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Prologue

 


“We’re not going to make it without some
help,” Jackson Redbone said quietly. He stood behind his desk
knowing that without some aid he and the rest of his family here in
Vegas were going to perish.

He had managed to get chips of healing
stones a few months back from his niece, but there hadn’t been
enough to go around. He’d lost five men just last night to the
Bearensteins, and their allies. They were hound allies that had
called a wild hunt which had left several of his men and women
injured and the five dead.

He only had one recourse if he was going to
get out of this with his family and organization intact.

He had a plan in place that would bring her
into line, or it would bring her to her knees.

He wasn’t afraid of losing, but the cost to
his family would be higher than he was willing to pay. So, there
was only one answer—don’t lose.

A rap on his closed office door, had Jackson
looking up from the screen of his computer. He’d already opened his
email and was preparing to type a message to those who’d help him
get what he needed from his niece.

“Come in,” he called as he began typing. He
had known these sources would come in handy.

“Good evening, sweetheart,” his wife’s soft
voice floated to him, making his heart fill with love for her.

“I thought you were resting,” he said.

“I was, but I was waiting for you,” she
replied. “Are you okay? I know things aren’t going well here.”

He leaned back in his chair. “I’m fine.
We’ll make it through this.”

“Have you called on your allies for help?”
she asked, coming to his desk and rounding it to sit on the edge
facing him.

“I’ve called on a few, but they have
troubles of their own,” he said.

“What of the gurndels?” she asked curiously.
Her brown eyes were intelligent and her understanding of his life
reflected in her lovely face.

“They don’t want any part of this,” Jackson
said heavily. “Well, only the family that’s attached to us will
help, but they’re reluctant to rally others.”

“I was talking to a friend a few minutes ago
while I was waiting for you to come to bed, and she said the
gurndels have been talking of pulling away from the goblins as the
ones in the South have done.”

“What do you mean?” Jackson asked carefully.
The gurndels were the lesser of the fairy breeds. They always clung
to powerful families, and it was always for life.

“She said they’ve revolted against the
status quo. Some of them are hoping to mount an attack against the
queen there.”

“There is no fairy kingdom in this realm,”
he told her. “Whatever you’ve heard is speculation.”

“Your niece is the queen they mentioned. She
hasn’t fully consolidated her victory, but she has hounds and some
goblins backing her.”

He nodded. He’d heard about that, but he
refused to recognize his niece as anything other than a woman
seeking to do a man’s job.

“She won’t convert,” he said with a shrug.
“She’s smart, but in the end she’s just like her mother. She wanted
her own wealth. She has it, but she doesn’t have what it takes to
hold power.”

“Maybe not, but you should ask her to help
us,” Afina said quietly. “If she has a pack of hounds, she can send
them here to help you defeat the bears and their allies.”

“She will,” he assured her.

She touched her stomach. “And ask about the
crystals. I’m worried.”

“She’ll give them to me even if I have to
have them wrenched out of her bride,” he answered.

Afina nodded. “Don’t stay up too late,” she
said. “I need you to hold me.”

“Course, my love,” he answered, giving her a
faint smile.

She climbed off his desk. “Contact her
tonight.” She slipped from his office.

Jackson sighed. She would have to help him.
She owed him. He’d helped her when her mate’s life was on the
line.

He picked up the phone on his desk. He would
open the lines of communication with her rather than just getting
straight to the point.

But she was a woman. As such, no female
goblin was smarter than a male.

Still, she was blood, and she would obey his
demand. If she didn’t, he’d ensure those she trusted turned on her
and destroyed her for him.

 



Chapter One

 


Jennifer Blackdust-McMasters lounged on the
couch as she waited for her wife to return. The evening had been a
nice one so far, though dinner had been postponed due to her queasy
stomach. The babies inside her were a little more active these
days, and her cravings for rare steaks left her a bit nauseous. She
preferred her meats well done and her veggies with a crunch.

