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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 to leave, but
Jorja climbed into bed with her and Jennifer curled against her waiting for the
reprimand.


“Why’d you get the
tattoo?” Jorja asked.


“No reason. Just a
kid being stupid,” she said. “Why’d you get yours?”


“I was wild and my
friend was convincing,” she said with humor in her tone. 


Jennifer studied
Jorja’s tat and the red eyes seemed to be looking right at her, startling her
into shutting her own. The hound in her huffed softly and Jennifer cuddled
closer savoring the feeling of just being with someone even though she wouldn’t
see her again. 


They laid there in
silence, Jorja caressing her back, lightning flashing outside the curtains, and
the rain coming down in a furious dance. The pounding of fat drops on the roof
was soothing and Jennifer closed her eyes, something inside her content for
now.


****


Teak Simms leaned
back in the chair in his office with a dissatisfied sigh. The numbers were
looking okay if all he wanted was to continue to be content with status quo,
but he had bigger dreams than just this store. 


He was tired of
watching those hounds slink around town as if they were the kings of the land.
They weren’t in fairy realm anymore, not that any of them had been there for a
very long time. 


They’d all been
kicked out of the realm for one infraction or another, mostly conspiracy
against the Unseelie king. The groups who’d been expelled hadn’t conspired
together nor had they all been shoved out into this human realm at the same
time.


His family, a
small clan of ten, were water fairies. They’d been royalty in the fairy realm,
but here they were nothing. Thanks to a human who’d taken everything from them,
including their meager wealth and four members of their clan who would have
produced strong half-bloods. 


The loss had
forced him to make alliances with another water clan whose agenda had changed
over the years just as his had. Each of them had their own ideas for how to
further advance their bid to claim this city financially as well as politically


Teak’s home office
door creaked open, but he didn’t have to turn his head to know it wasn’t his
daughter. Her scent was a seductive mixture of musk and water. This one moss
and sand.


“Hey, dad,” his
son said. 


Theron came to sit
down before his desk, his face a tired mask. “How’s it going?”


“Fine. How is
Tonya making out with McMasters?”


“Things are on
track since that goblin isn’t strictly in charge. The boy isn’t nearly as
difficult to deal with as the grandfather or the goblin.”


“She’s immune to
our charms,” Theron said evenly. “And she won’t take it well if her cousin
fucks up.”


“I’m keeping the
plan simple,” he said. “I want the business, but we’ll have to go slow to get
it. Getting her kicked out and Mike put in control won’t be easy.”


“We’ll have to
eventually kill Michael McMasters. That heart attack we managed to induce
wasn’t enough, so we’ll have to make more aggressive moves,” Theron suggested.
“Then, we’ll have to kill her, too.”


Getting rid of the
patriarch was part of his plan. The McMasters would be nothing without him.


“I know. We’ll
just make sure we aren’t implicated,” Teak replied with a smile. “Jorja won’t be
difficult to get rid of once we’ve taken care of her grandfather. She’s what
she is because she wants to please him.” 


“Let us not
underestimate her,” Theron warned. “We don’t know nearly enough about her true
goblin background. She could be from one of the warrior clans, and they were
notorious for dealing death.”


“I don’t see her
as that big of a threat. She is one in her family of humans,” he said coldly. Not
having grown up around goblins, Teak didn’t see Jorja as a threat. 


“Because she is a
goblin, I think you should consider taking Bearenstien up on his offer to
become part of the Bearenstien Family or ally our organization with them.”


“He’s mafia, we’re
business oriented, not criminals.”


“We might need
their help,” he said. “And the two things aren’t mutually exclusive at times.”


He grimaced,
thinking the boy had a point, but he wasn’t ready to go that route yet. 


“At any rate, Tonya’s
first order of business is simple. There is little risk involved and will make
us rich enough that we’ll be able to hire hounds to take out McMasters in
time.”


“I’ll keep my eye
on her all the same,” Theron said. “Taking something from her might be a key to
making her easy prey.”


****


Still buzzed from
Jennifer’s energy, Jorja woke from a clap of thunder, senses heightened enough
she could feel the fine hairs against her skin.


Jennifer was still
sleeping curled up against her side, depleted she suspected from the energy
Jorja had drawn from her. Jennifer was delicious, dark and sweet like the
cherries her mother’s family grew in their Washington orchard.  


Jennifer couldn’t
be all human, Jorja thought studying her in the thin sliver of light coming in
from the living area. Her skin was baby smooth and soft as silk. 


Her brows were
neatly arched, the color of her reddish-brown hair which Jorja had noticed had
redder highlights in the club’s light. Jennifer’s lips were slightly parted and
just shy of full, but had felt so perfect against hers. Her skin was barely
golden as if kissed by the winter sun. 


She stroked her
finger along Jennifer’s jaw unable to resist touching her, and Jennifer sighed,
her hand going to rest on Jorja’s stomach. Jorja’s stomach tightened, feeling
funny, and heat bloomed inside her, but it wasn’t just physical.


Something more
intimate snaked through her, awakening a part of her she’d buried long ago.
Jorja caught her breath and mentally shook it off. No one got to her, no one
tamed the part of her that longed for a deeper connection.


She was sure a
mere human could never accept the monster she was let alone love her. She was
black-hearted woman beyond coaxing into the light. Who but another goblin or
dark fairy could accept her? 


 With gritted teeth, Jorja turned her focus
from the emotional to Jennifer’s fingers. The flesh was soft, the nails black
and long. The pain they’d inflicted had been arousing, making her want to demand
more. 


Not the touch of a
mere mortal, she mused, running her finger along one nail only to cut her
finger superficially. Hmm.


She licked away
the blood, wondering if Jennifer was Fae or some kind of shifter. Perhaps a Fae
shifter?


The warmth of Jennifer’s
skin, and the scent of her perfume was a lure Jorja fought against even as her nipples
tightened and her pussy dampened with their remembered passion. Instead of
waking her, Jorja disentangled herself as carefully as she could and climbed
from the bed. 


Jorja glanced at
the sleek watch on her wrist, finding it was after ten. Her stomach grumbled
and she padded into the bathroom to clean up before dressing quickly. 


Jorja had a few
things to go over before she went to bed and she needed something to eat since
she hadn’t eaten since breakfast. She searched for a notebook and pen and found
one in the bedside table drawer. 


Jorja tore off a
sheet and scribbled a note on it. She retrieved a card from her wallet with her
office number on it. She left it on the note and grabbed her jacket before
heading out into the rain.


Jorja hadn’t
expected this to happen even though she’d gone to the bar looking to pick
someone up. She’d seen Jennifer in The Play Girl several times and had seen the
sadness in her eyes these last three weeks. Jorja had wanted to wipe it away,
but Jennifer hadn’t even noticed her. 


“Don’t start
getting sentimental on me now,” she muttered as she removed the Vette keys from
her jacket pocket and made a mad dash to her car in the driving rain. “She’s
just a chick with a hot body and pretty hazel eyes.”


But Jorja wanted
to see Jennifer again despite that. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about
her when she’d first seen her in the bar, and now she couldn’t stop wanting to
fuck her again.


****


The next morning,
Jennifer woke to silence and a cold mattress with the scent of the Colombian
brew perfuming the air. She groaned and rolled onto her back and stared up at
the ceiling. 


“What were you
thinking, Jennifer?” she asked, but her tone came out lacking the
self-recrimination she meant it to carry.  


Damn. Jorja had
been good. So good, and she hadn’t even protested her biting or the scratching.
They were things about her nature she couldn’t change any more than she could
change how steadfast a friend she was to any who gained her loyalty.


 “Too bad I didn’t get her number,” she said
and rolled out of bed. 


Jennifer headed
into the small bathroom to shower and padded back into the bedroom after her
shower to dress. Her interview wasn’t for another two hours, but she could stop
and have a small bite, not that that would still the nerves making her stomach
roil.


She stripped the
sheets and tossed them into a pile on the floor and retrieved fresh ones from
the linen cabinet in the bathroom. As she made the bed, she spied a slip of
paper on the nightstand on the opposite side of the bed from where she normally
slept. 


On top of it, was a
small card with gold lettering. Jennifer picked up the card and found Jorja’s
number and name on it along with a business’s name. 


“I wondered if
that was your real name,” she murmured and set the card aside and looked over
the note.


Jennifer, 


I hate to leave like this, but I have an early meeting
and some more work to do tonight. 


If you feel like it, give me a call, or I’ll be at
Little Italia tonight, join me for drinks around seven.


J 


She smiled and headed
to the kitchen for coffee before dressing and heading out to her interview. Her
car wouldn’t start right off and she growled, the dog coming through. When it
finally did, Jennifer was sure she’d just make it to the office in time.


Damn car. Too bad
she didn’t have the money to get it fixed, better yet replace it.  


****


Annoyed, Jorja
slipped into her cousin Mike’s spacious office on the second floor of their
store to find him engaged in practicing his golf swing.


“I had a good time
last night, too, Tonya,” he said, and she glared at his back wanting to bash
his head against the side of his desk. 


Instead, Jorja
pushed her hands into her slacks pockets and waited to see how long it took him
to notice her. 


“Why don’t we go
out tonight?” Tonya asked.


“I’d like that,”
he said in a sexy voice that made her roll her eyes. “Where would you like to
go?”


“The Waterford,”
she said naming an expensive restaurant. 


It was a romantic
spot that was notoriously difficult to get into on such short notice. 


“I’ll see if I can
get reservations.”


“I’d really love
to have dinner there, Mike,” she purred. “I’ve heard it’s such a nice place.”


“It is, but it’s
hard to get into.”


“Try,” she urged
and Jorja heard the hint of a siren song in her voice. “We can discuss business
and you can write it off as a business expense.”


Jorja cleared her
throat and Mike jerked around. He gave her a demanding stare. She motioned for
him to kill the call as she strode to his desk.


“Tonya, I’ll call
you back,” he said giving her an annoyed look. “Someone who thinks she’s my
boss wants to talk.”


“Who? Your bitchy
cousin? You could do a much better job of running the business than she ever
could. I think—”


“We’ll discuss
that over dinner tonight,” he said quickly and ended the connection before
perching on the edge of his desk. “What the hell are you doing just barging in
here?”


She crossed her
arms over her chest. “I wanted to make sure you got my message, and I’m glad I
did stop by. Mike, you need to stay away from Tonya Simms. She’s business, and
with women like that, mixing business with pleasure is a no-no.”


“Don’t tell me
what to do,” he snapped. “I can see whoever I want.”


“Not when it could
cause conflicts professionally,” she admonished. “We need this deal. It’s given
the line the kind of visibility it needs.” 


The line was one
of their older, lesser-priced collections that had long been relegated to
higher end boutiques. 


“I know.”


“That bitch wanna-be
could easily get your head screwed around backward and make you forget that
we’re not willing to give away more than one percent of our profits if you
aren’t careful.”


“I guess you would
know about the “bitch wanna-bes” he said making air quotes around the words.
“Huh, Jorj?”


“Damn right, Michael.” No one called him by his full
name since his father was Michael the II. “Get your head out of your pants for
a while. You’re starting to get high on the stink.”


“Bitch.”


She cocked her
brows. “How’s the campaign coming? Valentine’s Day will be here before you know
it, and in order to increase sales the word needs to be out.”


“I’m still working
on it,” he muttered. “They haven’t come up with anything I like.”


“Because you
haven’t met with them,” Jorja snapped. “Mike, you’ve got to get your head in
the game if you’re going to help us stay on top. The other two stores in the
city have already released campaigns.”


“It’s too early,”
he grumbled. “We have three weeks or so.”


“Mike,” she said
and fisted her hands to keep from hitting him. “If you don’t have a commercial
or an ad ready, it won’t make a difference.”


“You just worry
about your job,” he said belligerently. 


“Don’t forget
about our meeting with the Frenchman,” Jorja retorted. “It’s very important to
secure this deal if we’re going to get our product in fine stores all over
France.”


“I’ve got it. Now,
get out.”


“Don’t be late.
I’ll send you a reminder message,” she said. “And I want to meet with you in a few
days about the campaign.”


“I’ll handle it.”


Jorja pushed out a
rough breath, leaving his office wanting to beat him to a pulp. Mike was a
playboy and left more things to the last minute than she cared to think about
having to fix. 


She’d love to have
another talk with their boss and grandfather, but she didn’t think it would
help.










Chapter Four


 


Jennifer had
contemplated not going on that date tonight, but after the failed interviews
she’d had today, she decided what she needed was a nice dinner out with a
gorgeous butch who made her feel desired.


Jorja’s touch had
set her on fire and left her body zinging long after the sex was over. A little
more of that could do wonders in taking her mind off her unemployment
situation. She could easily be disheartened at not getting a job today, but she
had another interview in the morning.


Jennifer did her
hair and then dressed in a simple black dress, wishing she’d had the money to
buy something new, but this dress was only six months old. 


Once Jennifer
arrived at the restaurant, it occurred to her that Jorja might not show up. She
might have just been being nice to make last night seem less like a mistake. Jennifer
didn’t have sex on the first date often, but she wouldn’t have classified last
night as a mistake either. 


As Jennifer
climbed out of her car, her stomach knotted, and she contemplated heading back
home.


“You can eat here
even without her,” she told herself as her palms dampened.


“Hello, Jennifer.”


That voice. That
voice was low and sexy, hitting her right between the thighs. 


Jennifer turned
and her breath caught in her chest. Jorja strode toward her wearing simple
lavender pants with a darker purple shirt open at the throat. She had a single
yellow rose in one hand.


“You—hi,” Jennifer
said huskily.


Jorja gave her a
smile. “I was afraid you wouldn’t show up,” she said.


Jennifer took the
rose and brought it to her nose. Her lips tipped up as she drew the soft scent
into her. “Thank you. I love roses.”


Jorja inclined her
head. 


Jennifer put the
flower on the passenger seat of her car and straightened. “I almost didn’t
come,” she said as she closed and locked her car door. “I wasn’t sure you
really meant you wanted to see me again.”


“I wouldn’t have
said it otherwise,” Jorja drawled. “You’re beautiful, but then you were
gorgeous last night, too.”


Her cheeks heated.
“Thanks. That’s a nice suit.”


Jorja shrugged.
“It’s a break from blue,” she said and flashed Jennifer a smile showing hard
white teeth. “Let’s go in. I’m starved.”


Jorja took her
elbow and electricity zinged through her, and a low growl of approval slipped
from her. Sneaking a glance at Jorja, Jennifer saw nothing in her face to
suggest Jorja had heard it and she sighed, kicking herself. 


Jennifer was a
fairy dog from a ferocious bloodline and couldn’t allow any part of that side
of her out. She’d seen what it could do and had no intentions of ending up like
her father. 


Once inside, the
hostess gave them a smile that didn’t reach her eyes and seated them. 


“A waitress will
be over to take your drink orders in a moment,” she said and hurried away. 


Jennifer frowned,
but didn’t say anything because she got lost in those intense copper eyes
studying her. 


“How did your
interview go?” Jorja asked. 


“Not so well,”
Jennifer admitted wrinkling her nose. “They didn’t think I was qualified
enough. “But I have a few more prospects.”


“Good. What are
you in the mood for? The lasagna is very good, but so is the chicken parmesan.”


Before Jennifer
could speak, a waitress arrived to take their orders.


“Can you tell us
what the specials are?” Jennifer asked.


The woman rattled
them off and Jennifer wasn’t sure which one sounded good.


“Permit me to
order for us?” Jorja asked.


“Okay,” Jennifer
said. 


Jorja ordered
shrimp scampi, with an appetizer of salad and dessert of chocolate mousse. The
house wine completed the fare and Jennifer couldn’t wait to see what it tasted
like.


“The house wine’s
fairly good,” Jorja told her. “It actually comes from an Italian vineyard.”


“Are you serious?”
Jennifer asked, surprised. 


“Totally. Tell me
about yourself, Jennifer.”


She tensed.
“There’s nothing to tell. I don’t communicate with my mother anymore, and my
father and I see each other once or twice a month.”


“Why don’t you
have more contact with your parents?”


The waitress
appeared with their wine and Jorja motioned for her to set the carafe and the
glasses down. She did and Jorja poured as soon as the woman was gone. 


“Your mother is…?”


“Is a waitress.
She raised me.” Dragged her to church hoping to purge the darkness of her
father from her soul. “She did her best to give me the things I needed on a
waitress’s salary.”


“What about your
father? He didn’t pay child support or alimony?”


“A little. He left
when I was thirteen.” And she’d been happy to see him go. He’d terrorized her
mother into drinking and left her a nervous, timid wreck. “But he was still a small
part of my life after that. What about your family?”


“Nothing to tell
either,” Jorja said. “I was raised and given a decent education.” She smiled.
“What do you do for fun?”


Jennifer smiled,
too glad for the change in subject. The light topics continued as they ate
their meal and by dessert, Jennifer was at ease and laughing, having a good
time.


They lingered over
coffee talking about books, a conversation Jorja carried mostly on her own as
she talked about the classics before giving way to romance novels and movies. 


“I love romantic
comedies, but I think they’re a dying breed,” Jennifer said as they headed to
their cars. 


“Thank goodness,”
Jorja commented. “The subject matter is too tame and generally lame.”


“It’s like
contemporary romance novels,” Jennifer defended aghast. 


“Enough said,”
Jorja replied. “Give me fantasy—better yet give me a good thriller, and I’m all
set.”


“I can never figure
those out. They put me to sleep.”


Jorja chuckled.
“Then, suffice it to say we’d have to skip movies or see something neither of
us would ever see.”


Jennifer grinned.
“If you let me pick the movies, I’ll let you choose the restaurants.”


“That could work,”
Jorja said, her eyes twinkling with humor. 


Jennifer stopped
at her car and removed the key from her purse. “I had a good time.” She looked
up at Jorja whose gaze was as intense and unreadable as ever. 


“Me too. I’d like
to see you again.” Jorja leaned toward her and the heat of her body radiated
off her, wrapping around Jennifer in the chill of the evening.


“Me, too.”  


“Why don’t you
take my number in case you lose my card?” Jorja suggested. 


Jennifer removed
her phone from her purse and Jorja rattled off her number. 


“I’ll be working
late tomorrow, but why don’t we have drinks at The Play Girl?” Jorja asked. 


“Umm, can I get
back to you?”


“Sure.” She gave
her a nod. 


Jennifer hated to
sound coy, but she had loose plans with her best friend tomorrow. She wouldn’t
break those for a stranger. 


Jennifer unlocked
her car door and looked up at Jorja, butterflies fluttering in her stomach.
“I’ll call you.”


Jorja leaned in
and brushed her lips across Jennifer’s cheek. “Please do,” she said and backed
away. “Goodnight, Jennifer.”


“Night, Jorja. I
really did have a nice time.”


“Then don’t erase
my number since I don’t have yours,” she said in a teasing tone.


Jennifer smiled
and climbed into her car and cranked the engine. She groaned when it didn’t
start, but on the second attempt the engine turned over and she let out a sigh
of relief.


She’d die of
mortification if her car acted out in front of such a gorgeous woman who looked
like she had enough money to buy a new car whenever she felt the need. And Jennifer
had to wonder what such a woman wanted with her.










Chapter Five


 


Two days later, Jorja
strode back into the conference room with a wide smile on her face. This was
the fourth country in Europe she’d managed to broker a deal with, putting
Diamond Glow’s exclusive designs for women in fine jewelry stores in Nice,
Lyon, and Toulouse. 


Adding four top
cities in Spain, and the six in England to the four in Germany, and she’d just
expanded her family’s reach. Those same stores would be taking their new line
as soon as it was out, thanks to the agreement she’d secured based on the
preliminary designs she’d shown them. 


Jorja rubbed her
hands together in excitement and the door of the conference room burst open.
Mike strode in clad in a simple gray pinstripe suit with a scowl on his face. 


“You’re late,” she
said. “Where were you this time?”


“What are you
talking about? The meeting’s at nine,” he said glancing at his watch. “I’m
early.”


“It was a
breakfast meeting.” She gestured at the remains of the pastries, fruit, and
coffee on the sideboard. “I told you five times it was at eight.”


His brown eyes
darkened with anger. “You—”


“Left you a
message last night to remind you,” Jorja said coolly. “So, where were you,
Mike? Was she worth it?” She glared at him. Tonya Simms was moving past
irritation stage to threat. 


Her damned family
wouldn’t be using her family’s legacy to create their own power base in this
city or any other, even if she had to kill them off.


“I didn’t get it,”
he retorted. “So, you must be lying so you can make me look bad to Granddad.”


“I told you yesterday
how important this meeting was,” Jorja snapped. “Jean is an influential player
in the jewelry market. His store is like a gateway to others.”


“That punk,”
Michael muttered. “We still have the store in Spain.”


She shook her head.
“Before you completely show your ignorance, you need to meet with the
advertising company and get a new commercial out there.”


“You’re not the
boss,” he protested. “Let’s just wait and see—”


“And see what?”
Jorja demanded. “We have two new pieces for Valentine’s day. Get your lazy ass
over to that agency and get started.”


“Don’t talk to me
like that,” he snapped and pointed a finger at her. “I’m older than you, and
I’ll be running the business one day, butch, not you.”


“Then, grow up or get
past your dick syndrome. Otherwise, I’ll be your boss before you know it,” she
said coldly, used to his ribbing but not in the mood for it. Jorja grabbed her
tablet from the table, resisting the urge to feed off his negative energy and
turn it back on him.


One look and she’d
make him sick off his own anger or strangle him with it. 


Jorja strode
toward the door shouldering past him roughly.


Mike pushed her,
causing her tablet to fly across the room, and she turned, kicking him in his
shin. Energy sparked on her palms, and she prepared to punch him when a
clearing of a throat stopped her.


“Stop fighting
children,” their grandmother said sternly. “Mike, you know better than to put
your hands on your cousin.”


 “That butch is no girl, Grandma,” he exclaimed.



“That might be
true, but she’s still your cousin,” Sadie McMasters said casting Jorja a
disapproving glare.


“Sorry,” he mumbled
giving Jorja a hard look.


“I know,” Jorja
muttered, clenching her fist at her side, choking off the energy. 


“Mike, I want to
talk to you in my office,” Sadie said in the exasperated tone of one used to
their discord. “I’ll be there in a minute.”


“Yes, ma’am,” he
said and strode from the office.


Sadie sighed and
waggled her finger at Jorja who just barely kept herself from snarling.  


“You’re such a
tomboy,” she said chidingly. “Why can’t you be more ladylike like your
cousins?”


She had four male
cousins all in the running for a chance to run the business and five female
cousins whose only concern was marrying the right men and social climbing.  


“You should get in
touch with your more feminine side.” Sadie glanced at the suit—a white shirt
paired with navy pants and matching double-breasted jacket. “Soften the look
with a dress.”


Jorja laughed.
“It’s not going to happen, Grandma,” Jorja told her coolly. “Did you want to
talk to me about something or just critique my suit?” She unbuttoned it and her
grandmother’s gaze went to the red tie with its J tie pin.


“That’s nice,” she
said reaching for the pin. “Is it one of ours?”


“Yes. I designed it
myself.” Jorja smiled. “It matches the cuff links.”


Sadie made a face
and said, “I suggested to your grandfather that he let you become a lead
designer and manage that department and let Mike or Anthony run the company.”


Anthony was in
Atlanta opening a new store for them.


“He’s more reliable
than Mike, certainly, so he can train Mike to take over operations in Alabama.”


They had stores
all over the south and two in the East and two on the West Coast. Those
operations were ones her grandfather wanted manned by family.


“If he doesn’t agree,
I suggested he send you to the East Coast where the stores are smaller, and you
might meet some eligible men, but he shouldn’t let you take over here.”


Jorja would run
the southern stores and oversee the business as a whole as she knew if her
grandfather kept her here.


“I’m more
qualified,” Jorja snapped angrily.


“But you’re not as
well-rounded as the boys are,” Sadie said evenly. “I have to go talk to your
cousin. You are right about the commercial and your grandfather isn’t too
happy. Now, be a good girl and don’t kick anyone else today.” Sadie patted her
cheek and strolled from the room.


“Bitch,” she
muttered. 


Jorja wasn’t her
grandmother’s favorite for a few reasons. One being she wasn’t quite human and
they knew it, though they had no idea what she was. The other reason was she
was a lesbian, and she’d never been the girly type. 


Jorja knew her own
mind and didn’t have time for social climbing. Her grandmother was still trying
to force her into a way of being that didn’t fit, and she’d leave the business
before she conformed.










Chapter Six


 


“It’s going to be
okay, Jennifer,” Arica Jansen told her, giving her hand a sympathetic pat as
they sat at a table in the Longworth Café. “Something will turn up.”


“I know,” she
said. “I’m just starting to think that jackass blackballed me.”


“He might have, so
you’re going to have to prepare for the eventuality that you’re going to have
to go back to school unless you plan to be stuck in dead-end jobs for the rest
of your life.”


“I can’t go back
to school,” Jennifer wailed and slumped in her chair. The sun had come out, but
the day was still overcast and the thin rays trickled through the fluffy gray
clouds to perch on their table.


“You don’t have
much choice unless you plan on leaving the state, and even that takes money
that you don’t have.”


“I know,” Jennifer
muttered. “What I need is a fairy godmother.”


“But on the bright
side, you have another interview tomorrow. I can’t promise you anything, but
it’s a shot.”


“Thanks, Ari,” she
said. “The fact you got me the chance is all that matters.” Jennifer shook her
head as she glanced out the window. 


Coming up the walk
to the café in a tailored suit and black shoes that had to have cost more than
her dress, was Jorja. Jorja didn’t see her, her intense expression suggesting
that she might be preoccupied. 


Jennifer hadn’t
called her in two days so Jorja had probably lost interest, if she’d ever
really been interested at all. 


“I’ll be right
back,” Arica said and got up, taking her purse with her as she left their
table. 


“Oh, uh, sure,”
she said distracted, tearing her gaze from Jorja. Jennifer looked down at the
table, that way if Jorja did look her way, she wouldn’t have to be polite if
she didn’t want to.


Damn. Why did she
even care? 


It was clear they
were worlds apart and would never have anything more than a brief fling anyway.



“Hello, Jennifer.”



The sexy timbre
stroked her nerves, making her nipples harden. Jennifer looked up, mouth drying
out as those copper eyes washed over her.


“H-hi,” she
croaked out.


“How did your
interview go?”


Jennifer frowned,
surprised Jorja remembered, but she didn’t know why. Jorja had held her that
night, talked to her as if—she was crazy. Jorja was just being polite, the
perfect gentleman just like the other night. And just like then, Jennifer
wanted to stroke her.


The hound wanted
to mark her all over again, but she curled her fingers against the table to
keep from touching Jorja.


“Not well, but I
have another one in the morning,” Jennifer answered. “What brings you here?”


“Lunch. I see
you’ve eaten,” Jorja said and pulled out Arica’s chair and sat down. “Do you
want to grab drinks tonight?”


“Sure,” she said
after a moment. “The Play Girl?” And there wouldn’t be a repeat performance of the
other night. They were just going to have drinks. She couldn’t afford to get
tangled up with someone who only wanted sex. Hurt feelings were a distraction
she didn’t need.


“We could grab
something to eat instead.”


“Umm, no. I don’t
want to be out too late.” She sneaked a peek in the direction Arica had gone.
She didn’t want her friend’s intrusive questions or encouragement to pursue
something that couldn’t go anywhere even though Jennifer already wanted to know
Jorja better. 


“Embarrassed to be
seen with a black butch?” Jorja asked in a low tone that cut.


Jennifer jerked
her gaze back to Jorja’s, startled. Jorja’s copper gaze shone with anger and
something she could only describe as energy—raw and pale blue coursed down her
face in faint lines for a split second and then it was gone.


“No,” Jennifer
said quickly, dismissing what she’d seen as a trick of the light. “Why would I
be?”


“Then, that must
mean the woman I saw you with is your woman, and you’re worried I’ll tell her
about our hook-up the other night.” Jorja’s eyes were unreadable, and her tone
was neutral as if from years of practice. 


“I’d never have
been with you if I was seeing someone. Anyway—” she trailed off as she leaned
toward Jorja. And giving in to the urge to touch her, Jennifer put her hand on Jorja’s
on the table.


Blue energy danced
on Jennifer’s fingertips as she pressed her nails into Jorja’s skin. 


“I prefer sexy
butches who can take a little wear during sex.” Jennifer scratched her knowing
it might leave a mark.  


Jorja lifted her
brows. “And apparently, you think you have permission to mark me anytime you
want.”


“Tell me to stop,”
Jennifer said, a hint of a challenge in her tone. And the hound watched Jorja,
ready to snarl if she repudiated its touch.


Jorja closed her
hand around Jennifer’s and pulled Jennifer’s away. Then, she lifted a digit to her
lips and bit the pad of one finger and sucked.


Desire fired in
her blood and the urge to claim the woman teasing her hound on such a primal
level swept over her. It was as if Jorja felt it too for her stare became
heavy-lidded.


Jorja’s eyes
glowed faintly as if she’d taken the energy that seemed to live under Jennifer’s
skin into her.


Stunned and amazed
that power didn’t so much as shock her as it did most, Jennifer stared at her,
stomach fluttering and her pulse hammering.  


Jorja wasn’t human—not
all human. So, what was she? Fae?


Jennifer knew her
father’s biker gang weren’t the only Fae in the city, but Arica was the only
one she’d met outside the offspring of her father’s friends. 


“You don’t want to
play games with me, baby.”


“Maybe I do,” she
said, though Jennifer wasn’t sure by the dominant look in Jorja’s eyes.  


 “I have a lunch meeting, so I’ll see you
tonight. Seven? Let’s see how brave you are then,” Jorja said and released Jennifer’s
hand.  


Those eyes held
Jennifer transfixed and made her heart beat faster. She ran a hand along her
throat and Jorja’s gaze followed. The copper darkened. 


“That’ll be fine.”
 


“Nice nails,”
Jorja commented. 


She’d had them
done as a treat for herself yesterday, but she’d only had a manicure and pale
blue paint added.


“Thanks.”


“I love how those
nails felt scratching me up,” Jorja murmured and got to her feet. 


Jennifer blushed.
“I didn’t mean to get so carried away,” she said apologetically even as she
melted inside. She’d yet to meet a woman who could take the pain of her nails.


“I guess you
aren’t that brave after all. Too bad. It really turned me on,” Jorja said and
gave her a nod. “See you later,” she said and headed for a table. 


Stunned, Jennifer
glanced covertly across the room as Jorja was joined by an attractive man. They
shook hands, appearing quite friendly. 


Jorja glanced her
way and their gazes met. It was like a stroke across her lower belly—seductive,
as it sent a tremor through her. 


Jennifer quickly
looked away and smiled at Arica’s approach. She was crazy to be reacting to the
woman. She was nothing more than a romp in the hay to Jorja even though there
was an ache deep inside her that said they could be more.


****


Tonya Simms
crossed her legs giving her father a Cheshire cat grin as she recalled last
night. He frowned at his attractive child, her hair a vibrant black and her
skin a smooth gold. She had the true heart of a seductress, yet she had a fine
mind.


“I assume that is
a yes,” he said.


“Mike has no
problems letting me into her office,” Tonya replied. “He’s as eager to take
over the business as we are. He has no idea my help with ousting his cousin has
a bigger price tag.” She chuckled. 


“Keep it that way,”
he said as he got to his feet rubbing his hands together. “I need the designs.
Can we build a collection around them?”


“I might be able
to get my hands on some of the ones she’s planning to use for the new line,” Tonya
told him. “We could make millions off them and possibly have no reason to go
after their company, just destroy it.”


“No.” He shook his
head as he put his hands on his desk. “I want Diamond Glow.” He deserved it,
and so did his family. Michael McMasters’s grandmother had been the cause of
Teak’s grandmother’s suicide. 


McMasters had
worked for her, designing jewelry. Then, one day she’d taken the best designs
and started her own company. From there, his family had started on a downward
spiral, from which he was still struggling to recover. 


They’d lost
everything—their money, their place in society, and potent fairy blood when not
only his grandmother had committed suicide, but so had her brother as the ruin
of the family pressed down on him. 


Tony wanted
revenge, but he wanted what he deemed was rightfully his, too, and that was
every privilege the McMasters and their brats enjoyed while his family scraped
by.


She gave him a questioning
look. “Won’t it be enough to see them destroyed and all they own in our
possession?”


“No. Nothing will
be enough until they suffer humiliation and defeat as our family did,” he told
her in a hard tone. “So, you’ll keep seeing Mike and let me know if it looks
like he might not be the one McMasters puts in charge. Anyone else will have to
be eliminated.”










Chapter Seven


 


The fading light
of day sneaked into the third-floor window of the corner office of Diamond Glow
to rest on the massive desk of Michael McMasters. He sat comfortably in his
chair, brown eyes fixed on his granddaughter who sat across from him.   


As usual, she was
dressed impeccably in a tailored suit with not a hair out of place. He despised
the masculine edge of her look, but Jorja was so crucial to the company’s
survival. 


Though he’d wanted
to pass their legacy on to grandsons, Jorja was the most dedicated of his
children and grandchildren to the business started in the nineteen fifties by
his grandmother who’d been half French and light enough to pass for white. 


“I’ve gone over
your proposal for the new line,” he told her. “Since the line is mostly for the
teen to thirtysomething age group, it needs more graduated price levels.”


“I’ve already
started working on that,” she told him with a faint smile. “We still need a new
designer for our signature line since Patrick went to work for Donovan.”


Michael frowned.
“They’re nowhere near as good as we are.”


“No, but I’ve
already started looking for a replacement,” she replied. “Do you want to
interview the candidates I have lined up, or shall I?”  


“I think I’ll
allow you to handle it along with the new project,” he said, and he almost
choked on the words. His wife had warned him not to put Jorja in charge. He
knew Sadie wasn’t fond of their granddaughter because she was strong and
refused to give way to Sadie’s guidance. 


On top of that,
she was a little too masculine and tended to have more ambition and was more ruthless
than the boys. However, her ambition and killer instincts were ones he approved
of.


“Oh?”


“In fact, I’m
going to allow you to have a stronger hand in running the company.”


Jorja pursed her
lips as she subtly stiffened. “I see,” she said carefully. 


“Don’t give me
that look,” Michael said gruffly. He knew what she was thinking. He’d said that
before, but he’d just kept his foot on the gas. 


However, he
wouldn’t be able to run things if he was going to continue to enjoy life. 


His doctor had
told him to take it easy or the stress would drive him to another heart-attack
and this one might kill him. He’d rather coach Jorja from the sidelines than
leave his family to mourn him before it was necessary.


“You’re just going
to allow me to handle most of the day-to-day operations?” she asked
skeptically.


“I’m not going to
lie. I wanted one of the boys to take over, but Mike isn’t ready and Anthony
has voiced a desire to move to New York and run the smaller operation there.”


“Really?”


“Yes, and I’ve
approved that. The only real problem I have with you right now is your—” He
broke off, not even sure how to phrase his displeasure with her sexuality or
her lack of a spouse. 


Michael waved a
hand at her, still struggling for words that wouldn’t sound cruel or
prejudicial, and she lifted her brows.


“You hate my
suit?” Jorja asked, in a tone that was curiously bland. “It’s a Julian Reed.”


Like he knew who
that was. Judging by the cut, it was some new hip youngster who just so happened
to have style and taste.


“Uh, no.” Michael
cleared his throat. “You need someone special in your life. Someone to give you
emotional stability.”


“I have design
along with martial arts.”


“Love is
important, Jorja,” he said gently. “Part of running this company and keeping it
successful is that I had your grandmother to count on, to keep us present in
the community, to keep our family grounded.”


“I know that,” she
said with a hint of irritation in her tone. “I’ve been seeing someone.”


“How long?” he
asked skeptically. He doubted she knew how to be in a relationship that wasn’t
business oriented. 


“I don’t know.
Three or four months,” Jorja replied with a shrug that conveyed more casualness
than her expression. 


She was always so
damned guarded that he knew little of what her life was really like away from
the office. She could be a cross-dresser for all he knew and those faint nail
marks on the back of her hand could have come from some—he cut the thought
short.


He didn’t even
want to go there.


“I just wanted to
keep things on the QT as we got to know each other.”


It was likely a
damned woman, but he’d swallow his revulsion—if he didn’t choke on it and if this
woman met the criteria he planned to judge all the granddaughters-in-law-to-be
by.


 “Great,” Michael said with a smile. “I’m
looking forward to meeting her.”


She gave him a
faint smile.


“I want you to
work with Mike a little more. Be gentle and patient in your guidance,” he told
her firmly seeing anger flash in her eyes.


“He doesn’t listen
to me,” she said. “In fact, you should pull him from the renegotiations with
Simms and let me handle it. I think he’s getting too personal with Tonja.”


“That could be
part of his plan,” he said wondering if the boy had developed a ruthless streak
after all. “In the meantime, I have to get out of here. Your grandmother is expecting
me to be on time this evening.”


****


Just fanfreakingtastic.
She didn’t need this, Jorja thought as she stomped her way back to her office. 


She’d devoted her
entire adult life to this company with the intention of running it one day. She
was thirty-eight, and she knew this company inside out and if her grandfather
thought he was going to use her to train Mike, he was wrong.  


