
Dear Reader, 

 

Thank you for your support. We appreciate each and 

every one of you—your time and your trust mean so 

much to us. 

 

As a follow-up to the release of the first novel in the 

Sugarverse Series, Marlayna is gifting loyal fans with 

a look at Aurick’s and Mercy’s honeymoon. Enjoy! 
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At one time, neither had thought their 

relationship was salvageable. As his employee, 

she’d betrayed him with a mountain of lies. And, 

the words he’d used in anger—to hurt her 

intentionally were unforgivable.  

For Aurick, his repeated apology would never be 

enough to make up for the hateful things he’d said. 

But he’d spend his life paying penance and erasing 

them from her memory. 

His lips fluttered over her temple, tasting the 

saltiness of her skin, where she’d wiped and dried 

her tears during their wedding ceremony.  

Immediately, his thoughts recalled this 

afternoon. When she’d stood at the aisle’s end in 

the empire-waist wedding gown, he was rendered 

powerless—unable to swallow or breathe, and as 



she reached him, he couldn’t speak. He didn’t 

remember lifting her veil, only the sparkling 

brilliance of her blue eyes fixated on his. She made 

him feel like a god. Arrogant, conceited, and envied. 

Caused by his intense emotions, his heart swelled 

with near physical pain.  

Never had another loved as he loved her.  

It wasn’t possible. 

Mercy nestled her head on his shoulder, 

inhaling his intoxicating, woodsy, male musk.  

This was the scent of his protection, of her 

security.  

Her man—the one who now belonged to her—

forever.  

She was safe in his body’s shelter and free from 

the outside world’s expectations. The love and 

devotion she had, elevated him above all, placing 

him on a pedestal like a religious idol. Her 

profound emotions were inexpressible.  

Within minutes, Power Valley Holdings’ 

luxurious, white jet soared into the darkened sky, 

leveled out, then smoothly coasted southeast. 

The sconces embedded in the cream walls above 

the small windows cast a soft glow along the 

interior’s edge. Matching leather accentuated with 

dark brown covered the chairs and wraparound 

sectional nestled between walnut tables, a bar, and 

fireplace, which radiated a flickering orange 

pattern over the thick plush carpet. 

The door between the cockpit and cabin opened 

and discreetly, a well-dressed, suited attendant 

moved behind the bar.  



From the darkened center of the wraparound, 

Aurick quietly asked. “Anything to report?” 

The man carried a champagne bucketed bottle 

of Dom Pérignon to the low square table in front of 

the newlyweds.  

His voice was even and matched his employer’s 

volume. “The weather service has advised there’s a 

minor storm in the southeast states. We should 

arrive in Havana in six and a half hours. A car from 

the sugar plantation will be waiting and the house 

is ready to receive you. Do you require anything 

else?” 

The groom’s suit-jacketed arm tightened on his 

bride’s side as he answered. “No. We’ll see to 

ourselves for the rest of flight.” 

On a handheld remote, Aurick punched a 

button. The sconces switched off, leaving the fire 

and a pathway of tiny bulbs as the only light. A 

saxophone dominated the soft, bluesy melody 

playing through the private cabin.  

Reluctantly, he shifted her away as he 

straightened and discarded his jacket and formal 

accessories, then uncuffed his wrists. 

She moistened and bit her bottom lip as she 

devoured the sight of his muscular frame with 

anticipation.  

He reached for her and with a devilish smile, he 

commanded. “Wife, dance with me.” 

Her fingers settled into his palm and he pulled 

her upright as she shrugged off the white fabric of 

her jacket from her shoulders, exposing her black 



v-lined camisole and the nakedness of her 

collarbone, arms, and back. 

The white fabric of her slacks emphasized the 

curve of her hips as he maneuvered her into the 

open space.  

His thick arm circled her waist, and he dragged 

her body against his length. Using his knee to split 

her legs, he melded her warmth onto his chiseled 

thigh. 

She pressed the silky material of her camisole 

against his broad chest. One of her hands wound 

into the hair at his neck and the other rested on his 

heart. Its rhythm thudded with her own.  

Her supple, beautiful body bound with his 

perfectly. His free hand glided up her contoured 

ribcage and along the swell of her breast, raising 

delicious goosebumps along her delicate skin.  

His lips brushed the sensitive cord on her throat 

as he huskily whispered in her ear. “I will devote the 

entirety of my life to loving you with my touch’s 

every caress, my mouth’s every word, and my 

mind’s every thought, Mrs. Spencer.”  

As he recited his wedding vows again, her toes 

curled into the carpet and her heart fluttered 

erratically. She felt his digits pull the pins from her 

coiled style and her blonde hair tumbled down in 

soft curls. 

