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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 2

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 5—A Role to Die For

New York City cop, Ray Meyers, always told Ariel that her curiosity combined with her adventurous spirit would get her into serious trouble one day. Too bad she doesn't remember that when she opens someone else's package and starts watching a frightening porn video that is not meant for her eyes. All alone in her friend’s isolated house, and unable to contact Ray, Ariel soon realizes that her simple house-sitting favor is turning deadly...

Episode 6—Slip Slidin’ Away

When Ariel’s parents celebrate their wedding anniversary in Paris, Ariel’s thoughts turn to her old sweetheart, Max. The last time they had made torrid love was in the City of Lights. So when an emergency sends her hurrying to her mother’s side in Paris, Ariel can’t help anticipating seeing Max again. Will she resist the old magic between them or will she fall under Max’s spell, wrecking the life she has now with Ray?

Episode 7—Nearly Swept Away 

Always open to new sexual experiences, Ariel is usually the first one to try something new. But her life with Ray is vigorous and satisfying, so she never pushes him to spice up their love making. Imagine her shock when they take a trip to Canada and a darker, more potent Ray reveals that he can still show her a thing or two about erotic encounters.
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A Role to Die For
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I opened my eyes to discover I was alone in bed. It was a glorious day to be alive, I thought, as I padded into the bathroom. I glanced at my face in the mirror. The usual woman with long, dark brown hair and light brown skin with brown eyes stared back at me, but on the inside, I felt different. 

“Ariel Jones, you are one helluva lucky woman,” I said aloud. Being a liberated, independent, free-spirited, unconstrained woman is a good thing, but only in moderation. I’ve definitely learned my lesson.

Things were looking better and better between Ray Meyers, my detective live-in boyfriend, and me. I thought less and less of the man in Paris, Max Bernard, who still owned a piece of my heart. And after my harrowing ordeal of nearly being sold into slavery by an Albanian flesh peddler, I wasn’t looking for excitement these days. In fact, knowing that tomorrow wasn’t going to be too different from today was a good thing. Meeting people from all over the world at the Hotel Maxim, where I worked, was all the excitement I needed. Though crime in Manhattan never took a holiday, it seemed to be cooperating somewhat by allowing Ray to have nearly normal working hours. And I loved it, in more ways than one.

There was renewed excitement between Ray and me sexually. He was once again the man with slow hands that could melt me from the inside out. No longer was it sex by the numbers, for it had become more impulsive and impromptu following my traumatic experience with the human trafficker. We had sex whenever the urge came upon us and it happened more often than not. Whether he’d sneak up behind me when I was at the kitchen sink and enter me there—wet, soapy hands and all—or whether he’d follow me into the shower to take me against the wall, I had no complaints. 

Of course, I still looked at handsome men with whom I came in contact. After all, I wasn’t dead yet—or married, heaven forbid. All the determination not to be tied down could not be removed from my DNA overnight. I only toned down my yearning for excitement, which nine out of ten times got me in trouble.

* * *
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One evening, as I began to undress for bed, my high-school friend, Mitzi, called. She needed to go on an unexpected business trip while her husband was away at a medical conference.

“It’s going to be as if you were on separate vacations,” I said. “So what’s the problem?”

“Our neighborhood has been plagued by a rash of burglaries lately. Most of the break-ins happened whenever the houses were unoccupied. I don’t want to leave the house vacant and make it a prime target.”

I sensed where this conversation was going and headed her off. “How long would you need me to house sit?”

“If you can, you’d be a lifesaver. I’m betting on a week—tops,” Mitzi said.

“When you are going, Mitzi?”

“Wednesday morning. Do you think you can do this for me?”

“Well, I can’t say for certain until I know there’s enough coverage at the hotel. I have some sick time coming and lounging by your pool for week sounds divine. But, I really should run this by Ray—”

“You’re with Ray now?” Mitzi said excitedly.

“Yes. We’ve been together for some time now. Wow. I guess we haven’t talked in quite a while.”

“You can make it up to me by coming out to Sandsport and house-sitting for us.”

“Hey, you’re just as at fault here, you know. You could’ve lifted up the phone and called me, as well.” Then I began to laugh so she’d know I was kidding. “I’ll let you know by tomorrow, okay?”

