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THIS SHORT STORY IS taken from my series, BILLIONAIRE BOYS CLUB. Atlas Bellamy is the main character in Book 1, where he meets his wife, Meghan Moralez. He is featured at some level in all 7 books. He is, by far, one of the most favorite characters that I’ve created.

Then again, I think Atlas created himself.
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MEGHAN BELLAMY EYED the kitchen counter, panic rising in her chest. One hand mashed over her breastbone, she completed a circle, her heels clicking on the porcelain tiles. “Atlas? Where is my pie?”

He gave no response, and she sighed. The enormous Bellamy mansion was the bane of her existence. When they’d married, she’d insisted he put in this smaller, more normal, kitchen and allow her to prepare her own foods. Until then, he’d made hired staff hike the distance from the professional one on the opposite side of the house. Ridiculous.

Exiting, she crossed through the lush living space. The tropical atmosphere provided by the garden outside sat at odds with the red and gold Christmas décor. Atlas had no opinion on that. As with the kitchen, he’d said she should do what she wanted, and so she had. With their young daughter’s avid help.

Meghan stepped into the hallway and aimed toward the front of the house and the grand staircase. The line of Bellamy portraits followed her every footstep, generations of Bellamy men stretching back into the 19th century, all with that familiar face, the blond hair and monied self-confidence. 

Atlas had had a great deal of that when they’d met. He was a gentler, more compassionate man now, but still fell back on privilege now and then. He had to be in on everything, in front of what came next, and did not like to be ignored. At all.

“Yes, well, the shoe is on the other foot now, isn’t it?” she asked.

She entered the foyer, and her gaze met the butler’s. Navy Powell had been in the Bellamy’s employ for as long as she could remember. She’d known him since she was a girl, through his friendship with her mother. He was a dear man, always efficient at his job, and a most trusted soul. 

“Have you seen Atlas?” she asked.

Something worried crisscrossed his brow, and he pointed upward. She bit back a dozen questions, pushing at her mind, and climbed the heights, the silence equally worrying. It wasn’t like her daughter to be quiet. 

“Atlas?” she called, once on the landing.

His voice came from behind the walls. “I’ll be right out.”

She didn’t wait for him to follow through but traced his voice to Lindsay’s room. Turning the knob, she shook it and frowned. “Atlas? Why is this locked? What are you two doing in there?”

Rapid, almost desperate sounding shuffling came from inside, and a long minute passed before he unfastened the lock.

“What are you do...?”

Seeing the mess behind him, her words died. “My pie.” 

One hand flat on the door, she pushed it inward, her heart sinking. Cherry pie filling coated every surface ... the walls, the polished wood floors, the bedspread. Lindsay’s face. 

Their four-year-old daughter sat in the center of the bed, her sticky hands outstretched, a veritable queen of the disaster. A need to laugh fought with a groan that emerged sounding somewhat hysterical. 

“You are the image of your father,” she said.

Meghan glanced behind, face-first into Atlas’s guilt. “I know you didn’t tell her to do this, but if you were her, you would do this, and I needed that pie for the Church Ladies’ Christmas luncheon today.”

Atlas curled his hand into a fist and raised it to his lips, clearing his throat. “Yes, well, you remember I wasn’t feeling well ...”

Her brow rose. He’d mentioned heartburn, but he’d eaten an entire loaf of garlic bread last night.

“Lindsay thought the pie would comfort me.”

Meghan looked back at her daughter, anger coiling in her gut. “You told her she could bring you ‘something special’ when you put her to bed last night.”

“I didn’t mean the pie. I had no idea. I ...”

“I don’t have time for this,” she snapped. She whirled in place. “I have to be there in fifteen minutes. Only now, I also have to stop by Fusselli’s for a pie, so I’ll be late. Merry Christmas to me.”

Brushing past him, she dashed downstairs and passed Navy, not saying a word. She located her purse in the kitchen then walked the long distance to the multi-car garage. 

Inside, she stared at the line of expensive sports cars and exchanged her keys for one of Atlas’s. 

