
        
            [image: cover]
        

    










A Friend in Need






by
Sue Harrington






Copyright 2022 Sue
Harrington

Distributed by Smashwords


Free Gifts






As a Special Gift for acquiring this book
you are
entitled to another 10 Free Bestseller Romance and Erotica Books
worth $34
PLUS incredible weekly
deals on new books and collections!
Do as over 12,700
people before you and grab it all — FREE for a limited time only!






http://www.AmorBooks.com





or simply


AmorBooks.com


Disclaimer:
The material in this book is for mature audiences
only and contains graphic sexual content and is intended for those
over the age of 18 only.

 


***

 



The moment he came to her bedroom, he
set her senses afire.


His tall muscled form served to dwarf
his soft, feminine surroundings; although she had to admit that the
outstanding beauty of his silky dark hair and the chiseled planes
of his flawless face actually enhanced the room’s
design.


For just a moment he stopped to stare
at her; his ebony gaze ensnaring hers as he graced her with a
dazzling white toothed smile.


His moist, full lips parted to tender
effect, and he said, “I was just about to head down to the laundry
room. Anything you want me to throw in the washer for
you?”


Jasmin Taylor blinked hard, the
everyday words uttered by Joel Jenkins—her roommate of two
years—bursting the erotic trance that had held her captive just
seconds before.


“Oh, um, nah.” She cringed at the lack
of articulation that tinged her hurried reply. “I’m
good.”


“OK!” Joel shrugged, adding with a
probing stare, “You OK there, Pal?”


“Never better.” Jasmin answered with a
sharp nod. “All is good here, I assure you.”


Again Joel shrugged, shooting her a
quick wink as he turned for the door.


“That’s good,” he told her over his
shoulder, “because I think your boyfriend’s car just pulled in the
driveway.”


Jasmin was trying to concentrate on
Joel’s words, really she did; but instead she could only focus on
the fall of his ebony hair as it coursed the length of his planed
back — a back clearly visible through a black net shirt that
similarly revealed his bulging chest and firm muscled shoulders.
And while she was at it she managed to check out his sculpted
derriere and his long, sturdy legs.


Her gaze finally rested on the floor,
where she shut her eyes tight and fought to halt her stream of
unbidden emotions.


Why is it, she wondered, that the man
she’d been dating for more than a year never excited her like
this—never made her heart pound and her pussy gush?


“Well, maybe because my roommate is
unfortunately hotter?” said that part of her subconscious she
usually tried to ignore—the part that sounded a lot like Joan
Rivers and got her into a lot of trouble.


Oh, not that her longtime boyfriend
Peter was ugly by any means; and not that she, with her frizzy
brown hair, bespectacled eyes and rubenesque figure, was anything
close to conventionally beautiful. Still she couldn’t hope but to
admire the incredible masculine beauty that Joel
personified.


“Admire,” she sniffed, “that’s a nice
word. Does it mean the same as lust, desire, outright
idolize?”


“Are you OK?”


That was the second time today she’d
been asked that question. Not good.


“I’m kosher, no worries.” Smiling with
more confidence than she felt, Jasmin raised her head to greet
Peter Moore; the short, balding accountant she’d met at her college
graduation. “How are you darling?”


Her grin broadened and grew more
sincere as she basked in the warmth of his tender smile; also in
the gaze of those piercing blue eyes that had drawn her to him in
the first place.


Peter may not be the man of her
dreams, she mused, but he was the man of her heart. And while her
randy playboy roommate seemed to find a different girlfriend every
other month, she and Peter found each other again and again, every
day.


The image of the gorgeous Joel faded
from her mind as she considered the simpler beauty of good, loyal
Peter; finally she returned his boyish grin as she held her hands
out to him.


Both grins dissolved seconds later, as
her boyfriend took a seat next to her on her basic camp
bed.


“Hon, there’s something we have to
talk about,” he released on a labored breath. “I’ve met
someone.”


His mouth fell agape as she met his
words with a brash, casual shrug; leaning forward to rest her chin
on her fist and regard him with disinterested eyes.


“Well we both meet people every day,
seeing as how we both work in public service professions,” she
reasoned. “And the big deal about this person is?”


“I’m passionately, unforgivably in
love with her.”


The words fell from his mouth in
another long rush; this one striking her with full force as she
clasped her hands before her.


“Where did you meet her?” Jasmin
asked, not precisely sure what else she could say.


Peter sighed, burying his head in his
hands.


“We met at the accounting convention I
attended last month in Miami,” his voice low and repentant. “Jasmin
I’m so sorry.”


His girlfriend regarded him a moment,
meeting his regret with a cool expression as she shook her head
slowly from side to side.


