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Blurb



Curvy Rachel and Mekhi are new roommates and
old friends. Rachel has wanted him for as long as she's known him,
but he only dates women of his own race. She settles for fantasies
and friendship, longing for more.

 


Mekhi never saw Rachel as anything more than
a friend, but that changes when they become roommates. Her curvy
body haunts his nighttime fantasies, and he wants more than just
friendship with the luscious beauty. Can he convince her to share a
bed, not just an apartment?

 


 


 



Chapter One



“No, the room doesn’t come with fringe
benefits.” Rachel pressed the End button on her cell phone and
muttered under her breath about the latest reply to her
advertisement for a roommate. What was with these men? Had she
accidentally put something strange in the ad?

 


Perhaps she had just erred by advertising for
a female or male roommate. She had simply wanted to add to her
options, since she needed a new roommate PDQ. Did every man in
Seattle think she really wanted a sex partner, even though her ad
wasn’t at all sexual? Just to confirm, she opened the paper to the
classifieds and re-read her advertisement.

 


Seeking dependable M or F roommate. Clean,
quiet, non-smoking. First and last month, plus $600 deposit,
$600/month.

 


There definitely wasn’t anything kinky about
that, was there? So why had she had three calls this morning alone
from men who wanted to know what kind of extras came with the
apartment?

 


Was she ever going to find a replacement for
Gina? Once more, she bemoaned losing the perfect housemate. As a
flight attendant, Gina had rarely been home. When she was, she
spent most of her time sleeping. She always picked up after
herself, bought her own food, and paid her share of the rent and
utilities promptly. Why did she have to marry and move in with her
husband?

 


Rachel stirred the dregs of her Macchiato,
facing the grim reality of needing to get a full-time job or move
to a cheaper place. Her parents couldn’t afford to pay more than
her share of the rent and her tuition to Seattle Institute of
Fashion Arts. It wouldn’t be a picnic going to school full-time and
working full-time, but she was close to graduation. She could
manage for a few months.

 


Her dour mood improved considerably when she
saw Mekhi walk into Starbucks. Her heart pitter-pattered at the
luscious view of him in that crisp white shirt. He must be on his
way to his part-time job. Not for the first time, she imagined
unbuttoning each one of those buttons and caressing the rich brown
skin underneath. Her fingers itched to trail across his chest and
down his stomach.

 


She sighed, attempting to push aside her
sexual thoughts. She only knew Mekhi from having been a patron at
the same Starbucks for the last year, but had never seen him with
anyone but slender African-American women. She was too pale, too
curvy, and with too much red hair to ever catch his eye. She found
a smile for him as he neared her table. “Hi.”

 


“Hello, Rachel.” His voice was a husky purr,
no matter what he said. He could be discussing the NYSE, and it
caused her heart to speed up.

 


She was nearly finished with her coffee, but
decided she could nurse it a bit longer. She glanced at her watch,
finding she had ten minutes before she had to leave for class, and
wasn’t surprised when Mekhi brought his coffee to her table. It had
become habit for them to sit together if they came to Starbucks
alone—though she was alone a lot more than he was.

 


“You cut your hair,” she blurted. The last
time she had seen Mekhi, his hair had been thick and tall. Now, the
springy curls were tamed, buzzed close to his head.

 


He ran a hand through the short cut. “Yeah.
Ma thought I should look more professional now that I’m working at
an architect’s office.”

 


She tilted her head, evaluating his
appearance. “I like it.” It revealed the planes of his face and
chocolate eyes. She sighed softly, knowing she would never know how
it would have felt to run her fingers through his Afro.

 


“Thanks.”

 


Silence fell between them when Mekhi picked
up a section of the Seattle Times, but it wasn’t awkward. They had
a casual friendship. It didn’t require much from either of them.
Rachel cursed it under her breath, wishing she had the kind of
personality that would let her flirt with him and babble on
adorably. She was more inclined to retrospective silences, as he
seemed to be. It was nice to be comfortable with him, but she
longed for some way to draw him into a meaningful conversation.

 


Her cell phone rang, interrupting her musing.
“Hello? Yes, the apartment is still available. What? Yes, you can
have a pussycat…” Rachel trailed off, not quite certain she had
heard what the man asked. “I’m sorry, what did you say? No, the
apartment doesn’t come with free pussy.” She hung up, only then
realizing Mekhi had been on the receiving end of her side of the
conversation. Her cheeks flamed, though she tried for a cool smile.
“Another asshole.”
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