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Prologue

 


Jorja McMasters killed the last of her
drink to the scent of alcohol and bar food as she sat at a table on
the second floor of The Play Girl, a lesbian bar in the business
district. The snack food, and decent drink prices made the bar a
favorite spot and kept the place packed even on the slowest of
nights.

Dark wood dominated though the
lighting was low creating the kind of ambiance that often allowed
even the most tightly wound woman to let go of her inhibitions. The
music was a soft thread of sound barely heard over the myriad
conversations, to allow patrons to converse without fear of being
overheard.

For her, it was a place thrumming with
sexual energy that she fed off. A goblin on her mother’s side, she
needed the energy like her ancestors had needed fresh blood to
maintain their powers. Her own powers were similar to telekinesis,
but more aptly described simply as energy manipulation.

The community Jorja was affiliated
with was half-breed, mostly fairies of dark blood who were, like
her, psychic vampires.

She caught the waitress’s eye, and the
petite woman in burgundy and black gave her a nod of acknowledgment
as she headed for another table.

Jorja’s gaze slid around the room,
though her thoughts were on work and the new collection the jewelry
store she worked for was thinking of creating. The goal was to
expand its reach to younger women and men.

She already had a ton of ideas ready
to roll as soon as she got word the new collection was a go, but
Jorja was afraid her boss would put a man at the wheel and screw
everything up.

Her gaze was snared by a woman at the
bar, face all lit up with humor. The smile hit Jorja low and made
her clit throb. Everything inside her wanted to feed off the woman
and hear her cries of pleasure as she took her.

“Hey, Jorja,” the waitress
said cheerfully. “Another?”

“Yeah, and a beer,” she
said deciding that would be all she’d have tonight. She didn’t get
drunk and had a fairly high tolerance for alcohol. It was a perk of
her goblin genetics.

“Be right back,” the
waitress replied. “You want to run a tab?”

“Sure,” Jorja said. A
friend of hers was supposed to join her for a few drinks. “Make
that a pitcher of beer and bring another glass.”

“Company coming?” she
asked with a grin.

“Supposed to be,” she
replied and pulled a thread of the girl’s energy simply because she
craved sex, but right now only the woman in red at the bar would
do. This taste would boost Jorja’s energy and kill the need to take
a woman to her bed she didn’t want.

She nodded knowingly.

“The girl at the bar in
the red dress—”

She loved the way the fabric hugged
the curves of her ass and waist. She could see herself undressing
that body and taking it with and without her dick.

“And her friend’s drinks
are on me.”

“Sure thing,” she said and
strode away.

Jorja’s gaze slid back to the bar,
which she could see pretty easily from her vantage point. The woman
in red was no more than five-foot-eight and her red-brown hair was
a thick sheen of waves that curled at the ends down her
back.

She had lush curves and moved
sensually when she danced despite being a little off
beat.

Jorja had seen the woman here several
times in the past month, and each time, Jorja wanted her more. She
almost ached with it, but she did dream of having the woman beneath
her, against her, beside her.

Just having her.

God damn it.

Are you insane? You’re
starting to sound like you could keep her around for longer than a
week or two.

You don’t have time for
that. A girl with those looks was either a
seductress who would know well how to use her body to get whatever
she wanted or she was an innocent more easily wounded by a careless
fling.

Fuck. You haven’t even slept with her and already she’s making you
question yourself.

“Hey, Jorj.”

She turned to look at the familiar
face, the green eyes lit with a smile.

“Hey, Leigh, what’s up
with you?”

“Nothing much,” she
muttered. “I’ve been working all day. Dad’s finally got everything
set to make our speedway a minor stop on the NASCAR
circuit.”

“Congratulations,” Jorja
said with a grin.

Carleigh Daily had been a rising
NASCAR star herself once upon a time. She’d won a few cups
including the Daytona 500. In defending her title at Daytona two
years ago, Leigh’s car had been sabotaged, putting her in the
hospital for months.

“Does that mean you’re
getting back on the circuit?” Jorja asked and the waitress appeared
with the beer and her shot.

