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Chapter One

 


Rosie

“Incoming at twelve
o’clock, new meat, and hot with it.” Sam grinned at me, and I
rolled my eyes at him. Sam’s definition of interesting totty and
mine were miles apart. He liked cock; I most definitely didn’t. It
was kind of a shame, because Sam was six-foot-three of very
gorgeous, very gay male, and one of my best friends. He was also
the best damn bartender around, and I was lucky to have him working
with me.

“This one’s
hawwt, girl. And heading
straight for you. Reckon your drought is over.” Sam chuckled and
ducked the tea towel I aimed at his head. I spun around, and my
amused giggle at his antics died on my lips. I knew that beauty
sashaying across the crowded floor, and she did indeed make a
beeline for my end of the bar. Shimmering turquoise silk clung to
every one of her delectable curves, and the thigh-high slit showed
the top of her stockings. Long legs ended in six-inch killer heels.
Her walk oozed sexual confidence, but my heart twisted inside my
chest at the expression in Tirath’s eyes when they connected with
mine. God, I
could drown in those charcoal depths, had done so on more than one
occasion in the past, wishing for things that could never
be.

Something was very wrong. My old
school friend shouldn’t be here, for starters. Tirath Mishrah
didn’t do gay bars. The Tirath I knew and loved frequented the
upscale clubs and hotel lobbies of the very wealthy. Right now, she
ought to be celebrating her engagement to the much older
businessman her parents had chosen for her. She ought not be
settling herself in front of me with a fake smile plastered on her
beautiful face.

“Hey, munchkin face. Give
us a screaming orgasm, will you?”

Sam chuckled behind me, and I once
again rolled my eyes at the big lout.

“The drink, dumb head.
Tirath is a friend, that’s all. Sam, meet Tirath. Tirath, meet
Sam.”

My heart did another little lurch in
my chest at the way Tirath’s eyes roamed over Sam’s impressive
physique. Sam, being the showoff he was, puffed out his pecs and
flexed his muscles. Despite my mixed emotions, I had to laugh when
he leaned forward and batted his eyelashes at us both.

“Ladies, I would love to
oblige, but alas, you’re missing a vital appendage.”

Tirath choked on the cocktail I had
just passed to her, and with an exaggerated bum wiggle Sam sashayed
to the other end of the bar to serve an impatient
punter.

“Such a waste. Why are the
good-looking ones always gay? Or assholes of the first order?”
Tirath downed her drink in one go and motioned at me for another.
Before I could question her further, another batch of incoming
drinkers noisily demanded my attention. Conversation became
impossible as the bar got busier and the entertainment kicked off.
As the evening wore on, my gut churned in unease. I’d be left with
an ulcer at the age of twenty-six at this rate.

Tirath talked to no one. Her long
black tresses hid her facial expression, and the odd times our
gazes connected, her expressive charcoal eyes were too bright and
shimmered with unshed tears. Tears which made the knot in my
stomach tighten even more. By the time Sam finally locked the door
behind the last customer, my nerves were shot. Sam frowned at me
from the door, as he looked toward Tirath with a question in his
eyes. As for my friend, she still sat in the same spot she had been
in all evening. She’d even given up the pretense of drinking.
Instead Tirath sat holding her half empty cocktail in a
white-knuckled grip.

“Rosie, I can clear up
here, if you need to go.”

Sam’s deep voice seemed to shake
Tirath out of her trance-like state. She visibly startled, and I
took the glass out of her frozen hand, shocked to the core at the
coldness of those slender digits. What on earth had happened to her
to put her into this state? I was dying to find out, but we needed
privacy for that, and as much as I trusted Sam with my secrets,
Tirath’s were hers to keep or share.

“Thanks, Sam, if you’re
sure.” I smiled over at him and saw him incline his head in
answer.

“Positive. Get your tight
little tootsies out of here, you two. I’m sure you got some
catching up to do.” Sam’s smile didn’t reach his eyes, as he
mouthed the rest to me over Tirath’s head. “You’re gonna be okay,
chick?”

I nodded at Sam, my attention already
shifting to Tirath.