Jena turned her head when Jorja came back
into the room with something that smelled chocolatey. She rubbed
her hands together in glee as she admired her handsome wife whose
black hair was cut short and curled. Her brown eyes gleamed with
love that warmed Jena to her toes.

“What’d you bring me?” she asked happily.
Jorja was always bringing her some kind of treat. She often
wondered if that would change after she gave birth to the triplets
she was carrying.

“You?” Jorja asked, coming to sit down on
the couch. “You who refused her dinner? Do you seriously think
you’re getting a treat, my dear wife?”

Jena frowned. There was a sternness to
Jorja’s tone and concern in her brown eyes. “I know you aren’t
having that.” Her gaze went to the dessert plate in Jorja’s hand.
“It’s chocolate cake. Give it.”

“Oh, no. I meant what I said,” Jorja said
and brought a forkful of cake to her mouth and moaned. “Moist and
delicious. I think this is Dutch chocolate. So good.”

Jena fairly trembled like an addict as she
stared at the cake. “Jorja,” she whined. “Please.”

“Why would I let you have cake when you
didn’t eat dinner? You’re starving my favorite angel.”

“You can’t play favorites,” Jena said.

Jorja set the cake aside and turned to
completely face her. “I was talking about you,” she murmured. “You
haven’t eaten anything substantial in two days.”

“My stomach hasn’t been good.” She leaned
toward Jorja, just wanting to touch her, to feel her warmth and
strength. Jena loved her so much it hurt sometimes.

“But you ate chocolate muffins and a small
salad with chocolate shavings for lunch. Two days in a row,” Jorja
pointed out.

“I know.” Jena caressed Jorja’s flat
stomach. How did the woman stay in such good shape? “Chocolate is
different.”

“You need food,” Jorja told her, kissing the
tip of her nose. “Autumn said she made you a good dinner yesterday,
and today’s seems perfectly acceptable. All we have to do is eat
it.”

Jena frowned. The babies weren’t allowing
her to eat anything well done. When she tried, she got sick to her
stomach.

“I think the babies are rebelling against my
food choices,” she commented, thinking Jorja would think she was
losing it.

“It’s the same kind of food as always,”
Jorja murmured caressing her cheek. “You have to eat.”

Jena reached up to stroke Jorja’s nape and
urged her head down for a kiss. If she couldn’t eat, she could do
something more fun. Jorja’s fingers glided down her side to rest
there as her lips moved to the side of Jena’s neck.

Her kiss was soft, her lips warmer than
normal as was the case in the last two weeks. However, Jena didn’t
have time to dwell on the possible reasons. Jorja’s deft fingers
were sliding beneath the hem of her dress. Dresses were more
comfortable these days and easier to get in and out of.

“Jorja,” Jena moaned.

Jorja claimed her mouth again, and Jena felt
a slight pulling at her energy. She moaned. Jorja was feeding. She
hadn’t done that since their wedding night just about a month
ago.

Jena scraped her nails along Jorja’s nape
and down her back. “More,” she ordered softly. “I want you.”

The zipper of her dress whispered into the
room as Jorja dragged it down. Jena’s breaths came out rough and
shallow even as Jorja peeled the fabric down revealing firm mounds
covered in pink silk. She trailed her lips over Jena’s jaw and down
to her throat.

Jena ran a hand up Jorja’s back and Jorja
sucked her neck before her lips skimmed over her flesh to her
breast. Heat kissed her skin and the smell of burned fabric wafted
to her nose, but Jena was too preoccupied with the delicious
sensations washing over her.

Jorja’s tongue curled around her nipple and
drew on it, sending shards of heat coursing through Jena.

“Jorja.”

Jorja’s sharp teeth scraped the tender flesh
before she sucked her nipple again. Her head spun and Jena pushed
her hand beneath Jorja’s t-shirt to touch warm skin. Hot skin.

Jorja shifted her attention to the other
nipple and Jena groaned, her desire steadily increasing. Jorja’s
mouth was intoxicating pleasure and Jena felt it infusing her
blood.

