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            YOUR ORDERS UP

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Are you craving sweets?

        The professionals are here to help.

      

        

      
        Do you need some homemade chocolate truffles?

        The Chocolatier (Man Card Book 1) - Weston and Rylee take a second chance at tempering the chocolate together in this best friend’s sister steamy romance.

      

        

      
        Or do you need some homemade donuts?

        My Single Dad (Man Card Book 3) - When Zander’s daughter steps in and adds his name to a dating site, there are more than just donut recipes shared between the sexy single dad and Nova.

      

        

      
        You want a little bit of everything in the pastry case?

        Find My Heart (The Winters Family Book Two) - Take a trip to Boise, Idaho and meet Alex, the youngest Winters brother. He’s going to get the new chef position at the local cafe and set a few hearts on fire in this second chance romance.
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            THE CHOCOLATIER

          

          MAN CARD BOOK 1

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SYNOPSIS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        My best friend’s sister was off limits; until the day she sauntered into my classroom.

      

        

      
        She’s looking to perfect her candy making skills.

      

        

      
        I’m looking to teach her all the best ways to use chocolate, none of which include how to properly line a candy mold.

      

        

      
        She’ll discover what it really means to temper chocolate when I stir her up and light her body on fire.

      

        

      
        She’s doesn’t know it, but she was mine the moment she set foot in my kitchen.

      

        

      
        The man card series is a collection of short stories that are full of steamy romance. You're guaranteed that perfect happy ending and a cupboard full of sweets from all the cravings.
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          RYLEE

        

      

    

    
      “You said you wanted to learn how to make chocolate.” Ally handed me a flyer with the word chocolate in bold print across the top. “Here’s your chance.”

      After looking at it, I flipped the paper over to look for the fine print that says it’s a joke. “How is this even possible?”

      “How is what possible?” Ally leaned in closer, looking over my shoulder at the flyer.

      “This class is being taught by a James Beard award winner.”

      “Yeah, so?”

      “So–” I dropped the paper back in her hand and started walking again. The last day of organic chemistry was about to start. As I approached the room I thought about what we were discussing. It all seemed too good to be true. “The class is being held at the mall. That—" I pointed at the paper. “—has to be a joke.”

      “Maybe Chef Jake is making a special one-time only appearance.”

      I stopped and she plowed into my back. “Special appearance? Really, Ally?”

      “Yes, Rylee. You never know.” She shoved at my back to push me into the classroom.

      I quickly found a seat. “The chef wants to make a special appearance to teach us how to make Easter candy. Yeah, I’m not buying it,” I whisper and pull my books out. Chef Jake is one the best chocolatiers in the world. People go on a waiting list at the school he teaches at in Paris just to learn from him. A mall tour didn’t fit his persona.

      “Then I guess you’re signing up,” Ally teases and hands me a pen.

      “No, I never said that.”

      “Well, you’ve always wanted to learn how to make fancy chocolate. Find out if it is Chef Jake and learn how to make all the candy.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Two birds. One stone.”

      She’s right I did want to learn how to make chocolates. What if the chance to meet Chef Jake never happened again in my lifetime?

      I had spent countless hours trying to recreate chocolate truffles from YouTube video tutorials. The amount of baking supplies I wasted when a recipe failed was ridiculous. Maybe Ally was right, signing up for the class could help me. Hell, if I had to waste another pound of chocolate, I was going to strangle the person in the video.

      As soon as the Organic Chemistry teacher wrapped up I closed my book and made my way back to where the flyers were located. “Change your mind?” Ally was fast on my heels.

      “I don’t know.” There were still a stack of the flyers sitting on a small table. “The thought of learning from a master is intriguing.”

      She nudged my shoulder. “Plus, then you can stare at him all night and think about every naughty act you would love to do to him.”

      “Only you would say that.” I glanced down at Chef Jake’s picture and an image ran through my mind. Weston. Weston Gray. It had been years since his name even made an appearance in my thoughts. The last time I had talked to him he was leaving for Paris to start culinary school.

      “What’s wrong?” She grabbed my bicep. “You have that look.”

      “I don’t have any look.”

      She turned so her body was directly in front of me. Then she actually leaned in and pretended to scan my face. “Yup,” she said and pointed to my eyes. “They have this glossy look. Who’s on your mind?”

      “No one.” I pushed her out of the way. “You’re so weird.”

      “Someone has you looking really perplexed.”

