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  On the verge of losing her candy store, Callie Moore decides to blot out her troubles with a tall, dark, handsome stranger. Derek McNear isn't about to turn down a cute, curvy woman offering sizzling-hot sex in a commercial refrigerator at his best friend's wedding reception. But the next day, when Callie discovers that Derek is the consultant she has hired to save her store, they find it difficult to concentrate on business. Especially when giving and getting pleasure in each other's arms is so much more fun!


  Chapter One


  


  The orgasmic moans coming from behind Callie were too loud and impassioned for her to ignore any longer.


  “Ooohh, I just died and went to heaven,” exclaimed a middle-aged woman as she popped another truffle into her mouth. The teenager next to her said, “Stop hogging them all, mom,” and reached across her mother to grab several treats off the tray the waiter was holding.


  Callie smiled, pleased that everyone was enjoying the truffles so much, but then her smile turned into a frown as she remembered her accountant’s words.


  “Your business better start picking up, and fast, or you’re going to have to shut down Callie’s Candies.”


  She slumped down in her seat with a loud sigh. Her store wasn’t bringing in enough money to stay afloat. Even though everyone who had ever tasted one of her confections seemed to love them, she still wasn’t able to make ends meet. Her accountant had arranged for her to meet with a renowned candy company consultant on Monday, but right now Callie wasn’t feeling particularly hopeful about it. As soon as anyone started talking about marketing and promotion, Callie always started daydreaming about new candy creations, no matter how hard she tried to stay focused on business plans.


  She looked around the indoor garden at the two hundred people who were munching on her truffles with looks of utter rapture on their faces and had to blink quickly to fight back a sudden onslaught of tears.


  How could she give up on Callie’s Candies? Making people happy was worth so much more to her than making money, she thought as she sniffled and opened her little beaded purse to look for a tissue.


  The woman behind her licked bittersweet chocolate dust off of her fingers. “Wait a minute, honey. I’ve got a tissue here in my purse for you. I always cry at weddings myself. Everything about them is so perfect and beautiful, isn’t it?”


  Callie forced herself to nod as she accepted the tissue from the woman. Ignoring the chocolate smear across it from the woman’s fingers, Callie blew her nose.


  She liked weddings. Really she did. Especially since the happy couple had met in her store last Valentine’s Day.


  She tucked the used tissue into her purse, trying hard to clear her mind. Right now she didn’t want to think about Valentine’s Day. She didn’t want to think about weddings. And she sure as heck didn’t want to think about love.


  She snorted at the thought of love—didn’t one need a boyfriend or even, say, a date first?—and the woman next to her scooted a little farther away.


  Even a middle-aged stranger thought she was weird and wanted to get away from her. Callie reached for the used tissue and blew again.


  The first few chords of the wedding march rang out and the guests leapt to their feet. Callie noted that everyone was either still chewing and swallowing or licking chocolate off of their fingers as they waited for the bride to appear.


  She bit back a slightly hysterical laugh.


  At least there's one thing about me that people love, she thought as the radiant bride stepped out from behind an arbor of white lattice and pink roses.


  Too bad she couldn’t barter chocolate truffles for love.


  


  * * * * *


  


  Derek stood next to the priest and tried not to sway. Planting his feet in a wide stance he clasped his hands behind his back and focused his eyes on the woman in white coming towards him.


  Ruthless memories assaulted him. What woman in her right mind would want to marry you? Candy is for children and I want a man.


  Everything blurred and Derek had to close his eyes to keep his feet firmly planted on the ground.


  The priest leaned towards him. “This is a wedding, not a wake, son.”


  Derek forced a grin even though he thought his face might crack with the strain just as James, his best friend since the first grade, turned and gave him a thumb’s up.


  God, how he hated weddings. After his one pathetic attempt at holy matrimony, which had ended before “I do” was done, Derek had vowed never to set foot within a mile of a wedding ever again.


  And now, here he was, the best man. He knew he was a sucker, but when push came to shove he couldn’t let James down. Missing his best friend’s wedding would have been the coward’s way out.


  Derek was going to look his demons in the eye, support his friend on the happiest day of his life, and then get the fuck out.


