
 

 

 



 

An Ellora’s Cave Romantica Publication 

 
www.ellorascave.com 

 
 
Craving Candy 
 
ISBN # 1-4199-0883-9 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 
Craving Candy Copyright© 2006 N.J. Walters 
Edited by Mary Altman. 
Cover art by Syneca. 
 
Electronic book Publication: December 2006 
 
 
This book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written 
permission from the publisher, Ellora’s Cave Publishing, Inc.® 1056 Home Avenue, Akron OH 44310-
3502. 
 
This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales 
is purely coincidental. The characters are productions of the authors’ imagination and used fictitiously. 
 

Content Advisory: 
 
 S – ENSUOUS 
 E – ROTIC 
 X - TREME 
 
Ellora’s Cave Publishing offers three levels of Romantica™ reading entertainment: S (S-ensuous), E (E-
rotic), and X (X-treme). 
 
The following material contains graphic sexual content meant for mature readers. This story has been 
rated E–rotic. 
 
S-ensuous love scenes are explicit and leave nothing to the imagination. 
 
E-rotic love scenes are explicit, leave nothing to the imagination, and are high in volume per the overall 
word count. E-rated titles might contain material that some readers find objectionable—in other words, 
almost anything goes, sexually. E-rated titles are the most graphic titles we carry in terms of both sexual 
language and descriptiveness in these works of literature. 
 
X-treme titles differ from E-rated titles only in plot premise and storyline execution. Stories designated 
with the letter X tend to contain difficult or controversial subject matter not for the faint of heart. 

 



 

AWAKENING DESIRES: 

CRAVING CANDY 

N.J. Walters 

 



 

Dedication 
 
This book is dedicated to my wonderful husband, whose support and 

encouragement still continues to grow after all these years. 
Thanks to all the readers who have written to tell me how much they have loved 

this series and wanted to make sure I didn’t plan to leave Lucas out. 
And thank you to Mary. As always, I appreciate your hard work and your 

encouragement. 
 

 



Craving Candy 

Chapter One 
 
It was the screams that woke him. 
He’d come home from working a double shift at the grocery store, totally 

exhausted, and had fallen into bed immediately. For once, the house had been blessedly 
silent. The money was starting to accumulate in his bank account and in less than a 
month he would be moving out of the cramped, cheap, squalid apartment he’d called 
home his entire life and into his own place. His life was about to begin. 

And then the screaming had started. 
He thought about pulling the pillow over his head and pretending he couldn’t hear 

the male voice yelling obscenities in the other room, but he knew that was impossible. 
He’d never be able to rest until he knew his mom was okay. 

Sighing, he rolled out of bed, clad only in his boxer shorts. The floor was cold 
against his feet, but he didn’t take the time to pull on socks. Sounded like the old man 
was really on a bender tonight. He scrubbed his hand over his face, wishing he’d taken 
a shower and shaved before he’d fallen into bed earlier. 

He paused at the door and listened. Maybe the old man would crash in his easy 
chair and drink himself into a stupor. That’s what he did most nights. Only one more 
month of this crap, he consoled himself. 

“You stupid bitch!” The sound of glass smashing was followed quickly by a 
woman’s cry of pain. 

Yanking the bedroom door open, he pounded down the hall just in time to see his 
mother crash against the wall, cowering in fear as her enraged husband loomed above 
her. She clutched her right hand to her chest and, from the way she held it, he suspected 
that it was sprained or broken. It wouldn’t be the first time. Blood dripped from her 
nose as she turned her face away. 

The world seemed to shift, almost as if it were in slow motion. This scene had 
played itself out over and over in this household for as long as he could remember. It 
was always the same. The old man would beat his mother or him until he got tired or 
some neighbor called the cops, complaining about the noise. The cops would come and 
his mother would tell the officers that nothing was wrong. 

But tonight, he’d had enough. “Stop it!” He was across the room before he’d really 
thought about it and grabbed his father’s arm just as he was about to strike his mother 
again. He was tall but scrawny. Certainly no match for his father, who was heavily 
muscled—a man in his prime. 

He sensed his father’s disbelief as the older man jerked around, and the fist that had 
been about to descend on his mother now swung in his direction. Rearing back, he 
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barely avoided being hit and felt the whoosh of air against his cheek. As he stood there 
facing his father, a deep calm settled upon him. His mother sank down to the floor, 
whimpering in pain, but her eyes never left them as they squared off, father against son. 

“Stay out of this, boy. It ain’t your business.” His father’s voice was rough from too 
many years of smoking and hard drinking. A dull red suffused his face as he flexed his 
huge hands by his sides. 

“Leave her be.” He swallowed hard, his mouth dry as he dared to defy his father. 
“You telling me what to do, boy?” Utter disbelief filled the older man’s voice. 
And why wouldn’t it? The thought left a bitter taste in his mouth. He’d rarely stood 

up to his father and had always been beaten down when he had. But he’d just turned 
eighteen yesterday. He was a man now and a man protected those weaker than himself. 

At least, a good man did. 
He took a deep breath, knowing he was inviting a beating, but there was no turning 

back. It was as if his whole life had led him to this place in time, to this showdown with 
his father. “Yes, I am. I’m telling you to leave my mother alone.” 

He could see the bead of sweat as it dripped down his father’s face. The old man 
looked more like fifty than thirty-eight. Hard living and just plain meanness had left 
their mark etched on his once-handsome face. He wore faded blue jeans, work boots 
and a white wifebeater, which showed off the tattoos that spanned the length of both 
massive arms from wrist to shoulder. His face was lined and worn, fixed in a perpetual 
sneer, and his cold, blue eyes glared at his only son. “This is between me and my wife. 
Stay the fuck out of it or get the hell out of my house.” 

“Shawn, please…” 
As quick as a rattler, his father turned on his mother and kicked her in the ribs with 

his steel-toed boots. “You stay out of this. This is all your fault.” 
His mother’s cry of pain awakened some sleeping beast within him. A red haze 

filled his vision as he let out a primal yell and launched himself at his father. They fell to 
the floor in a flurry of arms and legs, each trying to hit the other. With rage came 
strength and he rolled until his father was beneath him. Drawing back his arm, he 
punched his father in the face. 

Blood spurted from his father’s mouth, the crimson stream spraying across the 
white wifebeater. His father bucked beneath him, but he pushed him down and hit him 
again and again and again, releasing a lifetime of pain and anger against his father’s 
face. The sickening, wet slap of flesh meeting flesh was lost beneath the rush of his own 
heartbeat, pounding in his ears. 

His father ceased to struggle, lying limp against the faded blue linoleum that 
covered the living room floor. He could hear his mother crying and yelling, but it 
seemed to be coming from a great distance. 

Finally, he stopped. 
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He stared down at his hands, hardly able to believe they were his own. Fisted, they 
were covered in blood. He reared back, half falling, half stumbling off his father’s still 
body. His mother’s weeping drew his attention and he turned to her. 

Her blonde hair was matted with blood and her face was ghostly white as she 
stared at him. “What have you done?” She pushed herself up off the floor and 
staggered to her feet. Her red-rimmed eyes were wide as she glanced from her husband 
to her son. “Quick, honey, you’ve got to get dressed and get away before he comes to.” 
She glanced at her husband as she skirted around his body, as if she expected him to 
jump up and start hitting her again. “He’ll kill you if you don’t get away. I’ve got some 
money you can have.” 

“Mom.” He didn’t know what else to say. All he wanted to do was bury his face in 
her lap and have her stroke his hair and tell him everything was going to be all right, 
like she used to do when he was little. But nothing was right and he was very afraid 
that it would never be right again. 

“Shh, honey.” Her gentle hands shook as she pushed his hair out of his eyes. “This 
is all my fault. I should have left him years ago. Should have taken you away from 
here.” Resignation filled her timeworn face and, for a brief moment, he could see a flash 
of determination in her eyes. She tugged on his hand, making him stand. “It’s not too 
late for you.” 

The old man groaned just as someone pounded on the front door. “Police. Open the 
door.” 

His mother tried to push him down the hallway, whispering at him to hurry to the 
bathroom and wash the blood off his hands and chest. He loved her more in that 
moment than he ever had in his entire life. He could see by the look in her eyes that she 
planned to take the blame for what he’d done and he couldn’t allow that. A man took 
responsibility for his actions. 

Leaning down, he cupped her battered face in her hands and gently kissed her 
forehead. “Everything will be okay.” At least, he prayed it would be as he slowly 
walked to the front door and turned the locks. 

The next few hours were a blur as he was arrested and charged with assault. It was 
strange, the things he remembered. The red lights flashing in the dark of the night, 
casting ghostly shadows on their worn brick building in the slums of the city they called 
home. The feel of the rain against his skin as he was placed in the backseat of the police 
car. The sight of his mother’s face, filled with tears and grief. And later, the sound of the 
prison bars slamming shut behind him, the coldness of the cell and the faraway echo of 
voices. But it was the sense of desperation he remembered most. It permeated the very 
air and he sucked it into his lungs with every breath he took. 

He kept telling himself over and over that everything would be fine. His mother 
came to visit often, but his father was out for vengeance. Playing the victim, the old 
man lied on the stand and smiled when they sentenced his son to five years in prison. 
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They wanted to make an example of him for such a vicious assault against a parent. He 
was eighteen, an adult now, and would serve his term in prison. 

His mother cried and screamed as his father all but dragged her from the 
courtroom. He knew the old man would hurt her, especially since he was no longer 
there to help protect her. He fought the guards, begging and pleading with them to help 
his mother. His father’s smile was cruel as he waved goodbye to his son. 

It was the last time he’d ever see her alive. A prison guard came by his cell less than 
a month later to tell him his mother was dead. 

He covered his ears with his hands, but her screams echoed in his head. The agony 
vibrated in his very soul. It was the screams that woke him. 

 
He bolted upright in bed, his lungs working like a bellows as he gasped for air. 

Sweat dripped from his body as he buried his face in his hands. His heart was 
pounding so hard against his chest that it hurt, and he concentrated on taking one deep 
breath after another, trying to calm the frantic beat. 

The dream was a familiar one. He’d had it many times over the past twenty-three 
years. It usually occurred during times of stress or when he was exhausted from work. 
Tonight, he knew it was because he’d been pushing himself too hard lately. 

Rolling out of bed, he planted his feet on the floor and stood. Naked, he strode to 
the bathroom off the master bedroom, trying to shake the remnants of his dream. He 
twisted on the taps, cupped his hands together and sluiced the cool water over his face. 
Turning off the taps, he rubbed his hands over his face and raised his head, peering into 
the mirror above the sink. 

The skylight and the small window allowed enough light to filter in from the city 
streets so that he could easily see himself in the mirror. The lanky eighteen-year-old 
youth was gone. In his place was a large, muscular man whose grim face looked tough 
and mean in the dim light. Lucas Squires closed his eyes against the sight. Some days he 
hated to look at himself, for the face he saw peering back at him was eerily like his 
father’s. 

Swearing, he turned away and padded out of the bathroom, ignoring the bed as he 
passed through the bedroom and continued down the hallway. It was futile for him to 
try to go back to sleep. The adrenaline was still pumping through his veins, and time 
and experience had taught him that the best way to deal with it was with physical 
activity. Hot, sweaty sex or a workout were the two best options. And since he was 
currently without a female companion, a fast and hard fuck was definitely not in the 
cards. 

Entering his workout room, he grabbed a towel he’d hung on the bar earlier and 
laid it across the weight bench. He didn’t bother with lights. What little was filtering in 
through the window was more than adequate. Settling himself with his back on the 
bench, he braced his legs, hoisted the bar and began to lift. He could easily bench-press 
his weight of two hundred pounds and he counted off the repetitions. After he’d done 
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three sets, he hefted the bar back into place and lay there on the bench, staring at the 
ceiling. 

He really didn’t want to work out tonight. What he really wanted was to lose 
himself in the softness of a woman’s body. He wanted to hear her moans of pleasure as 
he stroked his hands over her smooth skin, longed to hear her cries of completion as he 
drove his cock into her hot, wet pussy over and over until they both came in a rush of 
heat. 

It would be nice to have a special woman waiting for him each evening when he 
came home from work. He squashed that thought as quickly as it had formed. Years 
ago, he’d decided that he was better off alone. The incident with his father had taught 
him that the same violent tendencies that had existed in his father also lived inside him. 
The thought that he might be like his old man sickened him, and he wasn’t taking any 
chances. There was no way he’d risk a woman’s safety. The image of his mother’s 
battered and bruised body still haunted him. 

He’d had several long-term relationships with women who wanted a monogamous 
partner without all the ties and hassle of a “real” relationship. They’d all been 
intelligent, perfectly nice women who’d been focused on their careers and hadn’t been 
looking for more in a man than a willing partner for sex. All of the relationships had 
eventually ended amicably as all three women had been ready to move on with their 
lives and he hadn’t been willing to offer more. So he lived alone, and at forty-one, he 
was content with his life and proud of what he’d done with it. 

But none of that changed the basic fact that he had a hard-on that wasn’t going to 
dissipate any time soon. What he really wanted was a woman. His woman. Closing his 
eyes, he pictured her in his mind. She’d be curvy and soft with eyes the color of rich 
chocolate. She’d smile at him with her pouty cherry-pink lips as she flicked her 
cinnamon-colored curls over her milky-white shoulder. One corner of his mouth kicked 
up in a smile when he realized he was using food, specifically baking ingredients, to 
describe his perfect woman. But after all, they were his stock and trade. 

His cock twitched and he reached down and wrapped his hand around it. Slowly, 
he moved it up and down the hard length, all the while imagining it was her touching 
his body. 

Her hands would be small but eager as they grasped him, squeezing tight. She’d 
use her other hand to cup his scrotum and massage his balls. His breathing got deeper 
as he relaxed into the daydream. 

Then she’d smile at him, a wicked smile that made her eyes gleam with mischief as 
she knelt in front of him. Lowering her head, she would lap at his cock with her tongue, 
swirling it around the tip. He could picture her pink lips sliding over the hard length as 
it disappeared into her mouth. Ever so slowly, she’d pull back, tracing her tongue over 
his pulsing erection. 

Groaning, he pumped harder and faster as he imagined her hand working up and 
down his length as she continued to suck him off. Her breasts would be plump, tipped 
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with large pink nipples, and they would sway with every movement she made. She’d 
moan and arch her sex against his leg, drenching it in her juices. Damn, but she’d taste 
fantastic too. He knew she would. A combination of sweetness and musk that would be 
addictive. 

A bead of sweat rolled down his forehead and into his eye, but he ignored the sting. 
He was so close to coming. His balls drew up tight to his body as his hand continued its 
frantic rhythm. His cock seemed to swell even larger as he pumped harder, imagining 
her mouth sucking him deeper. Lucas’ whole body jerked as semen gushed from the tip 
of his cock and he came onto his stomach. The daydream flickered away and his dream 
woman disappeared back into the mists of his imagination. 

As he lay there panting for breath, his hand dropped away from his cock. 
Physically, he felt better, but there was an emptiness inside him that yearned to be 
filled. Liquid began to drip down his side and he swore. Sitting up quickly, he grabbed 
the towel out from under his body and used it to clean himself up. 

Dawn was breaking as he pushed off the weight bench and headed back to the 
bathroom, dumping the towel in the laundry room as he passed. Sleep was definitely 
not going to happen now. He shoved a hand through his short hair, yawning so wide 
that he felt his jawbone crack. Pushing all thoughts of his restless night out of his mind, 
he focused on the coming day. 

A shower was his first priority. Then it was back to work. He had a ton of baking to 
do this morning if he wanted to get everything done in time for the party that would 
launch Coffee Breaks in its new location. Work had always been his salvation and this 
time would be no different. 
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Chapter Two 
 
“Girl, you need to get laid.” 
Candy Logan burst into laughter at her best friend’s pronouncement. Shaking her 

head and smiling, she turned her attention back to the papers strewn across her desk. 
She knew the address she was looking for was buried somewhere in there and she 
didn’t have much time to find it. 

“I’m serious, Candy. You need something else in your life besides work.” 
“You’re supposed to call me Candace.” The words were automatic, as much a 

reminder for herself as it was for her friend. 
“I don’t know why you want to change your name all of a sudden. What’s wrong 

with Candy?” 
Giving up hope of getting any peace and quiet until she’d placated her friend, 

Candy sat back in her chair and stared at the other woman. With her hands on her hips 
and a scowl on her face, Missy Sinclair was a formidable presence. At six feet tall, with 
dark ebony skin and piercing brown eyes, Missy was gorgeous enough to have been a 
fashion model. People literally stopped in their tracks when she walked by—or 
sauntered by, as the case may be. Missy never hurried anywhere unless absolutely 
necessary. She was also the best friend a girl could ever have and the two of them had 
been close since they started working at TK Publishing six years ago. 

“People don’t take a woman named Candy seriously.” She’d heard every joke and 
innuendo in the book growing up. For some unfathomable reason, her mother had 
saddled her with a name that always made her the butt of jokes. 

She pinched the bridge of her nose, ignoring the brewing headache as she tried to 
remember where she’d put that address. “And I want to make the most of this 
promotion.” She’d been promoted to publicist, and this new project was the first she’d 
handled on her own for the company. Up until now, she’d been an assistant publicist—
more a glorified secretary, actually. She was flying solo on this one and there was no 
way she wanted to screw it up. But nothing had been going the way she planned. 

“Once people get to know you, they don’t care about your name. You’re damned 
good at your job.” Missy pushed a lock of dark brown hair out of her face and sighed. 
“And I still think you need to get laid.” 

“That’s your answer for everything, Missy. Sex.” It was easy for her friend to 
suggest that, but then, she didn’t have any trouble getting dates. Candy hadn’t had a 
date since…well, she didn’t even want to try to remember the last time she managed to 
have a date with a man who even remotely interested her. Too many of her friends had 
set her up on blind dates and she’d sworn off men altogether after the last fiasco. 
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“No, it’s not.” Missy gracefully lowered herself into the seat in front of Candy’s 
desk and crossed her long, shapely legs. “Sometimes chocolate will do the trick.” She 
grinned mischievously. “But this situation definitely calls for sex.” She paused for effect 
before continuing. “When was the last time you even heated the sheets?” 

“Just before Gary and I split over a year ago.” She slapped her hand over her 
mouth, unable to believe she’d just blurted that out. 

Missy didn’t miss a beat. “See, I’m right. You really do need a night of hot, sweaty 
sex with some hunk. Practice safe sex and nobody gets hurt, but you’ll certainly feel 
much more relaxed about things.” 

Candy chuckled in spite of herself. Missy always did know how to make her laugh 
and help her gain perspective on a problem. “I don’t have time to relax. What am I 
going to do about Lucas Squires?” She switched topics easily, knowing Missy would 
drop the subject. For now. “He won’t take my phone calls and I can’t leave a message 
because he doesn’t have an answering machine. What kind of person doesn’t have an 
answering machine or some kind of message manager in this day and age?” She took a 
deep breath when she heard the frustration in her own voice. 

“Obviously a person who wants to be left alone.” 
Candy scowled. “You’re not helping. I know he wants to be left alone, but as a 

publicist for this company, I’ve got to get him to do some promotion for his new book. 
It’s due out in two months and I haven’t been able to set up any kind of advance 
publicity at all that involved the elusive Mr. Squires.” This was her own very personal 
pet project and she desperately wanted it to succeed. 

“It’s not your fault that he’s being reclusive.” 
She knew that Missy was right, but it didn’t make her feel any better. “But I do feel 

responsible. I was the one who brought this project to the company in the first place.” 
It had all started innocently enough at a downtown Chicago art gallery. Candy had 

fallen in love with the work of local painter, Katie Benjamin, and had attended the 
showing. She’d been thrilled to meet the artist and even more thrilled a few months 
later when Katie had called and asked her out to lunch. Over dessert, the other woman 
had produced the rough draft for a cookbook and asked Candy’s opinion. 

She’d been enthralled by the idea of the book from the beginning. 
Filled with original artwork from Katie—everything from simple line drawings to 

elaborate oil paintings—it was, quite simply, gorgeous. The text of the book consisted of 
recipes for all manner of desserts and treats as well as anecdotal stories about Coffee 
Breaks, a well-known local coffee shop. It was only after they’d talked for a while that 
Candy had come to realize that Katie had compiled the work, but the person behind the 
recipes was Lucas Squires, the owner of the shop. 

Fired with enthusiasm, she’d convinced the editors at TK Publishing to take a 
chance on it. They loved the idea of combining the artwork of an up-and-coming artist 
with the recipes from a popular local coffee shop. They figured it would be a hit with 
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locals and tourists alike and would have mass appeal as well. The recipes went from the 
simple to the complex, but there was something for everyone. 

Now the book was close to release and management was pushing for advance 
promotion to coincide with the grand reopening of the new Coffee Breaks location. 
They wanted local television and media coverage, and she had yet to be able to track 
down Lucas Squires long enough to say one word to the man. It was frustrating, to say 
the least. 

She was damned good at her job, but he was quickly becoming a mark on her 
otherwise unblemished record. And that, she could not allow. She knew she could do 
this job. After all, she’d done most of her old boss’s work before finally being promoted 
after years of hard work. There was no way she was going to allow Lucas Squires to 
ruin everything she’d worked for. All she wanted was a few hours of his time over the 
next few months. That certainly wasn’t unreasonable to expect considering the money 
her company had put behind this project. 

“Earth to Candy.” Missy waved her hand back and forth. “I recognize that look and 
it means you’re up to something.” 

Candy jumped. She’d been so lost in her thoughts, she’d all but forgotten that her 
friend was still sitting there. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She pasted an 
innocent look on her face, but Missy just laughed at her. 

“I know you too well to be fooled by the ‘I’m not doing anything’ look.” 
Placing her hand over her heart, she shook her head sorrowfully. “I’m so 

misunderstood.” Missy laughed but made no motion to leave, and Candy knew she 
wouldn’t budge until she knew what was going on. “Okay.” She leaned back in her 
own chair. “There’s a party this afternoon, by invitation only, to celebrate the fact that 
the new location of Coffee Breaks will be ready to open its doors next week.” 

“And you know this because…” Missy’s voice trailed off. 
“Katie just happened to send me an invitation.” She felt a large smile spread across 

her face. “And Mr. Elusive has to be at his own party, right? All I have to do is corner 
him and keep at him until he agrees to give me a few hours of promotion time.” 

“Very sneaky. I like that about you.” Missy glanced at her watch, sighed and stood. 
“I’ve got to get back to work, but take it easy at the party. Maybe he’s got a reason for 
avoiding you. Maybe he’s just shy.” 

Candy nodded. “Maybe.” In fact, she had a picture of the man in her head. She 
knew he was in his early forties and she figured he was short and probably balding. He 
also spent most of his time in a kitchen, so he was probably portly as well. She could 
relate to that as she was no lightweight herself, perpetually trying to shed that last ten 
pounds that would never go away and sat right on her hips and belly. 

“I’ll call you tonight for the scoop on the success or failure of your party crashing.” 
Missy wiggled her fingers goodbye as she strolled out the door. 

Turning back to her desk, Candy dug through the pile in her in-box. She was sure 
she’d tossed the invitation in there when she’d gotten it. Ah ha! She plucked the cream-
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colored envelope out from between two magazines and waved it in the air. Today, she 
would meet the infamous Lucas Squires. He’d soon find that he could run, but he 
couldn’t hide from her. 

 
Lucas stood in the shadows of the far corner and stared around the room. Pleasure 

filled him. He couldn’t believe how much the building had changed since he had 
purchased it. Even though it had been rundown and in need of major repairs, it had still 
cost him a pretty penny. But it was worth every cent, he thought as he took in the 
changes that weeks of hard work and sweat had wrought. 

The main area of the coffee shop was warm and inviting. Hardwood floors gleamed 
underfoot—a pleasant surprise that they’d found when they’d ripped up the old 
linoleum. Wainscoting adorned the bottom half of the wall, while a rich French vanilla 
cream color topped the upper half. Wood tables and chairs were scattered strategically 
around the room, while five cozy booths lined the far wall. The sinking February sun 
was shining in through the series of small windows that ran across the front of the shop. 
All in all, Lucas was pleased with the work that had been done and in such a short time. 

Right now the space was filled with people, many of them long-time customers or 
suppliers, as well as a smattering of friends and neighbors who’d all come today to 
celebrate the finish of the renovations. Chatter filled the air as people drifted from 
group to group, talking and laughing and eating. He’d already replenished the buffet 
table twice and this crowd showed no signs of letting up. Good thing he’d made plenty. 

“So, what do you think?” 
Lucas recognized the arm that slipped around his waist and he automatically 

draped his arm across her shoulders as he looked down at the woman standing beside 
him. Until recently, there had only been two people on the face of the planet that Lucas 
considered family, and Katie Wallace, former employee and the sister of his heart, was 
one of them. Not related by blood, they had long ago decided they were family. But in 
the past year, that small circle had expanded to three and now included her new 
husband as well. 

“Lucas?” She was frowning at him now, so he gave her a quick squeeze of 
reassurance. 

“It looks good.” 
She laughed, the sweet sound filling the room. “Honestly, could you tone down 

your enthusiasm?” 
The corner of his mouth kicked up slightly as he glowered at her in mock anger. 

“All right,” he conceded. “I love it.” He gazed around the room again and his voice 
lowered. “I really love it.” 

It was the first home he’d ever owned. And that’s what it was, really. He’d taken 
the main floor for the new shop, but the top floor of the modest three-story building 
belonged to him, and he was slowly renovating it to suit his own tastes and needs. The 
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second floor had been gutted but still needed to be remodeled. He had plans to rent the 
entire floor either as office space or as two apartments. He hadn’t quite decided yet. 

“I’m glad. You deserve to be happy.” She went up on her toes and kissed his cheek. 
“Making time with my wife, Squires?” a male voice growled. Cain Benjamin was a 

huge man who stood well over six-and-a-half-feet tall. With a black patch covering his 
left eye and his long black hair flowing to his shoulders, he looked more like a pirate 
than a multimillionaire businessman. 

Lucas just cocked his eyebrow at the large man who’d strolled over to stand beside 
them. “You treating her right?” 

Katie laughed again and gave him another quick kiss before going over to slide into 
her husband’s arms. “Honestly, anybody listening to you two would think you couldn’t 
stand each other.” 

Lucas was glad that Katie had found a man who loved her as much as Cain 
obviously did. Their relationship hadn’t been an easy one from the very beginning and 
for a while it didn’t look like they’d make it. They’d had more than their share of 
problems to sort through, but the big guy had finally come to his senses, and not a 
moment too soon as far as Lucas was concerned. Now the two of them were happy 
together and Lucas had found himself with an unexpected friend. 

The ironic part of the situation was that it was Cain’s company that had bought the 
original building that had housed Coffee Breaks and had forced Lucas to look for 
another location. That had also caused problems for Cain and Katie when it had finally 
come out. 

Lucas had thought about leaving Chicago altogether, but after much soul-searching 
he had decided to stay. After all, it was home. It had all ended for the best as far as 
Lucas was concerned. In fact, it was Cain who’d suggested this building to him. 

“Congratulations, Lucas.” Cain extended his hand and Lucas reached out and 
shook it. The two of them were friends now. Katie had been the reason they’d met, but 
they had forged their own bond of friendship over the last year. 

“Thanks.” The other man had helped him with much more than just finding the 
building. “For everything.” Lucas meant to continue, but his mind suddenly went 
blank, all thoughts forgotten, as the woman from his dreams walked in through the 
front door of his shop. 

He blinked, certain he was dreaming. But she was still there, chewing on her 
bottom lip as she peered around the room, obviously searching for someone. As she 
opened her coat, slid it off and handed it to the person in charge of the coat-check he’d 
set up for the evening, his cock stirred and every male instinct he possessed began 
screaming at him to claim her before another man did. 

Her cheeks were flushed from the cold outside and her lips were rosy. He couldn’t 
tell if the color of her lips was due to her lipstick or the fact that she was chewing 
nervously on them. Her hair was thick and curly, falling to just past her shoulders, and 
when she walked past the window, the fading sunlight made it glint. It was the color of 
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a cinnamon stick. She was wearing a nondescript beige suit, which, in his opinion, was 
about two sizes too big for her. It hid her shape. But Lucas had always been a keen 
observer and this woman had some serious curves under that outfit. He’d bet on it. 

As if from a distance, he heard Katie tell him that she and Cain were going to get 
something to eat. He must have made an appropriate response because they left him 
standing there as they wandered off toward the buffet table that had been set up on the 
main counter of the shop. 

He tracked the mystery lady as she moved through the room. The heels on her 
boots were about four inches high and were ridiculously inappropriate for a slippery 
winter day as far as he was concerned. But man, they made her legs look good. The 
only redeeming feature about the hideous suit she wore was that the skirt fell about 
three inches above her knee. From what he could see, she had incredible legs. 

He was starting to sweat now. He swore and took a deep breath as his cock pushed 
hard against the zipper of his jeans. A hard-on was definitely not appropriate for a 
crowded party, but what was a guy to do when a vision from his own fantasy walked 
through the front door? 

She stopped to chat to someone and he growled with displeasure when she placed 
her hand on the other man’s arm. He felt like stalking over and yanking her hand away. 

What the hell was the matter with him? He turned away and took another deep 
breath. He had to get control of himself. Raking his hand through his hair, he gathered 
his composure before turning back to the room. 

His stomach clenched when he didn’t see her right away. Had she left? Quickly, he 
scanned the room and found her off to his right, looking slightly forlorn. Maybe he 
could help her find whoever she was looking for. After all, as host of this party, it was 
his responsibility to make sure his guests were taken care of. 

Right, he snorted as he sauntered toward her, ignoring everyone who tried to catch 
his attention. His entire focus was on the woman in front of him. 
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Chapter Three 
 
Candy stared around the room in dismay. She couldn’t believe that she’d missed 

Lucas Squires yet again. But the person she’d just talked to had told her that the object 
of her search had already come and gone. “Damn. Damn. Damn,” she muttered under 
her breath. 

This was definitely not going as planned. Besides which, her new boots hurt her 
feet and she was starving. It was just after five o’clock and she hadn’t had time for 
lunch. Sighing, she thought about just hauling on her coat and going home to curl up 
with a pizza and about a gallon of vanilla ice cream. It had been that kind of a day. 

“That’s a big sigh. Is there anything I can help you with?” 
Candy glanced toward the voice and had to look up. Oh my! For the first time in 

her life, all ability to speak left her. The man standing next to her cocked his eyebrow, 
obviously waiting for her reply. Well, he’d have to wait a little longer. There was no 
way she could talk. It was taking all her concentration just to breathe. 

Never had she been so instantly attracted to a man in her life. He was much taller 
than she was, and she was wearing high-heeled boots. But then again, she wasn’t very 
tall, so that wasn’t surprising. Massive—that was the first word that came to mind to 
describe him. His shoulders looked to be about a yard wide and his thick biceps 
strained the sleeves of the short-sleeved T-shirt he was wearing. Her fingers itched to 
touch them just to see if they were as hard as they looked. 

His blond hair was cut short, but there was just enough for her to run her fingers 
through. Her hands curled into fists at her sides as she fought the impulse to just reach 
out and stroke it. His face wasn’t pretty. Instead it was compelling and tough, just like 
the rest of him. His nose looked as if it had been broken at least once, and his thin lips 
were set in a half-scowl as he continued to wait for her reply. 

He was the kind of man you didn’t want to meet in a dark alley, the kind of man 
that made other men nervous. But Candy wasn’t the least bit afraid of him. For the first 
time in her life, she understood instant attraction. Everything feminine inside her was 
screaming out to jump this man’s bones. Her breasts were aching and she was glad that 
she’d kept her suit jacket buttoned or he’d be able to see her pebbled nipples through 
her blouse. She fought the impulse to squirm as she creamed her panties just looking at 
this sexy stranger. 

She could feel the heat creeping up her cheeks as Missy’s earlier words rang in her 
head. Maybe she really did need to get laid. Sex with this man would be incredible. She 
didn’t know how she knew that, she just did. And, oh God, she couldn’t remember 
what he’d asked her. 

Clearing her throat, she tried to appear nonchalant. “I’m sorry. What did you say?” 
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The corner of his mouth kicked up in a half-smile and her heart skipped a beat as 
she fought the urge to fan her face. This man was lethal. If she reacted this strongly to 
just the hint of a smile, she didn’t even want to think about what she might do if he 
really smiled. He just oozed sex appeal. 

“I asked if there was anything I could help you with.” The low, sensual sound of his 
voice strummed over her like a lover’s caress. Her entire body was tight and needy. She 
felt as if she’d spent the last half-hour engaging in intense foreplay and she was now 
close to coming. 

“Ah,” she stuttered. “No, but thank you. I was looking for someone, but he’s no 
longer here. It’s not important.” She couldn’t believe the nonsense she was babbling. 
Not important. It was supposed to be the most important thing in her life, but she no 
longer cared about the elusive Lucas Squires. Right now, all her focus was on the 
mystery man in front of her. 

“His loss is my gain then. What’s your name?” 
“Candy.” He’d slipped that question in so smoothly, she replied before she thought. 

“Forget I said that.” She worried her bottom lip with her teeth. 
“Why? It’s a great name.” He ran his laser-like, pale blue eyes up and down her 

body. “And it suits you.” 
Candy gaped at him, stunned. Was this man flirting with her? She glanced down at 

the lower half of his body. Immediately her gaze shot back up to his face, only to find 
him staring down at her with a knowing expression. That was an impressive hard-on 
pushing against the front of his jeans. She swallowed hard. There was no doubt that he 
was attracted to her and wasn’t afraid for her to know it. 

