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Chapter One

 


“Seriously, I really hate taking
the subway!” Jilly hurried to keep up with Ford. Her boot heels
thumped against the concrete steps as she descended the steps into
the terminal. She skidded on a patch of melting ice, and he caught
her. “And why do we have to take this end of the system?” she
added. “It’s creepy here and the ride back to my place from this
station takes twice as long.”

“We have to go this way so I have
plenty of time to give you your Christmas present,” he replied. He
tugged on her hand, urging her to move faster.

“Why?”

“My cute little Ms. Jilly
Parker”—he glanced over his shoulder—“just trust me, okay?” He
flashed her another one of his melt-her-panties smiles.

She sighed and dashed with him through the
turn style and then along the platform to the first open
car.

Ford kept walking. They passed people here and
there with shopping bags, bows, and colorful wrapping paper poking
out of their tops. She smiled at an elderly woman who sat with four
wiggling, clamoring grandchildren. One day it would be nice to have
a big family like that…one day.

She followed her boyfriend through yet another
door and into a car where only half a dozen passengers sat. He
chose a spot and pulled her onto the seat next to him.

Across the aisle, several stick-on holiday
bows clung to the back of a scratched seat with graffiti scrawled
across one corner. The haphazard decorations looked like the work
of a bored child. She admired the way the flickering subway lights
glinted on a luminescent purple one, the violet deep and
vibrant.

Ford patted her knee, his big hand warm
through her thigh-high leggings.

“Guess what I bought today while
you were busy perusing looking for your mom’s gift?” he
asked.

At the mention of shopping, Jilly cringed. Her
feet hurt, which was why she’d wanted to hail a taxi and relax on
the way home instead of riding the subway. She’d been dating Ford
Denopolis for about a month, and today she’d really enjoyed being
out with her new man. However, all the walking and battling other
cranky shoppers had drained her of her patience.

He smiled at her, mischief twinkling in his
dark-brown eyes. Every time she looked into them, heat flared in
her lower abdomen and something clenched even deeper. Although they
got along amazingly, and she found him fun, witty and engaging,
they hadn’t made love yet. She wasn’t the type to jump in bed with
any guy she dated, but she wanted Ford, needed to be intimate with
him—and holy hell could the guy kiss!

Blinking, Jilly grinned back. “What did you
buy?”

He shook his blond head. “No, I want you to
guess.”

She sighed. Although a contemporary and hip
guy, Ford was also the ultimate romantic. Right now, though, she
was too tired to play his games. His happy expression transformed
into a worried one.

Relenting, she said, “Okay, I’ll bite, but you
have to give me a hint.”

He chuckled. “It’s something sweet and it can
be more fun than you ever thought possible.”

She frowned. “Candy?”

Nodding, he pressed onward. “But what
kind of candy?”

“A box of chocolates?” she
answered, already growing weary of the game. A long, hot soak in
the tub sounded wonderful. Maybe she could convince him to join her
when they got back to her place. Heat flared in her pussy. If he
took a bath with her, perhaps it would lead to others things as
well.

He leaned over, grazed her jaw line with his
lips, then nuzzled her throat. The unexpected attention shot
gooseflesh along her neck and shoulder. A little uncertainty warmed
her skin, too. There were other passengers in the car. Were they
watching? She shut her eyes. Yes, a luxurious bubble bath, followed
by a nice meal, some wine, and then a long session of sweating and
moaning between the sheets would be a great way to end a lovely
day.

“No, not chocolates.” He sat back,
taking his body heat with him.

She opened her eyes and shivered.

“It’s long,” he continued,
“cylindrical, thick, and it gave me a few perverted
thoughts.”

Jilly glanced sharply at him. The lights
wavered, and the clacking of the subway car over the rails seemed
louder, faster, as if trying to match her heartbeat. This wasn’t
like Ford. He was always the gentleman.

“And it’s candy?”

