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Because of You

“...Engrossing...a page turner... I would recommend this book!”
— Romance Novels in Color
“A sweet romance. I love the heartwarming ending.”
— Library Thing
Flavor of the Week

“Pure light-hearted fun. A really heart-warming read 
with endearing characters.” 
— LBAS Book Blog
For Your Love

“...A cast of well-crafted characters you’ll want to 
cheer for...delightful story...”
— Niambi Brown Davis, Author of Sanctuary
“A sexy, fabulous read. I couldn’t put it down.”
— Bertrice Small, New York Times bestselling author
More Heated Pleasures

“...Candy Caine once again hits the right erotic sweet spots...”
— Cynthia White, author of Awakened Desire
“A roller coaster ride of erotic thrills... Great fun!”
— Alice Gaylord, author of The Reluctant Handyman
NO STRINGS ATTACHED

“Good quick read with sex, secrets, and trauma.”
— Reading By The Book
Save the Last Dance for Me

“A story about real relationships...the romance between Evie and Dillon is electric. Candy Caine’s writing is impressive.”
— Latrivia S. Nelson, bestselling author of The Grunt
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The Life and Loves of Ariel Jones, Volume 1

Ariel Jones: Sassy. Sexy. Swirling. A long-legged, sophisticated black woman who knows what she wants and goes for it. She is sexually adventurous and indulges her libido with whomever and wherever she likes. Okay. So sometimes this gets her into real trouble. Ariel just chalks it up to experience and moves on down the road to the next adventure.

The only adventure she avoids like cheap shoes is marriage. Too much trouble. Too much heartache. Too little freedom. But when she meets her match, she’s got to reassess. Because he’s to die for and he’s got his own agenda...

Episode 1—Strange Encounter

Having a brief affair with her blonde, French roommate was new and exciting. But falling for her roommate’s devastatingly handsome, kinky brother introduces Ariel to a new world of erotic pleasure.

Episode 2—Secret Lives

Ariel doesn’t usually date guests at her hotel, but Chance Manning’s drawl and charming Southern manners breaks down her defenses. What starts as a fling turns into more—much more. Ariel teeters on the brink of disregarding her personal edict: Don’t fall in love. But when she opens a drawer into Chance’s secret past, she fears it’s already too late.

Episode 3—My Personal Date from Hell

It has been a dry spell for Ariel. So online dating sounds like fun. She is surprised at the level of response and soon finds herself going on dates. Then she starts getting weird “gifts”. When one turns out to be body parts, Detective Ray Meyers steps in to investigate. The hunky detective is cold and unsympathetic to Ariel, and no wonder: He is one of the on-line dates that she’s ditched!

Episode 4—Got ‘Til It’s Gone

Ariel is bored. So despite some uneasy feelings about “stepping out” on her lover, Ray, she accepts an invitation from a handsome, sexy Albanian. After all, it’s just drinks at the hotel where she works. Just something to spice up the time till she goes home to Ray who is working late on a case. The hunk is so charming, Ariel lets down her guard...and soon regrets it.
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I called the car service. “Hi, this is Ariel Jones. I need to be picked up tomorrow morning for an eight o’clock flight out of JFK. Yes, that’s my address. I’ll be ready. Thank you.”

The only thing left to that night was to pick out something to wear. I pulled out several outfits I hadn’t packed. I walked over to my full-length mirror and held a skirt and blouse in front of me. The red blouse looked good against my light brown skin tone and black hair. I studied myself a moment, wondering if I’d changed much. As I continued to stare at myself, I began to second guess my choice of clothing. Being 5 feet 10 inches and mostly leg, I wondered if the skirt would be too short. My thoughts were interrupted by the chirping of my cell phone.

Allison, one of the desk clerks at the Hotel Maxim, where I was an assistant manager, sounded frantic. Fairly new, she panicked when she couldn’t locate a reservation for a couple from Omaha. It didn’t help that the guy was being abrasive and the hotel was nearly at capacity. I could hear him berating her in the background. I helped her through the crisis and reminded her that I was going to be out of the country and that she should call the other assistant manager. When I disconnected the call, I pushed the hotel to the wee recesses in the back of my mind. I so needed this vacation.

I was so excited. It had been six years since I last saw my French friend, Martine Bernard. She’d been living in the States back then because of her father’s job and had been my roommate in college. Now living in Paris once more, she’d invited me to come spend Christmas with her. Since I was single again after a brief on-and-off relationship with Paul, my last twenty-something boy-toy—who I am better off without—I jumped at the chance to see Martine and Paris together. To me it was a win-win situation.