      “Oh my God, Ally, will you shut it.” I rubbed my fingers over my temple and pulled my car keys out of the front pouch of my bag. “I need to go.”

      “Rylee.” Ally was standing by my car staring down at me. “Don’t forget to sign up.”

      “If you’re so interested, why don’t you sign up with me?”

      “Because I don’t make chocolates. I eat them.” She blew me a kiss and turned to head to her car that was parked about three yards away. “I loved those raspberry truffles you made last month,” she yelled with her back still turned toward me.

      “Yeah, I bet you did.” They were delicious. I’d placed a fresh raspberry in the center of the truffle. It was a little surprise when you bit down on the gooey chocolate. What they lacked in aesthetics they made up for in flavor.  Just thinking about them now was making me want to make some more.

      When I sat down in my car, I had thrown all my stuff in the passenger seat. The flyer was sitting under my bag and already getting destroyed by my carelessness. I tried not to rip it anymore as I pulled it out. Chef Jake was staring back at me again on the eight and a half by eleven piece of paper. I had a feeling he was yelling at me to sign up.

      So I did.
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          WESTON

        

      

    

    
      “Where’s chef?” I stepped into the small kitchen. Chef Jake made special appearances at only a handful of malls around America. It was a way to show off his skills. Actually, the chef had a huge ego and needed to fuel it up every so often. The small classes did just the trick.

      “He’s sick.” Devon, a chef who started his internship around the same time as I did, said and handed me a notepad.

      “What’s this?” I looked down and noticed the chef’s to-do list. “Why are you giving this to me?” I started working with chef almost four years ago. I was his apprentice while studying in Paris. Then when he got an amazing opportunity in America, he asked me to join him. Well, he asked his top two chocolatiers to join him.

      “You’re better in a group setting.” Devon pushed the notepad against my chest.

      “Did chef approve this?” With chef’s ego, I was afraid to step up. “The moment I say yes, will my job be on the line?”

      “No,” Devon said and rolled his eyes. “He has the flu. It’s up to us.”

      “The next class starts tomorrow and runs for three days.”

      He patted my arm. “So you better start practicing.”

      I looked down and actually groaned. How was this even happening? I had never prepared candy in front of customers. My job was to prep the items for each candy Chef Jake made. My prep work made his time in front of the people run smoothly.

      At the top of the list, a chocolate bunny. “Of course,” I muttered to myself. Everyone requested a bunny and then they would get frustrated when it didn’t come out of the mold correctly.

      It was easy to think of all the reasons why this was a very bad idea. Then I thought about the visibility it would provide. What if this was the shot I needed? I had worked under chef for so long, it was time to look at ways to make a name for myself.

      My understanding of chocolate was extensive.

      Working with people was a different story.
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        * * *

      

      “Do you know how many are attending the class tonight?” I stepped up beside Carol who organized all the events for chef.

      “Ten I believe.” She grabbed a sheet of paper. “I lied. Eight.”

      “Even better,” I tapped my fingers on the desk. The idea of teaching had me wound up in knots.

      “You’re going to do great,” she said and patted my hand. “Chef called this morning checking up on you.”

      “Did you tell him I’m a failure?” I don’t know why I was getting all worked up over this simple class. Over the next three days I would teach eight students how to make three separate types of chocolate candy. Three chocolates I was very familiar with, too. It was going to be easy.

      “Wes, relax. Go meditate or something.” She placed her earbuds back in her ears and turned her attention to the computer screen.

      “Meditate,” I said and headed back into the kitchen. “Like that shit even works.”

      “Who are you talking to?” Devon said and handed me a small spoon. “Keep yourself busy by helping me with this batch of coconut clusters.”

      “Why are we making these?” Normally the candy we made had gold flecks adorning the top.

      “Special order.”

      I felt like since I arrived back in America, the candy I had to make was more run-of-the-mill. In Paris we created beautiful candy that had drizzles on each piece and unusual flavor combinations.

      Here, everyone wanted the basics.

      I was ready for a challenge.
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          RYLEE

        

      

    

    
      “You said you would go.” I grabbed my keys and tried not to sound upset. “Why are you still in your pajamas?” We had agreed we would attend the class together. I actually found myself looking forward to going.

      “I need to study for the last final.” She sat up. “Go make some kick-ass chocolates and bring me home the scraps.”

      “Screw that, I’m eating all the scraps.” There was no way I would save her any.

