the pathway for a large enough stick to become their torch. Belle unfastened her bra, shimmied it out through her shirt sleeve. Scar dug out a pocket knife, cut it in half, and together they wrapped it around the stick.

“Ready?” Scar asked as the wind howled at their backs.

Belle nodded. Both makeshift torches were lit, and they traveled as fast as their pain would let them.
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Beast


A commotion from the courtyard drew Beast's attention. Rising from his chair, hands braced heavily on his desk, he tried to look out the window.

“Hurry. Come quick,” Arelia and two guards rushed into the study without ceremony.

“What's going on?” Beast asked, although if he'd have paid attention to his inner self, he would have known it was the fact one of his mates was close.

His bear was raging within him, clawing to get out.

Beast had been ignoring his animals since he had crossed back over. There was no use in arguing with them. He wasn't choosing, and his mates had done it for him.

His wolf’s howl echoed into the dark crevices of his mind.

Beast shouted orders and demands as he rushed to the courtyard as his guards opened the gates.

The first sight he saw was a large cloud of Darkness rolling towards them. He shouted more orders before his eyes snared on Belle.

What was she doing here?

Ragged and running, clothing torn, she cried as he rushed out to her. Meeting her halfway, he scooped her up into his arms.

“I'm so sorry,” she sobbed uncontrollably, her limbs dangling in his arms. “Scar,” she gulped, her eyes wild with emotion. “The Darkness has him. He sacrificed himself for me. You have to go get him.”

Beast hesitated, barely a moment. Enough to have Belle shoving at his chest. “You need to save him!”

He began to hand off Belle to Arelia, when Belle's next words froze his blood.

“Choose him,” she begged, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Choose Scar, and maybe the Darkness will give him back.”

No! Beast wanted to rage. He couldn't choose. That's why he left. One of the reasons. Yet, it seemed they both came back to him. Together? Until Scar… Beast heaved new air into his lungs, not realizing he had held his breath for so long.

“Ready!” Beast signaled his men, no longer able to look at Belle. Not that he didn't want to, but the decision taken from him had his mind in a fog and he needed to focus. He held up his hand, and a sword was expertly tossed to him. He grabbed it as he moved. “I'm coming for you, Scar.”

Fighting the Darkness seemed like a lost battle. For each tendril he cut down, even pushed back with a torch, two or three more took its place.

“Scar!” Beast shouted, looking for any sign his mate was still alive.

Scar's figure jutted out of the Darkness, arm outstretched. “Beast!” His mate cried and Beast reached for him. Every time he reached, Scar's form retreated into the Darkness.

Tendrils broke off in clumps, rolling to the ground in a new form they had never witnessed before. Creatures rose from the blobs, tendrils as legs, arms, and multiple for the head. Each stomping and slithering its way towards the line of guards.

Beast roared, his bones snapping as his wolf came forward, taking control. Standing on long back legs, Beast howled and used his long claws to swipe at the creatures, creating a path into the forest through the Darkness.

Each swipe revealed two more creatures, or more. It would never end.

Fine. Have it your way, Beast seethed as he slashed down another and another slimy tendril monster before he shifted back.

“I chose you!” Beast shouted to the heavens. A crack skittered across the sky. The monsters seemed to melt into the ground. The Darkness faded behind the trees, and Scar was left behind, barely able to stand as Beast reached him.

With Scar crushed safely in Beast's arms, he could take a breath. Yet, the weight of his decision threatened to crush his soul. What had he done?
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Belle

How could she have been so selfish? It was her fault Scar was trapped. It was her fault she couldn't stand the thought of being alone.

And alone was what she'd be if she lost them. Beast and Scar.

She needed them both. Not sexually, of course, her brain not so helpfully provided. But in her life. In the short time of trying to find their way back to Beast, Scar and she had bonded. They still had differences to overcome. Surely, that was the way of living together. But they had put their hatred aside and banded together.

Kisa wove herself through Belle's legs as they listened to the battle cries. Beast's were the loudest.

Silence. Belle listened as silence sounded around the grove. That was not always a good sign. Something was happening, and Belle couldn't see what was going on. She wanted to run to Beast. Help him. Something. Anything.

“I chose you!”

Beast's voice rose above all others, even the deafening silence.

Belle began to gasp and cut it off by slapping her hand over her mouth. Her hiccuped sob was contained for now. Her free hand groped for the nearest post, and she sank to her knees.

He chose. And it wasn't her. That was okay though, she thought as she pushed back the tears. Beast needed his mate. And he'd have one to love him for eternity.

Maybe Belle could travel with Kisa and leave this world behind?

Beast fulfilled the prophecy, and his kingdom would be free from the Darkness. That was all that mattered.

“Meow.”

Belle chuffed through a clogged throat. “It's okay, Kisa. He chose who he needed most.”

It was okay. Even as her heart broke. Knowing she'd never get to love him, or grow to love Scar. It was okay, though. She had her memories of him, and that was okay.

If she kept telling herself that it would be true, right?

Soldiers filtered in from the wood line, and Belle held her breath, waiting to set her eyes on her men.

The crowd parted as they came into view. Beast carried Scar's body close to his as he ran through the gateway and courtyard.

He never once glanced her way.

She knew. Because she watched.

Bowing her head, she prayed Scar was safe and alive. Prayed that Beast would be happy for years to come. Prayed for her heart to heal and mend.

“Come,” a soft voice roused her. “Let's go check on them.”

Arelia stood, hand proffered. Belle took the hand for what it was, a lifeline. Until she could get back home, she needed to make sure Beast and Scar were well.

[image: image-placeholder]

Scar

They had to be getting closer to the castle. To Beast. The longer they traveled, the easier it became to breathe. At least, that was Scar's assessment.

“Are we getting closer?” Scar panted. He hated feeling so sluggish. Like the worst kind of hangover mixed with the worst kind of high.

“I'm not sure,” Belle's voice whined. “I can't keep this up much longer.”

“Keep moving. I can hear it behind us.” Scar chanced a look behind them and wished he hadn't. The air moved. Like snakes or worms, tentacles of an octopus in all directions all at once. It was creepy, and Scar could feel a vile vibe from just looking at it.

“Hurry, Belle,” Scar urged. “We have to keep going. It's gaining on us.”

“I can't. You go.”

“Not happening,” Scar grunted and stepped behind Belle and began pushing her.

Several more steps and Belle gasped. “I can see a fence! See the wall! Just beyond the trees! We're almost there!”

“Good,” he shoved her and took the torch from her. “Get going. I'll hold it off.”

Scar took a fighting stance with both torches and prepared for the worst.

“No!” Belle screamed, tugging at his arm. “I cannot leave you!”

“One of us must survive for Beast. Now go!” Scar looked deep into her glistening eyes. “I'm sorry. I could have gotten to know you like a sister.”

Scar turned back around before Belle could respond and charged the Darkness. He hoped she heeded his warning. The first zap to his leg nearly brought him down completely. That was stronger than the sting Belle described.

Maybe it was stronger, knowing Beast was near to choosing a mate?

Whatever the case may be, Scar fought as best he could. Shouting and clenching his teeth to keep the pain from taking him under.

Scar fell to his knees, arched his back and screamed to the sky. He let the pain and darkness wash over him. He was used to it, living life on the edge of the moral code. Never knowing love until Beast came into his world–quite literally.

The Darkness swirled around him. Conforming him, dragging him. He was here, there, and everywhere.

Up was down, down was sideways.

“Scar!”

Scar heard Beast's voice.

“Beast!” Scar reached out for the only man made for him.

“I chose you!” Beast shouted. Scar felt it to his bones, and a loud crack skittered across the sky.

The Darkness seemed to drop him, and he wobbled on two feet before he was crushed safely in Beast's arms.

Scar fought with consciousness. Not knowing what exactly had happened.

“I love you, Beast. So does Belle,” Scar mumbled out as Beast swung him up in his arms and carried him out of the forest.

Scar woke up on a cloud. He was dead. He died. Dammit. He didn't get to see Beast one last time. Or tell Belle he liked her idea of sharing and caring for Beast together.

“Wake up,” Beast's deep timber tugged at Scar's consciousness. “Come back to me. Wake up. I need you.”

Scar blinked open his eyes. He was surrounded by sheer white gauze. Curtains? “I've died,” he said out loud and didn't recognize his own voice. He couldn't move any part of his body, he felt trapped and weighed down.

“Here, drink,” a voice said, and a cup was at his lips as hands lifted his head.

Scar drank, droplets trailing his chin. The cool, minty substance soothed his throat.

“Where am I?”

“In my bedchamber. I've the best healers looking after you.”

“Where's Belle?”

Beast cast his eyes away, and Scar wondered if Belle had died when Beast chose. “Is she still alive?” He had to ask. He had to know.

“Yes. She is in her own chambers. She helped care for you, but I sent her away.”

“Why?” Scar blinked and tried to shift his body.

“Because I cannot face her. I…” Beast hung his head where he sat next to Scar on the edge of the bed. “I feel like I betrayed her. You. Both of you.”

“No.” Scar sat up with a groan as he tried to get his hands under him. “We both came back to you. You didn't choose one of us. We're both still here. We're both your mates.”

“I don't know what to do.”

“Then do nothing. Let us love you. Don't claim us yet. Until we know more.” Scar felt for the man, hearing the vulnerability from Beast made Scar ache just as much.

“I love you, Scar.” Beast's bent finger caressed Scar's mangled face. “I cannot live with you.”

“Just me? Or both of us?”
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Belle


Belle showered and changed, dressing in a black cotton shift. It fit her mood, although the yellows and blues called to her more. She felt like crying. Like she was attending her own funeral. Mourning the life she almost had.

The chamber she ensconced herself in, at Beast's request, was nice enough, sure, but all it did was serve to remind her that she was the outcast now. Her dreams crushed before her very eyes.

Eyes that teared up once more as she hastily swiped them dry. No. She couldn't cry. She needed to go check on Scar. Before she decided how she was going to leave.

She wanted more time with them both before she was sent away. Although, as Belle looked around her silent chamber, she had already been set aside.

Belle looked around the hallway and listened to see if she could hear Beast roaming the halls. She tried to stay out of his way, now that he had chosen his mate. He barely looked at her, even the one dinner they shared while Scar had been resting.

Belle had become quite good at navigating the halls. Considering her chamber was on the first floor. Like a guest room, set away from the royal family. It helped having run into a couple of servants who helped her sneak around Beast's study to get to his chamber to check on Scar.

Now she knew the way and didn't have to worry about running into Beast.

Leaning her ear to the door, Belle tried to listen for any movement within. When silence greeted, she opened the door and slipped inside.

Scar lay on the bed, pale as could be and bandaged all over.

Her heart ached for the man. How could she have left him there?

“You don't have to stand there and leer. It's creepy as fuck,” Scar's ragged voice called from his position on the bed.

Belle crossed the room and pulled up a smaller chair to the bedside, most likely used by the physician, and sat beside Scar.

“I know this is a stupid question, but how are you doing?”

Scar tried to chuckle, which turned into a groan. “I've been better. But I've been worse. Although this feels so much different from a hangover from drugs and alcohol.”

“I'm –”

“Don't,” he snapped, his eyes hardening towards her. “I did what I had to do. You were able to get help and here I am. As the villain, I had to sacrifice myself to become a hero, right?” He smirked to show he was teasing, but it still hurt Belle in the feels.

“I never should have said that. You're not a villain. I was hurt.” Another layer to Belle's feel like shit cake.

“And lashed out. I know. We've hashed it out. Forgive and forget, and let's move on.”

Belle nodded, then reached out her hand for Scar's, which was partially wrapped in cloth. “I'm glad you're going to get your happy ending.”

“You'll get yours too,” Scar squeezed her fingers lightly. “I feel so drained.” He closed his eyes and leaned his head back on his pillow.