“Jorj,” she groaned. “Baby.”

Jorja’s hand slipped down past the band of
her panties as her tongue laved the tight rosette. Two fingers
slipped inside her as Jorja’s thumb pressed against the tight knot
of her clit. Her digits glided into her, and Jena gasped.

“Yes.” Her breath rushed out of her.

Jorja’s fingers drew almost all the way out
and thrust back in, the rhythm maddeningly slow.

“Jorja, stop teasing,” Jena growled, and
Jorja’s husky laughter drifted to her.

Catching the nipple between her teeth, Jorja
bit down as her finger stroked into her wet heat, and Jena moaned
roughly, nails locking into Jorja’s arm.

Jorja picked up the pace, her fingers moving
with deft precision even as her thumb added an erotic beat to the
assault. Jena’s head thrashed on the cushion of the couch as Jorja
laid claim to her body. Her fingers shuttled in and out and her
mouth continued to make love to Jena’s nipple sending shards of
heat tearing through Jena.

Her hips came off the couch as the tension
grew, her body reaching for release. Then, it came, pulling her
tight. Jena let out a low scream that turned into a howl.




Chapter Two

 


“Our stash house was hit last night, and
everyone was wiped out,” Race Redbone informed his uncle quietly.
“The hit came out of nowhere.”

Jackson gave his nephew a brief glance and
sent the email he’d composed. It was the second of the morning.
He’d sent three last night and gotten a response to only one.

His niece had been among them. She hadn’t
responded, which annoyed him enough that he’d already activated the
warning shot that should get her attention.

“What are you doing about it?” Jackson
asked. He knew his nephew had a good head on his shoulders, could
run things in Washington if worse came to worse. However, he was
certain that wouldn’t happen.

“We’ve put out feelers, but nothing is
coming back. I’m concerned that we won’t be able to take too many
more hits like that without some help coming.”

“I’m taking care of things, but Jorja hasn’t
responded to my call yet.”

“She has to help,” Race insisted.

“I’ve sent her an email, but she hasn’t
responded,” he said. “So, I’m putting some other plans in place.
You and Javelin will be in charge of handling things on that
end.”

“Course,” Race responded quickly. “Tell me
what you want?”

“Give me a minute,” he said closing the
email app. There was still no reply from that whelp. So, he picked
up the phone on his desk and dialed her number. If she didn’t
answer…

“Hello?” Jorja’s voice was crisp as it came
on the line.

“Hello, Jorja,” Jackson said in a congenial
tone. “How are you enjoying married life?”

“Just fine,” she said. “How are you,
Uncle?”

“I’m recovering from an attack,” he said. “I
heard your wife was pregnant. You engaged a surrogate before the
wedding?”

There was a brief silence, and he assumed
she was distracted.

“Is everything okay?” she asked in a tone
just a hair shy of cool.

“How is your bride?”

“Jennifer is doing fine,” she answered.
“Uncle, it’s early. Is there a reason for the call?”

There was a hint of concern in her voice
that drew a smile to his lips.

“Did you get my emails?” he asked.

“No. I’ve been distracted with business,”
she responded.

“I am going to send Race to see you,” he
said. “I can’t get away just now myself, but I have need of more
healing stones. I’m sure you have at least one more. With your wife
doing well, surely you can spare it.”

“The only set I have is embedded in
Jennifer,” she told him.

“I need it,” Jackson insisted evenly. “My
own family is in danger. A family that sheltered you in your time
of need, that came to your aid, to Jennifer’s.”

“That won’t be possible,” Jorja told him, a
chill around her words. “I won’t take risks with the lives of my
wife and children. Someone has already tried to kill them
once.”

“Then, you must have given chips to Casey
and Sidony. You must have one yourself.”

“Uncle Jackson, this conversation is
inappropriate considering I’ve paid my debt to you,” Jorja
rebutted.