      I was closing the front door when Ally yelled. “Tell the hottie chef hi from me.”

      That was Chef Jake’s new nickname. Hopefully I didn’t call him that to his face. The mall was only about two miles from my house. When I arrived at the kitchen supply store where the class was being held, there were a few other people standing outside the store waiting.

      One woman was holding a book Chef Jake had written called, The Art of Chocolate Making. The look on her face was priceless. It was obvious she was going to be star struck for the whole class.

      A woman with short, red hair stepped up in the center of the group. “Welcome. The class is being held in the back room where there is a small kitchen area. We’ve had a few changes to the line-up, but I think you are all going to have a lovely time.”

      What did she mean about changes to the line-up? Does that mean we’re going to be making something different than what was listed on the flyer?

      I was the last person to enter the room. There were four tables and seven people. I noticed the table in the front had only one woman at it, so I made my way over to share the space with her. It was the woman with the Chef Jake book. “Oh my goodness. Are you as excited as I am?” She brought the book out in front of her chest, hugged it and sighed.

      “Um.” I didn’t want to disappoint her with my answer, but I had a feeling I was not nearly as excited. “Sure.”

      “I have followed Chef Jake since he started his career.” She sighed and finally sat her book on the table.

      “Wow, that’s a long time.” I was starting to question my choice in tables.

      My head was down looking over the paperwork that was sitting by the burner. I heard a click and some footsteps but I continued reading the last of the information. Finally, I lifted my head. What the fuck?

      “Hi everyone.” It was him. Weston Gray. “Chef Jake is unfortunately under the weather and will not be able to teach the class.”

      The woman across from me actually gasped. This had to be devastating for her. I covered my mouth to hide my laugh. It was hard not to react, but the woman was so over the top about her love for a man she had never met.

      Weston’s attention moved to my table when the woman next me made the loud sound. Right as he was about to say something his eyes locked onto mine. I wondered if he would recognize me. It had only been five years. I haven’t changed that much. My hair was longer and I’d probably put on a few pounds.

      Weston was still staring right at me. It was like he couldn’t look away. I couldn’t either.

      “Chef Jake won’t be attending any of the three classes?” The woman asked, still hung-up on that piece of news.

      It was difficult for Weston to pull his attention away from me. He cleared his throat and shook his head. “Um, no. He has the flu.”

      “I’m out. That’s the only reason I came today.” The woman grabbed her book, stomped out of the room not turning back once.

      We all watched as she quickly left. “Does anyone else want to cancel?” Weston said and glanced at the tables to my right. Then slowly his eyes made their way toward me again silently asking me the same question. Something about the look he was giving me caused goosebumps to form all over my body. “We’re good then? Okay.” He clapped his hands together and stepped around a table that had every utensil and kitchen toy available. Sitting on the front of the table were prepared chocolates. He leaned over and grabbed one of the small rectangular candies with what looked like a gold flower print on top. “Today we’re going to make truffles.”

      I watched as he took a bite. Oh sweet heavens to Betsy. Did he just do that on purpose? He did. He totally did. My eyes were locked onto his mouth as he bit down. His tongue swiped across his bottom lip and then quickly disappeared. I needed to look away, but I was finding the movement difficult.

      Finally, I closed my eyes and regrouped. It was just Weston. My brother’s best friend and the boy I’d loved since second grade. No big deal.
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        * * *

      

      “When melting the chocolate,” Weston was saying as he walked around to look at our double boilers, “If there’s too much water in the bottom pan, you can easily burn the chocolate.” He stopped by my station. “A little water goes a long way.” My hands were shaking as I continuously stirred the chocolate. Why did he have to stare like that? It was so damn distracting. He started to walk behind me and I thought he was making his way over to the next table. Instead, he stopped and moved his head close to my ear. “Rylee Nelson.” His voice was low and husky. It was like music to my ears. “How did I get so lucky?”

      “Um.” I felt goose bumps start to form all over my body. It had been way too long since I had Weston Gray this close to me. “I don’t know. Did you find a four-leaf clover last month?”

      “Still sassy and sexy, too.”

      I tipped my head up to look at his face. “Maybe.”

      He moved in closer which seemed impossible at this point. His lips were almost touching mine. “Don’t forget to stir.”