Today, she’d be the wife of a billionaire and sooth her mood with glossy metal. And prayer. Because it would take a great deal of it to appear joyful at the luncheon and, even more, to be somewhat regretful when she came home.

Honestly, when she’d discovered she was pregnant, which had come as a total, unexpected surprise, she hadn’t thought she’d recreated the most insufferable man on the planet. Nor would love him twice as much for it.
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ATLAS SIGHED AND, HIS spine bent, scrubbed one hand over his head. She was right. Four-year-old Atlas Bellamy would have demolished the pie and probably done it far worse than Lindsay. In fact, he could recall several things of a similar nature that he’d done from age four to twelve.

“Mommy didn’t want pie?”

The innocent question raised his gaze from his cherry-spattered shoes. No amount of apology was good enough really. Though he hadn’t meant for this to happen, that it had sat squarely on his shoulders.

“Mommy wanted the pie in one piece.”

“Why?”

Why? Lindsay asked that about everything. He needed to know why to everything nowadays. He’d discovered his best response was distraction.

“Mommy was in a hurry. Listen, sweetheart, let’s clean you up and ...” His gaze roamed around the room. “Get someone to take care of your room. I think we’ll call your Grandma Moralez.”

Meghan’s mother, Sharon Moralez, was a saint and exactly the solution to this problem. Because he knew Meghan. She’d stew over this all day, fake smile at the church ladies, and come home needing to spar. He’d fallen in love with her because she was independent and strong. He’d given no thought to how that would work into their day-to-day living. 

He could head this off at the pass.

“Come here.” He waved Lindsay over. “Undress and I’ll draw you a bath.”

“Why?”

He tilted his head, his ear aimed for the bathroom. “Listen.”

Lindsay hushed, her eyes widening.

“Do you hear it? Ducky’s calling.”

Eager, his daughter stripped down to her underwear and dashed for the tub. Atlas exhaled and, after a brief pause, he followed.

A half hour later, he carried Lindsay downstairs, his clothing rumpled, his shirt damp. He sought out Navy in the staff breakroom. Lindsay pulled free and ran over to the older man, climbing in his lap, unasked. Navy wrapped his arms around her and squeezed tight until she giggled.

Navy’s gaze rose. “Troubles averted, sir?”

Atlas sank into one of several metal chairs. “No. Trouble bit me in the ...” He swallowed the last word. “I need someone to clean Lindsay’s room ... and by clean, I mean, throw a lot of it away.”

“I gave Daddy pie,” Lindsay said.

Like a trophy, and in her young eyes, she saw it that way. 

“You gave Daddy a pie?” 

Lindsay nodded. “Mommy baked a pie for Daddy.”

Navy’s mouth curved in an amused smile.

“Don’t ... just don’t,” Atlas said, shaking his head. “I will never ever live this down. I have created a monster.”

Navy chuckled anyway, and Lindsay giggled along, though she obviously had no idea why. 

Atlas pushed back to his feet. “Can you watch her for a moment? I’m going to call Sharon. I have an idea how to fix this.”

“Yes, sir, I can do that. In fact ...” Navy tightened his grip on Lindsay again. “I need more strength training ... and 1, 2, 3.” He compressed the little girl, and Lindsay squirmed, trying to free herself.

Atlas left them to their game, exiting into the hall. He dug his cell phone out of his pocket and dialed. “Ms. Moralez, it’s Atlas. Yes, ma’am. I’m doing well ... Well, relatively speaking. I was hoping you were free this afternoon. Lindsay and I would like to come visit. You are? Wonderful ... I need to mention one more thing. We need to bake a pie.”
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MEGHAN FIXED HER SMILE in place and strode into the church dining hall, determined to overcome her bad mood. A wave of greetings followed, all heartfelt, and she wavered. Why was she so hung up on that pie? No one here cared two cents if she baked one or bought one. They knew she could buy the bakery if she wanted.

She never lived that way. If anything, she strove to prove herself, refusing to stop working and live off Atlas’s money. She hadn’t
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