Leigh waited until the waitress left
to say, “No. I can’t take chances with my life. The bastards almost
killed me.” Anger flashed in her eyes. “If I ever find out who
fucked with my car, he’s a dead man.”

“I hear that,” Jorja said.
Leigh hadn’t quite been the same after dying. She’d been revived,
but she’d never set foot on a track as a driver again.

“They didn’t break me, you
know,” she said softly. “I just—”

Leigh shook her head, a far-away look
in her eyes and Jorja knew something, some near-death-experience
was the reason her friend stayed off the track.

“But I’m going to help my
dad make this stop one hell of a place to be.” She
smiled.

Jorja reached across the table to give
her friend’s hand a light squeeze and Leigh gave her a nod of
thanks.

“So, what’s new in the
jewelry world?”

“Ha.” The sound was a
bitter one. “My cousin still wants to take over, and I’m afraid
granddad is going to be stupid enough to believe Mike can handle
it.” Her cousin couldn’t handle his liquor or his women, let alone
business.

Leigh nodded. “But he might choose you
to become VP? I mean especially if you can close the deal with
Paris and Rome, right?”

“Might, but Mike’s making
noises like he’s the driving force behind these deals. That jackass
couldn’t deal his way out of his pants without help.”

Leigh laughed, beer shooting out of
her nose. “It sucks to be him.”

“It will if granddad
promotes him over me because I swear I’m going to fuck him over so
bad, granddad will fire his ass and disinherit him.”

“You are one cold-ass
bitch,” Leigh said, shaking her head, green eyes gleaming with
humor. “I would never want to cross you the wrong way. Does your
family even know how ruthless you are?”

“Does your father know
you’d kill a man for killing you?” Jorja asked flippantly, but it
was true that the two of them had dark sides and tough natures that
were carefully hidden.

Leigh snorted and took a swallow of
her beer. “My father still thinks of me as his little princess,
especially now that he doesn’t have to cringe every time I go to
work. Jackass never wanted me to make it.”

“I think he did,” Jorja
said, contradicting her gently.

“Does your grandfather
want you to step into the man’s world of business? Hell, no. They
think a woman belongs in front of a stove in an apron with her ass
out so they can walk by and slip something between her buns
whenever they feel like it.”

Jorja laughed and sneaked a peak at
the woman in red. Her grandfather didn’t want her to have that
either, she mused, reaching for her shot.

“They’re pigs, all right,
but too civilized for that,” Jorja commented thinking of the ways
she’d love to be uncivilized with the sexy little number
below.

Leigh grunted bringing her attention
back to the conversation. “You’re probably right. Old-fashioned
jerks.” She took a swallow of her beer and then raised her glass.
“They have no idea what to do with a woman.” Carleigh wiggled her
brows, a wicked gleam in her eyes.

Jorja grinned. “Not anymore, if ever,”
she agreed gaily as she stole another look at the woman she
couldn’t seem to take her eyes off of.

“But you know you might
have a point about Mike,” Leigh told her, her expression serious.
“I’ve heard he’s been seen around with the siren girl, Tonya
Simms.”

Sirens were dangerous under the best
of circumstances, but dangle a shiny object in front of them, and
they grabbed for it.

“Really? We’re going to
renegotiate our contract with their store soon. He’s helping.
Granddad wants me to make sure he can handle things like
that.”

“I hope you’re at the
wheel because he can easily get taken,” Leigh said. “You know how
adept sirens are at seducing humans.”

“I know.”

“I’ve heard rumors Teak
Simms would love to get control of Diamond Glow, and Mike’s the
perfect way in.”

“Where are these rumors
coming from?”

“My dad. Teak could be
looking to expand his limited power base in the south or just to
take over your family’s operation. It is like a big shiny thing
just waiting to be claimed.”

“I don’t care what his
plans are. He’s not getting our business,” Jorja murmured, her gaze
going to the woman in red.

“See something you like,
ole dude?” Leigh asked, lowering her voice and giving her a sly
smile.