“Does it still hurt?”

“It does, but not nearly as bad. I'm sure the healers will be back soon. I'd like to get up and actually move, but just holding your hand hurts.”

Belle tried to remove her hand from his, but he held on. “Don't. Don't leave.”

“I won't until you're up and moving,” she gave him a tiny smile. “Want me to bring a book tomorrow and read it to you?” Belle asked and then cringed as she thought about her harsh words to him back in her apartment.

Scar chuckled once more, cracking his eyes open. “Stop. I can read just fine. But it would be nice to be read to. It's not like we have t.v. to watch. And our broody mate leaves as soon as he checks me over.”

Belle felt her chest constrict. “Your mate, Scar. He chose you. I'm just the hanger-on. I'll find a new dream soon. Once I heal from this. But you need to physically heal first. Then I can leave, knowing you're okay.”

Scar opened his mouth to argue, but Belle stopped him with a look. “I know some stories by heart. I could recite them for you?”

“Belle,” Scar tried to reason with her.

“Scar,” she mimicked in the same tone. “I understand. I get it. It will just take my heart some time to get the message. Maybe once you're healed, we can care for Beast together before I leave? One last hurrah,” she grinned, trying to lighten the mood.

“You'll have to paint me a picture,” he teased, knowing full well the scenes she had in mind. He had watched the videos before they traveled through the portal mirror.

“I'm sure things –”

“No, Scar, don't try to butter me up. He won't look at me. He doesn't acknowledge my existence. Not anymore. It's okay, really,” she put on a brave face even as her heart was breaking, her hopes and dreams crumbling, “as long as he's happy and you're happy. That's all I could hope for.”

“Okay, so what's the book you have memorized?” He asked, taking the hint to change subjects.

“Well, it goes like this, ‘Winkin, Blinkin, and Nod, one night’…” Belle began, and Scar laughed at her lullaby, but listened contently.
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Beast


Beast sat in his study and listened as birds chirped and sang outside the opened window. It had been a week of hell. Pure hell.

Self-imposed isolated hell.

His mates were both still within the palace walls, and Beast had punished himself by staying away.

Scar had healed quickly once he had woken- easing the worry Beast carried in his heart. Belle had checked in on both of them, offering tea and to read aloud in the quiet moments before nightfall.

Yet Beast kept his distance from them outside the hour a day during dinner before bed. He knew it was absurd, but he had no other choice. However, he knew he'd have to speak his mind soon and explain his fears.

Until then, he would listen to his mates as they ran about the halls of the palace. Giddy laughter, teasing voices, all around overjoyed exuberance.

Beast knew his mates were planning and scheming. He could hear whispers in the hall, from them and from servants sharing secret smiles. Yet, his mates never tried to invade his private study.

Which made him wonder what they were up to.

But he couldn't.

While he technically hadn't named a chosen mate, Beast still felt in his heart he had chosen both.

Yet, how could it be?

The sun was shining; the Darkness was gone. His mates were getting along, if the cheerful laughter was anything to go by as they raced down another corridor.

Ah, Beast pulled his hair. It was getting too long if he could pull it. He didn't know what to do. How to fix the limbo they seemed to be in? All he had to do was open his mouth and apologize, however he couldn't seem to do even that.

“Sire,” his sister's voice was welcomed in his spiraling vortex of doom called his mind.

Beast rolled his eyes at himself. He was being overly dramatic. And he knew it. Beast leaned back in his chair and used his shifter skills to listen to his mates footsteps fade from the first floor.

“Yes,” he greeted. Shifting in his seat he realized he sat too long as his backside ached with numbness.

“Your mates have asked that I escort you to your chambers.”

Snorting a breath through his nostrils, he nodded and decided not to take his ire out on his sister.

Beast knew what his issue was. He was horny and wanted to run and mate with each of his mates. Together. Alone. As one.

What if he bit and mated both of his mates and the Darkness came back?

What if he bit and mated just one? Would it kill the other?

What if he bit and mated both of them and nothing happened but happiness?

Beast hated what-if games. He needed concrete evidence of the outcome to make the correct decision.

“Arelia,” he commanded before she turned and left. “See if the council or the mages or any witches can tell me a best-case scenario outcome for my dilemma?”

Arelia nodded. “As you wish. Have fun,” she jested with a twinkle in her eye before she disappeared down the hall having no qualms to escorting him anywhere.

He trudged up each step to the royal floor, his legs feeling heavy as he lingered and procrastinated. Beast staggered to a stop as he entered his chamber. Both his mates stood to opposite sides of the bed. Naked. Gloriously naked.

Shuffling forward, Beast cursed his feet for not cooperating. His bear growled in his head. His wolf howled. Both of one mind.

Holding out his hands, each mate stepped closer.

“Please let us take care of you,” Belle begged as she stepped closer, her hands resting on his chest.

“No. I'm in charge,” Beast argued. He was always in charge. It was also the reason he was in this mess. Yet, did any of it matter when he had both of his mates naked together?

“Just this once?” Belle purred, her hands leaving small circles over his flesh. “Don't you love our hands on you? Both of your mates’ hands on you?”

Beast groaned and knew he was done for. With a naked Belle in front of him and a naked Scar behind him, he'd give them anything. For now. And he'd cherish this night for eons to come.

“Just relax,” Scar's deep voice sounded near his ear. Easier said than done. Beast was a king and never got to relax. It didn't help him to relax when he worried about his bite, his mates, his people, losing a mate if he accidentally bit one.

His mates guided him to the edge of the bed, where Belle climbed on, and faced him on her hands and knees. Such a beautiful sight. If only he could get Scar in the same position, he could stare at them together and fuck their beautiful mouths at the same time.

One day. He'd ask for that one day.

“Suck,” Scar said, and Beast had to focus on whom he was talking to. Belle. He spoke to Belle as Scar placed two fingers in front of Beast and Belle sucked the digits into her mouth.

Beast gasped, his body jerking at the sight. Knowing his mates were working together turned him on even more.

“Spread your legs just a bit,” Scar asked with a light tap of his free hand. When Beast did as asked, he felt those wet digits at his dark entrance. Scar and he had only done this part once. And Beast remembered to breathe.

Scar waited until Belle's mouth was on Beast’s cock before he probed his entrance. Causing Beast to jerk and gag Belle.

“Beautiful,” he purred affectionately.

So many hands roamed his body, and Beast could get lost in that sensation alone. It was only three, as Belle arched her back and took his cock in her mouth with her hands on his chest.

Lips on his shoulder had him shivering in anticipation. “That's it. Just feel, my king,” Scar soothed as his fingers scissored Beast intimately. “You can touch. If you want. She won't break. I've heard she likes it when you fuck her mouth,” more kisses. “Look, I'll even hold her head steady for you.” Scar's arm not inside his body snaked around his waist and cupped Belle's head in a firm grip.

The moan Belle gave vibrated along his cock and her tongue twisted over the head. “Yes,” he groaned. The sight of his mates together. Pleasing him. He cupped her other cheek, covered Scar's hand and pumped into her hot, wet mouth.

Gently at first, then more forcefully with each peg to his prostate Scar made. Belle's eyes fluttered closed as she hummed and moaned at his intrusion. Deeper he went, gagging her and cutting off her air supply, watching as her body wiggled, and she humped air before he pulled out, only to do it again. To know she dripped with each forceful thrust called to a primal part of him.

Her delicious scent drove him mad, with the added scent of Scar's pre-cum in his nose. Her muffled cries were driving him higher until Scar used his hand and stopped Beast from releasing into her throat.

Roaring his displeasure, Beast wanted to turn Scar over and spank his ass. Yet, the fingers firmly in his ass prevented him from doing so.

“Watch,” Scar commanded. And Beast watched as Belle leaned back and Scar pressed on his prostate hard enough that Beast came, spurting ribbons of seed all over Belle's face and chest.

“Isn't she gorgeous?” Scar asked, easing his ministrations on Beast's body.

Beast turned towards his man, a clear question on his face.

“No,” Scar answered with a shake of his head. “It doesn't turn me on to see her naked, but I can appreciate art. And that, my king, is art.”

Beast felt his heart fill with joy. Maybe they could work this out. But he'd leave those musings for a later time he decided as he rubbed his seed all over Belle's face, her tongue sneaking out to snag at his thumb.

He then trailed his wet fingers down to her breasts to rub and knead, pinching her nipples into hard peaks.

Belle moved just out of reach, laying on her back, legs spread wide. Her folds glistened with her desire. And Beast wanted to taste. Yet, it seemed his mates had other plans as he felt Scar's hand on his cock, and his chest pressed against Beast's back to force him over Belle.

His cock twitched as he realized what they were doing. They were going to fuck him simultaneously. He must have groaned out loud by Belle's smile and Scar's chuckle.

“That's it,” Scar eased Beast's cock between Belle's thighs, almost touching her core. The sight alone of his man so intimately close to his woman caused his cock to twitch once more. He could do this, he chanted as he felt Belle's walls surround him in a tight grip as Scar's head nudged at his ass.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned loudly, extending the word to go with the slip of each cock into their sheaths. His control was a tight thread as his mind focused on his mates. “Oh, fuck, it feels like heaven.”

Beast gave into his mates and let them love him before he eventually took over and thrust harder and deeper, impaling himself on Scar's cock as he fucked into Belle's heat.

His teeth elongated, his need to bite and claim high, but he refused to give in. Instead, he threw his head back and roared to the ceiling as he chased his orgasm, letting the screams of his mates wash over him as well.

What he wouldn't give to fuck Scar and Belle together. Maybe he could have Scar ride his cock and Belle ride his mouth? That would work.

Belle giggled, drawing his attention as Scar groaned. “Whatever it is you're thinking, your cock just grew inside me.”

Scar snorted. “Yeah, well, his ass just clenched on my cock. So I say whatever it is you want to try, let's try it. I need to get a drink first.”

Beast was loath to move, and grunted when Scar eased from his body. He thrust one last time into Belle before he removed himself and helped her up and to the bathroom to clean up some.

Drinks and snacks, Beast thought, as he needed to provide for his mates before he took them up on their offer of fulfilling his newest fantasy.
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Belle


Belle was awakened to the gentle sway of the bed.

Momentarily forgetting where she was, she began to panic at the grunts and moans she could hear. Then, with open eyes, she saw her men on the other side of the bed. They were on their sides, Scar facing her, but his eyes were closed in bliss as his mouth hung open in ecstasy.

Beast was fucking him and hadn't woken her up.

Which was fine. They needed one-on-one time. But if they were trying to be quiet, did that mean they didn't want her in there?

Belle was so confused.

It wasn't like there was a manual for their kind of relationship.

Not when the only guidelines Beast had ever received had ordered him to choose a mate.

And that was still up in the air.

Belle watched as Scar’s body undulated under Beast's heavy demands. Belle remembered her time when Beast had woken her up, ravenous, and fucked her senseless. In this very bed. Her body flushed and she ignored her need.

Now it was Scar's turn. And while Belle's heart ached, she felt not an ounce of jealousy or resentment towards Scar. On the contrary, she was turned on by the sight before her.

Belle rolled gently towards them, if only to untuck the covers from her body so that she could sneak out from the room.

Belle gasped when Beast moved his head to Scar's shoulder, and his glowing eyes snared hers.

“Bite him,” she whispered. “Bite him and claim him, Beast. He's all yours. He's your mate.”

“No,” came a thin mumbled response from Scar, but he couldn't argue. Beast held him firmly and loved him so deeply that Scar couldn't move if he wanted to.

“Look at him, Beast. He loves you. Feel his body surrounding you,” she soothed, slowly slinking her way from the bed. “That's it, take his chin in your hand, tip his head to the side, yes, like that.” With each word and movement, Beast never slowed his hips. “Now take your other hand, yes, just like that,” Beast gripped Scar's engorged cock.