Oh God, what should she do? She could pretend she hadn’t noticed, excuse herself 
and just go home to her pizza and ice cream. Or she could let go of her control, just this 
once, and enjoy a steamy, sexual encounter with a complete stranger. There really 
should be no choice. Candy wasn’t the type of woman to indulge in a one-night stand, 
but the man standing in front of her was the kind of man who came along once in a 
woman’s lifetime—if she were lucky. 

Okay, no need to jump the gun. He hadn’t even made a motion toward her. Maybe 
this was just her overactive imagination and her unruly hormones both running amok. 
She’d just play along and see where the situation led. And if it did happen to end in the 
two of them having wild sex, well then, that was okay. They were both two healthy, 
unattached adults. 

She paused and glanced at his ring finger, which thankfully was bare. But she made 
a mental note to check that out for sure if she did decide to indulge with him. She was 
no poacher. 

She thought about asking him his name, but decided against it. If she did choose to 
indulge her passion with him, it was definitely going to be a one-time thing. Better for 
both of them if they remained two strangers that passed in the night, as it were. Yes, 
she’d told him her first name, but he’d probably forget it in no time. 
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She consoled herself that if it did indeed happen, they’d probably never see each 
other again and they’d be nothing more than a pleasant memory to one another. Why 
her stomach turned over at the thought, she didn’t know and there was no time to 
examine the feeling. 

“Would you like to have a tour of the place?” He swept his hand out to encompass 
the coffee shop. 

“Sure. If it’s okay, I mean. I wouldn’t want you to get in trouble with the owner or 
anything.” Candy slammed her mouth shut. She couldn’t seem to stop making an idiot 
of herself every time she opened it. 

But luckily her handsome stranger didn’t seem to notice. In fact, he seemed kind of 
amused. “No, it’s fine.” Wrapping his arm around her shoulders, he turned her and 
guided her toward the kitchen door. “Let me show you the kitchen.” 

The weight of his arm felt good around her. Not heavy, but protective. Her legs felt 
like jelly, making it hard to walk, but somehow she managed to get through the 
swinging doors. As the door swung shut behind them, the sound of the party faded 
away. Even though the light was on and a room full of people was right next to them, it 
felt incredibly intimate with just the two of them standing there. 

She got the impression of a large, clean room, gleaming with stainless steel 
appliances and cooking utensils before she was swung around. Her back was against 
the cooking island that dominated the center of the kitchen. Gasping, she glanced up 
and swallowed hard. The lustful gleam in his eyes assured her that he not only wanted 
her, but he was more than ready to take her. 

Candy licked her suddenly dry lips. His eyes followed their movement and he 
groaned. Had she been responsible for that? She did it again, just to be certain. Sure 
enough, he closed his eyes and a deep, rumbling sound rose from his chest. Well, she 
liked this. She’d never felt like a sexy siren before. Certainly none of the men she’d ever 
dated or been with had ever reacted quite like this before. It was heady stuff. 

When he opened his eyes, they were so hot, she felt scorched by their intensity. He 
began to slowly lower his head toward her, leaving her no doubt that he was about to 
kiss her but giving her plenty of time to protest or change her mind. 

Candy went up on her toes and met him halfway. 
 
Lucas could hardly wrap his thoughts around the fact that he was alone with the 

woman who looked as if she’d stepped right out of his most erotic fantasies. She was 
nervous. He could tell by the way her eyes darted around the room and the fact that she 
kept chewing on her bottom lip. Damn, but he wanted to taste her mouth. Candy. His 
mystery lady had a name now, and somehow it suited her. She looked sweet and 
somehow innocent, with her big chocolate brown eyes staring up at him. 

He had to taste her. Ever so slowly, he leaned down, giving her every opportunity 
to change her mind, all the while praying that she wouldn’t. He fought the urge just to 
grab her and sweep her upstairs and into his bed. Flattening his hands on the 
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countertop on either side of her, he effectively caged her in without touching her. His 
nostrils flared as he moved closer, and the sweet scent of peppermint drifted toward 
him, mixed with the smell of soap and aroused woman. He took a deep breath, 
imprinting her unique scent on his brain. 

As if he’d ever forget it. 
Then she stretched upward to meet him and he was lost. His lips skimmed hers 

ever so gently so as not to frighten her. Her mouth was soft and her lips parted as he 
stroked his tongue across them. Taking advantage of her invitation, he slipped his 
tongue inside her mouth and was immediately surrounded by her warmth. He groaned 
and slid his tongue into the recesses of her mouth, savoring the peppermint flavor. His 
cock was throbbing now as it pushed against the zipper of his jeans. It was almost 
painful, but it was a good kind of pain. The kind of pain that made a man feel vibrantly 
alive. 

It was a feeling that had been missing from his life as of late. 
Her tongue began a slow duel with his and he retreated from her. Sure enough, she 

followed him, her small tongue darting into his mouth. He sucked it deeper and she 
moaned low in her throat. The sound was much like a kitten’s purr. He wondered what 
she’d sound like when he was buried deep inside her, fucking her hard, bringing her to 
climax. 

Damn, he felt hot. His entire body was shaking with need and he could feel 
perspiration making his shirt stick to him. His fingers dug into the edge of the counter. 
He wanted to strip her naked, lift her onto the kitchen island and lose himself in her 
heat. Her pussy would taste sweet and she’d be so damned wet and ready for him. He 
groaned and broke away from her. Burying his face in the curve of her neck, he inhaled 
deeply as he tried to steady his breathing. 

Her small hand grabbed the front of his T-shirt as she swayed toward him. 
Immediately, he wrapped his hands around her waist to support her. Her curves felt 
substantial beneath his questing fingers and he couldn’t resist sliding his hands behind 
her and gripping her bottom, molding the soft globes with his palms. “You’ve got a 
great ass.” 

She froze for a second and then her gaze flew to his as she emitted a shaky laugh. 
Way to go, Squires, he berated himself. You certainly know how to charm a lady. But she 
seemed strangely pleased rather than offended. 

“Ah…thank you.” She shook her head and he was afraid she was going to tell him 
it was time for her to go. He wasn’t quite ready for that to happen yet. So, before she 
had a chance to speak, he nuzzled the curve of her neck and left a trail of kisses behind 
him as he worked his way toward her earlobe. 

Nipping the lobe between his teeth, he tugged slightly on the discreet gold hoop 
that adorned it. Everything about her turned him on, from her minimal jewelry to her 
oversized business attire and her ridiculous boots. The woman definitely had class 
written all over her. 
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Her breathing quickened and she shifted closer to him. He could feel her breasts 
pushing against his chest even through the material of her suit jacket, but it wasn’t 
enough. Sliding one hand between them, he slipped the two buttons of the jacket open 
and pushed the lapels back, revealing the silky blouse beneath. He didn’t pause, but 
kept his hand moving upward until his palm was between her breasts. She sucked in a 
deep breath, her heart pounding beneath his hand. 

Lucas shoved one of his booted feet between hers, urging her closer with the hand 
still plastered to her backside. The skirt rode up slightly as his leg slid further between 
her thighs until her pussy was hard against his leg. He traced the whorls of her ear with 
his tongue. “I want you, Candy.” 

Leaving her straddling his thigh, he framed her face with his hands, tipping it up so 
that she was looking right at him. Her face was flushed and her lips parted as she 
gasped for breath. Her eyes were deep, dark and filled with desire. With her hair 
hanging down her shoulders in tousled curls, she looked like a woman in the throes of 
sexual release. 

“I want to taste you, to touch you.” He slid his fingers into her hair, tangling them 
in the cinnamon-colored locks. “I want to bury my cock in your pussy and fuck you 
long and hard. I want to hear your voice in my ear as you beg me to fuck you even 
harder.” He leaned down until their lips were almost touching again. “And I want to 
hear your screams when you come.” 

“Ohmigod,” she gasped. 
He could feel her hips shift slightly, seeking better contact with his thigh and he 

almost howled with pleasure. She wanted him too. There was no doubt about that. But 
would she let him have her? 

“Let me have you.” His words echoed his thoughts as he untangled his fingers from 
her hair, sliding them down her back until he was gripping her ass once again. Pulling 
her closer, he lifted her higher on his thigh. Her whimper of need was music to his ears. 
“It’ll be so damned good, Candy.” 

“Yes.” She sprang to life suddenly, practically climbing him as she wrapped her 
arms around his neck and hooked her leg over his thigh. 

Lucas lifted her right off the floor, groaning when she rubbed herself against the 
hard length of his erection. He was going to come in his jeans if he didn’t get inside her 
soon. The sounds of the party just beyond them filtered through his muddled brain and 
he had sense enough to know he couldn’t take her here. 

Walking was pure torture as her heated mound moved over him with every step he 
took. Her hands were busy, too, and she was stroking his chest and shoulders as she 
leaned into him and placed hot little kisses on his neck. 

He’d never make it to his office. Half stumbling, half walking, he managed to get 
them the few steps necessary to reach a large walk-in storage room. Kicking the door 
closed behind him, he shut the world outside. 
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Chapter Four 
 
The sound of the door slamming shut shook Candy out of her sensual daze. What 

was she doing? This man was a complete stranger and she’d just agreed to have sex 
with him. It was one thing to think about it, maybe even to fantasize about it, but it was 
another thing altogether to actually do it. 

Their heavy breathing was the only sound in the room. The noise from the party 
had been shut outside the heavy door. She forced herself to unwind her legs from 
around his waist and lower them to the floor. She gasped and then moaned as she slid 
over the large bulge in his jeans. 

He unhooked her purse, which was still miraculously slung over her shoulder, and 
eased it down her arm, dropping it onto the floor. A small window in the back emitted 
some meager light into the room, illuminating it slightly. Half in the shadows, he 
looked even larger and more intimidating, if that was possible. 

As if he guessed her thoughts, he leaned down and nuzzled her neck with his lips. 
Unconsciously, she tilted her head to one side, wanting more of his touch. God, he was 
so good at that. He nipped at the sensitive skin where her neck and shoulder met, 
sending shivers down her spine and making her core pulse even harder. She shifted 
from one foot to another, but there was no relief to be had from the sexual frustration 
and need pounding though her veins. 

“We can’t do this.” She didn’t know how she found the strength to say the words, 
but she did. “I don’t do this kind of thing.” 

“Of course, we can,” he murmured as he flicked his tongue over her ear. “And I 
never thought that you did.” 

It took a moment for his words to make sense to her because she couldn’t even 
remember what she’d said to him. She had to get a hold of herself. Putting her hands on 
his chest, she pushed and was mildly surprised when he immediately stepped back. She 
ignored the small flare of disappointment that he’d given up so easily. God, how 
perverse was that? Shaking her head, she struggled to regain her composure. 

But before she could speak, he did, seducing her with words alone. “We won’t do 
anything you don’t want to.” His eyes burned with desire as they drifted over her body. 
“I just want to taste you, to pleasure you.” 

The way his voice lowered on the last of his words caused a fresh gush of cream to 
dampen her panties. She closed her eyes to shut out the potent sight of him, but they 
jerked open again when she felt his touch on her body. His hands slipped inside her 
suit jacket, sliding over the silk of her blouse and coming to rest just under her breasts. 
She sucked in a deep breath as her nipples strained against the cups of her bra, begging 
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for his touch. But he kept his hands resting just below her breasts, obviously waiting for 
her consent. 

What harm would there be? the voice in the back of her head whispered. She 
ruthlessly tried to block out that voice even as every bit of her attention was focused on 
the large male hands almost cupping her breasts. 

“You’re not married or anything, are you?” She groaned as soon as the words left 
her mouth. 

The appalled expression on his face actually reassured her. “No.” He pulled his 
hands away from her body and she instantly felt the loss, suddenly cold where only 
seconds before she’d been deliciously hot. “Are you?” 

Now it was her turn to be appalled. “Of course not.” She bit her lip, realizing that 
she’d all but insulted the man. “I’m sorry. I’m just not any good at this.” 

His massive arms came around her and he hugged her gently. She rested her face 
against his shoulder and sighed. “You’re doing just fine, sugar.” His erection poked her 
in the stomach, but he kept his grip on her shoulders light and undemanding. 

She’d been called “sugar” many times in her life, but never before had she liked it. 
The way it rolled off his tongue, it was an endearment, not a taunt. The air was electric 
with the sexual desire that existed between them and, rightly or wrongly, Candy knew 
she wanted to sample it. She took a step back and he dropped his arms to his sides. Her 
eyes never left his face as she slipped her suit jacket off her shoulders and tossed it on 
top of her purse. 

The heat in his eyes flared as he reached out and cupped her jaw in his large hand. 
“Only what you want.” The look in his eyes was deadly serious and she felt that he 
needed her to believe that he meant what he said. She gave him one nervous nod before 
reaching for the buttons on her blouse. “Let me.” His husky voice stroked her like a 
caress even as his hands pushed hers aside. 

Candy watched as he tugged her blouse out of the waistband of her skirt. The 
slithering sound of the silk being drawn over the thicker fabric was incredibly arousing. 
She’d never had a man undress her before. Always with her other lovers, she’d 
undressed herself. 

Starting from the bottom, he slowly slid each button from its hole. When it was 
open, he pushed it over her shoulders and let it drop to the floor behind her. His hands 
hovered over her lace-covered breasts for a moment before his thumbs brushed the 
turgid peaks pushing against the cups of her bra. 

That one touch had her womb contracting tight and she couldn’t stifle the gasp that 
escaped her. He met her gaze and smiled. That simple action transformed him totally. 
In that moment, Candy was lost. He looked like some fallen angel—tempting her, 
needing her, wanting her. And she wanted to give him whatever he needed. 

Reaching between her breasts, he deftly opened the front closure and pushed back 
her bra, letting the straps slide down her arms. Her breasts sprang free from their 
confinement, feeling heavy and aching with need. He cupped their weight in his hands 
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as he lowered his head. She thought she heard him whisper the word “perfect” just 
before his tongue stroked over one of the swollen tips. 

She sifted her hands though his hair, as she’d wanted to do since the moment she 
first saw him. The short, silky strands slipped through her fingers. He groaned as he 
took her nipple into his mouth and suckled hard. Her fingers tightened, her nails 
digging into his scalp as she pulled his face tighter to her breast. 

He stroked her other breast with his fingers, plucking at the swollen nipple, 
carefully rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. Candy lost herself in the 
incredible sensations that engulfed her. This felt better than any sex she’d ever had and 
he was only touching her breasts. The pulsing between her thighs increased as he 
pleasured her. 

Suddenly he pulled back, breathing hard as he sucked air into his lungs. His hands 
wrapped around her waist as he walked her backward until her back touched the door. 
Kneeling on the floor in front of her, he gripped her ankles with his fingers and eased 
her legs apart. The action was constricted somewhat by the confining fabric of her skirt. 
Scooting closer to her, he stroked his hands over her boots, past her knees and under 
her skirt. 

Candy sucked in a breath as his warm hands paused. He had discovered she was 
wearing thigh-high stockings and not pantyhose. “Oh, yeah,” he growled as he 
continued to slide his hands upward, pushing the fabric of her skirt higher and higher 
until it was shoved around her waist. He tucked one end in the waistband to hold it out 
of his way. A stray beam of light from the outside streetlamp made his blond hair gleam 
as he moved his face closer to her panties. The sight of his dark hand touching the pale 
pink silk of her panties made her gasp. 

His touch was so gentle, almost reverent, as he stroked the silky fabric, moving 
lower as he fingered the crotch of her panties. He raised his fingers to his nose and 
sniffed. “You smell hot, sugar.” 

Candy could feel the heat of a blush creeping up her cheeks and was glad that the 
room was mostly in shadows so he wouldn’t see it. No man had ever said anything like 
that to her before and it was incredibly arousing, making her squirm. 

He reached up, caught the delicate fabric in both his hands and yanked. The sound 
of silk rending was unusually loud. She could feel the cool air on her side and then her 
mound as he peeled the fabric aside. He slid the remains of her panties down her other 
leg and she automatically lifted her foot so he could pull it away. Raising the silky 
fabric to his face, he inhaled deeply before shoving it into his back pocket. 

Candy was as appalled as she was aroused. He’d not only ripped her panties from 
her body, but it was obvious he wasn’t planning on giving them back. But all that was 
forgotten as his hands stroked the skin on the inside of her thigh, moving closer to her 
core. She sucked in a deep breath, willing him to touch her. Needing to feel his hands 
where she ached the most. Strung on the tight thread of desire, she closed her eyes and 
waited for his touch. 
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Lucas felt his hands tremble as they slid up the inside of her soft, milky-white 

thighs. The strain of holding himself in check was beginning to make itself felt. Part of 
him wanted to haul her down to the floor, mount her and fuck her until neither of them 
could walk. But another part of him wanted to touch her gently and savor every inch of 
her body. Most of all, he didn’t want to do anything to frighten her. He sensed his 
mystery lady was uncertain and could bolt at any second. He was determined to give 
her so much pleasure, she wouldn’t even think of leaving. 

The sight of his large, rough hands moving across her pale skin was incredibly 
arousing. He only wished that there was more light, rather than the dim beam shining 
through the window. But he’d take what he could get. There was no way he was going 
to disrupt the mood, not when she was waiting expectantly for him to touch her. 

The room was silent except for the occasional muted blast of a horn from the street 
traffic just outside the building. So far from the party, they could only hear the 
occasional murmur from the crowd. Nothing else existed at the moment but the two of 
them here together. He traced the crease at the tops of her thighs with his thumbs and 
she shuddered. Her breathing was getting louder as she got more aroused. 

Her hands gripped the top of his head and he stilled, afraid she was going to push 
him away. “Take off your shirt. I want to see you.” Her hesitant request sent a shudder 
down his spine. 

He sat back on his heels, reached his hands behind his shoulders, grabbed two 
handfuls of fabric and yanked his white T-shirt over his head, flinging it aside. She 
reached out and tentatively touched his shoulder. He gritted his teeth as his cock 
throbbed with need. Her small hand felt so damned good. He wanted to spend an 
entire night lying on his bed, having her run her exploring fingers over his body. But 
right now, she had to stop. 

He captured her fingers as they slipped over the muscles in his arm. “Sugar, if you 
keep that up, I’m going to come in my pants.” His blunt words startled her. He could 
tell by the way her hand jerked in his grasp and the way her breath hitched slightly. 
Glancing up, he half expected to see disgust on her face. Instead, a half-smile formed on 
her lips. 

“Really?” 
She seemed amazed and pleased by his statement, and he realized in that moment 

that she had no idea just how sexy she was. “Really,” he replied as he brought her hand 
to his lips and kissed her palm. “You’re so damned sexy, sugar, that if you keep 
touching me, I’m just not going to last.” He traced the length of one of her fingers with 
his tongue. “And that would be a shame, because I haven’t even tasted you yet.” 

He closed his lips over her finger, drawing it into his mouth. She shifted restlessly 
as he tongued the webbing at the base, and she moaned when he lightly scraped her 
flesh with his teeth as he withdrew. “And you’re so sweet.” 
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Releasing her hand, he shouldered his way back between her legs, intent now on 
touching her. Sifting his fingers through the curly hair on her mound, he smiled as the 
crisp hair wrapped around him. He kept going, skimming them over the slick folds of 
her pussy. Her juices coated his fingers immediately. Primal satisfaction filled him. 
There was no doubt that she wanted him. 

“Omigod.” Her whimpered oath made him smile. He was just getting started. 
Using his thumbs, he spread the folds of her labia wide, once again inwardly 

cursing the lack of light. It was too dark for him to see her clearly, but he could smell 
her. Musky, mysterious and female, her scent drew him closer. He licked up one side of 
her and down the other, sampling her unique flavor. 

Her fingers gripped his head, holding him tight to her. He welcomed the slight 
sting of her nails, as it helped him gain some control. He could feel the moisture seeping 
from the head of his cock and he knew he was close. Reaching down, he carefully 
unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. He wasn’t wearing underwear, so his cock sprang 
free, the bulbous head wet with need. 

Ignoring his own body’s cry for completion, he focused all his concentration on 
Candy. He wouldn’t take her until she’d come at least once. With his fingers, he teased 
and petted her hot flesh as he continued to stroke it with his tongue. Her cries and 
whimpers permeated the air around him as she rocked her hips back and forth, using 
her grip on his hair to pull him closer. 

He traced the sensitive nubbin of flesh at the top of her pussy, flicking it lightly. Her 
cries grew louder and more frantic as she pumped her hips. Circling the entrance of her 
core with his finger, he pushed in deep. Her inner muscles clamped down hard around 
it, and he groaned as his balls drew up tight against his body in response. 

He almost lost it when she whispered “No” as he withdrew his finger, arching her 
hips to try to keep him inside her. This time, he pushed two fingers to the hilt as he 
continued to tongue and suck her swollen clit. He began to finger-fuck her, slowly at 
first, but quickly gaining speed. 

“I’m coming.” He could barely make out her words over the pounding of his own 
heart and the gasping of his breath. But he did hear them and he pushed her harder and 
quicker. 

A loud keening noise came from her lips just as her inner muscles began to contract. 
Lucas didn’t stop. He kept up the long, firm strokes of his fingers even as he continued 
to pleasure her with his tongue. She spasmed long and hard, her cream flowing from 
her body to coat his hand. Damn, he couldn’t wait to bury his cock in her sweet pussy. 
He only stopped when she tugged his head away from her and began to slide down the 
door. 

“Stop,” she gasped. “I can’t take any more.” 
Tugging her down into his lap, he swore when her wet pussy pushed against his 

steely erection. She jerked slightly, but he wrapped his arms around her and held her 
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close. She stilled for a moment, and then as if coming to some internal decision, she 
subsided against him, leaning into his body. 

Cupping the back of her head with one of his hands, he used the other to stroke up 
and down her back, enjoying the feel of her skin beneath his palm. It was like some kind 
of exquisite torture to have her so close and to not be buried inside her heat. It would 
take so little. All he had to do was lift her slightly and slide her onto his cock. He 
swallowed back a groan of pain as his cock flexed. It was throbbing incessantly now, a 
never-ending ache. 

Sitting back, she slowly raised her head and gave him a slow, sleepy smile before 
leaning forward and kissing him. “Thank you,” she whispered against his mouth as she 
traced his lips with her tongue. He followed her lead, letting her control the kiss. She 
was tentative at first, her movements slow and languid. But it wasn’t long before he 
could feel the pulsing of her pussy against his cock. His sweet lady was getting aroused 
again. 

He tore his mouth from hers. He was out of time. If he didn’t take her now, he was 
going to come. “I want you, Candy,” he gritted out between clenched teeth. He had no 
more control left. “I want to fuck you until we’re both blind with pleasure.” 

She whimpered with need and he felt the slight nod of her head, but he wasn’t 
leaving this to chance. He framed her face with his hands, tilting it upward so she was 
looking right at him. Her eyes were glazed with desire and her lips were swollen from 
his kisses. He almost said the hell with it and took her then and there, but he knew he’d 
regret it if he did. She might regret it too, and that was something he definitely didn’t 
want. 

“Are you sure this is what you want?” He couldn’t believe he was giving her an 
out. Like a man strung on the rack, he waited for two long seconds which seemed to last 
an eternity. 

“Yes.” 
That one word was all he needed. Reaching into the back pocket of his jeans, he 

fumbled for his wallet. Yanking out a condom, he tore open the package. He could 
sense her growing nervousness and tried to hurry. 

“Everything will be all right, sugar,” he hastened to reassure her as he sheathed his 
cock in latex. That done, he lifted her easily, his cock poised at her moist entrance. 

The pounding on the door startled them both. Candy jerked backward, her eyes 
large and shocked as she slapped her hand over her mouth. 

“Hey, are you in there?” 
In that moment, he could cheerfully have throttled Katie. He closed his eyes and 

took a deep, cleansing breath, desperately trying to center himself and dispel his anger. 
The pounding came again and this time the door handle jiggled. Candy’s appalled 

gaze met his as Katie tried to shove open the door. Lucas lunged forward and leaned 
against it. “What do you want?” 
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There was a slight pause on the other side of the door. This time there was 
amusement in her voice. “Some of the guests are leaving and want to speak with you.” 

Candy scrambled to her feet, yanking down her skirt and grabbing her blouse. She 
kept glancing at the door as she hauled on her blouse and buttoned it. Not bothering 
with her bra, she stuffed it in her purse. Yanking on her jacket, she securely fastened the 
two buttons. 

“Fuck!” Lucas scraped his hand through his hair. Obviously, the mood was shot to 
hell. “I’ll be right there,” he growled. 

Not bothering to remove the condom, he carefully zipped and buttoned his jeans. 
He figured the condom would keep the front of his jeans from staining. Candy was 
standing quietly behind the door with her purse clasped tight to her chest. Frustration 
filled him as he grabbed his T-shirt off the floor, shook it out and slipped it over his 
head. He contemplated what to say as he tucked it into his jeans. 

Sighing, he walked over to her and pulled her into his arms. At first she was stiff 
and unyielding, but gradually she softened toward him. “I’m sorry about that, Candy. 
I’ll go and deal with this and then we can go to my place.” 

He knew he wasn’t going to like what she had to say when she stepped out of his 
embrace. “I think it might be best if I just go.” She licked her lips nervously as she ran 
her hand through her hair, trying to tame her wild curls. 

“I’d like you to stay.” Before she could say no again, he hurried to add, “Just think 
about it. Let’s go and enjoy some food and just talk for a while.” 

She rewarded him with a hesitant smile. “Just talk.” 
“Yeah. I’ll take what I can get.” His wry grin made her smile widen just a tad. 

“Come on and I’ll introduce you.” 
Hauling open the door, Lucas stepped out into the kitchen. The light momentarily 

blinded him and he blinked. It took him a second to realize that Candy wasn’t paying 
any attention to him. In fact, the two women seemed to be staring at each other. 

“Candace?” Katie seemed shocked to see the other woman. 
“Katie?” 
Lucas had a bad feeling about this. But like an impending car crash, there was 

nothing to do but hang on and hope for the best. Then what Katie had said finally sunk 
in. “I thought you said your name was Candy?” 

She cleared her throat nervously. “It is, but I’ve been trying to go by Candace. For 
professional reasons,” she added with a nod, turning back to Katie. “People don’t 
always take a woman called Candy seriously.” 

“I can understand that.” Katie glanced at him questioningly before turning her 
attention back to Candy. “But I hadn’t realized that you’d finally met Lucas.” 

Candy froze, becoming a statue as all the pieces finally clicked into place for him. 
He groaned and fought the urge to go back into the storage closet and close the door 
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behind him. Fate wouldn’t be so cruel. But Lucas knew that not only could Fate be that 
cruel, she usually was. 

“Lucas?” The ice thawed from her, quickly turning to fire as she glared at him. 
“You’re Lucas Squires?” 

Lucas nodded curtly. “And you must be Candace, or rather, Candy Logan.” He 
couldn’t believe the woman of his dreams was the same woman he’d been avoiding for 
weeks now. The woman whose number was continually on his call display, who’d been 
hounding him with emails begging, bribing, cajoling and all but demanding he do 
promotional work for that damned cookbook that Katie had talked him into doing. “We 
need to talk,” he added gruffly. 

The look she gave him would have daunted a weaker man, it was so filled with 
anger and disdain. He might have been more understanding, but his cock was still 
throbbing and his balls still ached. At this moment, it didn’t matter who she was—he 
still wanted her with a need that bordered on acute pain. 

“I think we’ve said all that needs to be said.” Drawing herself up with the dignity 
befitting a queen, she turned away from him. The smile she gave Katie was strained. 
“I’m sorry for any discomfort this situation might have caused you. I hope it won’t 
affect our friendship.” 

“Of course not,” Katie hastened to assure her. 
Candy nodded and headed for the kitchen door. Lucas realized that she was going 

to just walk away without another word to him. “We’re not done yet.” His blunt words 
made her stumble slightly, but she quickly regained her balance, hitched her purse 
higher on her shoulder and kept walking. 

The door swung closed behind her and Katie walked over to him and placed her 
hand on his arm. “Lucas, what’s going on?” 

He shook her off as he headed to the still swinging door. “Not now, Katie.” 
Opening the door, he just caught one final glimpse of Candy as she disappeared 

through the front door with her coat flung over her arm. He hurried across the room, 
ignoring people as they attempted to speak to him. He could sense Katie hard on his 
heels. Yanking open the door, he sighed with relief when he saw her climbing into a 
taxi. He didn’t want her driving when she was so obviously upset. 

When the taxi disappeared around the corner, he closed the door and turned 
around to face Katie. “Tell me everything you know about Candy.” 
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Chapter Five 
 
Candy stormed into her apartment and slammed the door shut behind her. She 

thought about opening it again, just so she could have the satisfaction of slamming it 
shut a second time, but she resisted the childish urge. Barely. She was desperately 
trying to hold on to her feelings of anger because, if she didn’t, she feared she would 
break down and cry and that just wouldn’t do. 

Tossing her purse onto the table just inside the door, she bent over to unzip her 
boots. “Stupid things.” She glared at the offending footwear as she hauled them off and 
tossed them aside. That’s what she got for buying something on sale. The reason they’d 
probably been marked down was because they were so darned uncomfortable. The 
problem was they looked fantastic and made her legs look really good. She was vain 
enough to admit that she liked that about them, plus the extra four inches in height 
didn’t hurt either. She just wished they didn’t make her feet ache so much. At five-foot-
four, she felt she needed the extra height advantage. People didn’t always take a smaller 
woman seriously, especially with a name like hers. 

Limping slightly, she made her way to the closet and hung up her coat. When that 
was done, she leaned back against the closet door and closed her eyes. She thumped her 
head repeatedly against the door. What had she done? Not only had she almost had sex 
with a stranger, that stranger had turned out to be the elusive client she’d been chasing 
for weeks now. “Way to make a professional impression, Candy,” she muttered. “What 
were you thinking anyway? Okay, so actual thinking had very little to do with it. It’s all 
Missy’s fault anyway for putting the idea that I needed to get laid into my brain.” 
Sighing, she realized there was no one to blame for this debacle but herself. Nobody 
had made her do anything and she was responsible for her own actions. 

Finished berating herself for the moment, she opened her eyes, pushed away from 
the door and headed to the kitchen. After the day she’d put in, she deserved a glass of 
wine and a long, hot bath. She turned up the heater as she passed through the living 
room, rubbing her hands over her arms. It was cold, but she was always trying to save 
money, and that meant lowering the heat when she wasn’t home. Still, she hated times 
like this when she felt so cold. Well, a hot bath and her flannel nightgown would warm 
her up in no time. 

Opening the refrigerator door, she pulled out a bottle of white wine she’d opened 
last weekend when Missy had joined her for a girls’ night of pizza and “chick flicks”. 
There was just enough left in the bottle for her to have a glass. Perfect. Yanking open 
the cabinet door, she pulled down a wineglass, uncorked the wine and poured it all into 
the glass. Thumping the bottle onto the counter, she started to reach for the glass and 
then stopped. 
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“How dare he?” Practically quivering with anger, her hands fisted at her sides, she 
began to pace the tiny kitchen. Five steps one way, turn and five back in the other 
direction. Every step she took emphasized the fact that she wasn’t wearing any 
underwear at all. He had her panties and her bra was in her purse. She could feel the 
sticky wetness between her thighs and her breasts still ached. 

How dare he give her the best sexual experience of her life and then turn out to be 
her nemesis! Coming to a dead stop in the center of the room, she realized that was the 
crux of the problem. 

For once in her life, she’d done something wild and crazy and it had come back to 
kick her in the teeth. How was she ever going to face the man again? How was she ever 
going to face her new friend, Katie? Candy bit her lip as she mulled over those 
questions, but right now she couldn’t come up with any answers. 

“I told Missy I was no good at this kind of thing,” she muttered. As if in answer, the 
phone began to ring. Snagging her wineglass off the counter, she padded back into the 
living room and slumped down on the sofa, grabbing the phone. “Hello.” 

“Hey, little sugarplum.” 
The glass of wine slipped out of her nerveless fingers. It hit the edge of the coffee 

table on the way down, shattering and sending wine and shards of glass showering to 
the carpet. It was a voice she’d never thought she’d hear again. One she’d hoped she’d 
never hear again. 

“You there, Sis?” The voice, low and deep, now held a hint of concern. 
Candy swallowed hard. “Justin?” She hadn’t heard her brother’s voice in more than 

a decade. Two years her senior, he’d spent his younger years in and out of trouble, 
having minor brushes with the law and spending time in juvenile detention before 
finally disappearing just before his seventeenth birthday. 

“Yeah, Candy. It’s me.” He paused. “I know it’s been a long time.” 
“A long time?” she practically yelled into the receiver. “It’s been years.” 
“Fifteen. It’s been fifteen years,” he quietly replied. 
She thought she detected sadness in his voice, but she couldn’t be sure. Nor was she 

willing to fall into the same pattern her mother had lived by for years. Candy’s father 
had been a petty criminal, in and out of jail his entire life until he’d finally died there, 
caught in a prison riot and stabbed to death. Her mother had always taken her father 
back the moment he was released from prison, always believing his empty promises 
that “this time will be different”. Candy was afraid that Justin had followed in their 
father’s footsteps. “So where have you been? Prison?” 

The silence on the other end was almost deafening. Then came a sharp bark of 
laughter. “I guess I deserve that.” 

Candy said nothing. She really didn’t know what to say to the virtual stranger on 
the other end. He might be her brother, but she really didn’t know him. He sighed 
deeply and she could practically picture him running his fingers though his shoulder-
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length hair. It was a habit he’d had, something he’d always done when he was 
frustrated. 