She arched her spine away from his body, 

evading the kisses he was bestowing on her neck. 

Impatiently, she sighed and her pleading eyes 

found his. Her tone was sultry, filled with evidence 

of what his hold was doing to her. “I want–”  



“No.” He chuckled as he pulled her upper torso 

back against his, then rested his forehead on hers. 

His arousal twitched against her abdomen, well 

aware of how she would have ended the sentence. 

Typically, their lovemaking was animalistic, and he 

strove to fulfill her rushed, eager demands.  

Their champagne-laced breaths mingled 

together, washing warmly over the other’s face. 

“Tonight should be romantic.”  

She tangled both of her hands in his chin-length 

loose curls, urging his lips downward to explore her 

waiting mouth. “You mean to torture me.”  

He ignored her invitation. “Worship.”  

His palm trailed up her arm, disentangled her 

fingers, and threaded them through his own. He 

brought her hand to his chest, holding it in place as 

he swayed their bodies in time to the seductive, 

dark music. The tantalizing friction intensified his 

thickened arousal and further pitted his abdomen 

with need.   

Her peaked clit grazed the fabric of her slacks 

and burned with every steady nudge of his thigh, 

heightening her building desperation for release. 

The tissue tightened, seeking satisfaction, and her 

breathing quickened as he stared into her eyes.  

He felt her fingers curl into his hand over his 

heart. He knew what she was attempting. Glazing 

passion clouded her unfocused vision. 

Without warning, he dropped the hand from her 

waist, his other arm propelled her backwards and 

spun her through a turn. A second later, he 



returned her body to the platonic shelter of his 

arms.  

With a disappointed groan, she shifted in his 

embrace to look at him. “You’re evil.”  

“Truly.” He whispered before his hungry mouth 

captured her parted lips and his tangy tongue swept 

inside to caress hers.  

This she liked. His hunger. His need.  

Her hands rubbed the base of his nape. His firm 

palms raced down her spine and cupped the white 

fabric stretched over her ass. His digits kneaded her 

soft curves, and she responded with a delightful 

moan as she aggressively worked her tongue 

against his. Her hands were pulling his head, 

wanting to decrease the imaginary space between 

them. This was how it was. They could never be 

melded enough, connected enough. They always 

needed more. 

His fingers worked the zipper at the back of her 

pants down, then slid his palms inside, expecting 

the barrier of her underwear.  

When he didn’t find it, he tore his mouth from 

hers and buried his lips into the soft flesh of her 

neck. “Jesus, Mercy.” Her vanilla scent drove his 

tongue to taste her skin. He ran his tongue to her 

lobe, then traveled down along the sensitive cord to 

the base of her shoulder where he gently sank his 

greedy teeth.  

His erection fought against the constraint of his 

pants, of its own volition, searching for her.  



She smiled, knowing he wasn’t impervious to 

the sexual slavery their contact induced. She craved 

their vulgar joining.  

For a split second, he lost his resolve and his 

hands sent the barrier of her pants down her legs. 

But he regained his control quickly. Dammit, he 

would love her—slowly, romantically, and 

torturously. His wife and their marriage deserved 

it.  

He scolded his voracious desire as his mouth 

sought hers again, wanting to drug her with kisses 

until she could not tempt him to abandon his wish.  

He went on kissing her, caressing her tongue 

with his, and sweeping the recesses of her mouth 

until they both needed to breathe. Only then, he 

broke their embrace and listened as she gulped 

oxygen with her sharp inhales.   

She felt his hand curve over the side of her waist, 

then teasingly, he trailed his fingers across her 

abdomen as he shifted his stance, circling her, and 

stopped when her back rested against his chest.  

His hands tugged her silky camisole upward, 

over her head, and tossed it aside as her hands ran 

up his muscular thighs and loosened his button and 

zipper.   

The black lacey bra puckered under the weight 

of his palms as he cupped her breasts, kneading 

them before his digits reached the center clasp in 

the valley between, exposing her peaks to the open 

air.  



Exquisitely, his palms massaged up and down 

her naked length, creating a wake of thrilling 

shivers along her skin wherever he traveled.  

His head nudged hers aside, giving his ravenous 

lips and tongue access to her throat and shoulders. 

And as he feasted, the well-kept shadow on his chin 

scraped her sensitive collarbone.  

Reveling, she arched backward, offering her 

encouragement. His hands were everywhere at 

once. On her hip, rubbing its protruding bone. On 

her round breast, squeezing its firm shape. His 

fingers spanned her ribs and teased her nipples. 

His palms on her thighs.  