“Yes, and Ariel...”

“What?”

“You called me last. I owed you a call.”

I shook my head. She certainly snookered me, all right. After we hung up, I thought about Mitzi’s lovely house in Sandsport, an upscale community on the North Shore of Long Island. Most of the houses were impressive structures on large parcels of land. The houses were unique, but the streets had lanes, avenues, and roads all used similar names, so you had to be careful to make certain you were on the right street. That was something I discovered the first time I visited Mitzi. I ended up having to call her to come and retrieve me.

Ray stepped out of the bathroom after his shower with a towel tucked around his middle and his thick, black hair glistening. He looked so sexy that I wanted to jump his bones. Instead, I controlled my hormones and told him about Mitzi’s phone call.

“Is that your girlfriend with the weird sense of humor? The one that’s married to that condescending prick, Charles?”

“Don’t tell me you’re still angry about that senseless argument?” I asked Ray.

“You’re damn straight, I am. And it wasn’t senseless. It concerned the second amendment.”

“I warned you not to get into a political discussion with him.”

“I didn’t start it! Besides, we don’t need any more gun control laws. They should enforce the ones already on the books.”

I sighed. “Now you sound like a child. Let it go already. I nearly forgot to tell you what our conversation was about.”

“So what did she want?” he asked warily.

I raised my eyebrows to show my displeasure with his tone, and just gave him a look.

“Seriously, Ariel, are you going to tell me what she said already?” Ray moaned.

“Both Mitzi and Charles will be out of town and she needs me to house sit.”

“You’re kidding, right?”

“Not in the least. There’s been a rash of robberies in Sandsport and she doesn’t want to leave the house vacant. You can come with me and we’ll make it a mini vacation.”

Now Ray blew out a sigh. “I’m not sure I can. I doubt I can get any time off for the next month or more, since I may be going on surveillance.”

“I don’t really want to go without you, Ray.” It would appear that at that moment, the fact that he couldn’t come with me bothered me more than he might be going undercover.

“Sorry, babe. No can do, but why don’t you go anyway? Besides, it will only be for a few days, right? It will occupy your time if I go on surveillance, because I may not be home as much.”

“Chances are I might be away for the entire week. That’s a long time to be away from you. I really hate leaving for that long.”

“Why? I’m a big boy and the time will pass quickly. Come ‘ere.”

I sat down on his lap and threw my arms around his neck. He gave me a whopper of a kiss that nearly set my toes on fire. I could feel his impressive erection growing and repositioned my bottom so I could rub myself against it. A few beats later, the towel hit the floor and I was pole dancing on his lap.

It wasn’t long before I was nearly drowning in pleasure. His breathing had become as loud and as disjointed as mine. You’d think we were trying to break some speed test by the way we were moving. I also feared breaking the chair, but all thoughts were chased from my mind as the first wave of an orgasm rolled over me and took me under.

Ray’s climax quickly followed mine. He looked at me and laughed. “I think I could use another shower now.”

“Well, sir, that’s where I’m heading. There’s room for two.”

* * *
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Wednesday morning I got up early and drove to Sandsport. The small community was nestled on the North Shore of Long Island in Nassau County not too far from the Long Island Sound, which separated New York from Connecticut. As I left the city and drove toward the Island, the leaves put on a fiery display of golden brown, orange, and red. Though I loved autumn in Manhattan, it was just as beautiful in the residential areas of Queens and Long Island.

I had no trouble finding Mitzi’s house, because she was standing outside talking to a woman leaning on a bicycle. The woman had pedaled off by the time I parked in Mitzi’s driveway and no sooner had I gotten out of my car, then Mitzi grabbed me and hugged me to her ample bosom. She hadn’t changed much from the last time I’d seen her except put on a few more pounds. Her soft doe eyes were nearly lost in the crinkles of her round, brown face when she smiled, and her hair appeared to be a little shorter and curlier.

“So glad you could do this for me, Ariel. You have no idea. Everyone is on edge because of what’s been going on around here and is afraid to go on vacation.”

“You’d think the police would be able to catch whoever’s been doing this.”