“You know what to do, Beast. Claim him as yours,” Belle demanded, and swiftly escaped the room before she could hear or see if Beast followed her command.

Judging by the scream Scar let out as Belle rested against the closed door, Beast had bitten him.

A lone tear slipped free, and Belle waited for the pain and torment to accompany the act.

When none came, she padded down the hall and stairs to her bedchamber. Each step growing the crack in her resolve, and her heart.

One last night she had gotten with Beast. Scar had sacrificed himself for her once, now it was her turn for him.

One secret Scar had shared on their way through the forest together was that he dreamed of a man bigger than him to love him and cherish him. Beast was the best at both.

Now they could each have their dreams fulfilled.

Belle snuggled into her bed and prayed she'd wake up, and it would all be a dream.

Not that she really wanted that to come true, but how else could she live without them?
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Insatiable was an understatement, Scar thought, as Beast snaked his arm around Scar and hauled him closer.

The lips to his neck sent chills down his spine and straight to his dick as Beast's free hand latched around the growing member.

Resting his head on Beast's other arm, Scar felt surrounded wholly by his mate. Even as he briefly thought of Belle on the other side of the bed, he knew they needed to be quiet. Beast had essentially fucked them into unconscious earlier in the night, and Belle needed all the sleep she could get.

Scar squinted at his errant thoughts, then bit his lip to keep from crying out as Beast breached his channel. Having fucked himself earlier on Beast's cock twice, helped ease the way for that monster.

A monster Scar would always welcome into his body.

Beast's hand released his cock, and Scar wanted to protest. Yet, he tried to stay as quiet as possible. His hand roamed Scar's body as they rocked together. The lips at his neck licked and sucked, the hand pinched and kneaded.

Lost in the passion that Beast drove higher and higher, Scar barely registered Belle moving.

“Bite him,” she whispered. “Bite him and claim him, Beast. He's all yours. He's your mate.”

“No,” Scar objected in a whisper. Beast held him firmly and loved him so deeply that Scar couldn't move if he wanted to.

“Look at him, Beast. He loves you. Feel his body surrounding you,” Belle soothed, and Scar wanted to argue. “That's it, take his chin in your hand, tip his head to the side, yes, like that.”

Beast never wavered in his movements of pumping his cock into Scar. Scar wanted to argue, but was lost to the euphoria and the position held him in place. He felt Beast's lips at the juncture of his neck and shoulder and knew the time had come for a bite. Would it be painful?

“Now take your other hand, yes, just like that,” Beast gripped Scar's engorged cock. A gurgled moan escaped his throat, how was he to hold on much longer?

“You know what to do, Beast. Claim him as yours,” Belle demanded, and Scar didn't know whether she left or not as Beast bit his flesh as his cock grew within Scar's channel.

Scar screamed at the pleasure pain that disrupted his entire system, shooting his release all over him and the bed.

What the fuck was lodged in his ass? And could he always get it? As the knot pegged his prostate with every flex of Beast's hips, Scar moaned and mumbled, losing all coherent thought.

What did the knot mean? “Oh!” Scar groaned as Beast retracted the fangs and licked his neck, hips still pulsing.

“Wow,” Scar finally managed to say after a moment of catching his breath.

Beast growled. And growled.

Not that Scar could see him, he did try turning, though. “What?”

“She fucking left.”

Scar snorted. “Am I not enough?” He was honestly teasing, yet Beast growled again.

“You are both my mates. You are more than enough. And so is she. You are a packaged deal for me. I do not love her more, or you more. I love you equally and need you equally.”

“And?” Scar ended the single word on a yelp as Beast thrust his hips, pegging Scar's prostate in the process. “Watch what you're doing. We seem to be stuck,” and that last word ended on a moan as Beast did it again, that time on purpose. Scar could tell. It was a steady roll of hips into his, and not a jerk.

“Oh. Fuck,” he groaned as Beast growled at his ear. Scar felt his cock pulsate as another orgasm rushed through him, untouched.

“She will pay for this. How dare she think–” Beast cut short as he growled again. His hands shifting.

Transforming.

“Whoa,” Scar leaned his head back. “Watch what you do with those talons, buddy.”

“I am more than a buddy,” Beast spat the last word and shifted back to human hands that roamed Scar's chest.

“Yes. You are my mate.”

“Yes,” Beast thrust forward. “All mine.”

“I am. Yes. But you need to understand where Belle is coming from!” He screamed as Beast sucked on the mating bite. He was losing all focus of the world apart from where Beast touched him.

“What do I have to do?”

“Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Then go and claim Belle. She thinks you chose me, but are keeping her around until you claim me and send her home.”

“WHAT?!” Beast roared.

Scar screamed as Beast tried to get away again. “You aren’t moving unless you calm down. You are stuck with me right now,” Scar was able to growl out.

“Yes,” Beast's voice was deeper. Had he partially shifted? Was that why the cock in his ass grew?

“Beast,” he whimpered. “Human here. Unless you are going to use your shifted cock to fuck me, then stop moving.”

Scar felt claws wrap around his cock, and the stupid appendage jumped in excitement. Beast's chest became hairier against Scar's back, and that monster lodged in his channel grew even more.

Beast humped into Scar's hips, rotating their bodies together. Scar felt… everything. Everywhere. His mind was a muddled mess of pleasure.

Beast rolled them, hands–claws– on Scar's hips and used his body to his desire. And Scar loved it. Harder, faster, just more, before Beast howled, joined by Scar's own version of one. A silent scream as they came together.

Crushed under the weight of a Beast werewolf, Scar felt like he could sleep for days.

But Beast had other plans.

Luckily, Beast had calmed enough to disengage his cock.

“I take it that was your wolf?”

“Yes. My bear is clawing at the seams.”

“Kiss me, then go get your girl.”

Beast growled, still upset with Belle, before he kissed Scar like he was the most important treasure in the world.

“I love you,” Beast vowed and then stormed out of the room. “I'll be right back.”

Scar couldn't wait. Even if they needed to majorly clean the bedsheets.
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Belle


Belle was jerked awake by a growl and rough hands pulling her from her bed.

“What are you doing?” She shoved at Beast's chest when she was firmly planted against his body.

“How dare you leave my bed!” His growl was so deep, his words so distorted, she wondered if Beast was actually in control or if one of his animals was. She was flung up into his arms as he strode from her chamber and out the door.

“I did what was necessary.” Belle tried to persuade Beast, but everything she tried to placate him with, he growled at her and cut off her words. So she stayed quiet while he marched them through the halls. And that's when she realized he was butt ass naked.

Belle tried not to giggle at the sight he made, and hoped any and all servants were able to hide their eyes.

Although who knew how many times they had all seen him naked as he grew up.

Beast kicked open his doors and promptly dropped her on his bed. Belle noticed Scar lying lazily along one side of the bed, head propped in a hand, once she stopped bouncing.

After the doors closed, Beast returned to her and asked her one question that left Belle confused. “Are you attached to this gown at all?”

What gown? Her nightgown? Attached?

She must not have answered fast enough, as it was ripped from her body in shreds.

“Now you get to meet your bear,” Scar smirked from his place. She noticed he leisurely stroked his cock as he watched Beast manhandle her.

“How dare you tell me to bite one mate and then leave.” Beast growled, his fangs showing. “Tell me now if you don't want to be my mate. I won't force you if you say no.”

“Yes,” she shouted. “Please.” Her heart constricted at the very idea of him not claiming her, yet burst with joy that he wanted to.

“Good,” he gripped her knees and spread her legs. “I'll deal with your leaving and insolence later,” he promised as he stroked deep inside her body in one swift motion.

Belle cried out, her back arching as Beast fucked her. Thrusting harder and deeper, Beast lost control and Belle relished it.

“Turn your head to the side, Belle,” Scar's voice penetrated her mind as Beast penetrated her body.

She did as was told and not a moment too soon as Beast leaned over and struck his fangs into the cove of her neck and shoulder.

Belle wailed as pain turned to pleasure, and her orgasm washed over her.

Beast continued to pump his hips as he sucked at her neck, then licked over the wound. His cock enlarged, and Belle moaned.

“Isn't it wonderful?” Scar asked, his voice full of awe. “Such a tight fit. Just wait until that knot is in your ass. Ooo,” Scar moaned, “or better yet, wait until I'm in your ass and his knot is against us both. Ohh, please. Can we try? I know I don't want titties, but that kind of tightness I'd be willing to try.”

The visual his words provided set Belle off once more before Beast roared his release.

Belle braced for him to collapse on top of her, but was spun quickly around to the top. Beast's knot was still inside her pussy. He rested his back on the bed and pulled her down to his chest. Her legs straddled his hips, widening her stance.

Belle wanted to speak, say anything, but a deep sense of euphoria overcame her, and she moaned out everything she felt for her Beast.

Beast gently rocked his hips, his knot sending tiny electric currents through her body.

“Can I?” Scar asked. Belle thought he wanted to use Beast's mouth and so turned her head. But when she felt his fingertips on her ass, she jolted.

“Please, Belle,” Beast asked, his voice having returned to normal.

“I… I guess.” It wasn't the first time Scar had suggested taking her ass. And while the thought of being double penetrated by them both turned her on, she wondered how it would affect Scar.

“Don't you worry about me, sugar,” Scar mocked. “Unless someone can turn bisexual, which I've heard can happen, I won't be sucking on your titties or licking your pussy anytime soon. If I don't like it, I'll pull out. No biggie. At least I can say I tried.”

Belle's snort turned into a moan as Scar used his fingers to stretch her open with a combination of juices. The motion rocked her on Beast's knot, keeping her sexually and erotically charged. Her arms and legs tingled with endorphins, wanting more. Wanting everything.

Beast reached down between them and smeared her juices all around for an easier glide. Scar's head probed her entrance, and Belle grit her teeth to keep from moaning. She didn't want to scare the man.

The same man she worried about groaned so loudly as he buried himself in her ass. “Oh, fuck,” Scar exclaimed. “So fucking tight.”

Banging her head on Beast's chest, Belle fought for breath and control of her orgasm; which was ripped from her when Beast canted his hips upward. “So full,” she gritted out.

“Oh, yes,” Beast growled. “I can feel everything. Everywhere. I can feel both of my mates.” He sounded smug and happy, a little delirious in pleasure.

Scar groaned again, his voice panting as he thrust and stroked into her as Beast shifted as much as he could.

“You're going to kill me!” She screamed as another mini orgasm spread to her limbs. “Too much!” But it wasn't enough, as Belle felt yet another orgasm build as they worked in tandem to fuck into her body.

In and out. Up and down. Beast's knot rubbed against Scar's cock, hitting all her nerve endings. Belle was used for their pleasure, which only increased her own.

As she screamed what she thought would be her last breath, Scar shouted to the ceiling and Beast groaned, their releases gushing from her body.

Her body shuddered and convulsed as she came again and again as they rode out their releases.

A few more twitches, and then Belle felt a pair of lips at her shoulder. “Thank you, Belle,” Scar whispered before he pulled out. “Next time, I get both of your asses when we do it like that.”

Still joined with Beast, she lay there, yet stretched a hand to Scar's, who interlocked their fingers.

Belle doubted they would ever love each other as they loved Beast. Or as Beast loved them both. However, if they could share, they could learn to respect and love each other as friends, confidants.

“Just wait till he wakes up and remembers to give you the tongue lashing he planned on,” Scar teased, his eyes heavy with sleep, a content blissful expression covering his face. “He was stuck inside me for ages before he calmed down enough to go get you. Don't say I didn't warn you, princess.”

Belle stuck her tongue out at him, causing him to chuckle, before she let sleep pull her under.

If Beast wanted to yell, he could. Her heart was more than happy to accept anything he threw her way.
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Scar woke feeling refreshed and ready for whatever the world sent his way.

Stretching from his fingertips above his head down to his toes, Scar glanced around the giant cloud of a bed to see if he was alone.