“Look, Candy, I want to talk to you.” 
She couldn’t think. As horrible as it sounded, she wasn’t sure she wanted to see her 

older brother. “I’m not sure that’s such a good idea.” 
“I’ve already talked to Mom.” 
“When?” 
“A week ago.” 
Those three words made her stomach clench and she grabbed a pillow and held it 

tight to her belly. Her mother had talked to Justin and hadn’t told her. Candy felt 
betrayed right to her very core. While her father had disappointed them and Justin had 
abandoned them, Candy was the one who had stood by her mother. It was Candy 
who’d taken extra years to finish college, not only because she had to pay her own way, 
but because she’d always given her mother money to help her get by. In fact, she still 
sent her mother money every month to help make things easier, skimping and doing 
without things herself. And this is what she got for it. 

She felt sick to her stomach. “I have to go.” 
“Just think about it, okay? I’ll call you again in a few days.” 
She closed her eyes to try to push back the tears that threatened. Part of her wanted 

to tell him to come over now just so she could see him. She’d loved her older brother. 
Desperately. The lonely child she’d been had soaked up all the casual care and concern 
he’d lavished on her when they’d been growing up. Justin had always slipped her extra 
lunch money, taken her places like the museum and the movies and always made sure 
she had something special for her birthday. His leaving had cut her to the core and the 
betrayal that she’d felt then was once again bubbling to the surface. 

“I can’t talk anymore.” She pushed the words past her tight throat, barely 
swallowing back a sob. 

She heard his whispered “I love you” as she hung up the phone. 
Candy didn’t know how long she just sat there staring at the phone, but gradually 

she became aware of the shivers racking her body. She was so cold. Dragging herself off 
the sofa, she jerked and cursed as she stepped on a shard of glass. She’d forgotten all 
about the shattered wineglass. She lifted her foot, grateful that the glass hadn’t been 
driven in. Instead, she had a half-inch cut that was seeping blood. 

Feeling much older than her thirty years, she got some paper towels from the 
kitchen and went back to clean up the mess. Gathering as many pieces as she could, she 
sopped up the wine and deposited the mess in the garbage. That was the best she could 
do for now. She’d vacuum and scrub the carpet tomorrow. 

Stumbling toward the bathroom, she flicked on the taps and began to run a hot 
bath. Turning, she placed her hands on the vanity and stared at the wild-eyed woman 
in the mirror. The brown eyes staring back at her looked slightly bruised and haunted. 
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Her hair was a tangled mess, reminding her of what had happened earlier in the 
evening. 

She laughed, but it wasn’t a pleasant sound. At least the phone call from her brother 
had accomplished one thing—it had certainly taken her mind off her problem with 
Lucas Squires. Staring at the woman in the mirror, she shook her head. “What the hell 
did you do? Walk under a ladder? Smash a mirror?” There had to be some reason for 
the cosmic bad luck she’d had today. 

Her life had changed irrevocably since she’d awoken this morning. This morning, 
she had still been excited about her new project and optimistic that she could get her 
client’s cooperation. She’d felt she’d had a good relationship with her mother—not 
stellar, but good. She and her mother didn’t really understand each other, but at least 
they’d had something. Or so she’d thought. And her brother…well, sad to say, but she 
hadn’t thought about him in a long time. Not really. He’d always been more of a 
passing thought, a memory that had faded over time. 

Now look at her. She’d had the best sexual encounter of her life with a complete 
stranger and even though they’d never finished, she felt branded by his touch. His 
hands and mouth had been like magic on her body. She shivered at the thought and a 
deep, throbbing need began to pulse low in her belly. 

Pushing away from the mirror, she yanked off her clothing and peeled off her 
stockings, letting them drop to the floor. Usually, she was careful with her belongings, 
but tonight she really couldn’t bring herself to care. Stepping into the tub, she ignored 
the stinging in her foot as she sat down and let the hot water envelop her. When the tub 
was full, she turned off the taps and sat back, her mind still reeling. 

Okay, so she’d had a sexual encounter with a stranger who just happened to be her 
new client. She was a professional—she’d deal with it. Starting tomorrow, she’d go and 
see him and set things back on the right course. 

Picking up a facecloth, she soaked it in the water, wrung it out and draped it over 
her face. She’d have to deal with her mother too. She still couldn’t believe her mother 
hadn’t told her she’d heard from Justin. The betrayal sat like a lump in her stomach. But 
she could deal with that too. 

As for Justin…well, she didn’t know what she was going to do about that. Did she 
really want to see him? What did he want? Probably money, the cynical side of her nature 
replied. If he didn’t want something, why did he wait all those years to contact her? On 
the other hand, could she live with herself if she didn’t see him? 

Her thoughts went ‘round and ‘round until the water in the tub cooled and she 
thought she would scream. Pulling the plug, she stood and stepped out of the tub. 
Grabbing a towel, she quickly dried herself, gathered her clothing and padded to the 
bedroom. Her stockings were ruined, so she tossed them into the trash before she hung 
her suit in the closet. Her blouse went into the clothes hamper. As she tossed it in, she 
caught a whiff of soap with a tinge of sandalwood. 

Lucas. 
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Slamming down the lid of the hamper, she dug out a clean flannel nightgown and 
pulled it over her head. She knew she should clean and bandage her foot, but she just 
didn’t have the energy. The soap and water would have to suffice for now. Crawling 
into bed, she hauled the covers up tight around her face. She glanced at the clock and 
was mildly shocked to realize that it wasn’t quite eight o’clock. 

She jerked when the phone rang, but made no move to answer it. Instead, she lay in 
bed and stared at the phone on her bedside table. She knew the answering machine in 
the living room would pick it up. When the message finished and the beep sounded, a 
familiar voice filled the room. “Pick up if you’re there. It’s me.” There was a slight 
pause. “Candy, where are you, girl? I’ve been waiting to find out what happened. Did 
you crash the party and make contact with Mr. Squires? Call me.” 

Candy snorted. Missy had no idea just how successful she’d been at making contact 
with Lucas Squires. She almost took her friend’s call, but she knew she couldn’t talk 
without crying. Not yet. The lump in her throat was huge. 

The phone rang again, its shrill sound seeming unusually loud. Once again, she 
stared and waited. This time the voice was male and deep. “Candy, it’s Lucas. I was just 
calling to make sure you got home okay.” He paused, but finally sighed and continued. 
“I want to see you tomorrow. We definitely need to talk.” His tone lowered, becoming 
more intimate. “Sleep well and dream of me. I know I’ll be dreaming of you.” 

With a click, he was gone and Candy was left staring at the phone. How could he? 
If she dreamed of him, it would be a nightmare. Suddenly the tears she’d been forcing 
back for the last two hours poured out. Burying her face in her pillow, she sobbed until 
her chest hurt and she thought she might throw up. Sitting up in bed, she grabbed a 
handful of tissues from a box on the bedside table and blew her nose before taking a 
deep breath. 

She hadn’t felt this bad in a long time. In fact, not since she’d accused her ex-
boyfriend Gary of cheating on her and he’d stormed off, slamming her for not trusting 
him. She had absolutely no luck with men. Lucas was just another shining example of 
that. 

Curling back up in bed, she punched her pillow until it was comfortable and then 
she yanked the covers over her head, willing herself to sleep. She’d get over Lucas and 
everything else. She’d do what she’d always done. She’d put her head down and work. 
Rolling over, she closed her eyes, shutting out the world. 
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Chapter Six 
 
Lucas stared at the closed door in front of him. He contemplated turning around 

and just walking away. After all, he certainly didn’t need the hassle. He’d been arguing 
with himself ever since he’d rolled out of bed. He glanced at his watch. That was over 
four hours ago. It was just past nine and he’d already put in three hours in the kitchen. 
But there was still time to walk away, go back home and get on with his life. He could 
pretend that yesterday had never happened. 

Shifting the box he was holding, he tucked it carefully in the crook of his arm before 
raising his free hand to knock. It was too late to turn back now. The memory of Candy’s 
face, one minute filled with sexual longing and pleasure, and then filled with 
disappointment and anger had kept him awake all night long. Without giving himself 
any more time to question himself, he gave two hard, sharp knocks. 

“Come in.” 
As her voice drifted through the closed door, his cock stirred. He glanced down at 

the growing bulge in his jeans. It was ridiculous that a woman he’d just met could have 
such an effect on him. Shaking his head in disgust, he opened the door and stepped 
inside her office. 

Her chair was turned away from the front of her desk, facing her computer, which 
sat at a right angle to her main workspace. She was currently absorbed in whatever was 
on her computer screen, staring at it intently. She held up one finger and then furiously 
continued to type. “Be right with you.” 

Lucas quietly closed the door and leaned back against it, content just to watch her 
work. Nope, she hadn’t been just a figment of his imagination. She’d obviously made an 
attempt to subdue her curly hair, but several locks had escaped and were hanging 
down in front of her face. As he watched her, she absently swiped at one of the rogue 
locks, tucking it behind her ear before continuing her work. It was such an automatic 
gesture, he knew that she’d done it many, many times before. 

He took the opportunity to survey her office. You could tell a lot about a person by 
their surroundings. The office was small but neat, painted a subtle shade of yellow. Two 
armchairs, covered in a dark green fabric, were strategically placed in front of her desk. 
Several prints hung on the wall and he was surprised but pleased to see one of Katie’s 
smaller watercolors displayed prominently in a place where Candy could see it from 
her desk. A few fairly large plants were strategically scattered around the room. All in 
all, the effect was one of comfort and efficiency. 

Her desk was another matter. There were stacks of files, magazines and papers. 
Pens, pencils, notepads and an appointment book were scattered across the top of her 
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workspace, but right in the center of it all sat a large canary-yellow coffee mug that was 
half full. Candy obviously liked her coffee. 

The furious tapping captured his attention again and he studied her carefully as she 
continued to work, taking in the curve of her cheek, the long line of her neck and the 
graceful way she held herself as she worked. She chewed on her lower lip and then 
typed one last line before hitting the save button. Obviously pleased, she sat back in her 
chair and swiveled it around to face the door. The greeting died on her lips as she 
realized it was him standing there. Not exactly the reaction he was hoping for. But at 
least she wasn’t screaming at him to get out. 

Lucas sauntered forward to stand in front of her desk. “Morning, Candy.” 
The color drained from her face only to be replaced a moment later by a dull shade 

of red that crept up her cheeks. Lucas eyed the open v-neck of her blouse, wondering if 
her blush continued on down to her chest. She was once again wearing a suit. This one 
was a deep chocolate brown and matched her eyes nicely. He couldn’t really see much 
of it because she was sitting down, but he’d bet good money that it was just as 
shapeless as the one she’d worn yesterday and probably a size or two too big. 

“What are you doing here?” Her hand went to her throat in a nervous gesture. 
“I told you yesterday that we weren’t finished.” Sauntering around the side of her 

desk, he kept his gaze locked on hers. 
Her eyes widened as she swiveled her chair to face him. “What do you want?” Her 

voice squeaked. He could see her struggling to maintain her composure and was 
surprised by how badly he wanted to soothe her. 

“I brought you something.” He laid the plain white bakery box on the top of her 
desk. Placing his hands firmly on the arms of her chair, he leaned down and kissed her. 
He kept it light and quick, and before she could even think to protest, he pulled back 
and smiled at her. 

She cleared her throat and licked her lips nervously. “What did you bring?” 
Lifting the white box, he opened it. “Close your eyes.” 
Her eyebrows came together as she frowned at him. “Why?” 
“Because it’s a surprise.” He could see the indecision on her face before she finally 

heaved a huge sigh and closed her eyes. 
“I’m too busy to play games,” she muttered. 
Lucas ignored her grumbles and waved the box in front of her face, allowing the 

scent to waft up in front of her. She sniffed cautiously and her eyes popped open. “No 
peeking,” he admonished as he pulled the box away so she couldn’t see what was 
inside. 

Curiosity filled her face, but she closed her eyes again. He kept his eyes on her as he 
laid the box on the desk and drew out one of the treats he’d baked earlier this morning. 
“Open your mouth.” His voice was husky as memories of his erotic fantasies filled his 
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head. His erection was straining hard against the front of his jeans as he watched her 
tentatively open her mouth. 

Swallowing back a groan, he placed the chocolate treat to her lips, all the while 
wishing it was his swollen cock that she was so eager for. When her tongue came out to 
lick the chocolate, he almost came. He was sweating beneath his leather jacket and T-
shirt. His balls tightened painfully as she finally bit off a small piece and began to chew. 

Moaning with pleasure, she rolled the offering around in her mouth before 
swallowing. Her eyes fluttered open as she stared first at him and then at the brownie 
he was still holding. “That’s absolutely incredible.” Her husky tone made the hair on 
the back of his neck stand on end. 

“I’m glad you like it.” He offered her another bite, which she quickly accepted. 
Lucas was surprised that she actually let him feed her. It was such an erotic experience 
to watch her devour the chocolate treat he’d baked especially for her. 

As she took the last piece, her tongue flicked his finger and they both froze. He 
could see the recognition come to her face as she realized what she was doing. Pushing 
him away with one hand, her chair rolled a few inches away from him. “What am I 
doing?” 

Although he knew it was a rhetorical question, he answered her anyway. “Enjoying 
a brownie.” 

Her gaze immediately sharpened as she reached over and snagged the box off the 
top of her desk. “These weren’t in the cookbook.” She sent him an accusatory stare. 
“Why weren’t these in the cookbook?” 

Lucas chuckled slightly. “I take it you liked it.” 
She stared down at the box in her hands, an almost reverent expression on her face. 

“These are phenomenal.” There was a shy, almost hesitant look on her face when she 
gazed back at him. “You made these for me?” 

He could tell the idea pleased her and he was glad he’d given in to the urge to make 
them. “Made them fresh this morning.” He could see the question forming on her lips 
again. “And they’re not in the cookbook because I didn’t want them in there.” 

He saw no reason to tell her that the real reason his special brownie recipe wasn’t in 
the cookbook was because he’d sold it to a giant food manufacturer. Katie’s husband, 
Cain, had helped him with the negotiations. In fact, Cain had actually been the one to 
suggest the idea after he’d tasted some of them. The deal was very lucrative, not only 
giving Lucas money up front, but making sure he obtained a percentage of the profits 
as well. It was the main reason he’d been able to afford the new building he’d just 
bought. 

“But they’re fantastic. They should have been in the book.” Her eyes darkened as 
she became more impassioned about the subject. 

“Be thankful there was a cookbook. I didn’t even want to do the damned thing.” He 
ran his fingers through his hair in frustration, reminding himself again why he’d 
bothered to come all the way over here this morning. 
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“Then why did you do it?” she snapped back. 
“Because Katie asked me to.” The memory of how Katie had come to him after the 

deal was all but done, cajoling him to do it made him angry all over again. The only 
reason he’d even agreed to it was because she’d said it would be a good way to 
publicize her artwork. And she’d also reminded him that he owed her for selling her 
first painting without her permission. The little minx had him on that and she knew it. 
A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth at the memory. That action had been 
responsible for Katie and Cain meeting. 

“I hadn’t realized that you and Katie were close.” The way she said the word close 
made his hackles rise. “I thought she was married.” 

“Katie is like a sister to me.” As hard as he tried, he couldn’t keep the anger from 
his voice. “And you obviously don’t have a very high opinion of me.” He paused. “Or 
Katie.” This had obviously been a waste of time. Sighing, he turned away. 

Candy scrambled out of her chair and grabbed his arm, stopping him cold. “I’m 
sorry, Lucas. That was uncalled for.” He could hear the sincerity in her voice. “I had a 
really bad night last night and I’m taking it out on you. Please, let’s start over.” 

He took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay.” 
“Sit down and tell me why you came here this morning.” 
He knew she expected him to go around the front of her desk and sit in one of the 

chairs. Instead, he propped himself against the edge of the desk, crossing his arms over 
his chest. “I came to make sure you were all right after last evening. You left so abruptly 
after we were interrupted.” 

“Yes, well,” she began. She met his gaze squarely as she slowly sat back down in 
her chair. “I don’t do things like that, Lucas.” 

“Like what?” He kept his tone even and unthreatening when all he wanted to do 
was pull her into his arms and hug her. 

“Like what?” She stared at him as if he were nuts. She raked her hand through her 
hair, dislodging a few more locks from the barrette in the back. “Like practically getting 
naked with a man I don’t even know.” 

“Candy.” He leaned forward and hauled her chair over in front of him. With his 
hands locked around the arms of the chair, he effectively had her caged in. “For the 
record, I didn’t think it was something that you usually did.” Taking one hand off the 
chair, he carefully tucked a curl behind her ear. It sprang back immediately, making 
him grin slightly. Her hair was as unpredictable and untamed as she was. “And as long 
as we’re on the subject, it’s not something that I do either.” 

She cleared her throat. “Okay. As long as you know that and understand that there 
won’t be a repeat performance.” 

That made him scowl. “Why not?” 
“You’re a client, Lucas.” She laid her hand on his forearm and he wished he wasn’t 

wearing his coat so he could feel her fingers brushing against his skin. 
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“You don’t work for me and I don’t work for you. There is no conflict. Besides 
which, that’s what I’m here to talk about.” 

He could tell he’d aroused her interest, but she leaned back in her chair and eyed 
him coolly. “Oh?” 

He’d give her credit—she didn’t jump at the bait, but waited to see what he’d offer. 
He admired her for that. A lot of other people would have started demanding an 
explanation, but she obviously had patience. “You want me to do some promotion for 
the book.” 

“Yes. It’s the reason I’ve been trying to track you down for the past few weeks.” She 
tried to reach around him to snag her calendar off her desk, but gave up when she 
realized that he wasn’t moving. He caught a haunting whiff of vanilla-scented lotion as 
she shifted closer to him. 

Leaning forward, he cupped her chin in his hand. “I’ll agree to do a select few 
promotional interviews. But,” he continued before she got too excited, “only if you 
agree to have dinner with me.” 

“That’s blackmail.” 
“The brownies were blackmail to get you to talk to me. Okay, technically they were 

more of a bribe than blackmail, but you ate one of them,” he pointed out. 
“That’s different,” she sputtered. “I didn’t even know you had brownies. And this 

entire conversation is absurd.” 
“That may be, but the offer stands as is. You want me to do some promotions, then 

you’ll have dinner with me.” He rubbed his thumb across her bottom lip. It was lush 
and full and moist. “Besides.” He angled closer to her, bringing his mouth nearer hers. 
“I’m not asking you to have sex with me. Just dinner.” Giving in to temptation, he 
licked her bottom lip, tasting the chocolate from the brownie she’d eaten mingled with 
her own sweet flavor. 

“Just dinner?” she whispered as she shifted forward until their lips were barely 
touching. 

“Hmmm,” he agreed as his lips skimmed across hers. “That doesn’t mean I won’t 
try to convince you to have sex with me, Candy. I want to finish what we started. We’d 
be so good together. You know it as well as I do.” He slid his tongue past her lips and 
tasted the warmth of her mouth before retreating. “I want to fuck you until you scream 
with pleasure. I want to lick every inch of your body until you beg me to fuck you 
again.” He slipped his tongue into her mouth again, mimicking the sexual act. 

Both of them were breathing hard now. Candy’s hands had moved at some point 
and were now gripping the sides of his neck as she pulled him closer. He forced himself 
to retreat once again. “Have dinner with me, sugar. You won’t regret it.” 

She let out a whimper as he captured her mouth again. This time there was no 
holding back. What was it about this particular woman that made him lose all control? 
At his age, he thought his days of being led around by his dick were long over. But 
Candy made a mockery of his self-discipline. His entire body was clenched tight with 
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need and he was so incredibly close to shoving everything off her desk, spreading her 
across the hard surface, flipping up her skirt and driving himself into her waiting 
warmth. 

And she would be wet for him. He knew she would. 
Without breaking their kiss, he hauled her out of the chair. Pulling her between his 

spread thighs, he cupped her ass in his hands and rubbed her mound over his erection. 
Tugging at the fabric of her skirt with his fingers, he yanked it upward until he could 
slip his hand beneath it. Once again, she was wearing thigh-high stockings. He 
promised himself that one day he’d fuck her while she was wearing nothing but a pair 
of those ridiculously high-heeled shoes that she seemed to favor and these fabulous 
stockings. 

The image made his cock throb, so he yanked open his jeans, allowing his erection 
to spring forward. At the same time, he pushed her skirt upward in the front and pulled 
her closer so that his aching flesh was pressed tight against the heat of her silk panties. 
He almost yelled with pleasure as she rotated her hips, grinding her pussy against him. 
Clasping her silk-covered behind with his hands, he silently encouraged her. 

Slanting his lips over hers, he devoured her mouth, fucking it with his tongue, 
claiming it as his. He pushed one of his hands lower over her ass, slipping it between 
her thighs. She widened her stance, letting him touch her, moaning her pleasure as his 
fingers slid over the slick, wet fabric. Skimming the edge of the fabric, he slipped his 
fingers beneath. 

His breath was coming so hard now that he was afraid his chest might burst. She 
was hot and wet, just as he’d known she would be. Damn, she was so naturally sensual 
and giving, she drove him wild. He had to have her. 

There was a loud knock at the door. 
They pulled apart and stared at each other. Lucas swore as he gingerly removed his 

hand from inside her panties. Candy hurriedly pushed her skirt down and stared at his 
groin as he carefully zipped his jeans over his erection. Even though he was clenching 
his teeth against the pain, he almost grinned at the look on her face. Part hungry, part 
appalled, it made him feel better to know that she was in this just as deep as he was. 
“Sugar, you’re not helping.” 

Her head jerked up and she gasped, her cheeks turning pink. 
The person on the other side of the door knocked again. “Candy, are you busy?” 

The doorknob turned and a woman walked in. Lucas managed to seat Candy back in 
her chair and take a step away from her before the new arrival realized that there was 
someone else in the office. She looked startled but recovered quickly. “I’m sorry, I 
didn’t know Ms. Logan was busy. I’ll come back later.” 

“That okay. We’re done…for now.” He left those last two words hanging in the air. 
It was up to Candy now. She knew his terms. The last thing he wanted to do was leave 
her, but he forced himself to walk across the room. It was surprisingly difficult given 

40 



Craving Candy 

the tightness of his pants. He saw the other woman’s eyes widen in surprise, but 
thankfully she refrained from making any comment. 

When he got to the door, he turned back. Candy was still sitting in her chair, 
looking slightly stunned. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks were rosy and her hair was 
a bit more mussed. But other than that, she appeared almost exactly as she had when 
he’d arrived. “Enjoy your brownies.” 

As he turned to walk out the door, he tossed one parting challenge over his 
shoulder. “I’ll wait for your call.” 

Feeling much better in spite of his unrequited sexual desire, he sauntered toward 
the elevator, already planning what he’d make Candy for dessert. 
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Chapter Seven 
 
Missy never took her eyes from Lucas as he strolled out of the office. She carefully 

closed the door and turned toward Candy. “Should I even ask?” Before she could 
respond, Missy was shaking her head. “Forget I said that. I have to know.” 

Seating herself comfortably in one of the chairs, Missy propped her elbows on the 
arms and steepled her fingers together in anticipation. She waited quietly for about 
thirty seconds before her curiosity finally got the better of her. “Girl, who is that hunk 
of man who just left here? I know I interrupted something. With the heat level in here, 
I’m surprised y’all didn’t set off the sprinkler system.” 

Candy pushed a lock of hair out of her face and blew out a breath. “That, my dear, 
was Lucas Squires.” 

Missy’s mouth dropped open and then abruptly clamped shut. “You’re joking.” 
Her friend’s reaction made her grin. It was rare that anything ever ruffled Missy’s 

composure. “Nope.” Ignoring the dampness between her thighs and the desire still 
flooding her body, she leaned forward and picked up the white box from her desk. She 
offered it to Missy. “Here, have one of these. You’ll definitely feel better.” 

Missy plucked a brownie from the box and took a large bite. More slowly, Candy 
selected another of the chocolate treats, bit into it and allowed the flavors to explode on 
her tongue. She knew what to expect. Her friend, on the other hand, was in for a 
surprise. 

First Missy frowned, then she began to chew more slowly and her eyes closed as 
she continued to eat. She swallowed and moaned with pleasure before opening her eyes 
and staring at the remaining piece of brownie in her hand. 

Candy took another tiny bite while she waited. Missy eventually looked at her, then 
back at the brownie and then back to her again. “Please tell me he didn’t make these?” 

Nodding smugly, Candy chewed and swallowed, refusing to talk while she still 
had chocolate in her mouth. “He made them for me this morning.” 

“Omigod. If you don’t want him, I’ll take him.” 
A wave of jealousy washed through her at Missy’s casual comment and her entire 

body stiffened. She’d always been insecure about her own looks and didn’t want to 
think what might happen if Missy made a play for Lucas. 

“I want him.” As soon as the words left her mouth, she knew they were the 
absolute truth. She did want him. Badly. She wanted to have dinner with him and 
spend time getting to know him as they promoted his book. But most of all, she wanted 
to sleep with him. 
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She’d never reacted to any other man she’d ever met the way she did to Lucas. 
There was an earthiness about him that drew her. The man oozed bad boy sex appeal 
with his jeans, T-shirt and leather jacket. The explosiveness of their first two meetings 
guaranteed she’d be more than sexually satisfied if she decided to take him up on his 
offer. But why did she always seem to attract men who weren’t good for her? 

Candy wanted a stable man in her life. One who was responsible, dependable, 
made a decent living, worked hard and paid his taxes. Maybe that sounded boring, but 
after the examples of her father and brother, Candy wasn’t willing to settle for anything 
less. 

But that didn’t mean that she couldn’t have a fling with Lucas. The man never said 
he wanted a long-term relationship. He’d quite bluntly stated that he wanted to fuck 
her. She licked her suddenly dry lips, almost hearing him whisper the words as he 
kissed her. 

“Mmm.” Candy jerked up her head in time to watch Missy swallow the last of her 
brownie. “Okay, you can have him, but only if I get more of these.” Sighing, she sat up 
straight and gave the box a baleful stare. “But enough of this. What happened at the 
party yesterday afternoon?” 

Candy debated exactly how much to share with her friend, but in the end, she 
spilled it all. Okay, maybe not quite all the graphic details, but the gist of what had 
happened. 

“So let me get this straight.” Missy ticked each item off on her fingers as she listed 
them. “You didn’t know who he was?” When Candy nodded, she continued. “But you 
ended up almost having sex with him in a storage room?” Again, she paused for 
confirmation. “Then he shows up with these amazing brownies for you this morning?” 
Missy’s gaze wavered toward the white box before coming back to Candy. “He’ll do the 
promotion, but only if you have dinner with him, which really means he wants to have 
hot monkey sex with you? Am I right?” 

“I wouldn’t call it hot monkey sex.” Missy arched a perfectly plucked eyebrow at 
her. “Okay, maybe I would,” Candy conceded. “But you can see the problem, right?” 

“Are you nuts?” Missy sat forward in her chair, reached across the desk and 
grabbed Candy’s hand. “This guy is hot for you. I swear I saw steam rising off the both 
of you when I walked into the room. All jokes aside, though, in all the years I’ve known 
you, I’ve never seen you react like this to any man. You owe it to yourself to take a 
chance.” 

She wanted so badly to believe her friend. “But what about conflict of interest?” 
“Girl, you’re not his lawyer, doctor or priest. You’re his publicist. You’ll work with 

him for a few weeks now and maybe a few weeks after the book is released and then 
you’ll both go on to other things. You have other clients and he has a business to run. 
Who is going to care if you start a relationship?” 

“That’s what Lucas said.” Candy could feel the tight ball of tension that had been in 
the pit of her stomach since yesterday evening loosen ever so slightly. 
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Missy nodded as she squeezed Candy’s fingers. “See, he is a man of good sense. He 
had brains enough to see past your armor to the woman beneath.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 
“Candy, honey, I love you like a sister, but look at yourself. You wear bland suits in 

the wrong size and send out do not touch vibes to every man you meet.” 
Missy’s words appalled her. “I do not.” She felt the absurd need to defend her 

sensible, if slightly dull, suits. “This suit is businesslike and appropriate. I don’t want to 
pick up men at work. I don’t want to pick men up at all.” She startled herself with her 
last statement. 

“I know you don’t. Ever since you and Gary broke up, you’ve pulled into a shell. 
That was over a year ago, Candy. It’s time to move on, or at least live a little and have 
some fun. Maybe Lucas isn’t a forever kind of man, or maybe he is, but you’ll never 
know if you don’t try.” Missy released her hand and stood. “I don’t want to see you 
bury yourself any longer. There’s more to life than just work. You’re both consenting 
adults, so there’s no problem if you want to have dinner.” Missy offered her last few 
words with a sly, teasing smile and a wink. “Or hot monkey sex.” 

“I’ll think about it.” Her friend had certainly given her a lot to mull over. 
“You do that, but you let me know the second you’ve set a date for dinner with 

Lucas.” 
“You’re so sure that I’ll agree to his terms.” Candy picked up a pen and began to 

tap it nervously against the top of her desk. 
“Yes. You’re stubborn, not stupid. And we’re going shopping for an outfit that will 

knock the man’s socks off.” Glancing at her watch, she sighed. “I was going to ask you 
if you wanted to go for an early coffee break, but we’ve pretty much used up the time.” 

Candy smiled at the other woman, already intrigued by the idea of shopping for 
something special to wear for her date. She was darned lucky to have as supportive and 
understanding a friend as Missy. “Here.” She pushed the white bakery box closer. 
“Take one for the road.” 

Missy squealed with joy, snagged a brownie and was out the door in a flash, 
obviously not about to give Candy the chance to change her mind. Her “see you later” 
drifted through the door. The sound of her heels tapping quickly as she hurried back 
down the hall to her office faded in the distance. 

Candy pulled out her file on Lucas’ book and her calendar, opened them and tried 
to pick out the best ten promotional opportunities. She didn’t think he’d agree to more 
than four or five, but she wanted to be prepared. Her eyes strayed to the phone, but she 
forced herself to look away. “Stay strong,” she muttered as she snagged the last 
brownie from the box. Lucas had made her wait. Now it was his turn. 

 
“Fuck!” Lucas swore as he bashed his thumb. Tossing the hammer to the floor in 

disgust, he glared at his throbbing hand. 
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“That’s no way to treat good tools.” The male voice was filled with amusement. 
Lucas grimaced, his thumb throbbing, as he offered his friend a wry smile. T. S. 

MacNamara, general contractor and longtime friend, was leaning against the doorjamb, 
shaking his head. “Obviously, it’s not safe to put a hammer in your hands today. 
What’s up?” 

Lucas hesitated. T. S. was his oldest friend and knew him better than anyone else, 
even Katie. He and T. S. had been in prison together when they were in their late teens 
and early twenties. Their very youth, and the fact that they weren’t considered to be 
hardened criminals or high-risk inmates, had resulted in them both getting jobs in the 
kitchen. They’d banded together for safety’s sake and had become close friends. They 
knew things about each other that no one else did. In fact, Lucas was sure that nobody 
else knew T. S.’s real name. 

“Ah.” His friend nodded sagely. “It’s either money or women, and I know it’s not 
money.” Pushing away from the doorjamb, he sauntered into the room. “Or maybe it is 
money. I know for sure that this place is putting a dent in your pocketbook. Your 
contractor is a little pricey, but you get what you pay for.” He flashed a roguish grin. 
“Should I worry about my next payment?” 

Lucas laughed, something he rarely did. His friend had always been able to do that 
for him, even when they were in prison. T. S. showed an easygoing, humorous side to 
the world, but behind it, Lucas knew, lay a man who fought his own share of 
nightmares and demons. 

They’d both made something out of their lives, though—Lucas with his coffee shop 
and T. S. with his carpentry skills. When Lucas had purchased the building, he knew 
there was only one man he’d trust to do the renovations. Yes, he was a little expensive, 
but the work was first-rate quality. And Lucas didn’t have to worry about his contractor 
fleecing him or running out on him. That counted for a lot. 

“What would you say if I told you it was money?” 
This time it was T. S. who laughed. “Send my work crew to another job site and 

then roll up my sleeves and teach you how to use a hammer properly.” Leaning over, 
he picked up the tool, examined it and laid it in the nearby toolbox. “Seriously though, 
is it money?” 

“No, it’s not money.” Lucas rubbed a hand across the base of his neck, trying to 
loosen the stiff muscles. As every hour went by, the tension in his neck and shoulders 
got worse. It was midafternoon and Candy still hadn’t called. He knew because he was 
carrying his cell phone in his pocket and checking the damned thing every half-hour or 
so to make sure it was still working. 

T. S. ambled over to a cooler in the corner, lifted the cover and pulled out a couple 
of cans. He opened one and took a swig before heading back over to where Lucas was 
still standing and offering him the unopened beer. “If it’s a woman, then you need 
this.” 
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Taking the proffered can, Lucas opened it and took a swig, grateful to get the taste 
of dust out of his mouth. He’d thought that doing some work on his own building 
might help, but he hadn’t been able to keep thoughts of Candy from intruding. 

T. S. strolled over to the makeshift desk in the center of the room that consisted of 
two sawhorses with a piece of plywood laid on top and settled himself on one end. 
Lucas knew the man had the patience of a saint and would wait as long as it took for 
Lucas to start talking. The image made him smile. 

The sinner and the saint, or the devil and the angel—that’s what they’d been 
nicknamed in prison. Lucas with his blond hair and fair skin had been the angel and T. 
S. with his black hair and olive-tone complexion had been the devil. He shook his head 
at the memory. Together they watched each other’s backs. In those days, you didn’t 
mess with one without incurring the wrath of the other. 

Sighing, he carried himself and his beer over to his friend. “Her name is Candy.” 
“Sweet.” His friend saluted him with his can before taking another swallow. 
Lucas laughed. “Yeah, she is that. But she’s prickly too.” Oddly enough, he liked 

that about her. “She wears these boxy suits two sizes too big, she’s bossy and has the 
tenacity of a bulldog.” He’d learned that over the past few weeks as she doggedly 
continued to try to track him down. Now that it was his turn, the little vixen was 
making him wait. Darned if he didn’t admire her for that. 

