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HE IS SO HANDSOME AND sweet that I can’t help being drawn to Mickey. After a lifetime of being the outcast with my stepfather and his children, I just want to be loved. He draws me in like a moth to a flame. He’s everything I want...until I wake tied to his bed and realize I’m an instrument of revenge. He has good reason to hate my stepfather, and he has wicked things planned for me...

This starts with a dark tone, but it soon lightens up. There are still serious moments, but this isn’t a dark erotic romance, and there are no intense themes, such as kidnapping or coercion.
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Chapter One 
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Mykael

SHE SMILED AT ME. IT was a startling sight, not only because it brightened her features and lit up her sparkling green eyes, but also because from what I knew of her family, I should have been beneath her notice. I couldn’t help allowing a small smile in response, and I was surprised it wasn’t entirely faked. There was something about Gabriella Chastain’s smile that made it difficult not to reciprocate.

Ruthlessly, I squashed that response and turned away from her for a moment, reminding myself why I was here. I had flown in to the airport to arrange a connection so she and I would be on the same plane as she headed home to the Chastain family from her university, where she had just graduated. 

I had arranged it all so neatly, and I wasn’t about to blow it on one smile from her. Forcing my expression back to one of polite neutrality, I looked back, but she was gone. She had moved from her seat to do something else, probably visit the ladies’ room. The silly young woman had left her suitcase right where she’d been sitting, and anyone could steal it.

I shook my head at her laxness, reminding myself she had been attending a university in Switzerland for the last four years, and I was sure it was a different environment there than it was in the United States. Still, I couldn’t help keeping an eye on her bag for her until I saw her slipping from the restroom a moment later. I couldn’t resist the urge to watch her get closer, her curves making my mouth water and my cock twitch. At least that part of my plan wouldn’t be any problem. I just had to find a way to get her alone.

She had barely returned to her seat when they called for boarding. Once again, she met my gaze and smiled at me before gathering up her bag and her purse to walk toward the gate. I waited another moment, physically willing away the erection trying to form from her smile. What the fuck was wrong with me? I knew what kind of people the Chastains were. I had seen the evidence of their cruelty with my own eyes, and I’d been living with the aftermath for six years. I was finally in a position to do something about it, to get some revenge, and here I was reacting like a horny teenager to a smile.

Shaking my head with disgust at my actions, I got up and went to join the line, ending up a few spaces behind her, with a boisterous family between us. It allowed me a chance to observe from a distance without getting too close.

She was pretty, which seemed like a tepid word. She had a generous ass and an hourglass frame, with moderately sized breasts that would fit nicely into a man’s hands. Flowing black hair, silky and straight, touched the curve of her ass, and I could imagine running my fingers through it, stroking it away from her face as I bent to kiss her creamy, pale skin.

I forced myself to imagine what I actually had planned for her, picturing my dark hand in that black hair, dragging it back as she whimpered in protest. At least that image banished my hard-on, though I felt a stirring of doubt about actually carrying through with my plan for the first time since formulating it. 

No, dammit, I wasn’t going to allow an unwanted wave of conscience to deter me from the path. Chastain deserved everything I could throw at him, and if harming his daughter was one way to do it, I’d just have to suck it up and ignore my own moral compass for the night.

When we boarded the plane, I was surprised to find myself seated beside Gabriella. Well, not quite beside. There was a seat between us, and since the flight was only half-filled, it seemed obvious it would remain free. She must have reached the same conclusion, because she put her purse there and used both armrests with an air of someone stretching out to get comfortable.

I did the same, setting my laptop bag on the seat beside her purse, my gaze unwillingly drawn to the rounded mounds pressing against the white short-sleeved sweater she wore, which would be far too hot for New York. I wondered what she tasted like, and if her nipples would be soft pink, rosy red, or even a brown shade. I had been with a couple of white girls in the past, and one of them had brown areolas. That had surprised me, since I’d thought only black girls had those until that experience. 

My first white girl had been much more typical, with her rosy pink areolas and slightly darker nipples. I couldn’t remember her name now, which made me feel guilty, but I had been fifteen at the time, and she had been sixteen. 

Rowena. The name suddenly popped into my head as I remembered the circumstances surrounding our hookup. I had been a novelty to her, just a bet between her and her girlfriends that she couldn’t get some black cock. She’d had me one time and had been done with me. I’d had a little bit of an infatuation for her before that night together, but it quickly died when I’d realized what a bitch she was.

Kind of like the girl sitting beside me. Oh, she seemed polite enough, but I knew the evil festering in the Chastain home, and there was no way she could have escaped it. No doubt, she was just as racist and heartless as the rest of them.

