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BONBONS AND

BETRAYAL

Book three in The Chocolate Cafe Series

 

PROLOGUE
 

 

How strange
, she thought,
one can actually feel the heart break.

 

He stood in front of her, half out of the bedroom door and half in. Later it would occur to her that this was the perfect position for him, that it had been the perfect position for him from the very beginning.

 

There was nothing in his eyes. No remorse. No guilt. There was nothing behind them that indicated that he felt anything remotely human. They were as dry as hers were wet. How embarrassing.

 

She wanted to scream at him. To beg him not to go. She wanted to unwind herself from the tangle of sheets she was practically restrained in and throw herself at his feet. She would kiss his perfectly shined brogues if someone told her it would make a difference.

 

It wouldn’t though. She was ridiculously in love with him but she wasn’t stupid. Somewhere deep inside of her was a shard of pride that, despite her pain and shock, was pushing itself up like a splinter to the surface.

 

“I suppose you’ll think badly of me from now on.”  He smiled a smile as dry as those eyes were. “Try to keep it out of social media though. I mean,” The smile broadened in what was a despicable play at charm.

 

Wait…maybe she didn’t love him after all. Maybe she hated him even more. Maybe that hatred had been growing alongside of her love for the last six months,
winding around it like ivy hungry for a good strangulation.

 

“We do have to work together.”

 

Deena’s heart constricted again. Yes, they did have to work together. He had made sure of that. As soon as she had put in a ‘good word’ for him with the faculty director, he had been offered a professorship. Based on her enthusiasm alone, he was given a position that over fifty significantly more qualified people had been fighting over for months.

 

“How long has it been?” Deena asked, gripping the sheet up around her neck. She could see her reflection in the mirror across the hotel room.  She looked old and heavy. She didn’t look like anyone someone would cry over. She looked, to be honest, like the kind of rich, successful woman that younger men take advantage of to get what they wanted.

 

“How long has it been since what?”  He asked, adjusting the cuff links she had bought him.

 

 

“Since you were awarded the position, Paul.”  Paul sighed and rolled his eyes. He shifted his weight impatiently to the one foot that was out of the bedroom and into the rest of the suite.

 

The one foot that was leading him out of their relationship and into his new, lucrative, blissfully secure life.

 

“Really, Deena? You know how long it’s been.”

 

Deena felt her lips begin to tremble.  She had to keep it together. It was bad enough she had been made a fool of;
she didn’t want to be reduced to an overweight puddle of emotion.

 

Trapped in a cocoon of over-washed hotel sheets, she straightened her shoulders.

 

“I want to hear it from you.” She said. Her voice low to keep it from trembling.

 

He sighed again.

 

“Three weeks. It’s been three weeks.”

 

“Three weeks since I pulled some very important strings to get you your position at the university and then you leave me.”

 

His eyes seemed to grow even colder, if that was possible.

 

“I wasn’t aware that there was an appropriate waiting time between getting what I wanted and discarding what I didn’t. “

 

Deena gasped as if he had hit her.  It was useless trying to stop it now. Her pain burst through her last attempts at composure and tears began to stream down her face. Big, ugly tears that hitched out of her chest like seizures.

 

“Don’t…” She said, scrambling to her knees on the mattress as he turned to leave. “Don’t go, please… please.” Was that her own voice? The one that had done multiple TED talks, the same voice that spoke on numerous podcasts and television programs.  She sounded so old and so very tired.

 

“Oh Deena.”  He stopped half way across the sitting room to turn back to her. His smile was broader, all teeth and shallow beauty.
This is what the wolf in all those fairy tales looked like,
Deena thought.
Why didn’t I see this before?

 

“Don’t be silly, Ms. Shelat. I’ll see you Monday.”

 

CHAPTER ONE
 

 

The chocolate, folding over itself in the bowl, was a deep, velvety brown. It glistened and rolled, pulsing like a living thing, reveling in its own magnificence.