“Naw, just looking,” she
said with a grin and met her friend’s gaze. Leigh had been a
corrupting influence on her as far as her grandmother was
concerned. It was Leigh who’d introduced her to fast cars,
motorcycles, dildos, and the hidden world of the Fae.

“To you getting those
contracts, then.” Leigh lifted her glass with a wink.

Jorja raised her shot glass and
clinked it against the mug of beer. “Before hell freezes
over.”

“And not over Mike’s dead
body.”

Jorja laughed, not that she’d ever
kill her cousin. “Hear, hear!”

 



Chapter One

 


Three weeks
later

Jennifer Dandridge expelled a harsh
sigh as she slipped onto a stool at the end of the bar in The Play
Girl. She’d hated the idea of coming to the bar alone, but her best
friend had canceled at the last minute due to having to work
late.

“What can I get for you?”
the blond male, in a crisp white shirt and black pants asked
cheerfully.

Jennifer ran a hand over her forehead
and met the man’s friendly brown eyes. “White wine.”

“One white for the lady.”
He started to go and stopped, leaning on the bar, gaze averted to
the other side of her. His full lips tugged into a playful smile.
“What can I get you, Jorj?”

“Vodka, straight, and I’ll
get what the lady’s having,” she said and Jennifer threw her a look
about to refuse.

Jennifer wasn’t really in the mood for
a jackass who thought just because she bought her a couple of
drinks, she had the right to take her to a motel. Not that she
wasn’t in the mood to blow off some steam. It just had to be on her
terms.

The eyes that fixed her were smooth
copper in a brown face with the short black pixie cut that was
slightly spiked at the top. The top three buttons of the crisp blue
shirt were undone for a peek at gray lace inside.

“Thank you,” Jennifer said
breathlessly as she fell into those eyes.

The bartender discreetly faded away
and the other woman’s eyes slid over her face before taking in the
bodice of the black dress she’d pulled on after her hasty
shower.

“I’m Jorja.”

Her voice was low and intimate despite
the fact she hadn’t made any move to lean toward her. The sound of
it was a caress that made Jennifer’s heart beat faster and her
nipples peak.

“Jennifer.”

Jorja stuck her hand out and Jennifer
took it, finding a firm warm grip and soft hands that were slightly
calloused. Immediately her mind pictured those hands stroking her,
the slight roughness sensual on her skin, and she got wet, cheeks
heating.

Jennifer quickly withdrew, breath
hitching.

“Hard day?” The sultry
voice asked, making Jennifer tingle.

“Sort of. You?” It was
hard to tell because those copper eyes gave nothing away and
neither did that lovely face. Jorja’s skin was so smooth, but bore
a single tiny scar on the strong jaw.

“Nothing out of the
ordinary,” Jorja replied and then gave her a rueful smile. “I’ve
seen you a few times before. You were with someone.”

“Really?” She’d never seen
her. Jennifer knew she’d remember those eyes with their long
lashes.

Jorja cocked her head and gave her a
brief smile. “Really. Alone tonight?”

“Um—” Jennifer frowned
wondering if the woman might be a stalker or if she was just making
an observation.

She did come here a lot and the last
few times she’d been here, she’d come with her best friend just
before losing her job. She’d been too busy drowning her anger and
blowing off steam to notice anyone else.

“Yes.”

“Ladies.” The blond set
the drinks on the bar and Jorja reached into the pocket of her
black leather pants and pulled out a wallet.

The fabric looked expensive even in
this light, and that shirt looked like tailored silk.

Jorja tossed a bill onto the bar and
Jennifer noticed her nails were short and neat. No fanfare of
French tips or color, just natural, unlike her own which were
painted black to match the dress she wore.

“Keep the change,” Jorja
told him and he smiled.

“Call me if you want
another round,” he said congenially, pearly whites flashing again
before he discreetly vanished.

“Thank you for the drink,”
Jennifer said and picked up the goblet to take a sip. Over the rim,
she watched her companion swallow back half of the clear liquid
drink with a slight grimace.

How had she missed a woman so
attractive even in the haze of anger?