Of course, Martine and I Skyped or emailed during the period we’d been apart, but there was always so much more you wanted to say but forgot until the contact was over. Now at least we’d have the chance to catch up and I would see Paris and put all my French language lessons to some use.

As the plane leveled off at its cruising altitude, I couldn’t have felt any more stoked. I’d never been to Paris before, and having a real Parisian as my guide was the best way to see the city without getting weighted down by tourist bullshit.

Staring out the window into the blackness of the night, just thinking about seeing my blonde, blue-eyed roomie again brought me back to our senior year at Columbia. Honestly, that was one wild and crazy year. We did more partying than studying, that was for sure, but I don’t regret a moment. Especially the ones I spent with Martine.

My mind began to replay the night we went to some frat party. We definitely had too much to drink and it was a wonder we found our way back to our small two-bedroom apartment several blocks from Columbia. I remember we both tried to walk through the door at the same time and kept getting stuck. We laughed so hard, Martine had to run into the bathroom before she peed.

We were both still wired and not at all tired, so we turned on the TV. As we sat close together on the couch, I felt Martine watching me. When I turned to look at her, she leaned in gently and kissed me on the lips. That nearly threw me for a loop. I’d never been with a woman before and it felt both strange and wonderful at the same time—especially the fact I liked it. I thought it odd that Martine would kiss me because she dated men. I began to wonder if she was bisexual. However when Martine kissed me again, all these thoughts flew out of my head and instead all I could feel and see was Martine.

Instinctively, I opened my mouth slightly and when Martine returned for another kiss, she slipped her tongue inside my mouth and we worked our tongues against each other. At this point, I could feel myself being turned on and wanting more. She did not disappoint. When she touched my breast through my tee, I felt my pussy clench.

Suddenly, I needed to do something with my hands, so I began to stroke her back, slowly up and down. Our kisses became more passionate and I ran my hand under her blouse wanting to feel her. Her back was soft like a baby’s bottom and she was braless. By now, my head filled with lustful thoughts and I slipped my hand under her blouse to touch her breast.

Martine liked that and pushed her breast harder into my hand. Her lips slid down the side of my neck as she reached around to unhook my bra. Liking the way her breast felt in my hand, I continued to squeeze and roll her nipple between my fingers. She moaned softly, but it was pleasurable for me, too. 

Tit for tat, pun intended, she pulled off my tee and bra and suckled each of my dusky nipples, one at a time. My panties were now soaked through and I was totally turned on.

Our lips met again in a searing kiss as Martine pushed me back down onto the couch. She leaned over me as she suckled one of my nipples and toyed with the other. A beat later, she began to work her way down my body, touching and kissing everywhere, until she got to the waistband of my jeans. She gave my pussy a welcoming rub before she unzipped my jeans, pulled them off me and tossed them to the floor. Then she slid my sodden panties down and dropped them on top of the jeans.

The anticipation of what she would do next was overwhelming but thank goodness brief. She ran her tongue along the inside of my thighs driving me wild and I couldn’t help but moan. Her hands continued to touch my inner thighs edging closer and closer to my wet pussy causing me to involuntarily move my hips closer to her hands.

Martine touched my pussy and I gasped with pleasure. Seeing my reaction, she began to stroke my pussy earnestly, sending shivers the pleasure through my entire body. When she replaced her hand with her tongue, it nearly sent me through the roof. That girl knew how to use that tongue of hers. She licked and sucked my clit until I cried out. Grabbing a nipple in each hand, she squeezed them as she continued to pleasure my pussy. That did it. I started to orgasm like I’d never come before. She didn’t stop until my body stopped undulating.

Breathless, I managed to thank her, but she’d been prepared for me to return the favor and was already removing her clothes. I watched as she undressed that perfect body of hers. Her breasts, small and perky, had light pink colored nipples that I longed to taste. We switched positions and she told me to pleasure her. I did exactly what I was told. I began to kiss her breasts, sucking on her erect nipples. Liking it, I remained there for quite a bit. Then I slowly sucked and kissed my way down her luscious vanilla body to her blonde mound.

Yeah, she liked that. She liked that a lot. I remember how she pushed the back of my head closer. I’d never been this close to a pussy before and hers smelled sweet. Wanting to give her as much pleasure as she had just given me, I began to lick and suck her clit just as she’d sucked mine. As I was licking, I decided to experiment and pushed a finger inside. She seemed to like that, so I pushed a second finger in and finger fucked her as I continued to lick and suck. She moaned as her hips began to buck and gyrate. A beat later, she was coming...

“Would you like something to drink?” the flight attendant asked interrupting my reverie. 