“Race will arrive tomorrow morning. I’m sure
once you’ve had a chance to hear him out, you’ll be more than
forthcoming,” he said. “Also, I need the Blade of Golden Tears.”
The blade was a deadly family relic that was a warrior’s weapon
with chips of the warrior’s stones embedded in the metal.

The warrior’s stones would imbue him with
great strength and increase his magic allowing him to defeat the
enemy.

“Didn’t—”

“As the elder and a male, it is my right to
request the dagger, and not only do I request it, I expect Race to
bring it to me along with the warrior’s stones. I know you have
them.”

“Uncle—”

“No arguments, Jorja,” he snapped. “I mean
it.” He ended the call. “When you get there, Race, don’t take no
for an answer even if you have to kill her bride and wound
her.”

“Jennifer’s pregnant. If I go after her,
this could be war.”

“She’ll see reason,” Jackson told him.
“She’s part of this family and that woman and child are hers only
because I allow it. So be prepared to go after the woman and child.
Can you do that?”

“Yes.”

Jorja would give him the help he needed, or
he’d ensure his contacts in the federal government were able to
arrest and detain her while he rained chaos on her wife and left
her empire in tatters.


Chapter Three

 


Jorja McMasters rose from the chair in her
home office and went to stare out of the window at the early
morning gray that blanketed the landscape.

On her desk, a picture of her chief consort,
her wife. Jorja had considered asking Jena to take her name.
However, given that Jennifer’s father’s name was recognizable, a
name synonymous with power, Jorja had thought if fitting Jena
should carry his name.

Jennifer’s father had set things in motion
and on his death, Jorja had gained control of his empire. That
empire was Jena’s, her people would die for her and some of them
just might have to.

Jorja had decided hyphenation would be just
as effective. After all, Jena’s father had been making it clear he
wanted an alliance with her, thought Jorja was strong.

This way, she more than embraced the title
of Queen and allowed Jena and her children to carry two names of
power, both respected, both feared.

Also on her desk was work she’d just
finished and work yet to be finished. Jorja had risen early to
begin her day with a call from her lawyer and the woman who handled
some of her business transactions.

There had been news from her diamond mine in
Africa as well as a few new orders that had required her immediate
attention. Then there were papers involving recent deals that had
needed to be gone over.

That call had stolen the show, putting
business on hold in her mind for a few minutes.

The goblin half of her was full of chatter
that the very human side of her agreed with. She had known this was
coming, but she had hoped she was wrong.

What the goblin had heard her uncle say in
that phone call had been that he had no respect for her nor the
life of her wife and children. That could not be tolerated, would
not be.

Jorja knew what her cousin Race would be
expecting when he arrived. She would hear him out, but he would not
gain what he expected, and her uncle would know that the young
woman she’d been when he last actually knew her was no more.

Jorja turned to her desk and picked up her
cell phone. She knew her family. Her uncle was every bit the
warrior goblin she was. He would be preparing, and have a plan to
take what he wanted if she didn’t give it willingly.

She would never endanger his family for her
own survival and didn’t understand how he could be so callous. The
very thought had her on edge given what she’d already gone
through.

Jorja punched in a number and waited for an
answer.

“Jorja, it’s early,” her cousin Casey
Redbone murmured drowsily.

“Come to my office and get Sid,” she ordered
and ended the call. Her cousins Sidony and Casey knew her Uncle
Jackson far better than Jorja. She wouldn’t be bringing them into
this if they weren’t going to be affected.

She put in another call even as she and the
goblin made plans to secure her family against the coming
threat.

“Yes?”

“Wake up, Bridget,” Jorja commanded.

“I am awake, Jorja,” she replied patiently.
“I’m working on the spa. What can I do for you?”

“I need you to get the knights together,”
she said evenly. “I’m going to have a problem that is going to lead
to a decisive break with the Redbones.”

There was a silence, and Jorja wondered what
the other woman was thinking.

“I understand,” she said. “Sometimes family
is nothing more than a threat to your survival and you must handle
them with the sharp end of the blade.”