“You’re welcome,
Jennifer,” she said as she met her gaze again. “What do you
do?”

Jennifer almost choked on her wine.
“Uh, nothing right now. I was laid off three weeks ago.”

More like fired. Her bosses couldn’t
just come out and say that though. So, they’d said they were
downsizing and they no longer needed her.

“What did you do then?” Jorja asked,
interest bright in her eyes now.

“I was a personal
assistant at Vines and Morris Law until my boss grabbed my ass and
I slapped him.” That was the simple version. It didn’t take into
account the months of advances and sexual harassment that had
driven her to that point.

Now, she was jobless, and on the verge
of losing her apartment. She couldn’t go to her parents for help
because her mother was a drunk who barely stayed sober long enough
to work her shift waiting tables. Her father ran a biker bar and
didn’t think too highly of her.

Not that he ever had. So, he wouldn’t
give her a dime.

Her best friend had offered, but she
lived in a loft with only one bedroom, and she’d have to sleep on
an air mattress.

Jorja’s full lips pulled into an
amused smile. “That’s the rough, right? You stand up for yourself
and get fired. Take it and lose your self-respect.”

Jennifer grimaced. “I lost my rent
ticket,” she muttered. Jennifer didn’t have a college degree and
had never aspired to higher education since getting through high
school had been trying enough.

On top of that, she’d had an unsavory
home life that had her hitting the door the moment she got her
first job waiting tables.

“You were a business
major?” Jorja asked with raised brows.

“No.” Jennifer looked away
feeling a little out of her depth.

Smooth and sexy over there probably
had a degree. She couldn’t look that expensively attired on a
secretary’s salary unless she was going hungry and Jorja looked fit
and lean.

“Another?” Jorja said and
swallowed back the rest of her drink before signaling the
bartender.

“No.” She wrinkled her
nose.

The blond came over. “More of the
same?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

“I guess it was a hard
day,” he said with some familiarity.

“Irritating,” Jorja
answered. “Add some club to that.”

“How can you drink that
swill?” he asked in a teasing tone.

She chuckled. “Just like you can pour
it, with ease,” she replied, humor twinkling in her eyes and the
easiness between them made Jennifer a little jealous.

Maybe Jorja came here for the
bartender.

“Another one for the
lady?” he asked looking at her then.

“You trying to get her
drunk for me, babe?” Jorja asked with a grin as she threw Jennifer
a look.

The teasing glimmer in Jorja’s eyes
had her catching her breath and the spark of heat in them burned
through her.

“I don’t think you need my
help,” he said with a little grin.

“No, thanks,” Jennifer
said tartly and saw a question in Jorja’s stare that made her look
away momentarily.

The bartender poured the drink and
Jorja paid before she angled her body so she was fully facing
Jennifer when he was gone.

“Are you seeing anyone?”
Jorja asked curiously.

“No.” She shook her head
and brushed a wisp of hair off her face. “Are you?”

“Not at the moment,” she
replied and tossed back the shot. “You want to get out of
here?”

Jennifer studied her for a long moment
and took a sip of her wine. There was something in Jorja’s pretty
eyes that she couldn’t resist, didn’t want to fight.

And the dark nature of her—the part of
Jennifer that was fairy—raised its head. That part of her watched
Jorja with an intensity that almost scared her because it wanted.
The desire rampaged through her like a wild animal in
heat.

“Want to go to my place?”
Jennifer asked before she could censure the words. She rarely took
women home with her unless she’d known them for a few months.
However, there was something about Jorja.

Jorja tossed another bill onto the
bar. “Why not?”


Chapter Two

 


Jennifer pulled into her parking space
in front of her building. The old brownstone was being sold and the
rent was being increased, but some work had been done to the place
and more was planned from what she’d heard.

She cut the engine of her old Ford and
studied her hands, gripping the steering wheel.

Be good.

Jennifer was part fairy dog, hound of
the hunt. However, she was an anomaly, a freak because she couldn’t
fully shift. However, her nails grew when she was angry or aroused
and her canines lengthened. She had honed her control over the
years so that her nails didn’t grow long enough to cause damage,
and her teeth didn’t tear skin.