I asked for a coffee and tried to eat the inedible meal in front of me. My thoughts traveled back to Martine and that night once more. I wondered who Martine was into now. Or did she enjoy both men and women? I, of course, remained straight and never had another lesbian encounter. However, even to this day, I never regretted the one-night stand with Martine.

But in all honesty, the person I’d always been crazy about was Martine’s brother, Max. He was her fraternal twin and just as beautiful as her but in a manly way. He was over six feet, with a body to die for and a head of unruly blond hair that I longed to run my hands through. Preferably while he was making love to me. I had many fantasies and wonderful dreams of Max and me. However, there had always something that kept us apart. So in essence, Max remained in my dreams. Until one fateful night.

Max had also attended Columbia, but to him I was merely his sister’s roommate. Then things changed one night when he came to speak to Martine. He appeared terribly upset. His shirt was half hanging out of his pants and terribly wrinkled, so unusual for him. What got my attention was the pain in his red-rimmed eyes.

When I answered the door, he’d practically fallen inside. “Martine! Martine! Where are you?” Getting no answer, he turned to me. “Where is she? Where is my sister?”

“She’s out, Max. What’s wrong? Is this something I can do?”

He ran his hand through his thick hair. “There’s nothing anyone can do—nothing.”

“What happened?” I pressed him. I closed the door and led him to the couch.

“It’s our uncle, Martin, he’s dead. Dad called. Martin had a massive heart attack and was gone in an instant.” He sniffled, rubbing an eye with his fist.

“I’ll get you a glass of wine. It’ll help.”

His hands trembled as he drank half the wine down in one gulp.

“Drink slowly, Max. You’ll choke.”

“I loved Uncle Martin,” he said and sobbed.

I sat down next to him in gently rubbed his back. To see Max like this broke my heart. He drank the rest of the wine and put the glass down on the cocktail table. Then he buried his face in his hands and cried.

I drew him close to me and held his head against my chest, inhaling the tangy scent of his aftershave. As I continued to stroke his back, he sobbed and trembled. When he stopped crying, he looked up at me with glistening eyes. I grabbed a napkin off the table and gently wiped his eyes. He took the napkin from me and blew his nose in it. 

There was nothing I wouldn’t do to comfort him. I wondered if he knew that. Sitting so close to him, I could feel the heat coming off his body. Yeah, even then, I wanted him more than ever. To be sitting so close to him was such a pleasurable torture. I wanted to run my hands up and down his body and kiss him all over— and never stop. So when he reached for me and covered my mouth with his, I surrendered body and soul.

As our kiss continued, Max pushed me back onto the couch and covered me with his body. His hand slipped under my skirt and caressed the delicate skin of my inner thigh turning my body into an inferno. As his fingers burned into my tingling skin, his kisses became more ardent and his tongue jousted with mine.

His lips were hungry and hard and each new kiss sent spirals of ecstasy through me. I could feel my heart laboring as he continued the thorough ravishment of my mouth. He was driving me out of my mind. As I felt the heady sensation of his lips against my neck, he’d slipped his hand into my panties and was stroking my pussy. His other hand had traveled to my breast and was squeezing my nipple through my blouse. There wasn’t much more I could stand of this and needed him inside me.

The sound of his zipper was music to my ears. Instinctively, I reached for his hard cock, which sprang free, its purplish veins throbbing, its blunt tip wet with precum. He grabbed a foil packet from his back pocket and hurriedly sheathed himself. Then, his tongue still filling my mouth, he pulled my panties off. With one slow, long thrust he filled my pussy, fulfilling my fantasy as I ran my fingers through his thick golden hair.

Though, it was all too quick, I came with him and was satisfied. He fell asleep on top of me and I held him a little longer before I slipped out from under him and washed up. Martine never came home that night, but Max slept on the couch until morning.

Two days later, Max returned to Paris. Without even telling me.

Martine and I got involved in numerous adventures after that, though Max was like a lingering ache inside me. As I sat on the plane, another interesting experience came to mind. At the time, Martine was much more experienced in sexual matters than I was. However, she did her best to change that and took me to my very first underground sex club. It was located in the heart of the meat packing district in the West Village of Manhattan. That night we took a guy named Seth, who also lived in our apartment building. I believe he was in one of my classes, but that hardly mattered now.

You’d never expect that the building that housed the club had once been a slaughterhouse. It had been transformed into a chic-looking building. Though the music was loud and good, and the atmosphere was heady and filled with excitement, the crowd appeared to be older than usual type that frequented places like this Martine told me. She also mentioned that there were six shows in the basement to entertain every appetite. I looked forward to checking that out. After all, I could go dancing anywhere.

The three of us made our way down to the basement. The noise of the music and dancing faded away. There was a large stage at one end of the room. Rows of upholstered
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