Damned if she didn’t seem to want to disprove that assumption as she started talking to me. At first, I answered her in monosyllables, wanting to discourage myself from getting to know her. It could only make my plan more difficult. However, she persisted, chipping away at my walls a word at a time until we were finally engaged in a comfortable conversation about musical theater of all things.

The flight passed quickly, though it was in reality about three hours long. She never asked what I was doing on the plane, or why I was headed to New York, the same as her. I would’ve kept it simple and said business had she inquired. Though I already knew the answer, I did ask her as the plane started circling JFK. “You never did say why you’re here? Tourism?”

She shook her head. “Do I look like a tourist?”

In that fluffy white sweater, with an air of innocence that was at odds with the city, yeah, she looked like a tourist. I just shrugged. 

“I live here.” Her smile widened, and her green eyes sparkled. “I’m just excited to be home. My stepfather sent me far, far away for university, just to get me out of his hair.” Gabriella laughed then, a fleeting sound that set my brain whirling and my cock twitching. “That suited me just fine though, other than being away from the city. It was a relief to get away from Wayne for four years. Six, I guess, counting boarding school.”

I frowned, not liking this bit of information. I’d thought she would be a daddy’s girl, which would make what I had planned that much worse. Here she was calling him Wayne and referring to him as her stepfather, though according to my research, he had married her mother when she was just six years old. He had even adopted her, so I had assumed they were a close-knit family. A stirring of doubt crept over me, and I wondered if I should just call off the whole thing.

Before I could, she seemed to make the decision for me. “It’s been a while since I’ve been back in the city, and none of my friends know I’m coming. We’ve kind of lost touch, and I’m sure Wayne won’t be waiting for me at the airport. My mom died six years ago, so she certainly won’t be there. If you’re free tonight, maybe we could have dinner together?”

My eyes widened with surprise at the invitation, and I hesitated for a moment, evaluating how this changed things. Never in a million years had I expected the girl to offer herself up to me practically on a silver platter. She was just talking about dinner, but it would make getting her alone so much easier. I nodded before her expression could turn to one of disappointment, as I saw the edges of her smile start to dissolve. “That sounds lovely, Gabriella. Thank you.”

She giggled, an honest-to-goodness giggle that made her sound and seem younger than twenty-two. It sent a sharp pang through my chest, once again making me question the task I had set for myself. Could I go through with it?

A brief flash of how my sister had looked six years ago, with her bruised face, hardened my resolve. I could do this for Annika. It might be the only justice she ever got.

***
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Gabriella

I DIDN’T KNOW HOW MUCH older than me Mickey was, but I would guess maybe five to ten years. He certainly wasn’t a college boy, but that was one of the things I found appealing about him. The dull and boring university where Wayne had stuck me had been coed, but none of the boys there had interested me. 

I hadn’t seemed to interest them much either, and perhaps it was because I was always buried in a book or focused on my studies. Maybe it was just my ample curves, though I had seen classmates with a similar build enjoy popularity with the boys. I suspected it was simply me. I wasn’t exactly shy, but I was reserved in certain circumstances. Normally, I was uncomfortable with strangers, though something about Mickey put me at ease. 

Mickey. It was such an incongruous name for the tall, black man sitting across from me as we ate dinner and conversed about meaningless subjects. His broad shoulders and lean waist suggested the build of an athlete, while “Mickey” made me think of the animated mouse. It was a silly thought, but I couldn’t escape the idea that Mickey just didn’t suit him. 

Well, we couldn’t help what we’re named. After all, Gabriella was a graceful and beautiful name, the kind you would expect to find on a lithe supermodel swanning her way down the catwalk, or perhaps a European princess. Certainly not on a bookish, chubby, slightly awkward young woman like me. It was a name I would probably never grow into, but the various diminutives didn’t suit me either. 

I wasn’t a Gabby, nor was I a Bree, or even an Ella. Perhaps Ella would have been closest if I tacked on the Cinder prefix, but not because I had been forced into a life of drudgery and housework. It was only somewhat accurate just because my stepfather disliked me and excluded me from the family whenever possible. That was about the only thing I had in common was Cinderella. 

At least he hadn’t forced me into to a life of deprivation or servitude. That would have been contrary to his image, and his voters wouldn’t like that. No, in public, Wayne treated me just as well as he treated his own two children, Zachary and Isabel. It was only in the privacy of our home—his home, because it didn’t feel like mine and never had—that he allowed his contempt to show and made it clear from the time I was a little girl that I wasn’t as good as his own children.