“That is exactly where I’m going,” Jorja
told her. “I expect them to go after my family to make their point
that I can and will be brought to heel.”

“You’re a queen. Their challenge will be
seen as one to the court,” she responded.

“Exactly,” Jorja agreed. “I don’t want this
to interfere with our business.”

“Course not,” Bridget replied evenly. “I do
have a question about your new alliance with the jaguar
shifter.”

“Who?” She wasn’t allied with any cats.

“Alexandra Russo.”

So, Russo was a cat not a wolf. Well, that
tracked. She was wily as hell and always landed on her feet. It was
the tenacity that had thrown her.

“That’s a personal alliance,” Jorja replied
coolly. “My business with the cat isn’t your concern.” Russo was
her new gun connection. She could get her the guns she needed for
her new weapons specialist to modify.

“As long as my life is tied to yours, it
is,” Bridget told her.

Bridget Bearenstein was queen of the Autumn
Court, but she still answered directly to Jorja.

Jorja had set things up to run more like a
mafia family than a kingdom. However, she still had some of the
structure of the court. And she was going to activate it to keep
her wife and children safe.

“She’s a force all her own. You should make
her one of your knights.”

“Try to stay on focus, Bear,” Jorja
commanded. “I want you to begin building the second line.”

The second line was the line of defense that
would not only protect Jorja’s family should something happen to
Jorja, but would tear through the enemy that had brought Jorja
down.

That would not be easy all things
considered, but her uncle was about to find out what the little
girl he’d refused to take on as part of his business was truly
capable of.

“I’ll get things ready,” she said. “Do you
want me to send a team someplace?”

“I want four,” she said. “Two front and two
back-up. Their job is to watch, gather intel and possibly
infiltrate. Nothing more until I say move in.”

“Course,” Bridget agreed. “I’ll get on that
right away.”

“I want any intel on their actions right
away. And Bridget, have them find out what’s going on in Nevada and
in Washington.”

“I can answer part of that now,” Bridget
told her. “They’re in a losing battle with my family out there. I
heard they teamed up with another family to take Redbones down. The
head of the Redbone family organization is out there, and he was
badly wounded.”

“Are they teamed up with Satu’s family?”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “I’ll get more
explicit intel if you like.”

“I would because I think they’re going to
end up requesting help from me that I won’t give.”

“Why not?”

“First, it’s going to put my family at risk,
and no one gets to do that,” Jorja replied. “So I want to know
exactly what they’re facing there, so I’ll know what I’m going to
do for certain.”

“I’ll have that intel for you ASAP.”

“Thanks.”

“Call me if you need anything else,” Bridget
answered.

“Sure.” She ended the call and grimaced.

Jorja did like Bridget … or, well, she was
growing to. The bear shifter wasn’t her equal, but she did have a
savage side Jorja not only respected but admired. The bear was also
smart.

She could become a great ally or a deadly
foe when all was said and done.

Jorja dialed another number. She wasn’t sure
this was a good move, but she had been the one to think it was not
so many days ago.

“Hello?”

****

Race surveyed the damage just as he’d been
sent to do. The stash house hadn’t been damaged, but those manning
it were all dead. The product gone. That would cost them a half
million, easy.

He blew out a breath as he moved back into
the living room which was now devoid of the dead body and the
blood-stained furniture. By this time tomorrow, everything would be
replaced including the men and women who’d worked here.

“Race.”

He turned, hand going to the concealed
weapon inside the holster at his hip. His magic was strong, what
there was of it. His best skills were fire magic and concealment
magic.

“Tag,” Race said impatiently. Javelin was
out there somewhere but the man didn’t seem to have his back at the
moment like he was supposed to do. He didn’t imagine he was up to
anything more than trying to find a way to get some traction.

Javelin wanted a higher position in the
organization and had proven he’d undercut any of the blood
relatives to get it by making Sidony and Casey look incapable,
which hadn’t been hard. His uncle favored men over women in some
jobs.

“What do you have?” Race asked.