Nope. Not that he minded. It was just eerily quiet.

Belle lay between him and Beast, on her side, arms tucked: one under her head, one under her chin.

Looking at her serene features, peaceful in sleep, Scar tried to examine his feelings.

While he enjoyed being in her ass last night, encased in her tight channel, it was the connection between all three of them that drove him wild.

Nothing against Belle. She was a beautiful woman, but gazing at her uncovered body did nothing for his libido.

Now the naked man sitting up beside Belle. That was another story.

Beast called to him on another level. Raw, powerful need pooled in Scar's groin as his cock thickened in anticipation.

“Good morning, my mate,” Beast greeted as quietly as the man could. There, for a while, he was beginning to think the man had one volume: loud.

“Morning.”

“Are you okay? Feeling any differently?”

Scar grinned. “Other than sated beyond my wildest dreams, and super relaxed?”

Beast returned the grin. “That's good. I didn't force you, did I?”

“I was aware of what Belle was saying. And I know that had I said to stop, you would have.”

“I have duties to attend to.”

“But you want to reprimand a certain princess?” Scar guessed with a smirk.

“I do. So badly. Yet…” Beast inhaled, leaned over and tucked a strand of hair behind Belle's ear. “Had she not spoken those words, I would not have bitten you. Either of you.”

“So she forced your hand?”

Beast sighed. “Yes, and no. I've been fighting my instincts. I was afraid and unaware of what would happen if I claimed you both. The repercussions of the prophecy indicated chaos and destruction.”

“And yet nothing bad has happened?”

Beast huffed. “Yeah, yeah. That's the expression, right? I get it. I was fighting when I shouldn't have.”

Scar snorted derisively. “No shit.”

“You two didn't make it any easier.”

Scar bobbed his head from side to side. “Maybe. Maybe not. You left before even giving us a chance.”

“Yeah, I guess you're right,” Beast conceded. “Moot point now. That we are all joined, that is.”

“Is there any way to get items from our world?” Scar asked quietly.

Beast's brows furrowed. “Like what?”

“Belle's books?”

Beast hummed, considering his options. “I don't know. Let me ask a few people. Why would you ask that for her?”

“It was the only thing she regretted leaving behind when we took off.” Just then, Scar remembered what had been inside his jacket pocket, hidden from view. “My clothes from the other day, when we arrived. Do we still have them?” He rushed from the bed, the cool, brisk air wafting over his nether regions.

“Yes. I'm certain they were stored and possibly cleaned.”

“No. Not cleaned!” Scar shouted and cringed when Belle's peaceful form jerked from the noise.

“Easy, Scar,” Beast rose from the bed and Scar was momentarily distracted. “Let's get some pants on, and we'll go find your jacket.”

Scar nodded and dressed. He hated leaving Belle alone and told Beast his concerns. Beast agreed and jotted down a note and left it next to Belle's head.

With any luck, they could return before she was awake and give her an even bigger surprise when she woke.

Out in the hallway, Beast linked their hands together and brought Scar's hand to his lips. “Morning, my love,” Beast greeted properly.

Scar felt his lips curved and wondered if they would become permanently shaped into a grin.

“Morning, my king.”

Beast leaned down and pressed his lips to Scar's. Instant peace washed over Scar. That was a nice and new feeling, and one Scar knew he would come to crave. “You don't have to refer to me as such.”

“Would you rather, babe? Cupcake? Honey?” Beast's nose wrinkled with each suggestion, and Scar chuckled. “Beast, babe, it's like you calling me, my love. And, like I call Belle, princess.”

“I love you, you know?” Beast nudged Scar's nose with his own.

“I guessed,” Scar teased, having heard the words a few times already. “Have you told Belle?”

Beast’s face seemed to drain of all color. “I don't know. I'm a horrible mate.”

A laugh bubbled up out of Scar's chest before he could stop it. “We've been a bit busy. Let's go find my jacket, and then maybe grab a basket full of food. That always seems to appease the honeys at the club.”

Jacket found, basket of fresh fruits and pastries in hand, they hurried back to the room.

Amazingly, Belle was still asleep. Beast decided to lay out an array of foods on the small round table and place it near the end of the bed, while Scar placed Belle's favorite book in the middle, leaning against a cup.

Once Belle's surprise was set up, Beast dragged Scar out onto the balcony, where they enjoyed their snacks and softly talked about their expectations as a couple.

The sun warmed them up as they sat and enjoyed each other's company. And Scar was still shocked by the different noises he could hear, even after nearly a week. It was so calming and peaceful.

Arms wrapped around his shoulders from the back, and a kiss was pecked against his cheek. “Thank you,” Belle whispered. “I don't know how you did it, but thank you.”

Scar patted her arm before she rose and offered a smile. “It was in my jacket pocket.” She squeezed his hand in hers, and he could tell she was reminiscing. He really hoped they could bring at least her books here. They had everything else they ever needed.

Beast rose, drawing their attention. “My Belle,” he offered a hand. “Have I told you that I love you?”

Belle beamed a megawatt smile. “You do?”

Scar couldn't help the laugh that escaped, followed by more chuckles when he was smacked in the chest by a book. “Oh, hush you,” she bantered.

“I've been a horrible mate,” Beast continued. “I love you, my Belle.”

“Aww,” Belle stretched out her arms and rose on tiptoes. And even that wasn't enough. The big lug still had to bend over and secure her in his arms. “I love you too.” And while they shared a kiss, Scar expected any kind of jealousy to rear its ugly head, but all he felt was happiness.

“I love you, too, my love.”

“Wait, why does he get ‘my love’?” Belle countered.

“Because Princess,” Scar goaded, “you get ‘My Belle’, which literally translates to my beautiful. And besides, ‘my Scar’ would just sound ridiculous.”

She turned and stuck her tongue out at him, and proceeded to giggle.

They settled in for a lazy day, and Scar prayed he never woke from his dream.

“Hey, when are we going to get to see your animals?”


[image: image-placeholder]
Belle


“Yeah,” Belle agreed with Scar. “When do we get to fully see your animals? I'm pretty sure I saw glimpses of one when I first arrived here. But I kept trying to tell myself it was my imagination. And how do you have two?”

Beast turned to sit, pulling her down on top of his lap.

“Eat first,” he commanded. “Yes. A few weeks ago, you saw my bear.” A few weeks? It had to have been longer than that, right? To Belle, it seemed like months.

“And last night I got to feel your wolf,” Scar snickered.

Belle's eyes widened as she turned to face Beast. “Do tell,” she demanded sternly, reaching for a piece of fruit. What she wouldn't give to have seen that.

Yet, she had left thinking she was doing the right thing. That Beast had chosen and needed only one mate. Yet why was he able to claim them both? Belle had some reservations about this supposed prophecy.

“Well,” Scar leaned back and lounged in his chair, legs stretched out suggestively in front of him. “He was knotted and stuck and sort of pissed at you, and me, and fucked me good.”

Belle felt her chest tighten at the images filtering through her mind. She wanted to ask for more details but thought Scar might scar if he knew she was just as turned on by him as she was Beast.

Would it wreck their tender friendship? Belle didn't want to find out. Yet, at least. They were on the same page where Beast was concerned. And in the week since arriving, Scar had healed phenomenally fast, and they had bonded. And that bond was growing.

Belle bit into what looked similar to a strawberry and moaned. Was it at the berry, or the thoughts running wild in her mind? Not that she'd admit the ladder to anyone.

“Oh, yes,” Beast shifted beneath her. “That reminds me,” he growled in her ear, which sent shivers down her spine. Scar chuckled, and her eyes snapped to his. Did her face drain of all her blood? Because it felt that way, and it felt like it all pooled in the pit of her stomach. Was this the moment Scar had warned her of? Belle sat frozen with anticipation.

Beast shifted her to the side over his thighs, then took her chin between his fingers and turned her to face him. “You, my little mate, left my bed. In the middle of me claiming each of my mates. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“I, I,” Belle stuttered. Her mouth went dry as her palms became damp. “I was trying to do the right thing.”

Beast's chest rumbled beneath her, the vibrations tingling her core. “That may be true to a point. And I concede that I understand where you were coming from. Scar stuck up for you. But,” he growled and gave her a cross between a snarl and a smile, “you left my bed.”

Belle wanted to submit. Yet, her spine straightened. “How else was I supposed to know your thoughts on mating both of us when you chose Scar to save him and looked at me for the first time since that event last night when I was naked in front of you? Offering myself to you. Yet never once did you say anything to me on the subject of mates. And you were always dodging the subject of mates to begin with, so how was I supposed to know? I felt like a placeholder for a while. So I'm sorry if I disappointed you by leaving your bed, but I didn't feel like I belonged.” Belle's chest heaved by the time her tirade left her mouth, and she almost regretted it.

Beast's eyes narrowed, and Scar whispered an “oh shit” behind her.

Her bravado left her, and she instantly found her hands in her lap oddly interesting.

A knuckle was placed under her chin and lifted once more to look Beast in the eye. Belle swallowed hard and fought to keep the tears at bay.

“You're right, my Belle. I did you an injustice. I felt like I had let you down. That I had let you both down.” Beast paused and kissed her lips. “But that still doesn't mean I don't want to punish you.”

Belle felt wetness gush between her closed legs. His nostrils flared. “I take it you like that idea?”

“I do. But it needs to be for the right reasons, ya know?”

“True. To a point. Belle, I am sorry for how I behaved. I cannot take it back, but I can make changes going forward. We'll have to learn to live with each other, and I guarantee spirits will rise. You're stubborn enough for the three of us.” Scar snorted, and Beast's gaze shot to Scar. “You have no room to talk.”

Belle saw Scar move out of the corner of her eye. “Pot meet kettle. You are the most stubborn one of all three of us. You held out until lost in the throes of passion to claim us.” Was Scar mad or just posturing? Belle glanced his way. His body was relaxed, but his eye twitched.

“Do you want the punishment, too?” Beast asked, his voice oddly calm. “I will gladly spank both of you.” Another shiver wracked Belle's body, and she watched as Scar trembled as well.

Beast pushed her off his lap. “To the bed. Both of you,” he swatted her ass gently, nudging her to move. Her legs carried her to the bed before her brain could catch up. Were they really going to get spanked, together?

“Move, Princess,” Scar duck walked her forward with his hands on her shoulders. Was he just as excited?

“Are you?” She couldn't help but ask.

“Horny as fuck,” he declared as he striped off his jacket and shirt, tossing them aside.

“I didn't say strip,” a deep, guttural voice called from behind them with so much dominance lacing each word.

“Fuck yeah,” Scar mumbled, anticipation covered his profile, and Belle wondered if Beast heard it too.

At the edge of the bed, Scar and Belle stood side by side, facing Beast. Her hand reached out and with just the briefest touches to Scar's hand, he held on tight.

“So beautiful. My mates together. Just for me,” he praised as he ran a finger down each of their cheeks. “Strip, Belle,” he commanded while he leaned in to kiss Scar.

“That's so hot,” she whispered, nearly whimpering in need. Beast turned his affections to her once she was bare of all clothing. He pinched a nipple while he kissed her lips. She moaned into his mouth as his tongue dueled with hers. She wanted more. Needed more. Craved more.

“Please,” she begged when he pulled back.

“Mmm,” Beast moaned. “I've longed to hear you beg for my pleasure. On your knees.”

Belle dropped quickly. “Undo my pants,” he ordered, and she obeyed.

“Strip Scar. Don't think I haven't forgotten about you.” Belle watched as Beast removed his shirt while Belle took her time groping his body as she unfastened his pants. It was a simple belted knot, but who was she to turn down the chance to be naughty?

“Belle,” Beast groaned.

“Beast, please, let me suck you,” she begged as she finally pulled his pants down. His cock sprang free, and she licked her lips, wanting another taste. “Please.”