But how did she
get the old bastard to allow her to stay on without a damned boring-ass ball
and chain? And he wouldn’t even if he had to force Anthony to come back here
and train Mike while he ran the store here. 


So, how in the
hell was she supposed to beat the old man at his crazy game?










Chapter Eight


 


“This isn’t a
date,” Jennifer reminded herself as she took a seat at the bar. It was drinks
and nothing more. She had an interview in the morning.


Besides, she
couldn’t afford to get caught up in an infatuation right now and that’s exactly
where this was headed. She had to keep her head screwed on and find a job and a
place to live. 


She didn’t want to
have to live in a shelter or a dumpy rent-by-the-week-motel. She deserved
better even though she didn’t foresee getting it in the immediate future. 


“What can I get
you tonight?” the blond bartender from the other night asked, giving her a
smile.


“White wine,” she
said.


“Well, look at
this,” he said turning to her right. “Déjà vu all over again. What’s up Jorj?”


She turned to give
Jorja a smile. “Hi.”


“Hey,” Jorja said
in an intimate tone. “Vodka straight.”


“I guess you’re
having a really annoying week,” the bartender said in a teasing tone.


She flashed him a
tired smile. “It’s had its bright moments,” she said, throwing Jennifer a look
that made her cream her panties.


He poured the wine
and then the shot. “Enjoy, ladies,” he said and walked away to attend to other
customers. 


“I like the
dress,” Jorja said. “You look stunning.”


Jennifer smiled,
her gaze roving over Jorja in a motorcycle jacket. The top three buttons of her
blouse were unbuttoned, revealing a hint of cleavage and a gold chain. 


“Thanks.” Jennifer
forced her gaze away attempting to ignore the heat stirring in her blood. 


Jorja tossed back
her drink. “You want to go grab some dinner? I’m starving.”


“I shouldn’t. My
interview is early.”


“Do you have any
experience in charity work?” 


Jorja leaned
toward her, the hound wanting to nuzzle her, but she fought the animal’s pull,
allowing herself to wallow in the scent of spice drifting over her. Jennifer drew
it in and wondered if that was Jorja’s hair or her perfume.


Jennifer shrugged
as she tried to regain her composure. That curious look in Jorja’s copper eyes
snared her.


“Some. The firm I
used to work for has six fundraisers a year. Their causes are battered women,
children, and they do quarterly food drives that I’ve been handling for the
last three years.”


“Oh, yeah? Have
you done any work outside that?”


“Yes but not
recently.”


“And you enjoy
it?” Jorja asked. 


She smiled. “Yes.”
But nonprofit didn’t pay enough for her to turn to it now that she needed a
job.


“Do you have any
job prospects beyond that one interview?”


“Not yet, but I’m
looking. I guess your office isn’t looking for a personal assistant,” she said
in jest.


“My business is
looking to fill a few positions, but nothing you’re in the market for unless
you can design jewelry or have experience in marketing.”


No condemnation
just matter-of-fact words that hit Jennifer hard enough to make her stomach
roil. 


“No.” Jennifer
sighed and took another sip of her wine. “Thanks again for the drink.” She
climbed from the stool deciding now would be a good time to head home. 


Jorja was clearly
looking for a playmate, nothing long term. And Jennifer ached for so much more.



“You’re welcome,”
Jorja said quietly.


She strode for the
exit, head down and shoulders slumped. She reached to push open the door and Jennifer
caught the scent of a hint of spice as she turned to a wall of red blouse.
Looking up, her gaze collided with that copper one that made her heart beat a
little faster.


“Was it something
I said?” Jorja asked curiously. 


“No. I just need
to go.” She gave her a little smile and exited quickly.


“Listen, you need
a job, right?”


“You just said
your office wasn’t looking for a secretary.”


“No, but I’m
looking for a girlfriend. You give me sixty days, and I’ll pay you for them,” Jorja
told her. “All you have to do is use your skills in public relations and human
services to help me further my career and pretend to be my lover.”


Jennifer stared at
her, a bark of laughter escaping her throat. “You’re kidding, right?” Jennifer
asked with a frown. 


“No. Actually, the
time limit could be a bit longer, but sixty days gives us a getting acquainted period.
Either way, you do have the necessary skill set to fill the position,” she said,
and her gaze slid slowly down Jennifer and back up. 


“And what skills
do you think I have that qualifies me for this position?” Jennifer demanded carefully. She didn’t like that hungry
dog look in Jorja’s eyes.


“You’re pretty, a
good kisser, and I bet you were good at propping up the boss.”


“Propping up?” she
asked carefully.


“Making him look
good,” Jorja said. “Course I would want you in my bed as well.”


“I’m not Julia
Roberts and this isn’t Pretty Woman.”


“But you are
jobless with few to no prospects, and I’m offering you a steady paycheck that
comes with a chance to network with other people who might want to hire you in
the future,” Jorja replied coolly.


That alone would
be priceless.


“I’m also throwing
in a new wardrobe,” Jorja said matter of fact. “You keep the clothes, shoes,
and anything else I buy you for the job. Pay’s sixty thousand. Can you make
that in a year? Tax free?”


Jennifer glared at
her, her stomach in a knot and it wasn’t just the implication of being paid a
thousand dollars a day like a call girl. 


“Not—no,” she said
feebly and looked away. 


“Then what’s the
problem?” Jorja asked with a lift of her brow and a hint of humor in her eyes
as she moved closer. “Afraid you won’t be as good as you were the other night?”











Chapter Nine


 


Jorja’s tone had
dropped to something darker, and her eyes turned a richer shade of brown that
made Jennifer’s heart beat faster.


At the same time,
she bristled, bracing a hand on her hip. “My sexuality isn’t on trial.”


Jorja’s gaze slid
slowly down her, lingering on the hint of cleavage before moving down to her legs
covered in sheer hose. “Not entirely,” she drawled. “I happen to be too busy
for a steady romance. Still, your services will be at my beck and call.”


“More like a beck
and call girl,” Jennifer muttered. 


Jorja’s lips
curled in a smile as she slipped her hands into the pockets of her pants, her
eyes alight with humor now. “You’re not a lesbian? The other night was just a
bi-curious experience? You should have just said so. Good luck in your job
search.” Jorja said and walked away. 


Jennifer watched
the confident stride and the swish of hips that could have belonged to a man.
They were narrow, but her ass was tight and perfect. 


Her body heated in
remembered pleasure and the hound growled low in desire. Jennifer cursed the
timing of this. If she wasn’t so attracted to Jorja, she’d probably jump all
over the offer.


However, the
chemistry between them promised she’d grow to feel something more than lust for
Jorja and that would lead to heartache. Jorja clearly wasn’t the hearts and
flowers kind of lover and her career obviously meant enough to her that she’d
do anything to get ahead. 


Jennifer took a
few steps and opened her purse to retrieve her car keys before heading to her
old Ford. She climbed in and inserted the key, thinking over Jorja’s offer. 


She cranked the
engine … or tried. Jennifer growled. She tried again and hit the wheel in
frustration, causing sparks of energy to dance on the apparatus momentarily.


God, she was such
a freak. 


“Fuck.”


A rap on the
driver’s side window made her jump and she turned her head to see a figure in a
black leather jacket. Jennifer opened the door and looked up into curious eyes.


“Car trouble?”


“Unfortunately,”
Jennifer muttered, cheeks heating.  


“Pop the hood,
I’ll see if there’s anything I can do,” Jorja said. 


Jennifer gave her
a confused stare. “In those clothes?”


Jorja laughed. “Pretty
and judgmental. I’m not going to beg you to let me help you. I’m hungry, I’m
tired, and I really want to slip into something more relaxing.”


Someone is probably more like it, Jennifer
thought with a kernel of irritation. 


Despite that,
Jennifer bit her tongue and did as she was commanded. 


“Try it.”


She did, but the
engine wouldn’t turn over and a tiny cry escaped her.


Jorja came to the
door. “It’s probably the starter or the battery. You’re going to need a ride.
You want one or do you know a mechanic willing to come out and tow you to a
shop?”


“Uh, I—no.” She
wouldn’t dare call her father. The jerk might just leave her stranded.


“Then, how about a
ride?” Jorja asked. “I can call a friend to come out and get your car.”


Jennifer grabbed
her purse and took the hand Jorja offered and allowed her to help her out.
Electricity danced along her fingers making her catch her breath. 


Looking up,
Jorja’s stare was a backdrop of glowing copper that set a fire in her blood and
made her cream her panties.  


Jennifer quickly
looked away. “Thanks.”


Jorja tugged her
closer. “Probably a good thing you said no,” Jorja murmured. “I might have kept
you barefoot and naked until I’d had enough of you.”


Jennifer blinked
and Jorja released her and led the way across the parking lot to a black
Corvette. As she unlocked the door on the passenger side Jennifer sneaked a
peek at Jorja’s profile, palms a little damp. 


Jorja gave her a
wink before rounding the car to get in on the driver’s side. Jennifer put a
hand on her fluttering stomach, nerves making her head spin as she dropped into
the buttery soft seat. The interior carried the scent of tangerine and
patchouli. 


Jennifer inhaled,
taking the scent into her, and her hound growled softly.  


“Buckle up,” she
ordered quietly, giving no indication of having heard the sound. Then, she started
the car after Jennifer had clicked the belt into place. 


Jennifer was
silent as Jorja maneuvered the Vette out of the lot into traffic.


“You’ve had
problems with your car before?”


“Some,” she
admitted. “It doesn’t always start.”


“How long have you
had it? You might need a tune up.”


“It’s been at
least five years.”  


“That looked like
a two-thousand. It’s a good eighteen years old. Was it used when you bought
it?”


“Yeah.”


“Did you have a
mechanic look at it? Have you been taking it in for regular oil changes?”


“No. Yes. I don’t
know anything about cars,” Jennifer muttered. “You turn it on it goes or it
doesn’t.”


“Right,” Jorja
said with a grunt. “Well, you’ll find out tomorrow what is wrong.”


“I can’t afford to
have a lot of work done, so nothing heroic. I just need it to run.”


“Girl, you can’t
be out after dark in an unreliable vehicle,” Jorja said in an exasperated tone.



She rolled her
eyes. “I can take care of myself.”


Jorja snorted.
“Really? Why didn’t you do more than slap your boss? You should have kicked his
balls up through his throat after you twisted them into a knot.”


“And you could
have?” She’d almost slashed his face to bone with her nails.


“I would have,”
Jorja told her in a hard tone. “I don’t take shit from men who mess with me. Do
you even have a stunner in your purse, or mace? Pepper spray?”


“No!” Jennifer
snapped. She could direct the fairy dust into a breeze that knocked people off
their feet. Up close, she couldn’t shift, but she was every bit as dangerous as
a dog. “I don’t even know where to buy that.”


Jorja sighed. “A
job isn’t the only thing you need.”


“Tell me, O Great
Butch, what do you think I need?” Jennifer asked sarcastically.


“A bodyguard,”
Jorja said. “To protect you from yourself.” She turned. 


“At least you
didn’t say a big strong butch girlfriend.”


“Honey, you
wouldn’t know what to do with one of those.” Jorja pulled to a red light. 


“I wouldn’t,” Jennifer
agreed with a growl. “You’re so arrogant I wouldn’t be able to stand you.”


Jorja grunted.
“Better than wallowing in self-recrimination and fear.”


“I’m not wallowing
in anything. You just met me and you already think you know me.”


“I’ve met girls
like you.”


“Because you’re an
asshole boss who can’t keep your hands off your assistant’s ass?” Jennifer
screamed, and motes of energy sparkled on the air. “I bet you’ve had her pinned
against your desk threatening to fire her if she doesn’t put out.”


“No, baby, I
wouldn’t dream of doing something so callous, but with you, it would be that
way or the highway,” Jorja said coldly, but the chill didn’t quite reach her
tone. 


There was
something similar to humor?


What was it with
this woman? 


“That’s why I’m
not accepting your offer,” Jennifer muttered.


“No, you’re afraid
of being called a whore,” Jorja accused as she put her foot on the gas. 


“And you’re afraid
of falling in love,” Jennifer retorted. 


“My career is more
important.” 


“That’s a lie.
You’re afraid of getting hurt, so you bury your nose in business and tell
yourself you’d rather go to bed alone than be bothered with someone else’s
feelings.”


“Well, you can’t
prove that theory can you, smarty?” Jorja asked, taking a turn. “Because you’re
too cowardly to try to put that supposition to practice.”


Jennifer laughed.
“I could so steal your heart, but why would I bother? You’d trample all over
mine in the process.”


Jennifer waited
for a snappy come back, but got silence. That was a confirmation she’d expected
and it hurt because Jorja made her heart beat fast and left her breathless. 


When they pulled
up to the complex where Jennifer lived, Jorja pulled into the lot and into a
parking slot. She released her seatbelt and climbed out while the car was still
running.


Hurriedly, she
stalked toward the building only to be pulled up short a moment later. 


“Let go of me,”
Jennifer muttered. 


“Slow down,” Jorja
ordered even as she released her. “You’re so dramatic.”


Jennifer rounded
on Jorja, energy pulsing beneath her skin. “I don’t need you to walk me to my
door. I’m capable of finding my own way. Thanks for the ride.” She lifted her
hand, preparing to direct the energy tingling on her palms.


“How should I have
your car returned?” Jorja asked patiently. 


Jennifer stared at
her, frowning as recognition dawned. Her cheeks heated, and she groaned,
dropping her hand to her side. What had she been thinking?


That Jorja would
hit on her?


“Do you still have
my card?” Jorja asked coolly. “Call me in the morning. I’ll tell you where to
find your car.”


“Yes, I have the
card.” To her surprise, Jorja just turned and walked away. 


“Good night,
Jennifer.” 










Chapter Ten


 


After dropping
Jennifer off, Jorja got into her Vette and tugged her phone from her pants’
pocket and input a number. She started the engine as she waited. 


“What’s up, girl?”


Leigh’s husky
voice slid over her, and Jorja smiled, tugging her seatbelt over her
chest.  “Hey, Leigh, what’s up?”


“Not too much,”
she said. “Just finishing up some paperwork. Why?”


“I need a favor.


“What?” she asked
carefully.


“I think it might
be the engine, but I couldn’t tell in the dark. Might just be the battery or
the starter.”


“When do you
expect me to do this?”


“Tonight,” Jorja
replied. “The car’s at The Play Girl. Got a pen? I’ll give you the license
number. I’ll pay for whatever’s wrong with it.”


“You?” Leigh
laughed. “Why? Did you hit her? No, let me guess. She was damn good in bed? No,
that’s not your style either.”


“Shut up.” She
grinned thinking of Jennifer sputtering with anger, her hazel eyes more green
than blue with indignation.


Jennifer wasn’t
just sexy, she tempted Jorja’s dark side, made it want to own her. 


“She
threatened to tell grandpa, and she’s got video to prove it.”


Jorja laughed. Her
grandfather knew, even though he hated it. He’d damn-near choked on the words
this afternoon.  


“It’s a little less
interesting than that,” she drawled. Jorja wanted little Miss-Hard-To-Get, but
she just didn’t have time to play her game. 


“Hmm, now, I’m
really interested,” Leigh murmured. “How long have you known this girl?”


“Just take care of
the car, and she’ll pick it up tomorrow,” Jorja replied.


“Right,” Leigh
said with a chuckle. “I’ll get right over there, and I’ll call you in the
morning with the deets.”


“Thanks.” She
ended the call and put away the phone before starting up the Vette and backing
out of the parking lot.


Jorja didn’t
expect even a ‘thanks’ for the help, but what the hell? She could do a good deed
for a pretty woman once in a while.


****


Jennifer checked
her email and found a message from the lawyer she’d talked to earlier today. He
wanted to interview her in the morning. She crossed her fingers and set her
tablet aside hoping this would be the last interview she did for a while
because her car—a knock at the door interrupted her thoughts as she unzipped
her dress. Zipping it back up, she went to look out of the peephole.


Jennifer opened
the door to the tall apartment manager, whose blond hair was spiky and his blue
eyes cool. 


“Jennifer, you
need to settle up,” he said. “I need the rent.”


“I know,” she muttered.
She didn’t have it. She couldn’t even pay her electric bill.


“Two days,” he
told her. “And then I’m going to have to toss you out.”


“Okay.”


He nodded.
“Night.” He turned on his heel and headed down the dimly lit corridor.


Jennifer closed
the door and leaned against it with a groan. There wasn’t much she could do at
this point except pack and find a decent motel. She could either pay the rent
or go hungry and without her car. 


Tough choice. A
bed or a bite.


She pushed away
from the door and slowly made her way to her bedroom. Looked like she’d have to
take Jorja up on her offer just to get back on her feet.










Chapter Eleven


 


The next morning,
Jorja was at work by seven in preparation for the day ahead. By nine thirty she
was already bored with interviewing even though she hadn’t found the right
person yet. 


The knock on her
door had her sighing as she glanced at her schedule to see what else was on her
agenda for today.


“Come in,” she
called.


“Hey.” Her
secretary gave her a smile. “There’s someone here to see you.”


“I thought my next
interview wasn’t until ten.” She frowned. 


“It’s not,” she
said and then gave her an uncertain look. “Her name’s Jennifer.”


“Tell her to come
in, then,” Jorja said. 


“Okay. I have to
run to the ladies’ room,” Annas said. “I won’t be long.”


“That’s fine,”
Jorja told her. She frowned, wondering what had brought little Miss-Too-
Damn-Good-For-Her by. Surely, Jennifer hadn’t changed her mind, and part of Jorja
was glad.


There was
something about Jennifer that whispered to the goblin. That darkness couldn’t
resist Jennifer’s smile or her warm sensual scent, the perfume heady, and her
smile a drug Jorja wanted even now. 


Then, she’d be
able to get back to work. She still had a full day ahead of her.   


The door swung
open and Jennifer strode in, an uncertain look on her face. Jorja stood,
savoring the pretty face, the honey skin. Her red-brown hair was pulled back
off her face with a few wisps softly framing the round shape. 


The dress was
conservative, but Jennifer was beautiful, missing only that fire in her eyes
from last night. 


“I guess you’ve
got an interview,” Jorja said as she moved around her desk.


“It was postponed
because of his case. He needs more prep time with his client.” 


“Hey,” Jorja said
softly as she closed the distance between them. “It’s going to be okay. You’ll
find something.”


“I already have an
interview for later this afternoon at a diner,” she said, sadness in her eyes. “I
took the bus this morning, but I need my car.”


“Your car’s shot,
honey,” Jorja said and Jennifer let out an anguished cry and bit down on her
bottom lip. Her clit swelled at the sight and her juices gathered. 


Damn it. Get your hormones under control. 


“I don’t need this
on top of everything else,” Jennifer muttered, shoulders drooping.


“What else?”


“I’m getting
evicted in a few days because I can’t pay my rent.” She wiped a falling tear
from her cheek and then another. “I guess I shouldn’t have slapped him, huh?”


“I still maintain
that you should have kicked his balls in,” Jorja said cupping Jennifer’s face.
“I can help. No strings.” 


Jorja wanted to
make everything that was wrong right as she stared into those winter-bleak eyes.
The pain was a knife blade so sharp in her own chest she could almost taste
blood.


Jennifer shook her
head. “I can’t take anything from you. I don’t even know you.”


“I have a guest
bedroom and my first car still works, so you can drive the Vette.”


“What?” She looked
horrified. “Are you serious?” 


“Course, it’s just
a car.” Jorja grinned. “You can come back here after your interview, and I’ll
take you home.”


“I couldn’t dare,”
Jennifer said, shaking her head. “If something happened—”


“Insurance would
cover it, and I’ll be in a new one tomorrow.” She could do with a newer model
anyway, but didn’t think anything was going to happen. 


“I’ll get the
bus.” Jennifer pulled out of Jorja’s arms. “Thanks, though. I appreciate the
help and the offer. Do you have a bathroom?”


“Over there.” She
pointed. “Why are you being so resistant? I’m not going to ask for anything.
You’ve already made it clear you’re not interested in my offer even though you
damn sure could use it. You could get a new car and keep your place. I’d give
you an advance.”


Jennifer gave her
a curious look. “How could you know I wouldn’t refuse to hold up my end of the
deal?”


“Oh, I think you
would,” she said with a shrug. “You should accept the room at least. You only
want someplace to stay until you make your first few checks, right?”


“Waiting tables?”


“The first month and
a half then, I guess,” Jorja said with a shrug. “When’s your interview? I’ll
drop you.”


“I can’t let you
do that.” Jennifer ducked into the bathroom. 


Jorja listened to
the water running and shook her head. Damn stubborn woman.


She was tempted to
feed off her. Even disheartened, Jennifer’s energy was vibrant and virtually
pulsed beneath her skin. However, Jorja didn’t want to start something that
might lead to her wanting to take Jennifer on her desk. 


A rap on her door
and then it opened. Jorja turned to face her grandfather. “Granddad,” she said,
caught off guard. “Did we have a meeting?”


Jorja knew they
didn’t, but the man was sneaky. He checked up on her for no good reason even
though it was clear she didn’t need to have her hand held.


“How’s the
interviewing going?” Michael asked and glanced around her office. 


“I just have a few
candidates left, but I’ll make my decision by tomorrow afternoon.”


He gave her an
amused smile. “I went over that revised proposal you sent me last night. I
thought you had a date.”


“She wasn’t
feeling well.”


“No? Then, why
weren’t you at home with her, taking care of her?”


“Grandfather,
I—you’re being ridiculous,” Jorja exclaimed. 


“How? You don’t
think a beautiful woman deserves your attention more so than your job?”


Fuck. He was such
a hard-ass.


“That’s not it,”
she said carefully as he turned to the bathroom door. Damn it.


“Maybe I was
wrong,” Michael said. “Hello, young lady.” 


“Hi.” Jennifer
studied him carefully.


“At least she’s
attractive,” Michael said, and she heard the slight hint of disgust in his
tone. “Does she have a name?”


Jorja sighed.
“Jennifer, this is my boss, Mr. McMasters.”


“And her
grandfather,” Michael said. “How long have you two been dating?”


He looked like he
was going to choke on the words and Jorja swallowed her laughter. Life was
about to get a little more annoying for her, but what the hell?


“Dating?” Jennifer
asked. 


“You’re not
Jorja’s lover?” Michael quizzed and Jorja slipped her hands into her pockets
while her gaze went from Jennifer to her grandfather. 


Jennifer looked
her way, questioningly.  


“She doesn’t bring
women to her office,” Michael said. “So, you must be special. No matter what my
granddaughter may have led you to believe, I’m not adverse to her having a
white lover.”


“Oh.” Jennifer
gave him a startled look.


“Grandfather,”
Jorja said. “Can we finish this conversation in your office in fifteen
minutes?”


“No. I have a
feeling you’re only going to snow me come this weekend. Instead of bringing
Jennifer—Jennifer, what’s your last name, dear?”


“Dandridge,” she
said carefully.


“You’ve been
seeing each other for how long, Jennifer?” Michael asked conversationally. 


But a chill ran
down Jorja’s spine at the tone of his voice and the sharpening of his gaze. 


She was in trouble
and the problem had only intensified since yesterday by the calculating look in
her grandfather’s eyes.


She didn’t have a
few a month to find someone. She needed a girlfriend now or she was doomed to
train Mike and watch him piss off their legacy. So, she’d have to offer
Jennifer something she couldn’t refuse, or she’d be at risk of losing
everything she’d worked for.










Chapter Twelve


 


“Jorja said a
month,” Michael said.


Jennifer gave him
a faint smile. His brown gaze was darker than Jorja’s, but Jorja had the same
strong jaw and air of confidence.


He was watching
her with such careful eyes that Jennifer almost wanted to run right to Jorja. 


“That’s about
right,” Jennifer said keeping her tone light.


“More or less?”
Michael asked. 


“More,” Jennifer
said and then laughed gayly as she crossed to stand at Jorja’s side. The warmth
of her body pulled Jennifer closer and Jorja looked down at her. Her breath
came in pants. 


As they stood
there, it was like they were the only two people in the room. Jennifer nuzzled
Jorja’s jaw, barely restraining the urge to bite as she caressed Jorja’s arm.  


“How much more?”
he asked curiously.


Jennifer jumped,
startled back to reality and Jorja closed an arm around her waist, calming her
to a degree. 


She cleared her
throat. “It’s been three and a half months,” Jennifer found herself saying. “I
guess Jorja just sort of forgot.” She looked up a Jorja, finding humor in her
stare.


“I didn’t forget,”
Jorja replied evenly. “I thought we were taking things slow.”


“We are,” Jennifer
said and moved closer to Jorja.  


“Three months is
long enough for you to know something about each other,” Michael said facing
them fully. “So, what’s Jorja’s favorite food?”


She probably had
expensive tastes if her car was anything to go by. 


“I haven’t told
her much about me, Grandfather. I told you yesterday we’re in the getting-to-know-you
stage.”


“You also said
things were getting serious,” he pushed. “So, tell me something about Jennifer.”


“Fine,” Jorja
said. “Jennifer was a legal secretary, she’s smart, and she’s way too
understanding when I call to cancel a date.”


“That’s nothing,”
he said shaking his head sadly.


“She prefers red
wine, and she’s fond of sexy lingerie though she can’t really afford the kind I
like.”


Jennifer’s cheeks
heated and Michael cleared his throat and rubbed the back of his neck looking
uncomfortable.


“Jorja said you
were a legal secretary,” Michael said. “What do you do now, Jennifer?”


“I’m job hunting.”


“I need a
temporary assistant. My secretary has to be off a week due to a family
emergency. I was going to call the agency, but I’ll hire you if you’re
interested?”


Jennifer glanced
at Jorja. She was going to have to play girlfriend for a week if she took the
job. Hell, she’d have to cancel her interview.


That would throw
off her plans to get her savings going for a new car and a new place to live.


“I would think
you’d want to be close to your lover,” Michael said. “Learn about what keeps
her away from you, but I’m sure now that you’re unemployed you’re living
together. I can’t imagine my granddaughter allowing the woman who’s coming to
mean something to her to live in a cheap motel or a shelter until she gets back
on her feet.”


The old guy was up
to something, but what? 


Tripping Jorja up
so she couldn’t get whatever she was trying to secure? 


“I did ask
Jennifer to move in with me,” Jorja replied. 


 “Good,” Michael said. He gave them a smile.
“Jorja, walk her to my office soon. I’d like to get Jennifer to work on a few
things. I’ll be out of the office for the rest of the day after twelve.”


“Sure,” she said
and her grandfather gave her a smile before exiting.


Jorja followed in
his wake and stepped out, leaving the door ajar. Jennifer turned to look out
the large square window. Her view was of a courtyard with patio chairs and a
small garden. 


She sighed. She’d
only meant to help, not put herself into a corner.


“My grandfather
wants me to get involved with someone before he allows me to run the company,”
Jorja said without preamble. “He thinks I need someone special and grounding in
my life.”


“Someone good at
charity work,” Jennifer said recalling what Jorja had said last night.


“Yes. He wants me
to be him.” Jorja slipped her hand in her pocket as she crossed the room to
join Jennifer at the window.


“Your grandfather
owns this store?”


She shrugged.
“Yes.” 


“If he wants you
to have a wife, how is sixty days with me going to help?” Jennifer asked
curiously. 


“You could marry
me in six months, and I’ll give you a generous allowance and after two years we
can divorce,” Jorja said. “In two years’ time, I’ll have secured my place in
the business.”


“I wouldn’t want
to live off you.”


“You’d have to,
Jennifer,” Jorja said calmly. “This won’t work otherwise. You have to do the
charity work, and be a housewife.”


Two years would
give her time to go back to trade school and change her profession so she could
find a job. 


“I won’t try to
force you into this. I don’t have time. This business, this opportunity to
start a new legacy for my family means a lot to me. My cousins won’t be able to
do what I can because they don’t have the ambition.”


“How many stores
do you have?” Jennifer quizzed. 


“Nationally? Fourteen,
but I think this new line will increase that.” She shook her head. “I need
this. My family needs it.”


Her family. 


A family that
probably cared about her, wouldn’t allow her to fall or stand alone. 


What would it be
like to have something like that? Jennifer ached for that with everything
inside her and the hound told her Jorja could give her that even if only for a
little while.


“I want something
in return.” Jennifer looked at her, having made another decision that she hoped
didn’t destroy her.


“What is it?”


“I’ll do this for
you, but if you expect me to be your wife, you’re going to have to give me real
emotion, let me be truly part of your life.” She could have something like love
once in her life until Jorja found out. And a little time with Jorja was worth
the risk.


Jorja’s brows
furrowed, her eyes filled with confusion. “What are you asking me?”


“For a real relationship.
You don’t have to fall in love with me, just like.”










Chapter Thirteen


 


Jennifer was still
wondering what Jorja’s answer was going to be to her request that evening as
they sped along the street.  


“Where are we
going?”


“Shopping,” Jorja
told her. 


“Then, you’ve
decided to agree to my proposal?” Jennifer asked. Her breath stalled and she
waited as she took in Jorja’s profile.  


“It’s simple
enough,” Jorja answered. “I’m not adverse to liking you as long as you adhere
to the terms.”


She’d dreamed of
being in a loving relationship for years, but she’d settled for what she got as
she struggled to build a life for herself. 


Now, Jennifer was
tired of settling and for once she wanted someone good in her life that cared
about her. Someone she could care about in return even if it didn’t last more
than two years. 


“That’s not a real
answer,” Jennifer said quietly. She wouldn’t attempt to force Jorja to feel
something she didn’t want to. On the other hand, she couldn’t afford to throw away
this chance to turn her life around either. 


“The business is
important to me. It always has been.”


“So, you’ve never
been in love or thought about having a family?”


“Not much,” Jorja
replied and there was a coolness in her eyes that gave Jennifer pause. “I never
wanted anyone to interfere with my work, not even a lover.”


“I’m not asking
for much,” Jennifer replied. “Just a little part of you, just what you’d give a
woman in your life.”


Jorja sighed
heavily. “I wouldn’t let a woman get that close, Jennifer, but you could be
more than I bargained for.”


A shiver of
delight ran through her, but the tightness of Jorja’s jaw made it die a quick
death. “So, you’ll run from me, from the chemistry between us?”


“No.”


Her voice was
deadpan. “You’re going to pretend it doesn’t exist then, I guess, and treat me
like a hired sex toy.”


Jorja cut the engine
and released her safety belt before twisting in her seat to face Jennifer. Her
copper gaze was enigmatic, causing anger to flare higher in Jennifer’s gut. 


“Have a good time,
and act like we’re lovers. The lady who manages this shop knows my grandmother.”


Jennifer gave her
an annoyed look and Jorja climbed out and rounded the car to pull her door open
for her.


Jennifer stepped
out and met Jorja’s gaze. “Underneath all that charm, you’re really just a
prick. No wonder you have to pay someone to like you.” Jennifer pushed past
Jorja … or tried.


Jorja grabbed her
arm and put her back against the car door before resting her hand on it next to
Jennifer’s head. Her eyes were flinty as she stared down at her.


“I’m a lot of
things, Jena, and not all of them good, so if living with me is going to be too
much for you, tell me now,” Jorja said in a frosty tone. “I’ll pay you for
today and send you on your way.”


Jennifer slapped
her. “I’m not some common whore, you jerk.” 


“No, you’re a snotty
little brat who needs to get her nose from up her ass,” Jorja told her in an
uncompromising tone. “I work for what I have, and I’m willing to share part of
that with you. Are you coming along for the ride or not?”


Jennifer glared at
her, gritting her teeth.


“I suspect that’s
a yes, because you need this situation as much as I do,” Jorja said keeping her
tone low. “Besides, you got me deeper into this mess by pretending to be my
girlfriend earlier. I didn’t ask you to do it, and now if you don’t, I will
make sure you have to leave this city to get a decent job.”


Jennifer’s stomach
clenched as a wave of horror washed over her. “You work in a jewelry store.”


“And you’d be
surprised at just how much power my family has,” Jorja told her coldly. 


Jennifer shook
with rage, but the look in Jorja’s eyes promised retribution if she backed out
on her. “I-I was trying to help you,” she whispered.


“At what point in
that conversation did I ask for your help, Jennifer? Did I ask you to touch me or
give my grandfather the impression we were more than friends?”


“No, but—” Jennifer
broke off helplessly. Jorja hadn’t been asking for her help. In fact, she’d
seemed unconcerned with her grandfather’s questions initially.


“I don’t want to
hurt you, but your help cost me any chances of doing this my way,” Jorja told
her evenly as she leaned in closer. 


“Fine, let’s get
this over with,” Jennifer muttered. 


Jorja backed up
and Jennifer peeled herself off the side of the car to walk stiffly beside
Jorja up to the boutique. Jorja pulled open the door and Jennifer stepped
inside the warm vanilla-scented space.


“Jorja, how are
you, dear?” A thin woman clad in melon and white strode over to give Jorja a
hug. 


“Miss Anne,” she
said with a smile. “You look great. How are you?”


Anne smiled, her
pretty face marked with laugh lines around the mouth, and her eyes shone with
joy as if she was glad to see the younger woman. 


“Jorja,” she shook
her head. “This is a nice suit, but the cut is a bit too masculine. When are
you going to let me dress you properly?”


Jorja laughed.
“You know by now that is never going to happen, Miss Anne,” she said. “But I am
here for a little shopping. I need the whole nine.”


The woman’s brown
eyes went from Jorja to Jennifer. Jennifer saw wariness in her stare and then a
question. 


“This is my lover,
Jennifer. She’s temping for grandfather, and I’d like some pricy things to show
her off in.”


“Okay.” She gave
them a smile. “Right this way. I have some nice suits, not as strict as yours.”


“You have some nice
things,” Jorja commented.


“Yes. We just got
some new items in two days ago. Like this.” She stopped at a row of blouses in
multi-colors. 


“Pink. White. The
black and white. Pencil skirts in pink and navy and black.” Jorja stroked the
sleeve of a shirt and Jennifer glanced at the price tag of a white blouse with
a ruffle front. 


The blouse was
gorgeous, but her jaw fell open at the price.


“Jennifer, let’s
get you settled in the changing room,” Anne said with a smile. “Right this way.”



Jennifer realized
she had a few blouses in hand already. Anne led her to the back of the carpeted
corridor with white walled stalls that boasted full-length mirrors and benches.



“Go ahead and get
started with these. I’ll be right back. Would you prefer skirts or trousers?”


 “Both.”


Anne gave her a
nod and vanished. 


Jennifer undressed
and pulled on a blouse, the fabric luxurious against her skin. She’d barely
finished buttoning it when a rap on the door announced Anne had returned. 


“Come in.”


The door opened
and Anne held out several items. “Jorja said she wanted to see them on you.”


“Oh. Okay.” Let’s not disappoint that prick then.


Jennifer pulled on
a pink skirt to go with the white blouse and then the pink jacket. They were
baby pale and once she had them on she thought they worked well with her
coloring. 


Jennifer headed
out and a woman around her age stood out in the corridor. “I’ll show you to the
viewing room.” 


Viewing room?


They took the
corridor to a wide-open space where Jorja sat sprawled in a chair with a set of
windows at her back, the shades to them pulled down. Several chairs were
situated in small groupings and artwork hung on the walls, giving the space
added color and a more welcome feel along with the vases of white roses.


“Nice,” Jorja
said. “So feminine fitting.”


Jennifer laughed.
“That’s how I like my suits.”


“You should,”
Jorja commented. “You’ve got the body for it.” Her gaze trailed down and
Jennifer’s skin heated, her nipples starting to peak.


“I’ll try on the
others.”


They spent more
than an hour in the store and by the third outfit Jennifer was really enjoying
herself. The clothes were beautiful and fabrics luxurious. She couldn’t
remember the last time she’d had so much fun buying work clothes.


“I like these,”
Jorja said to Anne as she examined a pair of cheeky panties.


“Jorja,” Anne said
in a chastising tone. “She won’t want to wear those while she’s working.”


“We’ll take them
as well as the matching bra,” she said. “The selection isn’t what it should be,
so I’ll have to be content with these until the things I ordered arrive.”


“A-are you serious?”
Anne asked and Jennifer waited for the response as she stood several steps
behind them.


“About what?”


“You’re not dating
her? I mean, she’s white, but that isn’t the only—she’s a she.”


“Miss Anne, that
is how I like my women,” Jorja said with a grin. “Soft and womanly, and Jena is
beautiful and so hot with those pretty hazel eyes and that sexy little body.
What woman couldn’t want her?”


The hunger in
Jorja’s voice heated Jennifer’s blood and made her pulse speed up. She cleared
her throat and joined the two.


“Jena.” Jorja
turned to give her a smile. “I think we’re ready to check out.” 


Anne gave her a
nod. “That’s a good idea.”


Jorja slipped an
arm around Jennifer’s waist and pulled her against her side. “What are you in
the mood for? I’m starving.”


“Do you mind
salad?”


“Not at all,”
Jorja said, sliding her hand up Jennifer’s back as she looked into her eyes.


Jennifer shivered
at the intensity in that caressing copper stare. Jorja was going to drive her
to heavy drinking if she didn’t steal her heart right out from under her. 










Chapter Fourteen


 


As they left the
boutique, a car pulled into the parking lot and Jorja groaned. She slowed her
steps on the way to her car even though she wanted to speed up and pretend she
didn’t see the sleek cream vehicle her grandmother drove.