      “Yeah, I–” My body jumped at his words. “Shit.” I quickly looked down and noticed the chocolate sticking to the sides of the pan. I stirred the chocolate hoping I could salvage it. Once I had happy chocolate again, I glanced up to see Weston with his arms crossed over his chest and leaning against the front table. He had bulked up since the last time I saw him. I had this urge to wrap my hands around his biceps and a few other places, too.

      I shook my head. What was wrong with me? He left five years ago and never looked back. The night before he left, we snuck out together. That’s the night I lost my virginity. I have been with other men since, but there was still something about Weston that no one else could compare to. He knew exactly how to light my body on fire.

      Back then my brother made it clear I was off limits.

      Today, my brother wasn’t here and I wasn’t off limits anymore.
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          WESTON

        

      

    

    
      There was a light knock on the office door. “Yeah, come in.” I was trying to finish some notes for the class. Chef was a bit OCD and liked to have everything documented.

      I thought it was Devon bothering me for the millionth time. Then my nose grabbed the scent of chocolate and sweet basil. “You have a few minutes?” Rylee asked and opened the door a few inches to peek around the wooden surface.

      “Rylee. Please. Come in.” There was barely room for two chairs and a small table for the computer. “Sorry, let me move that for you.” I grabbed the stack of books off the unoccupied chair.

      “If this is a bad time, I can chat tomorrow.”

      “No, please.” I pointed to the chair. “Sorry I didn’t talk to you after class. Devon, the other chef was freaking out over nothing.”

      “Are things a bit chaotic without Chef Jake here?” I noticed how she was fidgeting with her thumbs. Something I used to love. Back in high school when we were in a room together with her brother, I would find her fidgeting each thumb back and forth.

      “Pretty much. I don’t teach. Ever.”

      She smiled. “You did a good job today.”

      “You’re just saying that,” I winked and turned my body to face her. “So you never moved, eh?”

      “I like it here.”

      There was something about the Carolinas. It always felt like home here. “What are you doing now?”

      “Graduating next week.”

      It was weird to think that sweet Rylee was almost out of college. When I left for culinary school she had one more year of high school. Every time her name popped up in my mind, I wanted to call and hear her voice. Then another task was added to my list to distract me from everyone and everything.

      “Wow, any plans to finally move away?”

      “Why are you so caught up on if I’ll be moving?” She actually rolled her eyes and crossed her legs.

      “Sorry, I guess I just figured everyone wants to get out of this town like me.”

      “Wrong. Some people actually like it here.”

      “I’m sorry.” The two simple words were not meant for what I had just said in this tiny little office. They were for how I left all those years ago. I knew the last night we were together was special and I ruined it by disappearing the next day.

      “Yeah,” she said and stood. “Actually this was a mistake. I’ll let you get your work done.”

      She was standing only inches from my legs. If I stood; we would be nose-to-nose. If I let myself feel her body next to mine I couldn’t be held responsible for what would happen next. I still cared about her after all these years. My biggest regret was leaving without one more goodbye.

      “Wait,” I said and stood, our bodies just a whisper apart. I had to feel her skin on mine. “Can I take you to dinner?”

      “Now?” She seemed surprised by my question.

      “Or tomorrow if that’s better.”

      She let out a small laugh and carefully stepped around me. “I need to go.”

      “Rylee,” I said and attempted to reach out my hand, but unsure how she would react I dropped it to my side.

      She turned to face me. “You never called,” she said so quietly it was hard to hear.

      I watched as her shoulders slumped. “Believe me. I wanted to.” I placed my hand on her bicep. “Every time I tried, something else would come up.”

      “It takes two minutes to say hi and ask how I was doing.” She shook her head. “I missed you.”

      “I thought…” My words were stuck in my throat. If I told her what I really thought. Would she run?

      “Thought what?”

      “I thought I was just a fling.” There I said it. “Your brother made it clear you were off limits.”

      “My brother didn’t own me. He still doesn’t.”

      “What does that mean?” I honestly wanted to know.

      “I haven’t stopped thinking about you.”

      That was all I needed to hear. I moved my hands down to her waist and pulled her close to my body. “Rylee.” I was hesitant to kiss her yet. “You’re the only one I’ve ever wanted.” Finally, I dropped my head and kissed her soft lips. Every memory from five years ago came crashing through my mind. I missed this feeling.

      She pulled away. “Weston. You can’t pretend everything’s okay, because it’s not.”

      “I–”

      “You left on a night when I needed you most.” Then she turned and disappeared out the door.