She lifted her hand, cupping his neck, and her 

eyes closed.  

His wife’s body was his sanctuary. Nothing 

existed but her. Her pleasure. Her scent. Her skin. 

He basked in the knowledge that it was his hands, 

his body, and his expertise that extorted her small, 

delightful cries.  

And he wanted to give her more.  

She gasped with surprise when he scooped her 

into his strong arms and carried her to the low 

table. He settled her onto the smooth, cool surface, 

then knelt at her feet and handed her one of the 

forgotten champagne glasses. She drank thirstily as 

he freed her ankles from her pants.  

He picked up a throw pillow and placed it 

behind her as she emptied the glass. He tossed it 

aside, then pressed his palm to her chest, forcing 

the flat of her back downward onto the table’s top.  



He emptied the second glass in a single gulp and 

removed the bucket.    

The sight of her peaked nipples, her bumped 

flesh, and the invitation of her parted legs caused 

his body to burn with aching desire.  

After dipping his hand into the ice, he positioned 

it above the valley of her breasts and squeezed, 

melting the cubes in his palm. Between his fisted 

fingers, water escaped and dripped onto the 

warmth of her silky skin.  

Startled, she gasped and her muscles tensed 

beneath the droplets.  

When all that remained was a small sliver, his 

cold, wet palm rounded over her breast, and he felt 

her nipple poke pointedly against his rough hand as 

his mouth dipped and he tongued a hot path over 

her cooled flesh.  

The molten heat of his coarse appendage 

burned, fluttering and flipping her abdomen wildly 

as her back arched in response.   

His hands disappeared under her, spanning and 

holding the weight of her spine. Her body was fluid 

as he bathed the bend of her protruding ribs, then 

down the tender flesh of her concaved stomach, and 

finally, southward until his mouth found the dainty 

folds of her aroused sex. 

As his firm, rough tongue dragged up and down 

between and over her silky petals, her hand settled 

onto his head, and with encouragement, massaged 

his scalp. He felt the slight push of her muscles 

against his lips and the minuscule movements of 

her body’s pleasant reaction.    



She tasted like Mercy. A sweet, musky vanilla 

flavor that belonged only to her—his wife. 

After exploring each sleek contour and familiar 

pleat, the flat of his fervent, wet tongue dragged 

against her coiled, engorged nub as the pressure of 

his lips sealed over her mound. His mouth suckled 

as his slick appendage manipulated her to the 

tempo of the music with a firm upward stretch 

followed by a few whirling beats, then echoed.    

In delicious agony, the small of her back curved 

upward and her bottom stirred. When her mouth 

fell open, she wet her lips and her breathing 

deepened as pleasure prickled her nerve endings.  

Absorbed in his masterful play, she hadn’t 

realized he’d shook the champagne bottle until the 

cold liquid sprayed her an instant before the ribbed 

neck slid into the heat of her taut entrance. She 

moaned as the smooth glass touched her parted 

thighs and the contents showered and bathed the 

interior of her exquisite tunnel.  

The sudden contrast between her fiery heat and 

the frigid temperature caused her passage to 

constrict in dazzling wonderment. The pitch of 

sensations dizzied her mind and her pulse raced. 

The bottle left, replaced by the burn of his mouth 

as he secured her opening and drank the 

champagne when it deserted her.  

  Overwhelmed by the blunt, rapid changes, her 

frame quaked. When his attention returned to her 

air-exposed button, her tiny moans grew closer and 

louder.  



Two of his long fingers slipped inside her, 

matching the music’s drumbeat and with wild 

abandonment, her hips writhed, searching to 

release the coiling tension in her abdomen.   

As she squirmed, it intensified, becoming 

stronger and tighter.  

She resisted the urge to find the precipice 

waiting for her, wanting the glorious build to 

continue, but the artistry of his technique bested 

her and without warning, she plummeted through 

the freefall of her climax. Dazzling lights spiraled in 

her heavy mind and her torso rocked as each 

rapturous spasm wrenched her from the table.  

He watched in amazement as she reached her 

apex. Her limbs thrashed against the table and 

quick, uninhibited, delightful moans purred from 

her throat.     

And all he could think was, she was his. There 

were no more barriers, shyness, or posturing 

between them. Every emotion and every 

interaction was raw. He couldn’t believe the fortune 

he’d found in their relationship. How could this be 

his life every day forward? 

She’d barely stopped quaking before she 

clambered upright, pushed him backwards onto the 

floor, and tore his shirtfront wide as she straddled 

his hips.  

She peeled the material off his shoulder as her 

hair settled over him and her mouth lathered his 

jaw with kisses. Savage with lust, her hands wove 

into his hair and used its leverage to slide her frame 



down his chest and over his ribs until her mouth 

found the split of his zipper. 