“And you really like her,” his friend interjected. 
“I do,” he confessed. “She’s not the usual kind of woman I date.” He hesitated. 

“She’d mean something. Maybe too much.” 
T. S. nodded in understanding. Neither of them had ever settled into a serious 

relationship. They both had too much of a jaded past filled with too many horrific 
memories. “A woman like that is definitely trouble. Maybe you should just walk away.” 

“Too late for that.” He’d already come to that conclusion as he waited for his phone 
to ring. There was something between them that neither one of them could deny. 

“Then you, my friend, are seriously screwed.” Finishing off his beer, T. S. plunked 
the empty can down on top of the piece of plywood. 

“Maybe.” He wasn’t willing to admit that to himself. “We’re both adults. Nothing 
wrong with having a good time for as long as it lasts.” 

“You keep telling yourself that.” Pushing himself off the plywood, he slowly turned 
in a circle with his arms spread wide. “You finally decide what you want to do with this 
space?” 

That was the great thing about having a friend who was as close as a brother. He 
knew when to back away and let things lie. The subject was closed for now, but Lucas 
knew that T. S. would bring it up again if he thought that Lucas needed to talk. 

Standing, he fished a folded piece of paper out of his back pocket. Opening it, he 
laid it atop of the plywood. “I want to put in office space here. I figure the rental 
property will bring in a good secondary income.” 
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“Plus, you won’t have any neighbors.” T. S. leaned over and stared at the paper that 
held a rough drawing. 

Lucas fought back another grin. “There is that.” His friend did know him well. 
Hauling a pencil out of his shirt pocket, T. S. began to sketch on top of the plywood. 

“I see what you’re going for, but this way would maximize your space.” He continued 
to draw and within minutes the two men were immersed in construction plans. 

Then his phone rang. 
 
Candy tapped the toe of her shoe impatiently as she held the telephone receiver to 

her ear and listened to the shrill ring. She glanced at her watch, wincing slightly. She 
really hadn’t meant to make him wait this long, but she’d gotten buried in her work and 
had lost track of time. She counted three rings and was getting nervous when the phone 
was finally answered. 

“It’s about damned time.” 
She smiled at the aggravation in his voice and couldn’t help coming back with her 

own dig. “Now you know what it’s like.” 
“I figured you’d make me wait.” She could hear the humor in his voice and was 

relieved that he was taking it so well. It said a lot about the man. 
She sat back in her chair and crossed her legs, just enjoying the sound of his voice. 

Low and slightly rough, it sent shivers down her spine. “I didn’t really mean to make 
you wait quite this long.” She figured she owed him that much honesty. “I got tied up 
with work.” 

“Doesn’t matter. You’re calling now.” He paused. “Well?” 
She didn’t make him wait any longer. “I’d love to have dinner with you.” 
“Tomorrow night?” 
Candy sucked in a deep breath and took the plunge. “Tomorrow night.” 
“About seven?” 
“That would be good.” 
“I’ll pick you up then.” His voice lowered to almost a whisper. “And Candy, don’t 

worry. Nothing will happen that you don’t want to happen.” 
That’s what she was afraid of, but she was no coward. She wanted this. “Okay.” 
He continued on, briskly now. “I’ll see you at seven.” 
The line went dead before she could respond and she hung up her own phone. A 

man of few words was Lucas. Dialing her phone once again, she waited until Missy 
picked up on the other end. “Want to go shopping tonight?” 
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Chapter Eight 
 
Candy stared at herself in the mirror, not quite able to believe the transformation 

that she and Missy had wrought in just under twenty-four hours. She’d never realized 
just how ruthless her friend could be. 

Her lips curved up in a smile as she relived last night’s shopping trip. Missy had 
poked, prodded and threatened her until finally she’d shoved Candy in a dressing 
room and brought her outfit after outfit with orders to try them on. Like a general 
commanding a battle, she’d gone on the offensive, not giving Candy the opportunity to 
object or to run. 

It had been so much fun to shop for something sexy rather than something work-
appropriate. She hadn’t done anything like this in far too long. They’d practically closed 
the stores last night, they were out shopping so late, but it had definitely been worth it. 

Turning sideways, she viewed her image in the mirror. This dress was nothing 
short of spectacular. Falling to just above her knees, it was a deep burgundy in color, 
and its crushed velvet fabric felt luxurious and sensual. The sleeves were long, coming 
all the way to her wrists, and the neckline was high. There was a spectacular cutout in 
the front that showed off her cleavage to advantage. But that wasn’t the best part of the 
dress. 

Spinning around until her back was to the mirror, she glanced over her shoulder. 
The dress hooked at the neckline with five small fasteners. Other than that, her entire 
back was exposed. She’d never worn something quite so revealing before. It was cut so 
low in the back that several inches of flesh below her waistline was showing. She’d had 
to buy new underwear to wear under the dress. 

The trip to the lingerie shop had been almost arousing. She’d felt decadent and 
scandalous trying on the skimpy garments, imagining Lucas’ reaction when he saw 
them. And there was no doubt in her mind that he would definitely be seeing them. 
After much deliberation, she’d settled on a thong in a rich, creamy beige. It was part of 
a set and came with a pushup bra, and even though she couldn’t wear a bra with this 
dress, she’d bought it anyway. In fact, she’d liked the set so much, she bought another 
one in black. She hoped she’d have another opportunity to wear them. 

She’d never worn a thong before, but she’d wanted to be daring. The thin string 
had settled between the cheeks of her behind and the small patch of fabric on the front 
barely covered her pubic hair. She felt half naked in the underwear, but she felt sexy 
too. Laughing, she spun around and faced the mirror once again. 

Thigh-high stockings and a new pair of black velvet four-inch heels completed the 
ensemble. She’d spent a small fortune on the entire outfit, even though they’d bought 
the dress and shoes at discount warehouses. But the results were worth it. 
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She hadn’t been sure about the dress at first, but Missy’s enthusiastic response to it 
had finally won her over. The fabric of the dress hugged her body, emphasizing her 
large breasts and hips, making her slightly uncomfortable, but her friend had assured 
her that she looked spectacular in it. 

In the end, she hadn’t been able to leave the dress behind for something more 
sensible and less showy. This was about having an adventure and she was determined 
to embrace every moment of it. She’d even run out on her lunch hour and had her hair 
trimmed and her nails done to match her dress. She had toyed with several hairstyles, 
but had ended up piling the curly mass on top of her head and anchoring it with a black 
rhinestone-studded hair clip. Rhinestone studs adorned her ears and were the only 
jewelry she wore. Now she was ready and getting more and more nervous by the 
moment. 

Placing a hand over her stomach to quiet the butterflies dancing there, she took a 
deep breath. She was as ready as she’d ever be. Grabbing her purse off the bed—
another purchase from the night before that Missy had convinced her she just had to 
have—she made her way into the living room to wait. Opening her bag, she checked the 
contents and closed it again. She had her keys, wallet, cell phone, tissues, lipstick and 
condoms—another purchase from last night. She assumed Lucas would have some, but 
she wasn’t taking any chances. A smart woman took care of herself. 

Glancing at the clock on the stereo, she went to the closet and pulled out her coat, 
slipping it on. She didn’t want Lucas to see the dress until they arrived at the restaurant. 
She wanted to surprise him and, she admitted to herself, she wanted to make a 
dramatic entrance and gauge his reaction. 

Truthfully, she wanted to knock his socks off. 
She heard one hard, sharp knock on her front door and she jumped even though 

she’d been expecting it. Even though she knew it was Lucas, she checked the peephole. 
Unlocking the door, she opened it and promptly lost her breath. In jeans and a T-shirt, 
the man was gorgeous. In a suit and tie, he was devastating. 

A black wool overcoat was open to reveal his suit. A tailored black jacket molded 
his upper body to perfection. She knew it had been made especially for him because 
there was no way with his muscular build he could buy something off the rack that 
would fit him so well. Underneath it, he wore a white shirt with a dark burgundy tie. 

Candy knew she should say something, but she was honestly at a loss for words. 
The silence thickened the longer they stood there staring at each other. Finally, it was 
Lucas who broke it. “You look amazing.” 

Swallowing past the lump of nerves in her throat, she managed to croak out a 
“thank you”. His eyes were glued to the cutout in the front of her dress as he spoke. 
Some of her nerves abated and confidence filled her as she realized that he was as 
enthralled with her as she was with him. She bit her lip to keep from laughing, 
wondering how he would react to her little surprise when she slipped off her coat. 
Suddenly, she was in a hurry to find out. 
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“I’m ready if you are.” Remembering her manners, she quickly added, “Unless 
you’d like to come in for a moment.” 

Lucas shook his head and offered her his arm. “No, we’ve got reservations and I 
don’t want us to be late.” 

Candy stepped out of her apartment, locking her door behind her before taking 
Lucas’ arm. She could feel the muscles flex and ripple beneath her fingers. It was 
arousing to have all that leashed power just beneath her hand. As they walked to the 
elevator, Candy knew for sure that this night would change her forever. The next time 
she returned to her home, she would not be the same woman she was now. Ready to 
embrace the experience, she boldly stepped into the elevator with him and ignored the 
shiver that ran down her spine as the door closed. 

 
The restaurant was elegant and Candy was very glad that she’d sprung for the new 

outfit. Any of her older dresses would have left her feeling uncomfortably 
underdressed. Lucas guided her to the coat check area and began helping her out of her 
coat. As the fabric slid down her arms, exposing her back, he froze behind her. 

He sucked in a deep breath before he continued to remove her coat and handed it to 
the woman running the coat check. As he slid off his own overcoat and waited for their 
tickets, she tried to squelch the disappointment that he hadn’t responded to her dress. 
She bit her bottom lip, turning away to compose herself. 

A large, muscled arm slipped around her waist, pulling her back tight against a 
large, very aroused male body. She could feel Lucas’ erection pressing into her behind 
as he lowered his head to whisper in her ear. It seemed to burn into her flesh through 
the barriers of their clothing. 

“You look good enough to eat.” He nipped her earlobe and she shuddered. “In fact, 
I think I’ll have you for dessert.” 

She could feel herself creaming at his words and swallowed hard as she tried to 
concentrate on the here and now. They were in the foyer of a public restaurant, for 
God’s sake. She’d thought he hadn’t been affected by her dress, but obviously she’d 
been wrong. His reaction was everything she’d hoped for and more, but what she 
hadn’t counted on was her own reaction to his reaction. 

Keeping her slightly ahead of him, Lucas placed his hand on her back and led her 
toward the dining room. The maitre d’ seemed to know Lucas on sight and assured him 
quickly that his table was ready. The walk across the room seemed to take forever and 
she felt as if every eye was on her, somehow knowing just how aroused she was. She 
wished she hadn’t worn her hair piled on top of her head. Right now, she’d be grateful 
to have the extra hair covering at least a part of her back and exposed chest. 

She was concentrating so hard on putting one foot in front of the other, Candy was 
surprised when Lucas caught her by the crook of her arm, halting her progress. The 
table they’d stopped in front of was in a quiet corner of the room. As Lucas seated her, 
he leaned down, brushing her temple with his lips. “Breathe, sugar.” 
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Candy laughed and felt some of her earlier apprehension disappear. Now that she 
was seated at their table, she didn’t feel like she was on display. While Lucas took his 
own seat, she surveyed the restaurant with interest. The hardwood gleamed beneath 
tables set with fine linen tablecloths that fell all the way to the floor, delicate china and 
heavy silverware. Thick, white candles sat in silver holders on every table, their glow 
creating a muted, romantic atmosphere. A low, jazzy music played in the background 
as potted plants, strategically placed, created an air of intimacy about the place. 

“Do you like it?” Lucas’ much bigger hand reached over and covered hers. She 
hadn’t realized she was clutching her purse in a death grip and made herself loosen her 
hold. 

“It’s lovely.” That was an understatement. She didn’t think she’d ever been 
anywhere quite this nice before. 

“Not as lovely as you are, but then, I don’t think anything else could be.” Clasping 
her hand in his, he slowly raised it to his lips and kissed each of her knuckles. 

Candy was suddenly robbed of breath, not only by his compliment, but also by his 
actions. She couldn’t take her eyes off her hand as he held it so gently in his. The 
contrast of his darker, much larger one clasping her smaller, more fragile one was 
spellbinding. And when he licked one of her fingers, she almost moaned with pleasure. 

The sound of someone discreetly clearing his throat next to their table made her 
keenly aware once again of her surroundings. She tried to yank her hand away, but 
Lucas’ closed firmly around her fingers. And although he wasn’t hurting her, there was 
no way she could escape him. He placed one last kiss on her hand before slowly 
returning it to her lap. Then he turned to the waiter as if nothing had happened. 

Their waiter, obviously a man of great self-possession and discretion, greeted them 
and offered Lucas the wine list. With both men treating the whole incident as if it were 
nothing, she relaxed and began to enjoy her evening. Once the wine was ordered and 
sampled, they debated what to order for dinner. In the end, she chose the salmon in dill 
sauce with baby potatoes and glazed carrots while Lucas chose the evening special, 
halibut in a cream sauce. 

When the waiter was gone, Candy picked up her wineglass and took a sip of the 
rich red wine, rolling it around in her mouth before swallowing. “So,” she began. 

She could see the amusement in Lucas’ eyes as he took a sip of his own wine. “So?” 
he returned her words to her. 

“So tell me about yourself.” She reminded herself that she was a publicist, for 
heaven’s sake. She knew how to talk to people. The key was always asking the right 
questions. 

“Not much to tell.” His eyes warmed as he watched her. “I’d much rather talk 
about you.” 

“What about me?” Was it her, or was the restaurant suddenly very warm? Her 
dress felt confining suddenly as her breasts swelled under his appraisal. She could feel 
her nipples tightening and pushing against the fabric. 
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“What secret fantasies do you have?” 
Candy could barely catch her breath. “I don’t have any fantasies.” Even as the 

words tumbled past her lips, she knew she was lying. Right now, she had a very 
detailed fantasy running through her head, one in which they were both naked and 
Lucas was fucking her senseless. 

“Now that’s a pity.” He leaned closer to her, his eyes and words seducing her. “I, 
on the other hand, have many fantasies. Shall I share one?” 

She nodded, unable to speak as heat flooded her veins. 
“I have a fantasy of you sitting here having supper with me wearing no panties. In 

fact, I want you to take off your panties and give them to me. I want to see what you 
wore for me, smell your arousal and feel your heat.” She couldn’t believe what he was 
saying to her, but he wasn’t anywhere near finished yet. “Then I want you to spread 
your legs wide so I can touch you and make sure you’re ready for what I have planned 
later.” 

Lucas broke off suddenly and sat back in his chair as the waiter arrived at their 
table with their dinner. Candy couldn’t even look at the man as he placed her plate in 
front of her, but she did manage to nod her thanks. The images that Lucas conjured up 
were almost more than she could handle. Her body felt as if it were on fire. 

As the waiter walked away, Lucas leaned forward again, his eyes intent. “Will you 
give me my fantasy, Candy?” 

She didn’t recognize the sultry voice that answered him. “Yes.” 
The desire in his eyes flared higher, but he said nothing as he sat back in his chair, 

picked up his wineglass and took a swallow. When she hesitated, he arched an eyebrow 
at her as if daring her to chicken out. 

More determined than ever, she grabbed her own glass and took a large gulp, 
needing the warmth of the wine in her stomach. Plunking the glass back down, she 
reached beneath the table. Taking care to make sure the linen tablecloth was covering 
her lap, she eased the fabric of her dress over her thighs. 

She kept her eyes on Lucas as she pushed her hands higher, grasped the thin strings 
on the side of her hips and tugged. His face looked as if it had been carved from stone, 
and as she watched, she could see a muscle in the side of his jaw twitch. Mr. Squires 
wasn’t as unaffected as he pretended to be. 

That knowledge gave her the courage to lift herself as discreetly as she could and 
pull. Slipping her panties over her legs, she pushed them over her knees, letting them 
fall to her ankles. Carefully, she unhooked the garment from one foot before leaning 
down slightly so she could reach them with one hand. Quickly she pulled them off her 
other ankle and sat up straight once again. 

“Give them to me.” His voice was almost a guttural snarl as he held out his hand. 
Candy hesitated briefly before pressing the small wad of fabric into his palm. His 
fingers closed over it immediately. 
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As she watched, he raised his closed fist to his nose and sniffed before lowering it to 
his lap. “You smell delicious.” 

She felt her cheeks flush with heat. Trying to act nonchalant, she picked up her fork 
and took a bite of her salmon. After all, her dress and the tablecloth covered her 
completely so no one could see her. But that didn’t seem to matter—she still felt totally 
exposed. It was embarrassing and arousing at the same time. 

Lucas lowered his hand back to his lap and slowly opened it, rubbing his thumb 
across the silky material. Candy almost choked on her food, the action was so erotic. 
Finally, he slipped her panties into his jacket pocket and began to eat his own meal. 

She’d just swallowed another mouthful when he casually leaned over and pushed 
the tablecloth away from her lap. “Are you wet for me?” 

It was all she could do not to whimper aloud. “Yes.” She could feel the cream 
seeping from her slit. 

“Hmmm.” He nodded as he eased his hand into her lap, sliding it under the fabric 
of her dress. His fingers sifted through her pubic hair and straight between her swollen 
labia. He didn’t stop, slipping his finger into her core and pushing it deep. 

Candy gasped and grabbed the edge of the table, her gaze sweeping around the 
room. Surely people knew what they were doing. But the tables around them were 
filled with people chatting and eating. Nobody was paying them the least amount of 
attention. It was instinct that made her try to close her legs, but Lucas pressed his 
thumb against her clit and rubbed it. “Keep your legs open, sugar. I want you soaked in 
your own juices by the time I take you back to my place for dessert.” 

The man was diabolical. Casually, he picked up his own fork and enjoyed a few 
mouthfuls of his meal. At the same time, with his other hand, he pushed another finger 
inside her to join the first, stretching her even more. “Lucas,” she gasped, almost 
panting for breath. “Please.” At this point she wasn’t sure if she was asking him to stop 
or to give her more. 

His eyes smoldered and the smile that turned up the edges of his mouth was 
wicked. “Oh, I aim to please you, Candy. And I will, over and over, all night long.” But 
he withdrew his fingers, stroking over her sensitive skin one final time before resuming 
eating. 

Candy focused on just trying to breathe. All around them people were laughing, 
talking and enjoying themselves. Lucas made casual conversation as he enjoyed his 
dinner. She managed to respond to several of his questions with what she hoped were 
intelligent responses, but for the most part she just nodded when appropriate. She 
could feel Lucas’ eyes on her, watching her intently as she picked at the food on her 
plate. 

Candy no longer had an appetite, at least not for food. Her needs were much more 
primal and basic. She couldn’t stand the waiting. Placing her fork across her plate, she 
finally met his gaze. “I don’t want to be here anymore.” 
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Lucas frowned and glanced at her plate. She shuddered when he reached under the 
table and smoothed the skirt of her dress back over her legs. His frown deepened as he 
skimmed his thumb across her full bottom lip. “You hardly ate anything. I didn’t mean 
to make you so uncomfortable you couldn’t eat. This is all about pleasure and it seems 
I’ve made you feel anything but that.” Leaning forward, he kissed her lips ever so 
gently. Her insides clenched tight. “I’m sorry, sugar.” 

Not feel any pleasure! Was the man insane? If she felt any more pleasure, she was 
going to have an orgasm right in the middle of the restaurant. 

“I’ll take you home.” He raised his hand to signal to the waiter that he wanted the 
check. 

She was stunned. Take her home? Reaching over, she grabbed his hand. His 
concerned gaze flew back to her. “I don’t want to go home. I want dessert.” 

The frown on his face faded, replaced by a look of such fierce desire that Candy 
almost cried out. No man had ever looked at her with such naked need in his eyes. Her 
heart pounded in her chest as he nodded. “I want that too.” 

The waiter arrived with the bill and Lucas quickly took care of it, collected their 
coats and hustled her out of the restaurant and into the cold winter’s night. 
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Chapter Nine 
 
The apartment door closed with a solid thunk. Although she wanted this to happen, 

Candy was nervous. The ride back to Lucas’ place hadn’t helped any, as both of them 
were quiet, wrapped up in their own thoughts. She jumped slightly when his hands 
clasped her shoulders. 

“Relax, sugar. All I want to do is take your coat.” 
Now she felt like a complete idiot. Really, she had to get a hold of herself. She 

unbuttoned her long coat and allowed him to slip it off her shoulders. While he was 
hanging up her coat and removing his own, she looked around his home, interested to 
see what kind of a place he lived in. She knew it was a new apartment, built at the same 
time the store was being renovated two stories below, but she still hoped to learn more 
about the man beside her by his surroundings. 

He’d flicked on the dim light in the foyer as soon as he’d opened the front door. She 
was surprised to see that it opened directly into a large room, which was shrouded in 
shadows. 

“Would you like a tour?” 
“I’d love one.” She was undeniably curious about him and wasn’t about to turn 

down the opportunity to see his home. 
With his hand on the small of her back, he led her into the room. He stopped by a 

large support beam and touched a few switches. The room came alive, bathed in soft, 
muted lighting. Her breath caught in her throat as she stepped away from him, slowly 
turning in a circle as she tried to take in the magnificence of the room all at once. “This 
is gorgeous.” 

“Thank you.” She could hear the pride in his voice. No wonder, she thought as she 
drank it all in. 

The living area was painted a pale yellow, making it feel warm and inviting. The 
furniture was large and masculine. The sofa and two loveseats, covered in a rich 
chocolate brown fabric and grouped into an intimate seating area, looked incredibly 
comfortable. She could all too easily imagine the two of them curled up on a cold 
winter’s evening. A huge oak cabinet with doors dominated the wall across from the 
sofa and she’d bet good money that his electronic equipment was housed there. A large, 
patterned area rug completed the sitting area. 

“It really is lovely, Lucas.” 
“There’s more.” He wrapped his arm around her shoulders as they walked across 

the floor. Her shoes sounded loud against the hardwood. Floor-to-ceiling drapes in a 
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chocolate brown that matched the sofa practically covered the far wall. Lucas left her 
standing in front of them and then tugged them open. The view was breathtaking. 

“Oh, Lucas.” She really didn’t know what else to say. The lights of the city gleamed 
in the darkened skyline, making both the moment and the view seem magical and 
beautiful. 

“Yeah, I know.” He stood behind her, slipping his forearm around her waist and 
pulling her back against his hard body. “I put in a stairway that leads to the roof and I 
plan to put in a rooftop patio this summer so I can sit out on hot summer nights and 
enjoy it.” 

Candy just nodded. She could picture it in her mind, filled with plants and 
comfortable furniture and maybe even a barbecue. But she was surprised by just how 
sad it made her feel. By the time summer arrived, their business association would have 
ended, and she was realistic enough to know that the likelihood of her ever seeing the 
rooftop patio was remote at best. 

She’d gone into this relationship with her eyes wide open and she didn’t expect it to 
last. But that didn’t mean she wouldn’t enjoy every single moment that they had 
together. Shaking off her melancholy, she turned in his arms and smiled at him. “Show 
me more.” 

His lips grazed the sensitive outer shell of her ear as he nuzzled her neck. “It gets 
better.” 

She didn’t know how that was possible, but he turned her toward the dining area. 
A large wood trestle table sat in splendor atop a sumptuous area rug. Two huge 
wooden chairs dominated the ends while long, high-backed benches flanked the sides 
of the table. It looked very old and very solid, and Candy loved it on sight. She didn’t 
realize she’d slipped out of Lucas’ grasp and hurried forward to stroke her hands over 
the backs of the benches before reaching out to tentatively touch the table until he 
laughed. Like a guilty child, she pulled her hands away and tucked them behind her 
back. 

“No, don’t stop. Go ahead and touch it.” Picking up her hands with his, he laid 
them back on the table, covering them with his own. “I did the exact same thing the first 
time I saw it. I knew it had to be mine.” 

She could certainly understand that feeling. She’d love to own something like this. 
It spoke of history and permanence and felt almost alive beneath her fingers. In the 
quiet of the room, she’d almost swear she could hear the sounds of people who’d sat at 
it over the past several hundred years. “It’s amazing, Lucas.” A large antique sideboard 
dominated another wall, its construction simple but the quality obvious. 

“But there’s still more.” 
She was loath to leave the table behind, but allowed him to lead her to the kitchen. 

A three-foot-wide granite countertop jutted out at a right angle from the wall separating 
the kitchen and dining area. About eight feet long, the countertop was actually at two 
different levels. The lower section had two comfortable stools pushed up next to it on 
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the dining room side, making it a cozy breakfast nook. The slate floor was almost too 
beautiful to walk on and the appliances were obviously high quality and gleamed even 
though the light was dim. The amount of counter space was incredible, but it was 
surprisingly uncluttered, everything tucked neatly away in the vast expanse of oak 
cabinets that filled the area. 

“Wow.” She didn’t know what else to say. Her own apartment had a postage 
stamp-sized kitchenette and she didn’t cook very much, but this looked like a cook’s 
dream straight out of a fancy decorating magazine. 

Lucas chuckled as he tugged her into the kitchen behind him. Turning her, he 
backed her up against the lower section of the counter. His hands were warm as they 
stroked down the length of her bare back before coming to rest at her waist. Wrapping 
his fingers around her, he lifted her and perched her on the edge of the counter. 

Candy licked her lips in anticipation as he leaned toward her. When their mouths 
met, she sighed deeply. This was what she wanted. What she needed. His hands came 
up to frame the sides of her face and she could feel the roughness of his fingers against 
her cheeks. The contrast was highly arousing. There was no doubt that Lucas was 
strong and tough, but his touch was always gentle, always restrained, as if he were well 
aware of his strength and didn’t want to hurt her. It made her feel special and 
cherished, but it also made her want to strip away his control and have him be as wild 
for her as she was for him. 

His tongue stroked along the seam of her lips and she parted them eagerly. But 
instead of plunging inside, he barely flicked the inside of her mouth before 
withdrawing again. Her hands gripped his shoulders for support, digging into the 
muscled expanse beneath his suit. Over and over, he tasted the inside of her lips but 
went no farther into her mouth. It was intoxicating and it was maddening. 

Finally, unable to take it any longer, she sifted her fingers through his short hair, 
gripped his skull in her hands and pulled him tighter. Plunging her tongue into his 
mouth, she took what she wanted. She stroked his tongue with hers, reveling in his 
deep groan of pleasure as he responded to her. His tongue played with hers before he 
tilted her head for a better angle and began to plunder her mouth. 

Heat rushed over her skin. Her clothing felt tight and confining and when his hands 
left her face to spread her thighs wide open, she eagerly complied, almost whimpering 
when he shoved the skirt of her dress high on her thighs and pushed his way between 
them. His hands slid over her hips, pulling her close, angling her so she could feel the 
outline of his erection pressing against her slit. She could feel his cock pulsing through 
the fabric of his pants and her sex throbbing heavily in response. 

Lucas tore his mouth away from hers, gasping for breath. “Dessert. I promised you 
dessert.” Stepping away, he removed his suit jacket and tossed it over the end of the 
counter. His tie quickly followed. 

“Dessert.” Her mind was muddled with desire. She wanted him now. No more 
waiting. 
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He smiled at her as he unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it aside. The large expanse of 
male flesh distracted her. She hadn’t gotten a good look at it that day in the storage 
room. It had been too dark to see much. She knew his chest was impressive by feel 
alone, but that was nothing compared to actually seeing it. His shoulders looked about 
a yard wide and his chest was thick with muscle as it tapered down to his waist. She’d 
never seen an abdomen like his before outside a magazine. His abs were clearly defined 
and rock-hard. 

Reaching out, she laid her hand on him. The muscles beneath her fingers jumped 
before hardening to steel and the heavy thump of his heart beat against her palm. 
Placing her other hand on his stomach, she slid it upward, enjoying the feel of the crisp 
line of hair that ran from the center of his chest downward and disappeared into his 
pants. The hair was blond but slightly darker than the hair on his head. 

He captured her hands in his and kissed them before stepping back. “Much more of 
that and you won’t get dessert.” His voice was deep and husky with desire and she 
shifted uncomfortably as her body clenched with need. 

Turning from her, he lit the candle under a small fondue pot that was set up on the 
upper part of the counter before he went to the refrigerator and pulled out several 
containers. While he was rummaging around the cupboards, setting up a few more 
things, she took the opportunity to study him further. The man was as fine from behind 
as he was from the front. The muscles in his back and arms rippled as he moved about 
the kitchen, and his butt was tight enough to make any woman drool. 

But it was the tattoo that captured her interest the most. It wrapped around his 
entire upper left arm and seemed to be barbed wire, if she wasn’t mistaken. It definitely 
enhanced his bad-boy image. “Was it painful to get?” 

He placed a plate on the counter next to her. “Was what painful?” 
“This.” She traced her finger over the design. 
“Not really. I was young and brave and stupid.” He laughed, but the laughter 

didn’t reach his eyes. Reaching over, he plucked something off the plate and held it to 
her lips. “Taste.” 

Candy was smart enough to know when someone wanted to change the subject, so 
she didn’t mention the stylized Celtic knot tattoo on his left shoulder. Maybe he was 
embarrassed by it. After all, lots of people did things when they were younger that they 
wished they hadn’t. She dismissed it from her mind as something smooth and cool 
touched her mouth. 

Flicking her tongue out, she tasted chocolate and strawberry. Taking a bite, she 
savored it. Licking her lips, she opened her mouth for more and he obliged, feeding her 
the entire treat. “That was delicious.” 

Twisting around, she looked with keen interest at the plate he’d laid there. A 
cream-filled, bite-sized pastry sat next to what looked like another one of those amazing 
brownies. There was another chocolate-covered strawberry as well, but this one seemed 
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to be dark chocolate on one side and white chocolate on the other. Candy moaned in 
anticipation. 

Lucas chuckled as he picked up the pastry. It looked ridiculously tiny in his large 
fingers, but he held it firmly yet carefully as he raised it to her mouth. “Open.” She 
automatically parted her lips and he popped it inside. 

It occurred to her then that she trusted Lucas. Not just in a superficial way, but deep 
down all the way to her core. The way he handled the food said so much about him. 
He’d touch her the same way—firmly but gently, making sure she found satisfaction 
before he did. After all, up until now, she was the one who’d had all the pleasure. He 
was the one who’d been left unfulfilled. But not once had he mentioned it or 
complained. He seemed to get great enjoyment out of pleasing her and that made him a 
very unique man in her eyes. 

Too many men were in it for their own pleasure without any thought of their 
partner. A quick wham, bam, thank you, ma’am. She’d been lucky not to have that 
experience often, but it had happened to her while she was in college. Not all men were 
as giving, caring if their partners found pleasure. As long as they came, they didn’t care. 
She’d heard that complaint more than once from her few female friends, and the 
women’s magazines were filled with letters griping about just that thing. 

Theirs might not be a forever kind of relationship, but it would certainly be a 
mutually pleasurable one. And she’d never realized just how erotic it was to have a 
man feed her. The pastry practically melted in her mouth. The soft cream filling was 
slightly sweet and there was a touch of peppermint that made her mouth tingle. 

Lucas bent forward and licked her lips. The single stroke made her nipples tighten 
as she imagined his rough tongue tasting them, touching them. As if he could read her 
mind, he cupped one of her breasts in his hand and stroked her distended nipple 
through the fabric. This time she moaned aloud, unable to swallow back the sound of 
her pleasure. 

She almost cried out at the loss when his hand slid upward, cupping the back of her 
neck. His other hand joined the first and he slowly, methodically began to unhook her 
dress. When he was done, he lowered the bodice, exposing her breasts to his view. 

“Now for the real dessert.” 
 
Lucas could feel his mouth water as he lowered the top of Candy’s dress. Her 

breasts were large and full, tipped with pale pink nipples that were puckered into tight 
nubs. Nothing would stop him from having her this time. He had the entire night to 
discover all her secrets, to touch every inch of her velvety skin, to taste her and to savor 
her. 

His cock, which was already rock-hard, pressed against the zipper in his pants, 
straining to be released. He’d take her, and soon. But first, he had to taste her. 

His fingers looked large and rough against her creamy skin as he cradled her 
breasts. He plumped the soft mounds with his hands as he leaned forward and traced 
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around the edge of one of her nipples with his tongue. Her fingers dug into his 
shoulders and he knew her short nails would leave a mark. Nuzzling his way to her 
other breast, he repeated his action. 

He smiled when she gripped his short hair and tugged his mouth to the tip of her 
swollen nipple. He knew what she wanted and was more than willing to oblige. 
Stroking the hard nub of one breast with his thumb, he rasped his tongue across the 
other before capturing it with his mouth and sucking hard. 

Candy moaned and arched her hips toward him, trying to get closer. With his free 
hand, he pushed beneath the skirt of her dress, shoving it high, until his fingers found 
her sex. Damn, she was so hot and wet it took all his control not to come in his pants. 
He found it incredibly exciting that she held nothing back, but gave herself completely. 

His fingers traced the swollen, slick lips of her labia before slipping past her tight 
entrance and deep into her core. Using his thumb to stroke her clit, he thrust his fingers 
in and out of her cunt, her inner muscles clenching tight around them. 

Candy was panting hard now as she hooked her legs around his waist and pumped 
her hips against him. He knew she was close by the desperate way she gripped his 
head, holding him to her. A bead of sweat rolled down his back as he continued to 
pleasure her. Capturing her nipple carefully between his teeth, he flicked the bud with 
his tongue. A high, keening noise escaped her lips as she tightened herself around him. 
He pushed his fingers as deep as they would go. Then she came. 