She didn’t make those growling animal
noises anymore either. Jennifer was the perfect human on the
outside.

Still, part of her feared she’d hurt a
lover badly one day.

“Not enough to abstain
though,” she said ruefully and wondered at the darkness of her and
how it could be so callous at times. Her boss had been lucky she’d
only slapped him.

Jennifer released the seatbelt before
grabbing her purse from the passenger seat. As she reached for the
door handle a vibrant blue Corvette pulled into the slot next to
hers, and she looked over, catching Jorja’s eye in the
window.

The car had to cost a fortune, she
mused as Jorja climbed out. Jennifer got out of her own vehicle as
well and headed to the sidewalk where Jorja joined her, her stride
confident, legs long and her movements graceful.

The light wind ruffled Jorja’s hair,
blowing a lock onto her forehead and Jennifer tilted her head to
look up the short distance. Jennifer was five-eight so Jorja
couldn’t be more than five-foot-nine.

Jorja had her suit jacket in hand and
Jennifer didn’t blame her, it was a chilly winter evening with the
forecast for rain and a temperature drop.

“It’s supposed to rain,”
Jennifer said and glanced up at the gray sky.

“I saw the forecast,”
Jorja commented and reached out and draped her jacket around
Jennifer’s shoulders. “Change of heart?”

Jorja’s hands brushed her arm and
Jennifer shivered, tearing her gaze from the sky.

“No.” She shook her head.
“We should go up. It’s already getting colder.” The cold didn’t
bother her much thanks to her hound genetics.

“A little,” Jorja said
with a shrug.

Jennifer gave her a faint smile and
led the way down the cobblestone walk that wound through a newly
planted winter garden. The new owner had bought the property behind
this eight months ago and townhouses had gone up and a beautiful
courtyard and garden had followed.

Jennifer input the security code and
the door swung open revealing the gleaming wood floors and freshly
painted walls. She had a second-floor unit that she normally took
the stairs up to, but tonight, she strolled past the security desk
and gave the female guard behind it a wave.

“Evening miss,” she called
coolly.

At the elevator, Jennifer punched the
call button and the car arrived a few minutes later. The doors slid
open and one of Jennifer’s neighbors climbed out.

“Hello, Jennifer.” The
perky blonde’s gaze took a slow cruise down Jorja’s body and hunger
filled her blue eyes.

“Hey, Tabitha.” Jennifer
almost growled at her instead, and she stepped into the car and
Jorja followed giving a nod to Tabitha.

“Interesting that you’d
parade me in front of the security station,” Jorja said.

“I wasn’t doing that,”
Jennifer replied defensively. She had wanted security to see who
she’d taken up to her room in case this went badly, though she
wasn’t expecting anything but the most sensual kind of wrong. “I
take the elevator.” Not often.

Jorja chuckled. “I was teasing you,
Jennifer.”

Jennifer chanced to meet her gaze and
found a twinkle of humor shining in the gorgeous eyes.

“It was smart,” Jorja
commented. “You never know what you’re getting into hooking up with
a stranger. You are disease free, right?”

“Yes,” she said with a
frown. “Aren’t you?”

“Naturally,” Jorja agreed
and held her gaze. “I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t.”

The elevator dinged and Jennifer tore
her gaze from Jorja’s and stepped off, heading down the hall to her
apartment. She opened her purse and removed her keys to unlock the
door.

Moving inside, Jennifer flipped on the
light, flooding the living area with soft white light.

“Would you like a drink?”
Jennifer asked facing Jorja who was closing the door behind
them.

Jorja’s gaze dropped to her lips. “I
could use a taste of you,” Jorja murmured and Jennifer’s pulse
kicked. “Aren’t you thirsty for something a little more potent than
coffee?”

“I—” Jennifer broke off as
Jorja closed the distance between them and glided her fingers up
Jennifer’s arm. The jacket was little protection against the heat
that burned through, igniting the fires of passion inside
her.

