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			Chapter One

			I don’t intend to be mean. I really don’t. But my sister’s love life is better than any movie. I even bring popcorn sometimes when she tells me about her latest and greatest beau. Really, if I were a writer, her social life would make the perfect fodder for all kinds of story ideas and plot twists. If I didn’t know her, know she’s incapable of being dishonest (well, not really—but she sneezes when she lies, which is a dead giveaway), I wouldn’t even believe half of what she tells me.

			That said, when she met me for lunch today, I wasn’t expecting to be knocked off my feet by what she had to say. I mean, even for Jessica, this was beyond the pale. 

			We planned to meet at this little bistro near where I work. She came in, sunglasses on, impeccably dressed in a flirty little sundress and looking like a million dollars as always, except for the fact that she has this fricking huge scarf wrapped around her neck. 

			It’s July. People are staring, and not because she’s beautiful. 

			Jessica doesn’t seem to notice, though. She sits down across from me with a wide smile, which I can barely see as the edges of the scarf have crept up to halfway cover her mouth.

			“Hi, Cass. Love the new shirt,” she mumbles through the raw silk that now encased half her head. I glance down at the shirt I’ve had for two years now. 

			“Thanks. What’s with the mummy treatment?”

			Jessica blinks at me with confusion. When I gesture to my own neck, her eyes widen with comprehension. “Ohh, you mean the scarf.” She lowers her voice to almost a whisper. “Is it too much?”

			It’s my turn to blink with confusion. Too much what? Too much color? Too much pattern? Too much fabric for a day that is threatening to hit the one-hundred-degree mark? “It, uh, it’s a bit unexpected,” I finally stammer. “Why are you wearing it?”

			The waiter comes over and Jessica smiles up at him so sweetly, he almost trips as he comes to a stop beside us. I know for a fact he’s gay, but she’s just that beautiful. 

			“Could I get a sparkling water with lemon, please? But hold the lemon, and with extra ice? It’s so hot out there I thought I would melt before I made it inside.” She waved the single-sheet menu in front of her face and turned the smile to me. “I’m so glad you called. I really wanted to talk to you today.”

			The waiter turned to me and I could read the look on his face as he took my order. I’d seen it before. Yeah, my sister’s an airhead, but she’s a sweet, lovable airhead. Yeah, I’m the blonde, she’s the brunette. Yeah, she’d be a walking stereotype if our coloring was reversed. But she’s my sister, so don’t judge.

			After he’d gone, I leaned forward. “What is wrong with your neck, Jessica Louise?”

			She touched the scarf lightly. “You mean this? Oh, nothing. So how has your day been so far? Did you catalog any new books?” 

			I work at a bookstore, so you would think…  but no. This is Jessica. I answered as though the question wasn’t ridiculous.

			“Several. What did you need to talk about? Is everything okay?”

			She bit her lip, not even smudging her bright pink lipstick, and glanced around as though trying to be covert. “I need to show you something.” Very carefully, she unwound the scarf and exposed the skin of her neck. 

			I gasped. “Jess! What the hell happened?” Her normally smooth skin was covered in mottled bruises.

			“Shhh, someone will hear you,” she whispered as she frantically wrapped the fabric back around her. “Remember the date I had last night?”

			“Yes, with the stock broker. Right?” If he had done this to her, I was going to hunt him down and kill him where he stood.

			She blushed becomingly as the waiter returned. I, on the other hand, tapped my fingers over my crossed arms and waited for him to leave so I could continue my interrogation. He got the message and scurried away. 

			“So? What happened? How did you get those bruises?”

			“Well, we went back to my apartment after dinner, and one thing led to another and we ended up in bed and he tried to suck my blood.” Her smile was benign, as though she hadn’t just uttered the words I knew she had.

			I pressed my fingers to my temple, trying to figure out where to start. “He what?”

			“Oh, Cass, he was incredible. Absolutely incredible. Like I’ve never been so turned on in my life. I was soaked by the time we…  anyhow. Right in the middle of things, he latched on and started sucking. Hard. And then he got angry. He kept saying, ‘It’s not working, why isn’t it working?’ But Cass, it was working. Like big time. Trust me, I know when a man’s having trouble making it work.” She laughed and rolled her eyes. “So what I wanted to know was, do you think I should try to call him and see him again?” 

			While I was trying to formulate an answer that would be more comprehensive than the “gahhrr” or “gluuaaa” that wanted to come from my throat, she started eating her Caesar salad as though she hadn’t seen food in days. All I could do was stare. Was she serious?

			It was Jessica. Of course she was serious.

			“Why the hell would you want to call him again?”

			This time she was the one who looked across the table like her sister had lost her mind. “Cass. Because he was so damned good in bed. Even though he couldn’t get whatever to work, we still had fun. Several times, as a matter of fact. And he’s rich. Did I mention that?”