He nodded again, the naughtiness in his eyes
growing more intense, his smile sexier. She gulped. If he kept
looking at her like that, her panties were going to burst into
flames.

“Well,” she said, hating the slight
tremor in her voice, “if it’s something sugary, then it could be
just about anything, especially at this time of year.”

“True.” He rummaged in the shopping
bags at their feet and withdrew a smaller sack. From the smooth,
shiny green one, he pulled out a gigantic red and white candy
stick.

With it partially hidden in his hand and
against his pant leg, she wasn’t sure if it was to eat or if it was
something else entirely. “Did you buy a candy dildo?”

Laughing, Ford replied, “Yeah, I guess you
could call it that.”

“Do they make such
things?”

“I suppose they do,” he replied.
“They make everything else sex-related, so why not?”

“Can I see it?”

“Sure.” He held it out to
her.

“This isn’t a dildo.” She glanced
around to make sure no one heard her. “It’s a candy cane!”
Giggling, she handed it back to him.

He shot her a sidelong glance. “It may not be
a dildo, but it will be, if you’re willing to try something
new.”

Stunned, she could only stare at him. When it
came to sex, she wasn’t overly experienced nor one who had
participated in unusual escapades or positions. She grew up a farm
girl, living in a rural area, where the closest town had a
population of just three hundred. In high school, she’d gone steady
with two guys. The first had been Robby Cove, who lived half a mile
down the road from her father’s farm. Her sophomore through senior
years saw her with Johnny Ryboder, the star quarterback, who did
more fumbling in the backseat of his car than he did on the
football field. After graduation, she moved to New York City, met
and married the first man who courted her seriously, then divorced
six years later.

“You can’t be serious,” Jilly
said.

“Why not? Are you
afraid?”

“No, it’s just that it’s…” The idea
of playing with any sort of dildo didn’t frighten her. She had a
couple stashed in the drawer of her nightstand to calm her needs.
But, the fact she’d never done anything exciting in the bedroom
with a lover certainly embarrassed her. How could she tell Ford she
was clueless about such things?

Work kept her busy, so she didn’t do a lot of
dating. Ava, who was Jilly’s best friend and co-worker, had
introduced her to Ford. They’d ducked into a café one blustery day
after work and chatted over cappuccino and finger sandwiches. Ford
walked in, spotted her pal, who he knew through Ava’s older
brother, and stopped to talk for a few minutes. After her best girl
left, Ford had joined Jilly at her table. Two hours later, he had
her cell number, and she had a date with him the following Friday
night. Although everyone thought he was a great guy and he treated
her like a princess, it bothered her that they hadn’t made love
yet.

She eyed the candy cane and then met his
mischievous expression. Now, however, it appeared she’d
underestimate him. Her ex-husband, Steve, had never tried anything
sexually adventurous with her. As their marriage eased into its
inevitable demise, she’d always been the one to initiate sex with
him whenever she got the itch. Like he always did, he’d flip the
covers back and she’d straddle him, doing all the work.

Ford cupped her cheek. “Think about it,
sweetheart.”

“Until now you’ve never even
mentioned—”

“Hey, I’m not a jerk,” he said. “I
don’t ravish a woman at the first sign she’s interested, and I’m
not a love-them-and-leave-them guy either.” Slipping the striped
stick back in the bag, he added, “Especially a woman I’m really
interested in. I don’t want to do anything that makes you
uncomfortable, Jilly. If I do, just say the word, okay?”

Unable to believe her ears, she
nodded.

“I’ll put this particular Christmas
present away until you’re ready for it,” he told her.
“Okay?”

Slowly, she nodded.

Once it was safely hidden and covered with
white tissue paper again, he sat back and draped one arm around her
shoulders. “Would you like to order in tonight?”

“Order in?” she echoed, her mind
still on the candy cane.

“Yeah. Chinese take-out? Pizza?
Greek? Or would you rather I cook?”

“I’m going to take a long bath, so
you decide.”

“Hmm, let me think about it for a
while.

“So why did we take the subway?”
she asked.