She thwarted his attempts to manage her, using 

the intimate knowledge of his delightful 

weaknesses against him, so he was powerless to 

battle back against her swift movements.  

He felt her hands tug his pants and underwear 

down, and he aided her by lifting his hips. But she 

left the constricting fabric above his knees, stifling 

his mobility.  

Slowly, she inched up his torso until her hard 

nipples brushed against his chest and their lips 

were only separated by a breath.  

“I love you.” She whispered as her lips languidly 

parted over his. 

His palms wrapped her sides and spanned her 

waist. The supple soft of her curves melded against 

his muscular, chiseled frame.  

Her fingers dragged downward over his pecs, 

and they drew circles around his nipples as their 

kiss continued.  

She loved the feel of him beneath her, the strong 

beat of his heart, the heat radiating from his body, 

and the feel of his hands kneading her spine.  

He broke their kiss and nuzzled her ear with his 

mouth. His heavy breath rushed over her neck.  

He growled. “I want you.”  

She playfully smiled as she lifted her shining 

eyes to look at him. “Do you?” 

His teeth pretended to lunge at her and 

hoarsely, he managed. “You know I do.”  



She forced his head back down with her hands 

as her body slid down his. “But I’m going to taste 

you.”  

His head shook negatively in her palms. “No, 

Mercy. Tonight is about you.”  

Her hair dragged over him and he felt the rush 

of her air against his erection as his hands settled 

on her scalp. “No, it’s about us.”  

Then her wet mouth sank over the head of his 

solid shaft and her tongue’s tip rubbed the fleshy bit 

on its underside.  

The air through his clenched teeth hissed as he 

drew in a deep breath. Flames of desire traveled 

with the blood in his veins. God, how he wanted her 

right now.  

Familiar with accommodating him, her throat 

slid open, and she dropped her mouth until her 

plush lips wrapped the thickness of his base, then 

her cheeks caved as they formed a vacuum and 

pulled upwards, extracting the small amount of 

salty seed from his pleat.  

He wanted to thrust—to move—but she held him 

captive. All he could do was relax and enjoy the 

persistent caress of her throat as her head bobbed 

to the melody’s swift beat.  

Soon he felt her palms knead his testicles, and 

the fingers she rolled over the gratifying spot 

directly behind them. She knew him too well, and it 

didn’t take long before his body stiffened and his 

come shot down her throat.   



When his jerking stopped, he gently pulled her 

hair, bringing her upward to lie at his side in the 

crook of his arm.   

As his heart slowed under her cheek, one of his 

hands held her leg over his abdomen while his other 

drew lazy circles over her shoulder. 

With a content smile, her fingers drummed his 

chest. “Hungry?” 

His chest expanded as he took a deep, relaxing 

breath, then his body stretched beneath her. “I 

could eat.” 

 

By the time he’d secured the hidden bed over the 

low center table, she returned, dumping her spoils 

at his feet. When she climbed under the blankets 

and settled next to where he laid, he shifted his 

body and opened his eyes to lazily stare into hers.  

“Find anything?” His hand settled on the rise of 

her hip.  

She shivered and scooched closer to absorb 

some of his heat. “A chill.”  

Her icy toes touched his shin, and he recoiled as 

she giggled.  

He reached for the packages. “What did you 

bring me?”   

She arranged her pillows and sat up, resting 

against them. “Crackers, cold cuts, and sliced fruit.”  

“Thank God it wasn’t something you had to 

cook.” 

“Hey!” She nudged him. “My cooking isn’t that 

bad.”  



“If it weren’t for the lunches Gwen ordered or 

the sometimes evening meetings, I probably would 

have starved to death in those first few months.” 

Aurick referred to his best friend who was Power 

Valley Holdings’ vice-president, then chuckled, 

popping a grape into his mouth.  

Playfully, she threatened. “You should probably 

be nicer, or you may do your own cooking in 

Havana.” 

He dropped the container and swung his hips 

over hers, trapping her thighs beneath him. 

“Thankfully, we have staff. There are a lot of things 

I love about you, but your cooking isn’t one.” His 

hands settled on her shoulders, then rubbed 

downwards along her arms. 

“Like?” The kneading motions of his palms fired 

the nerve endings along her skin. 

His lips brushed over hers. “These.” 

She could taste the grape’s full flavor on his 

tongue as he explored her mouth. 

Instantly, the conversation was forgotten as a 

heady sensuality consumed both their thoughts. 

Her fingers threaded through his hair as his 

hands spanned her waist and he tugged her back 

down onto the mattress. 

