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Prologue

 


Baker Gibbons stared up at the late
afternoon sky from the terrace of the home he’d rented for his stay
here. Prescott was a beautiful little town. He could see why his
partner of a year and a half had made his home here.

The werebat king had the perfect cover here
among these unassuming humans. They hadn’t guessed just by looking
that the fine upstanding citizen was a criminal. His smirk faded
and his bat senses had him going on instant the sound of footsteps
from within his office.

As a predatory brown bat shifter his sense
of hearing very good, but for him the sense of smell wasn’t as
acute, so it took him a moment to recognize the scent as that of
his close friend Diego.

“I’ve just come from a meeting with him,”
Diego said without preamble.

Diego had a higher tolerance for the werebat
than he did, and Baker often allowed Diego to deal with him.
However, he thought the two were getting a little too friendly. It
wouldn’t surprise him if his partner was angling to get a brown bat
on his side. After all, werebats were an inferior species sired by
brown bats. The brown was stronger, lived longer, and the venom
from his bite could turn a human into a werebat within nine
hours.

“He has a new target for us.” C

“He wants another witch?” Baker asked. He
and his partner indulged in trafficking sex slaves, but Baker’s
specialty was breeding. He matched the right supernatural with the
perfect specimen for breeding which is what had brought him here.
He’d learned two of the prized witches he’d been searching for
lived in and around the area and brought his cabal here to capture
them.

 


“Two clients have asked for Georgia,” Diego
answered, and he saw a gleam of excitement in the other man’s eyes.
“I think at least one of them knows she’s one of the gem-blooded we
came here for.” The gem-blooded carried a genetic combination that
would heal an anomaly in the brown bats’ genetics that had arisen
from a human disease. The plague had nearly wiped out the bat
shifter breeds as a whole and left the brown bats, especially the
predatory breeds, cursed. The disease had been written into the
genetic code of over ninety percent of the brown bats of that
generation and passed on to their offspring.

Less than two percent were able to conceive
normal healthy children now. When the others did manage to
impregnate a woman, the child died within hours of birth. These
witches’ DNA would change the code of the offspring allowing it to
survive and produce healthy children.

“Is everything ready from your end?” They
had both been planning the kidnapping of the gem witches. Their
genes would sell for millions. He could get out of this business in
a few years with what he’d make off two gem witches in six months,
but he wouldn’t be selling them all outright. He’d just be selling
their eggs.

“They’re ready to move whenever you say go,”
Diego replied.

“Good.” Baker gave him a half smile as he
contained his enthusiasm. “You haven’t talked to him about the
gem-blooded have you?” He had no intentions of sharing the proceeds
from those sales with his partner.

“No, I’m just going on what he said the
client relayed about his needs,” Diego answered. “I don’t think he
even believes such changes can be made or he’d be seeking the girls
himself.”

Baker gave Diego an assessing stare. He
wondered if his old friend’s allegiance was shifting. Predatory
bats tended to be more loyal to their cabal, but traitors weren’t
unheard of, especially in the nomadic cabals like his.

As long as Diego did nothing to betray him,
there would be no need to kill him or his were buddy.

“No,” Baker retorted. “We’ll stick to the
plan. We’ll capture her friend. If she’s in as good a shape as she
seems, then we’ll sale her and then we can search for the Coronado
girl.” He’d search for the girl after he killed Diego. It was clear
the time for them to part ways had come.


Chapter One

 


Cassia Sol pushed her fingers through the
strands of her hair as she leaned casually against the bar and
signaled for the bartender. While she waited for one of the two
women to join her, her copper eyes darted out to the dance floor in
search of tonight’s playmate.

Mists, a lesbian sex club owned by her
queen’s cousin, was the perfect place for a vampire shifter on the
prowl. After a month of living and working with a male client, she
needed to cleanse her emotional palate with something sweet and
hot.

Right then, her gaze locked with a pair of
teal green eyes set into a canvas of mocha skin. The stare was a
caress, a sensual come-on that made Cassia’s nipples tighten and
peak.

Sapphire stroked her hands over her breasts
giving them the barest hint of a squeeze before they continued down
to her hips. She gave them an erotic shake before turning away to
move sensually to the beat of the sultry song. Cassia’s eyes
watched the twitch of small hips and wiped a hand over her mouth as
it went dry. Her stamen began to harden as arousal pumped through
her.