      Fuck. I fell back onto the seat and threw my hands over my face. That night she’d lost her virginity. Knowing I left without a word the next day still made me sick. I just didn’t know what to say and I didn’t want our final words to be goodbye.

      I had to make this right.

      Yet, I would be leaving again in three days time.
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        * * *

      

      “So I hear the big-time chef is home for a few days,” Justin, Rylee’s brother said on the other line.

      I looked at my phone. “Wow, this is a surprise.” We talked maybe every two months, sometimes more. “Rylee call you?”

      “She called in tears. Since I’m not there to kick your ass, I thought I would call.”

      Did he just say she was crying? “Wait, what happened?”

      “Wes, man, don’t play dumb.”

      I was in a hotel for three nights. Devon tried to save money by sharing a room, but I stopped that shit quickly. I sat down on the edge of the bed and had to regroup my thoughts. “I didn’t know she would be there tonight.”

      “I know.” He sighed. “You could’ve called her before tonight.”

      “Every time I planned to something would stop me. Then after a year I didn’t know how to call.”

      “You pick up the phone and dial.”

      “It’s not that easy.”

      “It could’ve been. She loved you.” We didn’t say anything for the longest moment. “She still does.”

      His words caught me off guard. Was it really possible? Did she still love me? “I never stopped loving her.”

      “Then why are we talking about this on the phone?” Justin chuckled. “Go see her. Now.”

      “You’re not going to call the cops the moment I step foot on her property?” Justin made it clear in high school he would kick my ass if I touched her. Ever.

      “No. I’ll call Ally and Julia, her roommates. They’ll magically disappear so you can talk to her privately.”

      I glanced over and noticed it was already ten o’clock. Instead of trying to think of every reason why I should stay put I grabbed my keys and headed for the door. “Okay, call them. Send me her address.” I hung up and fifteen seconds later I had a text with her information.

      Having Rylee back in my life was the missing piece that I needed to be happy.

      Hopefully she didn’t shut the door on my face.
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          RYLEE

        

      

    

    
      “Where are you going?” I watched Ally grab her keys and coat. “It’s ten o’clock.”

      “I need a snack.” She threw her phone in her back pocket.

      “I need one, too.” Julia ran down the hall after Ally.

      “Should I go with you? It looks like a family affair.” I was laying on the sofa in my pajamas that had the words Be Kind on the front of the shirt.

      “No,” they both said in unison. I’m sure they could tell by the scowl I was sporting their reaction caught me off guard.

      “I mean, no, you just rest.” Ally leaned over the couch and kissed my cheek.

      “Yeah, stay.” Julia squeezed my foot. “I’ll bring something back for you.”

      They were acting strange. The last month of school and exams did make a person loopy. I watched as they left. “They need to get laid,” I said under my breath and changed the channel on the TV.

      There was nothing on TV, so I threw down the remote and reached for my phone. How was it possible I ended up in a class taught by Weston Gray? I pulled up the search engine and typed in his name. Only a few links were available with his name. One link showed when he graduated with a pastry chef degree. He had always enjoyed baking. All through school he would make special recipes and my family had to be the guinea pigs. I couldn’t remember a recipe he made that was a failure. Every dessert was amazing.

      The next link showed this mall tour with Chef Jake. It was supposed to last for a year. The article was written ten months ago. Weston was almost done with the special classes. I wondered what his plans would be after the tour ended. Then I remembered how much he hated Columbia, South Carolina.

      There was a light knock at the door.

      What the hell? Who is knocking at this time of night?

      Then my phone pinged with an incoming text that read, Answer it. The message was from my brother.

      “Coming.” I looked through the peep hole and noticed the very man on my mind. Before I opened the door, I sent a text back to my brother, You and I need to talk tomorrow. Finally, I swung the door open. “Weston.”

      “Sorry. Is it too late?” He had his hands in the pockets of his sweatshirt jacket. “I can talk to you after class tomorrow.”

      “No, come in.” I stepped back to give him room. “Everything okay?”

      He stopped just at the entrance to the door. “What? Oh yeah, totally fine.”

      “Come in.” This felt awkward and yet…right.

      “I’m sorry if this is a bad time.” He took a step closer to me. “I needed to see you.”

      “You’ll see me tomorrow.” I crossed my arms over my chest.

      He took a few more steps and was only inches away from me now. “This can’t wait until tomorrow.” Then he surprised me by grabbing both of my arms and uncrossing them. “As a matter of fact, it can’t wait another minute.”