“One.”

One lick? One suck? One minute? One hour?

Belle opened her mouth, tongue out and ready as she leaned forward, licked him into her mouth and sucked him as far down as she could. With watchful eyes, she watched as Beast took Scar's mouth in another hard kiss. The view drove her on, sucking harder, leaving a trail of saliva all over his engorged member.

When Scar's cock bumped Beast's thigh, she moaned. When two hands tangled in her hair and held her head still, she felt her core clench. She sucked harder and faster, and gagged between breaths. She loved it and wanted more. Belle never wanted to stop.

“No!” She protested as she was forcefully removed from her treat. “Please. I wasn't done.”

Beast chuckled and pecked her lips. “Turn around and lean on the bed.” She shivered and did as told. “Spread your legs. That's a good girl. Now, Scar, do the same.”

“Heya, Princess,” Belle saw him smirk when she glanced over to Scar, “you doing okay?”

“More than,” she felt gratitude flutter at his thoughtfulness. “You?”

A slap echoed in Belle's ears, and Scar's answer was turned into a mangled moan. Belle braced to receive hers and wasn't disappointed. The slap stung, yet sent her body into overdrive.

“Such beautiful skin,” Beast praised, caressing their stinging flesh. Two more slaps at the same time for each. Fuck, how much hotter could it get? And he was just getting started.

Between slaps, Beast would soothe her skin, and by the sounds coming from her partner in crime, Scar was receiving the same treatment. Each slap forced her body to rock over the bed, her nipples rubbing the mattress, heightening her pleasure.

“Shit. Don't move,” Beast muttered a command, went around the bed, retrieved a jar from the bedside table and returned. “I'll have to remember to place these all over the palace.”

Belle really hoped Beast was referring to the jars of lube and not the glass plugs he had laid between their bodies. Belle turned her head to Scar, who's eyes widened at the comment and the plugs. At least it wasn't just her mind that raced with pleasure.

The jar contained Beast's version of lube. And judging by the twisted face and low moan Scar let out, Beast was using it.

And then Belle felt fingers rub at her dark star, and more than likely made a similar face and sound.

“Mmm, yes. Have to make you both ready for me.”

Fingers removed, and Belle felt and heard another slap, followed by a quick insert of fingers.

“Please. Please,” Belle begged, and that was all she knew. The pleasure was too much. “I need to cum. Please. Please, Beast.”

“Not. Yet.” Each was presented with a smack to her ass. Her comrade moaned loudly, and his shoulders fell to the bed. Belle whimpered, knowing Scar was being breached.

Angling her head just right, she could see Beast thrust into Scar from behind, and it was a glorious show. Much better than porn. After a moment, Beast seemed to calm down enough to slap her with each thrust forward.

“Fucking bastard,” Scar mumbled, yet Belle could tell there was no real heat behind it, as Beast grabbed a plug and inserted it into Scar's ass. The man moaned a low, guttural noise full of need and misery. The best kind.

Was that what Beast had in store for her as well?

Belle gasped when it was her turn. Beast gripped her hips, and that's when she noticed claws. Had he been smacking her with clawed hands?

“No, my Belle. These are just for this,” he emphasized by gently squeezing. Why the hell did that drive her higher?

Deep inside her channel, she fought for control of her orgasm. She was right on the edge. Belle could feel it, right there, yet unreachable.

After a few strokes inside her body, Beast slowed and began smacking Scar's ass with each thrust. The sounds, the visuals, the stretch and burn, it was all too much. “Please, Beast, please let me cum. I just need to take the edge off. Please, please, please,” her pleas were fucked out of her as he increased his pace.

The slapping ceased and Beast removed his cock from her ass and inserted the second plug. Dropping her head to the mattress, Belle wished he'd finish her off.

“That's how you'll feel when you leave my bed. All ready and nowhere to go.”

“But I didn't leave your bed,” Scar keened in need.

Beast snorted and rubbed their raw and electrically charged asses, making them both hiss as he tapped their plugs. “You're too mouthy for your own good. Now turn around, both of you.” He barked out.

Beast wiped off the salve with a discarded shirt, then lined up his cock for an easy reach of their mouths.

“Suck me dry. And I may fuck you how you want. How you deserve.”

Scar and Belle worked together, sucking Beast's cock and balls. Using only their mouths. Belle was afraid to move much because of the plug lodged in her ass and the fact that if she moved just right, she may explode.

Scar seemed to enjoy moving and used his hand to grip and roll Beast's balls between sucks.

Beast took over, a hand to each of their heads and thrust between them. Belle opened to suck him down. But Beast moved faster than she could track and had her spun back around before she could catch her breath.

The sting of his hips on her ass was met with instant euphoria as he stroked inside her pussy, and Belle immediately started to climax. Belle screamed and screamed, Beast grew inside her and it was not his knot. Claws pinched her sides, and Belle rode wave after wave of pleasure.

“You wanted my cock, take it,” his voice had changed, much deeper than before. His bear at the surface, she just knew it. Felt it.

“Yes!” Belle screamed until her voice gave out. Harsh panting was all she could hear with each slap of skin to skin as he fucked her raw. With a roar, and one last stroke, Belle felt her orgasm wane naturally as Beast unloaded inside her.

Her body twitched when he was able to remove himself from her sheath, and promptly moved to Scar, sheathing himself in place of the plug. Belle slumped to the bed and let her mates rock her to sleep. The sound of Scar screaming was music to her ears as Beast roared once more.

Belle smiled as she felt two sets of hands turn her on the bed before succumbing completely. “I love you both.”
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Scar


Being interrupted from the best dream ever, Scar swatted at whatever was jabbing at his side. “Go away,” he batted at the object, and jolted in surprise when he came into contact with something cold and wet.

“What the fuck?!” He shouted and sat up quickly, coming face to face with the largest canine he had ever seen.

“Aw,” Scar cooed, his body relaxing from the initial scare. “Look at those big puppy eyes.”

“Ew,” Scar cringed as the largest canine tongue swiped up his face. “That's just gross.” He chuckled as the wolf whimpered and bumped Scar's chest with his snout.

Scar rolled to the side of the bed, half hanging off the edge, and extended an arm to pet the giant puppy. “Who's a good boy?” He teased his mate as the wolf counterpart ate up the attention.

“Who do we have here?” Belle's voice sounded groggy as she leaned against his back, her arm outstretched to pet the wolf.

“What's that on my back?” Scar asked, gulping as he waited for the answer he suspected.

“Uh. Oh, um. Just my boobs.”

Scar shivered in disgust. “Ew, please remove your boobs from my body.”

Belle snorted and leaned ever so slightly from his body. “I have half a mind to wrap my arms around you and squash my boobs against you and rub my nipples all over you until you're used to them.”

Scar mimicked a gag, causing Belle to laugh and snort at the same time.

While he was getting used to seeing a naked Belle, it didn't mean he wanted her nakedness on him. Yet. However, there had been a couple of mornings he had woken up with her draped across his chest. Luckily, she had been clothed in a simple shift.

Today he was not so lucky. And he felt his body involuntarily shiver once more, just thinking about the accidental boob graze.

The wolf chuffed in his face, and Scar raised a questioning eyebrow at him. “What? She's your mate.”

Scar leaned back as he spied the same motion in the wolf's stance and expected the tongue to come back out.

“Who's a good puppy?” Belle asked more cheerfully as she leaned back against Scar's back, this time with a sheet between them. See? He was getting better at having a woman as a mate.

“Does someone want to go play?” Belle's voice turned squeaky and the baby talk progressed.

“He's fully cognizant, you don't have to baby talk him,” Scar tried for maturity.

“Ha. I heard you before I rolled, ‘who’s a good boy?’ You asked him in a cooing, babbling voice.”

Scar looked at the wolf and rolled his eyes. Crawling out from under Belle, Scar managed to get his feet under him and his cock covered before a canine nose was at his privates.

“No,” Scar scolded. “I'm more than okay with you being there, but not as a wolf. Or a bear,” Scar amended quickly as the wolf seamlessly transformed into a bear right before his eyes.

“Whoa,” Belle, and Scar said in unison.

“Aww!” It was Belle's turn to coo. “He's so cute!”

She dragged herself from the bed, sheet half tucked around her body, and hugged the bear in both arms. “Not that your wolf isn't cute. He's a total puppy dog that needs some loving, too. But a giant teddy bear? Score!” Belle continued to hug the bear as she did a little shimmy and shake of her body as she rested over Beast's bear.

“Oh. I bet you would just be the bestest teddy bear to lie on and read books with. Oh, yes, I bet you are,” her childish voice was back as well as shaking the excess flab of their mate's bear skin.

“How about you let my wolfie come back out to play, and we can all go for a walk?” Scar was not jealous. Scar was not jealous. Oh, who was he kidding? He was jealous. Only because he wanted to hug the bear, too.

“You can hug the bear, too. It's big enough for both of us.” How did she do it? It was like she could read him. See through him. And it made him a little leery, but sort of in a good way. Like he knew she meant no harm.

Scar nodded to himself and took the two steps to separating him from the bear and wrapped his arms around his mate's form.

“He's so soft,” Scar whispered. And then both Belle and Scar were shifted and nearly fell over when the bear sat on his haunches.

A low growling noise rumbled from the bear’s chest and they both got the picture and stood up.

“Fine,” Scar sounded exasperated even to himself. “We'll get dressed and follow you.”

“How do you know what he's saying?” Belle had cocked her head to the side and was studying him.

“Just a guess,” he shrugged his shoulders.

After dressing, the pair followed their mate in wolf form down to the garden. The wolf whined and whimpered, wagging its tail for them to follow.

“I need food,” Belle grumbled. “Can't we stop and get a baguette or something easy to carry?”

Beast snapped his jaws playfully at Belle, and motioned for them to follow once more.

“Maybe he already has food for us,” Scar persuaded, bumping her shoulder with his.

“Fine,” Belle hunched her shoulders, drawing out the word as she stomped to follow their mate like a petulant child.

Scar tried not to laugh. Their princess was not a morning person without coffee or food.

They followed, Scar jogging some with the wolf as he pounced to and fro, before they came to another secluded section of the garden. It butted up against the maze, with tall hedges making up two sides, and a thick row of grasses making up the other two, with one path inside.

“Look, princess, food,” Scar called out to Belle, who had lagged behind.

“Ooo! And coffee,” she scratched the wolf's ear, “thank you, honey, I shouldn't have doubted you.”

“You would have had it been Beast in human form until you got your eyeballs on the platter,” Scar scoffed and sent a knowing look towards his wolf, and he swore they both rolled their eyes at the same time. “I thought we had checked out all the gardens?” He mused as he sat on a thick pillow type cushion.

Belle shrugged as she stuffed her face with a pastry, bypassing the other breads. Always needing something sweet.

The wolf sat next to Scar, dwarfing him even as he sat, and they shared a few bites of a French-style bread and a white cheddar cheese. The sliced meat, some form for hunted game preserved in a roll, was almost not enough for their mate.

“Stop drooling on me,” Scar chuckled as he wiped his hand off, again. With a chuff, the wolf moved, transforming seamlessly to a bear and sat next to Belle, who proceeded to feed him fruit.

“It doesn't look like it hurts, does it?” She asked no one in particular.

“No. Like magic. Do all the townsfolk change into animals?” While out with the people, Scar had seen some exotic animals, but never really thought about the connection before now.

“I think so?” Belle giggled as the bear took her entire hand, berries and all, into its mouth and slurped down its treat. “Ew,” she teased, her hand dripping with saliva and drool. Scar was glad it was her because his pants had a wet spot on them from their wolf mate.

Scar enjoyed the lazy day in the garden. He listened, still amazed at the lack of engines he could hear. The lack of noise pollution in general. Birds sang, the wind blew through the trees. In other parts of the garden, you could hear men working in the nearby fields or shops. But here, blissful nothingness.