			“Jessica, he tried to eat your neck!” I tried to imagine sex that was good enough to overlook the massive hickeys. No. I just couldn’t. 

			She rolled her eyes. “Drama queen. He did no such thing. He just got a little… too horny or something.”

			I plopped my forehead down onto my palm, feeling a nice little headache starting to build. The fact that the man was potentially dangerous didn’t faze my sister. He was good in bed, he was rich, and he presumably was handsome. That was all she cared about. If Jessica weren’t such a nice, sweet person at heart, it would be easy to hate her guts. She didn’t mean to be shallow; she really didn’t. She just was.

			“Okay, how can I make this make sense to you? He either has a really weird fetish or he thinks he’s a vampire. If it’s the former and you do end up dating him, you’ll have to wear scarves all the time.” Ever fashion conscious, that caused uncertainty to briefly flare over her face. I thought about adding that she would have to wear scarves at work to hide the damage, but since she already did, I knew she wouldn’t care. I continued. “If he thinks he’s a vamp then he has bigger issues than a fetish. He needs therapy.”

			To my everlasting consternation, that caused a look of sympathy that told me I’d lost her. Unless this man insulted her somehow or hurt her feelings, or if by the grace of God he wasn’t interested in her beyond the one-night stand they’d had, he’d be around for a while. 

			In one of the odd moments of clarity she had from time to time, Jessica seemed to sense my concern. She reached across the table and patted my hand. “Look, sweetie, I’m okay. He didn’t hurt me. Would it make you feel better if you could meet him?”

			My eyes narrowed. “Yes. Yes, it would.” 

			“Good! Then I’ll text him and see if he wants to go out again. You’re free this weekend, right?” she asked distractedly as she sent him a message. 

			God, I hated answering that I was. It didn’t bother me too often, knowing that Jessica had such an active social life while I…  didn’t. But when she took things for granted, assuming I was free, I admit that it grated on me a bit. “Yes, I’m available.”

			“You’re going to love him. I promise.” Her phone gave a melodic jingle and she picked it up. “He wants to meet again, yay! How about Friday night?” she asked as she typed, biting her lip again in concentration. “He says he’ll let me know when and where.”

			“Did you tell him I want to meet him?” 

			“Yes. He’s excited to meet you, too.”

			I was a bit disturbed by that. What kind of man would knowingly agree to meet a girl’s sister after the first date? Did he think we did ménage or something? 

			I went back to work after we finished our lunch. My mind kept wandering as I unpacked boxes of new books. My boss, Seth, came over after a bit to see what was going on. 

			“You’re a little distracted. Everything okay?” he asked as he pushed a hank of brown hair back off his face. The move was one I’d seen a thousand times, and it never failed to cause a quiver in the pit of my stomach. That hank of hair drove me to distraction on days when Jessica didn’t, and apparently when she did, as well. I’d had a crush on Seth ever since I started working at the Book Palace but I had yet to garner the courage to act on it. He was my boss, after all. While Jessica seemed to hold no compunction about having relationships with the people she met through her job as a hotel receptionist at a local upscale resort, I did.

			I gave a self-deprecating smile. “My sister again. Nothing unusual.”

			Seth was familiar with Jessica and her escapades. He grinned and crossed his arms, leaning against the wall. Good lord, the man’s shoulders were as broad as the front door. “What’d she do now?”

			“Seriously?” I sighed. “I don’t even know where to begin. Suffice it to say that she met a new guy and he’s...well. I don’t know what he is. He might even be dangerous.”

			His smile faded. “What are you going to do?”

			“Meet him. In a public place,” I reassured him. “Hopefully my judgment is better than hers, at least as far as the weirdo is concerned. I’m hoping he just has a fetish or something.”

			“I don’t know whether to be concerned or intrigued,” he admitted. “Do I even want to know what kind of fetish?”

			I laughed, feeling better despite myself. “Probably not. If he turns out to be harmless, I’ll think about telling you.”

			I loved the way his eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled. “Well, keep in mind that most good men do have fetishes of some kind or another. Don’t rule him out just because he likes to lick toes or wear silk undies.”

			“Eww. Toes, really?” I eyeballed him from head to... well, to toe. “I’m not going there.” 

			Luckily, a customer came in just then and he left to take care of them. There was something in his face that scared me, an interest I hadn’t seen before. I’d worked for Seth for two years now. I don’t know what I’d do if he hit on me, or

		

	OEBPS/image/Didnt-Know-1400x2240-Embed-Inside-Epub.jpg





OEBPS/image/Didnt-Know-ITP.jpg
What
Che
Didnt

Kiow

(. Rouik





