
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Queen of Hearts

By Radclyffe

Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2016 Radclyffe

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.


Synopsis

Nothing is as sweet as forever love, and nothing
hurts as much as when you can’t tell her. Two girls, a dance, and a
heart on the line...

Previously published in Romance for Life
(Intaglio Publications, 2006)


Acclaim for Radclyffe’s Fiction

In Prescription for Love “Radclyffe
populates her small town with colorful characters, among the most
memorable being Flann’s little sister, Margie, and Abby’s
15-year-old trans son, Blake…This romantic drama has plenty of
heart and soul.”—Publishers Weekly

2013 RWA/New England Bean Pot award winner for
contemporary romance Crossroads “will draw
the reader in and make her heart ache, willing the two main
characters to find love and a life together. It’s a story that
lingers long after coming to ‘the end.’”—Lambda Literary

In 2012 RWA/FTHRW Lories and RWA HODRW Aspen Gold
award winner Firestorm “Radclyffe brings
another hot lesbian romance for her readers.”—The Lesbrary

Foreword Review Book of the Year finalist and IPPY
silver medalist Trauma Alert “is hard to put
down and it will sizzle in the reader’s hands. The characters are
hot, the sex scenes explicit and explosive, and the book is moved
along by an interesting plot with well drawn secondary characters.
The real star of this show is the attraction between the two
characters, both of whom resist and then fall head over
heels.”—Lambda Literary Reviews

Lambda Literary Award Finalist Best Lesbian Romance 2010 features “stories [that] are
diverse in tone, style, and subject, making for more variety than
in many, similar anthologies…well written, each containing a
satisfying, surprising twist. Best Lesbian Romance series editor
Radclyffe has assembled a respectable crop of 17 authors for this
year’s offering.”—Curve Magazine

2010 Prism award winner and ForeWord Review Book
of the Year Award finalist Secrets in the
Stone is “so powerfully [written] that the worlds of these
three women shimmer between reality and dreams…A strong, must read
novel that will linger in the minds of readers long after the last
page is turned.”—Just About Write

In Benjamin Franklin Award finalist Desire by Starlight “Radclyffe writes romance with such
heart and her down-to-earth characters not only come to life but
leap off the page until you feel like you know them. What Jenna and
Gard feel for each other is not only a spark but an inferno and, as
a reader, you will be washed away in this tumultuous romance until
you can do nothing but succumb to it.”—Queer Magazine
Online

Lambda Literary Award winner Stolen Moments “is a collection of steamy stories about
women who just couldn’t wait. It’s sex when desire overrides
reason, and it’s incredibly hot!”—On Our Backs

Lambda Literary Award winner Distant Shores, Silent Thunder “weaves an intricate
tapestry about passion and commitment between lovers. The story
explores the fragile nature of trust and the sanctuary provided by
loving relationships.”—Sapphic Reader

Lambda Literary Award Finalist Justice Served delivers a “crisply written, fast-paced
story with twists and turns and keeps us guessing until the final
explosive ending.”—Independent Gay Writer

Lambda Literary Award finalist Turn Back Time “is filled with wonderful love scenes,
which are both tender and hot.”—MegaScene
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The Queen of Hearts

Jay Jones lay in the dark, listening to Annie Lennox
sing to her about sweet dreams. Jay knew all about sweet dreams.
She lived on them. Sweet, secret dreams. Night after night.

Yeah, and I’m an idiot for listening to her.

The house was quiet. Her father was working the late
shift. Her mother was at her sister Pam’s, helping out with the new
baby. Jay thought about how easy things always seemed for her
sister, just three years older but almost a different species. When
Pam had been her age, she’d been effortlessly popular—a
cheerleader, senior-class president—with lots of boyfriends. Then
she’d married her high school sweetheart and everyone had said what
a perfect couple they were.

Jay rolled on her side and stared at the red
numerals on the bedside clock: 11:02 p.m. They’d crown the king and
queen soon, and everyone would say what a perfect couple they were
too. Her chest ached thinking about that. Thinking about how it
would never happen for her. At least she didn’t have to watch.

I bet she’ll look beautiful.