“I like it here,” Scar said in a way of thanks as he leaned back on his hands. “I definitely don't miss Earth.”

Their bear laid beside Scar, nearly pushing him out of the soft spot, and Belle joined on the other side. Rolling into the bear's furry side, Scar felt Belle's hand as he hugged across the bear and joined hands together. A nap sounded nice, all snuggled up, safe and secure.

Scar never got that luxury back at the club unless his door was bolted shut. And even then, it was in a secluded, stuffy room.

Sighing, Scar settled down, having never felt so tranquil before, and relished the feel.
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Beast


“Why do I have to wear this frilly looking shirt?” Scar asked for the third time.

Arelia answered in place of Beast, obviously afraid he would growl again.

“It’s the official attire of the king’s consort. And being as the king has two, well, it matches Belle’s dress.”

Belle stepped out of the closet or dressing room with a huge grin covering her face. “I love it!” She cheered– more like squealed– and twirled in place. It was a sparkling, glittery, silver gown trimmed with navy, to match Beast’s regal garb. Not that he really ever wore his dress coat, except for certain events, but he wasn’t going to tell Scar that, as his mate fought with the same clothing.

His mates looked gorgeous though and thanked Arelia for setting up the ball.

“I got this,” Belle waltzed over to Scar, not before stopping in front of Beast and removing his side dagger. “Lean down,” Scar did as asked, and Belle expertly removed the neck fringe. And the shirt looked like it had been made that way. “Can’t have our little mate looking uncomfortable, now, can we?” Belle asked as she unbuttoned the top three buttons of Scar’s dress coat, and unbuttoned his sleeves and rolled them once. “There. Now you look like a Prince, but not a stuffy one.”

Beast looked Scar over and had to admit his mate looked even more dashing, not all buttoned up. It suited him. It was his Scar.

“You look even more handsome, my love,” Beast complimented as he made his way over to Scar and pulled his mate in for a kiss.

“No! No,” Arelia stepped between them. “None of that right now. I know what happens when you get a hold of a mate and start kissing them,” she accused, wagging her finger at him.

Beast tried to put on his best innocent face, and failed, if Arelia’s raised eyebrow was any indicator.

“Where’s my kiss?” Belle pouted. “I want a kiss before we go out there, too.”

Arelia looked at Belle, who had perfected the pouting puppy dog look. Arelia gave an exasperated shout, threw up her hands, and left the room, saying, “I give up!”

Belle gave him a sly grin, to which he chuckled and caved, giving her a kiss as well. “She is right, though. I cannot seem to keep my hands off you two.”

“Good. You can strip me bare later. Let’s get this meet and greet over with. Then, as you promised,” Scar scolded, his handsome face set into a smoldering expression, “we can take a run through the backwoods. We can find that little spot again and show Belle this time.”

Beast felt his cheeks heat as he reminisced about the time Scar spoke of. Running and playing with his mate in wolf form, they had found a little clearing with a small spring flowing through it. They had ended up being late for dinner that night due to their activities. Not that Belle had minded.

Scar loved to roam and wander while Beast was in his wolf form. Whereas Belle loved to lounge around and lay on his bear and read. And when she read the extra saucy books out loud to both him and Scar, well… Beast smirked just thinking about it.

“Come. I can’t wait to show them I have the most beautiful mates in the kingdom.”

Beast held out both of his arms, one for each mate, and they each took one. The double doors were opened at the top of a grand staircase above the grand ballroom. In his parents’ day, it was used more often than it had been used in recent years.

Perhaps he needed to change that, as seeing his mates all dressed up called to the primal side of him.

Scar cringed and held back, shifting ever so slightly behind Beast. “I don’t like this feeling. Going out through the town and meeting everyone is one thing, this…” Scar’s voice faded with a shake of his head.

“Scar,” Belle’s voice sounded beside Beast, and he almost wanted to turn back. “You’re not a villain. You are a prince, suck it up and act like it.” Beast hung his head with a shake, he had thought Belle was going to give Scar a pep talk. His shoulders started to shake as the laughter building up inside rose to the surface.

“Are you laughing at me?”

“Only you, my Belle.”

“Ha,” Scar snickered, “you got in trouble.”

Belle instantly stuck her tongue out at him, causing Scar to laugh and relax. It may not have been what he would have done to relax and encourage his mate, but it did the job.

“Let’s go mingle,” Scar sneered at the word in disgust. “This suit is scratching my balls, and I’d really like for someone else to do that.”

Arelia’s tinkling laugh followed behind him as Beast led the way down the stairs. Only his mates.

Beast watched as each of his mates, after the initial introduction, kept to his side. While Scar had been the first to object, Belle was the one who currently had a fake smile plastered on her face.

It confused Beast. Belle loved her gowns, all of which Kisa had transported along with her books. And with the help of the seamstresses, they were able to make even more gowns. When Beast wasn’t occupying her time.

Beast nudged Scar with his elbow and nodded to Belle. Scar’s brow pinched in confusion as well. Was something said, and he hadn’t paid attention? Belle loved conversing with the townsfolk, and hanging out with them on any random occasion.

Beast signaled Arelia and spoke quietly that he was headed out to get fresh air with his mates. His guests were welcomed to stay and enjoy, and that they would be back later, but he wasn’t sure on when. Arelia then looked towards Belle and nodded. Through the large glass doors, Beast led his mates to the open terrace.

Belle seemed to inhale deeply and walk towards the edge of the concrete patio section. “I’m okay,” she whispered, and Beast and Scar shared a look. That was not a good ‘okay’.
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Belle

Excitement rolled through Belle as she was dressed in a gorgeous silver gown. It sparkled from the sequins, and what she hoped were fake, diamonds. It was sparkly and shiny, and she loved twirling in it as it caught the light and sparkled some more.

So sparkly!

After adjusting Scar to where he was comfortable, and a dashing, debonair prince, the time came to mingle. And Scar said it best with so much distaste, Belle could taste it as well.

Give her a night or even a day out with the people of the kingdom, let her mingle at her leisure, she’d be fine, happy even. But seemingly stuck in a large, stuffy room with select delegates? It just made her skin crawl.

Why? She knew… most… of these people, she realized. It was the twig looking sophisticates that she didn’t know that were causing her to stress out. They reminded her of the high society styles from Earth. The ones that always looked down their noses at her.

Her fake smile must have been crystal clear as Beast led her out to the backyard area of the palace. Not quite a courtyard on this side of the palace, yet it opened up into another magnificent garden past the seating area. The breath of fresh air that Belle inhaled helped to calm her nerves.

“I’m okay,” she whispered and continued to breathe and count.

Twin hands, different hands, rested on her shoulders. One from each mate. It meant the world to her that Scar felt comfortable enough to offer and loan his strength to her. One more layer for her to love.

“Talk to me?” Beast asked. “I can tell something’s off.”

Inhaling once more, Belle let it wash over her and turned to face her mates. “I just got in my head. I felt like I was being watched and gawked at, like I was the butt of a joke.”

Beast cupped her jaw, a soft smile on his face. “If someone said something, tell me.”

“He’ll slay them all,” Scar threw in. Belle huffed a little laugh. Her Beast would too.

“I don’t think anything was said. Yet meeting those skinny aristocrats, well, it made me uncomfortable. I’d never met them before, and here I am, a sheep in wolf’s clothing.”

Beast’s brows furrowed. “Don’t you mean a wolf in sheep's clothing?”

“She means she’s the sheep. The tender one,” Scar, helpfully provided.

“Ah,” Beast nodded. “Maybe we can do a casual meet and greet, and you’ll understand that they are fairly down-to-earth people.”

“Although, Belle, did you see that tall blonde checking out Arelia?” Scar smirked, adding a bit of comedic relief to the situation.

“Who was checking out my sister?” Beast growled and nearly turned around to stomp on the poor unfortunate soul.

Luckily for that person, Scar and Belle were easily able to stop Beast.

“I'm sorry if I ruined it. I didn't mean to get in my head. I just felt out of place. Don't get me wrong. I love my glittering and sparkling dress and all the glittering decorations. I just wish I had met some of the more sophisticated people before this type of setting.”

The hand was back on her cheek, and lips pecked hers. “I’m sorry, as well, my Belle. I should have thought about that. We can enjoy a bit of time alone here for now. Get our bearings and maybe go back until we can escape for good.”

“Aw,” Scar frowned, pouting as he hunched his shoulders, “so we can’t sneak away for a quick blowjob?”

Belle snorted. “Nothing with you is quick, but thank you for lifting my spirits.” Belle pecked his cheek, then laid her head on Beast’s chest before they made their way back to the festivities.
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Scar

Halfway through the festivities, and with more than a dozen tugs on his dress coat, he was instantly in a comfortable black leather jacket and standard Earth cotton t-shirt.

Scar’s eyes flitted across the room, looking for a specific creature to offer his thanks. Finding the mischievous cat, Scar tipped his head in appreciation.

He’d give the cat even more thanks later after Scar saw the way Beast, and Belle, looked at him.

Beast kept his eyes, full of desire, locked on Scar as they mixed and meshed, and did not make merry. At least for Scar.

Which soured Scar's mood a bit. He enjoyed the townspeople and getting to know everyone, but this sort of festival was not his style. Give him a party, sure, but not a dress up one.

The evening could not end fast enough. Scar wanted to take his mates to their bedroom. Or even to the garden. Or the woods. Hadn't Beast, and he, talked about taking Belle to their new secret spot?

He couldn't manage that if he was stuck playing happy consort with brown nosers.

“Your face will freeze like that if you keep up the scowl,” Arelia's sweet voice intruded his thoughts.

“I don't get it. Why all the pomp and stance?”

Arelia placed her dainty hand on his arm and motioned with her head towards the dance floor. “That's why,” she explained. Not that he needed an explanation.

Once he saw his mates dancing in the middle of the dance floor, both lit up like dazzling stars, he knew why. This was Beast's doing for Belle.

Belle's gown sparkled and shined, twinkling in the lights as Beast twirled her around the floor, casting tiny circles of light all over the room.

Everyone seemed to stop what they were doing to watch. Only the orchestra moved as they played note after note. Not that Scar knew the song.

“They look beautiful.”

“So do you. You can join them, you know? Just step behind either of them and move with them.”

Scar's body swayed forward, yet he held back. This was their moment. Yet when the song changed, and they kept dancing, Scar made his way and stepped behind Belle. While he wanted to box in Beast, he wanted to watch Beast. As if he were the one dancing with him. Beast's eyes bounced from Belle to him, the brightest, most beautiful smile gracing his lips. Scar was glad he decided to join them.

The room faded as Scar stepped in time with Belle as Beast led them around the floor. Never in his life would Scar have expected to enjoy a dance, especially a waltz or whatever it was called, but he did. He wanted more of this. Maybe without all the posturing and fancy clothes. Except for Belle. But she liked wearing her gowns randomly throughout the week.

The music dwindled into a soft beat, and they naturally came to a stop.

“I believe we have a previous engagement. Join me?” Beast asked politely, showing them his royal side. Belle clapped, a brilliant smile covering her face, and linked her arm in Beast's, while Scar did the same.

For as much as Scar mouthed about the ball, he could see merit in it. Provided, he didn't have to stay long.

Changing from their nice clothing, Belle and Scar raced through the woods, chased by an alternating wolf and bear.

The best part of the night.
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Beast


Claiming his mates was the easy part.

Trying to calm his nerves, waiting for the Darkness to take over, was another issue.

Had he messed up? Did he choose the correct path?

While the Darkness had retreated when he yelled out his chosen mate, he never actually said a name.

Was that the trick to it? Was it just a ploy?

But it was more than one witch who had read the fortune. Would the Darkness have no hold over the land now, causing famine and pestilence to take over?

Would he have to worry about the upcoming harvest? And subsequent winter?