He could feel the gush of liquid from her core, coating his hand. She cried out 
again, the sound music to his ears as he kept his fingers in motion to bring her the 
maximum pleasure. “Enough,” she finally groaned. “I can’t take any more.” She 
seemed to melt in his arms, almost becoming boneless against him. 

Carefully, he withdrew his fingers from her as he raised his head from her breast. 
She gave him a sleepy, sated smile as her eyes drifted shut. Lucas captured the lobe of 
her ear between his teeth, giving it a slight nip. Candy moaned, her neck arching to give 
him better access. “Now it’s my turn,” he whispered. 
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Chapter Ten 
 
All remnants of sleepiness fled as Lucas growled in her ear. He sounded hungry for 

her, and even though moments before she’d been totally sated, she could feel her body 
already beginning to respond to him again. The hunger, so recently appeased, was 
returning. Once again, Lucas had given her pleasure. Now, she wanted to give it to him. 

“Lift me off the counter.” The sultry command sounded strange coming from her 
lips, but she knew what she wanted to do. Wrapping his hands around her waist, he 
lifted her down, holding her steady until she found her balance. 

Placing her hands on his shoulders, she pushed him back a step and was surprised 
at how easily he moved. His chest and torso gleamed with a light sheen of sweat. He 
was so large and strong, there was no way for her to make him move if he didn’t want 
to. His hands hung by his sides, his fingers clenched into fists. But she felt no fear, only 
anticipation. 

Her dress hung around her hips, leaving her naked from the waist up, but Candy 
didn’t feel embarrassed at all. Instead, she felt womanly and powerful. Lucas’ eyes were 
like blue fire as he watched her, heating her skin until it was almost burning. 

Giving her hips a quick shimmy, she loosened her dress, letting it drop around her 
ankles before stepping out of the folds. She stood there clad only in her thigh-high 
stockings and high-heeled shoes. With her hair still piled on top of her head, there was 
nothing to hinder his view of her. 

“You are so beautiful.” His words washed over her like a physical caress. Usually, 
she felt self-conscious about her ample curves, but not with Lucas. He made her feel 
sexy. 

One step brought her directly in front of him and she placed her hands on his chest, 
kneading the muscles beneath her fingers. Leaning forward, she flicked his flat nipple 
with her tongue and smiled when his hand tangled in her hair, pulling her closer. 
Taking her time, she nibbled and licked her way down his washboard abdomen. He 
sucked in his stomach as she worked her way lower. 

Standing straight again, she smiled at him and then lowered herself gracefully to 
her knees. “Candy,” he groaned as she positioned herself in front of him, using her 
dress to cushion her knees. She made quick work of his button and zipper and his cock 
thrust out in front of him. The man did like to go commando! 

Wrapping her hand around his length, she stroked him from base to tip. He was a 
big man in all ways and his erection was no exception. The head was like a large plum 
and as she watched, liquid seeped from the tip. Leaning forward, she licked at it with 
her tongue. She savored his taste—salty and warm. 
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“Take me in your mouth, sugar.” His low command sent a shaft of desire pulsing 
through her core. She wanted to do everything with him. Anything he wanted. 

Opening her mouth as wide as she could, she slid the head of his cock past her lips. 
She swirled her tongue around the tip before taking him deeper. As she learned his size 
and shape with her mouth and tongue, she kept her hands busy. She cupped and 
stroked his swollen testicles with one hand while continuing to stroke the base of his 
cock with the other. 

“That’s it, baby,” he moaned. “Try to relax. You can take more.” He flexed his hips 
forward and she found that she could indeed take him deeper. 

His movements got jerkier as his hips pumped faster. She could feel his scrotum 
getting tighter to his body as his cock throbbed harder. He tangled his fingers in her 
hair, holding her steady as he thrust his cock deeper into her mouth. “I’m coming.” He 
started to pull away, but she wouldn’t let him. She wanted all of him, everything he had 
to give her. 

He came hard and fast, his cum shooting down her throat. She gagged reflexively, 
but recovered quickly and swallowed. She kept sliding her hand up and down his 
length as he emptied himself. When he was done, she gave the head of his cock one 
final swipe with her tongue before sitting back on her heels. She felt as satisfied as a cat 
that had just eaten a bowl of cream. 

Lucas reached out his hands and grasped the counter for support as he struggled 
for breath. While she was waiting for him to recover, she admired the view. He really 
was an exceptionally good-looking man. He was so hard everywhere, it gave her 
shivers just thinking about it. 

Finally, he hitched his pants back up and zipped them closed. His eyes were 
unreadable as he stared down at her. “Thank you.” 

For the first time, she realized how vulnerable she was just sitting naked at his feet. 
“You’re welcome.” She struggled to stand and he was right there, practically lifting her 
back to her feet. 

“Are you ready to continue dessert now that we’ve taken the edge off?” There was 
a glint in his eye that told her he was up to something, but she’d come too far to stop 
now. 

Trying to seem sophisticated and nonchalant about standing around in the kitchen 
in the nude, she nodded. “Sure.” 

Before she could blink, he had her sitting back on the wide, low counter as he 
turned away and fiddled with the fondue pot he’d set up earlier. She supported herself 
with her hands as her legs dangled over the edge. 

“Lie back.” 
She blinked at him, uncertain she’d heard him correctly. “Lie back?” 
He didn’t ask again. Reaching out, he gripped her by the shoulders and lowered her 

until her back was touching the wide countertop. It felt cold against her back and she 
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arched upward. Lucas tweaked her nipple with her fingers, making it pucker even 
tighter. “Perfect.” 

He reached out and took the small pot off the flame, holding it carefully by the 
handle. “Chocolate is an aphrodisiac.” Grabbing a small brush off the counter, he 
dipped it into the melted chocolate and began to paint around the edges of her nipples. 

Candy sucked in her breath as the chocolate touched her skin. It wasn’t hot enough 
to burn, but it was incredibly warm. The soft bristles of the brush stroking her flesh, 
combined with the heavenly smell, was incredibly arousing as Lucas continued to paint 
her breasts with the chocolate, leaving her nipples bare. “Lucas,” she moaned as the 
side of his hand “accidentally” brushed her nipple as he worked. 

“Shhh,” he admonished. “I’m an artist at work. I put in this lower counter so I could 
sit if I was doing any intricate decorating work on cakes and such. But I can see now 
that it has many other possible functions.” He stood back and admired her breasts 
before beginning to paint around her bellybutton. “Baking and decorating are art forms 
much like painting or sculpting, you know.” 

No, she didn’t know. How could he expect her to think, let alone try to follow a 
conversation with that brush tickling her sensitive skin? But he didn’t seem to expect 
her to answer as he kept on working. He set the fondue pot back of the counter before 
carefully placing a candied cherry in her navel. 

Leaning over her, he licked both tips of her nipples until they were wet before 
dusting them with sugar. She looked down at herself unable to believe what he was 
doing. Her breasts were dark with the chocolate rimming her nipples while the tips 
themselves shimmered white in their sugar coating. She could just see the cherry 
peeking out of her navel. 

“Almost done.” Her eyes flew to his. “Then I get to eat.” Her head went back to the 
counter with a thunk and she closed her eyes. Surely, he didn’t mean what she thought 
he did. 

Warm liquid oozed between her thighs and she forced her eyes open again. Lucas 
was holding a bottle of honey, letting a slow trickle of the golden substance dribble 
between her thighs. “Lucas!” she wailed as she tried to close her legs, but with him 
standing between them, it was impossible. 

He placed the bottle back on the counter and leaned forward. “I’ve been dreaming 
of this dessert for days.” Candy cried out as he took one of her sugared nipples into his 
mouth and sucked hard. He slowly and methodically ate his way outward, licking and 
sucking all the chocolate from around her breast. Then he did the same to the other one. 

Candy writhed and moaned, feeling her cream seep from her core and slip between 
the globes of her behind. It mixed with the warm honey and the smell of both 
permeated the air. 

He worked his way down her stomach, kissing and licking a path to her navel. She 
sucked in her stomach as he plucked the cherry out with his teeth. Holding it securely, 
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he surged upward and kissed her, slipping the cherry past her lips before retreating 
once again. 

The cherry was sweet and sticky in her mouth. She managed to chew it up and 
swallow it just before Lucas’ mouth moved between her thighs. His tongue swiped up 
one side of her labia and down the other. She thumped her feet against the cupboards 
as she arched her hips toward him. 

“Delicious,” he murmured as he sucked her swollen lips. “Your essence adds the 
perfect flavor to the honey.” Candy could only shiver as he sucked the hard nub of flesh 
at the apex of her sex. 

She felt so empty and desperately wanted to feel him inside her. “Lucas,” she 
wailed as he continued to taste her. “I want you. Now,” she added forcefully, tugging at 
his hair. 

His hair was standing up in small spikes and his lips glistened from the 
combination of honey and her cream as he straightened. A smear of chocolate covered 
his cheek. Reaching into his back pocket, he yanked out a condom. He had his pants 
open, his erection sheathed and was poised at her entrance before she could even blink. 

He wrapped his hands around her upper thighs, holding them wide open as his 
cock probed at her opening. He inserted the blunt tip, stretching her. He was so big and 
it had been such a long time for her. But she wanted him, all of him. “More.” She was 
unable to reach him with her hands, so she tilted her hips upward, trying to drive him 
deeper. 

Lucas didn’t hesitate. Holding her legs wide open, he thrust himself forward one 
inch at a time until his cock was buried to the hilt. Her inner muscles flexed and 
relaxed, accommodating his girth and length. It was almost uncomfortable, but it felt so 
good. But it wasn’t enough. “Move, Lucas.” 

He pulled back until just the head was still inside her, then he surged forward. 
“Harder,” she moaned. 

“Tell me what you want,” he ordered as he pulled back once again and held himself 
still, poised at her entrance. 

She knew what he wanted. She wanted it too. “Fuck me, Lucas. Hard.” She’d never 
said those words before, but found it surprisingly liberating. 

It was if a dam broke within him, shattering his reserve. This time he plunged hard 
and deep. Over and over, he hammered into her. It was fierce and wild and elemental 
and she loved it. She’d never felt anything like it in her life. 

He shifted, leaning over her and wrapping his arms beneath her, his hands cupping 
her shoulders as he held her steady for each thrust. She locked her ankles at the base of 
his spine, pushing him against her with every thrust. It was too much. It would never 
be enough. 

Her fingers dug into his arms as she tilted back her head and screamed her release. 
Her body convulsed as he shoved his cock to the hilt one final time. She could feel him 
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heaving over her, heard him shout as her own body tightened around him. She sucked 
air into her starving lungs, gasping for breath as she continued to spasm around him. 

She managed to unlock her ankles and let her legs slide down his flanks as her arms 
fell back to the counter beside her. Lucas buried his head between her breasts and she 
could feel his lungs heaving against her as he struggled to catch his breath. 

When he started to pull away, his face stuck to her for a moment before he 
managed to pull himself upright. The motion pushed him deeper inside her and her 
cunt pulsed again, making her moan as he carefully withdrew. She turned her head and 
watched him, her eyes mere slits as he removed the condom, dumped it in the garbage 
and grabbed a napkin to clean himself up. That done, he hitched up his pants again, 
yanking the zipper up but not bothering to button it. 

It was only then that she realized just how sweaty and sticky she felt. “I need a 
shower.” She tried to sit up, but it was too much trouble. She’d try again in a minute. 

Lucas smiled at her. It was the first time she’d ever seen him really smile. It changed 
his whole face, making him look younger and more carefree. She felt absurdly pleased 
that she was the cause of it. 

“You’re a mess,” he laughed as he eased her into a seated position. 
Grumbling, she halfheartedly pushed him away. “You’re no better.” 
He swept her into his arms, carrying her across the living room and toward a 

hallway. “I know. That’s why we’re both getting a shower.” 
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Chapter Eleven 
 
Almost two weeks later, Candy still blushed every time she remembered the night 

of their first “official” date. She still had a hard time looking at his kitchen counter 
without being swamped by the memories of what had happened there. 

And the shower afterward! She waved her hand in front of her face to cool herself 
off. She’d never showered with a man before and the experience had been earthmoving, 
to say the least. Lucas had made sure to soap every inch of her body. “Just to make sure 
that all the chocolate and honey is gone,” he’d assured her with a wicked gleam in his 
eye. Well, she’d gotten back at him for that, returning the favor. 

They’d ended up tumbling, soaking wet, into his bed where he’d made love to her 
again. Honestly, the man was insatiable, but where he was concerned, so was she. 
They’d spent much of their free time together since then, as well as some work time. 
True to his word, Lucas had agreed to do some of the promotional events she wanted 
him to. 

She’d set the first one up to coincide with the grand opening of the new Coffee 
Breaks. Lucas had been surprisingly charming to the reporter, answering her questions 
patiently. Candy had been pleased that the book would get a big write-up for the “Arts” 
section of the Sunday edition of paper, but she’d also been uncomfortably jealous of the 
easy way he’d interacted with the reporter. 

At least she had been until Lucas dragged her back into the kitchen with him. There 
he’d pinned her up against the wall, kissed her senseless and in a growl reminiscent of a 
cranky bear had told her that he was only putting up with this publicity nonsense 
because of her and that she darn well owed him for it. She’d been thrilled to her toes 
and had eagerly shown her thanks later that night. 

It had become a game between them from that moment onward and for every 
promotional event he did for the book, he teasingly told her that he expected something 
from her in return. Candy twirled in her chair and laughed as she remembered what 
had happened after he’d given an in-depth interview to a local interest magazine. 
They’d barely made it through his front door before he’d taken her up against the wall. 
It had been hard and fast and incredibly erotic. 

She licked her lips in anticipation over what might happen after his appearance on 
a local cable talk show tomorrow afternoon. Her pussy contracted and her nipples 
tightened, making her groan. The man was turning her into a sex fiend. She shook her 
head and turned her chair back to face her desk. But it was more than that. Much more. 

They’d spent a lot of time together over the past few weeks and the more time she 
spent with Lucas, the more she liked him. Liked him! Who was she kidding—she was 
in love with the man. Groaning, she lowered her head to her desk. She hadn’t meant for 
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it to happen. Hadn’t even known that it could happen so fast. But it had and she had to 
deal with it. 

Raising her head, she rubbed her temples and sighed. The man was playing havoc 
with her emotional well-being. Like someone on a roller coaster, her emotions kept 
swinging back and forth from happy to sad to frustrated. But she was an adult and had 
gone into this affair with her eyes wide open. She couldn’t cry foul and change the rules 
now just because she had to go and get all emotional. 

But it was Lucas’ fault. Beneath that gruff, hard exterior lurked a man with a large 
heart. She saw it in the way he interacted with his employees, whom he treated more 
like an extended family than people he paid to work for him. She saw it in the obvious 
affection and caring he had for Katie and her husband. 

The first time she’d seen Katie again after the storage closet incident had been 
initially somewhat awkward. They’d run into each other at the official opening of 
Coffee Breaks and it had taken all Candy’s determination not to slink away from the 
other woman. But Katie had smiled and simply asked, “Should I call you Candace or 
Candy?” 

That had made her laugh. “Since nobody I know will call me Candace, I’ve given 
up on the idea. So, call me Candy.” 

Katie had made no mention of finding them alone in the storage closet or about 
what they’d obviously been doing in there. But she had issued a subtle warning, telling 
Candy how special Lucas was and how those who knew him wouldn’t like to see him 
get hurt. 

She pressed her hand over her stomach, trying to settle her jumbled nerves. As if 
she would hurt him. She was more likely to be the one to bear the scars from this 
relationship, as she was in far over her head. It had happened so quickly, she hadn’t 
had time to stop it. 

But she wasn’t sure she would have stopped it even if she could have. Spending 
time with Lucas was soothing her ravaged ego. She hadn’t been truly aware of just how 
badly it had been damaged by her breakup with Gary. Lucas made her feel sexy and 
womanly and very beautiful. 

But it was much more than that. He filled empty spaces within her that she hadn’t 
even realized were there. To their mutual delight, they’d discovered that they had a lot 
more in common then either one of them had anticipated. 

They were both homebodies and loved to curl up in the evenings and watch 
movies. Lucas had taken to cooking them dinner almost every evening and she loved to 
work alongside him in the kitchen, helping him prepare their meal. They shared long 
discussions about everything from politics to books to views on life in general. She not 
only found him fascinating, but also loved the intent way that he always listened to 
what she had to say and treated her opinions with respect, even if he didn’t always 
agree with her. 
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It was a new experience for her. In previous relationships, she’d been guilty of 
hiding her true thoughts, not wanting to rock the boat or make trouble, but with Lucas 
she didn’t feel that restraint. Because she knew this wasn’t a forever kind of relationship 
going into it, she hadn’t held back at all. In fact, with Lucas, she was more herself than 
she’d ever been with any other man in her entire life. It was liberating and really 
brought home to her just what had been wrong in earlier relationships. 

Drawing herself up straighter in her chair, she renewed her determination to enjoy 
her time with Lucas no matter how long it lasted. She wouldn’t allow her unrealistic 
expectations and her emotions ruin it. She would tuck her love away in her heart and in 
years to come she would always have the memories of this special time together. Her 
heart ached in her chest, but she ignored it. Yes, it was easier said than done, but she 
was determined. 

Sexually, there was no doubt that they were compatible. Lucas seemed to know just 
how to touch her to bring her the most satisfaction. He’d spent hours stroking her skin, 
leisurely pleasuring her. At times he could be as playful as a large cat, tumbling her 
around his huge bed or hauling her onto the dining room table for a quickie. But other 
times, he would be serious and intense as he brought her to peak after peak of pleasure 
until she couldn’t bear it anymore. 

He challenged her to try new things, encouraged her to take what she wanted and 
to not be afraid of her sexuality. But it was the times after sex that had changed her the 
most. 

She’d had a live-in lover before, but sleeping with Gary had been nothing like 
sleeping with Lucas. Always before, she turned away, needing her own space. But 
Lucas had never allowed it. His favorite position seemed to be spooning up behind her 
with her bottom snuggled against his groin and her head tucked under his chin. With 
his forearm locked just under her breasts, he kept her close with him throughout the 
night. Either that or she’d wake up and find herself sprawled across him, using him for 
a mattress. Both of them liked that position, as Lucas always woke hard and ready for 
her. She’d almost been late to work twice this week because of an early morning 
quickie. 

Her breath was coming faster and her nipples were puckered against her bra, 
making them ache. She straightened her jacket and moaned as the fabric rubbed against 
her breasts. Her whole body clenched and she gritted her teeth in frustration. She had to 
stop thinking about Lucas. Deliberately, she changed her thoughts, but all these 
musings about relationships brought her mother to mind. 

Tapping her fingers on her desk, she stared at her phone. She’d been avoiding her 
mother for quite some time now—ever since the night she’d gotten the unexpected 
phone call from Justin. Her mother had left several messages on her machine, but for 
once in her life, Candy had ignored them. She’d needed the time to get over her feelings 
of betrayal. 

But it had gotten to the point where she was just being childish and petty and she 
didn’t like that image of herself. The time had come to talk to her mother. Grabbing her 
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phone, she dialed her mother’s number before she could talk herself out of it. She held 
her breath, half hoping her mother wasn’t home and she could just leave a message. 

“Hello.” Candy slowly released her pent-up breath when she heard her mother’s 
voice on the other end of the line. 

“Hi, Mom.” Leaning forward, she propped her elbows on her desk and eyed her 
empty coffee cup longingly. She should have gotten herself some coffee first. 

“Candy!” There was no mistaking the delight in her mother’s voice, which made 
her feel all the worse. “Are you all right, dear? I’ve been trying to reach you for days.” 

She squashed the feelings of guilt that welled up inside her, telling herself she’d 
had every right to take some time to think before calling her mother. But it didn’t quite 
work. “I know, Mom. I’m sorry, but I’ve been busy.” 

“As long as there’s nothing wrong.” 
Taking the opening, she plunged onward. “But there is something wrong. Justin 

called me.” 
There was silence on the other end and then her mother sighed. “Oh?” 
Anger stirred inside her as she realized her mother wasn’t going to say anything 

else. “He told me he was talking to you first. Why didn’t you tell me you’d heard from 
him?” 

“That’s the reason, Candy. Listen to yourself. You’re so angry with him instead of 
just being glad to hear from him.” 

“See, that’s what I don’t understand, Mom.” Righteous indignation filled her. “It’s 
just like with Dad. He’d disappear for days, weeks or months and you’d just forgive 
him and take him back. Now it’s the same thing with Justin, but he’s been gone years, 
not months. Years!” Her temples started to throb as the beginnings of a tension 
headache descended on her. 

“What I did with your father is my business,” her mother snapped back. 
“But it was my life too,” she retorted. “How do you think it felt to have a convicted 

felon as a father? That was bad enough, but you kept taking him back every time he got 
out of prison.” 

“Right or wrong, it was my choice, Candy. And I did my best to be a good mother.” 
Usually she dropped the subject, feeling guilty whenever she questioned her 

mother, but not this time. “Yes, you did your best, but it was still hard on your kids and 
that’s something you’ve never acknowledged. I think that’s why it was so easy for 
Justin to fall into the same pattern.” 

“I’m not responsible for Justin’s actions.” Her mother’s voice was getting shriller 
and more defensive with every word she spoke. 

Candy rubbed her temples, realizing this was futile. Her mother was who she was, 
and as she said, had made her own choices. She’d done the best she could, but like all 
humans, she had her shortcomings. It was a slight revelation to Candy to realize that 
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her anger stemmed from the fact that she’d wished her mother had been perfect and 
more of the kind of mother she’d wanted growing up. 

They’d never agree on some issues, Justin and her father being two of them, but it 
was time for Candy to let them go and move on. A weight lifted off her shoulders as she 
dropped her burden of guilt. She’d done her best, just as her mother had done, so 
maybe it was time to forge a new relationship, based on the here and now instead of the 
past. 

“What did Justin have to say?” She was curious to see if he’d said more to their 
mother than to her. 

“Just that he wanted to see me and to see you, of course.” 
“You’ve seen him?” She knew the answer even before she’d asked the question. 

Candy could tell from the tone of her mother’s voice that she’d seen him. 
“Yes. He’s been over for supper several times.” 
Candy swallowed the lump of emotion that welled up from deep within her. 

“How—” She broke off, cleared her throat and tried again. “How does he look?” 
“He looks good. The years haven’t been easy ones, but he looks good.” Her mother 

paused. “He looks a lot like your father.” 
She rubbed her throbbing temples and scrunched her eyes tight to hold back the 

tears. “Yeah, well, Dad always was a good-looking son of a—” 
“Candy!” 
“I was going to say, gun, Mom.” That was the one thing that James Logan had had 

going for him. He’d definitely been a handsome and charming devil. “Did Justin say 
anything else, like how long he was staying or what he’s been doing?” 

“Not really. He mostly asked about me and my life.” She paused. “And you, honey. 
He asked a lot of questions about you. I wish you’d agree to see him. I know it would 
mean a lot to him.” 

“Did he ask you to plead his case?” That was definitely something her father would 
have done. 

“No. He actually did the opposite and asked me not to say anything at all to you.” 
She could hear her mother’s growing impatience. “But I still think you should see him, 
Candy. At least once.” 

“I’m still thinking about it, Mom.” 
“I didn’t think you’d be that cold and unforgiving to your brother.” 
The criticism hit Candy hard. “Well, he didn’t seem to care how I felt all these years 

he’s been away. Why should I care about his feelings now? He’s a stranger to me.” 
“He’s your brother.” Those three simple words broke Candy’s heart because 

although she knew they were true, she felt as if she’d lost her brother years ago. He 
hadn’t died, but it was as if he had, because in all the ways that truly counted, he had 
been dead to her all these years. But what had hurt the most was that he could have 
been dead in truth and she might never have known. 
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“I said I was thinking about it and that’s the best I can do right now.” It was time to 
change the subject. “Did you get the money I deposited in your account last week?” 

“Yes, I did. You know I really appreciate it, Candy, but you don’t have to give me 
money anymore. I’m getting more hours over at the market.” 

But Candy could hear the weariness in her mother’s voice. For more than thirty 
years, her mother had worked mostly minimum-wage jobs. Married and pregnant 
young, she’d barely finished high school and had no other training. Her mother was a 
hard worker and never complained, but she’d made sure that Candy had stayed in 
school. They hadn’t had much while she’d been growing up, but they’d always had 
food and a roof over their heads. And for that alone, she figured she owed her mother. 

“I don’t mind, Mom. I just wish it could be more.” 
“It’s more than enough, Candy.” 
In spite of their many differences, Candy didn’t doubt that her mother loved her. In 

the end, that was what mattered the most. They might never have a really close 
relationship, but they’d always have that between them. 

“Talk to your brother, Candy, just in case you never get the opportunity to do it 
again.” She softened her voice. “You don’t want to have to live with regrets.” Back to 
her brisk self again, she hurried on. “I have to go or I’ll be late for my shift at the 
market.” 

“Bye, Mom.” She barely heard her mother tell her goodbye before the line went 
dead. It was the buzzing in her ear that finally broke her out of her thoughts and she 
slowly hung up her phone. 

Regrets. That’s what it all boiled down to, and Candy finally began to understand 
why her mother had taken her father back all those times. She hadn’t wanted to live 
with the regrets she might have had if she didn’t. Candy didn’t necessarily agree with 
her mother, but she felt she did understand her a little better. 

After all, she didn’t want to have regrets either. That’s why she was willing to let 
her relationship with Lucas run its course. But, unlike her father, Lucas wasn’t lying to 
her and pretending to be something he wasn’t. And therein lay the big difference for 
Candy. It was the lies her father had told over the years, always promising that things 
would be different and that he wasn’t really a criminal which had hurt the most. She 
much preferred Lucas’ bluntness to pretty lies. Lucas wanted her sexually, plus he 
respected her and genuinely liked her. And that was good enough for her. 

As for Justin, well, she’d just have to think about that a little longer. She went back 
to work, but her mother’s words kept ringing in her ears. 

The phone rang again and she pushed her personal problems to the back of her 
mind. “Good morning, Candy Logan’s office.” 

“Good morning, sugar.” 
His low voice slid over her like hot caramel over an ice cream sundae and just like 

that, she felt better, happier. “And what can I do for you, Mr. Squires?” 
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He laughed, the sensual sound skittering across her skin, making goose bumps rise 
on her arms. “I can think of several things at the moment.” 

“Lucas.” His name came out as part admonishment, part moan as several fantasies 
of her own flitted through her brain. 

“You shouldn’t ask me such provocative questions if you don’t want me to answer 
them.” She could hear voices in the background and knew he was calling from work. 
“But that’s not why I called.” 

Candy squirmed in her seat, trying to ignore her growing arousal. “Why did you 
call?” 

“Two things. First, are you coming over for dinner tonight?” 
“Do you want me to?” She wondered if he wasn’t beginning to get tired of having 

her around every single evening. 
“I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t,” his rough voice growled over the phone. 
“I’d love to come over for dinner. Should I bring anything?” 
“Just yourself, sugar.” 
“Okay.” She glanced at her watch, knowing she had to cut this short. “What was 

the second thing?” 
“Check your purse. I slipped a little something inside this morning before you left.” 

She heard someone calling him in the distance. “I’ve gotta run, but I’ll see you tonight.” 
The phone clicked in her ear and she pulled it back and looked at it. What was it with 
people hanging up on her this morning? 

Curious now, she opened her bottom desk drawer and dragged out her large 
leather handbag. She hadn’t really looked in it this morning, she’d been in such a hurry 
when she’d left his place to get home and change in time to get to work. Thankfully, 
Lucas was always up at the crack of dawn, but still, she’d barely had enough time. She 
didn’t know how much longer she could keep that up, but for now, she was managing. 
And the payoff of spending all night snuggled up in bed with Lucas was reward 
enough for any minor inconveniences. 

Unzipping her purse, she rummaged around inside and found the small plastic 
container that had worked its way to the bottom. Prying off the lid, she peered inside. 
Nestled on a napkin was a masterpiece of layers of light, fluffy pastry separated by a 
cream and chocolate filling. A light drizzle of chocolate decorated the top layer. 

Candy groaned even as she carefully plucked the treat from the container and laid 
it on the lid. If she wasn’t careful, she was going to put on a ton of weight. Lucas did 
seem to enjoy feeding her. Now she definitely needed coffee. 

Glancing at her closed office door, she decided she wasn’t taking any chances. 
Stowing her purse back in the bottom drawer, she yanked open the top one and shoved 
some papers aside. When she had enough room, she placed the pastry and the container 
inside and pushed the drawer closed. 
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She sniffed the air carefully and decided it was probably safe. Ever since word of 
the brownies had gotten out, many of Candy’s coworkers had started stopping by 
unannounced to check and see if she’d gotten any more of them. Unfortunately, Missy 
had been quite vocal in her praise of them and some of the other women in the office 
were jealous that they hadn’t gotten any. 

But Candy only had one pastry and she wasn’t sharing. 
The phone rang again just as she reached for her mug. Casting a longing stare at her 

empty mug, she sighed as she picked up the receiver. “Candy Logan’s office.” 
“Ms. Logan, this is Barbara Bates from Jasper Publishing in New York.” 
Candy straightened in her chair. “Yes, Ms. Bates. What can I do for you?” Her 

curiosity was piqued. It wasn’t every day she got a call from a big New York City 
publisher. Okay, so she’d never had one before. This was her first. 

The other woman laughed. “Maybe we can help each other. As you may or may not 
know, we recently signed a former writer of TK Publishing, Karissa Fields.” 

“That’s wonderful. I always knew that Karissa would make it big.” 
“Well, Karissa speaks very highly of you as well. In fact, according to Karissa, 

you’re very good at what you do, Ms. Logan.” The other woman paused briefly before 
continuing. “We have a position opening up in our publicity department and would 
like to interview you if you’re interested.” 

Candy had to close her mouth, which had dropped open. “Uh, this is quite a 
surprise.” 

Ms. Bates laughed again. “I’m sure it must be. But we’d really like you to think 
about it. I’ve chatted with other authors you’ve worked with and they all speak very 
highly of you. I know that you were officially the assistant on these earlier jobs, but 
according to everyone I talked to, there was really no doubt in anyone’s mind who was 
really doing the work.” 

“I’m very flattered by your offer,” Candy began, not really sure how to respond. On 
one hand, it was a fantastic offer. But, on the other, it meant packing up and moving 
away from her friends and family and a job that she was comfortable in. It also meant 
leaving Lucas. 

“You don’t have to say yes or no right now. I realize this is very sudden and you 
probably want to think about it,” Ms. Bates continued briskly. “Why don’t I give you 
my number? Take a week and think about it, then give me a call.” 

Candy yanked a notepad in front of her and jotted down the phone number. Her 
mouth dropped open again when the other woman listed the beginning salary. “I’ll 
definitely give your offer some thought.” She tossed her pen down on top of her desk. 
“And thank you, Ms. Bates, for the offer. It really is quite generous.” 

“I hope to hear from you soon, Ms. Logan.” 
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Candy was sure she said goodbye to the other woman, but she wasn’t exactly sure 
what else she might have said. Her mind was spinning with the possibilities. New York 
City, a big publishing company and more money than she had ever made in her life. 

She pulled open her desk drawer to look for her calendar and came face-to-face 
with the exquisite pastry that Lucas had made for her. She couldn’t believe she’d 
actually forgotten about it. 

Coffee and sustenance first. Then she’d think about the job offer. 
Picking up her mug, she walked to the door, but glanced back at her desk. She 

thought about taking the pastry with her, but didn’t want to risk anyone smelling the 
chocolate or cream. Easing her door open, she slipped out, closing it behind her. She 
was smiling as she hurried to the break room for a refill. 
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Chapter Twelve 
 
Lucas didn’t want to be here. For a man who valued his privacy, this promotional 

stuff was taking its toll on his good humor. He had no idea why people wanted to know 
about his private life. It was called private for a reason. So far, with the print interviews 
he’d been able to steer the conversation back to the book, focusing on Coffee Breaks, the 
recipes themselves and Katie’s artwork. 

He wasn’t looking forward to this afternoon at all. Yes, it was only a local cable 
show, but it was still television and it was taped in front of a live audience. He’d only 
agreed to do it when the host of the show, Angela Murray, had consented to keep her 
questions confined to the upcoming release of the book and the recent reopening of 
Coffee Breaks. It was only a short seven-minute segment, and Lucas was her first guest 
of the day, so he was hoping it would be over quickly. 

Much like yanking off a bandage fast to avoid pain, Lucas wanted this over and 
done with. He doubted Candy would be pleased by the analogy, but he didn’t care. He 
was only doing this because it made her happy. He couldn’t care less about publicity for 
the book. As far as he was concerned, he’d done his part just in helping Katie write the 
damned thing. 

He stepped back out of the way as a man carrying what looked like a large 
microphone of some kind hurried past him. Leaning back against the wall, he amused 
himself by watching Candy work. The woman loved her job, no doubt about it, and she 
was incredibly good at it. She’d obviously had dealings with the people here at the 
television station before and called many people by name. 

She’d even swooped by Coffee Breaks first and bought several large boxloads of 
goodies to bring along for the staff and the audience. Lucas was still ticked off that 
she’d insisted on paying for it. When he protested, she’d just laughed and said it came 
out of her promotional budget. It was good business to take along samples for people to 
taste. He still wasn’t thrilled with the idea of her paying, but he’d satisfied himself by 
adding extras to the boxes when she wasn’t looking. 

He watched her as she talked with the host of the show. Afternoon with Angela was a 
popular local production, and it was plain to see that Angela liked to be in charge of 
every detail. She blithely ordered people around, unmindful and uncaring of the fact 
that everyone was already busy. He’d seen her yelling at her makeup artist earlier when 
she’d thought there was no one else around. He wasn’t impressed. 