He flicked his gaze at the bag and then back
to her.

She gasped. No way. Not on the
subway!

Ford burst out laughing.

 


***

 


The steamy water eased the ache from her feet
and legs. Jilly sighed, slipping lower in the tub, the bath
relaxing her. Although she was only twenty-nine, the four years of
high school basketball, followed by four years of playing on a
women’s lingerie football team during college, had taken a toll on
her joints, especially her hips, knees and ankles. Too much walking
around on concrete, wearing anything with more than an inch-high
heel, killed her joints.

A light knock on the door startled her. She
thrashed, coming fully awake, and grimaced as water splashed over
the side of the tub.

“Jilly?”

She finished sliding all the way down the back
of the basin. Her nakedness hidden beneath the white foam, she
replied, “Yeah?”

“Can I come in?”

“Uh, sure.”

The door swung open, revealing twinkling
candlelight beyond him in the small living room. Soft Christmas
music reached her. Ford held out a glass of red wine.

“You must have read my mind,” she
said.

“I could tell you were struggling
with pain today,” he replied.

“You could?” She gaped at him. This
guy was full of surprises. “How?”

“The strain on your face.” Next to
her, he set the clear goblet down, the glass ringing faintly upon
contact with the porcelain edge. “My oldest sister played a lot of
sports in college. She gets that same look if she does too much
walking around the city or we spend a day with her kids at the zoo
or amusement park.”

“You are so sweet. Thank
you.”

“No problem,” he said. “Take your
time. Supper won’t be ready for another forty-five minutes to an
hour.”

“All right.” She reached for the
wine.

With a smile that nearly made her come in the
tub, he shut the door. Damn, what a handsome, sexy man. His kisses
overheated her blood, but if he cupped one of her breasts or her
ass, she knew she’d explode upon contact. In a way, he made her sad
that she’d never had that chemistry or intimacy with her
ex-husband. All those years wasted when there were men like Ford in
the world. Sighing, she swept one wet hand over her face. Live and
learn, she mused and sipped from the heavy goblet.

It had been a monumental effort for Steve to
pour her a cup coffee let alone bring her a glass of wine and cook
supper. After the first few weeks of their marriage were under way,
she’d quickly realized Steve had only wanted a good, reliable woman
who would manage his big house and wait on him hand and foot. She
let more wine rush into her mouth, taking a larger gulp. The taste
and aroma of the grapes filled her senses, but as it pleased her, a
disturbing thought crushed her enjoyment. She really shouldn’t
compare Ford to Steve or vice versa. They were two totally
different men.

Regardless, she couldn’t help doing so. She’d
tried to damn hard to please Steve, to make him love her, that
whenever he didn’t acknowledge her efforts—which was all the
time—it crushed her soul like egg shells under a boot
heel.

The more Jilly thought about Ford, the more
she wanted him. What would he feel like inside her? She set the
glass down and then let her other hand drift to her sex.
Tentatively, she touched herself, but the moment she did, the
desire building in her jumped so high she jerked her fingers away.
The last thing she wanted was to get herself off. That was her
gorgeous boyfriend’s job.

If he ever took her to bed.

She relaxed, enjoyed her wine and, when she’d
finished it, quickly lathered her hair and body. Once she’d dunked
herself, she rose, pulled the curtain and finished her bath by
conditioning her hair and then rinsing it in under the
shower.

After she toweled off, she stepped into the
bedroom and contemplated what to put on that didn’t scream “fuck me
now!” Neither did she want to wear something that gave Ford the
impression she was bored and sleepy.

She opened the door and peeped out at him. The
Christmas lights strung throughout the apartment blinked on and off
in slow, steady patterns. Ford had even plugged in the tree
strands, their blue and white LED bulbs illuminating the dark
corner by the stereo system. Mariah Carey singing “All I Want for
Christmas” provided enticing ambiance. A huge grin spread over her
face. He’d certainly set the mood for romance and holiday
spirit.
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