“Hey, Jorj,” her
younger cousin Aisha called as she slammed the car door. 


“Cuz.” She moved
to her car and unlocked the trunk to dump the packages she carried.


“Who’s your
friend, Jorja?” Sadie demanded as they joined them at the rear of the Vette.


Jorja turned after
closing the trunk. “Grandma, this is my lover, Jennifer,” she said as she
slipped an arm around Jennifer’s waist. “Jena, my grandmother, Mrs. McMasters
and my cousin, Aisha.”


“Hi, Jennifer,”
Aisha said cheerfully. “Doing some shopping?”


“Is this the girl
your grandfather told me about?” Sadie asked, her gaze going from Jorja to
Jennifer. 


Jorja watched her
coolly as she took her time assessing Jennifer. 


“I don’t know,”
Jorja said. “I wasn’t present when you two talked last.”


Sadie gave her an
annoyed look, and Jorja lifted her brows in cool mockery. 


“I can’t believe
you’re parading about town like this,” Sadie said, eyes flashing angrily as
disapproval rode her tone. 


“I’m hardly
parading, Grandmother. Jennifer and I are enjoying an evening out like any
normal couple.”


“And you’re buying
her clothes? I know you don’t shop here yourself,” Sadie said, giving Jorja’s
suit a distasteful glare. 


“No. The clothes
here are too prissy for me, but a gorgeous femme like Jena could appreciate
them far better.”


“I’m sure she
can,” Sadie said, gaze raking over Jennifer. “Her kind usually can appreciate
anything to do with money.”


A barely audible
growl escaped Jennifer, but Jorja ignored it, even more curious about what
Jennifer might really be.  


“Don’t go there,”
Jorja said in a frosty tone that made Jennifer shiver, and Jorja lightly
caressed her lower back drawing her closer. 


She didn’t need to
feed off her, her grandmother was giving off enough negative energy for her to
draw it in and strangle her with it.


“The least you
could do is find someone more appropriate to consort with,” Sadie practically
spat the words out.


Jorja laughed, dispelling
some of the dark energy swirling around in her. 


“Grandmother, who
I date isn’t really the public’s business,” she retorted. “Now, if you’ll
excuse us, Jennifer and I are both starving. It’s been a long day.”


“I beg to differ,”
Sadie said tightly. “Our family has a reputation to uphold and this is doing
nothing good for it. So, you and I are going to have a little talk Sunday.”


“That won’t change
anything anymore than your attempts to get grandfather to send me to New York.”
’Cause in the end, she’d go if she was sent. However, Jorja would set about
building her own label, and she’d do it with the designs she had now instead of
giving them to the family. 


Jorja would also
use the contacts she’d made to further her own name and watch Diamond Glow fade
slowly year by year while she rose, because her cousin Anthony was good at what
he did, but he didn’t want the burden of carrying this company. And Mike had
the dream but not the drive.


“We’ll see about
that, smarty pants,” Sadie said acidly.


“I’ll still be a
lesbian, Grandmother, and I still won’t conform to your wishes,” Jorja said in
a hard tone. 


They’d been doing
this dance since Jorja was ten. Her mother had barely been cold in her grave
when her grandmother had decided she’d take charge of her and give her the
guiding female influence a girl needed.  


Jorja had rebelled
at every turn because her grandmother had been trying to make her into someone
she wasn’t. 


“I guess I’ll see
you Sunday,” Aisha said to Jennifer.


“I think not,”
Sadie said snidely. “I’m not going to tolerate such perversion at my table.”
She gave Jennifer a scathing look and stalked toward the store. “Aisha.”


“Why do you
antagonize her, Jorj?” Aisha asked softly. “You know it only makes her run to
grandfather with some new way to bring you to heel.”


“She can kiss my
ass, Aisha,” Jorja said coldly. “She’s not my mother, and she’s never going to
control me.”


“She’s not a bad
person, cuz. She really does just want the best for you.” She shot Jennifer a
look. “Not that there’s anything wrong with you. You’re just the wrong color
and the wrong sex.”


“And you’re a mook
doomed to marry an asshole who only cares that you both have the right pedigree
and social position,” Jorja told her quietly. “I want more and that means not
allowing someone else to dictate who I am or what I do with my life.”


Aisha sighed
harshly. “I—”


“Aisha.”


“Run along, cuz,
or you’ll get pissed on from a very high place later,” Jorja told her. Their grandmother
could be as vindictive and manipulative as she was kind.  


Jorja took
Jennifer’s arm and led her to the passenger side of the Vette and unlocked the
door.


Jennifer looked up
at her, sadness in her eyes. Jorja glared at her. 


“Get in,” she
muttered and went to get in on her own side. She didn’t need pity or sadness.
She had survived her mother’s death and her father’s detachment from her.


“Your grandmother
is prejudice. Why would you choose a white woman if you—”


“I’m not
prejudiced, and she’s an asshole.”


“Some of her best friends
are white,” Jennifer muttered mockingly. 


“No. She has one
or two close white friends who think as she does, that romantic race mixing is
a sign of social decay while business collaboration between races is a
declaration of human unity.”


“Interesting
distinction,” Jennifer said as Jorja started the car. “Your grandfather seems
to like you more.”


“Always has. He
doesn’t want to control me. He just wants me to be not gay.”


“My father’s the
same,” said Jennifer.


“My father drank
himself to death.” Jorja backed out of the parking lot.


“Your mother?”


“She’s the reason
he killed himself, slowly.” She gripped the wheel tightly. “My mother and my
little brother, he was only two years younger than me, they were killed in a
robbery at a convenience store.”


“And your father
never recovered?”


“No. He lost his
wife and his favorite child. Both my parents were loving and doting.” Jorja
pushed out a rough breath. “Life has a way of throwing lemons at you. You duck,
you dodge, and you pick yourself up, but my dad never did.”


“Your grandparents
finished raising you?” 


“Yes, and my
grandfather was the one who put me to work at the store to keep me busy when I
was a teenager. He thought I needed to learn to appreciate the value of things.
My grandmother in turn shoved charity work and dresses on me.”


“Not a good fit
for a butch,” Jennifer said with a laugh. “I mean the dresses.”


“Damn right. I did
everything to piss her off, too, when she wouldn’t stop trying to remake me
into some prissy princess. I got dirty, played baseball, got into fights and
learned to work on cars.”


“I guess you
showed her.” A faint smile played on her lips.


“Yeah. The rift
between us can never be repaired now.”


“You weren’t
always like this?” Jennifer asked curiously.


“No. Before my
mother died, we got along well, but—” Jorja shook her head, lips tightening. 


“Maybe you can
find some middle ground,” Jennifer urged gently. “I think she cares about you.”


“Not enough to
accept me as I am.”


****


Jennifer reached
out to touch her thigh, not sure Jorja would accept or even want her comfort.
She gave it a squeeze and felt the muscles bunch beneath her hand and withdrew.


“How much
influence does she have with your grandfather?”


“He respects her
opinion, but I don’t know how much weight it carries where business is
concerned.”


There was more
tension in Jorja’s body now. “What will you do if he sends you to New York?
What’s in New York?”


“We have two
stores there, and one is overseen by one of my cousins. That person will have
carte blanche basically over those stores.”


“And the same with
here?”


“In the South,
yes. The number of stores is bigger plus the person in control here will have control
over all the stores.”


“That’s what you
want,” Jennifer said, not surprised.


“I have ideas
about how to grow the business, not just keep it status quo, and my grandfather
wants some growth.”


Jennifer nodded.
“You’re not going to be a great catch with your head in the business books.”


“I don’t care,” Jorja
muttered. “I never cared about that, but my grandfather thinks the person in
control needs a spouse.”


“He probably has
balance, which you’re lacking,” Jennifer told her. “He wants to save you from
ending up alone.” She glanced out the window. “I can understand that. Alone
isn’t a good place to be sometimes. Believe me, Jorja, I know. It hurts to wake
up knowing no one gives a damn if you’re alive or dead, safe or hurting.”


“I’m not alone.”


“Family and
friends are great, but who do you turn to when you feel like your grandmother
is rallying everyone against you?” Jennifer asked softly.


Silence was her
response and Jennifer gave a bitter laugh. 


“Tell me you
wouldn’t like more sometimes. I dare you.”


She said nothing
and Jennifer continued to stare out the window at the city lights coming on as
darkness wrapped its cloak around it.










Chapter Fifteen


 


They stopped by
Jennifer’s to get some of her things and she found a notice under her door. She
picked it up and shook her head in frustration. 


“I have to move
out by tomorrow,” Jennifer said. 


“How much is your
rent? I’ll write you a check.”


“It’s gone up to
nine hundred, but that’s temporary. It’s going to go up again next year when
they finish renovating the place,” Jennifer answered.


“I don’t have my
checkbook with me, but I’ll take care of it in the morning.”


Jennifer turned to
find Jorja standing in the middle of the living area looking a little bit like a
wounded little boy and a sexy woman. She swallowed tightly and went to her,
wanting to soothe away the pain obviously caused by her grandmother, by her
past. 


Jennifer knew pain
and fear, and she knew it tore at you until it wore you down to tears, and she
didn’t want to see this strong woman reduced to that. 


“Hey,” she said
and cupped Jorja’s cheek. “I’m not that woman. I don’t want you for your
money.”


“Would you date me
without it?”


“I just met you,” Jennifer
murmured. “You’re an arrogant prick so far, but you’re hot, and I would sleep
with you because you make me wet.”


“It’s enough.” Jorja’s
arms snaked around Jennifer and crushed her against her as she claimed her
mouth. 


Jennifer moaned,
pushing her fingers into Jorja’s hair. She strained against her, her body
aching for Jorja’s possession. Her head spun with sudden knowledge, but the
thought was better saved for later.


Jorja moved them
back, knocking a lamp from the end table. Seconds later Jennifer felt a wall at
her back and Jorja’s hands skimming over her. Jennifer tugged Jorja’s blouse
from her pants and shoved her hands beneath. 


Then, she raked
her nails along Jorja’s back and Jorja bit her bottom lip sending pleasure
curling through her. Jennifer tipped her head back and sharp teeth grazed her
jaw before soft lips brushed along her throat on their way to the side of her
neck. 


Jorja glided her
hands up Jennifer’s sides to her breasts. She cupped the firm mounds before
tugging the hem of the shell from her skirt and jerking it up.


Jennifer lifted
her arms and the fabric was pulled free and tossed aside. It took bare seconds
for Jorja to release the back clip of her bra and push the cups up revealing
nipples at attention. 


Jorja’s head
lowered, but not before Jennifer caught a glimpse of scorching passion setting
copper ablaze. 


Jorja drew her
tongue around the dusky areola, and Jennifer moaned roughly, tightening her
fingers in Jorja’s hair and tugged.  


Jorja rewarded her
with a sharp nip of the curve of her breast before laving her nipple, flicking
over the rosy point. At the same time, Jorja pinched the other bud and Jennifer
growled softly, pulling Jorja’s hair harder now as sensation tore through her. 


Jorja pinched both
nipples before closing her mouth over one, the moist heat drawing a cry of
pleasure from Jennifer. 


“Jorja,” she cried
raggedly.


Jorja released it
with a pop and licked a trail to the other peak. “Mm. You taste so good.” She
caught the tip between her teeth and bit down sending shards of pain coursing
through her. 


Jennifer gasped.
“God, that feels good.” She closed her eyes and Jorja pinched the vacated
nipple, drawing another cry from her. “Jorja!”


 Jorja gave the fleshy mound a hard tap before
pinching Jennifer’s nipple and then lowering her head to take one into her hot
mouth. 


Jennifer’s head
rolled on the wall. A soft growl escaped her, and she vowed to control herself
even as her body caught fire. 


Jorja sucked her
nipple hard before lifting her head. “Jena, you’re beautiful—all hot and wet
for me,” she murmured as one of her hands pushed into Jennifer’s panties. 


The questing
fingers slid through Jennifer’s sticky juices as Jorja claimed her mouth,
tongue thrusting inside. 


Jennifer moaned,
her pussy clenching on air. She needed the toy she felt pushing at her lower
belly inside her, wanted it.


“Jorja,” she said
in a broken tone. “Please, I want you.”


Jorja’s fingers
whispered over her clit and Jennifer hissed. Jorja kissed her jaw and thrust
her fingers inside the tight wetness of her. At the same time, the heel of her
hand flattened against Jennifer’s clit. 


Jennifer drew her
nails up Jorja’s back, “Uh-ah!”


“Look at me,
beautiful,” Jorja ordered. 


Jennifer opened
her eyes, the copper stare intense and hungry. The woman was as hot a she was.  


Jennifer glided
her hand down Jorja’s nape to her ass. “I want you.” 


Jorja retracted
her hands and turned Jennifer to face the wall. Jennifer trembled, anticipation
making her pulse beat faster. 


From behind her,
Jorja reached beneath the skirt and tugged Jennifer’s panties down and stroked
her hand over her stomach down to her labia. 


“Please,” Jennifer
begged, rubbing against her while reaching back to curl a hand around Jorja’s
nape. “Are you wearing a strap-on?”


“I do enjoy taking
a woman with one. Is that a hard limit?” she asked, her warm breath caressing
Jennifer’s skin, making her shiver. 


Jennifer rubbed
her ass against the front of Jorja’s pants and felt a hard bulge. “Not even,”
she said huskily. 


Jorja kissed the
side of her neck as she ground against Jennifer’s ass. “When I put it on this
morning, I got wet thinking of using it to stroke you out of your mind,” Jorja
said. “I like the feel of your pussy against mine, but I want to take you wearing
this.”


Jorja withdrew her
hands and the whisper of a zipper reached Jennifer’s ears as it was dragged
down its track. Then, Jennifer felt the soft warm tip of the dildo pressing at
her entrance and moaned as the thick girth slid inside her soaked depths. The
soft skin glided over the tight tissues, making her muscles clench.  


The dildo felt
good, so perfect. 


“Then do it,” she
said, breath coming out fast. “Take me.”


Jorja glided the
hand on Jennifer’s hip around to her mound. Then, sliding down to tap her clit
before fingering it with just the right amount of pressure. 


Jennifer whimpered
and Jorja’s hips moved behind her, rotating sensually. The cock withdrew and
stroked back in making her catch her breath.


“Jorja.” She made
a huffing sound that resembled a purr, but Jennifer didn’t think about it, she
was too consumed with passion to even care. 


She moved with
Jorja, rubbing against her sinuously and Jorja pressed the heel of her hand
against Jennifer’s clit to work it in tandem with her thrust into her pussy. 


The pleasure was
divine, enticing her to thrust her hips back, taking the dick deeper into her. 


“Ah, fuck,” Jorja moaned.


Jorja moved faster,
driving into her hard and fast, the slide in making her shudder while the
retreat made her hotter. 


“Oh, God, Jorja,”
she cried, reaching down to rake her nails over Jorja’s hand as it worked her
clit furiously. “Jorja!”


 Jennifer’s orgasm rushed down her spine making
her body tremble as Jorja thrust into her one more time before crying out her
own release. As the cry lit the air, the sensation of something being pulled
from her made her gasp and her sex throb before she came again.


Jennifer collapsed
against the wall, knees jelly, head spinning while her body felt incredibly
sated. Still, she would have fallen had it not been for Jorja’s arm around her
waist keeping her upright. 


“Oh, hell,”
Jennifer groaned. Dizzy, she swayed and Jorja tightened her grip on her. “I
didn’t mean for that to happen.”


Jorja chuckled
softly. “I don’t believe you,” she said in her ear. “I think you wanted my dick
inside you.”


Jennifer laughed.
“Prick,” she said in a teasing tone and then groaned at the drag of the toy’s retreat.
She turned, “It was so good. Oh, shit.” Her gaze fell on the scratches on
Jorja’s skin. They were vivid red, though she hadn’t drawn blood. “I got
carried away, your hand, is it—I didn’t mean to scratch you up.”


No. She simply
couldn’t help it. The freak half of her needed to mark lovers it deemed its
territory. There was no way to breed that out of her, unfortunately. And it
might cost her a woman she wanted more than she’d wanted any of the others.  


Jorja bit the side
of her neck lightly. “I like for my women to scratch,” she said huskily and
withdrew her hand. 


Jennifer leaned
against the wall, anger snaking through her. “Your women?” She rested a hand on
Jorja’s chest, savoring the feel of her as she lightly stroked the curve of
Jorja’s breast. 


“Don’t go there,”
Jorja said tightly, resting a hand on the wall. “I told you I was clean and
that’s true. I love women, I love sex, but I don’t get involved.”


“Until now,”
Jennifer said and closed her fingers around the necklace, something possessive
washing over her. To the hound, Jorja was theirs, no matter how much Jorja
resisted.


“Jennifer,” Jorja
said in warning.


A low growl
rumbled through her as Jennifer released the chain and rested her fingers
against the tattoo on Jorja’s shoulder. The urge to impale Jorja, leaving a
mark that would never fade seized her and Jennifer fought it even as her nails
lengthened and blackened against the luscious shade of Jorja’s skin. 


“I want more than ‘wham
bam thank you ma’am, here’s your allowance’.” There was a darker growl in her voice,
but the hound was in control and Jennifer couldn’t think beyond the animal’s
need to claim.


“It’s not going to
be like that.” She pushed the dildo into her pants and pulled them up, stepping
back. 


Jorja’s stare was
guarded and Jennifer wanted to howl at the distance Jorja seemed determined to
keep between them. 


She was alone, and
Jorja was lonely. There was no need for them to be apart.


“Why are you
running?” Jennifer whispered and her nails pierced Jorja’s skin.


“Why are you sounding
needy?” she snapped and gripped Jennifer’s wrist, but it didn’t stop her nails
from drawing blood.


“Because I am and
so are you. When was the last time you let a woman inside?”


“Jena, don’t.” Her
tone was hard.


“Don’t what?”
Jennifer demanded. “Don’t be honest? Don’t ask for what I want?” Jennifer
rotated her nail and blue fairy dust formed on Jorja’s skin. 


“Fuck, I—” Jorja
pulled Jennifer’s hand away, grip bruising, but Jorja didn’t release her.


“I can’t pretend
to be your anything if I don’t feel it,” Jennifer cut in quickly. And that was
part of her problem. Jennifer was a creature of emotion, she often felt things
too deeply. “Your grandfather will know this is a ruse. So, I propose you give
me more than your money and your home.”


“You have my body,”
Jorja muttered.


“I want three
nights a week with you, and a part of you no one has. Then, I’ll be your
perfect wife.”


Jorja released
Jennifer then and jammed her hands onto her hips as she stared at her with a
‘what the hell?’ look. And her eyes flashed red for a moment, but it faded so
fast Jennifer wondered if they had been at all.


“My time is one
thing, but my heart—any part of it is another.” Jorja wiped at the wound and in
this moment, in the hound’s haze, Jennifer could care less if Jorja thought she
was an animal. 


“That is a small
price to pay for a human services rep and marketing director who props you up,”
Jennifer told her softly as she crossed her arms over her chest. 


Jorja’s lips flattened,
her gaze hard. “Touché.” 


Jennifer reached
out to draw a finger along Jorja’s cheek. Mine,
the sound was a growl inside her mind. Jennifer ignored it, but there was a
resounding feeling inside her that confirmed it. 


“You’re pretty
handsome, Jorja. This could work if your grandmother doesn’t send me running
for the hills.” She wouldn’t allow that woman or any woman to come between
them, the hound vowed.  


****


“Where are we on securing
the designs?” Teak’s son asked, as Teak gave the saucepan a shake. He loved to
cook and this spacious kitchen wasn’t nearly what it should be, but he’d
expended great expense to make it what it was.


“She’ll have them.
You just find someone to manufacture them.”


“It’s hard without
the material,” he said. “Besides, I’ve already asked around, and we might have
to give the manufacturer a bigger cut since we won’t have the money being
asked.”


Teak grimaced.
That would cut into his profits, but he was willing to go that route
considering Diamond Glow would be his in six or seven months. Tonya would have
that stupid little boy well and truly whipped especially after his grandfather
was killed.


“It’s a small
price,” Teak said. “For an insurance policy in case my plan takes longer to
come to fruition.”


“It appears Jorja
is seeing someone. I think we should execute her soon.”


“No. I’d rather
watch her unravel. Human women seem to do that in the face of traumas like rape
and torture.”


“Shall I take care
of it or have someone do it?”


“Take care of it
when the time is right,” he said. “Leave the girl so brutalized, she won’t be
able to do anything but take her own life.” Like his grandmother. The trauma of
watching her business slip from her grasp had driven her mad until she’d ended
herself. 


Michael was too
arrogant to drive crazy. Nothing but death at another’s hands would do for him
and his half-blooded granddaughter. 


“When do you want
us to go after Michael?”


“After the jewelry
goes on the market. I’ll find someone to make this happen.”










Chapter Sixteen


 


The next morning,
Jennifer was a little nervous as she rode up in the elevator with Jorja. She
wasn’t sure what to expect of her first full day with Jorja’s grandfather. His
secretary had been there yesterday, but wouldn’t be today, so she’d be working
on her own. 


“What if I screw
up?”


“You’ve done this
before,” Jorja said coolly, eyes on her phone. “Relax.”


“But I’m just
filling in. The margin for error will be great.”


“This isn’t a
legal office, Jennifer,” Jorja told her quietly. “Lives aren’t at stake and
neither is anyone’s freedom.”


She glared at
Jorja, who wore a gray suit and blue blouse with a pale pink tie. The look was
sharply masculine, but Jorja was uncompromisingly stunning. And she wanted to
rumple her suit and run her fingers through her perfect hair. 


“I just don’t want
to look incompetent.”


“You’ll be fine.”
Jorja put her phone away and spared Jennifer a glance. “You look lovely, did I
tell you?”


Jennifer frowned
wondering what Jorja was up to. “Thank you.”


“You’ll be fine.”
Jorja reached out and drew her close, brushing her lips along Jennifer’s jaw.
“You smell incredible,” she whispered. “Too good to be working for an old man
who won’t even notice.”


“I hope he
doesn’t,” she replied with a chuckle. “Your grandmother would kill me.”


“She would,” Jorja
agreed and nipped the lobe of her ear just before leaning back against the
elevator wall and dragging Jennifer against her for a kiss.


“Jor—” Her protest
was swallowed and Jennifer gave herself to the heady sensation Jorja’s lips
evoked. She moaned and glided her hand up Jorja’s arm, to rest her hand on her
nape. Jennifer lightly scratched her, unable to control the hound’s impulse to
show its own interest in Jorja. 


From somewhere,
the bell dinged, signaling they’d reached her floor, but it was a distant sound
that played second fiddle to Jorja’s sensual, slow kiss.


Her nipples were
pebbled and her juices gathered, waiting to spill into her panties. 


“Ladies, this
isn’t a motel.” The stern voice was cold water poured over her head and
Jennifer jerked, letting out a little cry.


“Easy, baby,”
Jorja murmured and kissed her neck. 


The sensation of
energy leaving her made her heart rush and her clit pulse. She groaned.


“Jorja.”


Jorja sighed and
released Jennifer slowly. “Morning, Granddad,” she said coolly. “I’ll see you
later, Jena.”


“Okay,” she said,
cheeks flaming. God. How had she managed to get caught making out with Jorja on
her first day?


“Jennifer, let’s
get to work. I have a busy day.”


She faced him,
finding his jaw hard, and his eyes shooting a warning look to Jorja before he
strode away. 


“I’m—I apologize,
sir.”


“Never mind,” he
said blandly. “I guess girls will be girls. Have you gone over my schedule?
I’ll only be here for five hours and I want to get to everything.”


She’d done that
last night and on the ride over with Jorja. “Yes, sir. I know it backward and
forward.” His assistant had stressed ensuring everything stay on point and ran
smoothly to avoid censure.


“What’s up first?”
he asked as they stepped into the reception area of his office. 


“A meeting with
the accounting manager,” she told him and stopped at her desk setting her purse
on it. “You have fifteen minutes for that and then a conference call with Franco
Santiago from Italy.”


“I need the files
for that,” he said and headed to his office. “Get the coffee started, please,
and bring me a cup. Cream no sugar. Make sure it’s decaf.”


“Yes, sir.” And so
her day started with mortification but ran smoothly to her surprise until ten
when she took him a file he’d asked her for.


  “Thank
you, Jennifer,” Michael said and looked up at her. “You’re an attractive woman,
why choose this life when you could have a husband and a family?”


Her parents had
asked her that question and it had upset her. Now, it only drew a small smile
from her. “I didn’t choose to be gay, Mr. McMasters and I can still have a
family.”


“But not a husband.”


She shook her
head. “I don’t want man’s touch. Not that I hate men. I just don’t like them
romantically.”


“Have you ever
tried to date men?”


She frowned.
“Yes.” Jennifer shrugged. “And that was one of the reasons I knew I was gay.
I’m just not attracted to men. Beautiful women like Jorja have always caught my
eye.”


“Black women?” he
asked carefully.


“Women, but I
won’t deny I’m more attracted to black women,” she said and then glanced at her
watch, feeling uncomfortable. “I should get back to my desk. You have a meeting
with your grandson in a few minutes.”


As if on cue, a
rap on the door had her turning and hurrying to open it. 


“Who are you?”
Michael McMasters III demanded coldly when she greeted him at the door.


“Don’t be so rude,
Mike,” Michael said in a chiding tone. “This is Jennifer, Jorja’s lover and my
temp assistant.”


He gave her a look
of pure disgust and then turned his attention to his grandfather. “I know Jorja
has been bad-mouthing me, but I’ve got the negotiations under control,” he said
and swept past Jennifer. “Jorja isn’t helping. If you could let me handle this
on my own, we’d actually make some progress, and I could wrap this up by
Sunday.”


“Are you certain?”


“Yes. Simms is
ready to take a reasonable offer which I think we should make. Jorja’s offer is
offensive.”


She closed the
door on the rest of the conversation, wondering what Jorja would say. Her
cousin was obviously competition for running the company and wasn’t going to
allow Jorja to take over without a fight.


****


The next day ran
pretty smoothly for her, but Jennifer was glad for the weekend, which dawned
clear after the last few days of gloomy skies and off and on rain. She had a
ride planned with Arica this morning so she was up at eight, dressed and ready
to grab her bike when her cell phone rang. 


A glance at the
display told her it was Jorja. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach as she
reached for it. 


“Hello, lover,”
Jennifer greeted her in a teasing tone. 


“Hi, Jena,” she
said softly and Jennifer caught the catch in her voice and smiled. “How are you
this morning?”


“I’d loved to have
woken up with you,” Jennifer said all traces of teasing gone as she leaned her
hip against the dresser. Jorja had paid her rent but she’d decided to keep her
apartment a little longer in part because of her own fears and insecurities. 


“That can be
arranged,” Jorja said warmly. “I’m just calling to tell you that I’ll be there
to pick you up at five-thirty. We’re having dinner with my grandparents.”


“Okay,” she said,
mentally going over the dresses Jorja had bought her, considering which would
be suitable. She wanted to make a good impression even though she was sure that
ship had pretty much sailed, but she could turn things around.


“Sunday casual, in
case my grandmother decides we should go out,” Jorja told her. 


“I can do that.
Don’t work too hard.” She knew Jorja was going to the shoot for the Valentine’s
Day commercial that her cousin had been supposed to handle and Jorja had seemed
a little stressed. 


 “I’ve got to go, sweetie,” Jorja said. “I’ll
see you later.”


Jennifer ended the
call and pushed the phone into its holster. She understood about working
weekends and stress, but she didn’t think Jorja would ever make too much room
for her in her life. She’d do just enough to convince her grandfather she was a
happily married woman, but Jennifer didn’t see it being enough. 


That was the other
reason she was in no rush to move in with Jorja. She already liked her and knew
her feelings would only grow. The problem was, Jorja didn’t want to be anything
special to her despite the heat between them. So, there was no hurry to turn
into a piece of furniture in Jorja’s apartment or just a trophy on her arm.  


A rap on her door
jerked her from her thoughts and she realized she was growling. The hound was furious
at what would never be, but she reigned it in as she hurried to the door.


A look out of the
peephole drew her brows into a frown, but Jennifer unlocked the door. 


“Hello, pup,”


“Hi, Locane.” 


Locane Blackdust’s
gaze went over her, and she tilted her chin up at the sneer on his lips. “I
heard about your problems from Arica’s uncle.”


“Oh?”


“I just wanted to
see if you were still looking for a job.”


“No,” she said
coolly, crossing her arms over her chest. The darkness of him was cool, almost
palpable. His black eyes glowed with it, and the leather pants and black
t-shirt he wore only enhanced that image of badness. 


He chuckled. “You’re
such a little snob,” he said. “You think you’re too good to work in my bar? It
might do you some good to be around real men and women.”


“You mean hounds.”


“Exactly,” he
said, voice hardening. “Your mother was always the worst thing about you, her
and her church and humanized version of morals. We’re not human.” He took a step
closer to her, the scent of him fresh air and musk. “Deal with that.”


“I have,” she
snapped. Mostly, but that side of her had cost her more women and their
affection than she could count, starting with her mother.


This thing with
Jorja was new and sweet, and she wanted it to grow, not wither and die.


“Fine. If you want
a job, come get it, but I’m not going to hand you a dime for free. You’ll earn
it.”


“I know,” she said
sadly. A father was supposed to help his child if he could. Her father’s idea
of that was to give her a job and pay her minimum wage.


“There’s nothing
wrong with hard work, pup,” he said coldly. “I’ve worked for every damned thing
I have in this fucked-up realm.”


“I’ve worked,
too,” she said, and he growled at her. 


“Not enough.”
Locane frowned and sniffed her. “New woman?”


“Something like
that,” Jennifer admitted grudgingly.


“Don’t get sappy
and tell her what you are,” he said coldly.


She bristled at
him. “You made me this,” Jennifer muttered. “And it’s done nothing but ruin my
life.”


He bared his
teeth, the longer canines visible. “Your sentimental side could make me kill
her.” 


Jennifer glowered,
the hound surging forward. Her claws lengthened. “You won’t touch her,” she
snarled low. 


Locane studied her
and drew in her scent again. “There’s something not quite right in her scent.
She’s dangerous, so don’t do anything stupid.” He turned and shoved the shades
hanging off his shirt on his nose and stalked away.


Jennifer rubbed
her arms as he went, wondering what he’d scented on her. Certainly not Jorja.
Jennifer was falling fast for her, but she doubted Jorja had the same feelings
for her. 










Chapter Seventeen


 


After a vigorous
ride in the park, they changed and headed out shopping. It had been too long
since Jennifer had needed to buy anything for pleasure, but she thrummed with
excitement now. 


As they wove their
way through the parking lot to the mall’s entrance, Arica glanced at her,
giving her a sheepish look. “Are you okay to do this? I know you have to move,
and Diggs had to reschedule your interview. He really did get held up in court.


“It’s okay,”
Jennifer said. Jorja had taken care of her rent and utilities, leaving her with
a little money to splurge with. She wasn’t too happy about having someone else
pay her way, but she’d committed to the agreement and being with Jorja was a
good she was sure she’d enjoy.


“You found
something else?” 


“I have a
temporary job and my girlfriend paid my rent.”


“Wait a minute,”
Arica said grabbing her arm. Girlfriend? When did this happen? You’ve been
holding out on me. I want details. Now.”


Jennifer giggled,
excitement bubbling in her blood, and her stomach fill with butterflies. “I
haven’t been holding out,” she said. “I just wasn’t sure it was anything
special, but now I think I might be wrong.”


Arica’s eyes
widened. “You’re falling for someone I haven’t even met? How did you manage to
hide it from me?” she demanded as they reached the door. 


“I haven’t been
hiding anything,” she insisted as Arica pulled her into the mall’s entrance.
“Anyway, it’s not like I’ve met your girlfriend more than a few times.”


“But you’ve met her. Please don’t tell me she’s one
of those closet cases because women like that never come out, honey.”  


 “It’s not like that,” Jennifer protested. 


Arica groaned.
“Then how is it? Why haven’t you even mentioned her? I can see how much you
like her. You’re practically glowing.”


 Jennifer grinned as they took the stairs. “She
makes me happy, but I’m more worried about what’s going to happen when she
finds out I’m not human.” She said the last in a lowered tone.


“You’re going to
have to tell her or test her to see how she’s going to react,” Arica said. “If
she finds out on her own, she might start telling the tale all over town.”


“I’ve already done
some things—growling when we make—have sex, and she hasn’t seemed to notice.”
They stepped onto the landing of the second floor already thrumming with the
energy of teenagers milling around and children tagging along behind adults on
cell phones.


“What about the
scratching?” Arica tugged her arm leading her in the direction of the lingerie
shop.


“She seems to get
off on it.” The harder she scratched the hotter Jorja seemed to get. “It’s
almost like she’s feeding off the pain I cause her.”


 “Oh, no. I’ve been to this club called
Midnight a few times. It’s a fairy club and some of the goblins, and phouka in
there get off on pain. They’re energetic or psychic vampires who feed off
sexual energy or pain. Does that sound like her?”


Jennifer
frowned.  “Sometimes it feels as if my
energy is being sucked from me, and it arouses me even more.” Her cheeks burned
with her last words, but her hound purred at the remembered pleasure.   


“Sounds like she’s
been feeding, so be careful. At the club, they know they can’t kill or deplete
you, but outside of it she’s not bound by any rules.”


“It’s all about
feeding off the sexual energy?”


“They need it like
blood drinkers need blood,” Arica told her. “I want to meet her. I’ll get
answers if you can’t.”


“We’ll see. She
works a lot.”


Arica laughed bitterly.
“She’s not working, Jen. She’s with the man her family wants her to marry.”


“I told you it
wasn’t like that,” Jennifer snapped, the hound snarling at the idea of anyone
else touching Jorja, sharing her bed.


Arica sighed,
giving her a pitying look as she stopped at a display of panties. “Fine.
Believe what you want.”


Arica had been
hurt by a woman who’d strung her along for months, refusing to come out of the
closet and then dumping to marry a man. 


“Either way, you
need to get the fairy thing out in the open.”


“I will.” It would
be nice to have a woman accept that dark side of her without seeing her as an
animal as women had done in the past.


  “What’s her name? What does she do?”


“Jorja designs
jewelry for Diamond Glow Jewelers.”


“Are you serious!”
Arica exclaimed. “They are one of the best jewelers in the country.”


“Really?” No
wonder Jorja wanted to be in control.


“Jorja is one of
their top designers. She designed that pink diamond bracelet we were both
drooling over.”


Jennifer laughed.
“How do you know this?”


“I read something
other than Cosmo,” she said with an eye roll. “She’s fine. She’s got that real
butch’s butch vibe going on, too.”


“She’s so hot,”
Jennifer agreed with a little chuckle.  


“She’s probably a
real bastard,” Arica commented. “How can she not be? Her family’s business is
worth millions and they have stores in every region of the country. I bet
she’ll get a tidy inheritance herself.”


“She’s a bit
macho, but she’s not, okay? In fact, she’s the reason I’m temping for Michael
McMasters.”  


“No,” Arica
exclaimed in a hushed voice. “He’s got to be a jerk, right? Snotty? Stuck up?
No one with all that money could be—”


“Actually, he’s
kind of nice.”


“You’ve met her
grandmother, too? I’ve seen her in the papers, the society pages. She’s always
involved with some charity.”


She’d never worked
with Sadie McMasters on any charity event directly, but they had worked on the
same event once. Sadie had been a driving force that had raised millions for
the children’s wing at the charity hospital.


How was she to
measure up to that?


“Wow, you hit the
jackpot,” Arica said with a grin. “I can’t wait to meet her.” She took off
across the store to check something out.


Jennifer grinned,
though her mind was reeling. Jorja was well known for her work?


And she wanted her? 


Jorja could have
snapped up a society girl or bought someone more polished and sophisticated. 


Instead, she’d
chosen a nobody with an alcoholic mother and crazy biker father. Michael was
probably going to do a background check on her and deem her socially unfit. She
felt sorry for Jorja and herself.


Jennifer selected
a couple pairs of panties and matching bras, imagining the look on Jorja’s face
and the way she’d personally feel in them. She liked sexy things. They made her
feel powerful and seductive.


“You’re insane,”
she muttered to herself. “Cock rings?” 


She studied the
different rings and sleeves and a tremor of excitement coursed through her.
What kind of toy would Jorja like?


After some
deliberation, Jennifer selected a few items and paid for them. When Arica was
done, they checked out a few other stores before Arica dropped her off.


“I want to meet
her tomorrow,” Arica called when Jennifer climbed out.


“I’ll try to make
that happen,” Jennifer said with a wave then disappeared into her apartment.










Chapter Eighteen


 


When Jorja arrived
at exactly five-twenty, Jennifer was dressed in a simple dress with the new
lingerie she’d rinsed and tossed in the dryer. She gave her hair one last look
and hurried to the door.


“Hi, Jorja,” she
said with a nervous smile as she slid her gaze over Jorja. 


She looked good in
a red silk shirt that stretched appealingly across her chest and stomach to
tuck into the waistband of black jeans. She wore a black tie loosely knotted at
the throat, and her hair was slightly tousled. The scuffed boots gleamed in the
light and her sports coat fit just right.