Not that he never worried, but they always made it through.

Now that Beast had claimed both of his mates, he felt dread in the pit of his stomach. Not because he claimed them because what if in doing so he doomed his people? And inadvertently his mates?

“Stop spiraling,” Arelia's soothing voice called from the threshold.

“I can't help it.” He rubbed his face between both hands.

“We have some news.” Arelia glided into his study and stood before his desk. He about asked who the ‘we’ were when Kisa hopped up on his desk.

“Meow.”

“What news?”

“I found them.”

“Who!?” Beast demanded, hands clenching as he rested his arms on his desk.

“The one who wove the curse of the prophecy.”

Beast felt his heart sink to his stomach and his breathing slow. This was it, he thought.

“I also found the exact telling of the prophecy. It's not exactly as you were told.”

Beast felt his animals stir wildly, both vying for control to be released and be allowed to hunt down the witch.

“Beast!” Scar and Belle's voices invaded his thoughts, and Beast came back to himself. Had they felt his darkened mood and come running? He'd had to ask them later.

With his mates on either side of him, their calming presence surrounding him, Beast motioned for Kisa and Arelia to continue.

“Not all is as it seems, Master.”

“Just tell me what I need to know. Have I doomed us all to die a slow and painful death?”

Belle gasped, and Scar chuckled. “That went dark rather quickly.”

“Enchantress,” Kisa tilted her head back and called out to the aether.

A whirling vortex of air spun in a downward direction towards the floor. The outward wisps whipped Arelia and Belle's hair, and Kisa’s fur. Papers began to fly from Beast's desk, and he and his mates hastily slapped them to keep them from all moving.

When the wind died down, a woman dressed in white with long black hair stood in the middle.

“You called, Princess Kisa? I have not heard from you in ages.”

“I try to keep to myself.”

The woman let out an eerie laugh, not quite a giggle, as it seemed to echo around the room. “You keep friends, dear Kisa. Now, pray tell, why have you called me?”

“Care to explain why you cast a spell on Beast?”

“A spell?” Beast gasped in shock. “It was a prophecy. A curse. Now a spell? Why? Why did every witch tell me the same thing if you put a spell on me?”

The echoing, eerie laugh was back.

“Hiss.”

“Oh, you are too precious for words. Why would the spell matter now when you broke it?”

“Hold up, back up just a minute,” Scar demanded as he stood at the side of Beast and cut an imposing figure. “What was the spell? Why did you spell him? And what broke the spell?”

“The spell was a mere trick. A test, if you will. To get the king out of his comfort zone. He needed to choose, yet claim both to break the spell. To get you to follow your heart,” she focused back on Beast.

“A. Mere. Trick?” Beast seethed with anger. His beasts roared and raged as much as he wanted to. His muscles tightened with the need to rip her apart. “Why would you think that was a good idea to play with my heart? With my people's emotions, and toy with us like that?”

“It was not just a ploy. The prophecy may have been fake, but the spell binding your heart was real.”

“Why me?” Beast asked as he felt himself deflate. He felt violated and used. And not in a fun way.

“You don't remember me, do you?” The Enchantress’s voice softened, her brows furrowed in confusion.

“Your true form is showing.”

“Thank you, Kisa.” The Enchantress swirled her magic in the surrounding air, her own body spinning to reveal a person Beast remembered.

“Oh,” he groaned low in his throat. “I'm so sorry. You must have known I was just a teenager, barely out of boyhood. I was still learning.”

“And you have learned. It took you long enough.”

“Beast?” Belle's sweet voice sounded guarded, her fingers digging into his shoulder. “A past conquest, I presume?”

“Yes, and no. My childhood friend, Tressa. She wanted me to travel the world with her, follow my heart, and join her and Kisa on grand adventures across the realms. But I chose to stay and learn how to rule the kingdom.”

“But that didn't mean you didn't follow your heart,” Scar sneered at the woman in the middle of the room. “Dreams can change. A heart's desire can change.”

The Enchantress, Tressa, nodded her head. “Yes. Thus, the spell he must choose. He chose his heart. Which was both of you.”

“No doom and despair, yada yada?” Belle asked in a sarcastic tone.

“None. All is well. Or as well as it was before the spell was cast,” Tressa bobbed her head in confirmation.

“So, the wording of the prophecy?” Arelia asked, confusion crossing her face. “With two mates, one must choose, for Darkness is one's own doom.”

Those were not the words Beast remembered hearing. “So all the others got it wrong? Or was it another trick, to twist each telling?”

“Precisely.”

“Why?”

“Why not? Were you harmed? You are all alive and well and joined. I see no harm in what I did.”

“No harm?” Belle asked in an oddly cold voice. “No harm?” Her voice rose as she began to step around the desk. “Scar was physically taken by the Darkness, and barely made it. My heart was crushed because the twisted telling demanded Beast choose one mate. I had thought he had chosen his mate, and I had intended to leave them alone. We lived in fear of being rejected because of your damned ‘I’m bored. Let's put a spell on someone's attitude.’”

The Enchantress, Tressa’s form had changed, scrutinized Belle with a tilt of her head. “I apologize. Had I even thought of that–”

“You didn't think. You just did what you wanted because you were jaded. All I ask is that you no longer meddle in anyone's lives.”

Belle received a nod from the Enchantress, who disappeared in a swirling vortex, the same way she arrived.

The silence that followed was deafening. That was, until Belle shouted in joy. Or was it frustration? Or elation?

“Who's hungry?” She turned towards Beast and Scar, leaning her hands on the desk before patting Kisa on the head. “I am so glad that is over with.”

Scar sagged against Beast's shoulder, his forehead resting on Beast's temple. “I vote for a relaxing picnic. I'm exhausted.”

Beast concurred, requested trays of food to be brought to the garden, took each of his mates' hands and headed for their favorite clover patch.

They needed time to reconnect after a stressful situation.
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Scar


“No one will bother us in the maze's middle garden, right?” Scar contemplated, while leaning back on the blanket of fresh clover. It was quickly becoming his favorite spot after Belle introduced him to it.

Although, poor Belle was leery of the reflecting pool. He understood, after he had pried it out of her. The reason behind her distrust of the crystal clear water that now had fish swimming in its depths.

Scar figured that was the reason behind the fish. To take away the mirror resemblance.

Beast choked on his bite. “If I say the word, or either of you, all the guards will give us privacy. Or as much as they can.”

“Just try to pretend they aren't here,” Belle said, waving her hand at the closest guard. “After getting your brains fucked out in the library, you get kind of used to knowing the walls have eyes.”

“Try the stables,” Scar muttered. “I swore they were listening on purpose.”

“You said you wanted to ride a horse, to see if it was similar to your motorbike.”

“From the whispering and the way Scar wobbled back to the palace, I'd say he got the ride of his life,” Belle teased.

Scar felt his cheeks heat in a blush and couldn't believe he could still become embarrassed over their sexual adventures.

“Well, we haven't gotten to ride together in a couple of days,” Scar hinted as he brushed his hands over his slacks. Having a seamstress sew his pants was unusual, but he quite enjoyed them: the people and the pants. The easy-fasten waist made quick encounters possible.

Beast looked puzzled when Scar turned towards his mates. Even if he didn't feel any sexual desire towards Belle, she was still his. Did he enjoy taking her ass with Beast inside her too? Hell yeah. He'd like to try that again. But maybe with Beast propped up so he could fuck them both, as they would be joined as well.

Ooo, what if they were both in her ass at the same time? And what if Beast used his shifting to grow inside her?

Just the thought alone had Scar rubbing the chub in his pants. He needed to focus on the task at hand. Getting his mates under him in some form.

Belle was panting, already on board with whatever position they got up to.

“Come, mate.” Scar stood and offered Belle a hand. “Perhaps Beast needs a challenge. Whomever he finds first gets to sit on his cock. And the second gets his mouth. What do you say?”

Belle gasped, her chest heaving. “I say I'd win either way.” Then she kissed his cheek and darted into the maze.

“See you on the inside, big guy. Don't forget to count to ten.” Scar took off and easily found Belle by her infectious giggle. Grabbing her waist playfully, he spun her around and sent her off in the opposite direction.

They met a time or two as the maze twisted and turned back and forth, making certain their scent crossed paths.

They eventually made their way to the middle, at damned near the same time from opposite directions, and waited. They could hear Beast growling and howling as their mate shifted from beast to man.

A large bear stalked around the last corner of the maze, its eyes glowing as it snared its prey. Belle giggled and hid behind Scar. He just shook his head in delight.

Feet from them, nearly nose to nose, the bear chuffed and Beast instantly stood in its place.

Large hands clasped Scar's face and pulled him into a fevered kiss.

“You seem to have an attachment,” Beast grumbled as he wrapped his arms around Scar's back. Belle giggled again and swiftly darted around behind Beast. Scar could barely make out Belle's hands over Beast's shoulders.

Beast slanted his lips back over Scar's, and Scar tugged him to the ground on their knees, never breaking the kiss.

“That's so hot,” Belle purred. Scar glanced her way and noticed she had tucked up the short skirt of her dress, and had a hand between her thighs.

“Oh, mate,” Scar cooed, “your Belle is touching herself,” he tattled. Beast's reaction was swift as he growled and whipped around to snatch Belle's hands from her body, replacing her fingers with his mouth.

How Beast managed to hold Belle suspended in air while kneeling amazed Scar. Chest to back, he whispered in his mate's ear as he snaked his hand down Beast's front, gripping Beast's hard monster.

“Lie back, take the princess with you. I know you can do it.” Releasing Beast's cock, Scar moved just in time as his two mates maneuvered to the ground.

Scar watched momentarily as Belle rode Beast's face, her legs straddling his head with Beast's hands clenching her hips.

Beast humped the air, then his hand was extended towards Scar. “Mate,” he growled, and Belle shouted.

Removing his pants, Scar wiggled Beast out of his own pants. Hands at Beast's waist, Scar sampled the goods before he continued down Beast's legs.

“Oh, fuck!” Belle yelled. “Do it again!”

“Who?” Scar asked.

“Both!” She shouted, her hands clasped over Beast's as her body swayed and jerked.

“As you wish,” and Scar dove back down for another taste. Just a tease. A lick before he fucked himself on his mate.

“Now!” Came a muffled grumble, and Scar knew Beast meant now, not a few seconds or minutes later. Now meant now with his mate. Or else he'd take over.

But boy did Scar love it when Beast took over.

Straddling Beast's thighs, Scar delicately gripped the velvety shaft before shifting forward. Angling his hips, Scar felt Beast's head at his entrance. He didn't need lube, as Beast's monster was producing a sufficient supply of pre-cum.

Even after having Beast's knot in his ass for hours, Scar could still feel the stretch and burn. The sensations were welcomed as they skittered across his skin. Fully seated on Beast's monster, Scar shifted his legs to spread them further, and then sat still.

Scar could hear the rumble growing from Beast's chest as Scar took his time enjoying his seat.

“Scar!” Belle shouted. “What are… you doing!” She panted.

“Absolutely nothing,” he teased. Then Beast moved his hips and bucked Scar. “Yes!” He moaned. Hands on his thighs, Scar used his legs to rise and fall on Beast's cock as his mate thrust up from below.

Faster and harder, Scar shifted before he felt Beast's knot grow within him. Eyes closed in bliss, Scar listened to Belle whimper and moan. What was it like to get eaten out? Would Beast be up for trying that with him?

Scar shouted as Beast's hand grabbed hold of his cock and pumped.

“Would you like a mouth to fuck into?” Beast asked in a growl, and Scar was surprised he didn't shoot cum all Beast's chest.

Scar cracked his eyes open and saw Belle had been turned around, and Beast’s head was popped up around Belle's thick thighs. It wasn't an offer he would have taken from anyone else in the world. But from his mate, he could at least try.

