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More Heated Pleasures






This collection of red-hot interracial romances from
popular author, Candy Caine, features brand new stories…

Forever on My Mind—Feeling betrayed
by her best friend and the love of her life, Tim, Brianna strives
to overcome her heartbreak with nothing but casual sexual
relationships. But when Tim comes back into her life years later,
can she deny the heat, the passion, the tenderness she experiences
at the sinfully skillful hands of the only man she’s ever
loved?

Staying Focused—Maddy’s photography
profession exposes her to some of the hunkiest male models in
Manhattan. And when one hazel-eyed sex magnet begins to haunt her
dreams, she can’t resist living out her fantasy when he boards the
same deserted subway car she takes home late one evening…

Afternoon Delight—What the postman
sees Mabel do every afternoon on his delivery route makes him
decide to deliver more than letters to her…

Sleeping with the Boss—Fantasizing
about her boss leads Bethany to a mind-blowing interlude with the
tall, handsome man. Imagine her shock when her gorgeous, blue-eyed
husband later whispers, “I know what you did today,” and begins to
make passionate love to her…

The Dinner Party—Trapped in an
elevator for two hours with a sexy stranger, makes this Ann’s most
unforgettable ride…






“…Candy Caine once again hits the right
erotic sweet spots…” Cynthia White, author of Awakened
Desire.
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PRAISE FOR CANDY CAINE

For Your Love ★★★★★

“What would you do and how far
would you go for love? With great wit, twists and turns, a cast of
well-crafted characters you’ll want to cheer for, (and some you
won’t), Candy Caine’s delightful story asks and answers this
age-old question.”

—Niambi Brown Davis, Author
of Sanctuary

For Your Love ★★★★★

“A sexy, fabulous read. I couldn’t
put it down. I was disappointed that the book ended when it did. I
could have read on.”

—Bertrice Small, Best-selling
author of Skye O’Malley
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FOREVER ON MY MIND


I had been horny when I accepted the dinner date
from Greg Norman. Aside from the fact he wasn’t one of my regular
customers and was passing through town, it had been a while since
I’d had my last sexcapade. And I was due. Not looking for any
lasting relationships, I only dated when I needed sex. Greg was
free, white with a great tan and so damn delicious looking that I
said yes to my vanilla urges. I envisioned running my hands down
his hard muscled chest and longed to trail my fingers along the
tapered hairline that disappeared beneath the towel that covered
his family jewels as I massaged his temples.

As a masseuse in a legit massage parlor, I
met many different people each week. Some were non-descript, but
others, like gorgeous Greg, lingered on the fringes of my mind. And
there he was still on my mind as I selected a hot little number
that accentuated my curvaceous body to wear for our date that
night. I tend to get what I want and carry my own collection of
condoms, wanting to play it safe.

Greg picked me up at my place, which was a
small apartment over a pizzeria. The price was right and I was
never cold in the winter. The heat of the ovens kept me snug. Of
course, the first thing he asked when I opened my door was, “Do you
get free pizzas?”

I laughed and said, “Sometimes,” but didn’t
elaborate on the quid pro quo I had with the owner’s son.

Greg took me to a Chinese restaurant. It was
a small place with lots of pictures of Chinese cities hanging on
the walls and cloth-covered tables. Most of the booths were
occupied and people seemed to be enjoying their meals as they held
lively conversations. We were seated at a small table in a back
corner. After studying our menus for several minutes, we ordered
and Greg poured tea for us both.


Our soups came out quickly. I put in lots of
crisp noodles and listened to stories about Greg’s family. He was a
good talker and I was a good listener, making us perfect company
for each other.

After we finished our dinner and our dessert
was placed on the table, I kicked off one of my heels and ran my
toes along the inside of his thigh. He reacted immediately. I
watched his eyes as I moved my foot over and rubbed his crotch
bulge with my toes.

His eyes opened widely and he ran his tongue
over his lips. “Perhaps we can continue this further after
we leave.”

“I look forward to it.”

He paid the check and we headed back to my
apartment. Greg walked me to my door and kissed me. When we broke
for air I invited him in for a nightcap. Only he didn’t wait for
one.

As soon as the front door closed behind us,
his lips were on mine sucking the air from me.

That was some rousing kiss and deserved a
response just as exciting, so I threw my arms around him and rubbed
my body against his crotch. And that got a rousing response.

He pushed me over the back of my sofa and
pushed my dress up over my ample round butt before pulling my
pantyhose and panties down together. I smiled when I heard the
wrapper on a condom ripping. He sheathed himself and slipped two
fingers into my snatch. “You’re so wet,” he whispered before
switching his fingers for the real deal, which I much
preferred.

Of course I was ready and rearing to go,
being way overdue for some sugar. He plunged his cock in and out of
me, trying to please. Oh, yeah. He pleased me, all right. With my
sensitive nipples rubbing against the fabric of my sofa and him
plunging deep inside me, I was set to explode, which I did several
minutes later.