With a small sigh, I pushed aside the brooding thoughts, knowing nothing would change at this point in time. I was long past the stage where I wanted a relationship with my stepfather or his awful children, and I would be happy to cut all ties with them and planned to do so as soon as I found a job. 

I knew my mother had left me some money, but I also knew Wayne was in charge of the trust, so the odds of me ever seeing it seemed pretty slim. Unfortunately, Sophie had been enamored with Wayne until the day she’d died, so she never would have believed he would deny me my trust fund or treat me deplorably. In front of my mother, Wayne had always been polite and sometimes affectionate, but he and I had both known it was a farce.

“What is it that you do, Mickey?” I realized I hadn’t even asked him that.

He hesitated, as though deciding how to answer. Finally, he said, “I’m in business.”

That could encompass anything from an independently owned T-shirt company to working for one of the horrible corporations like Magenta. I nodded, hoping he would enlighten me further, but he made no attempt to do so. 

After a moment, I let the subject lapse in favor of focusing on the crème brûlée that had just been delivered to the table. I broke the crust with my spoon and took a big bite, closing my eyes and moaning as it melted on my tongue. I loved dessert, as my hips probably showed to the world. Life was too short to skip the occasional indulgence, and crème brûlée was one of my favorites.

Followed by dark chocolate. My eyes opened at the thought, and I found Mickey staring at me with a hungry expression. Deliberately, I licked my lips, ostensibly to remove any trace of the dessert, but in reality because I wanted to see the way his eyes widened, the shining depths of warm brown making me shiver in anticipation. My libido, which had been mostly in stasis for the past six years, seemed to spring to life under the force of that look. It spoke volumes, and I was certain my eyes were replying an affirmative.

I was surprised when his expression cooled a moment later, and his eyelids descended to shutter his eyes. “How’s your dessert?” He sounded completely unaffected.

With a small puzzled frown, I took another bite before answering. “It’s delicious. How’s your tiramisu?”

He shrugged his shoulder. “It’s a little heavy on the amaretto, but it’s not bad.”

Soon, our desserts had disappeared, and it was time to call a halt to the evening. I thought we might argue over the check when he reached for it at the same time I did. “I invited you, so it’s my treat.”

Mickey frowned. “That wouldn’t be right.”

With a mischievous grin, I pulled out the gold card my stepfather had given me. “Why don’t we split the difference and let my stepfather pay for it?”

His eyes widened for a moment, and then he laughed. “If I’d known that, I would have ordered the caviar and lobster.”

Setting the gold card on the check just in time for the waitress to come by and scoop up the folder, I cast a glance around the small restaurant we had chosen at random. It was a homey place, serving authentic Italian food, or at least as authentic as I recalled from my visits to Italy while I was at university. “Good luck finding that here.”

He chuckled. “ Since you’re paying for dinner, I’ll just have to buy the drinks at the club.”

It was a presumptuous invitation he issued, making it a statement of fact rather than asking me if I wanted to go, but I wasn’t overly irritated. The truth was, I would have gone whether he’d asked or told me, simply because I liked being with Mickey. I smiled. “You’re getting off easy then, because I’m not much of a drinker.”

His brown eyes shone like chocolate diamonds, and there was a hint of heat in the depths. “Let’s see what we can do to change that.”

***
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Mykael

SHE WAS MAKING THIS all too easy, which was making my conscience twinge that much harder about the whole thing. I was doing my best to block it out as I got us drinks. She was in the middle of the dance floor, swaying alone, though her gaze remained on me for a moment as she crooked her finger in her direction before turning slightly to shake her butt at me. 

It was a delicious sight, but it also provided the opening for which I’d been waiting. When I’d realized my original plan required modification, I had slipped a few of my prescription sleeping pills from my carryon, preparing for this rather than chloroforming her as I had originally planned. 

I slipped the pill into her drink after making sure no one was looking at me, shielding it with my body for a moment until the white pill dissolved in the pink fizzy concoction that was something called a Pink Explosion, apparently a special of the bar. I carried our Explosions back to her, handing her a drink as I started dancing with her. 

We were moving unhurriedly, because the music had a slower beat, and there was no danger of spilling our drinks. Just in case something happened to her original, I had two more pills in my pocket, but I didn’t want to overmedicate her. I simply wanted to  subdue her, not end up killing her on accident. That wasn’t what I had in mind for the pretty young woman at all.

I encouraged her to finish her drink before the end of the song, reminding her the next beat might be fast. She took a couple of gulps and then shook her head. “I can’t. It’s too strong.”