The stamen was a genetic anomaly that had
arisen in the vampire bat shifter race in the late seventeen
hundreds on the heels of a plague. The human disease had wiped out
a great deal of the vampire bat species. Initially, only a few
girls had been afflicted with the anomaly. Those girls went on to
play a major part in bringing the species back from extinction. In
the process, they produced offspring that carried what was now
called the DG gene. The Double gender gene further defined their
race as a species of mystery and contradiction.

However, the DG gene only appeared in
dominant lesbian girls then and now.

Right now her stamen was taking a strong
interest in the woman that threw her another look over her shoulder
as she rolled her hips.

The way the material cupped her ass had
Cassia aching to replace it with her hands. She didn’t
discriminate. She loved women of all races, but she had a
preference for the darker skinned honeys and this one had her full
attention. There was an innocence about the teal-eyed woman that
beckoned to her, whispered a promise of hot sex.

The bat raised its head for a look at the
woman who had no idea what she might be inviting as she caressed a
hand over her neck and brushed the thick black curls over her
shoulder before giving her partner a look. The woman dancing with
her was salivating, but she wasn’t going to get lucky tonight if
Cassia had anything to say about it.

“Hey.” The bartender drew her attention from
tonight’s meal. “Good to see you,” she drawled giving Cassia a look
from beneath her lashes.

Cassia gave the sexy blonde a nod. She never
played with bartenders because they had access to her drinks. If
one tampered with her liquor, she’d kill her. Her queen wouldn’t
take kindly to an unnecessary kill, and she’d be sanctioned.

“How’s it going Mandy?”

Mandy’s gaze slid over her slowly. “Busy
night,” she answered. “But I’m never too busy for you.”

Cassia jerked her head to the dance floor.
“Who’s the cutie in the purple dress?”

The bartender frowned and turned to follow
her gaze. “I don’t know her name,” she answered tightly.

The bat scented the acrid tang of the lie.
“Do you know if she’s got a woman?” Cassia tried not to rub her
hands together in anticipation.

Mandy’s gaze chilled. “She comes in here
with someone sometimes,” Mandy answered. “But I’m not seeing
anyone.” She smiled congenially.

“Vodka straight, and don’t keep fucking with
me, girl,” Cassia told her in a hard tone. “I’m not
interested.”

Mandy held her stare for another five
seconds before lowering her gaze and pouring her a shot. She set
the glass on the bar and walked stiffly away.

Damn girl wouldn’t take the brush off easy
once Cassia was done with her. That’s why she wouldn’t touch
her.

The song ended and Sapphire came up to the
bar and climbed onto the stool next to where Cassia was sipping on
her drink. The soft scent of her jasmine perfume mingled perfectly
with the woman’s natural scent creating a deliciously musical tone
that made her hunger for her.

Sapphire gave her a quick look as if sensing
the predator eager to devour her before facing the backsplash of
the bar.

“Can I buy you a drink?” Cassia asked.

Sapphire met her gaze briefly and Cassia saw
that spark of interest before Sapphire looked away. “Thank
you.”

She signaled Mandy. “Looks like you’re
having fun tonight.”

She smiled. “I am. I needed to unwind after
a hard day. What about you?” Her teal gaze slowly slithered down
Cassia’s body taking in her T-shirt and worn, snug fitting jeans
riding low on her hips.

Cassia shrugged. “The evening’s starting to
look up. You can call me Cassia or Ma’am.” She didn’t like the
formality of “Lady” or “Mistress” when she didn’t intend to have a
woman around that long.

“Yes, Ma’am,” she answered.

“What’s your name?” Cassia asked.

“My name is Sapphire.”

“What’ll it be?” Mandy asked right then.

“Strawberry virgin,” Sapphire answered.

Mandy nodded coolly. “Another vodka for you,
Lady Cassia?”

“Not this time,” Cassia said meeting Mandy’s
gaze.

She gave her a nod before making the drink
and setting it before Sapphire. Then, she moved away to take care
of other customers.

“You want to take this to a table?” Cassia
asked.

****

Sapphire kept her gaze averted, but her
stomach was in knots. Her palms were a little damp, and her heart
was pounding fast. Her magick had suddenly come alive and was a
living breathing thing inside her. It watched the stranger with
unabashed interest and hunger.