She was such a contrast standing next to Candy. Angela was polished from head to 
foot in a red power suit that hugged her tall, lithe body. Her short black hair was 
perfectly styled and her makeup impeccable. Candy, on the other hand, was wearing 
another one of her bland, beige suits that was about two sizes to big. Several strands of 
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hair had already escaped from the big silver clip that anchored it in an intricate twist. 
And whatever lipstick she’d put on earlier, she’d long since chewed off. Lucas wanted 
to get her to himself for a few minutes and muss her up even more. 

As soon as this was over, he was going to take her back to his place for the rest of 
the afternoon. Maybe cook her something special for supper. He enjoyed cooking for 
Candy. She took such pleasure in whatever he fed her, enjoying every single bite. His 
body tightened painfully. Watching her eat was as good as watching most women in 
the throes of an orgasm. The way she delicately closed her mouth around the fork and 
slid the food into her mouth gave a man ideas. And then she’d close her eyes as she 
chewed, making little mewling noises of enjoyment as she savored it. 

Lucas shook himself. God, he was getting turned on just thinking about her eating. 
He had it bad. He’d been right when he’d told T. S. that Candy was trouble. Once again, 
Angela turned away from Candy as she was trying to talk to the show’s host. Lucas 
barely resisted the urge to go over and grab Candy’s hand and drag her out of here. It 
was hard to watch the other woman treat her with such a visible lack of respect. 

But Candy had class and tenacity and waited patiently, bringing Angela’s attention 
back to her time and again until she’d finished whatever it was she was saying to her. 
Finally, Angela nodded briskly, said a few words and then walked away as her 
producer informed her it was almost time to begin. 

Candy turned and made her way back toward him, being careful to step over all the 
cables running across the floor. Once again, she was wearing a pair of those impractical 
high heels, but they did make her legs look fantastic. He shifted as his cock began to stir 
again. 

By the time she reached him, she was smiling. “Everything is settled. You’ll be first 
and we can leave as soon as your segment is taped.” 

“Good.” 
She placed her hand on the arm. He’d refused to wear a suit, thinking he’d have a 

fight on his hands. But once again, she’d surprised him, laughing and telling him to 
wear whatever he was comfortable in. He’d opted for jeans, boots and a white shirt. “I 
know you didn’t want to do this, but it will be over before you know it.” 

“You owe me for this,” he reminded her, loving the way her eyes darkened with 
desire. 

“Hmm, what do you have in mind?” She squeezed his arm gently. Anyone looking 
at them would just see a publicist calming her client. Only he could see the fire in her 
eyes, feel the subtle tension in her body. 

“We go back to my place as soon as we’re finished here.” 
“I’d planned to go back to work.” She paused and coyly peeked up at him from 

under her long, brown eyelashes. “But I could probably be persuaded.” 
“Time, people!” The shout startled them both and Candy dropped her hand and 

took a step back. He missed the contact immediately. 
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A harried-looking man with a clipboard came running up to them. “Okay,” he 
whispered. “We’re starting now and I’ll let you know when to walk on. You’ll shake 
hands, sit, and before you know it, you’ll be done.” 

Lucas nodded as a cheerful voice came over the loudspeaker welcoming everyone 
to another taping of Afternoon with Angela. A short musical ditty followed as Angela 
walked out on stage, looking poised and confident as she waved at the studio audience 
before making her way to sit behind her desk. 

“Good afternoon, everyone, and welcome to the show. We’ve got an exciting lineup 
today. Margaret Baxter will be here later to talk about an upcoming local hospital 
fundraiser and we’ll also be speaking with Jason Diamond, the president of a local 
environmental group that is concerned about the City Council rezoning law that was 
just passed.” 

She smiled and sat forward in her chair. “But first, I’ve got a treat for you. Lucas 
Squires, the owner of Coffee Breaks, a popular local coffee shop, has recently written a 
brand-new cookbook that is due to launch in two weeks. And he’s here today to talk to 
us. Please help me welcome my first guest today, Lucas Squires.” 

The audience began to applaud and the man with the clipboard motioned him 
forward. Lucas glanced at Candy and she smiled at him, giving him a quick thumbs-up. 
Taking a deep breath, he forced himself to walk across the stage, reminding himself that 
he’d done much harder things in his life. 

He shook Angela’s hand and waited until she was seated before taking his own seat 
next to her desk. He nodded at the audience as he tried to relax. 

“Welcome to the show, Lucas.” He nodded at her and she continued on when it 
became apparent he wasn’t going to add anything to her opening gambit. “Tell us about 
the book. What made you decide to write a cookbook?” 

“I didn’t.” He took another breath, knowing he had to do some talking or these 
seven minutes were going to last forever. “It was actually Katie’s idea. She’s the artist 
whose work is featured in the book.” He was warming to the topic now. It was easy to 
talk about Katie. 

“That would be Katie Benjamin,” Angela prompted. 
Lucas chuckled. “Sorry about that. I tend to think everybody knows Katie.” The 

audience laughed along with him and he relaxed slightly. “She’s an amazing artist and 
her work for the book is among her best to date. Many of the original paintings used in 
the book are available for sale at the Stacey Stoner Gallery. I even bought a couple of 
them for Coffee Breaks. I figured I better buy them while I could still afford them.” 
Once again, the audience laughed. 

“Obviously, you’re a big fan of her work.” He caught an edge to Angela’s voice and 
turned toward her. “But how did a man like yourself come to create such wonderful 
recipes?” 
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Lucas shrugged. “Years of baking and trying different things in the coffee shop. I’d 
experiment with recipes, changing ingredients, and eventually created quite a few 
original ones.” 

“That’s not quite what I meant.” Her eyes glittered in the harsh studio lights and 
Lucas felt his guts twist. Whatever was coming wasn’t going to be good. “I meant,” she 
paused and leaned toward him. “How do you go from convicted felon to cookie 
baker?” A huge gasp rose from the audience. 

Stunned by the unexpected attack, Lucas sat there and stared at Angela as she 
smiled triumphantly. “After all, you did go to prison for assaulting a man.” She turned 
to the audience. “His own father, in fact.” The audience was murmuring loudly now. 
“Tell us, Lucas, how does a man with such a violent and criminal history come to write 
a cookbook?” 

Lucas slowly came to his feet. Angela shrank back dramatically as if expecting him 
to become violent. He shook his head at her theatrics, turned and walked off the stage. 
The audience’s chatter became louder, the noise casting him back in time to that 
courtroom years ago, it was so similar. He almost expected to hear the wooden 
pounding of the judge’s gavel as he demanded order in the court. 

He could hear Angela talking in the background, but he paid no attention to what 
she was saying. Right now all he wanted to do was grab Candy and leave. He looked 
neither right nor left but forged a direct path toward her. 

Her face was deathly pale as she stared up at him, her beautiful brown eyes filled 
with horror. One of her hands covered her mouth and the other one had a death grip on 
her purse. He wanted to wrap his arms around her and hug her tight, but first he had to 
get them out of there so they could talk. “Come on. Let’s go.” 

He put out his hand, but she shrank away from him. Lucas felt as if someone had 
plunged a dagger in his heart. “Is it true?” Her voice shook so hard that he could barely 
understand it. 

“We’ll talk when we get home.” He had to get out of here. His gut was telling him 
to grab her and run from this place. 

“Is it true?” Her voice was stronger now. 
The betrayal Lucas felt was so great he felt something inside him dying. If Candy 

cared anything at all for him, she’d be furious about this unexpected attack and want to 
talk to him. Hell, he’d even hoped she’d wrap her arms around him and tell him it 
didn’t matter. That might be unrealistic, but at this point he didn’t care. He was hurting 
and it didn’t seem to matter a damn to her. He was the same man he was this morning. 
The same man she’d slept with and shared herself with the past few weeks. But that 
didn’t seem to count for much of anything at this moment. 

He felt a numbness in the pit of his stomach, growing with each second that he 
stared at her until it enveloped him completely. 

“Yes.” He offered no other explanation, but turned and walked away, his heart 
growing colder with every step. 
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Candy couldn’t believe Lucas was just walking away from her. The sound of that 

one stark word, “Yes”, was still ringing in her ears. She wanted to run after him, to yell 
at him not to walk away and leave her here alone. She wanted him to haul her into his 
arms and tell her it was all a lie. But she did neither as she absorbed the impact of that 
one word. Yes. 

The man she loved was an ex-con. Oh, God. The irony was almost too much to bear 
and she jammed her hand over her mouth to keep in the hysterical laughter that 
threatened. Obviously, she wasn’t as different from her mother as she had thought. 

The producer was tugging on her arm, pulling her back to reality. Lucas might have 
walked out, but his reputation and her career were still at stake. That reality sent her 
plummeting back to earth in a hurry. Candy felt a calm professionalism settle over her, 
burying her emotions beneath it. 

It was her turn to attack. 
The atmosphere was surreal. The world continued to function as if nothing 

extraordinary had taken place. They’d hurriedly announced the next guest and Angela 
was sitting at her desk, acting as if nothing had even happened. Everything around 
Candy came into sharper focus as she used her anger to anchor herself. 

Going on the offensive, she narrowed her eyes at the man. “If you air one minute of 
that segment, my company will sue you. I’ve got a written document, signed by your 
host, agreeing to the topics to be discussed and I can guarantee you that that topic 
wasn’t on the list.” Right now, she was thankful and grateful that Lucas had been 
adamant about getting it in writing. It gave her a heck of a bargaining chip. 

The producer was sweating heavily now, and he swiped his hand across his 
forehead. “But Angela…” 

Candy held up her hand, cutting him off. “Ms. Murray’s signature is on that 
document, so I suggest you go remind her of that fact during the next break. I also 
advise you to tell her that, unless she wants to find herself in court, she will 
immediately tell the audience she was mistaken and issue a formal public apology. 
Then I might consider not suing her and the station. I’ll have to talk to Mr. Squires first 
and see what his thoughts on this matter are.” 

Several other executives had gathered around and heard the tail end of her tirade. 
The tension was palpable and they descended upon Angela during the break. She spoke 
in low, angry tones at first, but she quickly paled and glanced over toward where 
Candy was standing. Candy crossed her arms and glared back at her. Good, they’d 
warned Angela she was in danger of being sued, and Candy hoped she was also smart 
enough to realize that the station would drop her like a hot rock if she became a 
liability. 

It was a much more subdued Angela Murray who took the stage to tape the final 
segment of her show. But in typical Angela form, she apologized in one breath and in 
the next was blaming her research department for giving her information that wasn’t 

79 



N.J. Walters 

necessarily factual. But it was enough for now. Candy had no idea how much damage 
this might have done to Lucas’ reputation, but she’d done her best to repair it. 

Gathering her belongings, she left the station, telling the manager she’d be in touch. 
It would do them good to worry for a few days. The big metal door slammed shut 
behind her. There was a definite finality to the sound that made her shiver. 

She stood there in the cold with the wind whipping around her, not really knowing 
where to go. She couldn’t go back and face work and Lucas’ apartment was no longer 
an option. Feeling alone and lost, she stumbled her way down the street. The bright 
lights of a bookstore beckoned her and she hurried toward its warmth. 
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Chapter Thirteen 
 
Candy wrapped her hands around the paper cup filled with coffee. She’d bought it 

more for the warmth than anything else. It gave her a legitimate excuse to sit here in the 
quiet corner of the bookstore café and stare out the window. Her fingers flexed around 
the cup as her mind tried to assimilate everything that had just happened. 

Letting go of her coffee, she buried her face in her hands and took a deep breath as 
emotion threatened to overwhelm her. 

“Candy?” 
The voice was a familiar one, but one that she hadn’t heard in more than a year. 

Lifting her head, she stared into the face of her ex-boyfriend, Gary Baker. Could this 
day get any worse? 

“Are you okay?” 
He frowned and she could see the obvious concern on his face. It almost made her 

laugh. Too bad he hadn’t been as concerned about her when they’d been going 
together. Maybe then he wouldn’t have cheated on her. What was it about her and 
men? She seemed to have some innate talent that made her pick ones that were all 
wrong for her. 

She realized that he was really starting to look worried, so she pulled herself 
together. “Yeah, I’m fine.” She resisted the urge to just leave her coffee and beat a 
retreat for the exit. She took the opportunity to really examine Gary. He was still as 
handsome as ever with his wavy brown hair and light brown eyes. Tall and well built, 
he turned women’s heads wherever he went. 

And that, she remembered vividly, had been part of the problem. But strangely 
enough, she no longer felt anything when she looked at him. He was more of a vague 
memory from the past. It occurred to her in a moment of great clarity that she really 
hadn’t loved him. Not in the way she should have. Not in the way that she loved Lucas. 

Suddenly she wanted to ask him the question that had been burning in her gut for 
more than a year. “It’s probably pretty late for me to even ask you this, but I guess I 
have to know. Why did you cheat on me, Gary?” 

She caught a fleeting glimpse of pain cross his face before it disappeared. “May I?” 
He motioned to the chair and waited until she nodded. Pulling out the seat, he settled 
himself into it and laid his coffee cup on the table in front of him. He rubbed his hand 
along his jaw as he stared at her. As if coming to some internal decision, he reached out 
and took her hand in his. “I never cheated on you.” 

His words stunned her. “Of course you did,” she muttered. “All those late nights 
you said you were working, but you weren’t there when I called your office. Then there 
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was the fact that you were so secretive.” She tried to tug her hand away, but he 
stubbornly held on. “Of course you were cheating,” she reiterated more strongly this 
time. “What else could it have been?” 

“Ah.” He smiled gently as he rubbed his thumb across the top of her hand. “Now 
that’s the real question, and the one you should have asked back then.” Releasing her 
hand, he sighed. “But you didn’t trust me. In fact, I always felt from the very moment 
we started dating that you were waiting for me to mess up somehow, to disappoint 
you. I thought you’d get over it with time.” He shook his head. “But obviously I was 
mistaken.” 

“I don’t think that wanting a partner to be faithful is asking too much.” She wasn’t 
the bad guy in their relationship. But his words cause a huge lump in the pit of her 
stomach. 

“No, it’s not,” he agreed. “But neither is wanting a partner who trusts you. And you 
didn’t trust me. The ironic part of the situation was that I wasn’t cheating on you.” 

“Of course you were.” The words were automatic as the lump in her stomach grew. 
“I was working, Candy. I had taken a second job.” He paused and let that fact sink 

in before he continued. “And of course I was being secretive. I’d just saved enough 
money to buy a huge diamond ring so that I could propose to you. Imagine my surprise 
when you accused me of cheating on you.” He shook his head and took another deep 
breath. “No discussion about what might be wrong, no trust on your part. You accused 
me on the flimsiest of evidence.” There was pain in his eyes when he finally looked at 
her again. 

Candy was stunned. He’d been planning to propose. He’d been working an extra 
job to buy her a ring. “But…” She really was at a loss. 

“Yeah.” He sat up straighter in his chair and took another mouthful of coffee, 
giving himself time to compose himself. “It hurt. Maybe I should have tried harder to 
make you understand.” He sighed. “In fact, I know I should have explained myself 
instead of just getting angry.” 

“I’m sorry.” She really didn’t know what else to say. 
“Me too, Candy. You had issues with trust, but I had my own problems too, 

especially when it came to cheating. My parents cheated on each other constantly and it 
was the one thing I vowed never to do in a relationship. When you accused me of doing 
just that, I lost it.” 

It was quite a revelation to see their relationship from his perspective. “I didn’t 
realize that about your parents, Gary.” 

“No reason you would know.” He rolled the paper cup in his hands. “We didn’t 
really talk. Not about the things we should have.” 

“That’s not true.” The accusation stung. “We always talked.” 
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“Not about things that really mattered. Like I said. Not about the things we should 
have.” Raising his cup to his mouth, he studied her as he took a sip. His examination 
made her uncomfortable and she resisted the impulse to squirm in her seat. 

“I really don’t want to rehash old news. What’s past is past. I’ve got more important 
things on my mind right now.” Like the way Lucas had looked when he’d left the 
television studio. 

“You’re still doing it.” He sat back, shaking his head. 
“Doing what?” As if he had any right to be critical of her. 
“Avoiding the problem. Not wanting to talk about things.” He held up his hand to 

stop her from speaking. “I’m not criticizing you, Candy. It’s just that I recognize the 
signs. Up until recently, I kept doing the same thing myself.” He smiled ruefully. “Then 
I met someone—someone very special. It was only then I understood that, unless I 
changed the way I acted, this relationship would probably end up like ours did.” He 
laughed and his eyes twinkled with humor. “I still fall back into old patterns 
sometimes, but she’s good about kicking my butt when I need it.” 

“I’m glad for you.” And she really was. He was right about one thing—she hadn’t 
loved him in the way he’d deserved. 

“Thanks. But the real reason I came over was because I though we both needed 
some kind of closure so we could move on with our lives. You’re a wonderful, warm, 
giving woman, Candy, but you do have unrealistic expectations of people. You want 
people to be perfect, but you always expect them to disappoint you. No one can live up 
to your standards. I just don’t want you to keep on hurting yourself that way.” Gary 
pushed away from the table, leaned down and brushed a kiss across her cheek. “I’m 
sorry about what happened to us. Sorry if I ever hurt you. I never wanted that.” 

Candy saw the sincerity in his eyes. “Me too.” Reaching out, she squeezed his arm. 
Their relationship hadn’t worked out, but they were both still good people. Gary was 
right. They just hadn’t been able to talk honestly to each other and with the baggage 
they’d both brought with them, they hadn’t been able to survive the first big crisis. 

“Take care of yourself.” Picking up his coffee cup, he turned and walked away, not 
once looking back. 

“You too,” she whispered. A sense of closure washed over her. Candy watched him 
disappear, still reeling from his revelations. He’d painted a pretty honest picture of their 
relationship and of her. Her coffee grew cold as she sat there pondering his words. 

The minutes ticked by as she replayed memories from her past. Did she have 
unrealistic expectations for her mother, her father, her brother, and most of all, for 
Lucas? Did she really have unrealistic expectations of people? Did she really expect 
people to disappoint her? 

“Yes.” The whispered word fell from her lips. Just look at her relationship with her 
mother. She’d expected her mother to be what she wanted, rather than what she was. 
But the truth of the matter was that her mother had done the best she’d been able to do. 
Candy was no longer a needy child and it was time to get past that hurt. 
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Then there was her relationship with her brother. She hadn’t even been willing to 
give Justin a chance to explain what had happened. Just as she’d done with Gary. She 
swallowed the lump growing in her throat. And it was just what she’d done with Lucas. 

It wasn’t pleasant to revisit her life and realize that she held a large amount of 
responsibility for her own disappointments. Everyone made mistakes and everyone had 
things in their life that they weren’t proud of, herself included. Who was she to expect 
people to live up to her impossible standards? 

She could picture the look of disappointment on Lucas’ face just before he’d walked 
away from her. She’d been so caught up in her own disappointment and anger that she 
hadn’t stopped to view it from his perspective. She hadn’t supported him when he’d 
needed her most. 

Her head was pounding now and the ache in her stomach was a solid ball of 
misery. No matter what Lucas had done in his past, she knew who he was now. He was 
nothing like her father. Lucas would never lie to her. In fact, he’d immediately admitted 
that he’d been in jail when she asked. 

But beyond that, Lucas was a man to be trusted. His word was his bond. Hadn’t she 
learned that in the past few weeks? If he said he’d do something, it was as good as 
done. Besides which, he owned a thriving business and worked hard. 

What had she done? 
Had she thrown away the best thing that had ever happened to her because of her 

own prejudices and insecurities? Candy swallowed back the tears that threatened. It 
wasn’t pleasant to see yourself in an unflattering light, but for once she felt like she was 
seeing herself the way she truly was. Stiff, unbending and unforgiving. 

But that was about to change. Pushing out of her chair, she left her cold coffee 
behind on the table as she zipped up her coat and plunged back outside into the 
freezing cold. Darkness had descended upon the city, making it seem even colder. She 
hurried down the sidewalk, a woman on a mission. 

She had no idea if Lucas would even talk to her, but she had to try. If nothing else, 
she owed him an apology and an explanation. She didn’t want to think about the fact 
that he might not forgive her. A year ago, she wouldn’t have forgiven him if their 
positions were reversed. 

She pushed the fact that this was only supposed to be a temporary relationship out 
of her head. Maybe it had started that way, but Candy knew that she’d been lying to 
herself from the beginning in an attempt to protect herself from hurt. But it hadn’t 
worked. She’d loved Lucas almost from the very first and if there was even a chance 
that he might feel that way about her, then she was going to fight for their relationship. 

She only hoped that it wasn’t already too late. 
 
Lucas stormed into his apartment, ripping off his coat as he went. Who in the hell 

did that woman think she was? It was a tossup as to which woman he was talking 
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about—Angela Murray or Candy Logan. But whereas Angela had only pissed him off, 
Candy had sliced him right to his very core. 

He tossed his coat over the coat rack just inside the door and then stood there with 
his hands on his hips and his head bowed as he struggled for control. Who was Candy 
to judge him? She hadn’t lived his life, walked in his shoes. Besides which, he hadn’t 
asked her into his life—she’d barged in. But you didn’t let her go, a small voice whispered 
in his head. 

No, he hadn’t let her go. And just look what he’d gotten for his trouble. His past 
was going to be exposed on some stupid cable television talk show and his heart, which 
he’d always managed to guard, had been ripped out of his chest. God, how he wished 
that Katie had never come up with the idea for that damned cookbook! 

Striding into the kitchen, he opened the refrigerator and hauled out a beer. Opening 
it, he took a long pull on the bottle. The brew tasted bitter going down, but he took 
another swallow. His immediate concern was how this was going to affect his business. 
He’d worked too damn long and hard to lose what he’d built from his own blood and 
sweat. He prowled around his apartment, feeling confined by the four walls. 

A thump came on the door just before it was thrust open. Lucas spun around, ready 
to deal with whoever had invaded his privacy. For a split second, his heart jumped and 
he wondered if Candy had chased him home to apologize to him. “Oh, it’s you.” 
Walking over to his sofa, he slumped down on the leather cushions. 

“Is that any way to greet your best friend?” T. S. shook his head in mock sorrow as 
he sauntered across the apartment and into the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator and 
helped himself to a beer before strolling back to the living room and joining his friend 
on the sofa. “Hard day?” 

Lucas snorted. “If you call having my past dragged up on a talk show and having 
Candy look at me like I’m some hardened criminal that might taint her by even being in 
the same room with her, then yeah, I’m having a hard day.” 

T. S. let out a soundless whistle. “I told you she’d be nothing but trouble.” 
“Yeah, you did.” He sipped his beer. “But who cares, right? It was only temporary 

anyway. It was a good time, but it’s over now.” 
“Uh-huh.” T. S. raised his eyebrow but made no further comment. 
“I mean, we both know that she’s way out of my league. A classy lady like Candy 

and an ex-con.” He gave another bark of humorless laughter. “What a joke.” 
“It’s her loss.” T. S. turned to Lucas, his face deadly serious. “You’re the best person 

I know. I wouldn’t have survived prison without you. I was skinny and so damned 
green, they’d have eaten me alive in there if it hadn’t been for you. So screw her if she 
thinks you’re not good enough. She’s not good enough.” 

Lucas inhaled deeply. He appreciated what T. S. was saying, but it didn’t ease the 
pain or the pressure in his chest. “Thanks, man.” They sat in silence for a while. “It’s 
just as well it ended now before it got any more serious. We both know it couldn’t be 
permanent. I wouldn’t take that chance.” 
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“Man, I wish you’d get over that crap.” T. S. scowled as he took a pull on his beer. 
“You are nothing like your old man. If anything, you’re the exact opposite. You’re so 
controlled all the time. It’s scary.” 

“Yeah, I can tell you’re terrified.” Lucas sprawled back against the cushions and 
stared up at the ceiling. 

T. S. laughed. “I’m shaking in my boots. I meant that other people are afraid of 
you.” 

They sat in companionable silence for a long time. That was the great thing about a 
friend like T. S.—he knew when to shut up and just let things be. Lucas finally stirred. 
The beer in his hand had gone warm, so he leaned forward and plunked the almost-
empty bottle on the coffee table. “She was special.” He swallowed hard. 

“I know.” 
“I’m going to go work out for a bit.” Lucas forced himself up off the sofa. He 

needed to work off some of this pent-up anger before he exploded. 
T. S. stood next to him and deposited his empty bottle on the table as he nodded. 

“Okay. I’m going to go and finish up some work. If you want to talk or go out to eat or 
just hang, let me know.” He turned to leave, but stopped and swore under his breath. 
Swiveling back around, he hauled Lucas into a quick bear hug. “I’m real sorry, man.” 
Releasing him, T. S. hurried out of the apartment, slamming the door behind him. 

Lucas swallowed hard. “Me too.” His whispered words seemed to mock him as he 
headed to his bedroom to change into his workout gear. 

86 



Craving Candy 

Chapter Fourteen 
 
Lucas swore, his hands gripping the heavy iron bar tight as he lowered it carefully 

back into the cradle. Lying on the weight bench, he waited to see if whoever it was 
would knock again. He’d only been working out for about twenty minutes, barely 
enough time to work up a sweat. Who the hell could be banging on the front door? 

The knock came again, this time louder. It wasn’t T. S.—he wouldn’t bother to 
knock but just invite himself in. Maybe it was Katie? Closing his eyes, he took a few 
calming breaths before heaving himself up off the leather bench. He wanted to ignore 
the knocking, but he knew he couldn’t. It was possible that there was something down 
in the coffee shop that needed his attention. 

Hitching his drawstring pants up around his waist, he grabbed a towel and 
wrapped it around his neck, rubbing his face with one end as he padded on bare feet to 
the front door. He didn’t bother to turn on any lamps, as the streetlights shining in 
through the living room window shed enough light to allow him to see. He yanked the 
door open and the terse greeting died on his lips. She was the last person he’d expected 
to see. 

Candy stared up at him, her brown eyes looking huge and her features fragile. Her 
cheeks and nose were red from the cold and she was breathing heavily, as if she had 
run all the way here. Lucas snorted inwardly. Yeah, like she’d rushed all the way over 
here to apologize to him. 

“Can…can I come in?” She chewed on her lush bottom lip as he watched her. 
Pulling open the door, he stood back and waited for her to enter. He could sense 

her nervousness as he shut the door and she gave a startled jump when he locked it. 
“Are you sure it’s safe to be alone in a dark room with an ex-con?” He knew it was 
childish, but he couldn’t resist the small dig. 

Her dark eyebrows came together in a scowl as she unzipped her coat. “I’m 
perfectly safe with you, Lucas, and we both know it.” Hanging up her coat and purse, 
she strode into the living room, leaving him to trail behind her. 

She stopped so unexpectedly, he almost plowed into her from behind. She spun 
around to face him and opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. He noticed 
that her eyes were glued to his chest. Obviously, she still wanted him sexually, even if 
she didn’t think he was good enough for her in other ways. The cynical part of his 
nature prodded him to take advantage of that fact. If she wanted his body, then he 
should take what he wanted. Have one fuck for the road. Give her something to 
remember him by. 

His cock responded immediately to her interest, lengthening and thickening against 
the front of his workout pants. Doing nothing to hide his arousal, he casually swiped at 
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a bead of sweat that trickled down his forehead. “What do you want, Candy? I’m 
busy.” 

She flinched at his harsh words, but he resisted the urge to soften toward her. 
That’s what had gotten him in trouble to begin with. Dropping the edge of the towel, he 
crossed his arms across his chest and waited. 

She swallowed audibly, but then seemed to gather herself together, standing tall. 
“You’ll be happy to know that your segment of the show won’t air and that Angela 
Murray issued an apology to her audience, telling them that the information was false.” 

“Thanks.” He owed Candy that much. “But I don’t think it will do much good. 
Somebody will get nosy and poke around. I’m sure it will be out in the papers before 
long.” 

“What happened, Lucas?” 
“That’s none of your damn business, sugar.” A few hours ago, he would have 

gladly shared with her. Now, he didn’t want to talk to her at all. He tried to ignore the 
impulse that was screaming at him to wrap her in his arms and never let her go. Their 
relationship had proven to be nothing more than an illusion. 

She flinched but held her ground. He ruthlessly squashed the feelings of pride and 
admiration that welled up within him. “I guess I had that coming.” 

His muscles strained with the effort it was taking for him not to grab her in his 
arms. His cock was throbbing with the need to bury itself in Candy’s welcoming 
warmth. He wanted to lose himself in the comfort and security of her body. 

She placed her hand on his arm. It looked so small and pale against the bulk of his 
muscles. “It doesn’t really matter.” 

“No?” His jaw was clenched so tight, he could barely get the word out. Any tighter 
and he was sure it would shatter. 

“No.” She shook her head, her eyes luminous in the muted light. 
“Prove it.” 
 
His harsh words and the cold, unyielding expression on his face almost sent her 

running from the room. This was not the Lucas that she was used to. This man wasn’t 
the playful, passionate lover and companion that she’d spent most of the past few 
weeks with. This was the face of a man who’d had the kind of past that she couldn’t 
even begin to imagine. A man who’d spent time in prison. A man that she’d hurt deeply 
with her lack of faith and trust. 

But beneath that implacable façade, the man she loved was still there. She had to 
believe that, to trust in him. Taking a deep breath, she took the biggest gamble of her 
entire life. “Prove it how?” 

His pale blue eyes, usually so warm and inviting, were as cold as ice as he stared 
down at her. He slowly moved his gaze over her body, lingering on her breasts and at 
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the juncture of her thighs before moving all the way to her feet and then all the way 
back up again. 

Even though she was fully dressed, she felt stripped naked beneath his detached 
stare. Her body responded immediately to his visual caress. Her nipples hardened into 
tight nubs, pushing against her bra. Between her thighs cream began to flow as her 
inner muscles clenched in anticipation. 

“Take off your clothes.” 
“What?” Surely she hadn’t heard him correctly. 
“Strip for me, sugar.” He circled her slowly, assessing her. “If it doesn’t matter, then 

strip for me. I want to fuck you. Right here. Right now.” 
His cold, emotionless words made her stomach clench. Her legs began to shake and 

she had to lock her knees to keep from crumpling to the floor. She’d wounded him 
deeply earlier today and this was his way of making her pay. “Is that what it will take 
for you to believe me?” 

Lucas shrugged, his massive shoulders moving negligently. But she wasn’t fooled. 
She could see the tension in every muscle of his body. “We won’t know unless we try, 
now will we?” he taunted softly. 

Candy was no coward and she’d already made her decision to fight for her 
relationship with Lucas. She trusted him not to hurt her, at least physically. If that’s 
what it took to convince him that she still cared for him and trusted him, then so be it. 

Decision made, her hands crept to the buttons on her blouse. She could hear Lucas’ 
deep intake of breath as he came to stand in front of her. Her fingers shook as she 
slipped each button from the opening, but finally it was wide open. Pulling the tails out 
from her skirt, she slipped the fabric from her upper body and let it fall to the floor. 

Lucas gripped the ends of the towel in his hands, his knuckles turning white from 
the pressure. Good. He wasn’t as unaffected as he was trying to project. That gave 
Candy a much-needed boost of courage as she reached behind and unhooked her bra. It 
was one of the new ones that she’d bought with Lucas in mind, but never had she 
imagined removing it under such circumstances. Bending forward, she allowed the 
straps to fall down her arms, and then the bra joined her blouse on the floor. 

“Pretty.” Reaching out, he rubbed one of the swollen tips with his thumb before 
withdrawing it. “Offer me your breasts. Cup them in your hands and give them to me.” 

The hair at the nape of her neck stood on end and she suddenly wished that her 
hair was down instead of up in its usual twist. Maybe then she wouldn’t feel quite so 
exposed. She’d never done anything like this before in her life. It scared her, but it was 
also incredibly arousing. 

Lucas stood waiting for her to decide what she was going to do. She knew 
instinctively that if she refused, all would be lost. Her own anger threatened to boil to 
the surface, but she swallowed it. They’d talk later. For now, her beast was very angry 
and it was up to her to soothe him. Cupping the weight of her breasts in her hands, she 
pushed them high. 
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He nodded, as if pleased by her compliance. “Your nipples aren’t hard enough yet. 
Play with them.” 

She hesitated only the slightest of moments before catching each tip between her 
thumbs and forefingers and rolling them gently. A low moan of pleasure escaped her 
lips and he pursed his lips together, making him look almost cruel in the dim light. 

“Harder, Candy. I want your nipples to be as hard as pebbles.” 
Her hips began to rock as she pinched them tighter, the pleasure shooting straight 

down to her pussy. She could feel herself creaming her panties. 
“Now your skirt.” His voice was heavy with desire. 
She gave her nipples one final tug before sliding her hands over her belly and 

around to the back of her skirt. The button was quickly undone and the zipper pulled 
down. Giving her hips a shimmy, she allowed the skirt to slide down her hips and legs 
to pool around her ankles. 

“The panties.” 
His low, guttural tone was incredible arousing to her and she could feel the liquid 

arousal slipping from her core. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties. 
Her breasts felt incredible heavy as she leaned forward, inching the lace band of her 
underwear lower over her hips and thighs and down across her legs. Standing straight, 
she stepped out of the mound of fabric, kicking it to one side. 

His eyes practically burned her flesh as they swept over her body. She could see his 
erection straining against the front of his pants. She reached down to unzip her boots. 

“Leave them.” 
Slowly, she straightened once again. Clad only in her thigh-high stockings and 

high-heeled boots, she stood proudly in front of him. 
“On your knees, sugar.” His blunt request caught her off guard and she began to 

realize just how deeply she had wounded him. He might think he was punishing her, 
but in fact, he was giving her the opportunity to show him her love. 