As far as I was concerned, he had to come and
we were done. Having served his purpose, I wanted nothing more to
do with him. I hated mushy sentimentalism. All I needed from men
was sexual release. I didn’t desire any emotional ties, not that I
could afford them. It took way too long to put myself back together
after Tim. No…I won’t allow myself to go there now…

“Brianna? Did I lose you somewhere?” Greg
asked, breaking into my thoughts.

“No. That was great—”

“I sense a big but in there. Is something
wrong?”

I shook my head. Pressing my lips together, I
felt the unwanted tears fill my eyes.

Looking concerned, Greg touched my shoulder.
“What’s wrong?”

I bit my lip. “You’re a nice guy and it was
nice being with you, but I need to be alone.”

Greg looked at me as if I had lost my mind. I
turned away. I really needed to be alone. “Please go now.”

He began to gather his things before looking
back at me. “Perhaps we can get together again the next time I come
to town.”

I gave him a half smile. He put himself
together and left. After he was gone, I gave into my tears and
hated myself for being so weak.

* * *

The next day following my latest pity party, I swore
it was the last. I drove to work and busied myself with clients.
Work always seemed to be the best solution and today was no
different. By the time I got home that evening, I looked forward to
unwinding with a nice glass of wine in front of the TV.

I’d just started to wash my dirty dinner
dishes when the telephone rang. I shut off the water running into
the kitchen sink and grabbed a towel, picking up the phone on the
third ring just before the answering machine went on.

“Hello?”

“Brianna?”

“Yes.”

“How are you, girl? It's Mary Johnson
from high school.”

Instantly a picture of Mary's round smiling
face flashed in my mind. Why would she be calling me out of the
blue? I hadn't seen or spoken to her in nearly six years. Better
still, how did she get my number?

“I'm doing okay, Mary. And you?”

“Okay. Listen, I know it's probably a
surprise to hear from me suddenly like this.

“Uh-huh.” You got that right,
girlfriend.

“Look, I’m calling from the hospital. I know
it’s really none of my business, but I felt you should know.”

“Should know what?”

“Your father's been admitted to County
General.”

I gulped in air. “Why? What's wrong?” I
dropped the dish towel I was holding.

“Stomach cancer.”

I hadn’t been prepared for that and her words
hit me so hard that I had to sit down. “Oh, Lord! How bad?”

“Real bad. He's in a great deal of pain.
That's probably why he finally got himself admitted last
night.”

Then I asked the big question even though I
already knew the answer. “Does he know you called me?”

“No. No one knows, not even the doctors. I
just thought you'd want to be there with him—despite everything
that happened.”

“I appreciate you calling me...”

“Honestly, I wasn't sure you'd be happy. It's
just that when I came on my shift at four and began my rounds, I
saw his name on the door. Hey, if it were my dad, I'd want to
know.”

“How did you get my number?” My curiosity got
the better of me.

“I grabbed a phone book and looked up
Washington. I tried every B. Washington in the book. Luckily you
had a listed number.”

“How late is visiting hours?”

“I'm on duty so it really doesn’t matter when
you get here. You can stay until the end of my shift. I figure you
and your dad have a lot to talk about.”

Yeah six years worth. “Maybe…I
shouldn’t come.”

“Why not? He is your father, for God's
sake. Oh, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. It's really none
of my business.”

“No. You're right. It's just that...he
might not want to see me. After all, he was the one who shut
me out of his life.”

“Look, I've got to go. I have to start
dispensing medication. If you come in later, we can have some
coffee together and talk.”

“Mary...”

“What?”

“Thanks for doing this. I really do
appreciate it.”

“I'm sure you would have done the same,” she
said.

“See you soon.”

“Sure. Bye.”

The tears that had already filled my eyes
began to fall as I collapsed into a chair. My father was deathly
ill and still didn't bother to call me. The reality really hit me
hard. I felt like a collapsing building, each floor crashing into
the next. The fragile world that had taken me six long, hard years
to construct was starting to disintegrate into rubble.

It was obvious now, more than ever, that he
really meant every word he’d said to me that last time I saw him. I
could close my eyes and still see the fierce anger etched into his
dark face when he said, “If you leave this house now, Brianna,
never ever come back again.” And as I slowly turned to walk away,
he roughly grabbed me by my shoulders and spun me around to face
him. “I mean it, child. You'll be dead to me. Just like her.”

He meant my mother, of course, who’d run away
with some guy she’d met at a bar. He immediately linked our two
actions together, even though, there was hardly anything similar
about them. I was merely moving out and taking an apartment in the
city. I'd come home to visit and call every week. It wasn't as if I
were falling off the face of the earth. But, when my mother left so
many years before, leaving him with a four-year-old child to raise,
she scarred him for life. He never got over her or what she’d done
to him.