“Hey, Princess T, let’s
get you home.” The childhood nickname brought a watery smile to my
girl’s tight features, and she uncurled her long legs from around
the barstool. My possessive thoughts brought a rush of longing in
their wake. So intense, that I had to grasp the side of the bar to
stop myself from reaching out to Tirath and crushing her to me. I
wasn’t entirely sure I’d be able to keep my hands to myself if I
touched her soft skin.

“I can’t go home.” Tirath
looked up briefly as she whispered those words. “I’m never going
back there, never.”

Sam whistled under his breath, and my
stomach twisted anew at the pain behind these words.

“I wasn’t suggesting you
do. You’re coming home with me, and you’re going to tell me what
the hell is going on.”

Tirath bit back a sob. I
couldn’t stand the distance between us anymore, and I pulled her
into a hug meant to offer the comfort she so clearly needed. I knew
immediately that this was a mistake. Tirath’s curves molded against
me. Her scent surrounded me, made me breathe her in, and I bit back
a curse as my treacherous hormones kicked in. It had been way too
long since I last got laid, if my instant reaction to Tirath’s soft
body was anything to go by. She was my friend, for pity’s sake. A friend in
trouble, deep shit in fact, if the way she clung to me was any
indication.

Allowing myself one precious moment of
pulling Tirath tighter into me, I inhaled deeply and stroked my
hands up and down her sides in an effort to soothe her anxiety. It
was an almost palpable presence between us, and so unlike my brave,
boisterous, and bubbly friend that it damn well near broke my heart
in two to see her like this. To feel the tiny tremors shaking her
curves, as she clung to me as though I held the answers to all of
her troubles.

If only I did. If only I could offer
her everything I wanted to. I ruthlessly ignored the tingles of
awareness that traveled up through my fingertips at the contact of
silky, bare skin as my hands settled on her exposed back. So warm
and soft and mine, if only she let me be that person.

Wishing for something didn’t make it
come true, however, and I was reading far too much into this
situation.

Tirath sighed and snuggled in deeper
for a second. Her breasts brushed against mine, and I swallowed a
moan as my nipples tightened and ached at the contact. Unless I was
completely mistaken—and as lust short-circuited my brain, I
probably was just imagining this—Tirath’s nips firmed, too. How I
wished that was the case, that we were alone, and I could suck
those little nubs into my mouth and hear her moan in response. All
too soon, Tirath shook her head and stepped out of my
embrace.

Heat stained her pale cheeks, and she
didn’t seem to be able to look at me. My heart leaped in my throat
as I latched onto that tell. Jeez, I clearly needed to calm down,
and my libido needed to shut the hell up.

“I’m sorry. That was mean
of me. I don’t … I mean … oh, fuck it all.”

My heart threatened to beat itself out
of my chest at the brief glimpse of something that read an awful
lot like desire in my girl’s eyes. But it couldn’t be. We were just
friends, always had been, and whilst I’d always wished for more,
that didn’t mean it was going to happen. Tirath’s family would have
a fit for starters, and there was the small matter of her fiancé.
I’d never met him, but I resented every picture of the two of them
I’d come across. There was something in his eyes that gave me the
creeps, set all my internal senses on high alert. That man was
hiding something, and as my sweet princess was here I’d hazard a
guess she’d found out whatever murky secrets that man
had.

“Don’t sweat it, Princess
T. No harm done.”

I ignored Sam’s raised eyebrow. He
knew better than anyone what that would have cost me. After all,
Sam was secretly lusting after his own man-whore of a best male
friend. We’d drowned our mutual sorrows on more than one occasion,
and while I’d never volunteered any details on Tirath’s identity,
he’d clearly figured out who she was. I took Tirath’s hand and only
spared Sam a quick glance.

“See you Monday, Sam.
Thanks for locking up.”

“No probs, chicklet. Don’t
do anything I wouldn’t now.” He chuckled to himself and proceeded
to stack the chairs onto the tables, ready for the early morning
cleaning lady. I tamped down the twinge of guilt, knowing that
without my help, Sam would be stuck here a while longer before he,
too, could head home. A quick glance at Tirath dispersed that
thought. My girl needed me more, and Sam was a big boy. He had
this.

I couldn’t stop myself from drawing
slow circles on her hand with my thumb. Her skin was just so damn
soft, and she needed the reassurance. However, my efforts seemed to
have the opposite effect on her, if Tirath’s sharp intake of breath
and the way her eyes widened were anything
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