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Excerpt 3

T hey slept in shifts, Crashing on the beds and 
sofas upstairs when they grew tired.
Lucy supervised every detail, vigilantly guarding 

against seized ganache and air bubbles—but even she 
managed to get some rest.  With all hands on deck to 
prepare the biggest batch ever, Cupids quickly began 
piling up, and the laughter never stopped.

Instead of French jazz, Lena had put on a station 
filled with upbeat love songs, and they all sang along 
as they worked—some more in tune than others.  
Lucy’s mother, who explained to Dean that she was 
a disaster with chocolates, volunteered to fetch and 
carry.  

Pablo claimed custodianship of Lucy’s computer 
and set about designing the most efficient delivery 
routes for the following day, printing out carefully 
detailed spreadsheets and directing his designated 
minions on exactly which orders were to be loaded 
into which cars in which order.  

The van which had been blocking the alley when 
Dean arrived turned out to be the one Lucy’s stepfa-
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ther had rented to help with deliveries, and several 
other volunteers had brought their own cars. As one 
set of helpers replenished the stock of Cupids for the 
busiest day of the year, another carefully loaded the 
preordered chocolates.

Malcolm and Tyler turned out to be chocolate-
tempering savants, while Mark and Georgie dem-on-
strated deft piping skills. Lena put her artistic talents 
to good use, decorating the tops with drizzles of rasp-
berry chocolate, and Dean found himself in charge of 
checking the finished chocolates and putting them on 
trays for display. Lucy came over periodically to peer 
over his shoulder and make sure the finished product 
was up to her glossy, perfect standards.

The rich, sweet scent of chocolate filled the shop, 
even more than usual.  Or maybe Dean was just more 
aware of it.  Everything felt brighter.  Sweeter.

He hadn’t had a chance to tell her how he felt.  
Ever since their army of helpers had interrupted 

them, he hadn’t had a single private moment with 
Lucy.  It had been right on the tip of his tongue—the 
truth he’d realized tonight when he’d thought about 
why it was so vitally important to him that Lucy be-
lieve in love and happily-ever-afters—but he didn’t 
want to tell her in a crowded kitchen with over a 
dozen people watching.  

He kept catching her eye, brushing a hand along 
her back whenever he got the chance.  He was hyper-
aware of her, and he knew she was just as conscious 
of him, but everything unspoken between them 
looked like it was going to stay unspoken for at least 
a little while longer.

Her arm bumped against his as she came up be-
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side him again, reaching past him to pluck one of the 
less-than-perfect Cupids off the tray and relocate it to 
the not-for-sale pile.  

He caught her studying the others on his cookie 
sheet with an eagle eye.  “Checking up on me?”

“Checking up on everyone,” she corrected with a 
smile.  “These are the Valentine’s Cupids.  They have 
to be perfect.”

He glanced over at the clock and picked up one of 
the chocolates.  “It’s after midnight.  You could test 
one out. See if it works.”

A rosy flush suffused her cheeks as she plucked 
the Cupid off his palm and set it back on the tray.  
“Save them for the paying customers.  Even with all 
this, I’m worried we won’t have enough.”

“Then we’ll make more,” he assured her.  “Don’t 
worry.”

“We should set aside one for your live feed tomor-
row,” she suggested.  “Just to make sure we don’t run 
out before you get your moment.”  She grabbed one of 
the flat boxes, folding it with deft motions and writing 
his name on the top.  “Here. So none of the clerks 
tomorrow sell it by accident.”

Since several of the clerks for tomorrow were Cu-
pid-success volunteers and it was likely to be chaos, 
it was a good idea.  Dean dropped the chocolate into 
the box, and Lucy sealed it, setting it on a high shelf 
where it would be out of the way.  

“There,” she declared, smiling softly up at him.  
“One Channel Five Cupid Reserve.”

He met her gaze, his lips quirking upward.  “You 
know you’re finally going to have to tell me,” he com-
mented casually, “since I’m seeing how they’re made 
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now.  What is the secret ingredient?  Did you spike 
the ganache with the juice of a special flower found 
only in the wilds of the Amazon?  Do you order special 
vanilla pods from orchids that only grow in Tibet?”

“I don’t know if I can trust you,” Lucy said. Dean 
averted his eyes so she wouldn’t see the flash of hurt 
in them. But then Lucy leaned even closer, her shoul-
der brushing against his as her breath whispered 
against his cheek.  

He met her gaze then, and her face was so close 
that for a moment, he forgot what they were talking 
about.  That ring of darker blue around the soft gray 
blue of her eyes held all of his attention.  How had 
she come to mean so much to him in just a few short 
weeks?

“Are you sure you want to know?” she asked low, 
the words only reaching his ears. 

“I do,” he murmured back.  He wanted to know 
everything about this woman. He’d always loved mys-
teries, uncovering secrets, but the idea that she might 
actually trust him with her most precious one made 
his heart beat harder in his chest.  

She leaned infinitesimally closer, her lashes 
veiling her eyes, as her voice became just a breath 
of air—more a feeling than sound...

Find out the secret ingredient! Read Sweeter than Chocolate!

 

9 30/05/2022   0