      “Weston.” My body reacted to his touch. Even after all these years he still had that effect on me. “What are you talking about?”

      He pushed my body back against the wall and moved my arms above my head. “I fucked up.” Before I could respond he dropped his head and took control of my mouth. Slow wasn’t an option at the moment. He was demanding my attention and I was ready to give it all to him. “Rylee Nelson.”

      He lifted his head and stared at me for several long moments. “What?” I was out of breath and found myself wanting more.

      “You’re mine.” He crashed his lips over mine and forced his tongue inside. I could remember him saying that to me that night. Did he mean it this time? “If I have to show you, I will.” He attempted to pull away but I bit down on his bottom lip demanding he stay. “Does this mean you agree?” He let go of my wrists and slid his hands down to cup each breast. His fingers tightened around my hard nipples. When he pinched them tightly my body cried out, begging for more. I could feel his erection pressing against my belly. “Do you, Rylee? Answer me.”

      “I was always yours, Weston.” My words didn’t surprise me. I struggled with having a serious relationship because they weren’t Weston. Now he was here and the fear I felt earlier disappeared. My traitorous body was hungry.

      “It was always you, Rylee.” He whispered and nipped at my ear lobe. “You.” He dragged his tongue down the side of my neck and peppered light kisses along my clavicle.

      “Weston.” I didn’t know if I was ready for this yet. Then he slid his hand lower and placed his fingers over my pussy.

      “You’re already wet,” he said beside my ear as he moved his hand below the fabric. I pushed myself against his hand. When his finger moved over my clit, I knew any protests going on in my mind had disappeared. I wanted Weston. He was the only man I ever wanted.

      Somehow, I found the will in me to stop him. I reached down and placed my hand over his. He stilled and looked into my eyes. “Rylee?”

      “I–” With every ounce of strength I had available, I moved away from him “This.” I pointed at us both. “I want it, but–”

      He reached for me. “But what?”

      “You left without a word.”

      “I should’ve called. I planned to a million times.”

      “I would’ve answered a million times.”

      He stepped closer and it took everything in me to stay strong. “How can we make this right?”

      I placed the palm of my hand on his cheek. “I don’t have that answer.”

      “I still love you.”

      His words were echoing in my ears. “Weston.” I leaned up and kissed him. “I’ve always loved you.”

      “Then tell me how we can make this work?”

      I moved my hand down and rested it on his shoulder. “Teach me how to make chocolate.”

      “That’s the only requirement?” He chuckled and pulled my body close.

      “I can never get the chocolate to temper right.”

      He brushed his nose back and forth against mine. “Well, stop adding so much water to your bottom pan.”

      “If my chocolatier was close by maybe I would’ve known that.”

      “I’m here now.”

      I wrapped my arms around his neck. “But for how long?”
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      If all I had to do was show her how to make the perfect candy, she would become a chocolate making pro in no time. Right as I was about to ask which door lead to her room, I heard laughing outside.

      “Ally and Julia are home,” she said and dropped her arms to her side.

      “Should I leave?” I tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and brushed my finger down the side of her face.

      “Yes.” I honestly thought she would say no.

      “Um, okay.”

      Rylee placed her hands on my chest. “I mean, I don’t want you to go.” She placed her finger over my lips. “Weston, it’s been five years. You don’t get me that quickly.”

      “Are you trying to play hard to get?”

      “No.” She giggled and leaned up to kiss me. “Maybe we can go on a date first. Then have sex.”

      “Tomorrow night. Eight. I’ll pick you up.”

      “I’ll be here with bells on.” She pulled my face down closer and kissed me again. Right as I was prepared to take the kiss deeper the front door opened.

      “Oops, sorry.” The two women fell against each other laughing.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow. Consider it your first session in chocolate making 101.”

      She grabbed my hand to stop me. “Today didn’t count?”

      “Did you make anything good?” I walked toward the front door with her.

      “No, but–”

      “Exactly. So tomorrow is the first day.” I leaned closer to her ear and whispered, “You will be mine, Rylee.”

      She placed her hands on my chest and pushed me out the door. “And you better keep that promise, Weston.” Then she closed the door before I could say another word.

      I stood there unable to move. It shouldn’t have been that easy. Why wasn’t she mad? Why didn’t she yell? Was I imagining all this? There had to be a negative somewhere. I reached into my pocket and grabbed my phone.

      It took me a second to pull up Justin’s name and then send him a text.