“You look good,”
Jennifer said. 


“So do you.” She
held out a small bouquet of yellow roses Jennifer hadn’t noticed, because she’d
been so busy checking her date out.


Jennifer smiled,
delight racing through her. “Thank you.” She drew in the scent of the roses. “Nice.
I’ll put these in water, and we can go.”


“Great.”


“On the coffee
table, I got you something.”


“What is it?”
Jorja called.


“Open it,”
Jennifer said lightly and her palms dampened as her pulse sped up. She found a
slim vase beneath the cabinet in the kitchen, added water, and put the flowers
in.


Jennifer crept to
the entry of the kitchen which overlooked the living area and peeked in, breath
held. 










Chapter Nineteen


 


Jorja stared into
the box, a smile replacing the furrow of her brow. 


The cock sleeves and
cuffs were a surprise that delighted and amazed her. Jorja enjoyed using toys
on her women, but she had no idea Jennifer would be open to it. She’d been
planning to introduce it later in their relationship when she knew Jennifer well
enough to know what would please her. 


“Jena, you’re such
a bad girl,” Jorja murmured. 


“Is that good or
bad?” 


Jorja laughed and
faced her, crooking a finger at her. Jennifer sauntered over, a smile playing on
her lips that made Jorja’s heart race, and heat course through her. 


“You like to mix
things up a little, huh?” she asked capturing Jennifer’s chin. The desire that
flared in those hazel eyes made Jorja grin as she moved closer to Jennifer. 


“Sort of. I love a
woman in a dildo in bed and out,” she murmured. “It gets me hot.”


“Does it now?”
Jorja drew in the heady scent of Jennifer. It was a combination of rose and
desire, something that made the goblin huff softly. “I’m glad we’re on the same
page.” 


“So, you’re okay
with the toys?”


“I’m okay with a
woman who knows what she wants,” Jorja drawled and kissed her softly as she ran
her hands up Jennifer’s back and down to cup her ass.


Jennifer moaned,
fingers curling around Jorja’s nape as she strained closer.


Jorja deepened the
kiss, savoring the feel of Jennifer’s curvy body, learning it with her hands.
She was so perfect, it was scary and Jorja knew her heart was in danger, had
been since the moment she laid eyes on Jennifer.


“You taste good,”
Jorja murmured and Jennifer smiled, a soft huff, similar to a purr escaping
her. That cute sound reminded Jorja of a fairy dog as much as Jennifer’s
penchant for biting and scratching. 


Jorja pressed a
kiss to Jennifer’s bottom lip and Jennifer scratched her harder, the touch
burning. She grimaced, though it barely hurt and the goblin took that as another
display of possessiveness Jorja wasn’t sure she liked. 


The mark Jennifer
had burned into her skin a few nights ago was still there, and as apprehensive
as the woman might be, Jorja’s goblin was certain Jennifer might be a woman who
could handle them.


“Shit,” Jennifer
drew back. 


“It’s fine,” Jorja
told her, caressing her cheek. It was more the fact that this pup was treating
her like territory that she wasn’t exactly okay with, Jorja mused and pulled a
thread of energy from her. 


The goblin moaned
inside Jorja’s mind, savoring the tangy darkness of Jennifer’s energy.


Jennifer pulled
back. “I just got a little overexcited. Why don’t we get going? I’ll get my
house key.” 


As she walked away,
Jorja ran a hand over her hair, swaying on her feet. Part of her wanted to take
off running, because as attracted to Jennifer as she was, she was teetering on
the precipice of falling for her already.


Jorja’s fingers
trembled, and she scanned the room attempting to focus, to get her bearings
back. 


She didn’t fall
for women. She lusted after them and the dark half of her never reacted to
them. They were food, but not Jennifer. Jennifer was intoxicating, and she was
obviously not human.


But neither was
she. That was something they should probably discuss now before things went any
further. 


“Okay, I’m ready.”
Jennifer reappeared with a handbag on her shoulder, and Jorja faced her, eyes
sweeping over her, taking in the simple dress with only a pair of earrings as
accessories. 


 “I normally don’t give a damn about a woman’s
feelings to any real extent,” Jorja said and Jennifer looked taken aback.
“Honesty isn’t normally important beyond the obvious sexual concerns, but even
that isn’t that big a deal since I don’t contract human diseases.”


“What?” Jennifer
gave her a puzzled look as she took a step back. “You’re not human?”


Jennifer’s gaze
darted away, and she knotted her fingers in the purse strap as a little whine
escaped her. 


“Not completely,”
Jorja said. “I hear my scent smells human, but my eyes aren’t always,
especially when I’m aroused, and I don’t try to hide it. What can a woman say?
Who will she tell she was fucked by a monster?”


Jennifer looked at
her then, her eyes blue, a question in them. “What do you mean, monster?”


“I’m a goblin,”
Jorja confessed with a shrug. “I suspect by your inability to control your
scratching and those cute little growls you’re not all human. What are you,
angel?” 


Jennifer took
another step back, shaking now. “Jorja—”


“Yeah, let’s just
drop the shit,” Jorja said. “I couldn’t stand the stench of your fear a moment
ago and the look on your face. I brushed it off after our first night because I
figured we’d hook up a few more times and that would be the end. What in the
hell did I care if you were other than human?”


Jennifer drew in a
shuddering breath. “I’m part fairy dog.”


“What kind?”


“Hound of the
hunt. I can’t turn into a dog and kill you, but I can cut or burn your skin
with my touch. It carries fairy dust.”


The hound was
dangerous, but some of the half-breeds were alluring founts of energy and
marking was a facilitation of energy exchange. 


They were also
fond of causing pain on a small scale, allowing psychic vampires to get their
fix from the energy produced by the injuries inflicted on them. The high could
last for days and produce unbelievable orgasms.  


“We aren’t so
different you and I,” Jorja said softly. closing the distance Jennifer had put
between them. “Both of our races deadly, yet extremely loyal to those who earn
our respect and trust.”


“You said your
mother died. How? She didn’t have powers?”


“The Fae aren’t
the same in this realm as they are in theirs. In some cases, abilities are
weakened from the difference in atmosphere and the dilution of genes from
mating with humans, but yes. She had power. She just wanted to be human so
badly, she died like one.”


 “Are your powers diminished?” Jennifer asked. 


“No.” Not by a
long shot. She was the essence of her deadly goblin ancestors, darkness and
all. “Yours?”


“Some,” Jennifer
confessed. “My nails and teeth elongate, and I’m stronger than a human. My senses
are more acute, and I produce a shimmery blue substance with my hands.”


Jorja caught one
of Jennifer’s hands and brought it to her lips. She kissed her fingers. That’s
how she’d burned the mark—it was a claw into Jorja’s chest the other night. 


“No wonder you
taste so good.”


Jennifer gave her a
shy smile, but there was no hesitation or fear in her eyes now.


“I’m glad I don’t
have to keep hiding this side of me from you,” Jennifer said. “I was afraid
you’d just think I was an animal.”


Jennifer was a
hound, but the blood bone goblins Jorja was part of, they were animals.
However, Jennifer didn’t need to know that. 


“How could I when
you turn me on?”


“I want to make
you feel something more than lust,” Jennifer said darkly.


“Be careful.” A
blood bone goblin wasn’t anything tame. They did have a conscience, but it
didn’t often give a damn about those outside of its family or circle of
friends. 


 “My family doesn’t know, so never discuss what
we are with them,” Jorja warned. 


“I know the drill.
My father made sure of it when I was young.”


 “Good, then, let’s ride,” Jorja said and went
to the door to pull it open.


“Any tips on how
to handle your family?” Jennifer asked as she locked her apartment door. 


Jorja’s gaze was
on her ass. She would love taking her from behind wearing a strap-less cock. She
could feed off her at the same time, getting high from the contact and the
taste of her energy.  


“Just relax,” she
said, forcing her gaze up as Jennifer faced her. “You’ve already gotten a
glimpse of how my grandparents are.”


“I don’t know
about the rest of your family, though,” she said as she headed for the stairs. 


“It’s going to be
fine, Jena, don’t worry.” 


Jennifer gave her
a dark look and they made the trip out to Jorja’s Corvette in silence. Once
there, Jorja unlocked the door for her and Jennifer started to get in and
stopped when she spotted the jeweler’s box on the front seat. She threw Jorja a
curious look and found her watching her intently. 


“Go ahead,” she
said and rounded the car to get in on her side. 


Jennifer picked up
the box, climbed into the car. She pulled her seatbelt into place before
carefully lifting the lid. Nestled against velvet was a gold chain with a
delicate, diamond-studded heart.


“Jorja, I—”


“It’s perfect for
evening,” Jorja told her. “I’ll put it on you if you turn around.”


She leaned toward
her and kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you.”


Jorja plucked up
the chain. “Turn.”


Jennifer twisted
as best she could and lifted her hair. Jorja secured the necklace and brushed
her lips along Jennifer’s nape. 


“I guess your gift
is your first foray into attempting to steal my heart?” Jorja whispered in her
ear. 


Jennifer’s eyes
widened, and she faced Jorja. “Am I off to a good start?”


“Perfect,” Jorja
said with a grin.


****


The drive to
Jorja’s grandparents was thirty minutes long and turned out to be not a house,
but according to the sign with its bold black letters, the Hills Country Club. 


The place was a
white, sprawling multi-level with excellently manicured lawn and winter flower
bed out front. Several cars were in the lot, making her eyes dart around. She
wasn’t dressed for this and neither was Jorja. 


So why had she
brought her here? 


Why hadn’t she
warned her?


Jorja cut the
engine and climbed out. She opened the passenger door for Jennifer and held her
hand out to her. 


“Jorja, this is a
country club,” she said in a hushed tone. 


“It’s just a
place.”


“Why didn’t you
tell me? I could have put on a nicer dress.”


“You’re
beautiful,” Jorja told her soothingly. “It’s a dinner, not a cotillion.”


“Ha. Ha,” she said
in annoyance. “I don’t know if I can do this.”


“It’ll be fine,
Jena, I swear,” Jorja crooned, taking her hand. “We were supposed to have
dinner with just my family, but Granddad told me this afternoon that there was
a change of plans. He’d forgotten about this dinner and dancing evening with
the Black Business Association and we were to join him.”


“You should have
told me,” Jennifer exclaimed. “My boss used to attend events like these.
They’re a big deal.”


Jorja smiled
faintly, amusement dancing in her copper eyes. “If you don’t stop being so
dramatic, I’m going to have to take you over my knee.”


A shiver ran
through her and Jorja chuckled. 


“I’ll treat you
later, but now, let’s go inside. I’m curious as to why I was invited.”


“Okay, fine,”
Jennifer said.


“You smell so
good,” Jorja said and let her hand slide down Jennifer’s waist to slip beneath
the hem of her dress. 


Jennifer’s eyes
flared wide in shock. “Jorja,” she admonished in a whisper, cheeks heating. “Behave.”
She pushed Jorja’s hand away, shaking in fear and anticipation. 


Jorja laughed and
kissed the side of Jennifer’s neck. “You still want to play with me?” She
pulled back so she could look into Jennifer’s eyes. 


The wickedness
gleaming there set Jennifer on fire causing her pulse to hammer. “I don’t
know.”


“Who’s scared
now?” Jorja teased and backed away at the sound of a voice and a car door
slamming. She caught Jennifer’s hand and tugged her into her arms. 


Jennifer blinked,
but didn’t have time to react. Jorja stole a quick hard kiss before turning and
pushing a hand into her pants pocket and wrapping the other around her waist. 


“Show time,” Jorja
whispered.










Chapter Twenty


 


The room Jorja led
them to was open with gleaming floors and plenty of windows that looked out onto
the rolling lawns. Conversation was a hum around them as people sat at tables
or stood at the bar. 


The women were
nicely dressed and the men were in suits and sports coats giving the event a
casual feel to Jennifer’s relief. 


“Jorja.”


Jorja turned to
face her grandmother and gave her a cool smile. “Grandma. You look lovely.”


“Thank you,” she
said returning her smile. “Miss Dandridge, I see you chose an appropriate
dress.”


“Thank you, Mrs.
McMasters,” Jennifer said sweetly and threw a warning look to Jorja when the
energy changed slightly next to her. 


“Ladies,” Michael
said congenially when he joined them, slipping an arm around his wife’s waist.
“Jennifer, you look lovely. Nice necklace.”


She gave him a
genuine smile. “Thank you, sir.”


He gave her a
wink. “Maybe you’ll get Jorja to soften her look a little,” he said, discomfort
in his eyes.


“If she did that,
I wouldn’t be her type,” Jorja said conversationally.


“You shouldn’t be
her type now,” Sadie retorted. 


Jennifer averted
her gaze, the hound snarling inside her mind. Her claws tried to slide free,
the hound intent on silencing such blasphemous words. 


“So, let us hope
Jorja will come to her senses soon,” Sadie added and the hound all but lunged for
the other woman. At the same time, Jorja ran her hand up Jennifer’s arm.


Jennifer curled
her fingers into her palms as she fought to regain control she knew she
couldn’t lose in a crowded room. 


 “Grandma, don’t be so judgmental. Anyway, I
need a drink. Come on, Jena.” Jorja led her toward the bar. 


The hound leaned
into Jorja, not the woman. It nuzzled her jaw seeking assurance even as
Jennifer continued her battle with it. A low whine escaped her throat, but a
masculine voice snagged Jorja’s attention, waylaying them.


 “Jorja, I’m surprised to see you here.” His
tone was congenial but there was something cold in his eyes that made
Jennifer’s hound snarl. “I thought the organization was for business owners.”


“I don’t see your
cousin.” Jorja’s tone was mocking.


A damp energy
issued from him and his eyes paled like the chilliest of winters. “He wasn’t
invited, which brings me again to why you’re here, since this event isn’t for
employees.” The words came out a sneer.


“I nominated Jorja
as a new member, Teak.” Michael said from behind Jorja and moved to stand
between her and Teak. “I thought it was time, considering she’s an entrepreneur
in her own right.”


“Oh, really?” Teak
asked, his expression hardening. “I didn’t realize.”


“Jorja has sold
several designs in addition to the pieces she’s produced for Diamond Glow.”


“I see,” he said
and for a moment the man’s face was nothing human, his eyes black holes, not a
single pinprick of light in the irises. 


Jennifer caught
her breath at the twisted expression and pungent scent of rancid water. Her
hound tried to break the control she’d finally reasserted and Jorja pulled her
closer as if sensing the danger she was becoming.   


“Our family just
keeps rising to the challenge and ensuring the growth of our legacy,” Michael replied.


The tinkling sound
made Michael grimace and tore a low whine of pain from Jennifer’s throat as she
pressed her hand to her ear. Jorja herself showed no sign of having heard the
barely audible harsh roar of an ocean. The sound slithered around them, creating
a faint breeze.


“Where’d that
breeze come from?” Michael muttered and glanced around.


“A cesspool,”
Jorja said coldly, holding Teak’s gaze. 


The man sneered at
her and Jorja smiled coldly. Jennifer rubbed Jorja’s arm, sensing a rise in the
aggression that put her hound on edge, teeth bared.


“I’ve noticed,”
Teak said as Michael turned back to the group. Teak smiled and his handsome
face would have been stunning had the smile reached his eyes. “We’re just lucky
you keep us in the game by selling some of your less pricy pieces through us.”


“We are creating a
new line that I’d like to place with you almost exclusively,” Michael told him.
“Has Mike brought that up with you yet?”


“He mentioned it,”
Teak said with a gleam of excitement. “Give me the details?”


“Jorja why don’t
you and Jennifer go ahead and get those drinks,” Michael suggested. 


“I’m not a child,
Granddad,” Jorja said mildly. 


“No, but I’d like
a word alone with Teak,” Michael insisted.


Jorja gave Teak a
warning look and the energy thickened around them. Teak’s eyes darkened again, pain
crossing his face for an instant as he clutched at his chest. Then, Jorja
turned, her hand going to the small of Jennifer’s back as she led her to the
bar.


“What did you do
to him?” Jennifer demanded. 


“I just turned his
negative emotions back on him,” she replied, keeping her tone low.  “He’s a water fairy, and he thinks my family
owes him something, when in essence we owe him nothing.”


“Was it wise
leaving your grandfather alone with him? I wanted to rip out his throat.”


Jorja gave her
curious look. “Teak’s I hope,” Jorja drawled with mild concern.


“Jorja, don’t be
crazy. I’d never hurt your grandfather. It’s clear how fond of you he is.”


“Good.”


“Why do business
with Teak if he’s a dick?”


“Dicks bring in
profits, too,” Jorja commented as they reached the bar. 


“Seems like a
recipe for disaster to me,” Jennifer murmured.  


“Ladies, what can
I get you?” the bartender gave them a dazzling smile.


“Johnny Walker Red,
if you have it,” Jorja said. 


“And you?” He
turned his gaze on Jennifer giving her an appraising look.


“Nothing.” She
shook her head.


He poured Jorja’s
drink, and she picked it up and tossed it back in one gulp, making Jennifer
grimace. 


“Jorja,” a
masculine voice admonished.


“Uncle William,” Jorja
said. “Another.”


“No. Two white
wine spritzers for the ladies, and I’ll take whatever that was she had.”


“Not tonight,
Uncle,” she said coolly and the look in Jorja’s eyes was impassable.


“Don’t embarrass
your father,” he said when the bartender busied himself with the drinks. “Try
to act like a lady.”


“Drinks.” The
bartender announced, and Jorja turned and picked up her shot and drank it down.


“I was never a
lady, Uncle. This is my lady, Jennifer. Jena, my uncle William McMasters. He
owns the fabulous Glamour restaurants, and he had a show on Food TV.”


“Nice to meet
you,” Jennifer said sticking out her hand, and he took it, giving it a gentle
shake.


“Hello, Jennifer,”
he said coolly.


“Excuse us,” Jorja
said and took Jennifer’s arm. 


“Are you a social
drinker?” Jennifer demanded, her blood turning cold with fear. She’d been
belittled and slapped around enough by her mother’s boyfriends when she was a
teen. “I’m not doing this if you are.”


“I was thirsty,” Jorja
said coldly and led her to a table where Jorja’s grandparents and aunt Jessica
sat.


“Jorja, what a
nice shirt,” Jessica said congenially. 


“Thanks. You look
fantastic, Auntie,” she said. “This is my lover, Jennifer. Jena, my Auntie
Jessica.”


“Hello, Jennifer,”
Jessica said with a grin. “I love that dress. Why don’t you sit by me so we can
have a little chat?”


Jennifer gave
Jorja a quizzical look. 


“Jorja, I need a
word with you,” Michael said evenly.


“So, how did you
two meet?” Jessica asked. 


“At a bar,” Jennifer
said deciding to stick to fact. “Jorja bought me a drink.”


“She’s a cute
butch, right?” Jessica said and Sadie made a surprised noise.


Jennifer smiled
tentatively. “Hot, actually.”


Jessica laughed.
“And a good catch. I’m sure you’ve seen her designs in magazines? And now it
looks like she might become VP of one of the top-grossing jewelers in the
business.”


“Oh.” Jennifer
didn’t know what else to say since she knew next to nothing about Jorja and her
family’s business.


“If you like her,
really like her, great,” Jessica said. “If you’re just a gold-digger, we’ll eat
you for breakfast.” Jessica smiled, but it held a sharp edge as did her stare.


****


Michael paced a
short distance away from Jorja on the beautiful stone tiles outside the
ballroom. The windows behind her lined the wall revealing a view of the grounds
during the daylight hours. 


“What is it?”
Jorja asked calmly. 


“How are
negotiations going with Teak? How is Mike handling things?”


 “Teak’s drawing things out. He wants a larger percentage,
and Mike’s interest in Tonya isn’t helping. She’s more manipulative than he’s
used to dealing with.”


 “His store is perfect for the new collection,
especially since it’s going to be for the hip and young, so we need this deal.”


“The price is too
high, and I’m not just talking financially,” Jorja told him anger zinging along
her nerves. “I can make this line a household name without him.” 


“It’ll take too
long to cultivate a new relationship.”


“I think it’s time
we cut ties with him anyway. It’s clear he thinks we owe him more, that we
should be happy he’s allowing us to work with him.”


“I’m going to let
Mike close this without you.”


“Did he say
something just now?” Jorja exclaimed. 


“I know how to run
a business, Jorja,” he said coolly. “And offering them a little more might just
be the way to go.”


She snorted. Teak
had started singing his seduction song the minute she’d walked away. If Teak
thought she’d allow him to use his fairy magick to seduce her grandfather into
a better deal he was drunk on his own dust. 


“Granddad, be
careful with him, and for goodness sake, let me close.”


Michael chuckled.
“Relax, Jorja. I’ll have Mike meet with him in the morning to give him my
offer,” Michael said. “We’ll go from there. Now, let’s get back inside. The
night’s still young.”


“I need another
drink,” she muttered, anger cutting a wide swathe through her. 


****


“I’m glad to see
you ladies getting along,” Michael said as he and Jorja rejoined them. 


Jennifer looked up,
spying another glass in Jorja’s hand. She stiffened, her thoughts going
immediately to her mother. The woman had been drunk by six since Jennifer was
twelve. 


She’d been whipped
down by love and life and had ceased to show any desire to get sober. 


“Jorja, I’m not
putting up with this drinking,” she said quietly when Jorja sat down and
everyone at the table turned their gazes on them to her surprise.


“It’s ginger ale.”
Jorja’s gaze was cutting as her tone. 


“Really?” 


“Damn, girl. Do
you want a taste?” 


Jorja’s irritation
was clear, as was the tension in the lines of her body. They hadn’t been there
when she’d picked her up, but had steadily increased after the conversation
with Teak. 


“Yes.”


Michael chuckled
and Jorja glared at him. “Watch your language, Jorja.”


The first course
was served and the conversation centered around other members of Jorja’s family.
Jorja said little. 


During the main
course, the conversation turned to the trip the family was planning in the
spring as well as the coming Mardi Gras festivities. 


“The ball is the
last Saturday of the month,” Sadie said. “Jorja, what kind of goodies do you
have planned?”


“Rosaries and
rosary rings along with mood rings,” Jorja said.


“Why rosaries?”
Jennifer asked. “Are you catholic?”


“No, but part of
the Krewe is,” Jessica said. “Oh, I hope you’re including some of those cute
little necklaces.”


 “We can’t afford to give away too many of
those,” Jorja replied. “I’ve only included five and the heart kiss pieces I
designed especially for the event. It’s only twenty and each one has a fifty or
a two-dollar bill in the locket.”


“Excellent,” Sadie
said with a grin. “I’d like to see Night Krewe top that.”


“We always out-do Teak,”
William said with a grin. “He needs a serious attitude adjustment.”


“Maybe he’ll get
one,” Jessica said, throwing Jorja a look and Jennifer wondered just how much
Jorja’s family knew about what she was. 


“Sooner than he
thinks,” Jorja replied, stretching her arm across the back of Jennifer’s chair.
Jennifer leaned toward her unconsciously and nuzzled the side of Jorja’s neck. 


Jorja gave her a heated
look that sent waves of desire rushing through her.


Mine, the hound growled. Mine. 










Chapter Twenty-One


 


After dinner, there
was a brief ceremony inducting the four new members into the organization. Then
dancing commenced and Jennifer took a spin around the floor with both William
and Michael. Michael was the more pleasant as far as she was concerned.


“Jorja is very
independent,” Michael said as they waltzed. “I’ve never seen her heel for
anyone.”


Jennifer gave him
a curious look. “She didn’t,” she said carefully. 


“Oh, she certainly
backed down faster than she’s ever done with any woman.” He frowned. “Do you
think she has a drinking problem?”


 “I’m probably just overreacting because my mother
has a drinking problem.”


“I see,” he said
quietly. “You had a difficult childhood.”


“To say the least,”
Jennifer admitted. “But I’m not with Jorja for her money.”


“I imagine not,”
he said with a little smile. “If you were, you wouldn’t be concerned about how
much she may be drinking. In fact, the drunker the better for you, since in
that state you’d be more likely to gain access to her finances.”


She gave him a
tentative smile. “I’m just using her for the sex.”


“S—please don’t,”
he said and she chuckled at the horror on his face. “I don’t want to know
that,” Michael told her. “I’m having a hard enough time accepting that she is
gay and, instead of taking her lover out for a drink to threaten to beat him
within an inch of his life if he hurts her, I’m dancing with her.”


“I don’t want to
hurt her,” Jennifer said softly. “I just want to love her, but Jorja has all
the signs of being a stubborn butch.”


He groaned again.
“What does that mean?”


“That Jorja’s as
hard-headed as any man.”


“I was afraid of
that,” Michael said as the song came to an end. “My secretary is coming back Monday,
but my wife needs a personal assistant. She runs a shelter, and she does lots
of charity work in connection with our business.”


“Don’t tell me.
Her last secretary quit?”


He cocked a brow
at her. “The job pays. It’s modest, but it keeps you independent.”


 “I’d be happy to work with her, she said. “I
did that kind of thing on a small scale for my last boss.” 


“Jorja mentioned
that today,” Michael said. “You’ll start Monday. Jorja can show you Sadie’s
offices.”


“Thank you.”


“Don’t thank me. I’m
not sure you’re right for Jorja—you’re everything I never wanted for her. This is
just for the opportunity to get to know you,” Michael admitted as the song came
to an end and he led her from the dance floor.


Jennifer sighed.
She might be needing something stronger if the night lasted much longer.


 “Grandma, it’s not like I’m forcing him to be
late,” Jorja was saying as they approached their table. 


“All I’m
suggesting is you take him under your wing,” Sadie said. “And teach him.”


Jorja sighed.
“He’s not going to listen to me. He’d be better off with Anthony since Anthony
is a little older.”


“If that’s the
case, then you should start training Willow or Allen,” Jessica suggested,
mentioning her own twins.


Jennifer saw the
tension in Jorja’s face and immediately pushed aside Michael’s statement. 


A low growl
rumbled in her chest, the hound furious with Jorja’s family. Her nails itched
and elongated and she threw a cold glare to Jorja’s grandmother before she
reigned the hound in and turned her gaze on Jorja. 


Jorja looked in
her direction, but her copper gaze was enigmatic. For just a moment, Jorja’s eyes
seemed darker, and Jennifer’s chest felt funny. Jorja must be feeding from her,
but that didn’t account for the powerful need to go to Jorja. 


So, Jennifer closed
the distance, putting her hand on Jorja’s shoulder. She squeezed and the skin
of her palm warmed and tingled. For a second, Jennifer felt unsteady and swayed
slightly and Jorja got to her feet to steady her with a hand on her waist.


“Are you okay,
Jena?” Jorja murmured. 


“You promised me a
dance,” Jennifer said huskily. 


“So I did,” Jorja
said tiredly and led Jennifer from the table.  “My grandmother is getting on my nerves with
her shit.”


“Your grandfather
decided to give you a shot?”


“And it’s eating
my grandmother alive,” Jorja muttered. “She actually thinks I’m going to train
my cousin to steal the company from me. It’d never happen though because that
jackass is too lazy.” Jorja swept her up in her arms and swayed to the beat. 


Jennifer slid her
arms around Jorja’s neck and looked up at her. “You’re tired.”


“A little.”  


“Why don’t we
leave? I’ve had enough anyway.”


Jorja studied her.
“You’re not driving,” she said. “I’m not drunk.”


“I know you’re
upset about that comment.”


“If I’d been
drinking too much you’d have had a right to call me on it.”


“Do you mean
that?”


“I mean, you’d
have to get a ride with my family and that would be a nightmare for you.”
Jorja’s lips twitched. 


“Yes, it would.” Jennifer
chuckled. “But I’m not dealing with a drunk, Jorja. I deserve better than
that.”


“So much more,”
Jorja told her. 


There was
something in her eyes that made Jennifer wet. “Take me home. I’ve been way too
social for one night.”


“Me, too,” Jorja
said with a grin.


At the end of the
song, Jorja started for their table, but they were waylaid by a few men and
their dates. They wanted to talk business with her. Twenty minutes later they
said their goodbyes to Jorja’s family and were on their way.


“Your grandfather
said your grandmother needs an assistant. Am I crazy?”


“He’s testing
you,” Jorja said as she backed out of the parking lot. “He wants to see us
together, and he won’t get that chance if you aren’t working with the family.”


“He might change
his mind,” Jennifer said. “He was asking me questions about your drinking
habits.”


Jorja snorted. “He
was curious. He just wants to know what you think about me, how you engage with
me.”


“You’re not
worried I’m going to screw things up for you?”


“No. I’m good at
what I do—design and running the business,” Jorja told her. “My grandmother is
going to work your ass off or not give you enough to do to drive you insane.”


“Thanks for the
warning.”


 As they pulled into the driveway of a
townhouse twenty minutes later, Jennifer realized she wasn’t but a few minutes
from her own apartment. 


“You bought one of
these places?”


“Yep. They’re
okay. Three beds, two and a half baths. A nice kitchen and living area. It’s
temporary. We’ll get a house.”


“I’d like a
house,” Jennifer told her with a smile. She wanted a home and children. She
wanted a loving wife who couldn’t wait to come home to her, too.


“I’ll keep the
town house and you can have it after the divorce. You’ll have to sign a
pre-nup, but I’ll be generous.”


“I’ll sign
whatever you want, Jorja,” she said reaching over to touch Jorja’s thigh. “I
know this is mostly a business arrangement. I just want to get something
delicious out of it.”


Jorja cut the
engine and released her seatbelt before looking at Jennifer. “I want the same,”
she said. 


 Jennifer smiled. “So, are you planning to play
with me tonight?”










Chapter Twenty-Two


 


Jorja laughed.
“Let’s go inside.” 


They climbed out
and Jorja retrieved the box Jennifer had given her from beneath the driver’s
seat. Then, they strolled to the garage door and Jorja unlocked it before
motioning Jennifer in. 


Jorja took
Jennifer’s hand and led her to her bedroom which smelled of patchouli and
tangerine.   


“I’ll be right
back,” Jorja said. “Why don’t you make yourself comfortable?”


“Sure.” Jennifer
glanced around the bedroom, taking in the king-size bed neatly made with blue
comforter and a host of red and blue pillows piled along the headboard. 


A chest ran the
length of the footboard and Jennifer threw a look to the other side of the room
finding some pictures on the wall, all abstracts except the one of her in The
Play Girl.


Her hair fell
around her face in curls, and she was wearing a red dress that she no longer
owned as of three weeks ago thanks to a spill on it. There was an energy in her
eyes that she’d never noticed, but had felt back then.


The practiced hand
that had drawn this wasn’t that of a mere casual observer. 


“You like it?”


Jennifer turned,
startled, finding herself no longer alone. Jorja wasn’t wearing the tie, but
she was still dressed, hair a little more mussed giving her a very sexy look.


“I haven’t owned
that dress in three weeks.”


“I told you, I’d
seen you there before,” she said in that low sexy voice that made Jennifer wet.


“You did,” she
agreed quietly. Jorja had watched her, studied her. She had stalked her. While
the human half of her found that creepy, the hound found it arousing.   


“I bought you and
your friend drinks a few times.”


“The waitress
never told us. She just said a secret admirer had the tab.” Jennifer took a few
steps and Jorja met her before she’d gone too far. 


“Why were you
watching me?” Her heart stopped and her palms dampened. 


“I wanted you.”


“Why didn’t you
just approach me like a normal person?”


“It never seemed
like the right time,” Jorja replied. “Not until that night I sat next to you.
You seemed like you needed a friend. I didn’t intend to take you home, but I
did plan to have you in my bed at some point.” 



Jennifer’s lips
quirked in a little smile. “Oh, did you now?” she asked softly. “You had it all
worked out?”


“Not quite then,”
Jorja replied, reaching out to cup Jennifer’s jaw. “I found you entrancing, but
I didn’t know I’d want you this much.” She kissed her and Jennifer moaned
softly, curling her arms around Jorja’s neck. 


Jorja’s tongue
brushed hers, sending a thrill of pleasure snaking through her. Jennifer
strained closer, her blood heating as it coursed through her. 


Jorja sucked Jennifer’s
tongue into her mouth as she pulled the pins from Jennifer’s hair and pushed
her fingers into the thick locks. She fisted them, tugging Jennifer’s head to
one side before breaking the kiss and brushing her lips along the curve of her
neck.


Jennifer tugged
the shirt from Jorja’s pants. “You should have asked me to dance,” she
murmured. “Then we could have been lovers for longer.”


“Could we have?”
Jorja asked huskily. “Would you have said yes to me then?”


“Yes.” She nodded.
“The sound of your voice seduces me, Jorja.” Jennifer reached to grasp the
collar of Jorja’s shirt. She gave each side a tug and buttons scattered.
“You’re easily the sexiest woman I’ve ever met.”


Jorja kissed her
again, but this wasn’t tame. It was hungry and rough, setting Jennifer’s heart
racing and her fingers roving up Jorja’s chest to cup her breasts.


“God, I want you,
Jorja,” she said and reached around to unclip Jorja’s bra as she ran her tongue
along Jorja’s collarbone. 


Jennifer nipped
her sharply, that wildness inside her coming alive like an animal. 


 “Yes, Jena,” she rasped out. 


Jennifer nuzzled
her throat and nipped her lightly as she brushed the bra away and traced kisses
down to a taut dark nipple. She flicked her tongue over it as her fingers
quickly released the belt cinching Jorja’s waist and then dragged the zipper
down.


She drew Jorja’s
nipple into her mouth as she opened the button of Jorja’s pants. Then, Jennifer
sucked hard as she pinched the other tip, tearing a hiss from Jorja.


“Good girl,” Jorja
said roughly. “Show me how much you want me, baby.”


Jennifer turned
her attention to the neglected bud and blew over it before scraping it with her
teeth. She laved the sensitive skin and bit down on it.


“Fuck,” Jorja
groaned and pulled Jennifer’s hair. 


Jennifer swirled
her tongue around the tightly furled little knot and sucked again as she ran
one hand over Jorja’s hip. 


She wanted her so
bad, she ached with it. 


“I want to taste
you,” Jennifer told her and kissed down to Jorja’s flat stomach, the muscles
well defined beneath her tongue. She bit and licked her way to the top of
Jorja’s pants and pushed them down, taking her panties with them, glad Jorja
had taken off her boots in the bathroom. 


Jorja’s breathing
was harsh, and Jennifer ran her hands up the backs of Jorja’s legs, her lips
kissing over one of Jorja’s thighs before she licked over the plump lips of her
pussy. 


Jorja gasped and
Jennifer smiled, bubbles of pleasure at the bliss she was giving Jorja floated
in her blood. 


Jennifer used the
fingers of one hand to part the brown lips and run her tongue up Jorja’s juicy
slit. 


“Do you like
this?” Her tongue played around the nubbin before gliding down one side only to
flick up the other side without touching Jennifer’s aching clit. 


“Yes,” she
breathed.


Jennifer stroked a
fingertip into Jorja’s dripping cunt as she sucked her clit. 


Jorja exhaled
roughly and pulled her hair hard enough for the scalp to prickle. The bite of
pain only made Jennifer wetter. 


“Jennifer, baby!”
she cried. 


Jennifer watched
her as she teased Jorja’s clit and stroked two fingers into the wet heat of her
pussy. Jorja thrust against her, filling Jennifer’s senses with the scent of
her.


As Jennifer’s
tongue lashed at Jorja’s clit, she fucked her harder, sucking at her clit now. 


“Fuck. Oh, fuck,
Jena!” Jorja screamed, but she wasn’t coming. Jennifer thrust her fingers into
her again only to have Jorja pull her head back and look down into her eyes.


The copper of
Jorja’s was dark and rich, and glazed with desire. A fine sheen of sweat
dampened her brow. 


“Come here,” Jorja
ordered. 


“Let me make you
come in my mouth, I could get drunk off your taste.” 


Jorja tugged her
to her feet and shoved Jennifer forward into the wall across from the bed and
pinned her against it. She kissed the back of her neck as she dragged the
zipper of her dress down and peeled the garment from her body. 


Jennifer’s
breathing hitched as her dress pooled around her ankles and her panties were
shoved down. 


A hard hand landed
on her bare ass before Jorja moved a short distance away.


Jennifer turned
her head in time to see Jorja move into the closet and her skin heated even
more, as anticipation coursed through her. When Jorja returned she had a box
with a handle in one hand and her pants bore a telltale bulge. 


Jennifer caught
her breath as Jorja set it on the floor next to Jennifer and removed the lid. 


Jorja grabbed a
crop, and Jennifer swallowed tightly. She’d never been hit with one before, but
her juices gushed, dampening her thighs as her hands trembled on the wall.


“I promised you a
treat, and you were very good tonight, Jena,” Jorja purred silkily. “Brace your
hands on the wall.”


She did as she was
told and another tap with Jorja’s hand landed on her ass a moment later. She
gasped and Jorja smoothed her flesh before hitting her again. 


Jennifer closed
her eyes as the burn snaked through her. Then the crop landed on her ass. The
first tap was nearly painless, but the second burned and drew a cry from her.


“Jorja!”


“You can say red
anytime,” Jorja told her and dropped the crop on the fleshy part of her ass
again with a hard smack. This time, Jorja swatted one cheek and then the other.