I let him cool down and waited a few weeks
before I called to say hello. I couldn't just leave things the way
they were. He was still my dad and I loved him, no matter how
pigheaded he was. But he hadn't cooled off one degree. The minute
he heard my voice, he slammed the receiver down hard. I waited a
little longer and tried again. Once again the loud click severing
the line reverberated in my ear. I can't remember how many attempts
I made before I eventually gave up. That was six very long years
ago.

Even if my father does allow me to see him,
what would I say? How does one start a conversation with someone
you haven't spoken to in six years, especially when the last words
spoken between you were so harsh?

None of this would have happened had he tried
to understand why I felt compelled to leave Carson. I couldn't bear
living there any more, especially after—”Damn!” I slammed my hands
down on the sides of the chair and got up. I can’t deal with
this.

It all began to flow back, every memory,
every thought, every feeling I tried so hard to bury and
forget.

I brushed my hair. It was as black as my mood
had become. I grabbed my jacket and purse, locking the door behind
me. I got into the car and started the engine. As I put the car in
reverse, time for me went backwards too...

I saw Tim's smiling face just as it was the
day we first met at the state fair. He had a sweet smile and
dazzling blue eyes. There was a sprinkling of freckles over his
nose and cheekbones. His chin was square and his brown hair was
thick and shaggy. He was adorable for a white boy, I mused.

My friend, Jackie, and I had decided to go at
the last minute. She had just gotten her license and borrowed her
mother's car. We were standing on the end of the line at one of the
snack bars. He came up behind us muttering to himself how many
franks and hamburgers he was supposed to buy for his family who
were sitting down waiting. I turned around and he actually blushed
from embarrassment. He hadn't realized I’d overheard him talking to
himself. I smiled.

“Help me out here. I'll remember four and
five. You remember six,” he said.

“Six what?”

“Franks.”

“Are you buying food for an army,” I
asked.

“Just about. Four and five, four and
five.”

“I've never seen you around. Do you live in
Carson?”

“We—my mom, brother, sister and I just moved
to Carson to live with my grandparents. I’m Tim Green,” he said,
politely extending a hand for me to shake.

“I'm Brianna Washington and this is my
friend, Jackie Wilson.”

“Do you both live in Carson and go to Taft
High?”

“Uh-huh,” Jackie answered.

We talked until it was our turn to be waited
on. After Tim delivered the food to his family, he came back to
hang out with us. All I saw were those big gorgeous, dark blue eyes
and dimples. I had fallen madly in love with him at first sight. It
turned out that the feeling was mutual because Tim and I began to
date. Before long we had become inseparable and I knew our
relationship was special and meant to be.

Before Tim had entered my life, I had
boyfriends. However, we never shared more than a few kisses. With
Tim, however, things were different and he made me feel wonderful.
I longed to be with him all the time and whenever he looked at me,
I tingled inside. I saw the skies brighten when he gave me one of
his smiles and the twinkling in his eyes reminded me of the
nighttime stars. I found I wanted to share things with him I
couldn’t share with anyone else. From the way he looked at me and
caressed me with his eyes, I knew he felt the same way about
me.

And then one day after school while we were
doing our homework together in the den, all our longing floated to
the surface and we were faced with the decision of sinking or
swimming. Tim’s attention span was no better than a child’s and he
was acting like one. He had taken a pillow from the couch and was
about to whack me with it for the second time. The first time I
just ignored him, figuring he’d get the message and stop.
Unfortunately, my tactic hadn’t worked.

“Put down the pillow, Tim. I want to
finish.”

“Make me.”

I got up to grab the pillow away, but he
grabbed me instead. I tried to wrestle out of his grasp, but he’d
pinned me down. A beat later he was kissing me. His lips, tasting
of soda pop and potato chips, were devouring mine hungrily and I
didn’t want him to stop. I stopped struggling as I felt my blood
starting to course through me like an awakened river. And wherever
that river was taking me, I wanted to go. In that moment, something
had changed and by the smoldering look he’d had in his eyes, he
knew it, too.

One kiss after another sent my emotions into
a tailspin. I gave myself freely to the passion of his kisses. His
hands were already caressing my breasts through the material of my
blouse. I gave out a sigh as his lips left mine to sear a loving
path down my neck. Then suddenly he stopped. He looked at me, his
breath uneven. I was just as breathless.

“What…what are we doing?”

“I love you, Tim.”

“We should stop…”

I shook my head.

He held my face in his hands, his eyes
searching mine for some hidden truth. “I love you, too, baby.” Then
he kissed me like he never kissed me before. Reaching for his
wallet, he pulled out a condom. I watched as he opened his jeans
and freed his beautiful rod. He rolled on the condom and said,
“Now, where were we?”

I opened my blouse and he reached around and
opened my bra. He bent down and
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