      

      Me: Um, Rylee’s not mad at me.

      Justin: Okay.

      Me: There has to be a catch, right?

      Justin: I’m not following.

      Me: Why is she not mad at me? It’s been five years.

      Justin: She’s never been mad. The only thing she said to me was she wished you’d called.

      Me: Shit.

      Justin: Don’t make me get on a plane and come kick your ass.

      Me: I have two months left with this mall tour.

      Justin: Then what?

      

      I didn’t respond right away because I didn’t even know the answer to the question myself.

      

      Justin: Weston, then what?

      Me: I don’t know.

      Justin: Well, you better have the answer soon.

      Me: Yeah. I need to go.

      

      After hanging up with Justin I drove around the city for about an hour. A lot had changed since the last time I stepped foot in this town. As I passed each building, I tried to remember why I wanted to leave in the first place. There was a lot of opportunity for me to grow as a chef here. I didn’t have to live in a big city to be successful.

      When I arrived back at my hotel Devon was quick to peek out and ask where I had been. “Go back to bed.” I pushed at his head as I walked by. “We need to prep several pieces of candy tomorrow and you need your beauty sleep.”

      “Whatever.” He rolled his eyes and closed the door.

      I stripped out of my clothes and fell back onto the bed. Rylee was still mine. My cock slowly stood to attention just at the thought of her body next to me. I closed my eyes and wrapped my hand around my cock. If I had to wait to have her this would have to do for now. I visualized her pussy sliding slowly over me and moving up and down. My hand mirrored those up and down movements. She was still fucking sexy. I knew the moment she became a teenager I was fucked. It wasn’t until she turned sixteen that we first kissed. Her brother thankfully never found out. I could still remember the taste of her. She was as sweet as honey. The thought caused me to finally let go. I had come all over my chest, but I still didn’t feel at ease. I was craving the real deal.

      Tomorrow night I would wine and dine her just enough, then bring her back here to fuck her until the morning light. Then I would fuck her some more.

      I stood and went into the bathroom to clean up. My phone pinged with a new message. As I made my way over to the dresser by the TV, I secretly hoped it was Rylee. It was.

      

      Rylee: I regret making you leave.

      Me: I can come back over.

      

      She sent a laughing emoji with a heart.

      

      Rylee: It will make tomorrow night even better.

      Me: You promise.

      Rylee: With all my heart.

      Me: Good night, Rylee.

      

      When I drove into Columbia for the three classes, Rylee ran through my mind a million times. Never once did I think she would end up in the class. Now here I was having a text message conversation about dinner and sex tomorrow night. If fate was real, I wanted to kiss him or her.
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      “Have you studied for your last final?” Ally asked as she walked into the bathroom where I was applying my mascara. “Don’t you have one more?”

      “Maybe.” I glanced over at my friend. “Don’t worry. I’ll study tomorrow sometime.”

      “If you failed the exam what grade would you end with for the class?”

      “I would get a C.” I usually got an A or B with all my classes. The C wouldn’t hurt my Gpa that much.

      “You sure you’re okay with that?”

      “I don’t know.” I dropped my hand to the counter and turned to face Ally. “The only thing I know is that I’ve wanted Weston for as long as I can remember.”

      “So why rush this?” I understood her concern. “Maybe study now and then have fun after.”

      “I don’t want to wait another minute.” Maybe I sounded desperate but I didn’t care. “He’s here now.”

      She sighed and turned to leave. “He wasn’t the last five years though,” she said from over her shoulder.

      Her words stung, but I knew she was right. She was just trying to protect me from getting hurt again. I closed the mascara and sat down on the edge of the toilet. Weston Gray was the only man for me. Even today, no man could match up to him. I had several failed relationships in the last five years because they could never seem to give me what Weston so perfectly gave. Back in high school he would carry my books to class and on a couple of occasions offered his jacket when I was cold. He was kind. A gentleman. Then the day he kissed me for the first time everything changed. He set my body on fire. I had never felt as alive as when I was in his arms.

      What was it exactly about him?

      I stood and walked back into my bedroom. There was only one person in my life who could help me. I grabbed my phone and called my brother.

      “Well, I seem to be very popular this week,” Justin said with a sarcastic tone.

      “Wait, have you been talking to Weston?”

      “Of course.” He chuckled. “You okay?”

      I groaned and fell back onto my bed. “What am I doing?”

      “Well, since I live thousands of miles away I have no idea. What are you doing?”