The other man sighed, his brown eyes
unreadable. “We don’t have anything,” the cop told him. “We’re
looking, but there’s no one talking. We hoped you’d have something
for us.”

Race shook his head. “Not this time.”

“On another note, we do know that gurndels
are pulling away from goblins,” Tag told him. “They’re forming into
two camps. One a warrior’s group and the other business and
domestics. The business camp is hard to read. They either work for
powerful fairies or are trying to gain their alliance in their
professional lives to bolster their business.”

“Any indication they’d be willing to
continue to work with us?”

“As equals, but no longer as slaves forced
to do whatever their bosses or families want,” Tag told him. “In
fact, several of the domestics are leaving their families around
the country.”

“Why?”

“They feel they’re underappreciated and
expected to die for people who won’t lift a finger to protect them.
My own family has left their family.” Tag shrugged. “World’s
changing.”

“The world isn’t changing, fairies are,”
Race commented. “We’re going to need them behind us.”

“They won’t do it without assurances,” Tag
told him. “Even those who’re manning your stash houses are
threatening to walk out without better protection.”

His uncle would kill their families.

“Tell them to reconsider,” Race urged.
“Let’s not make rash decisions in the heat of the moment.”

“Goblins are always telling us not to make
rash decisions because they think they have all the power,” Tag
commented. “But we’re the ones that end up dying.”

“It’s for everybody’s good that they don’t
go off on their own without first trying to negotiate,” Race
replied.

“Tell your uncle they are willing, but only
to a point,” Tag answered. “Job security isn’t enough anymore. We
want better wages as well as more security for our families when
you go to war with other breeds.”

“We can’t guarantee that any more than we
can promise our own safety,” Race snapped. “My family is dying
too.”

“And your uncle isn’t offering mine anything
he can use,” Tag told him. “He’s not coming back here without
assurances that his life will be a priority.”

“There are no assurances of life in this
business,” Race growled.

“Except for you and yours,” Tag muttered.
“You call in your markers to other goblins or even pixies and
trolls to protect yours. Our asses get left hanging out.”

“I’ll do my best.”

“It’s just not good enough,” Tag rebutted.
“The bears are offering us protection and if your uncle doesn’t
come up with a good counteroffer, the gurndels in his employ are
walking out. Get me something today.”

Tag walked away and Javelin entered the
room.

“They’re not going to stay no matter what’s
offered,” Javelin told him. “He’s right about gurndels. This has
been coming on gradually all around the world. Your uncle is going
to have to make an example of those in his control or risk losing
his family.”

“What are you talking about?”

“There are whispers that some gurndel
domestics have killed the families they were attached to here and
in Washington. Your family needs to make moves to secure itself
before it’s too late.”


Chapter Four

 


Jorja headed up to her bedroom where she
found her wife lounging in bed with a cup of tea and smiled. Jena
was lovely with red hair that was nearly to her round belly, and
creamy skin that glowed.

Her green eyes were pools of serenity and
her lips curved upward as she glanced up from her tablet
computer.

“Good morning, Mrs. McMasters,” she
purred.

Jorja’s smile widened. She had never thought
she’d enjoy being anyone’s wife, but Jena, Jena had changed her
views on marriage so drastically. Jorja melted inside at the very
thought of Jena.

“Good morning,” she said as she made her way
to the bed. “You’re glowing.”

“Pregnancy is a pain, but it’s doing great
things for my skin and hair,” she said. “I’m going to need a
haircut if my hair keeps growing. I think Autumn is pumping me full
of some kind of prenatal steroids.”

Jorja laughed as she sat down on Jena’s side
of the bed. “That’s not true,” she said and leaned in to kiss
her.

Jena set her cup of tea on the nightstand
and leaned into Jorja, nuzzling her jaw. “Why are you up so
early?”

“I was about to ask you the same thing,” she
murmured.

“Restless,” Jena commented. “And you?”

“Working,” she answered.

Jena kissed the corner of her mouth.
“Anything new?”