That had to be her imagination. It had
really been a long day, as every day had been in the last two
weeks. She’d been promoted to head designer of Red Silk after the
successful fashion show and now she was in a frantic push to get
the fall collection ready. Wound tight, she was in the mood for a
good session and rough sex.

“Yes,” Sapphire said. She took a sip of her
drink as she gave Cassia a look from beneath her lashes. She liked
Cassia’s copper eyes. They held a playful light that worked well
with the confidence the woman was clothed in.

“Ready to find that table?” Cassia
drawled.

Even in that low sexy tone, her voice was
all female and it sent shivers down Sapphire’s spine and made her
breath hitch. This was the kind of woman who was secure in her
sexual prowess and knew how to use her tongue and fingers to give a
woman pleasure. However, from the bulge she’d glimpsed, she was
willing to bet Cassia was wearing a strap-on and knew how to use it
too.

Her mouth suddenly went dry, and she tingled
all over. “Yes.”

“After you.” Cassia motioned with a hand and
Sapphire drew in a breath and headed to a table at the side of the
room with two plush chairs facing each other. She started to take
one, but Cassia stopped her by sliding a hand up her arm. “Baby, I
like your moves.” Her warm breath fanned Sapphire’s neck and her
stomach tightened. “Let’s dance.”

Sapphire set the drink on the table and
Cassia gripped her hips and turned her slowly to face her. Their
faces were inches apart, and she realized just how tall Cassia was.
The top of her head barely reached her chin.

Cassia’s hands slid slowly down Sapphire’s
hips and back up in a sensual caress Sapphire felt through the soft
fabric of her dress. She met Cassia’s gaze and the heat Sapphire
saw there was a raging firestorm that took her breath away.

Cassia’s hand slipped away as a song with a
Latin beat began to play. “I think they’re playing our song.”
Cassia took her hand and led her to the dance floor.

Sapphire didn’t know many Latin dances but
some of the people around them had no problems slipping into the
sensual movements, including her partner.

Cassia put a hand on Sapphire’s hip, pulling
Sapphire to her. Cassia moved her lower body as one hand slipped to
Sapphire’s ass. Cassia released her and Sapphire tried to follow
her movements. Cassia slowed down and Sapphire was able to mimic
her steps before Cassia tugged her into her arms and dipped her in
a quick move that made Sapphire laugh.

Cassia brought her up slowly and Sapphire
felt the press of something firm against her lower belly and a
shiver went through her.

“Just move with me,” Cassia told her.

She did and her body flowed from one move to
the next swaying and grinding shamelessly. Hands slid up her back,
down to cup her ass as they guided her in a more sensual movement
that had her pussy dampening. Down the seam of her butt, Cassia
bunched a hand in the silky fabric, ground against her and kissed
the side of her neck.

Sapphire breathed roughly, her clit
throbbed. Their eyes met, and her breath stalled in her lungs.

“Let’s take this dance someplace more
private,” Cassia suggested in a tone Sapphire barely heard over the
beating of her heart.

“Okay.” Lame, but she had no idea how to
string together a wittier sentence right now. Her head was spinning
from the intoxication of the dance and Cassia.

Cassia led her out into the corridor where
near quiet reigned. They rounded a corner and Cassia stopped and
urged her against the wall in muted light. She rested one hand on
it as she moved in close, crowding Sapphire and used the other to
grip Sapphire’s hip.

“Are you sure?” Cassia asked, her eyes were
intense and watchful. “I’m going to fuck you, Sapphire not dance
with you.”

Boldly, she reached out to caress Cassia’s
bare arm. “I hoped that was the plan.”

“Why are you touching me? I haven’t given
you permission.”

She withdrew her hand despite the humor
tugging at Cassia’s lips and lowered her gaze. “I apologize for my
forwardness, Ma’am.”

“Apology accepted.” Cassia pushed away from
the wall and led her to a staircase that swept up to the second
floor. Soft recessed light provided an atmospheric glow and art
provided splashes of color in dark wood frames on the walls.

When they reached her room, Cassia unlocked
the door and pushed it open. “After you.”