Taking a step toward him, she sank to her knees in front of him. She licked her lips 
as she tugged on the drawstring and loosened his pants. As she shoved them down his 
legs, his cock sprang forward, ready and eager. But she wanted him naked. Pushing the 
pants down around his ankles, she waited as he lifted one foot at a time, tugging the 
fabric away. 

Sitting back on her heels, she stared up at Lucas. He was breathtakingly handsome 
and she loved him with all her being. Wrapping her hands around each ankle, she slid 
them over his strong calves and across his rock-hard thighs, reveling in the way the 
muscles flexed and rippled beneath her fingers. 

Coming up on her knees again, she cupped his heavy testicles with her hands, 
gently rolling them, caressing them. Lucas groaned as she teased him. She loved the 
feeling of the crisp hair of his groin against her fingers as she traced his sac and rubbed 
the sensitive skin just behind it. 
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Sensing his growing restlessness, she wrapped her fingers around the base of his 
erection and slid them up to the top. The skin was as soft as velvet, but what was 
beneath was pure steel. His cock throbbed against her palms and she could feel an 
answering pulse begin deep within her own core. 

The head of his cock was broad and dark, and as she leaned forward, she could see 
a bead of liquid seep from the tip. She lapped at it with her tongue, circling the entire 
crown before licking a path down his length and back up again. His fingers tangled in 
her hair. He swore and plucked at the two decorative pins holding her hair up. She 
heard them drop to the floor as her hair cascaded down around her shoulders. 

This time, his fingers sifted though her hair as he guided her mouth back to the top 
of his erection. Opening her mouth wide, she took him as deep as she was able. But still 
she wanted more. Moving closer for a better angle, she began to slide her mouth up and 
down his length. 

“That’s it, sugar. Suck it hard.” He thrust his hips back and forth, driving his cock 
deeper down her throat with every thrust. “I want to fuck your mouth until I come.” 

His words made her moan and the vibrations made him shudder as he began to 
thrust harder now. Wrapping one hand around the base of his erection, she pumped up 
and down his length. She reached her other hand around him, digging her fingers into 
his hard butt and pulling him tighter with every thrust of his hips. She wanted to give 
him this pleasure. Wanted to bring him to orgasm with just her mouth. 

She could feel his muscles squeeze tight, and then his entire body jerked as he came. 
His semen jetted down the back of her throat, but she continued to suck hard as she 
swallowed. Even when he was finished and his cock began to soften, she was reluctant 
to release him. 

Finally, he tugged gently at her hair and she allowed his cock to slip from her 
mouth. His hands cupped her head, holding her against his hard thigh. Candy resisted 
the urge to squirm. She was so aroused, her skin felt as if it were too tight. She raised 
her head to look up at him and his hands slipped free of her hair. She immediately 
missed the contact and felt the loss of the connection to him. 

His eyes were soft and, for the briefest of seconds, he was her Lucas again. Then his 
expression hardened and he took a step away from her. Something nudged her face and 
she jerked back, shocked to see his erection growing once again. 

“We’ve only just begun.” 
His words sent shivers down her spine, raising goose bumps on her arms and 

thighs. He held out his hand to her and she placed her hand in his. His fingers closed 
around hers as he helped her to her feet. She almost cried out when he released his hold 
on her, but she stiffened her spine, ready for whatever came next. 

“Go over to the window, bend over and place your hands on the sill.” There was a 
note of challenge in his tone, as if he expected her to be too cowardly to rise to the dare. 

Although her legs were shaking, she turned and sauntered over to the window, 
swaying her hips as she walked. She consoled herself with the fact that the room was so 
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dark that no one would see her standing there naked. At least she hoped they couldn’t. 
Leaning forward, she placed both palms on the smooth wood of the windowsill, 
curving her fingers around it for support. 

“Spread your legs wider.” His voice came from directly behind her, making her 
jump. She hadn’t heard him crossing the room behind her. His bare feet had made no 
sound against the floor. Candy felt like she was being stalked by a massive, sleek 
predator intent on playing with his victim before he devoured her whole. 

The action would leave her ass and her sex totally exposed to him. She was well 
and truly at his mercy. Her stomach clenched with a mixture of fear, arousal and need. 
God, she wanted his cock inside her, plunging deep into her core as they both came. 
Gripping tighter to the edge of the window, she slid her legs apart. 

“Wider.” He tapped the inside of her ankle with his foot and she opened her legs as 
far as they could go, stretching her legs almost to the point of discomfort. “Perfect,” he 
purred behind her. “Now, don’t move.” 
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Chapter Fifteen 
 
Lucas stood back and admired the erotic picture that Candy made, spread wide in 

front of him. The high-heeled boots she wore brought her to the perfect height and 
angle for him to take her this way. Her thighs were smooth and the curve of her ass was 
enticing as she bent forward. His gaze swept the long, supple line of her spine, all the 
way to the nape of her neck. 

He couldn’t see her breasts, but he knew they would be hanging heavy from her 
body. The weight of them would be incredibly arousing for her. His cock jerked in 
reaction to his thoughts, reminding him of his own arousal. Her hair hung down 
around her face, hiding it from his view, and he wished he hadn’t removed the 
hairpins, wanting to see her every reaction. 

In truth, he was shocked she was still here. He’d been purposely crude and 
demanding, trying to drive her away. But she’d met his every demand and then some. 
She was everything he’d ever dreamed of and more. Too bad it wasn’t real. But right 
now, he didn’t want to think about what had happened earlier, or what would come 
later. Candy was spread before him, a feast for a starving man, and he wasn’t foolish 
enough to turn away from it. 

He could smell her arousal as he knelt behind her—a heady combination of musk 
and sweetness that was pure Candy. He’d never had a sweet tooth in his life until he’d 
met her. Now, he had a definite taste for Candy. 

His fingers felt rough against the soft, silky skin of her inner thighs as he traced a 
path toward her core. He could feel her trembling beneath his touch, and it both 
humbled and aroused him that she would leave herself so open and vulnerable to him. 

A cocktail of anger, lust and longing all swirled in his blood, making it hard for him 
to think straight. But right now all he wanted was to feel Candy come apart in his arms 
as he brought her to a screaming climax. Even now, all he wanted was her pleasure. 

Satisfaction filled him, body and soul, as he slowly slid his fingers along the slick 
folds of her labia. She was so wet and hot, coating his fingers in her cream. She shifted 
her weight, rocking her hips slightly to bring him closer to her core. He dipped one 
finger deep, swirling it around before withdrawing it again. Her moan of pleasure was 
sweet to his ears. 

Stroking backward, he circled the tight, puckered bud of her ass with his finger, 
using her own moisture to ease his way as he inserted the tip of his finger. She cried out 
and he froze, but she didn’t tell him to stop. He could hear her labored breathing in the 
quiet of the apartment building. His own breath was none too steady as he pushed his 
finger deeper into her behind. A car horn sounded in the distance, but neither of them 
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paid any attention to it. The world outside didn’t exist for them. All of their attention 
was focused on each other. 

Her inner muscles clenched tight around his finger as he carefully pushed it deeper. 
“No one has ever touched you here before, have they?” 

Candy shook her head. “No.” He could barely hear her whispered reply, but it 
filled him with a savage satisfaction that he was the first to touch her in this way. 

With his free hand, he stroked her swollen sex, circling her slit. He could feel the 
tension growing within her as he feathered his touch over her clitoris, barely caressing 
the sensitive bud. He growled with pleasure as she began to thrust her hips back and 
forth, taking his finger deeper within her ass. He slowly withdrew it until only the tip 
was still inside and then carefully surged back into her again. 

Her cries were becoming more frantic now as he continued to finger-fuck her 
behind as well as tease her hot pussy. “Lucas.” Her voice was filled with desperation 
and need. 

“Tell me what you want.” He needed the words from her. 
“I want you, Lucas.” Her hips were pumping frantically now. 
“Want me to what?” Leaning forward, he nipped at the plump flesh of her lush ass. 
“I want you inside me.” The last word was more of a long, drawn-out moan. 
“Not yet.” He wanted her hotter and wetter and begging him to fuck her. He 

slipped two fingers into her core, thrusting them deep as he continued to work his 
finger in and out of the tight hole of her behind. “Come for me.” 

“Lucas.” She screamed his name as she convulsed around his fingers. The gush of 
liquid between her thighs, the clenching of her muscles and the shaking of her 
body…he registered every single smell, sight and sound. 

When her knees bent and she sagged against the window, he eased his fingers out 
of her and surged upward to stand behind her. Wrapping his forearm around her waist 
to keep her upright, he leaned over to whisper in her ear. “We’re not done yet, sugar.” 

Candy shivered as he nipped at the side of her neck, nuzzling her hair out of the 
way so he could place love bites on her nape. Lucas’ cock was hard and eager once 
again and he slipped it between her thighs, allowing it to skim across her swollen flesh. 
She sucked in a breath even as she tried to slide her sex across it. He laughed, pleased 
that he could arouse her again so easily. He’d never had another woman who suited 
him as well as she did. 

Sliding his hands over her supple torso, he cupped her breasts. They were large and 
full, tipped with tight nipples. As he continued to slide his erection back and forth over 
her sex, he played with her lush breasts, circling the tips with his thumbs. She moved in 
tandem with him, pushing her breasts against his hands, while her hips moved 
sinuously back and forth, pleasuring herself with his erection. 

Lucas nipped and licked her neck and shoulders, savoring every moment of the 
exquisite pain as his cock throbbed for release. His balls were heavy and every muscle 
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of his body was clenched in anticipation of claiming her. The savage part of him, the 
part that demanded restitution for the earlier pain she’d given him, wanted her to plead 
him to take her, needed her to beg. 

“What do you want?” He rolled her tight nipples between his thumbs and 
forefingers as he nipped her earlobe and whispered in her ear. 

“You.” She rolled her hips seductively, almost pushing him over the edge. 
He gritted his teeth and tried to control the need pounding in his body and brain. 

“Not good enough. If you want it, sugar, you’ve got to ask for it.” He gently pinched 
her nipples as his tongue swirled around the shell of her ear. “I won’t give it to you 
until you tell me what you want.” 

He felt the change in her then, the release of control, the giving of herself to him 
completely. Triumph filled him as she gasped, “I want you inside me.” 

“More,” he demanded. 
“Fuck me,” she cried. “Lucas,” Candy pleaded. “Please fuck me.” 
He pulled back until the head of his cock slipped just inside her slit. Without 

warning, he plunged inward, slamming his balls against her as he buried himself in her 
heat. He could feel the sensitive muscles stretching to accommodate him as she cried 
out, her back bowing against him. “Relax, sugar, you can take all of me.” He needed her 
to take all of him, to want every inch of him inside her. She felt so damned good 
wrapped around him, so soft and so wet. Perfect. 

Too perfect. Sanity reared its head and he realized that for the first time in his life, 
he wasn’t wearing a condom. Part of him didn’t want to wear one, wanted her to take 
him as he was, wanted to spend himself inside her, marking her as his for all time. The 
sane part screamed caution. 

He could feel her quivering in his arms, could feel her heart pounding in her chest 
as his hands cupped her breasts. Like him, she was poised on the edge, so close to 
coming. He held them both still, not moving an inch. 

“Please.” Her whispered plea broke his control and he began to thrust. 
“Yes,” he groaned. All thought, all restraint fled as he pumped in and out of her 

body. He held her tight, wrapping one arm around her waist and bracing the other 
against the windowsill as he slammed his cock into her over and over. Her feet left the 
floor with each plunge. He wanted to get so far inside her that she’d never be free of 
him again. 

His balls drew up tight as his cock throbbed. Blood pounded in his brain, pushing 
him harder, demanding he claim her. He was so damned close. Candy was crying and 
thrashing in his arms. They were almost there. She screamed his name as her orgasm 
took her. He could hear her cries and feel her body spasm as he plunged again and 
again. 
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At the very last second, sanity surfaced enough for him to pull out of her. He 
pushed his cock hard against her back, grinding his length against her as he came, 
emptying himself against her soft skin. 

His knees buckled and he lowered them both to the floor. Burying his face in her 
shoulder, he gulped air into his lungs, desperately trying to breathe. He’d never felt 
anything like this in his life. A fine sheen of perspiration covered them both and the 
smell of sex permeated the air around them. 

Lucas didn’t know how long they sat there on the floor when he realized Candy 
was shaking. Carefully, he lifted her, turning her in his arms. Brushing back her hair 
from her face, he froze. She was crying. Tears seeped out from the corners of her eyes, 
trailing down her cheeks. “Candy?” At the sound of her name, she burst into tears. 

He wrapped his arms around her and held her tight. Oh, God, what had he done? 
In his need to assuage his anger and hurt, he’d taken her in a frenzy, pounding out his 
frustration into her body. He was no better than a damned animal. His arms tightened 
around her and he forced himself to loosen his grip. He couldn’t hold on to something 
that wasn’t his to begin with. 

She was right. He wasn’t good enough for her. What kind of a man would hurt the 
woman he loved? A man like his father, the voice in his head whispered. 

And he did love her. Somehow, she’d snuck past his well-guarded heart and 
wrapped herself around it, claimed it as her own. And what had he done? He’d taken 
her without caring, like some animal in heat, pounding into her just to appease the 
demons within him. With the return of control came memory. He’d driven into her so 
hard that her feet had left the ground. He was so much larger and stronger than she 
was. 

Burying his face in her hair, he inhaled her unique scent as he rocked her in his 
arms. Because he loved her, he knew he had to let her go. There was too much of his 
father in him and he would not risk her safety any longer. Rising to his feet, he carried 
her back to the sofa and sat. He reached out and snagged the towel from where it had 
landed on the floor and used it to wipe the sticky residue of his cum from her back 
before swiping it over his arm and belly. 

He tilted back her head and dried her tears with his thumb, absorbing every 
sensation, knowing this was probably the last time he’d touch her precious face. She 
stared up at him, her eyes luminous and slightly swollen. She opened her mouth to 
speak, but he placed his hand gently over it, stopping her. 

“I’m sorry, Candy.” He plucked her blouse off the floor and helped her put it on, 
buttoning it carefully. “We both know that this was only a temporary thing, and I think, 
after all that’s happened today, it’s time for it to end.” 

She froze in his embrace, but he stood with her still in his arms. Reluctantly, he let 
her feet slide to the floor, making sure she was steady before he grabbed her skirt and 
helped her back into it. “Lucas.” She laid her hand on his arm and he flinched away. He 
didn’t deserve her compassion after what he’d just done. 
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Picking up her bra and panties, he thrust them into her hand as he ushered her to 
the doorway. He wrapped her in her coat, zipping it tight. She looked absolutely 
shattered standing there in the dim light. And no wonder. She’d come to talk and he’d 
taken her crudely and without consideration. He figured that the only reason she hadn’t 
run screaming was that she was still in shock. 

“I’m going to call you a cab to take you home.” He wiped all emotion from his face 
and his voice. He had to get her out of here quick before he did something stupid, like 
falling on his knees and begging her not to ever leave him. He had to be strong, for her, 
but he knew he couldn’t hold out much longer. 

“We need to talk, Lucas.” Her voice shook, but it was filled with determination as 
she shoved her underwear into her purse. 

The sound of footsteps outside the door was like a light in the darkness. He 
recognized the heavy tread of boots. Yanking open the door, he put his hand on the 
small of Candy’s back and all but pushed her out into the hallway. T. S. froze in place, 
his eyes going from Lucas to Candy and back to Lucas again. 

“Take her home for me. Please.” He slammed the door shut and locked it, knowing 
that T. S. would make sure that she made it home okay. 

The murmur of voices drifted through the door and then the sound of footsteps 
moving down the hallway, gradually fading away. Lucas stood there naked, aching in a 
way that he hadn’t done since he was kid. His chest actually hurt and he rubbed his 
hand over it. Swearing, he whirled around and slammed his fist into the wall. Plaster 
cracked and crumbled. He jerked it back and just stared at his closed fist, ignoring the 
pain. 

Going to his knees, he buried his face in his hands and cursed the man who’d 
fathered him, a man who had shared his blood and genes with him. A lone tear slipped 
down his cheek as he slowly stood and stumbled down the hall toward his workout 
room. 

 
Candy stood in the glaring light of the hallway, not quite sure how she’d gotten 

here. She felt shell-shocked. What had just happened? One moment she been having the 
most erotic experience of her life with the man she loved, and the next he was 
apologizing and all but throwing her out of his home. 

The finality of the lock being engaged from inside the apartment was like a smack 
in the face. Just like that, they were finished. Their affair was over even as aftershocks of 
her last orgasm still lingered. 

“Hey, you okay?” 
She jumped at the sound of the male voice, so close to her. What was his name 

again? She remembered meeting him on the opening day of Coffee Breaks. She nodded, 
not sure she could even speak if she wanted to. Right now she needed to get home. 
Locking her shaky knees, she walked down the hallway toward the stairs. 
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“Hey.” She pulled away when his hand touched her arm, practically bouncing off 
the wall in her haste to get away from him. He held up his hands in mock surrender. 
“I’m not going to hurt you, but Lucas wants me to take you home.” 

“I don’t care what Lucas wants.” Her voice was rough, her throat raw from the 
unshed tears she swallowed back. 

“Your kind never does.” 
His easy dismissal of her fired her already frayed temper. “What the hell is that 

supposed to mean?” 
T. S. sneered at her. “Couldn’t wait to be rid of him when you found out he’d been 

in prison, could you? You didn’t even want to know the facts.” 
“No,” she replied honestly. “I didn’t, not at first. But I came to talk with him and 

now he’s the one throwing me out.” She turned away and brushed at the tears that 
slipped down her cheeks. Why was she even bothering to try to justify her actions to 
someone she didn’t even know? Turning, she started to walk away again, weaving 
slightly as the physical and emotional turmoil of the day took a toll on her. 

T. S. MacNamara, that was his name, she thought as she valiantly headed toward 
the stairs. She sensed him watching her. Then he swore and she heard the sound of 
heavy work boots hurrying after her. Practically running now, she started down the 
stairs. In her haste, she missed one and started to plunge forward. She screamed and 
held out her hands as a strong arm wrapped itself around her upper body, plucking her 
to safety. 

“What the hell are you trying to do, kill yourself?” His voice was gruff, but he was 
gentle as he stood her back on the stairs. 

“I just want to go home.” The tears were coming faster now and she swiped them 
away, despising herself for shedding them. I don’t usually cry and definitely not in front of 
a complete stranger. 

“I’m sure you don’t.” She hadn’t realized she’d said the words out loud until he 
commented on them. “Look.” He swiped a hand through his hair, his agitation plain. “I 
don’t know what just went on between you two, but I know that you hurt Lucas. Even 
with that, he wants me to see you home safely. You can either go by yourself and I’ll 
follow you or you can let me take you. It’s your choice. But either way, I’m seeing you 
home.” 

“Do you want to know what just went on?” Candy was a woman who’d been 
pushed to the limits of her emotional and physical well-being and lashed out to protect 
herself against further hurt. “I just had the most amazing sexual experience of my life 
with the man I love and then he threw me out. So if I hurt him today, then we can call it 
even.” 

Reaching out blindly for support, she grabbed the railing and stumbled down the 
stairs. Once again, a powerful male arm stopped her. Candy was getting sick and tired 
of being manhandled by large men. “Let me go!” 

“Not until you talk to me.” 
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“There is nothing to say.” She pulled out of his grasp and kept on going down the 
stairs, but he was hot on her heels. 

“You said you loved him.” His voice was insistent. 
She refused to answer him. Her only goal was getting to the door and hailing a cab 

to take her home. 
“What did he say when you told him?” 
Candy rounded the corner and kept moving steadily downward. She was almost 

there. 
“Will you stop!” He surged in front of her and blocked the staircase. She stumbled 

to a halt as he spread his arms wide, placing a palm on either wall. 
“I didn’t get a chance to say anything. He didn’t want to talk. He only wanted to 

fuck, and once that was done, he couldn’t wait to get rid of me. I’ve had enough 
humiliation for one day. Now move!” She all but screamed the last two words at him. If 
he didn’t move, she was going to kick him where it would hurt him most. Standing a 
few steps above him, she had the perfect angle to do some damage. 

T. S. looked shocked as he slowly lowered his arms and stood to one side. She 
cautiously skittered past him, keeping her eyes on him as she passed. “You mean too 
much to him. That’s why he sent you away.” 

Candy flinched as his words hit her like stones. Her harsh laugh held no pleasure. 
“He sure has a funny way of showing it.” 

“You’re both too much alike. Both of you trying to protect yourselves and all you 
end up doing is hurting yourselves more.” He fell into step behind her as she pushed 
open the side door and stepped out into the cold, dark night. “Give him a few days, but 
if you really do care, if you really do love him, don’t give up on him.” 

She gave no indication that she heard anything he said. She’d think about what he 
said. Later. When she was safe at home. Rushing out to the road, she waved at a passing 
taxi, almost reduced to tears again when he just drove by without stopping. 

“Let me take you home.” His voice was softer now and tinged with pity. Candy 
scrunched her shoulders up around her ears to try to stay warm. She didn’t want 
anyone’s pity. “Please.” He was closer now. “Lucas won’t rest tonight unless I come 
back and tell him that you made it home okay.” 

He wrapped his arm around her waist and guided her to his truck that was parked 
just up the road from the building. Unlocking the door, he took one look at her boots 
and her skirt and scooped her up, depositing her on the seat. He made sure she was 
tucked in safely before he closed the door and hurried around to the driver’s side. The 
ride home was made in complete silence after she’d given him her address. He said 
nothing when he parked in front of her building, but once again hurried to her side of 
the truck and lifted her down. Like a large watchdog, he followed her up the stairs and 
all the way to her apartment door, waiting patiently while she dug though her purse for 
her keys. 
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Just as she was about to close her door, he finally spoke. “Don’t give up on him, 
Candy. He deserves to have some happiness. You both do.” 

“Thank you for the ride home.” She closed the door gently and engaged all the 
locks. It was only after the sound of footsteps faded in the distance that she finally 
allowed the tears to flow unchecked. 

Stumbling to her bedroom, she hauled off her clothing and tumbled into bed, 
pulling the covers tight around her. The sound of her sobs were raw and painful as she 
cried for what she’d lost in her past, but most of all, for what she’d lost today. She cried 
so hard, she made herself sick, barely stumbling to the bathroom in time. Eventually, 
there were no more tears left to shed and with a cool cloth over her swollen eyes, Candy 
crawled back in bed and fell into a fitful sleep. 
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Chapter Sixteen 
 
The next few days were the hardest that she’d ever been through in her entire life. 

For the first time ever, she couldn’t lose herself in her work. It no longer interested her. 
She did manage to lay the groundwork for several upcoming projects, but avoided 
anything that had to do with Lucas. In fairness to the cookbook, she did schedule Katie 
for several interviews, playing up the local artist angle. 

Physically, she ached for several days from the unusual sexual activity. Each twinge 
was a reminder of the mind-blowing sexual experience she’d shared with Lucas. Every 
night, she soaked in a tub of hot water, trying to rid herself of each muscle ache and the 
memory that went with it. Eventually the physical discomfort disappeared, but she 
feared that the memories never would. 

Candy knew that she looked a wreck. She wasn’t sleeping and food didn’t interest 
her at all. Mostly, she concentrated on just getting through each day with the hope that 
tomorrow would be easier. She jumped every time the phone rang, her heart pounding 
hopefully in her chest. But Lucas never called her. 

For the first time since she received the phone call from Barbara Bates, she was 
seriously considering interviewing for the job in New York City. Maybe she really did 
need to admit that whatever relationship she had been building with Lucas was over 
and it was time to move on. 

She knew that Missy was worried about her, but Candy wasn’t ready to talk about 
what had happened with Lucas. She’d probably never be ready for that. She’d just told 
Missy that it was over between her and Lucas and thankfully her friend had let it go for 
now. 

Today was day four, but it wasn’t getting any easier. Her experience with Lucas 
had changed her forever. There was no going back to the woman she’d been before 
she’d met him. That cold, unforgiving, work-driven woman had disappeared forever. 
In her place was a woman who understood what it was to love deeply and lose. A 
woman who understood that people weren’t perfect and that sometimes you wished 
you could change your past. 

The phone rang and this time there was no surge of hope or expectation. At least 
she was making progress, she thought as she reached for her phone. “Candy Logan’s 
office.” 

“Hi, Candy.” 
Candy closed her eyes and placed a hand on her jittery stomach. This was 

something else she’d been avoiding, but the time had obviously come to deal with this 
as well. Taking a calming breath, she cleared her voice. “Hi, Justin.” 
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“I won’t keep you long.” He paused before continuing. “I know you’re busy at 
work, but I wondered if you’d given any more thought to meeting with me.” 

The woman she’d been several weeks ago had refused him, but today…today 
everything was different. Today, she knew she had to see him, if only for one last time. 
“Where and when would you like to meet?” 

She heard his swift intake of breath and knew she’d surprised him. “How about 
lunch today? I can be at the diner just down from your office in half an hour.” 

Obviously he didn’t want to give her time to change her mind. She glanced at her 
watch and decided she could take an early lunch. “That sounds great. I’ll see you then.” 
She gently hung up the phone, feeling good about her decision. For better or worse, 
Justin was her brother and she owed it to him and to herself to talk to him. Turning 
back to her computer, she felt a new surge of energy. She had time to finish answering 
her emails before she had to go and meet her brother. 

 
“Famous last words,” she muttered as she yanked the door of the diner open and 

hurried inside, leaving the cold, bitter wind and sleet behind her. She’d gotten so 
wrapped up in her work that she was ten minutes late. She only hoped that Justin 
hadn’t left yet. 

The door closed behind her and she was enveloped in the homey warmth of the 
place. The smells of coffee and spices filled the air, making her stomach growl. She 
glanced around the room, suddenly unsure. She hadn’t seen Justin in years. Would she 
even recognize him? 

A man rose slowly from a booth in the far corner. Tall and broad, his straight hair 
hung down to his shoulders, giving him the appearance of a shaggy lion. Her legs 
moved of their own volition, bringing her closer to him. His nose had a bump in the 
center and she wondered when he’d broken it. The crooked half-smile was endearingly 
familiar, as was the warmth in his chocolate brown eyes. 

“Justin?” Her voice was little more than a whisper, but the stranger opened his 
arms to her and she walked straight into them. They closed tight around her, holding 
her almost desperately to him. She could hear the pounding of his heart through his soft 
T-shirt and suddenly he was a stranger no more. Candy couldn’t begin to count how 
many times he’d held her like this when they were children, and the lost years suddenly 
dissolved and ceased to matter. 

She threw her arms around him, hugging him for all the years she’d been unable to 
do so. When he finally pulled away, it was she who didn’t want to let go and she 
gripped the front of his shirt tight in her fingers as if to keep him from disappearing 
again. His rough hands cupped her face as he studied her. “God, you’re beautiful, 
Candy.” 

She could feel the blush stealing up her cheeks and ducked her head. “Thank you.” 
She forced herself to release the death grip she had on his shirt and step back. “You’re 
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still as handsome as ever.” And he was, in a rough way. Not classically beautiful, but 
he’d certainly catch any woman’s eye. 

Justin laughed and ushered her into her seat before sliding into the one across from 
her. “Thanks for seeing me. I know this wasn’t easy for you.” 

“No, it wasn’t, but it should have been.” Taking her time, she unzipped her coat 
and slid it off, laying it across the back of her chair. She tucked her purse down by her 
side and straightened her suit jacket before facing him again. “You don’t need to tell me 
where you’ve been or what you’ve done. Just tell me what you plan to do.” 

Justin studied her for a long moment. He opened his mouth to speak, but the 
waitress interrupted them. They hurriedly gave their orders for the soup and sandwich 
special as the waitress poured them each a cup of coffee. When she was gone, Justin 
picked up where he’d left off. “What happened, Candy? You seem different from the 
first time I talked to you.” 

Candy fiddled with her napkin and sighed. “I am different. I was just angry with 
you when you first called. Then I did a lot of thinking and faced a lot of things about 
myself. And it wasn’t pretty.” She tried to smile as she met her brother’s worried gaze. 
“I guess you can say I finally grew up and stopped blaming everyone for not being 
perfect.” 

Her brother reached across the table and caught her hand in his. “I don’t blame you 
for being angry. You wouldn’t be human if you weren’t hurt by what happened. You 
didn’t have an easy life and I didn’t make it any easier.” The sorrow in his eyes was 
replaced by admiration as he continued. “But you’ve grown into a heck of a woman. 
Mom told me a lot about your job and also about all you’ve done for her. You should be 
proud of yourself.” 

His honest, straightforward praise helped undo the knot in her stomach and made 
her sit up a little straighter. “Thank you, Justin.” She gave his fingers a squeeze. “Now 
tell me about yourself. Whatever you want. You don’t have to tell me about your past 
unless you want to.” 

Justin released her hand and took a sip of coffee. When he put the mug back on the 
table, he kept his large hands wrapped around it. “I was in prison, but it’s not exactly 
what you think.” 

Her stomach clenched but she forced herself to relax. “Tell me.” 
He seemed uncomfortable, his gaze always scanning the room as if he were looking 

for something. Watching. Whatever he’d done and wherever he’d been, his life 
obviously hadn’t been easy. For the first time, she felt no resentment toward her 
brother. Maybe because, for the first time, she wasn’t thinking only about how his 
actions affected her. For once, she was thinking about him. 

“I ran with a wild crowd back then, but you know that.” 
Candy nodded, silently encouraging him to continue. 
“Let’s just say that I got caught one night in the wrong place at the wrong time. It 

wasn’t the cops that caught me, but another government agency. An agency without a 
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name, that doesn’t really officially exist. I can’t tell you about it, so please don’t ask.” 
Justin shook his head and sighed. “They offered me a deal and I did what I had to do.” 

Candy was stunned. This was not what she’d expected to hear. “But how could 
something like this happen to you? This is America.” 

“I wasn’t here, Candy. I was down in South America at the time. It was either do 
what they wanted or spend the rest of my life rotting in a prison down there—that is, if 
they didn’t just execute me first.” There was so much pain in her brother’s eyes that she 
wanted to cry. 

“But you were just a teenager.” She still couldn’t wrap her head around what he 
was telling her. 

“I was old enough and stupid enough. I’ve got no one to blame but myself. The lure 
of easy money was too great, but you know what they say. ‘If it looks too good to be 
true, then it probably is.’ And that easy money cost me the next fifteen years of my life.” 

“But what happened? It’s been so long.” 
“I can’t really talk about it.” He gave a humorless laugh. “Let’s just say that I’ve 

retired.” 
“That’s incredible.” Candy shook her head. 
“Yeah, almost unbelievable. I wouldn’t blame you if you didn’t believe me, Candy. 

I lived it and I almost don’t believe it.” 
She could see the pain etched in the corners of his eyes and in the tight way he 

grimaced. His eyes were ever watchful, scanning his surroundings, and she realized 
that he didn’t feel safe. He sat so still in his seat, not shifting or shuffling, but ever 
vigilant. The sleeves of his shirt had been pushed back and she could see the faint lines 
of scars on one of his arms. What other scars did his clothing hide? As bad as they 
might be, she thought that his emotional scars were probably worse. 

Whatever else her brother might have been, he’d never been a liar. “I believe you.” 
Her simple acceptance brought tears to his eyes. 

Justin closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose, bringing his emotions 
quickly back under control. “Thank you.” His simple words belied the deep emotion 
behind them. “It was thoughts of you that saved me, that got me through the long, dark 
years. You were the best thing in my life and I cursed the day I ever left home and left 
you behind. But I never gave up hope and I fought for what I wanted. And after fifteen 
long years,” his voice trembled slightly, “I’m finally home.” 

Now it was her turn to cry. His blunt, honest words moved her deeply. The 
awkwardness that she’d expected between them didn’t exist. This was the brother she 
remembered, the one she’d looked up to and loved. “Welcome home.” 

The waitress bustled over to their table, deposited their lunch and hurried away 
again. The first tentative seeds had been sown, and deep down inside, Candy knew that 
she finally had her brother back in her life for good. 
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Sensing his unease with talking about his past, she sought to lighten the mood 
between them. “Do you have a wife or a girlfriend?” She was suddenly eager to know 
as much as possible about his life now. 

“No, honey.” If it was possible, his eyes looked even sadder as he shook his head. 
“My work didn’t encourage close relationships.” 

There was something in his words, in the hesitant way he spoke them that made 
her ask, “But there was someone, wasn’t there?” 

Justin laid down his spoon and rubbed his hand across the back of his neck. “It was 
a long time ago, Candy. She died.” 

“Oh, Justin. I’m so very sorry.” Although she wanted to know what had happened, 
she knew she would never ask him. If he wanted her to know, he would tell her. 

“Yeah,” he sighed. “Me too.” He picked up his coffee and took a sip, his eyes 
scanning the room. “What about you?” 

“Me?” 
The corner of his mouth tilted up slightly. It wasn’t quite a smile, but it was close. 

“Yeah, you? Did you ever get married? Is there someone special in your life? I didn’t 
ask Mom about your love life.” He stopped and the glimmer of a smile was wiped off 
his face. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.” 

“No,” she assured him. “I don’t mind. It’s no secret or anything. I never got 
married. Never really came close.” She thought about Gary’s revelation and knew that 
she’d gotten closer than she’d ever thought. “I was seeing someone, but, well…” she 
stumbled. “It didn’t work out.” 

“I’m sorry, Candy. It’s his loss.” He reached over and took her hand. 
She shook her head. “No, it was as much my fault as his. Probably even more of my 

fault. I didn’t trust him when he needed it. I hurt him badly.” 
Justin wrapped his fingers tight around hers, giving her an encouraging squeeze. 