Pain licked over
her nerve endings, sending ripples of pleasure playing over Jennifer’s skin as
it burned deliciously. Her clit throbbed and more of her sticky essence coated
her labia. 


The next thwack landed
on the back of her thighs and the next sliced across her ass. Stinging needles
bit at her, even as her nipples tightened further. 


“Oh, God,” she
cried. The pain was an unexpected sensation that almost took Jennifer’s breath
away but made her crave even more.   


Jorja smoothed a
hand over her backside before trailing kisses from the base of her neck down to
the middle of her back. She landed a heavy hand on her ass and Jennifer let out
a cry.


“Are you enjoying
your treat, my angel?”


“Yes,” she said
breathlessly.


Jorja delivered
another tap, tap with the leather of the crop hitting Jennifer just hard enough
to make her want to orgasm. 


God, Jorja was so
good at this, she couldn’t even think for how good this was. 


“Jorja, it’s
making me high,” she cried. 


Jorja moved up
behind her, pressing the bulge into Jennifer’s ass as she kissed her neck and
cupped her breasts. 


“I’m so wet, Jena,
I can’t wait to take you,” she murmured in her ear.


Jorja pinched her
nipples and Jennifer let out a sharp cry, her flesh sensitive. 


“You feel ready,”
Jennifer teased. “As ready as I am.”


“Are you, ready?”
Jorja slid her hand down over Jennifer’s labia before drawing her finger around
her clit and Jennifer’s hips jerked. 


Jorja stroked her
hand down Jennifer’s slit and sank into the moist opening. The heel of her hand
pressed firmly against Jennifer’s throbbing clit and Jennifer lost her breath
as bliss exploded through her.


Jorja drew her
fingers out and thrust them in again at the same time she thrust against
Jennifer’s ass. 


“Oh, Goddess!” she
whispered. 


Jorja slapped
Jennifer’s mound sharply, sending a sting reverberating through her body from the
point of impact. Jennifer moaned from the burst of pain that made her womb
clench and her body ache with the need to be taken. 


“Jorja now,
please.” There was a growl in her voice as the hound broke Jennifer’s control.


Jorja withdrew her
fingers and Jennifer heard the rustling of something behind her and craned her
neck.  


“Now? Are you
sure?” Jorja asked, laughter in her tone. 


“Please,” Jennifer
begged.


Jorja gripped her
hip and Jennifer groaned as the soft head of the toy pressed into her heated
channel.


Jorja groaned and
Jennifer breathed out roughly as she leaned heavily against the wall. She
clenched around the toy, savoring the thickness as it parted the tight tissues.


Jorja pushed in
deeper and Jennifer shuddered. “It feels so good,” Jennifer said. “Are you
wearing a strapless cock?”


“Do you like it?”
Jorja asked as she reached around to press fingers against Jennifer’s clit.


“Uh-ah!” Jennifer gasped
as pleasure rocked her. At the same time, Jorja seated herself fully in her
heated depths.


Jennifer shivered
and reached back to rake her nails along Jorja’s thigh. 


“I think I’m going
to like this toy,” Jorja told her and began to move. 


Jorja set up an
easy rhythm that had them both moaning. Jennifer pushed her hips back meeting
Jorja thrust for thrust. The pleasure had her raking her nails over Jorja’s
skin.


“Yes!” Jennifer
cried. 


Jorja withdrew and
stepped back.


“Jorja!”


Jorja backed up
and Jennifer turned to see her sitting down on the edge of the bed, legs
splayed. The cock jutted up, glistening with Jennifer’s juices.


Panting, Jennifer
followed and straddled Jorja. “Baby, that is one damn sexy sight.”  


Jennifer stole a
kiss as she reached down and guided the dick back into her pussy and lowered herself
on it. Jennifer groaned and gripped Jorja’s shoulders as she impaled herself on
the toy with relish. 


Jorja released the
bra and lowered her head to kiss Jennifer’s shoulder. Jennifer hissed as she
moved faster, sinuously rocking against Jorja. 


Jorja gripped her
hips and thrust up into her tight core and Jennifer arched into her, moaning.


“Oh, fuck,” Jorja
groaned. 


Jennifer moved
faster, Jorja’s hand biting into her hip as Jennifer rode her with abandon, their
breathing like screaming in the quiet room. 


“Jorja!”
Jennifer’s body jerked as her orgasm rolled over her in a powerful wave. 


Jorja shuddered
beneath her as her arms closed around Jennifer holding her tight against her.


“God, you’re
perfect,” Jennifer said breathlessly and brushed her lips along Jorja’s neck
before biting her.


Jorja hissed, her
body quaking with a mini orgasm from the bite and her eyes were a bit glazed
and bright as she collapsed onto the bed. The dark storm in her eyes captivated
Jennifer as she stared down at her. She wanted her more than she’d ever wanted
anyone, and she knew in this moment, she might not be able to let Jorja go.










Chapter Twenty-Three


 


Jennifer lifted
her head finally and winced at the mark on Jorja’s shoulder. Pale blue fairy
dust energy sparkled on the mark. Fascinated and horrified, she ripped her eyes
away.


“God, Jorja. I’m
sorry. That must have hurt.” Jennifer climbed off Jorja and Jorja got to her
feet, grabbing Jennifer as she tried to escape to the bathroom.  


Holding her tight,
Jorja kissed the side of Jennifer’s neck. “Stop freaking out, Jena,” she said
softly. “I’m so intrigued by you I can’t think straight.”


Jennifer’s breath
caught and that picture of her on the wall flashed in Jennifer’s mind. Jorja
had been drawn to her, come to crave her, or become obsessed with her.


Jennifer growled
low in her throat. “I don’t want to be an obsession,” Jennifer murmured. “I
want to be an addiction you can’t break.”


Jorja nuzzled her
nape. “I don’t think either of us want that, Jena,” she crooned, warm breath
fanning Jennifer’s skin. “Addictions are dangerous and hard to break. Wanting
you with every breath I take is bad enough.”


Her fingers
trembled and her stomach fluttered. “Don’t say that unless you mean it.”


“I do,” she
murmured and led Jennifer to the bathroom.


Jorja released her
and stepped inside where she flipped on the light and leaned against the vanity
to admire Jennifer’s handiwork.


 “Shit.”


“Looks worse than
it is.” Jorja caressed the pale blue striations. “I’m fine. You clean up, or
I’ll crop you again.”


Jennifer moved to
the second sink of the double vanity and did as she was told. She was glad
she’d finally found a woman who could handle the beast and arouse it at the
same time.


“You seem to get
off even harder when you’re biting or scratching.”


“I know.” She
enjoyed inflicting the small amount of pain and knew it was the darkness inside.
Her mother had tried to purge the beast by putting her in church school and
taking her to church every Sunday. 


“It’s a
perversion,” Jorja drawled and opened the vanity drawer to remove several items.
“But one I don’t mind, Jena.” Jorja’s eyes darkened and glowed. “The pain gets
me off, too.” She turned on the water and began cleaning the wounds.


Jennifer watched,
the hound growling softly in satisfaction and the fear drained away. No
rejection. No recrimination.


  “Did
you have a good time with my grandmother and aunt when you were alone with
them?”


“Not really. They
were arguing.” Jennifer tossed the towel in the hamper in the corner near the
shower. “Your family loves you.” She washed up and dried her hands.


“I know,” Jorja
said. “The feeling is mutual.”


Jennifer kissed
Jorja’s shoulder. “You’re lucky to have someone who cares about you. My father
keeps in touch with me, but he doesn’t love me.”


“You could be
wrong.”


“I wish I was.” Sadness
rippled through her like an aftershock as she retreated to the bedroom. “Are
you off tomorrow?”


“Yes. I’m supposed
to go to church,” Jorja said. “I never do, which is another thing that pisses
my grandmother off.”


“I’m Catholic.”


“Devout?”


“I go to mass at least
twice a month,” Jennifer told her. 


 “Religion can’t change what we are.” Jorja
joined her, heading for her dresser.  


“I know.” She
watched her lover remove a t-shirt which she handed to Jennifer before
selecting a tank for herself. 


“Then, why go? I
don’t because I’m not looking for absolution from a Christian god. I’m at peace
with my darkness, are you?” Jorja pulled on boy shorts and handed Jena a pair
of panties. 


Jennifer frowned.
“I struggle, but I don’t hate myself.” Not anymore thanks to Arica.


Jorja tumbled into
bed. Jennifer joined her, moving over her and Jorja closed her arms around Jennifer
as they kissed. Jorja glided her hand down to cup Jennifer’s rear end and
Jennifer growled, the pleasure enticing the animal to the surface. 


“I hope you can
accept your animal because I already do.” Jorja nipped Jennifer’s bottom lip. “It’s
a natural part of you, the violence as much as the sweetness.” 


Jennifer gave her
a surprised look and rolled onto the bed next to her, loathe to part from Jorja,
from the warmth and softness. So, she put her head on Jorja’s shoulder and
draped her arm around her waist. 


“I have to stay in
control for a reason, Jorja. Goblins don’t just go off on people, but dogs do.”


“You won’t,
lover,” Jorja said rubbing her arm. “Besides, you aren’t alone anymore.”


“I might decide to
keep you. Do you think you can out run a hound of the hunt, goblin?” 


“I don’t know. Good
night, Jena.” Jorja murmured.


****


Jorja lay awake
long after Jennifer drifted off in her arms. She disentangled herself and went
to sit on the window seat with a throw wrapped shawl-like around her and stared
out into the night-quiet of the complex.


The sky was
silver-studded and the lights of the city gave off a soft glow. She was falling
for Jennifer and it left her oddly at peace rather than afraid. But Jorja had
been falling for her since she first saw her smile. 


Outrunning the
hound wasn’t an option the goblin was even considering. The monster had longed
for someone worthy of its affections, equal to its darkness or something close.
And Jennifer, the hound of the Wyld Hunt could be that woman. 


Jorja glanced to
the bed where her lover slept and the hunger for her energy curled through her.
Jorja made a soft purring sound, leaning her head against the window pane. She
was finally content with a lover rather than looking to move on to the next
tasty treat.


Getting to her
feet, she snagged her cell phone, inputting the number for an old friend and
detective. 


“I’m on a
stakeout, Jorj. Make it fast.”


She grunted at
Kinsey Kane’s brusque tone. “I need some info on Teak Simms’s family,” she
said. 


“I bet, since it’s
rumored the water fairies are looking to put some of their people in city
council and the governor’s office.” 


“They’re jockeying
for a stronger position in society,” Jorja commented. “Trying to buy up
thriving businesses and marry money. Anybody else looking at Teak sideways?”


“I got a call from
a biker gang-banger two days ago wanting the same thing. They might be thinking
of taking him out if he’s going to be a problem, but you know the hound won’t
go near him until he’s ready to make a move.”


“Yeah. Afraid
he’ll be seduced into killing himself,” Jorja muttered. “But I thought Wyld
hounds were immune to the song.”


“Not even,
girlfriend,” Kinsey said. “I’ll see what I can find out and let you know.”


****


Teak threw his
glass across the room and it shattered against the brick of the fireplace with
a satisfying crash. 


“That bastard,” he
snarled.


“What happened?”
His son demanded. 


“Guess who was
inducted into the organization tonight?” he snapped and whipped around. 


His son stood next
to the old sectional in the spacious living room of the family home. His
expression drawn into lines of worry, his lounge pants a little saggy and the
t-shirt bearing a jelly stain from the donut in his hand. 


“Who?” Theron asked
with a frown.


“That bitch,” he
screamed. “That bitch got inducted while my cousin was turned down. They just
keep fucking squeezing us out. Every time we think we’ve climbed up another
rung, the McMasters knock us down.” He made a sweeping gesture, his anger
increasing.


“Calm down dad. Tonya
got the designs tonight. So, by this time next year, we’ll own their business.”


“And Jorja will
come along and rebuild it unless we can find a way to seduce her into staying
on.”


“She’s immune to
our song,” Theron said and Teak glared at him. “But Jorja is seeing someone I
hear. And this woman might be our ticket to getting to her.”


 Teak nodded, rubbing his hands together. “If
she’s human, the song can be used to enslave her. Jorja will be begging me to
release her and the price will be simple. She’ll work for me or lose her
bitch.”










Chapter Twenty-Four


 


Sunday morning,
Jennifer woke snuggled against Jorja’s side, hand on her stomach and one leg
thrown over Jorja’s. She shivered despite the heat of Jorja’s body. 


“Why is it so
cold?”


“I’m not cold,”
Jorja said and rubbed Jennifer’s arm before climbing out of bed. 


Jennifer groaned.
“Jorja,” she protested. 


Jorja laughed and
trekked out of the room. A moment later heated air came through the vent into
the bedroom. The sounds of dishes and then the scent of coffee made her
stretch. 


Jennifer pulled
the covers closer about her wishing Jorja would get back there and warm her up.


As if she’d
conjured her up, Jorja appeared in the doorway. “I’ve started the coffee.” She
climbed back beneath the covers.


“What time’s it?”


“Eight.”


“I’m supposed to
be having brunch with Arica this morning,” Jennifer said and yawned. “Can you
come?”


“I normally work
at home on Sundays.”


“But you’ll start
taking that day off to be with me,” Jennifer told her. “A happy wife is a good
one.” 


 Jorja snorted. “I’m not going to be that easy,
Jena,” she said. “I’m taking a shower.”


“Jorja.” Jennifer
sat up in bed. “How do you expect this to work if you don’t compromise?” 


“Letting you
control me isn’t compromise.” Jorja tossed back the covers and a growl rumbled
through Jennifer that she couldn’t control. 


“You didn’t need
to lie to me,” she gritted out. “All you had to do was tell me I was business.
Screwing me and feeding off me are just perks.”


Jorja turned to
her. “That’s not exactly true, but you knew work would come first.”


“Why even bother?
Why not just fight things out with your grandfather? I’m sure that’d be so much
easier.”


“Nothing’s forcing
you to stay,” Jorja told her icily. “I can write you a check for the last week.
I’ll even give you a bonus for the sex.”


Rage tore through
her and Jennifer’s nails elongated. She grabbed Jorja’s arm, heat suffusing her
hand. Jennifer’s nails punctured skin and she gripped Jorja tight, the strength
in her own hold surprising as she halted Jorja’s exit. 


With her free
hand, Jennifer slapped Jorja hard enough to jerk her head to one side. “I told
you I wasn’t a whore,” she screamed. 


Jorja snarled and
shook her off before climbing out of bed. Turning, Jorja glared down at
Jennifer, eyes glowing red.


Jorja reached for
her and Jennifer growled, bearing teeth. Jorja stopped, taking several steps
back. Her own fingernails sharp and blood red. Her skin turned a dull green
color and a low huff tore from her chest. 


“Don’t ever do
that again, Jennifer, if you want to live.”


Jennifer drew in a
slow breath, the hound staring down the goblin. Her muscles quivered, and she
tensed as her heart beat faster. 


“You’re a jerk,”
Jennifer snapped. 


“A jerk would
throw your ass out the window,” Jorja told her in a hard tone. “Damned hound.”


“You bastard.” Jennifer
moved onto all fours and launched herself at Jorja, knocking her to the floor. Jennifer
pinned her to the carpet. “You despise me and think I’m more of a freak than
you. That’s why you got out of bed last night. I’m just a tool to getting you
what you want, so you’ll put up with my perversions.”


Jorja broke free
and gripped Jennifer’s arms and threw her back. Jennifer hit the side of the
mattress and landed on her feet, knees buckling. She barked and lunged forward.



Jorja grabbed her
by the throat and slammed her to the bed. She snarled back at her, pointed
teeth flashing in a green face. 


“So, this is about
your insecurities?” Jorja demanded in an animalistic tone. “I’m not your
property, hound.”


“Let go of me,”
Jennifer ordered, wiggling. 


Jorja lifted her
in the air holding her by her arms. She let Jena drop to her feet, but kicked
her legs from under her. “The next time, I will
throw you out the window and find out if dogs are as quick on their feet as
cats.” 


Jennifer let out a
scream of rage and agony. “I think I’ll take a shower first. I can walk home
and dress. Then I’ll meet Arica for brunch. You should work. I don’t want to
mess up your normal routine.”


Jennifer hurried
to the bathroom, stomach clenched tight. Tears stinging the back of her eyes,
Jennifer refused to cry. This was why she kept herself so tightly controlled. 


An argument could
become the perfect conditions for a violent confrontation with them. They
weren’t timid. Even the most restrained of them could fly into a killing rage
that simulated the hunt.


Turning on the
water in the shower, she groaned. She didn’t have a change of clothes to wear
home. 


She growled, her
temper still high even as she fought to calm the beast.  


 “Damn it,” Jennifer cried. She didn’t want Jorja’s
money, but she wanted her heart. 


So, why did she
want to rip it out a moment ago? Because she’d rejected her.


Her hands went
clawed again and Jennifer had to force herself not to go back out there. The
need to claim and mark Jorja as hers was so powerful she couldn’t even see
straight.


Realization dawned
on her, and Jennifer shook her head frantically. 


Not mating heat. 


“No,” she cried
anguished. The hound had taken so much more from her than it had given. Now,
instead of bringing her a love she’d never lose, it was tearing love away from
her. 


If Jorja didn’t
accept her, didn’t give her hound a sign that she was even considering it,
Jennifer would only grow more aggressive. And more dangerous. The rejection
would be too much for the hound to handle, and she’d have to be put down if she
didn’t regain control of herself.


****


Jorja quickly
showered in the second bathroom and moisturized her skin before gathering a few
things and taking them back to her bedroom for Jennifer. 


She’d met hounds
in heat before, fucked them, fed off them, but this was different. This
was—fuck. This was mating heat. 


“Shit!” she
hissed. “What the hell, Goddess? I can’t be a hound’s mate.” She growled and
threw the items onto the bed. 


Jennifer was no
real threat to her. She was a blood goblin. Jorja could eat Jennifer
energetically, leaving her a lifeless husk. Or she could shift and dismember
Jennifer and eat her after drinking her dry.  


But she cared
about Jennifer and that was the reason she hadn’t killed her this morning. 


Jorja ran a hand
over her hair. Jennifer could be dangerous around the family if they pushed
her. 


She paced, going
over all she knew about fairies in heat. I can’t put her in a cage until this
is—it wouldn’t be over until she accepted or rejected Jennifer’s claim.


Could she? 


She had too much
on her plate with Teak right now to even think about starting a real family.


Jorja turned to
the chair and picked up the plastic pouch containing hygiene products and took
them into the bathroom. The scent of salt mingled with the sweet smell of body
gel and her heart clenched. 


Jorja exited,
swallowing tightly. She looked at the door, and clenched her jaw. Nausea
assailed her as her muscles cramped. 


“Jena.” Jorja
pressed her fingers against the wood. I
can’t let you go.  


She pushed off the
door and crossed the room to grab her phone from the dresser and quickly
searched and found an obscure website. Humans probably thought it was all myth,
but it was all truth. 


Jorja found the
fairy dog section. Skimming through, Jorja read as much as she could until she
heard the shower go off. Then, she bookmarked the site to study later. 


After tossing her
phone aside, Jorja ripped the sheets from her bed, going over the important
points for dealing with a hound of the wyld hunt in heat. They were more
dangerous than other fairy dogs because they could get as big as a hellhound
and were just as dangerous even in their human form.


“The perfect
mate,” she murmured. “Who else could handle a cannibal warrior goblin?”


Jorja threw the
sheets into a pile before retrieving fresh ones from the hall closet. Jorja
made the bed as she heard water in the sink and knew Jennifer had found the
toothbrush and other products she’d left her. 


Jorja made the bed
and took the sheets to the laundry closet and dumped them in the machine. When
she returned to her bedroom, Jennifer was standing in the middle of it dressed
in the clothes she’d left on the chair. Her thick hair was in two braids wound
into coils on either side of her head. 


She was so
beautiful, such a breath of fresh air that the forlorn look in her eyes caught
Jorja’s heart in a tight clench. She rubbed at her chest, the ache making her
grimace.


“I know what’s
going on with you.”


“I don’t want your
pity,” Jennifer said stiffly. “I’ll be fine.” She headed for the door. 


“Don’t go,” Jorja
said and Jennifer stopped, hand going to the door frame. 


“This could never
work, Jorja. You don’t want a partner. You want a temporary wife, and I need
more. I always have.”


“You asked me to
give you a chance now let me.”


“Why?”


“Because we owe it
to ourselves to try to make this work,” Jorja said. “We both have too much to
lose.” 


Jennifer sighed.
“I do need your money right now.” 


Jorja smiled at
the bravado in Jennifer’s tone as she stared at Jennifer’s back. Yesterday, she
would have bought that, but she knew mating was about more than chemistry. Some
emotion had to be involved for things to get that far, especially with a hound.


 “Let me work until ten, and then we’ll go have
brunch, okay?” Jorja asked gently. 


Jennifer turned to
face her, hope shining in her eyes. “Arica doesn’t believe you’re into me,” Jennifer
murmured. “I don’t want her pity either. Can you fake it? She’s a fairy dog,
too.”


Jorja went to her
and rested her hand on the doorframe as she leaned toward Jennifer. “I don’t
have to fake anything. You make me wet enough to eat you.”


A grin teased
Jennifer’s lips. “Go ahead, but don’t take too much.”


Jorja curved her
arm around Jennifer’s waist and jerked her against her. She claimed her mouth,
her tongue slipping into the hot depths of Jennifer’s. 


Jorja drew on
Jennifer’s energy savoring the wild sweetness of her. 


Jennifer moaned,
sinking into Jorja, devouring her. She could fall irrevocably in love with this
hound. 


Jennifer broke the
kiss and Jorja nipped her bottom lip. “Jena, you’re wrong about last night,”
she murmured. “I meant what I said. I want you, and I did get out of bed. But
it wasn’t because I couldn’t stay lying next to you.”


“Then, why?” 


The pain in her
eyes cut a path through Jorja. Someone had wounded Jennifer, made her doubt her
own worth and despise her animal. 


“I just needed to
think with a clearer head. Your scent is so enticing,” Jorja told her honestly.
“I do want to make this work. Give me a chance?”


Jennifer nodded.
“We’ll see what happens.”


“Let me know when
it’s time,” Jorja said and stroked her thumb over Jennifer’s bottom lip. Her
heart melted at the warmth blooming in Jennifer’s gaze. 


“I will,” Jennifer
assured her. “Dinner with your family today?”


“Not if you’d
rather not,” Jorja said. “I had enough of my grandmother last night.” Plus,
Jennifer could be more volatile than a few growls if Sadie started her shit.
And Jorja would kill Jennifer, but it would tear her apart.


Jennifer smiled.
“Go, I’ll get my own coffee and then head over to my place for shoes.”


“I put them near
the bed,” Jorja told her and then exited. 


Her home office
was the third bedroom and once inside, Jorja picked up where she’d left off
reading the articles on hounds in heat. 


She needed to know
everything she could find out if she was truly going to be able to protect her
family and see this mating through. 


 










Chapter Twenty-Five


 


The Cupid Café was
already more than half full when they arrived, but they got a table near a
window. 


Jennifer was
nervous as they waited for Arica feeling as if someone was watching them. The
malice was like a knife blade slicing at the side of her face.  


 “What’s wrong?” Jorja asked as she glanced up
from studying the menu.


“Just tense I
guess. Feels like someone’s watching me,” she murmured.


Jorja glanced
around at the crowd of laughing and conversing people. “Maybe your hound parent
has enemies who are checking you out. It would have to be phouka though, hounds
don’t normally stalk each other’s offspring like other fairy animals.” 


 “Locane, my father, he’s the hound. He’s part
of a biker gang, but I’ve never had any problems with any of his enemies
before.” 


“Times are changing,
as well as the climate in the city,” Jorja told her. “The water fairies as well
as the fairy bear clan want to run the city. The two groups can be quite
formidable if they manage to form the alliances that are being talked about.”


“What do mean form
alliances?” she asked with a frown. She lived in the human world with no
thought to what went on with the hounds or other Fae in the city. 


Jorja shrugged.
“There were two bear clans joined into a family, so to speak, last year and
began flexing their muscles in the hotel and gaming industry, which the water
fairies indulge in along with sales of various kinds,” Jorja began. “Teak is the
head of one of three water families in the city, and they’ve combined to form
an organization for their protection and financial advancement.”


“They could be a
problem for you?”


“Sometime down the
line perhaps, if Teak and I clash,” she admitted. “But in general, the bears
and the sirens, sprites and selkies want to move into positions of power in
politics as well as business.”


“Where do the
hounds fit into that?” Jennifer asked. 


“The hounds won’t
bow to them, and they run rackets in alcohol, cigarettes, and coffee and even
cocoa,” Jorja said.


“What do you mean
by rackets?”


“I mean like the
mob, sweetie,” she said patiently. 


She laughed it
off. Her father had never been involved in anything like that. He was a
criminal, but he wasn’t a mobster. “You’re funny,” she said. “My father’s part
of a biker gang.”


Jorja gave her an
indulgent smile. “Even those can be dangerous and wrought with enemies, but
don’t worry about it. I’ll protect you if anyone makes a move on you.”


Jennifer studied
her for a long moment, picking up a steel edge in Jorja’s tone, though her gaze
hadn’t changed. She wasn’t serious about mafia. She couldn’t be. She was
probably just on edge because of mating heat and the uncertainty of things
between her and Jorja. 


“About this
morning, I’m sorry I lost control.” She rested her hand on Jorja’s thigh and lightly
stroked. “It scares me that I’ll actually hurt you and all because of the
mating heat.”


“I think I’ve
proven that I’m capable of handling you.”


“But I shouldn’t
have gotten so upset in the first place. I was irritated, but it was like
rejection to the hound.”


“I wasn’t
rejecting you,” she said softly. “I’ve been so dedicated to the company for so
long that it’s hard to just stop in the blink of an eye. There’s no kill
switch.” 


Jennifer leaned
into her, gliding her hand up to stroke her arm as she kissed Jorja’s jaw.
“Just don’t lie to me about us. Don’t string me along.”


“I meant what I
said,” Jorja said and cupped Jennifer’s cheek. 


“Losing you will
break my heart, but it doesn’t have to tear me apart like it would if you’re
lying.” 


“I never thought I
be in this situation, but I’m not deceiving you, baby.” 


“Hello, Jennifer,”
Locane said in a deep voice that jerked both their heads around. 


Locane stood at
Jorja’s elbow with a slinky blonde on his arm. They were both in black and the
woman was wearing a motorcycle jacket similar to his.  


“Who are you?”
Jorja said getting to her feet. 


“It’s my father. Locane
Blackdust.”


A low growl issued
from his throat and Jorja cocked a brow at him. 


“Locane,” Jennifer
said. “This is Jorja McMasters.”


He studied her. “The
new girlfriend,” he drawled and then drew in Jorja’s scent. “Or something.” 


Jennifer growled,
nails growing to claws. Locane chuckled and shot Jennifer an amused look. 


“You’re so cute
when you try to stand up to me, whelp.”


“Who’s your
friend?” Jennifer asked coolly.


“Angel,” he said.
“She understands me better than your mother ever could.”


“Good for her,”
Jennifer muttered. 


“Watch yourself,”
Locane warned. 


“I think you need
to leave,” Jorja said icily.


“Jennifer is
mine—”


“Not anymore,”
Jorja cut in tightly. “Now walk away. Pretend to be a little more civilized
than you are.” 


Locane growled at
her and the air thickened, contracted, and rippled slightly. Jorja’s energy was
subtle, but dark and powerful.


Locane laughed. “I’ve
never made any such claims, but you’re not worth getting into a brawl with. Out
of curiosity, what is your bloodline?” he asked. “Perhaps the whelp has a
little class after all.”


“If you don’t stop
insulting Jena, I’m going to put a nail through your heart,” Jorja said softly
and Locane laughed.


“Keep dreaming,
sub-standard specimen,” he said. “Give me your family name.”


“Redbone.”


Jennifer saw her
father pale and start to step back, but caught himself. She’d never seen Locane
react to anyone this way. He was a tall, muscular man, and had never backed
down or shown fear.


 “The pup’s not much, but take care with her.”
He inclined his head though he sneered at her and walked away.


“Your father’s
manners are nearly as bad as my grandmother’s,” Jorja said and sat down.


Jennifer who’d
risen as well looked down at her.


“Sit,” Jorja ordered
and Jennifer sat. 


“What was that
about?” she demanded. “Why did he back down?” 


“You tell me,”
Jorja said coolly. 


“Jorja,” Jennifer
said in a pleading tone.


“Not here, Jena,”
she said patiently. “It’s not the time or the place.”


“I—”


“I said later.”
Jorja cut her off with finality.


“Hey, girl,” Arica
greeted them warmly before Jennifer could speak. 


Jennifer forced a
smile as she looked up to meet her friend’s gaze. Arica wore a grin and she was
holding Chelsea’s hand. 


“Hey, Arica,”
Jennifer said as Jorja stood. 


Introductions were
made and they ordered.


“I’ve seen a few
articles on you and your family’s business,” Chelsea commented.


“Oh yeah?” Jorja
asked politely.


“You do nice
work,” Chelsea commented.  


“Thank you. What
do you do?”


“I’m an engineer,”
Chelsea replied. 


“Must be an
interesting profession,” Jorja said.


“At times,”
Chelsea said and then turned her head, fixing her eyes on Jennifer. “How’ve you
been?”


“Good. How about
you?” Jennifer asked. 


The conversation
flowed a little more smoothly than Jennifer thought it would. Chelsea and Jorja
treated each other with wary politeness while she and Arica joked and carried
every conversation. 


She expected them
to separate right after brunch, but Chelsea suggested a trip to an art gallery.



Jennifer wasn’t
that fond of looking at art, and she didn’t think Arica was. Still, Chelsea and
Jorja seemed to be enjoying themselves as they moved from piece to piece.


Jorja slid an arm
around Jennifer’s waist as they moved from an abstract to an odd scene of a
supernatural creature with red eyes and energy emanating from its hands.


“Comic book chic?”
Jennifer commented and Jorja smiled. “The use of color and light is amazing.”


“It’s okay.”


They moved to
another piece and Jennifer let out a gasp. “Oh, my God,” she said roughly. “A
murder?”


“It’s visually
perfect,” Jorja said calmly. “It’s telling the story of being bored to death.”


“If you say so,” Jennifer
said. “I guess this one is dark fairy gore at its best.” She pointed to the
picture next to it.


“Seduction at the
Wyld Hunt. Look.”


Jennifer shook her
head. “What kind of gallery is this?” She made a face and Jorja laughed. “The
work is quite good, Jena, despite the hint of the grotesque. The use of shadow
and light are excellent.”


“Awful,” Jennifer
muttered. “Who’d hang that in their homes?”


“I would because
of its flair of the unexpected and the subtle beauty in it.” Jorja kissed her
cheek and Jennifer looked at her. 


“You’re weird and
so is Chelsea,” she said casting a look up ahead to where Chelsea and Arica
were looking at each other. Arica’s expression mirrored Jennifer’s.


“I’ve been here
several times for shows, but I’d never have brought you,” Jorja told her. “The
art is beautiful but it’s not for everyone. I’d have taken you to the Peters
Museum of Art. They have great art both by new and dead artists like Degas
and—”


“I don’t know
art,” she cut in. “Miniature golf would have been more fun even in the cold.
It’s normally what we do after brunch or Bacchus, the new fun park on the
Parkway.”


“Ah. I see you’re
going to spend plenty of evenings at my side pretending to enjoy the arts. I
hope you can stay awake through ballets and the orchestra.”


Jennifer rolled
her eyes. “You can go by yourself.”


“Not hardly,”
Jorja told her icily. “As my lover and then my wife, you’ll be at my side for
all social events. That’s part of what I’ll be paying you for.”


“Fine.” 


“I’m glad we
understand each other. Also, I wanted to discuss the pre-nup with you. So far,
I’ve decided on two thousand a month alimony and you get the townhouse. I’ll
pay for medical insurance.”


Jennifer stopped
walking and looked up at her. “The townhouse?”


“I’m clearly not
going to give you enough money to maintain a big house. If the house you select
for us is big, we’ll sell. I’ll use that money to buy me a new place, or you,
if you prefer, but I thought the townhouse would give you someplace to move immediately.”


“It would, but I
don’t really like the layout.”


“Fine, I’ll have
that revised. We’ll use the money from the house to get you a new place.”

Jennifer sighed. “This is not a conversation you have with someone you care
about,” Jennifer mumbled. “You must be worth a lot.”


“Enough to be
concerned about being taken to the cleaners,” Jorja said. 


“I won’t go after
your money,” Jennifer told her and reached up to caress Jorja’s jaw. “I’m
interested in you not your bank account.”


Jennifer saw a
firestorm of emotion in Jorja’s eyes and it burned through her, echoing in
Jennifer’s soul. 


“I’m not worried
about that. I know how to protect my assets, and I want to protect you, too.”


“I’m not an
asset,” Jennifer murmured. “Unless you’re looking at me in the only terms I
want to be considered in.”


“How do you want
me to see you?”


“As a lover who’ll
stand beside you no matter what,” Jennifer told her. “Your mate.”


“Jena,” Jorja
purred. “Damn if you aren’t stealing my heart.” 


 










Chapter Twenty-Six


 


Jennifer grinned
and reached up to pull Jorja’s head down for a slow kiss that left Jorja
moaning. 


Jennifer tugged
Jorja closer as she leaned against the wall and Jorja braced a hand on it as
she kissed her hard. The hound coming to life, Jennifer rubbed against her,
itching to scratch her. 


“Jena,” Jorja
rasped, breaking the kiss. Jorja drew her fingers down between the valley of
Jennifer’s breasts, the dress she wore close fitting. “The camera angle is in
our favor, I think.” Jorja glided a hand beneath the hem of Jennifer’s dress to
cup her ass. 


“Jorja,” she said
breathlessly.  


Jorja chuckled and
then kissed her. “Let’s get out of here.”


Jennifer laughed
and grabbed a handful of Jorja’s shirt when she backed up. “Why do you call me
Jena?”


Jorja leaned in
and stole a hard kiss as she lifted Jennifer against the wall next to a
painting. “I like it,” she said and bent her knees to grind against Jennifer. 


Jennifer growled
and shuddered, the toy coming into firm contact with her clit. “I’m wet.”


“I bet,” Jorja
said and thrust against her again. A ragged moan was ripped past Jennifer’s
lips.  


Jennifer kissed
her and Jorja ground against her, slow and even. The pressure set off a ripple
of heat in her body, and she drew her nails along Jorja’s nape. 


“Oh,” Jennifer
moaned. “A little faster,” she urged. “I’m right there.”


Jorja pushed her
hand beneath the edge of Jennifer’s dress again. She caressed her bare thigh
and lifted it before thrusting against her again. 


“Uh-ah!” Jennifer
cried out as the friction licked over her clit. She gripped Jorja’s hips and
moved against her. “Yes.”


Another thrust and
they were both moaning roughly as orgasm washed over them. Jennifer’s stomach
clenched and she gasped as pleasure snaked through her again. 


“Oh, fuck,” she gasped.
“What are you doing to me, Jorja?”


“Feeding,” she
said. “Even a mini orgasm like this makes you addictive.”


“Someone’s
coming,”


Jorja straightened
slowly, withdrawing her hand from Jennifer’s thigh. She kissed her and Jennifer
moaned, the feeling of another orgasm tearing at her. 


The taking of
energy must produce some kind of sensual experience because she was only
getting hotter.


Jorja withdrew
from her, licking her bottom lip.


“There you two
are,” Arica said, giving them both a curious look before smiling at her friend.
“Are you ready?”


They exited the
room and looked at more art to Jennifer’s dismay. 


Both Chelsea and
Jorja bought pieces before they left to Jennifer’s horror.


“Where are you
going to put that painting?” Jennifer asked as they headed out to the car. The
item in question was a well done and detailed depiction of fairies at midnight.



“I was thinking
I’d hang it in the living room,” Jorja told her. “You don’t like it?”


“No, I do. I just
wonder why you got it.”


“I like it,” Jorja
said. “The little fairy dog especially.”


“He has wings,” Jennifer
said with a laugh.


“It’s a female. Look
at the colors when you get time.”


Jorja unlocked the
trunk and put the painting inside. “What do you want to do?”


She climbed into
the car and waited for Jorja to join her. “Why did my father back down from
you?” Jennifer asked curiously when Jorja was seated next to her. “He’s never
run from anyone that I know of.”


Jorja tugged her
seatbelt into place and cranked the engine. “Why do you think he would?”


“Jorja, for once
just answer without word games,” Jennifer pleaded.


“Your father is
part of one of the six notorious hound clans. His clan was run out of fairy
because of an order by the Seelie Court.”


“But there has to
be more,” she said. “What is it?”


 “My family is a cannibalistic goblin race.
They used to feed off the blood and bones of the dying. Your father’s
grandfather was one of those they ate.”


 










Chapter Twenty-Seven


 


Jennifer stared at
her, shocked, fingers pressing into her stomach. “What?”


“He belonged to a
pack of dark hounds that warred with the Redbone clan. My family was from a
hunter clan of goblins. Hence being part of the royal court of the Unseelie.”


“Unseelie?”


“Yes.”


“I’m not evil.”