Jorja brushed her lips against
Jennifer’s, in a soft teasing kiss. Jennifer’s lips parted and
Jorja’s tongue darted inside. The taste of the alcohol with a hint
of ginger on Jorja’s breath was potent and seductive.

Jennifer curled her arms around
Jorja’s neck as sharp teeth nipped at her bottom lip. Jennifer
moaned and Jorja’s hands caressed her back on their way down to cup
her ass.

Jennifer stroked Jorja’s nape, hunger
rising to the surface like never before. And her animal nature
screamed for Jennifer to claim this woman. That darkness ached to
have Jorja’s fingers inside her, her clit sliding against hers, wet
and swollen as much as the good girl in her did.

Jennifer broke the kiss, panting as
she backed out of Jorja’s arms. “Let’s take this to my bedroom.”
She turned and made her way to her bedroom. Turning on the light,
Jennifer stepped away from the door watching eagerly as Jorja
joined her.

She reached up and released her hair
from the knot at the top of her head allowing the straight locks to
tumble down to mid-back and down over her breasts. Heart beating
wildly, Jennifer turned, removed Jorja’s jacket and tossed it to
the chair.

“Can you unzip me?” she
asked.

A moment later, soft fingers caressed
her nape before dragging the zipper down, lips brushed the side of
her neck, up the back, pushing her hair aside. Sharp teeth lightly
nipped her skin, and Jennifer closed her eyes on a soft
sigh.

“Your perfume is
enticing,” Jorja murmured and bit her earlobe.

Then, she brushed the bodice of
Jennifer’s dress down and kissed her back as she gripped her
hips.

Mmm.

Jorja turned her, and their gazes met.
At the same time, Jorja pushed the straps of Jennifer’s bra aside
while working the front closures open. She brushed the scrap of
lacey material aside and stared at the sun-golden skin before
lowering her head to trace her tongue along Jennifer’s
collarbone.

Her lips brushed over the top of one
mound, tongue tip sliding over a tightly furled dusty pink nipple.
Jorja lightly nipped the flesh, tongue sliding over the areola
before flicking the erect peak. Jorja drew it into her mouth and
sucked.

Jennifer growled low and soft pushing
her fingers into Jorja’s fine hair.

Jorja’s hands slid up her back,
holding her in place as she teased the nipple, hot mouth making her
juices run.

“Jorja,” Jennifer
moaned.

Jorja released the pink bud, turning
her attention to the twin while her fingers pinched and plumped the
other engorged tip. She slapped the fleshy mound lightly, sucked
and then scraped her teeth against the delicate peak before sucking
it again.

Jorja met her gaze, the dark storm of
brown beautiful in its passionate fury. “Finish undressing for me,”
she ordered. “I want to see you.”

Jennifer pushed the dress down letting
it slide off. She stroked her fingers over her nearly flat stomach
and Jorja’s gaze sharpened in the light.

“Damn, you’re so hot,”
Jorja murmured. “My pussy’s already wet just looking at
you.”

Jennifer allowed her fingers to brush
the mound still covered by her panties, rubbing it, stroking her
clit through the fabric. She moaned, wallowing in the feel of her
own touch.

Jorja gave her a smile as she
unbuttoned her shirt and pushed it off and draped it over the
chair. Jorja toed off her loafers and kicked them aside before
Jennifer came to caress her arms and steal a kiss. As she did so,
Jennifer pushed Jorja’s hands aside and released the button of
Jorja’s pants before tugging the zipper down.

Jennifer pushed her hand inside while
kissing Jorja’s neck. She trailed kisses to her throat and Jorja
groaned, pushing her fingers into Jennifer’s thick
locks.

“Darlin, your lips feel so
good on my skin,” Jorja said roughly.

Jennifer lifted her head and gave
Jorja a push, sending her tumbling onto the bed. Jennifer pulled
Jorja’s pants and panties off in one economical move and tossed
them to the chair before straddling Jorja.

Jorja sat up kissing her, skimming her
fingers down Jennifer’s side. She cupped her breast, squeezed
lightly, and pinched the nipples.

