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DykeLove Quickies Bundle

Volume 2

Jacintha Topaz

Late night visit to a studio

After finalizing an inevitable breakup and toasting her celibacy, martial arts instructor LeeAnne Song has another thing coming—revenge in the form of hot cop Erin MacManus sent to the scene. The Investigation is a Multicultural Lesbian New Adult Fetish Romance.

Breaking the code

Mercedes Samford caves in to a personal referral and seeks professional help in the love life department. Enter psychotherapist Roxanne Evers, whose decoding talent entices her to break the unbreakable code of ethics. The Inspection is a Kinky Lesbian New Adult Bondage Romance.

Caught on camera

After a quick stipend to pay the rent, July Greenfield agrees to answer some very personal questions ... in front of a rolling camera. This irresistible addition derails filmmaker Thalia Akasidou from completing the project as she had initially intended. The Inquisition is a Kinky Lesbian New Adult Romance.

DykeLove Seconds is a Lesbian BDSM Erotic Romance Short Story collection written by Jacintha Topaz.
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ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

This book contains content that is not suitable for readers 17 and under. 
Thank you for downloading this ebook. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be reproduced, uploaded to share on websites, emailed, or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the author, Jacintha Topaz, at jacinthatopaz@gmail.com, or within the sharing guidelines at a legitimate library or bookseller. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 

WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction, sharing, or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to five years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. (See http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/ for more information about intellectual property rights.)

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons—living or dead—or places, events or locations is purely coincidental. All characters in this book are reproductions of the author's imagination and used fictitiously.

To get advance notice on specials and new releases, sign up for her email list: http://eepurl.com/R9OfH
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To my readers. Again. Thank you! Mwah! JT
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Thanks to my fellow indie romance authors, whose counsel I highly regard. If not for your encouragement, I would have never begun this journey over a year ago.

Thanks to my family, who bear with me. Without your support, none of these stories would ever see the light of day.
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This is another book full of little escapades that I call Purr High Fantasy, meaning that the stories are not likely to happen in real life at all. 

No, really. 

Full of post-college age protagonists who have a penchant for kink, this collection of DykeLove Quickies is another mini-delight of quickies with an element of sexy, an element of sweet, and sizzling with stars of the same sex.

Happy reading, 

JT 
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Late night visit to a studio

After finalizing an inevitable breakup and toasting her celibacy, martial arts instructor LeeAnne Song has another thing coming—revenge in the form of hot cop Erin MacManus sent to the scene. 

The Investigation is a Multicultural Lesbian New Adult Fetish Romance.
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LeeAnne dismissed the class and watched every one of her students, except one, leave her studio.

Usually, she lived and breathed for these days—teaching young women how to defend themselves against assholes who used their size to intimidate unsuspecting females into submitting to their twisted plans.

The mere thought of what she often heard or read in the news was enough to make her blood curdle. That rage used to possess her, deplete her, break her, and drive her life to the abyss. 

Not anymore.

Now, she channeled that anger, stoked the fires of her passion into something more constructive: imparting self-defense skills for women only. As long as they identified as women, she accepted them into her class. Sharing her expertise in martial arts not only fed her but also gave her an outlet to be a change agent. Instead of feeling powerless, she felt powerful. 

That freedom to exert control over the things she could change was the driving force for her to continue teaching classes; she wanted to educate and empower even more women on how to fend off capture, torture, and other unmentionables.

Although LeeAnne cared for every one of her students as her own darlings, the woman in the skin-tight leggings and cashmere tunic, the person with the pouty lips and arms folded over her chest, the one who had purposefully stayed after class, was the only baby that LeeAnne didn’t want to see. 

In fact, the student hadn’t been to class for weeks...

So LeeAnne intentionally avoided eye contact by folding the mats and tucking them back into their place against the wall.

“Why didn’t you call?” the irate voice demanded right behind her.

Knowing that she couldn’t dodge the obvious attack, LeeAnne spun around and faced the blonde square in the eye. Gosh, she couldn’t remember what she had found attractive about the woman before.

“You asked for space, remember?”

“Yes, I did,” the baby whined, “but you were supposed to call once in awhile and ask me how I’m doing and what’s up.”

Oh, joy. This woman was too much, too young for her. 

No, actually. 

This woman was in her early twenties—only a few years younger than LeeAnne’s late twenties. Although LeeAnne wouldn’t wish a quarter-life crisis on anyone, she didn’t remember herself being this needy or neurotic right after college. 

LeeAnne didn’t have time for girls. She needed a grown-up, a woman, an equal, a mate.

And this one? 

Clearly wasn’t mate material.

They really shouldn’t have started anything. If LeeAnne had been stronger as a newcomer to this town, then she would have stayed celibate. Instead, she had been swayed by the gang of dykes she had met at the local bowling alley about a year ago to give this woman a chance.