“Not much,” Jorja answered. She wasn’t going
to tell Jena anything she didn’t need to know. The less she knew
the better protected she would be.

Jena slipped her hand beneath Jorja’s shirt
and nipped her jaw. “Come back to bed for a little while then.”

“I can’t,” Jorja said as she caressed Jena’s
cheek. “I have a meeting.”

Jena’s lips skimmed hers. Jorja knew her
wife had a high sex drive especially in the mornings. She assumed
it was something hound related. Her own sex drive wasn’t anything
spectacular. She could go without sex for months and be perfectly
content, though the same could clearly not be said for Jena.

Jena’s hand glided up to close over her
breast, and Jorja gripped Jena’s jaw and kissed her. Jena purred
her delight, and Jorja deepened the kiss urging her back against
the mound of pillows pushed against the headboard.

Jorja tore Jena’s gown and cupped her
breasts before lowering her head to draw her tongue around one pale
areola. She laved the nipple before taking it into her mouth, and
Jena moaned roughly as she put her hand on the back of Jorja’s
head.

Jorja kissed a path to the other nipple. She
didn’t really have time for this, but she decided to at least give
Jena some of the attention she deserved. There was no telling how
busy she’d be when Race came to town.

She had no idea what her uncle was up to,
but she would bury him the moment he made a wrong move against her
family.

She teased the taut peak with the tip of her
tongue and then sucked it hard before scraping the tender berry
with sharp teeth. Jena’s scent intensified telling her her wife’s
arousal was only growing.

Jorja lifted her head and climbed off the
bed, and Jena growled. Jorja gave her thigh a slap, and then
dragged Jena’s panties down before pulling her legs apart. She used
a bit of magic to turn Jena on the bed. Then, Jorja tugged her to
the edge of the mattress before kneeling on the floor. She kissed
Jena’s round belly and Jena relaxed.

Jorja trailed soft kisses down to the
entrance of Jena’s body. This was going to be fast, but she didn’t
want Jena to be unsatisfied. So she used two fingers to spread her
labia before licking up her slit to her clit. Jorja drew her tongue
around the tight bundle of nerves. Laved it, and Jena gasped, her
hips coming off the bed.

The scent of her juices was an intoxicating
draw that had Jorja retracing her path to Jena’s pussy. She pushed
her tongue inside and drew it out and used her thumb to work Jena’s
clit. She kept her thrusts easy and her caresses light, and Jena
tugged Jorja’s hair causing her scalp to prickle deliciously.

Jorja increased the pressure of her thumb as
she fucked Jena with her tongue.

Jena made soft noises, and Jorja withdrew
her tongue and slipped two fingers into the tight sheath. She
stroked her fingers in and out watching Jena’s face as she grew
hotter.

“Oh, shit,” Jena moaned. “Jorja.”

Jorja pressed her thumb more firmly against
Jena’s clit and increased the speed of her fingers. She knew it
wouldn’t take much to get Jena off. She was so sensitive these
days, even looking at her could make her come.

“Jorja,” Jena gasped and gripped her hand.
“Baby.”

Jorja drew her fingers out and thrust three
back in. She used her thumb to deftly work Jena’s clit a little
faster as she fucked her with a quicker pace. She dipped her head
and closed her mouth over Jena’s clit, sucking.

She teased with the tip of her tongue,
licking and working the nubbin with efficient motions. Jena’s scent
grew stronger, the smell a rich heady one filled with
pheromones.

Jorja sucked and thrust her fingers in and
out of Jena to the increasing cries and movements of Jena’s hips
driving her pussy closer to Jorja’s mouth with each movement.

“Jorja,” she cried. “Jorja!”

Jena came with a scream, her cream coating
Jorja’s fingers. She slowed her pace and lifted her head. Jorja
licked the sweetness from her fingers.

Jena’s eyes were closed, her face a mask of
bliss. Suddenly Jena was looking at her. The green of her eyes gone
blue. Jena went completely still, and her body
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