Jennifer groaned roughly and the
flames of passion rose higher in her.

Jorja flipped Jennifer onto the
mattress and Jennifer trembled, her desire raging out of control.
Jorja drew her fingers between the valley of Jennifer’s breasts and
gave one nipple a tug.

“Jorja, you’re making me
ache for you,” she cried and the needy sound almost startled her.
Her body was ready to go off like a bomb blast.

Jorja ripped Jennifer’s panties and
brushed the tattered pieces aside to smooth her hand over
Jennifer’s pussy. Then, she slid her fingers through the thick,
warm juices spilling from Jennifer’s body to brush the shaft of her
engorged clit and Jennifer hissed as bubbles of pleasure sparked in
her blood.

“Feels good?” Jorja
caressed the head of her clit with the pad of her finger before
pressing more firmly against the nubbin.

“Yes!” Jennifer whispered,
voice quivering. The very touch making her wild with the need to
come.

Jorja drew her finger around
Jennifer’s clit, pinched it lightly, and then pushed two fingers
inside her as she braced the heel of her hand against the bundle of
nerves already humming with bliss.

“Yes, please,” she begged.
Jennifer put her hand on Jorja’s, nails digging into the back of
her hand. “Oh, God.”

Jorja thrust two fingers into the hot
depths of her pussy, and Jennifer groaned, eyes closing as
delectation closed around her.

“You’re so beautiful,”
Jorja rasped out. “Look at me, Jena. Be here with me.”

“I am,” she said softly,
reaching up to caress Jorja’s hand.

Jorja ground the heel of her hand
against Jennifer’s clit as she thrust her fingers in and out of her
in a steady rhythm.

“Oh, God!” Jennifer
breathed. “Jorja!”

Jorja withdrew her fingers and moved
over Jennifer. On her knees, Jorja lifted one of Jennifer’s legs
onto her shoulder before gripping her hips and thrusting her pussy
against Jennifer’s.

Jennifer moaned harshly, the damp
friction delicious as their clits came together.

“You’re so sweet,” Jorge
said and drew her fingers along Jennifer’s body to cup her breasts.
Jorja ground against Jennifer and shuddered as heat poured through
her.

“Oh, God.” Jennifer
gripped the comforter as Jorja ground against her, the sensations
from the clit to clit action drawing a cry from her.

She was so wet and hot it wouldn’t
take much to push her over.

Jorja released Jennifer’s leg and
braced her hands on the bed as she stole a quick kiss. Jennifer
slid her hands up Jorja’s sides, nails sharp in their scrape over
soft skin.

She tried to control herself, but even
as she glided her hands up Jorja’s back, she knew she was
scratching harder than she should. However, Jorja groaned into the
kiss and arched into her nails as if they were a caress. Their
breasts brushed in a tantalizing fashion tearing a low growl from
Jennifer’s throat.

Jorja met her gaze and heat surged
inside her, her juices flowed, dampening her thighs as she gripped
Jorja’s ass. The globes were firm to the touch and Jennifer
squeezed, nails digging in.

Jorja smiled. “You’re wild, Jennifer,”
Jorja murmured. “I like it.”

“Do you?” Would she like
finding her skin scored from the scratches in the
morning?

Jennifer arched up and bit Jorja’s
shoulder. Or bite marks marring her skin?

She wasn’t sure why she liked things a
little rough during sex, but it made her hotter, fed something dark
inside her.

Jennifer spread her legs a little
wider, and Jorja moved her hips in a slow circle, their clits
kissing. The potent sensation ricocheted through her, drawing a
gasp from her.

“You’re so hot,” Jennifer
murmured.

Jorja rocked the shaft of her clit
slid against hers. A low growl, too low to be noticed with normal
human hearing, escaped her, as she squeezed Jorja’s ass.

“God, you know how to
fuck.” Jennifer arched toward Jorja. “I bet you do wonderful things
with a strap-on.”