  Were it not for several quick swigs of tequila, he wouldn’t have made it this far. And he knew damn well that several more shots would be necessary to help him get through the reception. It was the only way.


  Jane’s father kissed her on the cheek and handed the bride over to the groom. Derek saw the love flowing between them and felt nothing but emptiness inside him.


  The memory tackled him again. The Candy King? Why can’t you be more like your brother?


  Derek tried to shake the shrill voice of his ex-fiancée out of his head as James and Jane exchanged rings. His best friend leaned in to kiss his new wife, but all Derek could see was the face of his ex-fiancée, screwed up in rage at him.


  Don’t ever come near me again.


  In his mind’s eye Derek could still see the shock on the faces of their guests. He could still see the undisguised hatred in Gina’s eyes.


  The sound of applause pulled him from his memories and he reached out his arm to the Maid of Honor. He just needed to make it down the aisle to the bartender and then everything would be all right.


  


  * * * * *


  


  Callie pushed the salmon around on her plate. It was delicious, but she wasn’t the least bit hungry. Her lack of appetite may have had something to do with all of the newlyweds at her table. As far as she could tell there wasn’t another singleton around for miles. If she had to hear one more word about engagement rings and honeymoon trips, she was going to puke. Abruptly, she pushed her chair back and made a beeline for the bar.


  A tall, broad-shouldered man stood with his back to her. Callie hadn’t paid much attention to the wedding ceremony, but she couldn’t help but notice the striking good looks of the best man.


  He had looked oddly grim throughout the ceremony, but at one point when he had grinned at the groom, it was as if the sun had come out from the clouds to pour down over everyone.


  Callie cursed her unfortunate weakness for tall, dark, and handsome. Her friends liked to joke that the big brutes she always fell for were the perfect counterpart to her petite curves. But it wasn’t really all that funny.


  The truth was that if the man came with a harsh past and an emptiness in his soul, she was metal to his magnet. Which may have had something to do with her still being single, she mused unhappily.


  If she could only find a nice, simple, happy man—yes, short, soft, and pale would have to suffice—everything would be perfect.


  Oh yeah, except for the fact that she was going to have to close her store if she didn’t start making a profit.


  Callie fell even deeper into her misery as she made her way past the last of the tables. The best man ran a large hand through his hair and said something in a low voice to the bartender. The sound of his voice sent goose bumps running up her bare arms.


  I wonder which super model he’s married to?


  Callie knew she was being bad, but for once she didn’t care. Pretty soon, instead of spending her days making candy—the one thing she loved most in the world—she was going to be sitting behind a desk in an office typing memos for some executive, or reeking of grease and saying, “Would you like onions with that?”


  Coming shoulder to shoulder with Mr. Handsome and Tortured, she said to the bartender, “Give me something. Anything. Just make it strong.”


  Alcohol wasn’t normally her thing, not when she could do such amazing things with sugar and chocolate, but Callie didn’t care.


  If there was ever a time to get drunk, it was now.


  The best man, who was even more striking up close, tossed back a shot of something golden then turned to face her.


  “She’ll have a shot of tequila,” he told the bartender, all the while holding her gaze with his own. “Make it two. With lime and salt.”


  Callie had never seen eyes so green. She blinked and tried to tear her eyes from his, but she didn’t have a chance.


  “Derek McNear,” he said, his voice warm and slightly thick.


  Callie’s tongue darted out to lick her lips. She knew she was supposed to say her name, but she was having the darnedest time even remembering to breathe around this guy. His name seemed vaguely familiar, but her brain wasn’t working well enough for her to chase the thought.


  One side of his mouth quirked up, but his semi-grin was far from being a smile.


  “And you are?” he asked, his tone slightly mocking, as if he was used to women losing all use of their tongues whenever he deigned to speak to them.


  The bartender placed a small glass in front of Callie and she finally pulled herself away from her trance of lust. It was long past time for her to stop acting like such an idiot. What did it matter how gorgeous this guy was?


  He was probably married, she was definitely single, and that was that.


  “Callie Moore,” she said without looking at him again—god forbid she get stuck in those wicked green eyes again—and picked up the little glass. She took a small sip of the liquid and nearly spit it out.