“Sandsport has its own police department and they’ve beefed up their patrols, but somehow these guys have been able to evade them. It’s as if there’s someone in the neighborhood giving them inside information about who’s away. And they seem to be able to enter and plunder at will—they somehow get past some of the security systems.”

I bit my bottom lip, wondering if coming here was such a good idea. Then I reminded myself it was for Mitzi, She’d said the thieves only seemed to hit unoccupied homes and her house was outfitted with a Fort Knox alarm system, Keeping this in mind helped quiet the uneasy feeling that was trying to creep up on me.

Mitzi prattled on as she led me into the house. After she showed me how to arm and disarm the security system, programming in my own personal password, she gave me the numbers where she and Charles could be reached. “Mail comes usually before noon. If you have something to mail just put it in the mailbox by the driveway before then. There are stamps in the curio desk in the main hall. The mailman will take it for you. Easy peasy. Just put any mail you collect on the stand by the door.”

Nothing seemed to have changed from the last time I had been there. The marble tiled entranceway led into the kitchen on the left and a small bathroom was on the right next to the garage. Then came the carpeted winding stairs up to the bedrooms on the second floor. Straight ahead were the dining room, living room, den, and sliding doors to the patio overlooking the heated pool.

We heard a double toot from a car horn and Mitzi exclaimed, “That’s my taxi.”

“I would’ve taken you to the airport,” I told her.

“No. It’s not close and you just drove for nearly two hours. Staying here means more to me than anything else. When I have more definite news of when I’m returning, I’ll give you a heads up.”

I hugged Mitzi goodbye and told her not to worry. Then I closed the door and took my suitcase upstairs to unpack in her guest room, which was a mini suite with its own bathroom. As I unpacked, I thought about the last time I’d been here. Ray had been with me. Mitzi had hosted a dinner party for several of her closest friends and their spouses along with several acquaintances of Charles with their better halves. There were one or two singles invited, as well.

Ray and I had had a disagreement earlier in the day. He hadn’t wanted to drive out to Suffolk County so he conveniently forgot all about it. Instead, he decided we’d spend the evening by ourselves in Manhattan. He’d made reservations at some swanky restaurant a police buddy had suggested. Because I had told Mitzi we were coming, and the fact I hadn’t seen her in a while, I wanted to go to the party. We could always go to that restaurant some other time I’d argued. Unfortunately, Ray was in no mood to compromise. That’s when I brought the big guns to the table and used my feminine wiles to convince him.

After some great sex, and a lot of convoluted reasoning, we were dressed and on our way to Mitzi’s dinner party. Ray still felt he was there under duress and downed a couple beers in quick succession. Then he promptly got into a heated argument with Charles, Mitzi’s husband. Mitzi tactfully pulled Charles away to greet some new arrivals. 

I scowled at Ray. “Behave yourself,” I muttered to him.

“What did I do?” He looked at me blankly and went to help himself to another beer.

When one of the guys whose wife was apparently at home with a sick child hit on me, Ray, who can be intimidating when he wants to be, glared at the guy, but it didn’t deter the man. With too much alcohol in his system, Ray lost it and slugged the guy. Clutching his nose, the man fled Mitzi’s house. I was furious at Ray for making a spectacle of himself. It was damn embarrassing. To everyone there, he was acting like he was reared by wolves, which was so not typical of Ray. 

Wanting to clear my head, I put on my coat and headed for the door. Ray saw and stopped me. “Where’re you going?” He asked.

“I thought that was obvious, but since you asked, out for some air.”

“Why?”

“You’re kidding, right?”

Ray’s face was filled with such confusion that I began to wonder how drunk he truly was. Good thing I had decided I’d drive us home and hadn’t been drinking. “Do you realize how embarrassed I am? You acted like a bull in a China shop in there. What would you have done to the guy if he had kissed me, shot him?”

“But he made a pass at you.”

“Newsflash. Men make passes at me all the time. It means nothing.”

Ray’s entire demeanor wilted and suddenly I felt guilty about shooting him down as harshly as I had. “Look, Ray, I’m with you. There’s no way I’m going to go off with another guy because he gives me the eye.”

“I’m sorry, Ariel,” he said contritely. “I was still disgruntled about coming and the booze didn’t help
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