“Yes,” Scar yelped as Beast's cock became lodged in his ass. “I'll tap or shout if it's too weird for me.”

“Deal,” Belle agreed and leaned over Beast's chest and took Scar's hard cock into her mouth. Thankfully, it was Beast's hand on his member, or Scar was afraid he wouldn't be able to do it.

Closing his eyes once more, Scar became lost to the sensation of a hard, pulsing cock in his ass and a hot, sucking mouth on his cock. It was almost too much. Especially with whatever Beast was doing to Belle, causing her to moan around his thick shaft.

His movements faltered, and Beast pumped from the bottom. “Oh, yes. Suck me. Yes,” Scar mumbled. “You're fucking her mouth with my cock, Beast,” he elaborated and felt Beast's hand squeeze his cock and Belle swallow. The dual sensations sent Scar into pleasure heaven, and he never wanted to come back down.

Belle swallowed twice more before Beast removed her from his chest and scooped up the rest of Scar's dripping cum and proceeded to lick it from his fingers.

A disgruntled groan from beside them had them each turning their heads. Belle lay in a puddle of euphoria, one hand at her mouth, one hand between her legs again. “I need more.”

Beast chuckled, causing Scar to hiss in delight. “As soon I can move, I will fuck you till you can't move.”

“Me too?” Scar begged, endorphins turning his body to moosh.

“Always.”

“I just need a nap,” Scar mumbled, his relaxed muscles had him listing to the side.

“You can have a small nap,” Beast allowed. “Then that ass is mine, Belle.”

“Think we can get Kisa to bring us some dildos and plugs?” Scar asked, his eyes closing, his body limp. “That way, I could fuck your ass and suck you at the same time. You could do the same to Belle. Maybe. I'm sure it would work.” He was rambling now as sleep took him under. The last thing he heard as Beast shifted him to the ground, released from his mate's knot, was Belle's shouted moan as Beast had his way with her.
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Belle


Days faded into weeks, and then months as their bond grew. Not just one on one, but as a group as well. Belle was able to love Scar just as much as Beast, even if she knew he'd never return the same kind of love. Perhaps she just couldn't tell their love apart and her heart encompassed them together.

Belle didn't need to explain herself to anyone, her heart was her own, and that was that.

Not a single person spoke unkindly to them. Not just because Beast was the king, either. Arelia had become the sister Belle never had. When not occupied by her mates, Belle seemed to be found in the kitchen with Seelia, or even out conversing with the townsfolk.

The best day yet had been when Beast had told Scar and Belle he had important kingly duties to do and would be back before lunch.

Because they trusted their mate, they let him have his time. No biggie. Most other kingly duties they were privy to.

What made it the best day? Scar and she had decided to go for a walk around the town to further their knowledge of their new home.

Yet when they had run into Beast playing ball with all the school children? Priceless.

Not only was it adorable, but so was his reaction when he was spotted in the middle of scoring a point.

Belle and Scar had laughed at the ‘hand caught in a cookie jar’ look covering Beast's expression, and then asked to join in.

Since that day, they either both or one at a time accompanied Beast on his rounds.

It usually depended on how rough Beast was the night before if either of them were passed out from trying to keep up. Beast, for no apparent reason, could sleep for two to four hours and keep going. Damned monster, she accused lightheartedly.

However, Belle's excuse that morning had been for her monthly visitor. Or lack thereof. She had just said she was cramping, and they left her with a smile and a kiss: Scar to her cheek, and Beast to her lips.

Now she wished the palace had complete indoor plumbing as she puked again into a bucket. They really needed to ask Kisa if they could magic up some toilets. Pronto.

Belle was able to rinse her mouth at a sink. Which reminded her, why didn't they have a toilet, but they had pipes and hot water? Maybe that technology came afterward. Outhouses were a thing. The palace even had a large bathhouse, complete with holes in the floor outhouses.

Belle tried counting on her fingers when her last period actually was. Almost two months ago? Was that right? That would have meant she conceived rather quickly. Given all that had happened, and all their sexual encounters, it was no wonder.

But they never once spoke of children. Not even one iota of talk.

“Meow, my sweet.”

“Well, hello there, Kisa. I was just thinking about you.”

“Have you received your books?”

“Oh, yes!” Belle gushed in excitement, her icky feeling forgotten. “Thank you so much.”

“It was the men who asked. A small favor it was.”

Now Belle felt bad for wanting to ask for a toilet.

“Meow.”

“How come there are no toilets? Complete indoor plumbing would be wonderful. How do I get Beast to look into it?”

“By asking, but I can help fix this issue. Have you seen my litter box? It's full of roses.”

Belle laughed out loud. If only Beast knew, but she wasn't going to open that can of worms. “Your secret’s safe with me.”

Kisa tilted her head. “Who said it was a secret?”

Before Kisa left, she twitched her nose, and before Belle's eyes, a toilet appeared. “Thank goodness,” she praised. “No more going outside.”

“Good luck.” And Kisa disappeared with a meow.

That was when she heard a scratching at the door, followed by Scar's voice.

“Don't do that. You'll break the door down.” There was grunting and what sounded like a shuffle. “Well, if you'd move out of the way, I could get the door open, you big doof.”

Belle stood between the bathroom door and bed when the door came open and a giant bear strode in. And headed straight for her, shoving its nose into her abdomen.

“Well, hello there. Fancy seeing you out and about.”

Scar looked at her questioningly. “In the middle of the meeting, he just changed and charged here. Yet, he forgot he can't open doors.”

The bear chuffed at Scar. “Don't look at me like that.”

“Beast?” Belle queried.

Beast transformed before their eyes, and she'd never tire of the sight. He often changed into either form and wandered the palace with each of them by his side.

“When were you going to tell me?”

Belle felt her cheeks heat in a blush. “I just found out. Sort of. We never really discussed having children.”

Beast pulled her over to a chair and sat her down. “No, I've been so preoccupied by my new mates and peaceful kingdom that it never even crossed my mind. But now that you are with child, I can't be happier.”

“Uh, I'll just go,” Scar's voice sounded strange to her ears, and luckily, she wasn't the only one to notice.

“Where are you going?” Belle asked, her eyes searching his blank face for a flicker of emotion. “Are you not excited as well?”

Scar's face crinkled in confusion, his facade breaking, yet he stepped closer. “Excited?”

“Do you not want children?” Belle asked, and she watched Scar lift his shoulders.

“Never thought about it before now.”

“Scar,” Belle held out a hand, and she smiled when he stepped close enough to grab it. “I love you, Scar. Maybe not exactly the same as Beast, or possibly the same yet differently. But you are a part of my life and I cannot live without either of you. This is your child too, if you want?” She added the last on the off chance he didn't want to be a part of their child's life, however, Belle had a feeling…

Scar swiped at a tear that Belle would never comment on as he grinned. “I love you too, Belle. Definitely not like Beast,” he chuckled, then swallowed hard, clearing his throat. “But I can't imagine my life without you, either. Like the sister-wife I've never had.”

Belle snorted a laugh, and Beast looked confused. “Never mind,” she waved to him. “Earth joke.”

Beast nodded. “I'm glad you two are happy together. Because I can't live without either of you. But I feel I must be demanding and force you both to get naked and on your knees in the bed. I've thought of fucking your mouths simultaneously for ages now,” Beast's voice trailed off into a growl.

“And why haven't you before now?” Scar sassed and earned a playful smack to the ass from Beast.

Her life may not be conventional, but it was her fairytale come to life, and that was all that mattered. Love and happiness flowed through her heart and soul, and Belle wouldn't ask for it any differently.
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Epilogue


The pitter-patter of tiny feet echoed in Belle's mind before she woke up completely. Someone was running around when they were supposed to be napping.

Belle grinned as she heard her daughter giggle and take off, running in the opposite direction once again.

It was a good thing Alice's guardian, Kisa, had magically installed baby gates and padding for the toddler.

Where were her daddies, though? Belle wondered.

Rolling from the bed, Belle stretched and glanced around the room. The once sparsely decorated chamber was now filled with chairs, lounges, bookshelves, and toys. Baby toys. The adult toys were locked in their bedside tables.

The nursery was next door, at Belle's request, and Kisa was able to magic a door between the rooms inside their chamber. For a magical being who proclaimed to be a loner, Kisa seemed to like them all enough to hang out quite frequently.

Pulling on a rope near the door, Belle signaled her mates with a chime that echoed throughout the palace. It came in very handy. Especially when Belle had gone into labor and her mates had been walking around the town. Luckily, Beast had felt her need before the chimes had alerted the servants, who rushed to their king to help.

“Good morning, my dear,” Scar asked as he breezed into the room. “Seelia is making blueberry-ish pastries and will bring them up soon.”

A gagging sound drew Belle's attention from salivating over her mid-afternoon snack.

“No!” Belle shouted. “Scar! Get your daughter!” Belle wasn't fast enough, and Scar scooped up Alice, who continued to gag. He held her out like a basketball as she vomited all over the floor near the bathroom.

At least it was marble flooring and easy to clean.

Scar hunched over, and that's when Belle noticed Scar gagging as well. Belle tried to roll her lips to keep the laughter locked inside, but it was no use. The laughter escaped and a seething glare full of hatred was tossed her way.

“What's wrong, Mr. Bad boy daddy? Can't handle it?” She teased relentlessly. Scar somehow managed to flip her off while holding their daughter and gagging, which just made Belle laugh even harder.

“She's going to–” Belle didn't get to finish as Alice puked again from her dangling position in Scar's arms. Her poor mate. Scar had been amazing during the diaper years. He'd been an amazing father and mate. Still was. Case in point, as he gagged and held their daughter, who was still puking at her daddy's feet.

Belle couldn't control her laughter as Beast came into the room.

“What is going on in here?” He asked, quickly taking in the scene of his mate's and daughter. “You are trouble, my Belle. Pure trouble,” Beast admonished, which sent Belle into a fit of giggles that had her crossing her legs to keep from peeing as their son danced on her bladder from within.

Scar set down Alice and began puking. “No! Alice!” Belle yelled out right as the toddler started to roll, and Beast snapped her up in his arms and had her in the bathroom before Scar finished.

That would have been bad. And at times like this, Belle wished she had her camera to commemorate the occasion.

“Call your cat, Princess,” Scar choked out once he was able to stand. “I've cleaned up enough of my own puke to last a lifetime.”

“Then why did you join our daughter?” Belle said in a giggling voice. “Kisa, do you mind helping?”

Poor Kisa didn't even need to appear, and the mess was cleaned. Although, with only one toilet, Belle may need a magic clean up herself.

“Belle!” Beast called from the bathroom. “Get your ass in here.”

Inside the door of the bathroom, Belle started laughing all over again. Beast had puke down his front as Alice giggled in his arms, “Ass. Ass. Ass.”

“She's your daughter,” he accused.

Belle chortled and reached for Alice. “Aw, come here, baby girl. Are you giving your daddies a hard time?” Belle groaned as their son kicked.

“Ha. Serves you right,” Scar said from behind, his arm snaking around her belly. Their son kicked at his hand and Scar just rubbed soothing circles in one spot. “That's it. You give Mama a hard time, too. Once you see her eyes, she'll get away with everything.”

Beast snorted again, his lips quirked up in a grin as he shook his head. “She just thinks she does. But don't think I won't forget.”

“You're just grumpy because Kisa isn't helping–” Belle froze at the interruption, “well, that was rude.” Beast's shirt was magically cleaned. Scar and Beast both chuckled at her indignant tone.

“I'm so glad I followed that cat,” Belle sighed wistfully as she was wrapped between her mates, Alice lying snuggled on her shoulder and baby bump.

“Best dream come true,” Scar added. Belle concurred. She'd not change a thing.
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Thank you for reading Beast! I hope you enjoyed it! If you are interested in what Ariel, Aurora and Ella have gotten up to, look no further!
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