  Suddenly angry at being the butt of some stranger’s joke, she turned towards the man, her eyes flashing.


  “What is this? Are you trying to kill me?”


  His laughter was so unexpected that Callie took a step back.


  “Amazing. You’ve never had tequila before, have you?” he finally said, his words mixing with his laughter.


  Callie shook her head, not trusting herself to say anything more to this awful, albeit incredible, specimen of a man. When he laughed his eyes lit up and she thought they sparkled like the ocean, which was a ridiculous thought given that the closest she’d ever come to seeing a green-blue ocean was during a documentary about Jacques Cousteau on television.


  But before she could walk away—scratch that, run away—to her car and leave to go hide in her kitchen behind her store, he leaned down so that she could feel his warm breath across her cheek.


  “Won’t you let me show you how to make it taste good?”


  His softly spoken words made shivers run all the way from the tips of Callie’s breasts, which were now hard points of desire, past the vee of her legs, which was suddenly hot and aching, all the way down to the tips of her toes, which were fairly curling in her high heels. Every cell in her body was quivering in anticipation of whatever it was that Derek wanted to show her.


  “Okay,” came out in an exhale, wanting him to show her far more than how to drink the bitter beverage.


  She would have been more shocked by her response had she been able to think remotely straight with this man invading her personal space in such a seductive way.


  He slid the two glasses together and picked up a slice of lime. “First, you hold the lime between your teeth, with the flesh facing me.”


  Obediently, Callie opened up her mouth and let Derek slide the small green fruit between her lips. His thumb brushed lightly over her bottom lip as he did so.


  It struck her that he was touching her on purpose to tease her with his power, to show her that he already controlled her body with his own. But she didn’t care.


  Not when just the slightest touch felt so good.


  “Tilt your neck to the side.”


  With hot, sure fingers, he brushed her hair away from her neck and lightly pushed aside the neckline of her long sleeve jersey dress to bare a small patch of skin between her neck and her collarbone.


  Callie was about to burst with wanting him. All he had done was touch her mouth and her neck and she was about to explode into a million pieces. She was shivering, but not with cold. It was a sunny day in the first week of January in frigid upstate New York, but Callie was burning up as if it was August in Barbados.


  “Good. Very good,” he said in a low voice, the tips of his fingers still upon her neck.


  His soft words of approval – along with his touch – had Callie holding her breath, waiting for more.


  “Now, I’m going to sprinkle a little salt onto your beautiful skin.”


  He shook several grains of salt onto her and Callie almost gasped aloud. She was, painfully, powerfully aware of the throbbing between her legs.


  “Finally,” he said, in so low of a voice she could barely hear him, “it’s time for the tequila.”


  In one smooth motion, he leaned down and sucked at the skin on her shoulder, taking the salt into his mouth. Callie groaned with pleasure as his mouth seared her with its potent heat before he pulled back and downed the bitter liquid in the shot glass.


  Callie was so mesmerized by his every move, his every breath, she was so under his spell, that she had forgotten all about the lime between her teeth until his mouth was a breath away.


  He found her lips with the tip of his tongue, tasting every curve and the corners between her upper and bottom lips, taking his time to brand her before he sucked the juice from the lime.


  If Callie had known limes could be so deliciously potent, she would have planted a row of fruit trees in her garden long ago and become a master of key lime pies.


  Derek removed the lime from her mouth with his teeth. Dazed, she watched him pluck it from his mouth and put it in the empty shot glass. Loud clapping for the band playing at the reception was bringing Callie crashing back to reality, when he leaned down and said, “Your turn.”


  Callie stood dumbly, blinking at him. This gorgeous man actually thought she was going to lick salt from his neck and then suck a lime from his lips?


  As if sensing her reservations, he said, “You don’t want to waste your drink, now do you?”


  What was she doing? She was a nice girl who owned a candy store, for god’s sake. Not some wanton slut who picked up men at weddings.


  She sneaked a glance down at his ring finger and breathed a sigh of relief. At least she wasn’t a husband stealing slut.


  And then, she remembered her store and how she was probably going to lose it. Suddenly, it was all too much for her to deal with.


  “Oh, what the hell.”
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