“No, you’re
sweet,” Jorja said. “But I won’t lie and say I’m not dark. I’ll do any atrocity
to protect my family and you.”


Jennifer caught
her breath. The shock momentarily made her speechless. Jorja would be the first
person who’d extend protection to her. Jennifer didn’t do either of them the
disservice of thinking it was just because Jorja needed her help. 


The hound knew
better even if the woman didn’t. 


“My father, he—”


“Won’t challenge
me without cause,” Jorja told her. “Does he have plans for your hand?”


“Not that I know
of,” she said wrinkling her nose. “I know he despises me, so I have no idea why
he bothers keeping in touch with me. He was probably with that woman because he
wants another child.”


“You’re his only
child?”


“And a
disappointment,” Jennifer told her. “I’m gay and I can’t shift. I’m a
substandard half-breed.”


“Never let anyone
convince you that’s true,” Jorja said with a fierce look in her eyes that made
Jennifer’s heart melt and she reached out to touch her cheek. “You’re his first
child, a legacy to his bloodline,” Jorja told her. “He’ll never cut ties with
you no matter how many children that woman gives him.”


“But he won’t love
me either.”


“I think he cares
for you a great deal,” Jorja said gently. “You didn’t see the look in his eyes
when he told me not to hurt you.”


“He was just being
an ass.”


“Not by a long
shot,” Jorja said. “Buckle up.”


The tone held a
hint of warmth, and Jennifer did as commanded. Then she sat back and turned her
gaze out the window. 


Jorja started the
car and her cell phone rang. She sighed and reached for it, tugging it from the
holster at her hip. Jennifer glanced at her and saw irritation on her face.


“What is it, Willow?”
she asked. “No … I’m not coming in today. Where did you hear that? Damn Mike. Call
Granddad. I’m on my way.”


“What happened?”
Jennifer asked.


“My cousin Mike’s
been handling a deal with Teak, and  Mike’s so busy screwing Teak’s daughter he
can’t keep his head on straight.”


“She’s probably a
siren,” Jennifer said in his defense.


Jorja gave her a
scathing look. “Teak wants more than we’re offering, so he refused to sign this
afternoon unless we up the ante,” Jorja muttered. “The jackass is saying his
daughter came up with a design for a necklace that will make Teak millions, so
he can afford to wait us out.”


“His daughter is a
designer?”


“Not that I’m
aware of,” Jorja said impatiently. “I wouldn’t be surprised if she stole it.”


“How is this your
cousin’s fault?” Jennifer asked bewildered.


“He should have
closed the deal or cut them loose,” Jorja said. “I told my grandfather he’d
screw this up.”


“Now what are you
going to do?”  


Jorja backed out
and let out a sound between a growl and a howl that raised the hairs on the
back of Jennifer’s neck. 


“Why didn’t she
call your grandfather?” Jennifer ventured, half way to the store.


“I don’t know, but
I’m going to get to the bottom of it.” 


The rest of the
drive was accomplished in silence. When they arrived at the store, Jennifer was
left in Jorja’s office to wait. After a few minutes she paced over to look out
the window, pondering Jorja’s words about her father. 


She had shunned
his world no matter how many attempts he’d made to bring her into it. His past
actions flitted through her mind reminding her how hard he’d been on her as a
child and how few moments of tenderness there had been.


When she’d moved
out of her mother’s house, it had been Locane who’d sought her out and directed
her to a boarding house that was safe and clean until she’d been able to afford
a nice apartment. He’d fed her until she made her first pay check, but he
hadn’t done anything else since. 


Jennifer had done
her best to keep him at arm’s length since, not trusting him not to hurt her.


The door opened and
she jerked around to see Jorja storming in, eyes flashing red. 


“You can’t blame
me for this,” Mike snapped.


“Shut up Mike,”
she said through clenched teeth. “I told you not to fuck with that girl in the
first place.”


“I can fuck whoever
I want, butch,” he thundered. 


Jorja rounded on
him. “Not when it costs us millions, jackass. Do you even realize what you saw?
That was my work, you piece of shit. She stole that obviously while she was
here in the office, which means you were fooling around after hours instead of
working.”


“It’s not my
fault!” he snapped. “You probably left it out. Your mind was likely on getting
laid yourself. You get as much pussy as I do.”


“The difference
between you and me is I’m discreet and the business is never put in jeopardy.”


“So, she stole one
design. That won’t have any impact on us.”


She shoved him.
“That was my hard work.”


He shoved her
back, and Jorja hit him in the mouth. 


“Bitch.” He struck
her back and Jennifer scurried around the desk. 


“Jorja!” she
cried. Jorja’s eyes were red and threads of dark energy snaked around the room
and Jennifer growled, her hound on edge. 


Jorja hit him in
the stomach and Mike groaned, but threw another punch. Jorja blocked it and
shoved him backward. 


Mike glared at
her, pressing a hand to his lip. 


“I’m done cleaning
up after you, Mike,” she said angrily. “I won’t work with you anymore.”


“Jorja,” he said
in a warning tone. “I swear—”


“Shut. Up,” she
said coldly. “I can’t stop her from having it manufactured, but I can make sure
no one will carry it but her father.”


“I’m sorry,” he
said contritely. 


“Not sorry
enough,” Jorja muttered. “I’m going to have to tell grandfather.”


“You bitch!” he
screamed. “You’re just jealous because you’re not a man.”


“I’m more man than
you are on my worst days, asshole. Get out before I drop kick your ass out.” Jorja
said in a frosty tone, never raising her voice.


“You’ll regret
this,” he said pointing at her. “Grandmother won’t let you stay in charge.”


“She can’t stop
me,” Jorja told him and turned her back on him. 


“What are you
looking at, white—”


Jorja was on him
so fast, throwing him against the wall, that Jennifer barely had time to blink.
Jorja gave him a hard shake, jerked him by the tie he wore to the door, and
opened it, shoving him out. 


“Don’t ever take
your frustration out on her,” Jorja told him and slammed the door in his face.


Shaking, Jorja
faced her and the fury was palpable.


“Bastard,” Jorja
muttered. “Teak and his daughter are going to pay for this.”


“You think they
planned to steal your design?”


“Yes,” she
muttered. “Everyone knows what an idiot Mike is.” She crossed the room to her desk
and yanked up the phone. Jorja stabbed in a number, the tension in her face
obvious, but her stare was unreadable. “Yeah. I need some work done. Retrieval.
I’ll message you the details, and you can let me know if you can handle it.”


“What are you
going to do?” Jennifer asked, wrapping her arms around herself. The dark energy
was receding, but was still tangible as Jorja looked down at her desk.


“You’ve been
looking through my things?” she asked. 


“I was looking for
a tablet or something. I forgot my phone in the car.”


“Let’s get out of
here,” Jorja said and shoved the items back into the drawer, but folded the
sketches and took them with her as she headed for the door. 


“What’s going to
happen to Mike?”


“I don’t know, but
I won’t be working with him if I can help it.” Jorja tugged the door 


open and motioned
Jennifer out.


“How are you going
to avoid it?”


“Carefully.” 


 










Chapter Twenty-Eight


 


“I don’t know who
told Willow about the designs,” Tonya muttered looking up from the nails she
was neatly filing as she lounged on the sofa in the family room.


Teak glared at his
daughter. Her unconcerned air irked him because he knew she had no idea how
tricky this had just become. 


“Tonya,” he
snapped striding across the carpeted floor from the doorway of the light and
airy room with its French country décor. “Who did you talk to about them?”


“No one. Why are
you busting my ass over this? I did my part. Mike already called to ask me to
dinner.”


“He’ll be breaking
up with you,” he shouted. 


“I doubt it,” she
drawled. “He was upset, but he still wants to get rid of Jorja. So, maybe
nothing’s blown.”


He exhaled a harsh
breath. “I’m just going to have to step up my plans.”


“So, you’re going
to kill Michael?” she asked putting the file aside. “When? Mike needs me as an
alibi so the cops won’t keep him from moving into the leadership role.”


“I’ll set things
up,” Teak said. “I’ll let you know when to be with him or on the phone with
him. In the meantime, I have to talk to your brother and you pump Mike to see
if he knows anyone who might manufacture that design.”


“Jorja probably
chewed his ass good. So he’ll be looking to stick a knife in her back. He’ll do
about anything to ensure her exit from the business.”


“Just find out and
keep your mouth closed,” he muttered. “Jorja will want someone to pay.”


“Michael will keep
her reined in for now. Mike said she does whatever their grandfather tells her
to.”


“Good, that will
give me time.” Teak hurried from the room. 


****


Jorja was in no
mood for dinner at her grandparents’ and decided to skip it. She drove home,
planning the meal she’d make for dinner as she went to keep her mind off Mike’s
screw up.


She could get the
drawing and any copies back and that would be the end of it as long as she didn’t
miss any copies and production hadn’t been started. She knew Teak was smart
enough that they might have started the ball rolling, but she could check that.


“Can we stop by my
place?” Jennifer asked.


“No problem.”  


While she waited
for Jennifer to pack a few things, Jorja sent Kinsey a message telling her to
retrieve the designs after she put a beat down on father and daughter. She was
just finishing up the message when her phone rang. 


“Yes, Grandad?”
she asked as she stared out of the window in Jennifer’s living room.


“I was just told Simms
has one of your designs and he got it from Mike. Is that true?”


“I don’t know
where he got it,” she said.


“He’s been asking
around about help manufacturing the bracelet,” Michael told her.  


“How far has he
gotten?” she asked.


“Not far, but
he’ll find someone to back the project,” Michael muttered. 


“Do you want me to
talk to him?” Jorja asked. 


“I’ll arrange a
meeting with him myself. I’m not allowing Simms to get away with this. Have
security roll back the footage. I want to know when this happened.”


“Yes, sir.”


“I want Willow
trained to take his place. He probably did this to make you look bad, hoping
I’d put him in charge. He’s fired if those tapes bear out my supposition.”


“I’ll get on it,” Jorja
replied. When she ended the call, Jorja called the head of security and got the
ball rolling.


“Okay, I’m ready.”
Jennifer appeared. 


“Great.” Jorja
gave her a faint smile. “Let’s get over to my place and see what I can cook up.”


Once they got to
Jorja’s, Jennifer put her bag in Jorja’s bedroom and headed back to the kitchen
where Jorja started dinner. She set the table and poured them both some wine at
Jorja’s urging. 


“What are you
making?”


“A stir-fry.”


“Oh.”


“It’s light, I
know, but I might have to go to work,” she said. “My grandfather wanted me to
pull the security tapes for the last week so we can find out how that girl got
my design.”


“You told him?”


“No. He likely
found out from a golfing buddy,” she said and gave the pan a shake. 


“What will he do
to Mike?”


“I think it
depends on how she got the design. If it was carelessness, then he’ll be in the
doghouse for a while, but if he handed the design over, then he’s fired.”


“Betrayal.”


“Exactly. He can’t
be allowed to do that,” Jorja said and finished up the dish. She drained the
noodles she’d tossed into a pot before Jennifer came into the room. 


“I feel bad for
him.”


“I don’t,” Jorja
muttered and filled two plates. “He’s been screwing up—too much partying and
too little work.”


“Maybe all he
wanted was to be recognized for his work, and he’s not getting that,” Jennifer
commented and poured herself a half glass of wine. 


“He hasn’t done
anything to be recognized for, except mess up,” Jorja said. “He was on track to
at least take over in one of the other states until six months ago.”


“What happened
then?”


“He started
screwing up, getting cocky,” Jorja replied. “Then, my grandfather had a heart
attack, and he asked me to take over until he got back on his feet. Mike’s older
than me, so he thought he should have been asked.”


“He was hurt,”
Jennifer commented. 


“I’m sure he was. He
was doing well, but he wasn’t ready to run the entire business. He needed more
work, but the East or West Coast would have been perfect for him to prove
himself.”


“So, he won’t get
that chance if he made a mistake?”


“This mistake
could be costly to us, Jena,” Jorja said angrily. “If he gave that girl my
design, he committed industrial espionage.”


“That’s a bit
strong, Jorja. He was hurt. He just wanted to prove he could do as good a job
as you.”


“He can’t.” She
slammed her fist down on the counter. “I’ve devoted my life to this and even
after we’re married I’ll still spend a good deal of time making sure things run
smoothly.”


“I hope you plan
to make sure I run smoothly, too,” Jennifer said in a teasing tone.


“Naturally, but
I’m counting on you to take the lead domestically. Make sure our home runs
perfectly, whatever your perfect is.”


“I’ll do my best.”
She sat down at the table. “Have you ever thought about having kids?”


“Not really,”
Jorja admitted. “Why?”


“I want at least
two.”  


Jorja sat across
from her and gave her a long look before picking up her fork. She was about to
dig in when Jennifer put a hand on her wrist.


She said a quick
blessing.


“You’re Fae, why
do you pray to a human god?”


“I was raised Catholic,
and I don’t know how else to be,” she said. 


“Your mother
drummed it into your head that you’re evil, but you don’t need to be saved from
anything except erroneous beliefs.”


“My father is evil
in so many ways,” she said angrily. “You have no idea.”


 “Nothing is all good or all bad,” Jorja told
her. “We are what we decide to be. I do good things, but I’m no stranger to
darkness. It’s inside me as it is you. What I choose to do with that part of me
is what defines me.”


A chill ran down Jennifer’s
spine as she thought about what she’d witnessed in Jorja’s office today. Jorja
had been furious with that girl for stealing from her. She’d been barely
contained when she and her cousin had fought.


So, it was clear Jorja
wouldn’t harm her family, but what if that girl had been there taunting her?


“Would you kill
that girl who stole your design?”


Jorja chuckled. “There
are other ways to make a point.” Her lips curved into a smile.


They finished
their meal and cleaned up before heading to the living area. Jennifer was still
thinking about the kind of woman Jorja might be underneath the civilized veneer
and part of her went cold, blood chilling in her veins. 


On the other hand,
the hound—the dark part of Jennifer—understood protection, understood
retribution for wrongs to the family, to the self. That part didn’t condone,
but didn’t judge.


“Dance with me,”
Jorja said as she stood in the middle of the living room. 


Jennifer glanced
at her, realizing Jorja had turned on the flat screen hidden inside a wooden cabinet,
but it had been to one of those music-only stations, and sound poured out of
the speakers. 


Jennifer went to
her and allowed Jorja to take her in her arms. They swayed to the music and
Jennifer put the dark thoughts out of her mind, though she was certain she’d
have to make a decision as to whether she could accept Jorja, darkness and all,
or not.










Chapter Twenty-Nine


 


Michael finished
viewing the last tape and pushed out a harsh breath. He had hoped his wayward
grandson hadn’t done anything as stupid as he’d suspected, but he had. Mike was
eager to take over, and yet he lacked discipline and now he saw that he lacked
familial loyalty.


He reached for his
cell phone and a rap at the door had him forestalling his call. “Come in.”


 The door swung open and his wife stepped in,
wearing a grim expression. “Mike,” she said in a chastising tone. “Why are you
still working? You promised me you’d heed the doctor’s advice and slow down.”


“I am slowing
down,” he told her. “I just have a few things to take care of that I didn’t
want to put on Jorja.”


“Why not?” she
demanded with an edge. “She thinks she’s capable of running the entire
business. Let her prove herself.”


Michael gave her a
smile, ignoring the hardness in her eyes. “She has,” he said. 


“Mike, that girl
isn’t human. We have no idea what she is or what kind of dark agenda her people
have for the world.”


He snorted.
“Sadie, she’s not a demon, so let’s not go imagining that she’s using the
business to put a demon in the White House.”


Sadie pushed out a
harsh breath. “I just think you’re wrong in allowing her, whatever she is, to
have so much control. Send her to California.”


“No.” He shook his
head. “Her talents will be wasted there. This incident makes me realize that
even more.” 


“Maybe you’re
afraid she’ll do what your sister thinks she will.”


“Which is?” he
asked curiously.


“Form her own
business and destroy this one.”


“She won’t have to.
Mike and some of the others will do it for her with their inattention to detail
and lack of understanding of the trends and market.” But in truth, that’s
exactly what he feared.


“They’ll learn.
You can teach them as you taught her,” Sadie insisted. 


He gave her a
tired smile. “I’ve tried. And Jorja, no matter what else she is, she’s our
son’s child. She’s part of the McMasters legacy as much as my aunt the witch
and your great-grandmother the voodoo priestess.”


“Don’t mention
that—”


“There are things
in this world we don’t understand, and I don’t want to understand some of
them,” he told her firmly. Because he didn’t. He didn’t want to have
conversations with demons or work magic by a stream. “But it’s not ours to
condemn them.”


“Oh, Mike,” Sadie
snapped. “Jorja’s otherness aside, she’s a woman, and she’s a gay woman. Do you
really want that kind of thing associated with the company?”


He smiled. “Our
lack of acceptance has only driven Jorja away from us. I love her, and I’ll
never understand or appreciate her lifestyle as a gay woman, but as a business
professional, her methods are inscrutable.”


Sadie sighed. “I
know, and I expect you’re going to order me to take her—that girl—under my
wing.”


“Yes,” he agreed
with a nod. “I don’t think she’ll be around long. Jorja’s just using her to
pacify me.” 


“Then, why do
this? Why pawn her off on me?” 


He grinned. “I
have no doubt Jennifer feels something for Jorja, which makes me certain
they’ve been dating more than five minutes. But Jorja knows nothing about her,
so it proves my theory.” Still, he’d seen a spark of humor, of interest in
Jorja’s eyes when she stared at Jennifer. 


“And you think
she’ll marry this girl?” Sadie asked, face puckering as if she’d tasted a
lemon.


“No. She won’t go
that far. Jorja’s probably not capable of true love of anything other than
business. That’s probably a byproduct of whatever she is.”


“Her mother loved
our son,” Sadie said softly.


“Yes, but Jorja
isn’t like her. Her mother was sweetness and Jorja is fire and brimstone,
though I’ve taught her fairness. That darkness in her is part of what makes her
ruthless enough to ensure our family legacy survives.”  


Sadie perched on
the edge of his desk now, facing him with a frown. “She could hurt Simms. Will
you condone that?”


“She won’t,” he
said firmly. But Michael wasn’t sure, nor did he really care. While he wasn’t
interested in the machinations of those who dabbled in the dark arts, he
accepted those people existed and that Teak could be one of them and Jorja knew
it. 


“You have to talk
to her,” Sadie commanded. “She listens to you.”


“I was set to put
Mike in control until this,” he murmured reaching out to take her hand. After
his talk alone with Simms last night. He didn’t remember anything but a song
and then the urge to obey.


Goodness only knew
what the man had told him to do, but someone had ruined it by finding out Simms
had been plotting to steal Jorja’s designs and Michael could only assume it was
because Simms wanted the business himself.


“You don’t care if
she hurts him,” she whispered.


“There’s nothing
to be done about it,” he said. “We can’t know if she will or how to even go
about stopping her.” 


“So, we play this
thing out?”


“Exactly. And if
Jorja preforms as I expect, in six months I’ll turn over the reins to her, make
her president while I remain CEO on partially active status. I think we should
see some of the world.”


Sadie’s face lit
up, and she clasped her hands together in joy that made her incandescently
beautiful.


“So, you had
better start training someone to handle things when we’re away, and I think
Jennifer should be one of them.”


“She has some
experience. Still, I can’t imagine Jorja playing the good husband or whatever
behind Jennifer, but it might be fun to see how far this goes with them.”


“Yes. Now, go call
Jennifer and invite her to work with you,” he said. “I need to make a call
myself.”


She sighed and
rose. Sadie gave him a slow kiss before straightening. “I trust you, my love. I
hope none of this backfires.” She bustled from the room and he sighed.


The only thing
that could happen was if Simms was a witch ready to go to war with the
McMasters family to gain their business, and he pitied him if that was the
case. Jorja would never let it happen, and he’d silently back her.










Chapter Thirty


 


The next morning,
Jorja woke to the irritating blare of her alarm clock and reached for her phone
to silence the loud music. Behind her, Jennifer stirred and slipped her hand
beneath Jorja’s tank.


“Morning already?”
Jennifer asked sleepily.


“I have an early
meeting with my grandfather,” Jorja told her. “He’s going out of town for a
week and he wants to see me before he goes.”


Jennifer bit her
nape lightly as she cupped her breasts and tangled her legs with Jorja’s. “Want
me to make you some coffee?”


“Mmm. The timer’s
on,” Jorja said and put her hands on Jennifer’s. “You can go back to sleep.”


“Why?” She kissed
the side of Jorja’s neck. 


Jorja turned to
face Jennifer and pushed her back against the mattress and kissed her as she
moved over her. 


Jennifer sighed
into the kiss, raking her nails up Jorja’s back. The sharp prick made her want
to growl. 


“You feel good.”


“So do you,” Jorja
said bracing her weight on her elbows. She didn’t really have time for morning
sex. She had too much on the line to blow off her grandfather’s order to see
her. 


Jennifer slid her
hands down to cup Jorja’s ass and squeeze. “I’d feel better if you kissed me
again.”


She did and
Jennifer moaned, pushing Jorja’s shorts down. “I want you.”


“Horny in the
morning?” Jorja teased.


“Yes.” She bit
Jorja’s shoulder hard and Jorja laughed and slid her hand down inside Jennifer’s
panties. “And you’re wet.”


“It’s your fault.
You make me this way,” she murmured.


Jorja kissed her
slowly as she slid two fingers between her folds and Jennifer gasped. “Jorja.”


Jorja found her
clit and worked it with her thumb and Jennifer thrust her hips forward, hoping
to impale herself on those sure fingers. However, Jorja took her time sliding
in, claiming her. Jennifer closed her eyes as Jorja pumped in and out of her.


“Look at me,”
Jorja ordered. “I want to see your eyes while I take you.”


Jennifer
whimpered. “I crave you,” she said. “So much I ache.”


Jorja withdrew her
fingers and went to her knees. She pushed her shorts down and then tugged
Jennifer’s panties down before jerking Jennifer toward her. 


Jennifer glided
her hands up and down Jorja’s back as Jorja moved against her, their clits
grinding together, sending waves of fire licking through her. 


“Jorja,” she
cried. “Oh, baby. Your clit feels so good.” Jennifer spread her legs wider and
Jorja stopped moving to rip Jennifer’s cami top and lowered her head. 


She circled one
nipple before sucking it and then treated the other to the same, her mouth hot
and demanding as she sucked. 


“Mm.”


Jorja bit her
nipple and then lifted her head as she rotated her hips erotically. Jennifer
cupped her ass and moved with her, soaking up the sensations. 


“Yes!” she cried
softly and Jorja picked up the pace. “Don’t rush.”


Jorja laughed.
“I’ll be late,” she said and nipped Jennifer’s bottom lip before resuming her
quicker pace. She groaned and gripped Jennifer’s hips and thrust against her.


As she did,
Jennifer felt an overpowering wave of arousal wash over her along with the
feeling of her energy pulling away from her, heightening her desire.  


Jorja thrust
against her again and again pushing them both over and Jennifer’s body was
pulled tight with the force of the orgasm, clit tingling. 


“Oh, god,” she
cried. “That was incredible. What did you do?”


“Fed,” Jorja said
and rolled off her. Jorja took Jennifer with her and Jennifer kissed her.
“Don’t, Jennifer,” she said sternly. “I don’t have time.”


Jennifer bit her
collarbone and Jorja shoved her off and sat up. 


“Damn it,” she
muttered and went to her knees. She quickly flipped Jennifer onto her stomach
and dropped her hand on Jennifer’s ass and Jennifer let out a scream.


“Jorja—”


“Stay,” she
snarled. “I said no, and no means no, no matter how horny you are.” She dropped
her hand on Jennifer’s ass again, the sting making her clench her butt cheeks.


“No.”


“Bad little girls
get their asses spanked when they disobey, Jennifer.” She smacked her ass again,
hitting one cheek and then the other and back again.


Tears sprang to Jennifer’s
eyes and rolled down her cheeks. Her ass flamed and her claws poked into the
sheets.


“Tear anything and
your ass is in more trouble later,” Jorja told her and hit her again. “Bad girl,”
she snapped. “Bad.” 


Jorja delivered
two more blows and then stopped, but Jennifer lay there crying, flesh stinging
and burning, feelings hurt. 


“I need to
shower.” 


Jennifer rolled
onto her side.


“Dry those tears,
Jennifer, and get that bed made. You’ve got an hour to be at the office and
since you can’t drive a stick, I’ll take you in with me.”


Jennifer climbed
out of bed and headed for the guest bath where she took a quick shower before
smoothing on lotion and padding back to the bedroom in her lingerie.


Jorja was putting
on a tie. “I’m going to get some coffee. Cream or sugar?” she asked when she
finished.


“Both. One
teaspoon sugar. What about this tie?” Jennifer held up a silk scarf. 


“Too girly,” she
muttered. “You should hurry.” 


Jennifer made a
face as Jorja left and finished dressing before putting her hair in a bun and
grabbing her coat and following in Jorja’s wake. She found Jorja in the living
area with a bag on her shoulder and two to-go cups. 


“Thank you.” 


Once they were in
the car, Jorja set her cup in the cup holder and pulled the safety belt in
place.


“Don’t antagonize
her and you’ll be fine,” Jorja said as she started the car. “Don’t take her
shit either. She won’t respect you if you do.” 


“Anything else?”


“Yes.”


“What?”


“I didn’t know
your sex drive was that strong in the mornings, but I can handle it. Today just
wasn’t a good day, Still, I won’t tolerate your disobedience in that manner
that is inappropriate.”


“I’m not your
child. I’m your woman. I can think for myself and as such I will, and yes, my sex
drive is strong all the time, idiot. It’s a perk of my father’s DNA obviously.”


“Watch yourself,”
Jorja said in a warning tone.


“Or what? You’ll
pull over and smack me around? Careful with that, Jorj, I might like it.”


“You won’t like
this,” she said evenly. “If you like ‘Jorj’ better, whatever. It sounds better
when you say it anyway.”


She growled. 


“What’s the matter
pretty puppy? Can’t make the goblin mad enough?”


“Screw you.”

“Not right now, but later I’ll be more than happy to,” Jorja said and pulled to
a stop at a 


red light. Jorja
took a sip of her coffee. 


The rest of the
drive was filled with tense silence. When they arrived, Jorja parked and
Jennifer reached for her purse on the floor at her feet as Jorja climbed out.
Before she even straightened, Jorja was pulling her door open. 


She held out a
hand to her and Jennifer was tempted to ignore it, but with the coffee in hand,
she knew getting out of the low-slung vehicle wouldn’t be that easy. So, she
took it.


“Thank you.”


“I didn’t mean to
make you feel unwanted,” Jorja told her softly. “Last thing I intended to do.”


“Don’t make it a
habit.”










Chapter Thirty-One


 


After leaving
Jennifer in her office, Jorja headed to her grandfather’s to find him seated
behind his desk. 


“Have a seat
Jorja,” he said evenly.


She sat down
across from him taking in his grave expression. “What did you find on the
tapes?”


“Mike handed over
the designs.”


“More than one?”


“Two,” he said.
“He got them from your office, and she accompanied him.”


“I guess there’s
really nothing we can do about that.” Anger knotted in Jorja’s stomach and she
curled her hands into fists. She’d known that damned siren was trouble and way
out of Mike’s league.


“They haven’t
started production or found anyone to work with them on it yet, but they will
soon. Word is getting around they have two hot designs.”


Jorja’s fingers
twitched on her phone which was on her lap. 


“I’m going to meet
with them later in an attempt to buy the designs back, but I don’t expect that
will happen.”


“You’re probably
right.”


“I want you to
train Willow,” Michael told her. “She’s replacing Mike. I fired him this
morning.”


“I think that was a
mistake. He’d be better off with Anthony where he can be further trained before
being sent out to the West Coast.”


Michael frowned.
“Are you certain? That kind of betrayal was unforgiveable.”


“It was childish,”
she said quietly, thinking of what Jennifer had said. “He wanted to get me
fired so he could take over. He’s not ready, but he could run a smaller
operation.”


Michael nodded.
“I’ll give him a call then, but you do realize eventually you’ll have to deal
with him.”


“I know,” Jorja
said. “By then, he’ll be happier.” And she thought he would be happy in a
position of power no matter how limited. 


“I’m surprised you
feel that way,” Michael said with a ghost of a smile. “I guess Jennifer is
having quite an effect on you.”


“She has her
moments.” 


Michael groaned.
“I could see that Saturday when she questioned you about your drinking. Do you
have a problem?”


“With Jennifer?
No. Is that all?” 


“Yes.” He gave her
a faint smile.


She got to her
feet. “I’ll have the new designer to work soon and the advertising campaign on
track within a few days.”


“I know. I’ll let
you know if I’m successful in securing the designs.”


“Thanks.” She
strode from his office with a sigh, raking her fingers through her hair. 


When Jorja
returned to her office, she took Jennifer up to her grandmother’s. The quiet
conversation coming through the open door told her Sadie was already at work.


Jorja knocked on
the door.


“Come in,” Sadie
called coolly.


Jorja stuck her
head in. “Morning, Grandma.”


“Jorja,” she said.
“Jennifer, come in. We need to get started. I’m only going to be here a few
hours, and I have a list of things for you to take care of while I’m gone.”


Jorja left them
and spent the morning in meetings, one of which included her cousins, Willow
and Mike. Then she put her new designer to work. 


With that out of
the way, Jorja was able to move on to the advertising campaign Mike had failed
to take care of. 


After that, she
headed out of the office to meet the detective.


****


Kinsey Kane’s
office was in the warehouse district. Jorja met her there, hoping for some good
news, which would be that Kinsey had obtained the designs. 


“Finding the
designs wasn’t that big of a problem,” Kinsey told her. 


Kinsey’s office
was dimly lit with light coming in through the window shades of the thick panes
to light on Kinsey’s black hair. Her pretty face held an edge of hardness, but
her eyes gleamed with the light of the hunt. 


“I’ll have them
later this evening,” she said evenly. “His daughter was bragging last night
about how stupid your cousin is. They’re meeting with someone tomorrow about
production.”


“How much was she
involved and whose idea was it?”


“From what my man
could gather, it was the father’s idea, but the girl had no problems going along
with it.”


“Then I want them
punished. They took too much glee in taking from me.”


Kinsey nodded. “Do
you want this public or private?”


“Either. Break
their hands. That should teach them about taking things that don’t belong to
them, and burn their store to the ground. Then, get a hacker to redistribute
half of their holdings, property, and finances. Of that half, transfer part to
me and take what’s left for yourself.”


Kinsey laughed. “You’re
damn cold girl. Done.” 


Jorja reached into
her suit pocket and removed an envelope. “You’ll get the other half tomorrow.”


“Leigh tells me
you’re seeing someone, not that I can’t smell for myself.” She leaned back in
her chair. 


“Yes. You’ll meet
her soon.”


Kinsey grunted. “I
did some checking on Simms. It seems his cousin is a city councilman and he has
aspirations to become mayor and then governor. He’s got a small super-pac of
water Fae backing him, but it’s no big deal.”


“What about the
family?”


“Interesting thing
is, his grandmother had a jewelry store around the time your great-grandmother
started her own business. I’m not sure, but your family might have worked for
his.”


“What?” she
frowned.


“The woman who
designed for Simms family left them to work for herself. After that, the
family’s fortune slowly began to decline. Simms great-grandmother killed
herself and a few other members of her family did the same, unable to deal with
sliding into poverty, I guess.”


“Sirens love shiny
things and money is very shiny along with the prestige it can bring,” Jorja
murmured. “That would explain why he thinks we owe him, but it doesn’t excuse
his attempting to take anything from us.”


“If he believes
that, he won’t stop until he’s accomplished his goal, so you should get some
protection for your grandfather and his wife.”


“You know anyone?”


“I’ll put someone
on it,” Kinsey told her. “Do you still want to follow through with your plans?”


“Yeah, I’ll kill
him if necessary.”


“It might just
damn well be,” Kinsey warned. 


“I’ll deal with it
then. Find out how many people in his family and clan.” Jorja got to her feet
and tossed the envelope to Kinsey.


“Later.” Kinsey
caught the package and Jorja headed from the office.


She’d take Teak
and his family down if it came to that, but she’d rather not. A Fae war would
get nasty, and she didn’t want Jennifer at risk. However, water fairies were
known to hold grudges. 


 










Chapter Thirty-Two


 


 Jennifer closed the lid of the computer she’d
been working on in the reception area. Her desk was in a quiet part of the
store which had allowed her to get off to a good start on the list Sadie had
given her. 


Everything was
pretty familiar to her as she’d done it in some capacity before and despite
Jorja’s grandmother not really liking her, Jennifer was excited about the job.  


“I’m leaving,
Jennifer,” Sadie told her. “Don’t forget to get a decent dress for the dinner
party next week. My assistant is at every event. And make sure Jorja’s in a
less mannish suit.”


Jennifer’s lips
tugged up. “I will,” she lied, deciding not to argue. It just wasn’t worth the
fight. “Have a good trip, Mrs. McMasters.”


“I will.” She
breezed out of the office and Jennifer shook her head. 


She finished
making some calls and then headed to Jorja’s office. It was after four, but Jennifer
was done for the day. She didn’t expect Jorja to be, though.


Jorja’s secretary
looked up when she entered the reception area. “Yes?”


“Is Jorja in?”


“Who’s asking?”


“Her girlfriend,” Jennifer
replied coolly. 


The woman gave her
a cool stare and picked up the phone on her desk. “Jorja? There’s a woman out
here claiming to be your girlfriend. Should I send her in? Okay. Understood.”
The woman ended the call. “Go right in.”


Jennifer crossed
the room and went inside. Jorja was behind her desk, but she stood.


 “How was your first day?”


“Fine. I think
your grandmother is up to something. She was mostly nice to me.”


“You’re right,”
Jorja agreed. “I need another hour and then we can go grab dinner.”


Jennifer nodded
and went to sit on the loveseat pushed against the wall near the door. “I’ll
just read.”


Jennifer took out
her phone and pulled up a book she was listening to and popped headphones in
her ears as she kicked off her low heels. She closed her eyes and when she
opened them again, it was to a dimly lit room and the faint sound of Jorja’s
voice.


“Burn them. Are
you certain there aren’t any copies? Did they get the message?” She chuckled.
“Thanks. We’ll talk later.”


“Jorja?”


“I’m sorry it took
so long, sweetie,” she said as she put her phone away. “Let’s get out of here.”


“What time is it?”
she asked as she sat up.


“It’s after
eight.”


Jennifer rolled
her eyes. “I’ll take the bus home tomorrow.” She slipped her feet into her
heels as Jorja packed her things up.


“I’ll get you a
car soon. I don’t want you taking the bus unnecessarily.” Jorja headed for the
door. “Do you want to grab something to eat or cook?”


“It’s too late to
cook.”


“What are you in
the mood for?” Jorja asked, looking down at her when Jennifer joined her at the
door.


“I don’t know.
Just food.”


As they drove
home, Jennifer couldn’t shake the feeling they’d been in the office for a
reason and that call had been something Jennifer didn’t really want to know
about. However, she couldn’t stop thinking about it even as they stopped and
grabbed a meal and went home to eat. 


After eating,
Jennifer changed and curled up on the couch to watch a little TV.


Jorja joined her a
few minutes later with a sigh. Jennifer looked at her.


“I really am sorry
I got carried away,” Jorja said and stroked her hand over Jennifer’s leg. “I’ll
call it a day at five tomorrow. Then, we’ll go grab a nice dinner.”


“I know you’re a
workaholic, so you don’t have to quit early on my account.”


“I will,” Jorja
told her.


“Why didn’t you
tonight?” she asked, a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. 


“I had things I
needed to finish up. With Mike being shipped out to the East Coast I had to
cover some things with him before he left.”


“He was in the
office?”


“Yes, but you were
sleeping, so I locked you in while he and I talked in the conference room,”
Jorja told her and removed the remote from her fingers and changed the TV. She
was passing by the local news.


“I want to see the
news,” Jennifer told her. “That’s why I came back in.”


Jorja
back-tracked. 


Jennifer settled
back, but tensed two minutes later when a story flashed on the screen. A fire
at a local business and the owner and his daughter had been attacked. They had
been left inside the burning building to be rescued by firefighters.


She slanted a look
at Jorja who wore an amused expression. Jennifer didn’t want to make
accusations, especially since she didn’t even know the name of Teak’s shop. But
she could find out. 


And if she did and
they were the same people, then what?


Would she leave
Jorja?


Jorja already had
part of her heart and her loyalty. The mating bond was forming, but it wasn’t
solid. Still, Jennifer felt a connection to Jorja that reached into the depths
of her soul. 


How did she walk
away from something like that when it was the very thing she’d craved most of
her life?


Jorja got up,
setting the remote on the table and left the room. Jennifer waited a moment and
then followed. 


“Nice work,” Jorja
said. “Leaving them in the fire was a nice touch, but overkill. I should deduct
for that.” Jorja laughed after a moment and there was true glee in the sound.


Jennifer’s hands
shook as she leaned against the wall, and her stomach twisted in horror.


“I know what I
said, but I think burning down everything he’s built sent a strong message … right.
What about the rest? Fantastic. That was just enough for him to realize I
didn’t appreciate being crossed, but they’ll never be able to prove anything.”