 

Of course it wasn’t nearly as magical as the way Sabrina’s wrist, thin but powerful, deftly manipulated the mixing spoon. She was deeply focused, her long, loose hair swaying in front of her face with every turn of the bowl. In the subdued light of his kitchen, Paul marveled at how it was almost the exact same shade as her magnificent bowl of melted chocolate.

 

He leaned over the granite island and breathed deeply.  It was an intoxicating combination – the milky sweetness of the chocolate and the scent of Sabrina’s skin.  He wanted to bottle it like a fine wine.

 

“So what’s next?” Paul asked, “Now you put the chili in?” He reached over to the small bowl of crushed chilies on the counter. Sabrina, barely breaking her mixing rhythm, slapped his hand away.

 

“Not yet!” She chided, peering out at him from her curtain of chocolate waves. “You need to get the right texture first…”

 

She was unbelievably beautiful to Paul. Of course, he’d had his share of gold digging models and pseudo actresses over the years, but this one…she made his old t-shirt look like a designer evening gown. Sabrina was different.  She was without shame or self-consciousness - Sabrina was a woman completely comfortable in her own skin.

 

He leaned over the counter again and pushed her hair out of her face. She looked up from her work for just long enough for him to plant a kiss on her full lips.

 

He managed to distract her for a few seconds, but it wasn’t long before she pushed him off of her playfully.

 

“Seriously?” She smiled, “These need to be done by tomorrow. Your award ceremony starts at 5 and it’s going to take at least twelve hours for them to set properly.”

 

Paul rolled his eyes in mock frustration.

 

“But you’re here, you’re in the city, with me…isn’t there other ways we could be spending our time? Why don’t you…?”  He moved to her side, his sleek body – honed by hours of expensive personal training - as graceful as a predatory animal.

 

He wrapped his arms around her from behind, burying his face in her neck and breathing in deeply. He couldn’t tell what was her scent and what was the smell of chocolate any more. Over the last month the two had become inexorably linked in his mind. When he’d wandered into her chocolate shop four weeks ago, he’d had no idea he’d become so instantly attracted to someone so completely different than his past girlfriends. He had nothing to gain from her. She wasn’t a stepping-stone to something better. She had no money, no connections, no significant education…she was as much of a delicious treat to him as the incredible confections she was so skilled at making.

 

“Look out there.” He said, attempting to draw her attention to the panoramic view of the city that his penthouse apartment afforded. She looked up momentarily, unimpressed by the sparkling vista.  “We could get dressed, we could go out, and I could show you off.  You never let me do that. “

 

“I don’t need to be shown off.” She giggled as Paul began to kiss her neck. “I need to get this done by tomorrow. I need you to be proud and enjoy your accomplishments.”

 

“Let me pay someone else to make them.” He mumbled into her hair “Let’s just be together tonight.”

 

Sabrina stopped stirring and turned her head to look at him. Her brows were furrowed, but something about the look in her eyes made it evident she could never be truly angry with him. She was in the palm of his hand and Paul was comfortable with that. In fact, when it came to women that was how he preferred them.

 

“No way. No one is going to do this better than me. It’s the least I can do anyway…”

 

“For what?”  Paul was bemused. Her intensity only made him want to hold her closer.

 

“For the last month…” Sabrina began to blush and she looked down, suddenly awkward. “I’ve had a great time… being with you, going out… You’re…”

 

Paul smoothed her hair back, tilting her small, elegant little face up to his.

 

“I’m what?”

 

“You’re… I really like you, you’re amazing… Let me do this for you… Your award tomorrow night is a big deal. All your colleagues will be there, everyone worth impressing. I might not be the most glamorous girl you’ve ever dated, but I can make up for that with chocolate.”

 

“You have nothing to make up for,” he said, “Nothing at all.”

 

Unable to resist any longer, Paul kissed her again. Slowly, he ran his hand down her arm and finger by finger, loosened her grip on the spoon she had been so busy with. She didn’t resist, but that was no surprise to Paul. Few women did.
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