“So you’re leaving me for another
number cruncher,” she said finally, adding with a wry smile, “Well
at least she won’t be bored silly by the story of how your crafty
calculations kept three of your clients from imminent prosecution
under the law.”


“Well actually she’s not an
accountant,” Peter shook his head, totally missing the not so
veiled insult hurled in his direction. “She worked as a booth babe
for the McGregor Office Supplies Co-op. She is, however, planning
to study accounting at Clayton Community College next semester,
right after she turns 20!”


A nodding Jasmin rose from the bed,
now scowling in the direction of her red faced
boyfriend.


“Well that’s just grand,” she growled.
“Maybe the two of you can work together to tally up the amount of
money that I loaned you to complete your own stint at accounting
school—plus the cool thou I fronted you a few months ago to help
pay your rent.”


Peter shook his head.


“We said we’d arrange a payment plan,”
he said vaguely, “with a specific due date for all funds
loaned.”


“The due date has been readjusted to
reflect the following,” she leaned over to stare her stunned
visitor straight in the eyes. “You will pay me the money, in cash
mind you, by this Friday—or I’ll be making some informative calls
to the IRS.”


She rather enjoyed the ashen
expression that crossed his ruddy features as he stood to his feet
and made a mad dash for the door.


Jasmin watched him leave with a cool
expression that dissolved the moment she heard the door close; then
she sat down hard on the edge of her bed and stared at the door
he’d closed behind him.


“Two years of my life is just… I don’t
know,” she wrapped her arms around her legs, shaking her head from
side to side as she struggled to grasp the news.


Oh, she knew that she’d survive this;
she, after all, was a self-made woman who had never depended on a
man for money, respect or emotional support. Still and all, it had
been nice to have Peter in her life; someone to hold her, to listen
as she shared the news of her day.


“I guess I never felt swept off my
feet,” she shrugged. “It just made sense for us to be together. And
I thought we always would be. So now what?”


Her head shot up as she noted the
entrance of her roommate; a man who rushed immediately to her side
and wrapped his strong, sturdy arms around her frozen
body.


“I’m so sorry babe.” Pulling her flush
up against the planes of his hard muscled body, Joel cradled her
closer than close as he kissed her flushed cheek. “I saw the
bastard out in the parking lot and asked him why he seemed so
upset. When he told me I made him even more upset.”


Jasmin’s eyes flew wide at this news,
and her face erupted in a giddy smile.


“Did you haul off and slug him?” Hope
sprang eternal.


Joel shook his head.


“I was sorely tempted,” he admitted,
adding with a wink, “but I thought that an assault charge wouldn’t
do much to improve your situation—so instead I just gave him a
light whack with an empty rubber laundry basket.” With these words
he bowed low before her. “Just call me your brave knight in shining
leather, milady.”


Jasmin laughed.


“I’ll be very proud to do just that my
friend,” she rested her head on his muscled shoulder. “Thank you so
much for being here for me right now.”


“Not a problem.” Joel touched her lips
with a soft, sweet kiss. “You were the kind lady who took me in a
year ago when I had no place else to go—charging me much less rent
than you needed to pay the bills around here, because you knew it
was all I could afford.”


Jasmin shook her head.


“You more than paid me back by keeping
this place spotless—a state of being it never came close to
attaining when I lived here alone,” she rolled her eyes
heavenward.


It was Joel’s turn to shake his
head.


“You did a great job, babe,
considering that you were working all the time.” With this he waved
an admiring hand in her direction. “And now just look at us. You’re
a junior partner in a big time marketing firm, and I’m a model
who’s actually finding work in LA.”


A beaming Jasmin nodded in agreement,
pulling her friend to her in an affectionate hug.


“You’re so right,” she graced his
chiseled cheek with a warm, sweet kiss. “We don’t need that jerk in
our lives. We’ll get along just fine.”


“Of course we will,” Joel agreed,
nestling her neck. “And to celebrate his timely and very welcome
departure, I say we pull an all-nighter.”


Jasmin arched her eyebrows.


“An all-nighter?” She froze in his
arms. “Sounds fun.”


“You know it.” Joel waggled his
eyebrows.


***


This isn’t exactly what I
had in mind.


Sprawled out across the smooth ivory
carpeting that covered her living room floor, Jasmin munched on a
piece of luscious homemade pepperoni pizza; one prepared by the man
whose fine rear she unabashedly admired as he slipped a shiny disc
into the multifunctional DVD player that topped their
television.


“We might want to make this our last
flick before we crash for the evening,” Joel grinned at her over
his shoulder, “which would be fitting, since this is
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