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Blurb

[image: ]




CURVY LUCY CARDANN lives a mundane life. The most exciting thing to happen to her in years is Artemis Shaw leasing the apartment above her bakery. The British man is an ebony enigma she’d like to undress...um, unwrap. Yes, definitely unwrap. Or maybe undress...definitely undress.

Her boring life changes the night she drops by her mysterious tenant’s place and interrupts a masked man with a gun. The burglary leads to the revelation of royal secrets, hidden identities, and sexy confessions. And some undressing. Okay, lots of undressing.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One

[image: ]




LUCY CARDANN PAUSED for a moment outside Artemis Shaw’s door, smoothing back strands of caramel-brown that had escaped the tight chignon she’d fastened that morning. That was long ago, and she knew she still looked like what she was—a curvy woman who had spent all day baking—even after freshening up in the bakery’s bathroom and changing into the spare sweater she’d brought.

At least the clinging lilac cashmere highlighted her girls to best advantage. Why couldn’t she be one of the curvy women who were blessed with a heavenly rack instead of small breasts? It wouldn’t be so bad if they were at least perky, but only standing on her head would make them defy gravity.

She bit back a giggle that was part nervousness and part amusement at the mental image of her standing on her head. That was a feat she had never managed, even in high school gym class, when she had been her thinnest, which was still a long way from svelte. 

As she had advised herself all day, she repeated mentally that it was no big deal to drop by Artemis’s apartment with those cranberry scones he liked. She only made them every few months, and it was a courtesy to hold back a half-dozen for her tenant. There was no reason to be nervous about delivering a thoughtful gift.

And if it gave her an opportunity to ogle the finest specimen of manhood Britain ever produced, well that was just a bonus. Artemis wouldn’t realize she was bringing scones on the pretext of absorbing some eye candy of the dark chocolate variety.

Or maybe he would realize it, and he would confess he wanted her as much as she wanted him, that two years as the tenant of his curvy American landlady had made him ravenous for her voluptuous body. Maybe the mysterious ebony hunk would ravish her on that lumpy sofa that had been part of the furnished décor. 

She knew precisely how uncomfortable it could be, since she had slept on it many nights while starting the bakery, resisting the urge to invest in a proper bed for the little space when she was saving for a nice two-bedroom house half a block from the bakery.

Two years ago, she’d had enough saved for the house due to the success of the bakery, so she had advertised the apartment. After going through three tenants in five months, Artemis had been a dream come true. Quiet, neat, and polite, he could have been the poster child for proper renters’ behavior.

Unfortunately, in two years, she still knew next-to-nothing about him. Lucy wasn’t even sure what he did for a living. He had put Freelance Security Consultant on his application, but his vague explanation hadn’t done anything to clarify what that meant. He’d resisted any attempts for more clarification over the first few months of his tenancy, and she had dropped the issue.

She knew Artemis was in his late-thirties, never seemed to date—men or women—and was intelligent. The few times they interacted monthly, he was always articulate and insightful. They’d had many delightful conversations, and it was only after she analyzed them later that she realized she had still learned nothing about him.

Artemis Shaw was an ebony enigma she would love to undress...um, unwrap. Definitely unwrap. And undress. Why deny herself the pleasure of both? Her generous hips and soft tummy were testament to her belief that life was too short to deny yourself what you really wanted.

Except she had yet to figure out a way to get Artemis to realize he was what she wanted. Or if he had realized, he was clearly not interested and remained politely oblivious to discourage her while avoiding embarrassing her.

Being a curvy girl with confidence issues was hell sometimes. At twenty-nine, she was finally fine in her own skin and had grown to love her body, but she still had trouble believing any man might. Especially if he was a dark-skinned, muscular man standing halfway between six and seven-feet and looked like he could break any woman in half—or support her against the wall while giving her a lusty fuck.
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