Behind closed eyes, Jay imagined her, as she had so
many nights. How she looked. How she sounded. The way she smiled.
The way she’d feel. Jay groaned and squeezed her eyes more tightly
closed, but the image remained, seared across the inside of her
trembling lids.

11:05 p.m.

The night had hardly begun and already it seemed
endless. Jay took a breath, listened to her heart pound, took
another. The ache had spread to her stomach. It was no use. Even
the promise of sweet dreams wasn’t enough. She got up. Dressed.
Stepped out into the night.

What a loser.

But still she trudged on. Couldn’t help herself.
Couldn’t resist. Couldn’t give up the dream until she’d seen the
impossibility of it for herself. Perhaps the cold, hard truth would
set her free. Heartbreak heaven. Yeah.

With a litany of self-recrimination looping through
her head, Jay bunched her fists in the pockets of her leather
bomber jacket and hurried toward the blazing beacon a block away.
The parking lot behind the gymnasium was filled to capacity with
cars whose fresh polish sparkled in the glare of the halogens
overhead. Here and there a limo edged along the chain-link fence or
angled across three spaces at the end of a crowded row of SUVs and
sedans. The huge domed building itself glowed from within, an alien
being whose usual bright lights had been subdued for the evening
festivities.

There was no one around to see her as she threaded
her way between the vehicles on her path to the rear doors, one of
which stood ajar, allowing a triangle of light to escape into the
otherwise impenetrable shadows. Someone had obviously propped it
open a few inches, probably for ventilation—or to sneak out back
for a smoke—and had forgotten to close it. She seriously doubted
that there was a guard at the door.

The closer she came to the building, the more
clearly she could hear the heavy rap beat. The sound escaped the
inadequate confines of steel and glass, undulated through the
macadam, and reverberated into her sneakers. Her legs trembled from
the unexpected sensation that echoed the quivering in her belly. In
her mind’s eye, she saw the closely packed bodies crowding the
dance floor as the revelers simulated sex to the pulsating rhythm,
freak dancing back to front or in sinuously swaying chains,
boy-girl-boy-girl. Boy-girl, boy-girl. Loser.

Grimacing, Jay shook her head, chasing away the
images—especially one, the one she couldn’t bear to imagine but had
come to glimpse nonetheless. She’d come to bear witness to her
heartbreak with the same irresistible compulsion as an onlooker at
an accident scene who cannot glance away from the carnage.

As she had suspected, no guards or even chaperones
stood watch at the partially open door. Undoubtedly, the hallway
that led from the delivery area in the rear toward the main room
was being observed from inside the gymnasium, with the intent of
preventing anyone from slipping away for an illicit drink or a
taste of forbidden love. Someone slipping in was a different
matter. Carefully, Jay sidled through the opening and, keeping
close to the wall, crept down the darkened hallway toward the sound
of festivities in the far room. Her path led her to the walkway
behind the bleachers, which had been pulled forward to create a
seating area for partygoers and staff who needed a break from the
jostling crowd.

Crepe hung in gauzy curtains from the ceiling,
dampening the illumination. The air in the heart of the building
was heavy and hot, thick with the excitement of two hundred
celebrants, and Jay quickly shed her jacket and hung it from the
end of a riser. In the half-light, she was invisible, and
emboldened, she edged around the corner of the stands until she
could see what she had come to see.

Holding her breath, Jay searched the room, her gaze
finally alighting on the most beautiful girl in the world. Rachel
Emerson stood out from the crowd as if a spotlight was focused upon
her, her golden hair held up by a few strategically placed silver
combs, leaving her smooth, tanned shoulders bare. The riotous curls
refused to be tamed, however, and here and there a stray blond
strand escaped to dance about her face.

Jay’s chest ached in a painfully good way now, as
her eyes drifted down over the strapless black dress, taking in the
tight bodice edged in sparkling silver, like little flecks of
starlight. The dress flared only slightly at Rachel’s narrow waist
to flow softly over her hips to the floor. When Jay’s head grew
light, she remembered to breathe, gulping for air as her pulse beat
loud in her ears. She’d never seen Rachel look
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