Their naked bodies tangled together as he 

drugged her with his kiss. She felt the tip of his 

manhood laying pointedly against her inner thigh. 

The beats of their hearts raced, melding into one. 

His mouth traveled over her throat, then buried 

into her neck, his breath washed over her ear. Of 

their own volition, her toes curled and the muscles 



of her pelvis flexed upwards, alerting him to her 

want. 

“Not yet, Mercy.” He whispered as he tongued 

her ear lobe. 

His pouty mouth traveled along her collarbone 

as his hand cupped her breast, peaking her nipple 

for him to taste.  

She dragged her hands over his back as she 

forcefully murmured. “I want to be your wife.” 

“In time,” he managed between the swirls of his 

tongue.  

No, this pace wouldn’t do. She wanted to feel 

him inside her. 

She fisted his hair in her hand and pulled, and 

when she captured his mouth with her own, the kiss 

she administered was fraught with unrestrained 

passion. 

With his attention focused on the slide of their 

tongues, she was able to maneuver her hand 

between their bodies, and with little 

encouragement, she coaxed the head of his hard 

shaft against her dampening folds. 

That was all she managed before he broke their 

heated kiss. 

His penetrating eyes narrowed on hers, but he 

didn’t move. 

He felt her pelvis flex upwards, forcing his meaty 

cap to disappear inside of her. 

The short entry sent thrilling tingles of 

anticipation over her hips and spine. 

Again, her pelvis curled upwards, then down. 



Her hand found the base of his neck and she 

pulled, urging him to love her now. 

The pressure of her gripping fingers, the 

passionate twinkle in her eyes, and the eager way 

her hips were gyrating inflamed and blazed the 

lustful fire within him. 

He tunneled his arms underneath her as the 

weight of his torso covered her. His palms curled on 

her shoulders, pulling them down when he thrusted 

the long length of his thick erection into the depth 

of her ovenlike hollow.  

A satisfied moan escaped her as she felt the 

friction of his ribbed veiny circumference stretch 

and glide, expanding the tissue of her slippery 

passage, burrowing until his pelvic bone pressed 

against her sensitive clit. 

Through his labored breath, his hoarse tone 

managed. “Nothing matters, except this—my love 

for you.” His muscular ass lifted as he withdrew his 

lengthy rod, then slowly it pushed forward again. 

“I’m filling you with my love and for every stroke, I 

add a day to how long my love will last.”  

“Show me.” Her hips lifted off the bed and met 

the lunge of his manhood, forcing him deeper. 

The unified movement of their rhythmic bodies 

communicated what they couldn’t express with 

words. 

As the rain began, it sounded on the jet’s 

exterior, his firm manhood feverishly rocked into 

her fiery sheath.  

She bucked her velvety folds over him and 

ground her slickened button into his bristly hair, 



causing the coiled intense need to heighten through 

her.  

The ferocious drum of the water beating on the 

metal above muffled the throaty sounds of their 

lovemaking. The erratic noise triggered the carnal 

coupling she craved.  

Her walls clenched against his rigid length, 

enticing him to pitch faster, ram deeper, and find 

fulfillment in her writhing box.   

Sweat beaded on his back and he fought the 

cresting urge as she milked the ridges of his slick 

member.   

In a flash, light illuminated them. His fingers 

threaded between her smaller ones. His palms 

forced her arms wide across the silky sheets.  

In another, her hands were on his face, pressing 

his forehead to hers. The wash of their heated 

grunts and moans laced as their eyes locked.  

Underneath him, her body shuddered. The 

clamped muscles enveloping his engorged shaft 

spasmed wildly and pulsated against his flesh.  

At the same time as his hips flexed into her, 

pumping the surge of his seed into her deep 

recesses, a sudden explosion jolted the jet. 

It took both a second to realize the interior was 

completely black and the hum of the engines were 

absent.  

For several seconds, the jet lofted and franticly, 

Aurick fumbled to hand her a lap belt from either 

side of the mattress. 

He hadn’t found himself a second one when the 

vessel fell sharply. And in that instant, as the 



lightning flashed—before his body was toppled 

backwards—his loving eyes found her terrified 

ones. He knew it’d be the last time he’d ever look at 

her.  

He saw her mouth scream as he lost his grip on 

the belt fisted in his hand.      

In the mountainous range of Missouri—in the 

black night’s deserted hours after midnight —there 

was no one to witness the twisting metal as it 

fractured from the wreckage. No one heard the 

sound of the jagged large stones tear through the 

cabin, ripping it to pieces.  

Within moments, it was as if nothing had 

happened at all.  

The End… for now. 