“Then don’t give up on him. Some things are worth fighting for.” He released her hand 
and resumed eating his soup. He had a few mouthfuls and paused. “Sometimes hope is 
all we have.” 

His words reverberated in her head. He’d never given up hope and he’d faced long, 
hard years. T. S. had told her not to give up on Lucas. If she really loved him, she owed 
it to herself and to Lucas not to give up on them. If nothing else, they needed to talk. 
She’d needed to apologize to him for not wanting to listen to him at first. They’d both 
hurt the other one with their lack of trust and understanding. But Candy wasn’t willing 
to let go of what they had without fighting for it. 

The rest of lunch was fairly quiet, as if the emotion of the first few minutes was 
more then enough for them both to deal with. Talk turned to more mundane things. She 
told him about her work and he told her that he’d rented an apartment not far from 
hers. He walked her back to work and they made plans to have supper early next week. 
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Back at her desk, Candy picked up her pen, tapping it against the top of her desk. 
Lunch with her brother had certainly given her a lot to think about. And while she was 
willing to fight for her and Lucas’ relationship, she was also realistic enough to know 
that wanting something to happen didn’t guarantee success. There might be no way to 
repair the damage that had been done to their relationship. If that happened, she knew 
she’d want a change. 

Picking up the phone, she reached out and snagged the phone number that Ms. 
Bates had given her and dialed quickly before she changed her mind. It was answered 
almost immediately on the other end. Candy took a deep breath. “This is Candy Logan. 
If the job is still open, I’d like to interview for it and find out more about the position.” 

By the time the conversation was over, she had an appointment for the next day. 
She already knew it would be no problem for her to take a personal day and fly to New 
York City. She could go and check out this job and be home again by tomorrow night. 

Then she’d make her final attempt with Lucas. She had a plan. She reached for the 
phone again, filled with renewed determination. Dialing the number, she waited as the 
phone began to ring. 
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Chapter Seventeen 
 
Lucas threw himself into his work. He wasn’t sleeping and spent all his time either 

working out or baking. In fact, his shop had never been so well stocked and running so 
efficiently. He even had all of his paperwork up-to-date. Thankfully, T. S. had let him 
know that he’d seen Candy home safe and sound—otherwise he would have gone out 
of his mind with worry. 

Awake, he tormented himself with the images of their last night together. His crude 
demands and rough treatment replayed like a never-ending loop in his brain, torturing 
him. Several times a day, he picked up the phone to call her just to ask if she was all 
right. But each time he did, he hung up again. He didn’t deserve to know. 

And asleep…that was worse than when he was awake. Every night, he dreamed of 
Candy. Long, hot, erotic dreams filled with her loving him in every way imaginable. 
Last night’s had been the worst, or the best, depending on how he felt at any given 
moment. Naked and glistening in the moonlight, she’d climbed on top of him and taken 
him inside her. Then she’d ridden him slowly at first, gradually moving faster and 
faster until they’d both come. 

Lucas shuddered. He hadn’t had a wet dream since he was a teenager, but he’d had 
one last night. But what was worse was the empty sense of longing he’d had when he’d 
awoken and found his arms and his bed empty. But it was for the best, he reminded 
himself. He loved her too much not to protect her, even if that meant he lost her. 

He’d taken off after work and gone for a long walk. He’d wandered the city streets 
for hours, ignoring the bite of the winter air as it whipped past him. He’d hoped to clear 
his head, but it hadn’t helped. If anything, his thoughts were even more jumbled than 
before. 

Unlocking the side door of the building, he let himself in and locked the door 
behind him. T. S.’s van was still parked outside even though quitting time had been 
several hours ago. 

Climbing the stairs, he wondered if T. S. wanted to split a pizza and a few beers. He 
could use the distraction. As he rounded the corner and headed up the next flight, he 
heard the clunk of work boots coming toward him. His friend bound down the stairs, 
obviously on his way home. 

“Hey, man. About time you got home.” 
Lucas paused on the stairs. “I went out for a walk.” He shrugged and stuffed his 

hands in the pockets of his leather coat. “I thought it might help.” 
“Did it?” T. S. came to a halt a few steps above him, his expression concerned. 
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Once again, he shrugged. “Not really.” Sighing, he dragged his hands back out of 
his pockets and shoved one hand through his hair. “You want to go get a pizza or 
something?” 

“Or something,” he muttered. Shaking his head, T. S. continued on down the stairs 
until he was even with Lucas. “I’ve got to go. Just remember that no matter what, I’ve 
only done what I thought was best for you.” 

That sounded ominous. “What have you done?” His brow furrowed as he stared at 
his friend, trying to read his expression. But T. S. was very good at hiding his emotions. 

“Only what I had to do. Hopefully, once you get over being mad, you’ll thank me.” 
He glanced down at his watch. “I gotta go. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” He left Lucas 
standing there and hurried down the stairs. The door slammed shut behind him as he 
left the building. 

Shaking his head, Lucas continued up the stairs to his apartment. He supposed he’d 
find out what that was all about eventually. Mentally, he ran through the contents of his 
refrigerator. There wasn’t much there. Perhaps he’d order a pizza for himself. 

Unlocking the door to his apartment, he let himself into the dark interior. Removing 
his leather coat, he hung it up on a hook just inside the door before he bent over and 
yanked off his boots. The walk and the cold wind had tired him, and he reached his 
arms above his head and stretched. He stood there debating between a long, hot shower 
and ordering some supper for himself. 

A slight shuffling sound caught his attention and he froze. Someone was in his 
apartment. The snap of a lamp being turned on was unnaturally loud and the 
brightness from the overhead light momentarily blinded him. He froze as his vision 
returned, unable to believe his eyes. 

“Hello, Lucas.” Candy was curled up on his sofa, waiting for him. A soft smile lit 
her beautiful face. 

“What are you doing here?” Her smile faded at his harsh tone, but there was 
nothing he could do about that. He had to get her out of here fast before he gave in to 
temptation, tossed her over his shoulder, dragged her to his bedroom and fucked her all 
night long. He’d kill T. S. for this, because there was no doubt in his mind that it was his 
friend who’d let her in. He was the only other person with keys. 

Uncurling her legs, she stood. Only her thin stockings covered her feet and her toes 
curled against the area rug. Lucas wanted to pluck her into his arms and carry her so 
her feet wouldn’t be cold. Propping his hands on his waist, he glared at her as she 
padded across the floor toward him. 

She didn’t stop until she was standing right in front of him, her toes touching his. It 
hit him just how much smaller than him she really was. Her personality was so huge 
and the high heels that she favored made her seem much larger than she truly was. In 
truth, she was a tiny bundle of curves. He almost smiled as he pictured how she’d 
bristle if he said such a thing to her. 
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The urge to smile left him when she placed her hand on his chest. “I came to talk to 
you.” 

“There’s nothing to talk about.” It was ridiculous that a woman about eight inches 
shorter and about eighty pounds lighter could hold him in place with just the touch of 
one hand. But it was true. Lucas didn’t think he could force himself to move away from 
her touch if his life depended on it. “It was a great time, but it’s over.” He stared at a 
spot over her shoulder, refusing to look at her. 

“What are you so afraid of, Lucas?” Her soft question struck him like a physical 
blow. How could she even ask him that after what had happened the last time they 
were together? 

The scowl on his face had been known to make grown men flinch with fear. Lucas 
slowly lowered his gaze to hers, but instead of being frightened, she looked almost 
serene. For some reason, that fired his temper all the more. “What am I afraid of?” His 
voice was mocking. “What am I afraid of?” His voice was louder now. “What the hell 
do you think I’m afraid of?” The last question was half shouted as he gripped her by the 
shoulders and shifted her away from him. The temptation to shake some sense into her 
was almost overwhelming. Didn’t she have any concept of self-preservation? 

“Yourself? Me?” She stepped closer to him again. “Both?” 
“You have no right to be in my apartment.” Lucas stepped back out of her reach as 

he searched for her coat. The quicker he got her out of here, the better. 
“I know.” She followed him as he turned and walked away from her. “I know I hurt 

you the other day and I’m sorry for that. It was a knee-jerk reaction because of my own 
past.” Like a terrier, she nipped at heels. He couldn’t shake her or her words. “My own 
father spent most of his life in prison, and my brother’s been there as well. I know what 
that did to my mother and to me. It was the last thing I wanted for myself.” 

Lucas halted so suddenly that Candy slammed into his back. He whirled around 
and caught her before she tripped and fell. No wonder she’d reacted to the news like 
she had. He didn’t blame her for not wanting a man with such a dark past in her life. 
But she wasn’t finished. 

Grabbing onto the front of his T-shirt, she kept talking. “But it didn’t take me long 
to realize that you’re not like my father at all. He was always making promises he 
couldn’t keep and blaming other people for everything that went wrong in his life. But 
you…” She gripped his shirt even tighter. “You’re a man of integrity. You work hard 
and if you say you’re going to do something, it’s as good as done. No matter what’s 
happened in your past, it doesn’t matter. I know you had your reasons.” 

The pain almost brought him to his knees. These were the words he’d longed to 
hear. And maybe if he’d heard them before he’d manhandled her the other night, they 
would have made a difference. But the other night had been a reminder of the tainted 
blood flowing through his veins. He had a temper and a history of violence that he’d 
tried to leave behind him. But it always lurked, just under the surface. He knew what he 
was capable of doing. And it scared him. 
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She looked so earnest staring up at him. Her chocolate brown eyes were huge and 
luminous with unshed tears. Once again, he was hurting her even though it was the 
very last thing he wanted to do. He cupped her face in his hands. “Thank you for that, 
Candy. But it’s still over between us.” 

“Why?” She covered his hands with her own, trapping them against the softness of 
her cheeks. “Why is it over?” 

He decided that honesty was the only way out. Once he told her the truth, she’d 
understand why she had to leave. “Because I’ll only hurt you in the long run.” 

“I don’t understand.” 
He gently pulled his hands away and paused to push a lock of hair back behind her 

ear. “I know.” He didn’t want to see the look of disgust on her face and the fear that 
was sure to come, but he knew he no longer had a choice. “My father beat me and my 
mother.” 

No longer able to look at Candy, he turned and walked across the room and stared 
blindly out the window. “He was angry all the time. Anything and everything set him 
off.” Lucas tried to block out the memories that threatened. “I’d come home from 
working at the market and had fallen into bed. I’d been saving my money and was 
planning to move out in less than a month. It was the screams that woke me.” 

The world outside the window faded as the past replayed in his mind. “I don’t 
know why that night was different from any other. It just was. My mother was bleeding 
when I got to the living room and I challenged the old man, told him to leave her 
alone.” He shook his head at his own stupidity. “I was tall but scrawny back then, and 
my father was a huge man. But I was so angry. It was as if a red haze enveloped me and 
I wanted to kill him. Next thing I knew, he was lying on the floor unconscious and my 
mother was telling me to run before the cops got there. The neighbors always called the 
cops. But it was too late.” 

The glass was cool against his fingers when he laid his hand against it. “I was 
arrested, sent to trial and found guilty. Didn’t seem to matter what the old man had 
done.” Lowering his hand, he turned around, surprised to find Candy right behind 
him. He hadn’t heard her approach. 

“What happened to your mother?” 
Lucas closed his eyes against the pain, the memory as sharp as it had been all those 

years ago. “He beat her to death not long after I went to prison.” 
“Oh, Lucas.” Her arms wrapped around him, her grip surprisingly strong as she 

hugged him. “I’m so sorry.” He could hear the tears in her voice as she sniffed and 
buried her face against his chest. 

This was the first time he’d ever shared his sorrow over his mother’s death with 
anyone else. No one had ever hugged him and told him they were sorry or shed tears 
for him. T. S. knew what had happened, and so did Katie, but both of them had always 
respected his right to bear it alone. But not Candy. 

110 



Craving Candy 

His arms slid around her waist, pulling her tight to him. He lowered his head, 
nuzzling his face against the softness of the curve of her neck, reveling in her caring as 
she reached up and stroked her hand through his hair. But reality finally intruded and 
he made himself step away from her once again. “Now you see why it’s over between 
us.” 

Her eyebrows came together as she frowned at him. “I’m so sorry for what 
happened to you and your mother. But I don’t understand what that has to do with us.” 

Lucas’ already frayed temper began to heat up again. “Because I’m like my father, 
Candy. His blood runs through my veins. I look in the mirror every single day and see 
his face staring back at me. I’m capable of beating a man almost to death.” Swearing, he 
stalked away, prowling around the room. “Then there’s the other night.” 

“What about the other night?” He could hear the caution in her voice. 
“I took you without care or control the other night. I was no better than an animal, 

lashing out at you in anger. I hurt you, Candy.” He was in agony now, just wanting her 
to leave so he could lick his wounds in private. He’d never felt so emotionally exposed 
in his entire life. “I won’t risk your safety.” 

“That is the biggest load of bull I’ve ever heard.” 
He whirled around and she was right behind him. Anger raced through him. How 

dare she make light of this! He’d just laid himself emotionally bare before her and she 
was mocking him. “It’s not bull.” 

She poked her index finger at his chest. “Yes. It. Is.” She spaced each word carefully 
as if he wouldn’t understand her any other way. “You’re a coward.” 

A fury unlike anything he’d ever experience enveloped him. How dare she accuse 
him of being a coward? “Don’t push me, sugar. You won’t like what happens.” 

“Oh, yeah?” She got right in his face, practically boring a hole in his chest with her 
finger. “What are you going to do?” she demanded. “Hit me?” 

It was as if all the blood drained from his body. “God, no. I would never hit you, 
sugar.” He felt himself sway on his feet. 

“Exactly.” She wrapped her hands around his neck and forced his head downward 
until he was staring right at her, their noses practically touching. “You would never 
hurt me physically.” 

“But the other night—” 
She interrupted him. “Was the most erotic experience of my life.” 
He could see the sincerity in her eyes. But most of all, he could see the love. A 

weight seemed to fall away from him as the significance of what had just happened 
finally seemed to seep into him. Yes, he had come from violence and was capable of 
violence, but never against her or anyone he truly loved. 

“Lucas, your past has made you the man you are. You’re so controlled and self-
contained it’s almost scary. Yes, we’ll probably fight and yell at each other.” She 
laughed. “We’re both such strong-willed people, I don’t think we can avoid that. But.” 
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She stroked her hand over his face and smiled at him. “You’ll never hit me. You’re not 
capable of harming a woman.” 

Her belief in him humbled him. And her hand on his face and the closeness of her 
body was arousing him unbearably. His earlier anger had transmuted itself into lust. He 
wanted Candy. No, he needed her. He needed to claim her as his, once and for all. 

“Be sure, sugar. Because once I take you, there’s no going back.” His cock was rock-
hard beneath his jeans and the urge to fuck her was all-consuming. 

In answer, she whipped her blouse over her head and dropped it to the floor. “I 
certainly hope not.” Her smile was wicked and filled with erotic promise as she turned 
and sauntered toward the bedroom, her lush hips swaying gently from side to side. 

The pure, unadulterated happiness that filled him was only superseded by the lust 
for this woman that pounded through his body. She was his and once he claimed her, 
he would never let her go. 

Swooping down on her, he caught her up in his arms and tossed her over his 
shoulder. She laughed and reached down and squeezed his butt in response. He 
swatted her bottom playfully as she did it again. And her shrieks of delight mixed with 
his own low laughter as he carried her into the bedroom and kicked the door shut 
behind him. 
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Chapter Eighteen 
 
One minute Candy was hanging over Lucas’ shoulder and the next she was flying 

through the air. She bounced once on the mattress before sinking back against its 
softness. 

He followed her down onto the bed, his expression intense as he framed her face in 
his hands. “Although there’s been nothing in the papers about what happened at the 
talk show taping, there’s still a chance it will get out. If not now, then someday. My past 
will always be there, sugar. I’m a rough man with a violent past. That will never 
change.” 

She stared up into the face of the man she loved and knew deep in her heart that his 
past no longer mattered to her. “What you are is a good man, Lucas. The best I’ve ever 
known.” She covered his hands with her own. “I’m sorry for your past because it hurt 
you, and I’m sorry for the death of your mother. But I’m glad that I found you.” 

He closed his eyes and nodded. When he reopened them, they were blazing with 
undisguised lust. But beyond that, she could see the deep, abiding love, and it filled her 
with hope for the future. This was a man a woman could depend on, now and forever. 
And he was all hers! 

One question nagged at her. She hated to ask, afraid of ruining the mood, but she 
had to know. “What happened to your father?” 

Lucas sat back on his heels, reached his hands behind his back, grabbed a handful 
of fabric and yanked his T-shirt off over his head. He flung it aside as he leaned over 
and found the opening of her skirt. “He died in prison.” Making quick work of the 
zipper, he tugged her skirt down her legs, tossing it behind him. 

She knew that Lucas didn’t want to talk about it any longer and that was fine with 
her. She knew what she needed to know. While she still had many questions to ask him, 
they could wait. Right now, she needed him to make love to her. Needed to join her 
body to his and give him the comfort and release from his torment that sex could 
provide. 

Smiling at him, she stroked her hands up her belly and cupped her lace-covered 
breasts. She was wearing a new strawberry-colored lacy bra and matching panties. “Do 
you like my new lingerie?” She batted her eyelashes, flirting shamelessly with him. 

He laughed and the sound was like music to her ears. “You look good enough to 
eat.” His voice was low and gruff and sent shivers down her spine. He licked his lips as 
he leaned down. “And I plan to taste every sweet inch of you.” 

His tongue traced the edge of the lace, sweeping across the top of her breast. A fire 
was burning low in her belly and she knew that only he could appease it. What was it 
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about this particular man that ignited such passion and desire in her? He raised his 
head and the sensual gleam in his eyes curled her toes. And when his mouth covered 
her nipple, sucking at it through the thin lace covering, thought fled and was replaced 
by physical need. 

The fabric of his jeans was rough against her skin as he settled between her legs. 
The action spread her legs wide, draping them over his hard thighs. His fingers trailed 
up her arms, raising goose bumps in their wake. He hooked his thumbs beneath the 
strap of her bra and slowly lowered it over her arms, dragging the lace cups from her 
breasts. 

“Beautiful,” he whispered reverently as he skimmed the tips of her breasts with his 
fingers. The light touch seemed to reach every nerve ending in her body, making her 
tingle from head to toe. 

He stroked his tongue across one swollen peak before taking it deep into his mouth 
and sucking hard. Candy gasped and arched her hips. She felt so empty inside. 
“Lucas,” she moaned as she clutched at his shoulders, digging her nails deep. 

He growled, the sound low in his throat, as he left her breasts and kissed a heated 
path down her torso to her bellybutton. Dipping his tongue inside, he swirled it around. 
Her fingers tugged at his hair, trying to push him lower. He laughed and nipped at her 
hipbones, which were exposed by the low cut of her panties. 

She could feel the dampness between her thighs and knew he could smell and feel 
her desire for him as he dragged his tongue over the lacy fabric. 

Lucas sat back on his heels and traced the lace band at the top of her thigh-high 
stockings. “You’re so fucking sexy in these and those ridiculous high heels you usually 
wear. But right now, I don’t want anything between us.” 

She almost took offense at his disparaging remark about her footwear. Almost. But 
when he edged his fingers beneath the band of the stocking and began to slowly roll it 
down her leg, she promptly forgot everything but the feel of his hand against her skin. 
As he lowered the stocking down her leg, he kissed and licked every inch of flesh he 
exposed. By the time he got to her foot, she was sweating. 

He whisked the stocking off and kissed the top of each of her toes as he dug his 
thumbs into her arch. “Oh, God,” she moaned as his fingers continued their magic on 
her foot. He stroked the sides of her foot and the bottom, paying particular attention to 
her arch and the ball. It was heaven. 

Just when she was a mass of jelly on the bed, he placed a kiss on the arch of her foot 
before lowering it back to the bed. Then he reached for the top of the stocking on her 
other leg and began all over again. 

Candy scrunched her fingers into the sheets as she rolled her head from side to side. 
His lips and tongue were hot against her leg as he stripped her stocking away from her. 
Then he proceeded to treat her other foot to the same amazing foot rub. It was 
incredible. 
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By the time he placed a kiss on the arch of her foot and lowered it back to the bed, 
Candy was purring with contentment. She curled her toes against the sheets, feeling 
strangely relaxed and aroused at the same time. 

Lucas rolled off the bed and peeled off his jeans. Luckily for her, he seemed to 
dislike wearing underwear and he was naked in a matter of seconds. Her blood 
thickened as she stared at him. 

His shoulders were impossibly wide and his arms were thick with muscles. His 
chest had a smattering of dark blond hair between his nipples and a thin, narrow line 
down the center. His torso tapered down to a trim but muscular waist. But it was what 
was below his waist that held her attention at the moment. His cock was long and thick 
as it jutted out from the nest of hair at his groin. She’d never met a man as physically 
impressive as Lucas. And he was all hers. 

“Roll over.” 
Anticipation flooded her body as she languidly rolled over onto her stomach. Her 

panties rubbed against her sex, making her moan. He laughed as he stroked his finger 
along the thin band of fabric between her bottom. “You want it bad, don’t you sugar?” 
His thumb grazed the puckered opening of her behind, making her squirm. 

“I like the thong you’re wearing.” His hands squeezed the globes of exposed flesh. 
“You’ve got a great ass.” Candy pushed up on her knees slightly, thrusting her behind 
more firmly into his hands. Bending down, he stroked his tongue down the line of her 
panties before nipping at her bottom with his teeth. The love bites drove her wild as he 
left no area untouched. 

Coming up on his hands and knees, he covered her with his body. She could feel his 
breath on her nape as he pushed aside the mass of her hair, exposing her neck to him. 
He started at the top and worked his way down to the base of her spine, licking, 
sucking and kissing her. The man really was trying to taste every inch of her. 

He rubbed his erection against the cleft of her behind and she opened her legs 
wider to try to get more pressure where she needed it most. 

“Lucas,” she cried, shoving her hips back toward him. “I want you.” Rubbing her 
slit against his cock, she pushed hard. “Now.” 

She felt his large body shudder with need and then, finally, his hands skimmed the 
waistband of her panties. But he didn’t pull them off. Grabbing the lace in his hands, he 
tugged. The fabric shredded instantly, no match for his strength or the force of his need. 
He shoved the remainder of her panties down her leg. The air was cool against her 
heated flesh and she gasped at the erotic sensation. 

Lucas leaned to one side and she heard a drawer open and close, followed by the 
familiar crinkle of a condom being opened. “What do you want? Tell me, Candy. Do 
you want my cock in your ass or your pussy? Do you want it hard and fast or slow and 
easy?” 

“Yes,” she cried as his words ignited a fire deep in her soul. She never thought 
she’d want to do those all things with a man, but with Lucas she wanted everything. 
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“What, sugar? Tell me!” His hands were almost rough as he gripped her hips. 
“Show me?” 

Candy came up on her hands and knees, spreading her thighs wide. “I want it all, 
Lucas.” She pushed her ass higher. “I want everything.” 

His fingers dug in deep, as if needing something to anchor himself. Candy curled 
her fingers, grabbing fistfuls of the sheets. She could hear him take a deep breath before 
he slid one of his hands between her legs and stroked it across her sex. It was exciting 
and arousing to be at the mercy of Lucas’ sexual whims, to open herself up to him, 
offering him whatever he needed. Her breathing was shallow and her body taut as she 
waited to see what he would do. 

 
His temples pounded because of the blood rushing to his head. Need unlike 

anything he’d ever experienced threatened to overwhelm him. Candy was his. She 
knew everything about him, yet she had made herself vulnerable to him, offering him 
everything and anything he wanted. She was his for the taking. If there was anything 
more arousing, he didn’t know what it could possibly be. 

He could smell the heat of her arousal, feel it as his fingers were coated in her 
cream. She was on her hands and knees in front of him with her legs spread, eager to 
take him in whatever way he chose. “Open your legs wider.” 

He almost howled in triumph when her knees slid across the sheets. He’d never 
seen a more beautiful sight than Candy with her lush ass and wet, pink cunt totally 
exposed to him. His cock throbbed as he rolled on the condom and coated it in 
lubricant, demanding he take her and mark her as no other man ever had. 

Coating his fingers with her juices, he rubbed them along the dark cleft of her 
behind, tracing the tight opening before pushing the tip of his finger inside. She was 
tight, but he forged inward until his finger was buried as far as it could go. With his 
other hand, he teased the slick folds of her sex, occasionally dipping inside her slit. 

Candy slowly undulated her hips as he removed his finger from her tight bottom. 
Grabbing the tube of lubricant that he’d already opened, he coated his fingers with the 
cool, slick gel. He pushed one finger past the taut band of muscles at her opening and 
then carefully began to insert a second one inside her ass. 

“You’re so tight, sugar.” Lucas could feel a bead of sweat roll down his back as the 
muscles of her behind clamped down on his fingers. He didn’t want to hurt her. 

“I know,” she moaned. “It hurts, but it feels so good too.” 
He stroked his thumb over her swollen clitoris as he pushed two fingers into her 

pussy. She was so aroused, so close to coming. He could feel it in the way her muscles 
rhythmically tightened and released. It was now or never. 

He removed his fingers from her behind and carefully inserted the tip of his cock. It 
was a tight squeeze, but the gel he’d spread over the condom helped. Lucas’ chest was 
heaving as he struggled to control himself. He didn’t want to come until Candy did. 
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The hand teasing her pussy was soaked with her juices as he continued to stroke his 
fingers in and out of her depths. She was crying out now and when she pushed her ass 
back against him, he slid deeper into her. His cock was only about halfway into her, but 
he didn’t think she could take any more. Not now. 

And it was enough that she wanted to take him this way. Had taken him. Her cries 
were frantic now as she bucked against him, seeking release. He pushed harder with his 
fingers, stroking her clit, driving deep into her core. Shoving a third finger inside her, 
he felt the change. Her entire body spasmed, clamping down on his fingers and his 
cock. 

Lucas gritted his teeth and hung on, trying not to come yet. But his balls drew up 
tight to his body and his cock began to pulse. It was too late. The muscle in his jaw 
throbbed as he forced himself to keep his body steady. The need to shove his cock deep 
was overwhelming, but the need to never hurt Candy was greater. So, as he held his 
body rigid, his cock jerked as he came. 

As their bodies shivered and shook with their release, Lucas closed his eyes and 
absorbed every feeling. It was incredible. It was only when Candy began to slip back 
down to the mattress that he carefully removed his fingers from her pussy. Bracing his 
hand on the bed to keep from slumping down on top of her, he groaned as he eased his 
cock from her behind. 

Using what energy he had left, he rolled to the side of the bed and removed the 
condom, dumping it in the bedside garbage container. Candy hadn’t moved from 
where she’d slumped back against the mattress. Lucas tugged the sheets out from 
under her and crawled in next to her, pulling the covers over them both. He eased her 
into his arms and she snuggled, settling herself against his chest. Her breath feathered 
across his skin as she slept easily in his arms. He tightened his arms around her as he 
drifted off to sleep. 

 
Candy awoke feeling better than she had in days. The feel of a large, male body 

tucked so closely around her own assured her that it hadn’t been just a dream. They 
were both lying on their sides facing each other and she could feel the steady rhythm of 
his heart beneath her palm. A calm descended upon her. This was where she belonged. 

Her eyes snapped open as she felt his cock growing, pushing against her stomach. 
His pale blue eyes twinkled and his lips were turned up in a wicked grin. “I guess 
you’re awake,” she teased. 

“I guess I am.” As he stretched one hand over his head, she thought he resembled 
nothing more than a sleepy, satisfied bear. 

“Is it morning yet?” She stifled a yawn. 
“No.” He brushed a lock of hair out of her face and smoothed it over her shoulder. 

“It’s still night.” 
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She tangled her fingers in his chest hair before flicking one of his nipples. “So, 
where do we go from here?” Part of her knew that this conversation should wait until 
morning, but the other part of her needed to know where she stood. 

He froze next to her. She could feel every muscles tighten beneath her hand. 
“Where do you want to go?” 

Candy was beginning to wish that she’d kept her mouth shut until morning when 
she was thinking more clearly. She shrugged, stared at his chest and tried to figure out 
what to say. She didn’t want to say anything to disturb their newfound closeness, but 
she wanted him to know everything. “I got a job offer.” She hesitated when she felt him 
tense next to her. “In New York City.” 

“I see.” He sat up in bed and she was left staring at his back. “Is it a good job?” 
She wished she could see his face. It might give her a clue as to how he felt about 

this. “Yes, it’s a great job with a huge publishing company. The salary and benefits are 
much better than I have now.” 

“That’s good.” 
“I haven’t decided to take it.” She sat up, tugging the covers around her as she 

reached out and placed her hand on his back. He flinched when she touched him, but 
didn’t move away. 

“If it’s the best thing for you, then maybe you should.” 
She froze. “Didn’t tonight mean anything to you?” 
“Sugar.” He turned and slipped a finger under her chin, tilting it up until she was 

looking into his face. “Tonight meant everything to me. I love you.” His face was 
solemn as he stroked her jaw with his thumb. “I want you in my life. Now and forever.” 
He paused and his smile was tinged with sadness. “I know you might not be ready for 
that right now, and maybe you might never be ready. But I’ll take whatever you want 
to give me. If we have to have a long-distance relationship, then I’m willing to try. I 
can’t leave my new location right away, but I can come to New York on weekends and 
you can come back here. We can make it work.” 

The sheer depth of emotion in his voice mesmerized Candy. He loved her. He had 
said the words, but more than that, his every action proclaimed it. She knew he’d held 
back when they’d made love. His care for her humbled her, while at the same time, it 
made her heart sing. 

He’d been brave—she could do no less. “I love you too.” She stroked her thumb 
across his bottom lip. “I want to be with you. Now and forever. I never really wanted to 
move, but I knew I couldn’t stay here if things didn’t work out between us. Too many 
memories.” 

“Are you sure, sugar? I don’t want you to regret not taking that job at some point in 
the future.” His brows furrowed. “Your career is important.” He nipped at her thumb, 
teasing the pad between his straight white teeth. 
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And he thought he was too rough and uncaring. Candy was moved by his concern 
for her. “I’m sure.” She reached out and stroked her fingers over his brow, smoothing 
away his frown. “I’m happy where I am. And I don’t want to leave my life here.” 

“You’ll move in with me?” 
“You asking me or telling me?” His quick change of subject left her breathless. He 

certainly was moving fast. 
Lucas laughed. “Asking, sugar. Like I said, I’ll take what I can get.” 
“Yes.” Candy wanted to love Lucas again. This time, she didn’t want him to have to 

hold anything back. 
“Marry me, sugar?” The words tumbled from his mouth in a rush. “Damn, I didn’t 

mean to ask yet. I wanted to buy a ring and cook you supper. Set the scene and do it 
right. Forget I said that.” 

“No.” 
Lucas closed his eyes and hung his head. “That’s okay, sugar. I understand.” He 

raised his head and tried to smile. “Like I said, I’ll take what I can get.” 
“I didn’t mean no, I won’t marry you. I meant no, I can’t forget you asked.” 
Lucas froze. “What does that mean exactly?” 
Joy spilled through her veins as she launched herself at him, knocking him onto his 

back as she climbed on top of him. “Yes. Oh, yes.” She covered his beloved face in 
kisses. “I’ll marry you, Lucas.” 

Her lips covered his and their kiss deepened. Lucas wrapped his hand around the 
back of her neck and pulled her tight as he devoured her mouth, claiming it for his own. 
His cock nudged against the inside of her thigh and she reached behind her to stroke it 
with her hand. 

Lucas tore his mouth from hers. “Take me inside you, Candy.” 
She didn’t hesitate. Raising herself up on her knees, she slowly lowered herself onto 

him. This time there was no barrier between them, and the feeling was exquisite. 
Placing her hands on his chest for support, she wiggled around until she was 
comfortable. 

Lucas laughed. “You’re killing me, sugar.” He gripped her hips in his hands and 
held her steady. “As good as this feels, I need to get a condom.” 

She smiled at him as she began to move, slowly lifting herself up and then coming 
back down. “I’m on the Pill. I’ve also got a clean bill of health.” 

“I’ve never made love without protection, except for the other night with you, so 
I’m clean.” His hips bucked beneath her. “You’re sure?” he gritted out between 
clenched teeth. 

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. 
“Thank God,” he gasped as she raised herself again. This time she came back down 

harder. “This feels so fucking good. As good as I dreamed it would.” 
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“And have you dreamed of me?” Riding him like this made her feel powerful and 
wicked. 

“You have no idea,” he groaned as she continued to tease him, riding him harder 
and harder. 

 
It was much later when Lucas finally came back to his senses again. Candy was 

draped across his body and his semi-erect cock was still inside her. Just as she had in his 
dreams, she’d ridden him until he’d exploded. But the reality was far better then the 
dream could ever be. 

He loved the weight of her body covering him and held her tight when she shifted 
as if to move away from him. She yawned against his chest. “We still have so much to 
talk about.” 

“We’ll talk tomorrow and the day after that and the day after that,” he assured her. 
“I want you to meet my brother.” Her voice slurred slightly. 
“I’d like that, sugar.” He stroked her back with his hand, soothing her. “There are 

some things I need to tell you too.” 
“Okay.” Her easy acceptance made his heart swell with love. 
“It’s about those brownies you love so well.” He needed to tell her about the money 

that he’d made selling the recipe. 
“Yum,” she whispered. “You’ll make me brownies.” 
His arms tightened around her. “I’ll make you brownies.” 
“Love you.” He knew the moment she finally gave up the fight and drifted off to 

sleep. 
“I love you too, Candy.” He was still awake when dawn broke across the horizon, 

but for the first time in years, he was looking forward to the future. 
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