Sapphire glanced around, taking in a set of
eye hooks in the wall and one in the floor. Next to them was a
shelf holding a variety of items from whips to black masks. Her
breath quickened as she imagined what awaited her. Sensual torture
that would make her body burn and teasing pleasure that would tear
screams from her. There would be no tension left in her body when
Cassia was done—she hoped.

But with a stranger this could be crazy even
risky. All she knew about Cassia was that she was clean because
everyone who played here had to submit proof of being disease
free.

What if she’d bitten off more than she could
chew?


Chapter Two

 


Cassia watched tension tighten Sapphire’s
shoulders suddenly. She curved an arm around her waist and kissed
the side of Sapphire’s neck. She wouldn’t force her, but she would
make every attempt to seduce her. She needed her in the worst
way.

“Any hard limits?” she murmured against
Sapphire’s ear and scented increased arousal but felt anticipation
in the slight shiver.

“No.”

“Safe words?”

“Red for stop and yellow for slow down.”

“Good. Let’s keep it simple.” Cassia guided
Sapphire across the room. “I want you to undress for me. I’m going
to flog you.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Cassia checked her tethers. She was going to
keep the play mild because the longer she dragged it out the more
likely she would be to drain her very willing meal.

She turned to find Sapphire pushing the
straps of her dress down to expose a violet bra with its darker
purple floral pattern ringing the tips of her breasts. Her breath
stalled, and she tore her gaze from the peek-a-boo cutouts to glide
slowly down caramel skin as it was slowly revealed.

Coming into view next was the waistband of
matching panties with a cute little red bow. The lacy tops of black
stockings filled her vision next.

“Damn, baby,” Cassia said raggedly.

****

Sapphire let the fabric pool around her feet
and bent to pick it up. Then, she turned to drape if over the arm
of the low black sofa so Cassia could fully appreciate the panties.
They were like thongs only better. They didn’t anchor in the crease
of her butt. Instead, she’d created comfortable straps not thicker
than a normal panty leg that rested below the curves of her
cheeks.

“Fuck.”

“Do you like them, Ma’am?” She stepped out
of her heels before turning to put her foot on the sofa. She
stroked her hand up her calf to her thigh and the garter. Sapphire
looked up then and met Cassia’s gaze. The copper was dark, fire
bright with very little white left. She knew that wasn’t natural,
but it was sexy as hell and it made her want to tempt whatever
Cassia was even more.

So, she undid the stocking clip and slowly
rolled the stocking down. Sapphire removed it and put her other
foot on the sofa. She played her fingers over her calf and watched
Cassia’s breathing increase. Her own pulse kicked, and she released
the hose and kicked it off.

“Little tease,” Cassia said roughly.

Sapphire looked up at Cassia from beneath
her lashes as she bit down on her bottom lip. “Shall, I move
faster?”

“Why?” Cassia demanded in a tone tight with
arousal.

She shrugged. “I want to please you,
Ma’am.”

“Then, finish undressing,” she drawled
rubbing a hand over her flat stomach.

“As you wish.” Sapphire caressed her fingers
over the side of her neck, detouring to travel over one exposed
nipple. The touch sent pleasure rippling through her taut peak, but
she didn’t stop until her fingers rested on the garter belt.

Sapphire removed it and let it drop to the
floor before stroking her hand over her hip and down between her
thighs. She was damp, and aching. The barest hint of her finger tip
over her clit made her moan.

“Get rid of the bra first,” Cassia
ordered.

Her hand drifted up over her stomach in a
feather light touch. Sapphire cupped her breasts and squeezed
lightly before unhooking the wisp of fabric and discarding it.

“Come here, little slut,” Cassia
ordered.

She would have been offended any other time,
but the muscle working at Cassia’s jaw told Sapphire she was
fighting for control. That made her smile as she lowered her head
and closed the distance between them.

“Arms up.” Cassia secured her wrists in the
metal cuffs before sliding her hand down the middle of Sapphire’s
back. The touch made her pulse race and a hand landed on her ass
before Cassia moved a short distance away.

Sapphire turned her head in time to see
Cassia grabbed a cat-o-nine-tails with black and white tails. Her
womb clenched as she waited for the first blow.

She didn’t have to wait long. The ribbons
landed on her flesh sending a slight sting through her. The second
tap was to her left cheek and ripples of hot pleasure coursed
through her from the point of contact. Her clit pulsed and more
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