Jorja chuckled and rocked against her
again and then rolled them over. Jennifer wasted no time straddling
Jorja. Jennifer moved sinuously, thrusting against her as she
cupped Jorja’s breasts.

“Mm, baby,” Jorja
moaned.

An ache deep inside drove her, a need
so blinding had her riding Jorja hard, fingers gliding up to grip
Jorja’s shoulders, nails pricking the skin. The mattress protesting
lightly with her vigorous thrusts.

Jennifer threw her head back, breasts
bouncing as she took her pleasure from the woman beneath her,
thrusting up in harmonious movements.

“Fuck, Jena. Ride me,
baby,” Jorja encouraged raggedly. “Damn, you feel so
good.”

Jennifer’s energy rose, rushed
forward, in a dizzying tug away from her, but it was bliss. The
power of it heightened her arousal beyond anything she’d ever known
and took her over.

Jorja’s hands were heated on her skin,
sending shards of pleasure coursing through her. Jennifer gasped
and ground against Jorja hard and fast, while outside thunder
rolled.

“Jorja!” Jennifer screamed
as her body jerked, her orgasm exploding through her.

Jorja’s cry of release followed, her
body quaking beneath Jennifer’s and outside rain pelted the roof in
a loud tattoo.


Chapter Three

 


Jennifer collapsed on top of Jorja,
breathing harsh and body thrumming as if she’d been plugged into an
electrical socket. And Jorja’s arms closed around her. Jennifer
relaxed feeling in perfect sync with the woman holding
her.

“That was fantastic,”
Jorja said, kissing Jennifer’s shoulder.

“Mm,” Jennifer agreed. The
tension that had kept her tightly wound all day was gone. Sated,
she rolled onto the bed next to Jorja and closed her eyes as she
snuggled closer. Jennifer needed to be held, to be touched, the
hurts of the last three and a half weeks soothed away.

But she didn’t expect Jorja to hold
her now that she had what she wanted, any more than Jennifer
expected her to stay more than a few more minutes.

Jorja was a hot butch with the
confident walk and style of a one-nighter.

“What’s got you so wound
up, Jennifer?” Jorja curved her body toward her and glided her
fingers over Jennifer’s stomach.

Jennifer’s gaze caught on the skull
dripping blood tattooed on Jorja’s shoulder.

“I’ve been a little
stressed, that’s all.” The little savings she had was almost gone,
and she needed a job.

“You’ll find
something.”

“I have an interview in
the morning,” Jennifer said putting her hand on Jorja’s, nails
scratching almost of their own free will. “It’s with a law firm
looking for a paralegal. I’m more than qualified.”

“Good luck,” she said
softly rubbing Jennifer’s back even as her other hand moved between
Jennifer’s thighs.

“Thanks,” she gasped out
the word as Jorja drew her fingers over the smoothness of her
labia. Jennifer had had a little heart tattooed there at fourteen
on a dare.

She creamed, her body preparing itself
for the penetration she hoped would come this time.

Jorja stroked Jennifer’s clitoris, the
bundle of nerves becoming quickly engorged, and she bit Jorja’s
shoulder again as her hand urged Jorja’s closer.

“Jorja,” she said
pleadingly.

Jorja slipped her fingers inside the
wet sheath and thrust them in deeper as she pressed her thumb to
the cleft and worked the little pleasure button already
pulsing.

“God, Jorja,” she cried
and threw her leg over Jorja’s thigh as Jorja fucked her with sweet
strokes that pushed her over the edge fast. She couldn’t believe
it. A scream escaped her and her body bucked against Jorja’s
hand.

Jorja withdrew her fingers and licked
them clean before kissing Jennifer. She could taste herself on
Jorja’s tongue. The earthy flavor was heady and seductive even as
Jorja deepened the kiss.

“Oh, hell,” Jennifer
moaned, head swimming. “Mm.”

Jorja kissed her again and climbed
from the bed. She came back a few minutes later with a damp cloth
she used to clean Jennifer up. Jennifer was a little embarrassed,
but didn’t protest despite her surprise.

After Jorja disposed of the towel,
Jennifer expected her to make some excuse
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