“Don’t be a baby,” I said, sipping my own Pink Explosion. Damn, it was heavy on the alcohol. She giggled when she saw my grimace, but I pushed on through the terrible taste to take another few sips.

She surprised me by suddenly downing the drink in one gulp, and I was mesmerized by the movement of her throat and her lips wrapped around the rim of the glass. I couldn’t help imagining it was my cock in place of the glass for a moment, and though I knew none of that would be happening this evening, I still couldn’t help a very vivid and rapid response to the thought.

As soon as she was done, she handed me her glass, and I made a quick dash to our table to set them down before returning to her.

The beat had increased when the song changed, and she curled closer to me, her pelvis pressed against my thighs as she grinded against me. She was practically dry-humping me on the floor, and the sweet little thing made no attempt to hide her desire for me. My cock obliged by returning the favor, pressing insistently against her stomach, and her eyes widened. 

As she pressed even closer against me, rubbing her belly against the length of me, she said with a giggle, “Aren’t you just the cliché, Mickey?”

I think she meant it to tease me, or perhaps stroke my ego, but it hit me wrong. It reminded me of Rowena and her games, and why I was here, and why I had targeted the Chastain girl. She had grown up in a household under a man who’d raised her to believe black people were second-class citizens, available to use and dispose of however they wished. The sudden return of focus was actually welcome, reminding me of what was at stake.

I didn’t respond to her teasing, other than to pull her closer and grip the luscious globes of her ass as I lifted her more firmly against my body. She moaned as she nestled closer, her breasts pressing against my chest. I let anger roar through me, nurturing the reaction and blunting any guilt I felt as I danced with her for the next twenty minutes, gradually noticing her motions became more sluggish.

When I heard her yawn for the third time, I stepped back and looked down at her. “Am I boring you?” I asked with a chuckle.

She shook her head, smothering another yawn. “I’m sorry. I’ve just been traveling for the last couple of days, and even the layover in London didn’t give me much rest. I can’t believe how tired I am all of a sudden though.”

I nodded, feigning sympathy. “That’s understandable. Why don’t I give you a ride home?”

She smiled at me, but there was a hint of hesitation. My hackles rose as I prepared to make myself seem unassuming and not at all dangerous, to convince her it was safe to take a ride with me. It turned out, her anxiety was nothing to do with that.

“I must admit my bed sounds good, but I was having such a good time with you, Mickey. I hate for it to end.”

I chuckled, aware of a dark undertone that she seemed oblivious to as I said, “Don’t worry. I’m not through with you yet, Gabriella.”

She must have taken that as an indication of further dates to come. If she had realized what I really meant, there’s no way she would have wrapped her arm around my waist and snuggled against me, allowing me to help hold her up as we left the club and hailed a taxi. 

She didn’t seem to realize driving her home consisted of a taxi ride, and she got in the back without protest. Apparently, her senses were nicely dulled, or she would have realized there was no reason for me to come along with her if I was paying for a taxi to take her. She also would have realized that I gave the address of the hotel I had arranged, rather than her place. 

She was starting to doze a little bit and apparently didn’t realize she hadn’t given me an address, and I shouldn’t know where she lived. It didn’t matter, because I wasn’t taking her home. At least not yet.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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Gabriella

I WOKE WITH MY MOUTH dry and my head pounding. I didn’t think the drinks were quite that strong, but I had downed that pink thing pretty quickly, mostly in an attempt to impress Mickey. That was ridiculous, because he’d only been sipping at his drink, but something about him made me feel fun, flighty, and flirtatious. Drinking my drink like that had seemed like the kind of thing a party girl would do, and for that time, I had wanted to be the party girl-type. 

I was paying for it now. With a groan, I started to lift my hand to press to my aching head, but my arm refused to cooperate. It took my scrambled brain a moment to realize it wasn’t a lingering effect from alcohol preventing me from moving my hands. Rather, it was the fact that my arms were tied above my head to a headboard. 

I turned my head, my vision still slightly blurry, to stare at the soft cord binding me to a metal headboard. The purple rope looked like the kind lovers used to play with, but it was strong and sturdy when I tested it. I couldn’t comprehend what I was looking at for the longest moment, either because my brain was still sluggish from alcohol, or simply because I didn’t want to accept what I was seeing.

Looking around, I saw an unfamiliar room that was clearly in a hotel due to its impersonal nature, and the fact there was another queen bed beside the one to which I was tied. The bathroom door was closed, and I assumed Mickey was in there. A pang went through my chest at the thought of his name. I had clearly misjudged him. 
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