Jennifer closed
her eyes as she covered her face with her hands. 


Jorja was as
dangerous as her father and probably nearly as dark, too. How could she be in
love with someone who would probably abuse her—no, torture her—the way her
father had tortured her mother?


“I don’t know… Even
if that’s true, I don’t know if I’m cut out to be part of the organization.”


There was a long
pause and Jennifer realized Jorja was listening to something the person on the
other end of the line was saying. 


“That could result
in a possible territorial war, and I have enough on my plate without becoming
part of a mafia family.”


Jennifer’s jaw
dropped.


“I know that, and
I don’t deny that I have a dark side and a mean streak ten miles wide and deep
as hell, but—an underboss? I don’t know. No, I’m not saying no—do not even
think of threatening me.”


Could she do this
for even two years?


Jennifer needed
the job, as low paying as it was, and she needed what Jorja had to offer her
financially. She couldn’t live a decent life without it. But would the danger
inherent in being a mafia underboss’s wife be worth it?


“We’ll talk about
this tomorrow. I think I’ve got big ears on me… Don’t even. Later.”


Jennifer pushed
away from the wall and headed back to the living area as quickly as she could. She
sat down and took up the remote and began changing channels.


Muscles tight and
aching, Jennifer waited, expecting Jorja any minute, but she didn’t join her,
making Jennifer wonder if she was calling her friend back to agree to join her
fairy mafia.


“I’m going to
bed,” Jorja said. “A friend of mine who owns a car dealership owes me a favor. She’s
bringing you a car tomorrow. Nothing fancy, but the insurance will be in order.
So, you’ll be able to drive it immediately.”


“That’s what you
were doing just now?”


She smiled. “Do
you really want to know what I was doing just now, Jena?” she asked softly. 


“I do.”


She put a knee on
the couch and braced her hand against the back. “When you were listening, I was
discussing—”


“I wasn’t,” she
burst out, fear turning her blood cold.


“I was discussing
business with a friend. Said friend delivered a message to Teak for me,” Jorja
said continuing as if Jennifer hadn’t said a word. “I admit leaving the bodies
in the fire was cruel, but I did find it amusing, so I won’t actually deduct
for that.”


“Amusing? They
could have died!”


“Considering the
contractor used fire fairies to start the fire, that’s true because that made
the fire harder to put out,” Jorja admitted coldly. “Still, I told the
contractor not to kill them.”


“What did you tell
this contractor to do then?” she demanded, her stomach roiling.


“To break their
hands after giving them a beat down. Then, set their business on fire. I wanted
him to see what it felt like to have someone steal from you. He has insurance,
so all I’m stealing is time and profits. Same as what he stole from me. I can’t
use those designs.”


“He only stole
one.”


“My grandfather
watched the video footage of that night, and found they stole two of my
designs. Mike is getting a broken hand, too, and then he’s being shipped out.
He’s family, so I couldn’t very well order a beat down on him.”


“I can’t believe
you’d do something so vicious,” Jennifer cried, staring at her incredulously.


“They’ll all
recover,” Jorja said. “The Simms will point fingers at us, but nothing will
stick. Grandfather will wonder, yet never suspect I was behind it.”


“And if I tell?”


Jorja smiled and
caressed her cheek and despite the chill, her body heated. And her hound
strained toward Jorja, wanting to nuzzle her. Jennifer fought it, her stomach
roiling. 


“I’m not worried,”
Jorja replied serenely.


“You’ll have a
smackdown put on me to?” she demanded, shaking.


“No.” Jorja shook
her head as she stood. “Never. Come to bed.”


“I don’t want to
sleep with you,” Jennifer said coldly.


Jorja sighed.
“Take which of the guestrooms you desire then.”


“You’re purer
goblin than I am hound, aren’t you?”


“I’m probably more
powerful than you, but not purer. Goodnight.” 


Jennifer expelled
the breath she’d been holding as Jorja exited the room, and she slumped against
the sofa. Jorja hadn’t said she’d kill her, but Jennifer figured Jorja would do
just that if Jorja deemed her a threat.










Chapter Thirty-Three


 


The next morning,
Jennifer woke to silence, finding herself sprawled on Jorja’s bed. She sat up,
heart hammering, wondering when and how she’d gotten here. She hadn’t walked in
last night.


Had Jorja given
her something? But when?


If Jorja could
hypnotize her without her even being aware of it, that meant Jorja was an even
greater danger to her than she thought last night because Jorja wouldn’t kill
her. She would just manipulate her mind. 


That was a more
insidious attack than an outright death.


“Jorja?” A whine
escaped her. Fear caused her hands tremble as her heart raced. 


Silence. 


The smell of
coffee permeated the air, and Jennifer headed to the kitchen. The coffee pot
was on, coffee still perking into it. 


“Jorja?”


No answer. 


Jennifer headed
back to the bedroom and slipped into the bathroom to find it neat and clean. 


“What are you
going to do to me?” she whispered.


She can’t do
anything if you aren’t here. 


Jennifer took a
quick shower and brushed her teeth before dressing. 


She’d get to her
apartment and—and do what? She had no car and— The doorbell cut her thoughts
short. 


What was she going
to do? 


Locane wouldn’t
dare help her. She’d seen the way he’d reacted to Jorja. There was something
deadly about Jorja’s bloodline that even Locane respected. 


Jennifer hurried
to the door dressed in a simple pantsuit and low heels. She glanced out the
peephole, but it did no good. Jennifer didn’t recognize the woman standing
there. 


“Come on, girl,
open up,” the female voice called. “Jorja sent me.”


Jennifer took a
step back from the door. Her cell phone. She’d call 9-1-1.


Jennifer sprinted
into the bedroom, and looked around for her phone, but it wasn’t there. 


“Hey, Jennifer,
are you awake?”


She backed up
against the wall, hands suddenly clammy. Jorja had said she wouldn’t hurt her,
but if Locane had backed down from Jorja she had every reason to still be
afraid. The woman could be here to kill her and make it look like a home
invasion.


The woman appeared
in the doorway and Jennifer barked at her, surprised the sound came from her
throat. 


“Chill out,
hound,” she said with amusement dripping from every word as she advanced
slipping a hand into the pocket of her jeans.


“I’ll scream,” she
snapped in warning even as her nails elongated to claws.


“Not on my
account,” she drawled and held up a set of keys. “Jorja asked me to drop your
car by. Registration and insurance are in the glovebox. Come check it out. If
you don’t like it, I’ll take it back and get you something else.”


“You stole it?”
Jennifer asked carefully, wondering what kind of racket this woman’s father
participated in. 


She laughed.
“Hardly. My daddy dearest owns a car dealership. Come on, I’ve got to get back
to work. He’s a real ball breaker.”


Jennifer stared at
her, the green eyes twinkling with amusement.


“You’re every bit
as hot as Jorja said you were,” she said, letting her gaze peruse Jennifer
slowly before turning and heading back the way she’d come. “I’m Carleigh, by
the way.”


Jennifer followed,
wondering where her phone was. Jorja had something up her sleeve, but what?


Outside, the sleek
black car was parked in the driveway. 


“It’s a Mustang.
Okay or would you like something else?”


“I—that’s an
expensive car.”


“That one’s used,
but in good shape, so no worries about it not starting. If you have any
problems with it, we’ll take care of them.”


“Oh.”


“Come on. I need a
ride back and Jorja promised to give me one.”


Jennifer
reluctantly gathered her things and climbed behind the wheel. The car drove
like a dream and the best part was it started on command. 


When they arrived
at the store, Jorja was striding out, dressed in a navy suit, looking as hot as
ever. Her poise was remarkable, considering she’d ordered attacks on two people
who’d nearly died last night. 


How could Jorja be
so calm? Act like nothing had ever happened?


Jennifer cut the
engine and took her time getting out, but Carleigh climbed out and strode away.
Jennifer stalled and scanned the parking lot, hoping Jorja and her friend
didn’t bother with her.


When she didn’t
see them, Jennifer climbed out and grabbed her purse from the back seat. As she
slammed the door, Jorja came striding toward her. 


Jennifer’s hands
shook and her nails lengthened, but not long, and the hound whined the closer
Jorja got, excited to see her. 


She might try to kill us, damn you. 


“Good morning
Jena. Did you sleep well?” Jorja asked, keeping her tone low as she rested her
hand on the roof of the Mustang. With her other hand she reached out to touch
her, but Jennifer pushed her hand away.


“You hypnotized
me, didn’t you?” she demanded angrily.


“Why would I,
Jennifer?” Jorja asked and her gaze chilled. “You came to my bed on your own.”


“That’s a lie,”
she hissed. “I never would have gotten into bed with you after what you told
me.” 


Jorja slipped her
hands into her pockets, her expression neutral now. “You’re free to take off. Grandma
will be so thrilled to have you out of my life, I think she’ll let you keep the
job on that alone.”


Jennifer frowned. “Probably,”
she said carefully.


“You won’t be able
to pay your rent on that though, so I’ll pay it until you can find something
affordable,” Jorja told her. “I’ll send you a check for that and your bills.
Car’s paid for. You’ll just have to take care of the insurance.”


“What’d you do
with my phone?”


“You left it in my
office,” Jorja told her and Jennifer frowned. 


She was sure she’d
had it last night. 


“I’ll pay you five
thousand since you didn’t complete the full sixty days. No strings, and no I’m
not going to have you killed. You can talk, but without any actual proof it’ll
only be speculation and your word against mine. The contractor won’t betray me.”


“You had them
killed.”


Jorja laughed and
there was humor in her pretty eyes. “Hell, no. I might need said contractor
later down the line. Anyway, we’re friends. Goodbye, Jennifer.” 


Jennifer blinked
and a chill washed over her. Jorja was just going to walk away?


Quiet fury stole
over her, and her stomach rolled. Part of her was sick with rage. The other
part sick with fear and worry.


Jennifer went
inside, determined to get on with her day and not allow whatever Jorja was up
to—her phone. 


She went to
Jorja’s office but couldn’t get in. The secretary wouldn’t allow it, so
Jennifer went to her own desk deciding to return later. 


Jorja was unavailable
the rest of the day, but her phone was brought to her. Jennifer knew she should
be relieved that Jorja was leaving her alone, but she was sad.


After work,
Jennifer headed home, the apartment cold and uninviting after having been with
Jorja. She tossed her car keys on the table near the door and padded to her
bedroom. 


Jennifer had gone
most of her life keeping the hound under control and out of her life. With
Jorja that had changed in a heartbeat. Now, the beast simmered just below the
surface, hungering for its mate, and Jennifer had no idea how to deal with the
sense of need or loss.


“Hello?”


“Hey, what’s up?”


“Not much,” Arica
said. “I’m just making dinner. Chelsea’s coming over. How are things going with
your girlfriend?”


“I think we’re
breaking up.” 


“What happened?”
Arica asked gently.


“Nothing, really,
I just don’t want—she’s too much like my father.”


“She’s been
beating you?” There was anger in her tone now.


“No, no. Nothing
like that. She just reminds me of what he is.”


“What you are?”
Arica demanded. “Jennifer, you’ve got to stop hiding from that. You’re a fairy
dog. It’s not going to change just because you don’t think about or use any of
your abilities.”


She groaned.
“I—you don’t know what it would do to me to embrace that part of myself.” 


“I know what it’s
doing for you to keep it locked up,” Arica rebutted. “You’re repressed sexually
and emotionally. Jorja was just the person to help you explore that side of
you.”


“You don’t know
what you’re talking about.”


Arica laughed.
“You’re not a monster, Jen,” she chastised. “You’re a sexual creature who just
so happens to have claws.”


“I like hurting
people.”


“You like biting
and scratching, so what? Did Jorja go running and screaming from it?”


“No.” Jorja seemed
to enjoy it. 


“So, she’s a
psychic vampire, you’re a psychic energy battery when you’re hot. I’ve seen you
with women, remember?”


Jennifer sighed.
Her mother had called her a whore, saying she got off on the power of her
energy making women high. 


“Girl, if I was
you, I’d call Jorja,” Arica said. “She’s into you.”


“Maybe she’s into
my energy.”


“With women like
that, it’s the same thing,” Arica told her. “Listen, you can come over if you
want.”


“That’s okay.
Enjoy your night.” Jennifer ended the call and headed to her bathroom to run
herself a bubble bath before lighting candles and pouring herself a glass of
wine.


After undressing,
Jennifer climbed into the tub and tears filled her eyes. She leaned her head
back against the cool tiles and let them fall. 


She wanted to be
loved, to be cared for, and Jorja had started to make her feel like she could
have that, but she couldn’t go to the dark places Jorja seemed to like to play
in. 


Jennifer whined
and then a howl tore from her chest.  


****


The antiseptic
scent and white walls of the hospital closed around him, leaving Teak slightly
nauseous as he studied his hand, eyes gliding up to the burns on his arm. They
would scar, the doctor had told him. The fire had been like acid on his skin
and he could still hear Tonya’s screams. 


His daughter was
okay, but she’d suffered a broken hand, a broken leg and burns up one leg. The
scar on her face would forever remain since it had been burned into her skin by
fairy dust. 


Teak dragged his
gaze away, glad he hadn’t had to rely on human doctors. He pushed out a harsh
sigh, certain those hounds who feared how his cousin’s push for zoning changes
would affect their territory.


“Hey, dad,” Theron
said from the doorway and Teak looked in his direction. 


“What did the
doctor say? When can we get out?” he asked. “How are they?” His cousin had been
at the store, too. Teak had heard him screaming in horror, fire was something
that terrified him.


“Tonya’s okay, but
they want to keep you all for another few days,” “Theron said. 


He looked tired
and the muscle in his jaw worked. “What is it?”


“I’ve spoken with
the hounds,” he said. “They deny being behind this, but Locane laughed his ass
off. Then, he made jokes about Ridley and how the fire must have been a
message.”


Ridley was his
cousin, and close friend. “How bad is he?”


“He’s not too bad.
Just some smoke inhalation and a twisted ankle,” Theron muttered. “I should
have been there. This wouldn’t have happened.”


“Does Locane have
any children?”


“A daughter,” Theron
said. “She’s dating Jorja McMasters.”


“Carry out our
plans for the girl,” Teak said coldly. “And send Locane footage of her when
you’re done.”


“What about the
hit on Michael?”


“Go ahead with
that too. I’m tired of being the little man on the totem pole,” Teak said,
anger making his words hard. “It’s time that goblin and those dogs learn I’m
not a weakling.”


****


It took her three
days to get things straightened out, but finally Jorja felt she was on track.
Mike was gone and Willow was eager to learn. The police had questioned her a
few times about the attack on the Simms, but they’d seemed satisfied with her
answers and her alibi.


After work on the
fourth day she and Jennifer had broken up, Jorja headed to the Howling Fang, a Fae
bar, deciding to stay away from The Play Girl for a while.  


“Didn’t think
you’d ever get here,” Leigh said. 


“Neither did I,”
Kinsey muttered and signaled for the waiter. “What’ll it be? Shot?”


“I could use one,”
Jorja said with a grin and her gaze wandered around the room. She wasn’t much
in the mood for female companionship, but if she saw someone that might take
the edge off her hunger, she’d go for it.


The waiter came
over and Kinsey ordered shots and a pitcher of beer, along with some sliders, jalapeño
poppers, and potato skins.


“How are things at
the track?” Jorja asked.


“My father asked me
to run the dealership while he gets things up and running. No surprise,” Leigh
muttered. “He asked some up-and-coming will-still-be-a-nobody-in-a-few-years to
help.”


Kinsey snorted.
“Jackass.”


“I couldn’t have
said it better,” Leigh said coldly.


Jorja smiled and
gave her arm a squeeze. 


Their drinks arrived,
the fairy male on a pair of skates, his wings fluttering behind him as he set
them on the table, tipped his head to them. 


“Enjoy, gents.” He
took off. 


Kinsey grunted a
thanks before saying, “The hounds are being blamed for your attack order.
Apparently, they had some issues with the water fairies’ attempts to get their
area rezoned.”


“They were going
to lose part of their territory,” Leigh said. “Which let them know Simms and
his little fairy buddies are going to try and beat them with human politics.”


“This could get
nasty if the waters decide to stay on this track,” Jorja murmured. 


“And that’s why
the Blood Bone goblins are forming their own organization, and want you involved.
My aunt said she’d take what she could get from you.”


Leigh sighed.
“Lady goblins leading a mafia? Those damned hounds are in so much trouble.”


“They’ve backed
off us, considering our heritage. And our half-bloods are far purer and
deadlier than most of theirs. We can actually take our goblin form.”


Jorja took a
swallow of beer, thinking of the denials she’d made when Jennifer had asked her
about that. She hadn’t wanted to scare her. She knew the hound was no threat.
She could unhinge her mind. That was one of her family’s specialties. 


They were thought
eaters which was why they could turn emotions back on people, why they fed off
emotion rather than energy in general. They hypnotized, erased thoughts, and
reshaped them. 


“My dad’s not
considering it,” Leigh said. “His clan does well and has their own territory.
Besides, he wasn’t a blood feeder like your families. He said they were the
worst kind of goblins. They’d do any job for any price. He’s not down with it.
He’ll deal with the hounds in his own way if they become a problem.”


“They will
eventually,” Kinsey warned. “And your dad and his people will be fighting a
losing battle against the water fairies and any allies they might have.”


Leigh shrugged.
“We’ll get by.”


“But you could
join us, Jorj,” Kinsey said. “You need allies because what the hounds don’t
have, the water fairies do, and they’ll have the upper hand with human law
backing them.”


“I know,” she
said. “I’ll think it over.”


“If Simms ever
finds out you were behind this, he’ll be looking for revenge,” Kinsey warned.


“I know.”


She still had her family
and Jena to consider. The water fairies wouldn’t dismiss Jena because she was
no longer seeing Jorja. They’d want to make her suffer if they couldn’t get to
the business or Jorja’s immediate family.  


Jennifer was too good
to protect herself and even if she tried, the fairies had ways of defeating
hounds. So, she’d have to think of putting someone on Jennifer for Jennifer’s
own sake.


As for her
grandfather, she’d tell him Jennifer left her because Jorja had cheated on her.
He could buy it, and all she had to do was not let him see how much losing
Jennifer really hurt.










Chapter Thirty-Four


 


The next evening, Jennifer
paid for her drink and left the Stage. The straight bar was a decent place to
just unwind away from her usual crowd, but Arica had cancelled in lieu of a
last-minute dinner date with Chelsea.


Jennifer made her
way out to her car, thinking about calling Jorja. She hated the way they’d left
things, and she really wanted to just hear her voice. Jennifer knew that wasn’t
the best idea. Because Jorja was so addictive, she could easily start back up
with her again.


Obviously Jorja
had no problems moving on, which meant Jennifer had been right in her
supposition that Jorja had just been using her. Granted, she’d been willing to
pay nicely to do it—that was still like a knife blade in the stomach. 


“Good evening,
Jennifer. This is the first time I’ve seen you here. Cruising for a real man?”


Her blood ran cold
and the hound sprang to life inside her, growling in her mind as Jennifer
slowly turned at the door of the bar. The attractive man coming up behind her
had been seated at a table not far from hers, chatting with a small group.


“Excuse me?” she
asked, fighting the hound back.


“We met briefly
six months ago at the law firm.”


“Oh.” She did
vaguely remember him. He was good friends with her ex-boss.


 “Theo, get back here. You’re buying the next
round.”


Jennifer took that
opportunity to head out, but she heard him call, “In a minute,” and then he was
following her out the door. 


Jennifer’s heart
sped up and her nails elongated. 


“My cousin just
got the city council to agree to his zoning change. Come in and celebrate with
us. After, we can all show you a real good time.” He grabbed her ass, and she
spun around to slap him. He dodged the blow, laughing. “Come on, baby. Don’t be
like that.”


“No, thank you,”
she snapped. 


“You didn’t think we’d
just let your father get away with that attack, do you?”


“What?” she
demanded incredulous. “My father’s business has nothing to do with me.” 


“It does now,” he
sneered. “The money he stole from us is going to prevent us from getting things
back on track as fast as we’d like.”


“Not my problem,”
she said and hurried to her car, hearing him on her heels. 


Jennifer reached
into her purse and removed her keys, ready to jam them into the lock or use
them on him if necessary.


“It is now,” he
said in a hard tone. “And it will be every day of your miserable life until he
makes restitution, because I’m going to keep you trapped in an astral world where
all you know is misery.” 


Her fingers
trembled on the keys, but the hound snarled as she rounded on him at her car. “You
have problems with him, take it out on him and leave me alone, whatever you
are.” 


Theron fisted a
hand in her hair, and Jennifer thrust the keys toward his stomach, but he
grabbed her wrist and twisted it hard. She let out a cry, and he backhanded her,
sending her tumbling into her car.


“You smell like
that fucking goblin,” he said and reached for her, grabbing her by the throat. “Does
she know you’re mating her? Is that why she dumped your ass? Blood goblins eat
hounds for breakfast not mate them.” Theron shoved a hand beneath her dress,
and she barked.


He laughed and
tightened his grip. Jennifer struggled. 


“No,” she said.
“Stop, Theron. Don’t do this.” She scratched him, and he sprayed her. The water
circled her face and formed a cage around it. 


Jennifer panicked,
unable to breathe.


“I’m going to do
it, and I’m going to do it rough,” he said and shoved her against her car,
putting his arm across her throat. At the same time, he tore at her panties.
“I’m going to show you how good a dick feels. Then, I’m going to let you see
how painful a water burn is.”


The water receded,
but Jennifer felt as if she was in a fog. She couldn’t fight, didn’t want to
try, but the terror of knowing he was going to hurt her flitted through her
mind. 


“A dick? Yours is
probably so small I’d need a magnifying glass to find it,” she taunted, hoping
to distract him from whatever he was using to keep her mentally incapacitated. 


But he laughed. “I’ll
show you small over and over tonight, and then I’ll leave you locked in the
memory of our special times until your fucking father pays, but I doubt he has
the money, so I guess it’ll be up to your mate to rescue you. That bitch.”


The hound surged
forward at that moment as if the very thought of Jorja, of her mate being
harmed, was all it took. 


Jennifer stomped
on his foot and drove her claws into his side. “I said no,” she said angrily then
retracted them and drove them in again. 


He stumbled back,
his face a mask of shock as he paled. He exhaled and water spewed at her. The
scent of it rancid as it rushed by her shoulder, cutting over it. 


She grimaced,
snarling viciously at him. 


He threw a water
ball at her that slammed her back into the side of her car. Jennifer hit her
head and pain raced through her. 


He came at her and
she drew back and brought her claws down. Theron blocked and she used her left
hand, the claws slicing his throat as fear bit a hole in her. Theron glared at
her and water spritzed her in cold drops that stung her face. 


He broke free and
bared his teeth as a ball of murky water formed on his palm. 


Jennifer rubbed
her fingers together and fairy dust formed on them. 


“I’m going to make
the hurt last a long time,” Theron snapped and let the ball fly.


Jennifer flung her
hand out and the dust and water collided. Water sprayed as the ball disbursed.
He stared at her and then drew his hands together, but she was quicker. 


Jennifer launched
herself at him, knocking Theron to the ground. 


“You’re dead,” he
said blood easing from the wound in his neck.


She dipped her
head and bit him as her claws tore at his chest. He tried to scream, but she
pressed a hand over his mouth as the hound tried to pull his heart from his
chest. 


Theron shoved her
off and Jennifer crouched a few feet from him, watching. The agony in his eyes
drew a snarl from the hound and it tried to get to him, but Jennifer fought the
darkness urging her to finish him.


It was hard. Her
bones ached as if they were trying to shift. It was a sweet pleasure that had
no release. However, the man staring up at her, life fading from him, gave her
a pleading look. 


“Theo!”


The human voice snapped
her out of her trance. Shaking, Jennifer backed away and looked down. Her hands
were covered in blood as were her clothes. Jennifer dropped to find her keys
and barely located them as footsteps approached. 


She climbed into
her car, jammed the keys into the ignition, and thanked heaven the car didn’t
stall. She peeled out of the lot, hot tears blurring her vision for a moment. 


Jennifer gripped
the wheel tight, crying as she thought of having to go to jail. She wouldn’t
survive in a cage. 


He’d seen her, and
she knew it. The police would come for her, and what was she going to do? 


Jennifer tried to
think, but couldn’t and was glad when she made it home. Jennifer rushed inside,
glad her coat covered the worst of the blood. 


Once there, she
ripped off her dress and got into the shower to clean up, but she’d have to get
rid of that coat. And her dress.


His blood was all
over them and the car. 


Jennifer swallowed
back a howl of agony as she scrubbed blood from beneath her nails and off her face
and body. 


Once she got out,
skin raw, yet dried, Jennifer pulled on her robe and then climbed into bed. She
stayed there for ten minutes thinking through her options. 


None of them
sounded good since she didn’t want to be on the run for the rest of her life or
in prison. 


Jennifer got out
of bed and retrieved her phone from her purse which bore his blood. She input
Jorja’s number. The phone rang and she ended the call. She did that twice more
before forcing herself to wait for an answer.


“Hello?”


The sound of Jorja’s
voice soothed the ragged edges of her and drew a whine from the hound. “J—hi.”


Silence.


“Are you still
there?”


“Yes.”


There was a chill
in her tone, but Jennifer pressed on. “Jorja I—could you come over?”


“I don’t think
that would be a good idea, Jennifer,” she said evenly. 


“I need help. I
can’t talk about it on the phone.”


“I’ll be there
when I can.”


“Please, come now,”
she begged. 


“I’m having drinks
with the girls. We’ll talk about this at work tomorrow.”


The line went dead
and Jennifer sat there on the edge of her bed not sure what to do next.


****


“Who was that?” Leigh
asked. 


“No one.” Jorja
reached for her mug of beer and lifted it to her lips and cursed as she set it down.
“Damn her.”


How could she not
go to her? She missed Jennifer so much that it hurt and she’d forced herself to
stay away from her at work to give them both the space they needed to begin
moving on. 


As far as she
knew, Jena’s hound was under control, though Jena was said to not be the
friendliest person in the building. Jena hadn’t devolved into a threat.
However, according to what Jorja had read, she would if conditions became ripe.


When that day
came, it would only be a matter of time before Jena’s hound began taking over
and violence became a big part of her everyday life.  


Leigh cocked a
brow and Kinsey grunted. 


“Better not start
letting her jerk you around,” Leigh said evenly. “She is the one who walked
away.”


“Why did she walk
away?”


“She knows about
Teak,” Jorja said. 


“Oh, wow,” Leigh
said. 


“She should have
understood,” Kinsey said in a hard tone. “What did she want?”


“I don’t know.”
Jorja slid from her stool and raked her fingers through her hair. But she had
to find out because she wanted to see her anyway. “Fuck.”


“I got it,” Kinsey
said holding up a hand. “We’ll hook up tomorrow if you’re not working late.”


“Yeah. Later,
babes.”


They waved and she
headed out into the night, hoping whatever Jennifer wanted had nothing to do
with blackmail. She didn’t want to hurt her, but if all she needed was to see
her mate, Jorja would stay a while, but she wouldn’t get her hopes up. 


Jorja climbed into
the Vette and sped across town. She parked in the vacant slot next to
Jennifer’s car in the complex and the tang of something metallic caught her
notice. 


Jorja lifted her
head, her goblin senses keen. She followed the scent and ended at Jennifer’s
car. Surveying the blood on the handle, Jorja peeked inside discovering red
smeared on the steering wheel.


“Shit.” She hurried
for the entrance, heart beating hard, muscles all tightening.


She jerked her
cell phone from the pocket of her leather jacket as she went already resolved
to kill the bastard who’d hurt Jennifer. 


Stepping into the
lobby, Jorja tapped in Kinsey’s number before flashing the security guard a
smile. 


“Who are you here
to see?” he asked 


“Jennifer
Dandridge,” she told him as she listened to Kinsey’s phone ring in her ear. 


“She went out
earlier. I don’t know if she’s back,” he said. “Wait here I’ll check.”


“Kins,” Jorja said
when Kinsey answered. 


“What’s up?”
Kinsey asked. 


“Hang on. I need
something, I just don’t know what yet,” she said quietly as the guard strolled
back over to her in his perfectly creased gray pants and crisp white shirt. 


“She’s in.”


“Thank you.” She
gave him a nod and took the elevator up to Jennifer’s apartment. 


“What do you think
you need?” Kinsey pressed patiently.


“Wait,” Jorja muttered
as she forced her shoulders to relax. Her senses all became hyper alert, the
goblin watchful and on the verge of going into a blood rage.


The elevator dinged
as it came to a stop. Jorja hurried down the corridor to Jennifer’s apartment,
a quiver in her stomach. On reaching it, she knocked after grimacing at the
blood on the knob.


The door opened a
couple of minutes later to reveal a pale and disheveled Jennifer. Jorja stepped
inside and glanced around. 


“Talk to me,”
Jorja ordered. “I smell blood.”


“Who are you
talking to?” she asked tightly.


“Just talk,
Jennifer,” Jorja snapped. 


Jennifer shook her
head and her shoulders slumped. “I think—I know I killed someone.”


Jorja blinked.
“What?” 


“A guy who knew my
ex-boss. Theron. I ran into him at a bar, and he attacked me.” Jennifer told
her what Theron had said. “I freaked out and I—” She trailed off as she looked
down at her hands. They shook and the tips of her fingers were bruised.


“Did you catch
that?” Jorja asked.


“Oh, fuck. You do
realize that could be Simms’s son?”


“I don’t give a
shit, Kins,” she muttered. How could she? 


 “If he finds out, the fucking fairy will try
to ally with the bears and get them to move against you and your family.”


“I know,” she said
through gritted teeth. 


“You won’t have a
choice,” Kinsey told her. “You’ll have to accept my aunt’s offer.”


“Just get here,”
she ordered. “I’ll deal with that if it becomes an issue.”


“I’m on my way.
Blood in the car?”


“Yeah. I want this
place perfect,” Jorja told her. “Not a sign, not a glimmer.”


“You’ll get it,”
Kinsey assured her.


“Bill me.”


“Not a problem.” The
line went dead.


Kinsey had been a
crime scene tech before becoming a private detective. So, she knew how to clean
up a crime scene. 


“Dress.”


“I didn’t mean
to,” Jennifer said, tears in her eyes. “I wouldn’t have called you, but I—I
don’t want to go to jail. And I can’t spend the rest of my life looking over my
shoulder wondering when they’ll catch me.” Jennifer brushed impatiently at a
tear.


“It’s okay,” Jorja
told her, her tone hard. She couldn’t allow her emotions to take control right
now even though all she wanted to do was hold Jennifer until she felt safe. “Just
go get dressed. I’ll take care of it.”


Jennifer headed to
her bedroom and Jorja hunted in the kitchen until she found a garbage bag. With
it in hand, she collected the bloody clothes Jennifer had tossed onto the
bathroom floor along with her coat. 


 “I’m going to clean the blood from the
doorknob,” Jorja told her and wet a cloth with soap and water. When she was
finished, she went back inside. 


“Jennifer, this is
going to be okay,” Jorja told her as she moved into the bedroom. 


“Someone saw me.”


“Can you identify
him?”


She nodded, a
forlorn expression in her eyes. “I think so. But how will you find him to find
out for sure?”


“Don’t worry about
it,” Jorja said, reaching out to take Jennifer’s hand. “I’ll protect you.” She
drew Jennifer to her and dropped a kiss on her forehead. 


Jennifer curled
into Jorja’s arms holding on tight, shivering. A slight scent of fear still
rolled off her. 


And her heart
ached for Jennifer. She would get through this. That animal part of her would
ensure her survival, but Jorja feared Jennifer would fear her animal as some
evil rather than accept it for the blessing it was.


 “Just trust me to take care of this.” Taking care
of problems was what she did, or she was good at delegating.










Chapter Thirty-Five


 


The color drained
from Teak as he stared at his son’s body on the slab in the morgue. He
swallowed back the sobs that threatened to tear from his chest and Tonya let
out a scream from beside him. 


“Get her out of
here,” Teak ordered his cousin’s son tightly. He turned a bleak stare to the
detective who’d brought him down. “That’s my son.” 


The detective
nodded and motioned for Teak to follow him as he headed out of the cool room.


They’d killed his
son. Those marks were hound marks. He was going to get that son of a bitch. He
was also going to make sure the McMasters fortune made him comfortable and paid
for the hitmen that would slaughter that biker and his gang.


 “There is a witness,” the detective told him.
“We’ll be meeting with him to get a sketch to use for the APB.”


Teak nodded. “Who
is it? Can I talk to them?”


“No. Sir, that’s
not going to happen,” the detective said. “I know you’re hurting right now. It
would be best if you just go home and leave the police work to us.”


“Right,” Teak
agreed gravely and headed for the nearest exit. He’d find out who his son had
been with and then he’d find out which of those biker hounds had killed his
son.


“Daddy,” Tonya
said and flung herself in to his arms.


“I’ll ask around,”
Ridley’s son, Amoon. said. “We can find out who did this.”


“I plan to.” He
stroked Tonya’s back. 


“I think we should
start with the McMasters woman. She’s sleeping with the biker’s daughter,”
Amoon commented. “They could have allied and she might have asked them to do
this if she suspects you stole her designs.” 


Teak trembled with
fury. “Take her home.” He held Tonya away from him. “I need to meet with
Bearenstien. I think it’s time we got the ball rolling.”


“Dad,” Tonya said
in a pleading tone. “Don’t take it that far. Once you go down that road there
is no going back for any of us.”


“I’ll make sure
they expect you,” he said. 


“I’ll see you
later, honey,” he said. “Try to rest.” He gave Tonya a kiss on the forehead and
strode away. If the hounds or Jorja wanted a fight, he wouldn’t back down.


****


Jennifer woke the
next morning to the smell of coffee, bacon, and eggs. She blinked and wondered
why the sun wasn’t coming in through her shades. She normally left them open a
bit when she went to bed.


She stared at the
white wall she hadn’t been allowed to paint and the events of last night came
racing back to her. Anger assailed her and then grief. 


The grief was for Theron’s
family, not for him, to her surprise. He’d gotten what he deserved for
attempting to hurt her. Still, she felt like an animal. 


She was the
darkness she’d thought Jorja was. 


Jennifer hugged
herself, but instead of being deluged by self-recrimination and judgment, all
she felt was pride for protecting herself.


Jennifer pushed
the covers off, wondering if that made her a bad person as she padded into her
bathroom. Glancing around, there was no sign of blood or the clothes she’d worn
last night. It was as if nothing bad had happened. 


She brushed her
teeth and showered before going out into her bedroom to dress before striding
to the kitchen. 


“Jorja?”


She knew she was
there because the faint hint of patchouli and tangerine lingered beneath the
bacon.


“Are you hungry?”
Jorja asked. “I saved you a breakfast sandwich, but you’ll have to eat it on
the way. We’re already late.”


“You should have
woken me,” Jennifer said quietly. “I probably didn’t thank you last night.”


“There was nothing
to thank me for.”


“Jorja.” Jennifer
closed the distance between them and put her hand on Jorja’s arm. “I’m sorry
for dragging you into this. I just didn’t know who else to turn to. Locane
wouldn’t help me, and if he did, it would cost something I wasn’t willing to
pay, more than likely.”


“Fairies,” Jorja
said in a teasing tone. “Never make a bargain with them. They’ll always
collect.”


“Are you going
to?” 


“What do you
mean?” Jorja asked with a frown.


“I said I’d marry
you, and I just—” 


“You got scared,”
Jorja said with a shrug. “And I let you off the hook, so don’t think you owe me.”


Jennifer shook her
head. “I care about you.” She cupped Jorja’s cheek. “That’s what got my hound
up. Theron said he’d make you pay since my father likely couldn’t.”


“Pay for what?”
Jorja asked curiously. 


“I didn’t tell you
last night? He said something about money being taken from his family.”


“I guess even he’s
feeling the loss.”


A chill ran up
Jennifer’s spine. “You know him?”


“Teak has a son
named Theron,” Jorja told her evenly. 


Jennifer trembled.
“I—you’re the cause of this,” she whispered, jerking her hand back. “You blamed
Locane.”


Jorja started to
speak and a rap on the door had her frowning in exasperation. “I’ll get that,”
Jorja said. “You should start eating.” 


Jennifer sagged.
It didn’t matter who had caused Teak to order an attack on her, she was still a
killer. The police would still come after her. 


Tears formed in
her eyes as whispers drifted to her. Her breath froze in her lungs as she
turned cold. 


“Why are you even
here, Locane?” Jorja demanded.


“I heard what
happened last night,” he muttered. “That little fuck of a water fairy actually
had the balls to order an attack on Jennifer.”


“Where did you
hear that?” 


“He’s gunning for
your family, according to a gnome who can’t hold his liquor. He overheard
Theron and his buddies talking about the plans in the bar where they attacked
Jennifer last night.”


“I’m going to kill
him,” Jorja said. Her outrage was gone, replaced by cold calm.


“Good luck.
They’re in tight with humans. The police will be all over your ass,” Locane
told her. 


“I’m not going to
allow his shit to cause Jena to spend the rest of her life in jail,” Jorja told
him. 