LeeAnne took a moment to search her mind for the name, which was quite bad actually—especially considering that LeeAnne was often very good with names. The hair, which was the color of spun gold, prompted her memory.

“Look, Summer, I’m glad we both had time to cool off and reflect about our—”

Summer’s bottom lip began trembling.

“—journey thus fa—”

“Journey?” Blue eyes flashed at her. “You’re frickin’ breaking up with me, aren’t you?” 

LeeAnne’s mouth snapped shut. This wouldn’t be easy, but it was necessary.

“I think we both know we have differences.”

“These differences didn’t matter when we played.” Summer lifted her chin in defiance. “You trying to tell me you didn’t like being a master, Master Song?”

The venom in those last words hung in the thickening air.

Summer was clearly no longer taken by her fetish for LeeAnne in a Tae Kwon Do uniform right now, which LeeAnne had found amusing at first. Later, she realized it was Summer’s way of pushing LeeAnne away behind a mask or a costume and not taking LeeAnne seriously. Their relationship missed the deep bond she craved in someone who really saw her for who she was, not for what she wore in bed.

“As much as I respect your sexual preferences and expressions, it doesn’t sync with mine.” LeeAnne set her mouth into a thin line, hoping that Summer would get the picture and take a hike. Gosh, she hated how blunt she needed to put things. That was the only way. She’d seen too many times Summer had blown things out of proportion and left LeeAnne with the fallout trying to figure out what exactly she’d done wrong after Hurricane Summer had passed.

“You’re—” Summer spun on her heels, her eyes glistening with the impending burst of tears. “You’re going to regret this.”

LeeAnne’s gaze landed on Summer’s stiff back as the woman quickened pace toward the exit. When she thought Summer had said enough, the woman stopped at the threshold and turned back to spit out, “Don’t even bother the gang anymore. They’re already upset that you didn’t call me all this time.”

Oh, joy. So they were all on Summer’s side, even though LeeAnne had known the gang a couple months longer than Summer had. Why did blabbermouths always get their way?

Sucks to be reserved. Not as if LeeAnne wanted to compete for friends by sinking to the same loudmouth actions. Nope. No need to change herself if she wanted a mate—and friends—who could really see and appreciate her for who she was.

Still, there went that part of her social life. If it weren’t for the gang in the first place, LeeAnne wouldn’t have even considered seeing Summer. Time to reassess all of her friendships, at this point.

After the last trace of Summer blended into the darkening night, the door to the studio slammed shut with a resounding echo.

What a hollow thud Summer left behind, something that resembled how empty that blonde’s life was beneath the chatterbox exterior. She hoped that Summer would find that special someone. 

LeeAnne sighed and went over to the front door to secure the lock. Then she began sweeping the floor with the industrial broom. Time to rid all the dust bunnies in her environment (and in her mind) and embrace celibacy, for real. Whatever Summer had in mind for making LeeAnne “regret it,” LeeAnne certainly didn’t want that kind of baggage entering her next relationship. So she’d wait for whatever natural (or unnatural) disaster summoned by Hurricane Summer to blow over, then pick up the pieces and toss out the unnecessary crap that shouldn’t have free rent in her heart and brain. 

Besides, since no one in her social life was going to badger her to get involved anymore, LeeAnne could seriously focus upon self-improvement.

Right. 

She’d be lucky if she wasn’t forced to split this town, too, like she had when the ex before Summer rallied their mutual friends (turned partial) to make it difficult for LeeAnne to stay there as well.

Which led her right back to the reason why she had moved away from that town, into this town and into this studio.

LeeAnne heaved another sigh and parked the broom in its corner before dimming the studio lights. No sense in having those on anymore when she planned to have a nice hot drink to burn up the bitter taste in her mouth and a long hot scrubbing to wash all the remaining negativity away.

LeeAnne crossed over the wooden floor to the curtained doorway that hid the kitchen from view. A warm cup of green tea would do her good—a great way to toast her impending celibacy before she showered and called it a night. 

Come midnight, she’d start her official unattached status as an asexual woman. Bye bye, Drama. Good riddance.

***
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“MacManus here. Over,” Erin responded to Dispatch as she drove slowly through the residential neighborhood. About twenty minutes more before her shift was over. Then she could head home and sleep like the dead. 

Wished she could hibernate like a bear did over winter. Not the case. Not in this understaffed town. Every cop was needed. Period.

“Got a tip about a permit violation. What’s your 20? Over.”

After Erin gave her location, she received the tip that pointed to an address that belonged to an apartment complex only two blocks away. 

“Copy that. Over and out.”

She hooked the HT back on its dock, then eased the car into a vacant parking spot next to the residential building in question. After securing the car, she found the path leading to Suite 105.

Just what sort of permit violation was this? 

Usually, in residential buildings, they would get calls about noise or suspected abuse situations. However, it was not quite ten yet. So it couldn’t be a noise violation. Besides, domestic cases weren’t “permit” violations but
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