      “Getting ready for chocolate making 101 and then dinner afterwards with Weston.”

      “You know I made you off limits with Weston.”

      I sat up. “Yeah, I know. I’m a big girl now, Justin.”

      “You are.” He sighed loud enough for me to hear. “Listen, here’s your chance to have what you obviously both wanted all along.”

      “Why do you say it that way?”

      “Because I’ve chatted with you both more in the last twenty-four hours than I have when we were all in one state together.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh at his words. “You missed us. Admit it.”

      “I do. That’s true.” He cleared his throat. “Go learn how to make chocolate and find out what you want. You’ll know.” He paused for a moment. “I think you already know.”

      “You’re not mad?”

      “If this was still high school. Fuck yeah, I would beat the shit out of Weston.”

      “Justin,” I gasped.

      “What? You asked.”

      “I’m all grown up now.”

      “Fine, I can’t kick his ass,” he chuckled. “I did warn him though.”

      “Justin.” I sat up. “Thanks. I do know what I want, but I can’t wait another five years.”

      “Tell him that.”

      We talked for a few more minutes. Justin was always the one I could trust. I was twenty-three, it was a safe assumption I could discuss this topic with him. Plus, he was far enough away so I didn’t have to worry about anyone getting hurt. Well, unless that person was me.

      Weston hated Columbia.

      I loved where I lived.

      It was time to find out his intentions.
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        * * *

      

      “Welcome,” Weston said to the class. “Today we’re going to use gold paint and decorate our candies.”

      I purposely showed up a few minutes late, so that I didn’t have to talk to Weston before class started. After talking to my brother I took a walk to clear my head. One common thought continued to replay in my mind, I wanted him. I just had to convince him to stay in Columbia, but how?

      “You’re late,” Weston said from behind me, causing my body to jump.

      “Yeah, traffic.” Which was a lie. When he walked around me he surprised me by brushing his hand across my ass. The touch caught me off guard and I yelped. I started to cough trying to hide my surprise.

      “I hope you don’t plan to disrupt the rest of the class, Miss Nelson,” he teased. “We need to focus today.”

      “I’m totally, one hundred percent focused.” I was telling another lie. He stayed rooted to the spot behind me, causing my insides to squirm. The man did things to me. After five years, my body was craving his touch. “Okay, maybe more like ninety-nine percent.” He finally stepped away chuckling.

      We spent the first part of the class painting our molds. It was a tedious task because you had to get in every indent to ensure the image came through fully. Several of the students complained while trying to paint their molds perfectly. One woman was bitching about how ridiculous it was to use gold paint. She continued to mutter how people just want to eat the chocolate, they don’t care about the gold trim.

      I wondered if Weston enjoyed his job. Dealing with the public was never easy.

      “Okay, we’ll let the paint dry while preparing our chocolate.” He spent the next two hours helping us create the prettiest chocolates. Well, his were pretty. The rest of the class seemed to struggle with direction and preventing the chocolate from burning to the sides of the pan. When the class finally finished I pretended to have difficulty with reassembling the double boiler. “Need some help.” He stepped up beside me and held out his hand.

      “Sure.” I passed the double boiler toward him. “I think I missed a step somewhere.” Grabbing one of my prepared chocolates, I hesitated before taking a bite. “Mine taste bitter.” I took a small bite and immediately regretted my decisions.

      “Want me to show you again?” He moved over to my side of the table.

      “Don’t you have to close up the kitchen now?”

      “When I’m done.”

      I finally looked up at his face. “Is there anyone else here?”

      “It’s a mall, Rylee.” He smiled and turned my body to face his. “No one will be coming in here if that’s what you want to know.”

      “Um, no, I was just curious.”

      He reached up and brushed a strand of hair back behind my ear. “Rylee.”

      I found myself fidgeting with a button on his shirt. “Yeah?”

      “What is it?”

      “Nothing. I mean,” I said and dropped my hands to my side. “I seriously suck at making chocolate. How is that possible?”

      His eyes went wide. “You don’t suck. Well, I hope you do, but I’m not thinking about chocolate.”

      I pushed at his chest. “You didn’t just say that?”

      He threw his hands up and stepped back while laughing. “What?”

      There was something about his smile. Damn the man knew how to make me melt. I shook my head. It was the chocolate that needed to be melted, not me. “Will you show me? Please.”

      “Are you sure you’re ready for this lesson?”
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