“Jail?” He
snorted. “Simms cemented an alliance with Bearenstien last night. They’ll take
you and your family down in a matter of days. Bears are already asking around
about that attack on Simms and his kid. It’ll be open season on you and
Jennifer soon.”


Oh. fuck. 


Her family would
come down, but blood goblins lived right here in town and had a little family
just waiting for her to join it. Now, she had no choice. 


“How is Jennifer?”


“Do you care?”
Jennifer rushed into the living area, fingers grown to claws. “You two caused
this.” She screamed. 


“Your mother
twisted your head around and shoved it so far up your ass you still can’t smell
the shit she was spouting,” Locane snapped. 


“Don’t you talk
about her! You drove her crazy.” Jennifer flew at him, and he snarled.


Jorja stepped
between them and Locane shoved her aside and grabbed Jennifer by the throat.


“I had nothing to
do with this,” he growled, shaking her. 


Jennifer’s stomach
rolled, and she struck out at him blindly, tears in her eyes. Simms knew what
Jorja had done and there was no safe place for her, thanks to Jorja.


Jorja was behind
him in a heartbeat, a claw at his jugular. “Let her go before I bleed you.”


He let out a growl
and his hold eased some. “You need to teach your bitch some manners, goblin,”
he said coldly and released Jennifer.


Jorja jerked his
head back, nail pressed into his skin. “Don’t ever go after her, Locane. I
don’t care what she does. If you do, we’re fighting to the death.”


He grunted and
Jorja shoved him forward. He stumbled and caught himself on his hands when he
fell. He sprang up and turned to Jorja, though he didn’t completely give
Jennifer his back.


“Jennifer’s in
heat, and she’s only going to become more vicious until you mate her,” he said.
“Is that going to happen? If not, I’m going to make sure the whelp goes to
jail.”


“I’ll kill or have
killed every witness you send to rat on her,” Jorja said with a shrug. “You
know that.”


“I also know that
if you don’t fulfill your duty, she’s a dead woman,” he said. “I can smell your
scent on her. I can also compel the union or challenge you to a duel. Game?”


Jorja laughed.
“Not right now,” she said. “I’ve got a mess to clean up, but in a few months, I
might consider it.”


“What is he talking
about? Jennifer demanded. “What are you agreeing to?”


“I’ll help you
with this mess,” Locane told her grimly. “Because you aren’t going to let her
self-destruct.”


“No,” Jennifer
exclaimed hoarsely. “You monster.”


“Jennifer, get
your stuff, so we can go,” Jorja told her. 


“Jorja, don’t
agree to his terms. Don’t become a bigger—don’t.”


“Just do it,”
Jorja commanded. 


Jennifer went to
grab her purse from the bedroom and listened hard. She didn’t hear them talking
and wondered if Jorja had thrown him out. When she returned, she found Jorja
alone, phone in hand.


“You didn’t?”


“You already think
I’m a monster,” Jorja said. “What difference does it make?”


“I care about
you,” Jennifer snapped. 


 “I can tell because you left me,” Jorja
replied tonelessly. “So, be careful what you say right now.” 


Jennifer shook her
head. “I don’t want you on forced terms.”


“I don’t think you
much have a choice,” Jorja told her. “Not right now. Let’s get going.”


****


During the day,
Jennifer kept waiting for the police to show up, and was ready to breathe a
sigh of relief until she realized no one knew where she was working except
Arica.


Jorja was ready to
leave at five when Jennifer reached her office. 


“You look ready to
jump out of your skin,” Jorja said conversationally as she packed her bag.


“I sort of am.”


“Relax.”


A knock at Jorja’s
office door forestalled Jennifer’s reply.


“Come in,” Jorja
called. 


The door opened
and a female with a cool expression and wary stare stepped in ahead of a man
with a slightly rounded middle. 


“Detective Grant
and Eames,” she said and motioned to her partner. “We’re looking for Jennifer
Dandridge. The guard said she might be here.”


“Detectives,”
Jorja said.


“You’re Jennifer?”
Eames asked and his gaze went from Jorja to Jennifer.


“I am,” Jennifer
said pointing to her chest. 


“What’s this
about?” Jorja asked. 


“About a dead
man,” Grant said coldly. “Theron Simms.”


“I saw that on the
news this morning,” Jorja said nonchalantly.


Jennifer
unconsciously moved to Jorja’s desk as she watched the two detectives. 


“A couple of
witnesses say they saw you with him, Jennifer,” Grant said. 


“I wasn’t with
him,” Jennifer muttered. “I was at the bar having a drink and waiting for
someone.”


“What’s his name?”


“She was waiting
for me,” Jorja said smoothly. “We hooked up in the parking lot. I was running
late. Then Jennifer headed home while I stopped to grab dinner for us.”


“One of our
witnesses said he saw you on the ground where Simms’s body was,” Grant
commented, her gaze shrewd. 


“Jennifer dropped
her keys when she took a swing at me for being an ass,” Jorja said. “Jennifer
was tired, I was tired.”


“He didn’t mention
hearing an argument,” Eames retorted. 


“Probably because
it was over by the time he got outside.”


“And you two
didn’t hear anything? A struggle? Simms was gutted and it looked like he at
least tried to fight back.”


“I was more
focused on not getting my face slapped, detectives,” Jorja said. 


“And where did you
stop for food?” Grant asked. 


“I didn’t. I
forgot my wallet at the office, so I just went to Jennifer’s. And she was even
more pissed off,” Jorja said throwing Jennifer a look.


On the verge of
blurting everything out, Jennifer moved closer to her and Jorja slipped an arm
around her waist. Jennifer soaked in that warmth, needing Jorja’s strength. 


 “Anyone else see you at the bar?” Eames asked.


“I didn’t go
inside, Detective, and I’d never been there before,” Jorja told them. “We’d
decided to try a new place since the old one was getting a little stale.”


“Just like that?”


“Just like that,”
Jorja said airily. “Now, if you’ll excuse us, I’m starving and I’d like to get
home.”


“How’d you know I
worked here?” Jennifer asked.


“The bartender
said you mentioned it last night,” Eames answered tightly. 


“Oh.” She might
have. She didn’t remember.


Jorja grabbed her
bag. “Let’s go, Jennifer.”


Jennifer headed
for the door with the detectives on their heels. By the time they climbed into
the Vette, Jennifer was a wreck, hands trembling. 


“They’re going to
find out,” Jennifer said shakily.


“They won’t,”
Jorja assured her. “They’ll always suspect, but never be able to prove
anything.”


Jennifer tugged
her seatbelt in place. “They’re watching us.”


“Yes, they are,”
Jorja said with a smile. “Stop freaking out. The DA won’t make any moves on
this.”


As Jorja drove, Jennifer
tried to put the police out of her mind, but was afraid Jorja was wrong. 










Chapter Thirty-Six


 


The rest of the
week was almost a blur for Jennifer. She was on edge most of the time, and had
been questioned twice more by the police and her apartment had been searched.
She hadn’t known about the black out in the building the night of the murder or
what had happened to the bloody clothes she’d been wearing. 


Maybe Jorja had
hypnotized her or something again while she did whatever she’d done to hide the
crime. But she didn’t care because in this case what she didn’t know couldn’t
hurt her.


 “Nothing is going to turn up,” Jorja assured
her Saturday evening as they pulled into the parking lot of a bar Jennifer had
never been to.


“Grant is really
determined to find something.”


“She knew Theron,
apparently,” Jorja told her. “So I’m not surprised, and I feel for her losing
someone she cared about. However, her grief has no effect on me. On the other
hand, her hunger for vengeance might get her fired if she keeps going this
way.”


“You can get her
fired?” Jennifer quizzed as she released her seatbelt.


Jorja chuckled and
the glee in her eyes tightened Jennifer’s stomach.


“Jorja, don’t do
whatever it is you’re thinking about.” Jennifer reached over to put her hand on
Jorja’s thigh.


“If she doesn’t
back off, I won’t have a choice, and baby you’re going to have to come to terms
with the fact that blood was spilled and may be again.”


“Simms knows you
set his store on fire?” Jennifer asked.


“He might suspect,
but it seems he’s not willing to destroy Diamond’s buildings, which means he
wants to keep things in tact so he can take over and rub our faces in it.”


“Has he made any
moves to take over?”


“He’s probably
trying to figure out the best course of action before acting,” Jorja said. “He
took time to plan stealing my designs because he wants our business. So, in the
end, this could get nasty.”


“What about your
family?”


“They’ll be protected.”


“You joined the
mob?” she looked at Jorja then, breath held.


Jorja met her
gaze. “I can afford to pay for the protection I need right now,” she said. 


“But?”


“But you need to
decide what you’re going to do, Jennifer,” Jorja told her. “I’m a monster. That
isn’t going to change. I will pay for or carry out acts of violence against
Simms and his allies if they fuck with my family. If you can’t deal, you need
to get out of town as soon as you’re cleared.”


She closed her
eyes and drew in a slow breath and released it. Images of Theron’s murder
flashed in her mind. The horror swelled in her stomach and rose up to burn her
throat. 


“I’m not going to
force you into anything you can’t live with, Jena,” she said softly. “I care
about you too much.”


“Enough to ask me
to stay?” she asked.


“I’d ask, but you
can’t live with a monster. And I don’t want you to fear me when you could own
me if you just made the right moves.”  


Own? That was probably as close to an
admission of having feelings for her that she was going to get from Jorja right
now. Jennifer didn’t blame her. Their lives were in turmoil and mostly because
she hadn’t just gone to Jorja, just seen her at the office. That would have
calmed the hound and she wouldn’t have killed. 


But she might be
dead.


“If he’d killed me
that night, what would you have done?” Jennifer asked.


“Gone hunting.”


Jennifer let out a
shuddering breath, the hound surging to the fore. She raked her nails over
Jorja’s hand and Jorja moaned, the sound more like a purr. Jennifer caught her
breath and creamed her panties. 


“I’ve never heard
you do that before,” she murmured. 


Jorja caressed her
cheek. “You seem to have the most sensual effect on me.”  


Jennifer snorted
uneasily, even as Jorja leaned over and kissed the side of her neck. 


“Don’t be so
afraid of what you are, Jena,” Jorja whispered. “You turn me on.”


Jennifer nuzzled
her throat, the animal in her feeling a tug that no longer scared her, though
she was cautious. 


She accepted that
what she had with Jorja wasn’t going to be allowed to just fade away. Claiming
her mate was necessary if she didn’t want to become a savage, a killer like the
one who’d easily killed Theron. 


The darkness of
the goblin was a stabilizing force to the hound’s wild destruction. Her mother
hadn’t brought calm to her father. Her fear had only incited the ferocity of
his animal as the fear in Theron had incited hers.  


Jennifer pushed
her fingers into Jorja’s fine hair and Jorja moaned. Desire swept over her as
Jorja kissed her neck. 


The control of her
beast lay in the passion and hunger she felt for Jorja, something that had died
between her parents if it had ever really existed.


“Careful,” Jorja
warned breathlessly. “I might take you here if you push me too hard.”


“Are you wearing
the dick?”


“Just for you,”
Jorja murmured. 


“I want it inside
me,” Jennifer said and climbed over the seat onto Jorja’s lap.


Jorja chuckled and
pushed her seatback as far as it would go and Jennifer was glad she wouldn’t be
jammed against the steering wheel. She glided her hands up Jorja’s chest,
palming her breasts and Jorja’s gaze heated.


“Take it out,
Jena,” Jorja ordered. “I want you now.”


Jennifer worked
Jorja’s belt open as Jorja kissed her hard, their tongues dueling and sucking.
Fire bloomed in her belly and spread fast. 


She tugged the
button of Jorja’s pants open and dragged the zipper down before reaching inside
to stroke the cock. 


“Are you wet
enough, baby or do you need me to get you hotter?” Jorja asked, slipping her
hands under Jennifer’s skirt to caress her ass.


“Oh, I’m so
ready,” Jennifer purred. 


Sliding her hands over
the firm globes, Jorja lifted her slightly and Jennifer guided the dildo to the
entrance of her body and sank down on it. She shivered, closing her eyes. 


“I’ve missed you,”
she said in a breathy voice. “Jorja. I want you—us back.”


“Be sure, darlin,”
Jorja said and thrust up just enough to fully seat the cock in Jennifer’s tight
clench. 


Jennifer gasped,
nails elongating and eager to scratch. She moaned. The sensation of energy
being pulled from her subtle. Still, it caused her clit to throb and her juices
to ease from her.


“I’m sure,” she
said. She was sure she didn’t want to give this up. Sure, she didn’t want to
wake up without Jorja on the other side of the bed another morning. “I need
you.”


“Show me,” Jorja
urged and Jennifer lifted and lowered herself on the cock.


The feel of it
sliding in and out of her causing the fire of desire to spread rapidly.


“Only you can love
me just right,” Jorja told her.


Jennifer rotated
her hips and braced her hands on the back of the seat. “Like that?”


“Give me more,”
Jorja urged and gripped her hips. She thrust up meeting Jennifer stroke for
stroke. 


It was so good,
the pleasure tore through her setting something inside her free.


Jorja scraped her
nails along Jennifer’s thighs and she whimpered. The bite of pain was a sensual
morsel that drove Jennifer to pick up the pace, ride harder and faster. The
ecstasy of her lover’s touch engulfed her and tore down the barriers around her
heart. 


“Fuck, yes,” Jorja
cried.


“Oh, god, Jorja!”
Jennifer screamed as she came, her body bowing and Jorja holding her tight as
she arched against her. 


Jennifer closed
her eyes as Jorja fed from her, partaking of the energy Jennifer couldn’t
contain, and she came again. 


“Fuck, Jena. I’m
so whipped. I love you, baby.”


“Mmm,” Jennifer
held her, eyes closed, hoping Jorja meant it. “I’m falling for you, too.” 


****


“It’s about damn
time you two made it,” Carleigh muttered and signaled the waiter. “Shots?”


“White wine for
Jena,” Jorja said. 


“Sissy,” Leigh
grumbled.


“I don’t blame
you,” Kinsey said, giving Jennifer a wink but turning her gaze back to Jorja.
“I don’t want a woman who can drink me under the table either.”


“I don’t think
you’re going to have to worry about that,” Leigh muttered. 


“It could happen,”
Jorja said. “But what’s the fun in that. That’s what you have us for.”


“That’s what I’m
talking about,” Kinsey said. “Jorja, I need to talk to you a minute.”


Jorja kissed
Jennifer’s temple and got up from the table and Jennifer frowned, hoping they
weren’t going to plan the cop’s death.


****


“Did you find that
third witness?” Jorja asked when they’d stepped into the bathroom and made sure
it was empty. She’d suspected there might be another witness when the
detectives came to search Jennifer’s apartment looking for a weapon or fake
nails and nail paraphernalia. 


“I found her. It
wasn’t that easy either, but after a brief conversation with her last night,
she’s going to the cops. The stuff they’re saying on the news about how Theron
and his councilman cousin are fantastic candidates for sainthood because of all
their philanthropic deeds has convinced her that she needs to step forward.” 


“Fuck. Can she be
bought?” Jorja asked. 


“I don’t know. She
has the entire thing on her phone. My man can seduce her and get the phone. See
if it’s worth sweating.”


“It’s a risk,” Jorja
said and flattened her lips. She had no compunction about killing to keep what
was hers safe, but she didn’t really want to put a hit on a woman.


“No matter what
she has, she was close enough to see your woman’s face,” Kinsey told her. “In a
court of law, her testimony gets your girl the needle, and they start looking
at her for the murder of the other witnesses.”


Jorja wiped a hand
through her hair and cursed.


“Want my opinion?”


“Tell me.”


“I take her out,
and make a clean break of it,” Kinsey said. “Then, I set the cop up, make it
look like she’s pushing this because the guy’s a buddy of hers.”


“What have you got
on her?”


“Nothing. She’s
clean as fallen snow, but an excessive force charge on a drunken idiot in a bar
will make her ass back off. Or I’ll set her up with a prostitute—slip her a mickey
and get a working girl to lay down with her.”


“Too dicey.” She
shook her head. “Slip her a mickey and put her in bed with the dead witness.
Make it look like the witness was a phony because the guy was her pal.”


Kinsey laughed.
“You are so fucking scary.”


“Get the partner
drunk and put him on the streets with drugs. It might ruin his career, but so
what? He’s pushing even harder than she is, and Jena told him the guy tried to
rape her.”


“He thought a
little dick from a straight guy was just what she needed, right? Boys being
boys, no harm no foul?” Kinsey demanded in a hard tone. 


“More or less.”


“I’ll make it
happen,” Kinsey told her. “Oh, Locane’s people have been doing an excellent job
of looking after your grandfather. But the piss-ant isn’t going to back down
with his son dead. He wants revenge.”


“I’ll take care of
him tonight. You got the time for a little party?”


“Why not let Locane
handle it?”


“I have to do
this,” Jorja said. “He wants my family.”


Kinsey shrugged. “Going
after him will be a declaration of war to the rest of his clan unless you’re
figuring on hiding it.”


“I know.”


“My aunt would be
glad to have you on board.”


“Set up a
meeting,” Jorja said. “What about tonight? Are you down?”


“I’ll drive.”


****


 Jennifer turned, sensing their return, feeling
Jorja’s dark energy. It was high and thrumming with a staccato beat unlike when
she’d left. It was amazing that now that she’d decided to open herself to the
hound, her emotional radar was strong, especially where the woman she cared
about was concerned. 


Jennifer leaned
into her, sad that Jorja had been put in a situation to kill to protect her.
She feared it might push her deeper into darkness, but she knew she had no idea
what Jorja had already done in her life to achieve her ambitions. 


“Dance with me,”
Jennifer said. 


Jorja tossed back her
shot and got to her feet to lead her to the crowded dance floor where Jorja
took her in her arms.


Jennifer closed
her eyes as they swayed to the music, losing herself in the strength of her
woman. 


Was she claiming
her now? 


Loving Jorja could
destroy them both, but it was a risk she was willing to take.










Chapter Thirty-Seven


 


The drive home was
quiet as the darkness zoomed past outside. The heat was on warming her. Instead
of being tense or too hot because of what she was thinking, Jennifer found
herself barely on edge.


“What did you two
talk about?”


“Nothing much,”
Jorja told her. 


“What are you
going to do to the cop?”


“Make her back
off,” Jorja told her.


“Promise you won’t
order anymore deaths. Enough blood’s been spilled.”


“We talked about
this, Jena,” she said softly. “It’s going to happen and you have to deal with
that or we won’t work.” 


Jennifer reached
across the seat and squeezed Jorja’s thigh. “I just don’t want you to get lost
in the darkness.”


Jorja covered her
hand. “I don’t need to be saved, Jena,” she murmured. “I do have a conscience.”


“Now, I’m part of
it,” she said as Jorja pulled into her driveway.


She threw Jennifer
a glance. “Are you sure? I won’t let you just waltz out of my world this time.”


“There’s no place
else I fit in. Just talk to me about things,” Jennifer said. 


Jorja cursed as
the garage door rolled up. 


“What is it?”


“Police pulling in
behind us,” she said. “No matter what, don’t say a word. I promise you, I’ll
make this go away.”


Saying nothing
proved difficult, but Jennifer held her tongue as she was arrested five minutes
later.


“What are you
arresting her for?” Jorja demanded.


“Murder. Three of
them,” Eames said. “But don’t worry, there’s plenty to go around in this case.”


“We’ll be back for
you,” Grant said giving Jorja a shove back. “You’re both going down for this.”


“M—”


“Shut up,
Jennifer,” Jorja ordered. “They’ll probably hold you all weekend, but my lawyer
will be there by the time you get there.”


“Jorja!”


“I meant what I
said,” Jorja said patiently as their gazes held. “Nothing will happen to you.”


“You can’t protect
her,” Grant said. “We’ve got another witness who saw everything.”


“Oh, my god!”
Jennifer exclaimed.


“Jennifer, baby.
Trust me.”


Jennifer nodded,
closing her eyes as she was jerked toward a waiting cruiser and shoved inside.
Her head banged the roof on the way in.


“Maybe that will
knock some sense into you,” Eames said. “She can’t save you. Only you can save
you.”


Jennifer’s nails
elongated, but she bit her lip, keeping the hound leashed. She grasped on to
Jorja’s promise to protect her.  


True to Jorja’s
word, the lawyer was there when they arrived. She was able to talk to him, but
she was held all weekend. The hound was going crazy inside her. Jennifer paced,
was unable to sleep, and scratched her palms to hold back the howls that
threatened to tear from her chest.


****


Teak was still
fuming after slamming down the phone. With the loss of some of his resources,
tracking down McMasters was proving a difficult task and Mike had been sent out
of town to another store.


All of his
carefully laid plans were coming undone, he thought, standing beneath the
starlight Friday night. However, Bearenstien had promised to aid him in
destroying the McMasters’ empire for only a small percentage. 


They were meeting
in two days to discuss their plans for securing the business and executing
Jorja’s grandparents and all the males of her family who might step in to fight
their takeover. That was all that was keeping him together right now. 


“Dad?” Tonya asked
from behind him.


“You should be
sleeping, it’s almost one,” he said quietly, barely restraining his rage with
the situation. 


 “What are we going to do?” Tonya asked. 


“I’m still going
to get them,” he said angrily. 


“Amoon told me
you’d allied with the bears. Is that true?”


“Yes.” He nodded. 


“I’ll go to New
York then,” Tonya told him. “Mike’s pretty lonely up there. With me inciting
him to work against them from the inside it will make things a little easier.”


“You’ve been in
contact with him?” He faced her, her eyes red rimmed. She still cried a lot,
but he was glad she wasn’t sinking into despair. 


“Yes. He wants to
get Jorja sent to the West Coast store, and he thinks his grandmother might be
able to convince his grandfather.”


“Where are they?”


“Palm Springs,”
she said with a smile.


He grinned. “I’ll
send someone to take care of them right away.”


“Just make sure
you take care of yourself until I get back,” Tonya said and came to give him a
kiss on the cheek. “I love you, Dad.”


“And I love you,
princess.” She smiled but it faded quickly.  


“What is it?” he
asked. The shadow that flitted across the yard caught his attention, and he
whipped around following it. “Get inside.”


“Too late for
that.”


Tonya let out a
scream, startled by the woman in front of the patio door. 


“It is.” 


The low voice sent
chills up his spine and Teak turned slowly to face Jorja. His cousins were both
home, so they’d be calling the police before coming down to give them the
advantage.


“Jorja,” he
drawled. “Come to pay your respects?”


“In a matter of
speaking,” she said. “I didn’t know our families knew each other.”


“Your great
grandmother reduced my family to nothing,” he snarled. “But that’s the past.”


“I would say so,
considering your grandmother wasn’t capable of bouncing back,” Jorja said. “She
was weak. That wasn’t my family’s fault.”


“What do you
want?” he demanded and glanced to the dark windows of the second floor. Where
were his cousins?


“Going after Jena
was a bad idea,” Jorja said and to his surprise she lifted a gun. 


“Sh—” The sound
was deafening. The pain was brief and he was on the ground, life fading faster
than he could think. 


****


“I’m glad you
decided to take my advice,” Kinsey said. “Fucking with these assholes would
have been a mistake.”


“We can’t afford
to risk them using their water on us,” Jorja said. “Another time, I’d have
relished the fight, but with the cousin being a councilman, it has to be done
this way.”


“Exactly. They’ll
think it was a human execution, but the fact he’s not home means he’ll be
raising the clan against you along with the bears.” 


“Let the games
begin,” Jorja said and strode across the yard, retracing their steps to the
privacy fence that hid them in their dark clothes from the neighbors’ view.


 










Chapter Thirty-Eight


 


By the time she
was bailed out on Monday morning, Jennifer was glad to shower and get into some
fresh clothes, but the sound of Jorja’s grandparents in the living area of
Jorja’s apartment only put her on edge.


“They’re just
fishing, Granddad,” Jorja was saying.


“And what about
you?” Michael asked. “They think you’re covering it up for her.”


“Granddad,” she
said with a laugh. “They’re just doing their jobs.”


“Are they?” Sadie
asked.


“Yes, Grandma.
There is nothing to find.”


“Because nothing
happened?” Michael asked carefully, but Jennifer heard an unspoken question in
his voice.


“The guy was
killed,” Jorja said. “We were in the lot, but whoever killed him kept it pretty
quiet.”


“The police showed
us pictures of the murders. The man who was killed and two witnesses,” Sadie
said.


“That was very
thoughtless of them,” Jorja said coolly. “Gruesome sight, but I only lied about
one thing.” 


“What is that?”
Michael asked.


“Jena and I did
hear something, but by the time we got there, the guy was dying. Jena freaked
out and dropped her car keys because she knew the guy. I told the detectives
this, but it only seemed to inflame them.”


“Because you
lied,” Sadie snapped.


“So?”


“Your conscience is
questionable at times, Jorja,” Sadie muttered. “But if that’s it, then, fine.
She can keep her job.”


“That is it,”
Jorja said calmly. 


“Good, then,”
Michael spoke up. “Did you hear about what happened to the Simms?”


“I heard,” Jorja
said. “Serves them right.”


“Jorja!” Sadie
exclaimed. “Michael talk to her.” 


He sighed and
Jennifer had to smile. Jorja didn’t sound psychopathic or even sociopathic. She
sounded unconcerned and annoyed. However, Jennifer had wondered if Jorja had
ordered the hit on Simms, his daughter, and the two cousins who’d been home
Friday night. 


“Grandad, can you
handle things today? I think Jennifer needs a day off after the weekend she’s
had. So, we’re not coming in.”


“Jorja, if you’re telling
us the truth, we’ll let the matter drop here and now,” Michael said. “We’ll
support you and Jennifer, as long as she’s still in your life, but if there is
something, we need to know, tell us. We don’t need any surprises.”


“There won’t be
any surprises,” Jorja said. “And Jena is part of my life. I love her,
Granddad.”


Jennifer’s heart
swelled and her hound huffed softly in happiness. 


“Then, you have
our full support,” Michael said. “And our congratulations. I expect an
announcement soon.”


“Thank you,” Jorja
said softly. “Jennifer appreciates it as much as I do.”


“I’m sure. She
doesn’t seem like a killer to me, anyway,” Michael said and Jennifer heard the
certainty in his voice. “We’ll see you two tomorrow.”


“Okay. Love you
both,” Jorja said.


“We love you,
too,” Michael replied. 


Jennifer listened
to what sounded like an exchange of kisses and then the door opening and
closing.


Jorja came to
stand in the door of the bedroom. “Are you okay?”


Jennifer nodded.
“They really love you,” she said wrapping her arms around herself. 


“They do, and now
they’re extending their care to you,” Jorja told her as she went to her. “Their
loyalty will be as steadfast to you as it is to me.” Jorja cupped her cheek.
“That announcement he mentioned was an engagement by the way.”


“No doubt,”
Jennifer said. “I still think he’s testing you.”


“Probably,” Jorja answered,
the ringing of her cell phone tugged her away from Jennifer. “This won’t take a
minute.” She grabbed her phone. “What’s up? Are you serious?” She laughed. “Hot
damn…Yeah. I can’t wait for the movie.” She chuckled devilishly. “Later, baby.”


“Jorja?” Jennifer
asked propping her hands on her hips. 


“The detectives
who arrested you are themselves facing charges this morning,” she said with a
smirk. “I think this case is going to fade away like last night’s sunset pretty
soon.”


Jennifer groaned.
“They could be fired. What did you do?”


“What I had to.
Eames was out of line in how he handled you. He’s got to feel the heat, but
he’ll probably save his sorry ass. Don’t worry. He won’t get jail time. I’m
sure he’s a good cop when he’s not being a dick.”


“Jorja, did you
put a hit on Teak’s family? I heard about it at the jail when I was released.”


“No. I took care
of it myself,” she said. “And his cousins or someone in the clan is no doubt
planning how to deal with me.”


“They’ll come
after you?”


“I expect a
reprisal of some kind.” She put her hands in her pockets and her expression
closed. 


“You won’t be able
to pay for protection forever.”


“I’m already
planning a permanent staff to handle that.”


“You joined the
fairy mob,” Jennifer said. 


“Saturday night,”
Jorja told her. 


Jennifer sighed. “I
love you, but you’ve got to talk to me Jorja. I need to know what’s going on,
so I won’t be blindsided.”


Jorja went to her,
her beautiful eyes dark and luminous. “I ask the same of you,” Jorja said
quietly. “Don’t betray me, Jena. You have my love, my heart.”


Jennifer nodded.
“I’ll never betray you,” she whispered. What would be the use in it? Jorja
would kill her, and she was as sure of that as she was that Jorja would love
her deeply if she was strong enough to walk by her side, her fears be damned.










Epilogue


 


Two months later,
Jorja swallowed the champagne after her grandfather’s toast and her gaze met
Kinsey’s across the room in the country club’s ballroom. She kissed Jennifer’s
ear.


“I’ll be right
back,” she said.


“Don’t cook up any
plots with Kinsey,” Jennifer said in a warning tone. “That woman—goblin—is a
bad influence on you.”


Jorja chuckled. She’d
been corrupted long before she’d met Kinsey. 


“What’s up?” she
asked and headed for the balcony doors. She didn’t want to have to risk anyone
overhearing their conversation. Goblins had good hearing, but she had a feeling
Kinsey wasn’t going to just congratulate her on a mate well chosen. 


“Did you hear?”
Kinsey asked when they were outside on the stone porch and striding down the
steps to the empty porch below. “About Eames?”


 “He was fired, but Grant’s been cleared.”


“Well, can’t win
‘em all,” Jorja said with a hint of regret. “I promised her I’d make this go
away, and it is.”


“Yeah. They’re putting
the case on the back burner for lack of leads, witnesses, or evidence,” Kinsey
said. “And the Simms’s murders are as well. Dead men tell no tales.”


“Never,” Jorja
agreed. “What about the Watertight Clan?” In the wake of Teak’s death, his clan
had taken the bold step to join the fairy mafia. 


“They’ve been
quiet, but sources say they plan to move against you soon. My aunt is ready for
the fight. She’s glad to have you join the family. She said she thought you’d
make a good second.”


Jorja took a sip
of her drink. “How do you feel about that?”


“I don’t want to
lead, Jorj,” she admitted. “I will, but I’d rather be the right-hand, head of
your personal security.”


“Your aunt’s
idea?”


“She has her own,”
she said. “And yeah.”


“To keep an eye on
me in case I get any ideas of ousting her?”


“She did mention
that.” Kinsey shrugged. 


“I’ll accept the
offer,” she said. “My uncle is sending down two cousins to handle Jena’s
security though. He’ll take control of her should anything happen to me. She’ll
belong to them the moment I put the Redbone symbol on her finger.”


“Understood,”
Kinsey said. “But just so you know, I’ll always have her back and yours.”


She nodded. “I
know and that goes both ways.”


“Jorja?”


“She’s afraid
you’re corrupting me,” Jorja said with a grin and looked up to see Jennifer
coming down the stairs.


Kinsey grunted. “If
only she knew,” she said with a grin. “Congratulations. She seems worthy of
you.” Kinsey lifted her glass in a toast and strolled away.


And Jorja hoped
keeping her precious love safe didn’t demand the ultimate price of her or
Jennifer.


“No conspiracies?”
Jennifer asked. 


“No.” Jorja said
taking Jennifer in her arms. “Just congratulations.” She’d never thought when
she’d dreamed of taking Jennifer to bed she’d fall in love with her. 


“I love you,
Jorja,” she said and kissed the corner of Jorja’s mouth. 


“I love you, too,
and I always will.” Jorja kissed Jennifer and took her hand, leading her toward
the garden. 


“Never lie to me
about what you’re doing, and I’ll never turn away from you,” Jennifer told her
and looked down at the engagement ring Jorja had given her. 


Jorja had designed
it herself. The setting held a diamond and a sapphire in what looked like an
embrace and was a promise of forever. 


“I accept every
part of you, darkness and all,” Jennifer said. 


It was a good
thing the darkness wasn’t going to be a problem, because Jorja was what she
was, and she would either kill again or order someone else’s death.
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Chapter One


 


The elevator was
nearly empty tonight as Isa Mann rode it to the ground floor. Eyes focused on
the door, which in her mind, was suddenly the wooden wall of a large barn. She
turned her head and it was like panning from the wall to the middle of the room
where the woman she’d just met stood.


The blood sprayed
with each gnash of sharp canines, and the woman’s eyes gleamed with horror as
she struggled to get free. She lay on her back in a ripped dress, legs spread
wide, as he drove into her. Her face, bruised, scarred, and swollen was
contorted in pain.


Then she did get
free, and the three men laughed and jeered as she ran for the door on legs
spattered with blood and marred by scratches and bites. But hard on her heels
was the man who’d been waiting for his turn. 


Isa’s heart beat
sluggishly as she closed her eyes to escape the last moments of a girl’s life
that still haunted her dreams. But there they were inside her mind in vivid
detail. Her hands shook, her skin turned cold, flesh pimpling.


The bell dinged and
she gasped, the sound catapulting her back to reality. The car emptied out, and
Isa punched the disc as silent tears slid down her cheeks to burn her skin. 


She’d been a
coward. She’d gone there to prove what she’d found was a lie, but all she’d
found was truth in shades of red, black, and blue.


She pressed her
fingers to her lips and bit back a sob as the car jerked and continued its
downward glide.


Isa swallowed convulsively
as she quickly wiped at the tears feeling as dirty now as she had every morning
for the last two weeks when she woke. None of the men had scented her in the
barn that night thanks to the fact she’d bathed with a man’s soap and donned a
shirt belonging to one of the men from the party.


The elevator
stopped, the bell signaling she’d reached the first floor. Isa climbed off and
strode out into the evening. She’d just come off a twelve-hour shift at the small
hospital in Mystic where she worked. 


As she hurried over
the smooth pavement through the deserted lot, she glanced around, the tattoo of
her rubber-soled shoes heavy on the concrete. Isa knew someone was watching her
and had been since she’d returned from Hartsland. 


She’d witnessed three
murders and one of them had been someone she’d known well. The others had been strangers,
but every detail of that night was burned into her mind, leaving her trapped in
a cage she’d never escape from until she did something. 


But what? 


You didn’t betray
pack. 


Her phone’s loud
ring made her jump, nerves already frayed. 


Isa stopped to
open her shoulder bag and dig the phone out. “Hello?” she asked tentatively. 


“We really need to
talk, Isa. You’ve been avoiding me since you returned from Hartsland.”


The voice in her
ear was dark and dangerous and that of a man she’d once thought could do no
wrong. He’d been the epitome of strength and goodness whose reputation should
never be marred, but her whole view of him had shattered with a single picture.



“I don’t really
think we have anything to say to each other, Jerry,” she murmured, hand shaking
on the sleek device. “Anyway, I have plans tonight.”


“With her? I know
what you do with her,” he said.


Isa closed her
eyes briefly as the words scraped over her roughly. “It’s none of your business,”
Isa said coldly.  


“Do you think your
mother would be proud of you when she learns you’ve been sneaking off to that
club and playing whore for one of those women? Your family will be disgusted by
you.”


Isa knew that—that’s
why she’d tried so hard not to be a lesbian, not to give in to temptation. 


“Somehow, I think
that would be overshadowed by the monster that you really are,” she said
softly. “Stop calling me, or I’ll go to the police. I’m sure there are laws
against stalking.”


The silence told
her she’d gone too far, but Isa already knew her days were numbered if she
didn’t find someone to trust with the information she had soon.  


“You’ll be sorry,
Isa.”


“I already am,”
she replied, her voice quavering, and she ended the call. She was sorrier for
allowing those two girls to die while doing nothing more than filming their
deaths as she watched, legs cramped and frozen in icy fear.  


She was done
keeping his secrets as of tonight. She had a friend who wasn’t without power,
though she might not be able to help. She would be able to give her advice on
how to proceed and maybe she’d be able to protect her.


****


In the stand of
trees across the street from the hospital, he watched out of sight as she
climbed into her car. He knew where she’d go. Isa was terrified and alone. Her
best friend was still out of town, providing no one else for her to turn to. 


He looked down at
his phone to type in a message. He’d planned this down to the last detail once
he’d realized she might know, not just suspect. Isa would derail his plans if
she went to that woman at the club, and he couldn’t allow that to happen. 


His phone rang,
and he accepted the call immediately. “Yes?”


“Are you sure?”
The voice on the other end of the line asked. 


“There’s no other
choice,” Jerry said coldly. It’s time for us to make our move. Do you have the
material?”


“Yes, and it will
be handed off to him with instructions on where and how to place it, but it
won’t get her out of the way for long,” Bradley said quietly. “Even if it does,
that still leaves us with a threat.”


“Sydney won’t be
able to take over the pack—she’s no longer part of it,” Jerry said coldly.


“No, but there are
at least two other women who can take over, and there’s nothing to say that
Summerfield won’t just combine both packs to keep us from getting the lands.
This could slice us if it backfires.”


“That’s why they
call it Russian Roulette. Are you in or out?” Jerry demanded at the slight hint
of reticence in his companion’s tone. There could be no fear or hesitation on
either of their parts if they were going to drive those women out of town.


He still had plans
for their land. Just because light had been shone on part of his life three
weeks ago, didn’t mean he had to give this up. Plus, he just wanted to be free
of those damned coyotes.


“I’m in.”


“Then, let’s get
this party started.” 
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