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  About This Book


She’s half vampire, half shifter, and fully in trouble! 
Martha
Growing up between two worlds wasn’t easy, that’s why I joined the military the minute I was old enough to leave home. Being part of an elite supernatural unit was a great experience, but when I retired and joined Sapphic Security, that’s where I began to shine. My ability to blend into any situation makes me a great bodyguard, until I meet the woman who makes me want to get noticed.
Emily
No one notices the mousy nerd working in accounting, which is how I happened to overhear something I shouldn’t have. It turns out our company’s CEO is part of the mafia, and he’s mixed up in some nefarious activities. I should have ignored what I heard, instead I did some investigating and shared my findings with the police. Needless to say, my old boss isn’t too happy, that’s why he’s got a hit out on me.
The FBI arranges for me to have my own personal protection detail to keep me safe until the trial. Martha is sexy and sophisticated and also not fully human. I thought vampires and shape shifters were just fairy tales, just like love at first sight, but when I meet Martha, I realize fairy tales can actually come true. But there’s no way a strong and glamorous security agent is going to notice someone like me.  I just wish I could kiss her before I wind up dead…
“Guarding the Witness” is an instalove paranormal romantic comedy. This fun and lighthearted lesbian romance includes strong women, supernatural matchmakers, a touch of adventure, and a steamy but sweet happily ever after.
About the Sapphic Security series: They served their country as part of an elite force of supernatural soldiers. When their time in the military ends, these lesbians create Sapphic Security, providing protective and investigation services to those in need. They're fit, they're funny, and they're...vampires. And shifters too. There's only one rule: don't fall in love with the clients. Oops. They really need to change that rule, because these sexy women are finally finding love with their fated mates.
Be sure to check out a free preview of Reba Bale’s lesbian romance “The Divorcee’s First Time” at the end of this book!






  
  Dedication


For all the nerds, all the unique people, and everyone who feels unseen. 






  
  Join Reba Bale's Newsletter



Want a free book?  Join my weekly newsletter and you’ll receive a fun subscriber gift. I promise I will only email you when there are new releases, free books, or special sales you’ll want to see.  
Visit my newsletter sign-up page at https://books.rebabale.com/lesbian to join today.






  
  Prologue -- Emily


My hands shook as I waited for the files to download to the tiny flash drive I’d brought with me.  What I was doing was risky, but I knew that the cops wouldn’t believe me without proof.  I just hoped I didn’t get murdered for my trouble. 
Vincent Rossi was a respected businessman. A well-known philanthropist. A patron of the arts. And, as I’d discovered completely by accident, a local mob boss.
I glared at the computer screen, hoping that would make the files download faster.  While I waited I couldn’t help but think about how much my life had changed in the course of a week. 
I’d been working as an accountant here at Rossi Industries for a few years now, laboring in quiet obscurity in a cubicle farm, staring at spreadsheets and running various types of analysis.  Until the day I realized that something wasn’t right. My boss, a cranky old white guy named Herbert, had sent me some files to analyze, but something wasn’t right with them.
Always interested in a puzzle, I began comparing them to the files that I already had.  Files that should have matched but didn’t. That’s when I realized that Rossi Industries was keeping two separate sets of books.  With a little more digging I realized the files that I’d been sent by my boss included significantly more income than what was reported to the IRS. 
At first I thought it was a mistake, but the more I dug into it, the more I realized that it had to be on purpose. There was no disputing what the numbers were telling me: the company appeared to be involved in a myriad of illegal activities. When I brought my suspicions to my boss’s attention, he laughed it off, telling me I was being silly and to get back to work. 
I was normally a rule follower, so I’d got up to leave and go back to work as instructed, but three steps into the hallway I knew I needed to try again. Something wasn’t right here, I could feel it in my bones. I just wasn’t sure if my boss was involved in it. Pushing Herb’s office door open a bit, I stopped when I realized he was on the phone.
“Yeah, it’s Herb.  I, uh, there’s been a fuck-up. One of the girls in accounting got the wrong files.  She saw the real books, and now she’s asking questions.”
There was a long pause before he continued, “Yeah, I know the boss is going to have my ass for this…yeah, I know, I know. No, she doesn’t know about the other side of the business, she just thinks we’re cheating on taxes. Don’t worry, I can keep her quiet.”
After another long pause he added, “Of course, sir. The family is my priority too, I swear it. I’ll take care of this.”
When he hung up the phone I’d sprinted down the hallway, escaping into the ladies room as I tried to process what I heard.  I locked myself in the handicapped stall and debated my options. I’d seen enough crime shows to realize two things: my boss was involved in something illegal, and now I knew too much.
My fingers closed around the flash drive I’d shoved in my purse before heading in to speak to Herb. Some instinct had told me to keep proof of what I’d found.  The drive contained both the real and fake versions of the books, but after hearing Herb’s conversation, I suspected there was more information somewhere.  Like on my boss’s computer.  I glanced at my smart watch, wincing when I noticed how high my heart rate was.  
Everyone on this floor left at the stroke of five o’clock, which was ten minutes from now.  Did I dare wait around and see what other evidence I could get?  I had a bad feeling I wasn’t going to be working here any longer anyway.
I huddled in the ladies room until long after I was sure everyone was gone, then crept into Herb’s office. Fortunately, the door was unlocked.  Keeping the lights off, I sat in his chair and booted up his computer, then cursed under my breath as I realized it was password protected.
Strumming my fingers on the desk, I looked around for clues.  Herb’s desk was tidy, with a picture of his wife and daughter in a frame on one side of the desk, a pen cup and stapler on the other.  
I had no idea what Herb’s family’s names were, but I knew he wasn’t too bright, and he complained constantly about ‘so many damned passwords for everything’.  Would he…no, he wouldn’t be so stupid as to have his passwords written down would he?
Cautiously I lifted his keyboard, and sure enough, there was a sticky note underneath with a series of letters and numbers.  I typed them in and bingo! I was in. 
“Stupid bastard,” I muttered as I waited for the computer to boot up.
Since I didn’t know what I was looking for, I just highlighted the list of files dating back to the beginning of the year, clicking the button to copy them to the drive.   I watched the visual of the files flying from one folder to the other until it finished, then pulled the drive out of the computer, sticking it in my bra for safekeeping. 
I’d just turned the computer back off when I heard footsteps in the hallway. Shit!
I looked around, searching for a place to hide.  There was a couch in the corner of the room, and as quietly as I could, I sprinted towards it, climbing over to hide behind it.  My breath came in short pants as I waited to see if the voices were coming this way.
Two minutes later the door opened with a bang, the overhead lights coming on and making me squint.  I pulled my knees up to my chest and tried not to breathe.
“Herb, you fucked up.”  I didn’t recognize the voice, but then again, I didn’t really know anyone outside of the accounting department.  We were pretty segregated up here.
“I know, but the girl didn’t know what she was looking at.  I told her it was old records that I’d sent her by mistake and I’m sure she believed me. She’s not very smart anyway.”
None of those things were true.
“What’s her name?” the man asked.
“Emily.”  I noted that Herb didn’t even pause before giving me up.
“Emily what?” the man asked.
I could practically hear Herb thinking from here.  “Oh yeah, it’s Meyer, Emily Meyer.  She sits in the back corner of the accounting area. She’s young with brown hair and glasses. Mousy little thing, but she’s got a great rack.”
Like he had room to talk.  Herb wasn’t exactly a good looking guy himself.
“Yeah, it’s Micah,” the man who was talking to Herb said, apparently making a call.  “We got a problem we need to take care of, name of Emily Meyer.  Works here in accounting and our buddy Herb here fucked up and gave her the wrong information.  Uh huh. Uh huh.  Yeah, just find her tonight and eliminate the problem, got it? Yeah, I’ll take care of things here, but I’m gonna need a cleaner.”
Herb made a choking noise.  “Cleaner? Wait, please don’t--.”
I heard a weird popping noise, then his words broke off into a gurgle.  
“Stupid bastard,” Micah muttered.
Heavy footsteps crossed the room, then I heard the door close.  I sat immobile, trying to decide what to do.  
Make a run for it, dummy! my brain encouraged.
Slowly I pushed up just enough to see over the top of the couch, then clamped my hand over my mouth.  Herb was slumped in his desk chair, blood seeping from a bullet wound in his forehead.  Holy fuck, they’d killed him!
I vaulted over the couch, and after checking the hallway, ran down the stairs as fast as I could. By the time I got to the parking lot I was gasping for breath, but there was no way I wanted to end up like Herb, so I jumped in my car and flew out of the lot, trying to decide what to do next.
Should I go to the police?  What if Mr. Rossi had informants there?  I couldn’t go home.  It was clear that they were going to be looking for me.  Shit, why didn’t I just mind my own damned business?
I pressed the button on my phone.  
“Siri! What’s the location of the nearest FBI office?”






  
  Martha


I walked into the conference room and slid into a seat next to my friend Angie, smiling in greeting.  Our boss Lois was right behind me, so there was no time to chat. The wolf shifter who was in charge of our office at Sapphic Security ran a tight ship.  When I was in the military I had drill sergeants who were more easy-going than Lois. 
“Listen up people, we have a lot to get through this morning.”
Everyone at the table fell silent, waiting to see what Lois had for the Monday morning meeting.  We were a close-knit team, with several of us serving together in the military before coming to Seattle to join the company.  Sapphic Security was a leader in security services including personal protection.  
The company was founded about ten years ago by a group of lesbians who wanted to create a life for people like them when they exited the military.  By ‘like them’ I meant people who were not quite human.  Sapphic Security employed shifters, vampires, demons, and a variety of hybrids, almost all of whom were lesbian, bisexual, or trans. 
Our reputation grew quickly, and we’d expanded to six cities across the U.S.  while winning contracts with the U.S. government and other organizations that needed our services. We were one of the companies important people relied on when they needed something that required a gentle touch – or an ‘off the books’ project.
Most of the vamps in the company ended up here in the Seattle office.  I was a hybrid, but I loved it here.  My vamp side liked the lack of sunshine, and my wolf side reveled in all the woody areas outside the city where we could run.  It was the perfect place for us.
As someone who grew up never fitting in or feeling at home anywhere, this job and my found family were very important to me.
“Gunderson!” 
I resisted jumping at the alpha tone in her voice.  Deep inside me my wolf side rolled over to show her belly, recognizing Lois’s dominant nature.
“Yes?”
“I have a case for you. Personal protection.”
I sighed softly.  Personal protection was not my favorite. We guarded a lot of famous people, like Wanda’s mate, rock icon Tasha Blue.  Unfortunately, Tasha was the rare exception in that she was a decent human being, unlike most of the rich and famous assholes we guarded. I preferred to stay in the background, working investigations and providing back-up for the other bodyguards.
Lois slid a folder across the table.
“This is an assignment from the FBI. Some low-level accountant accidentally stumbled upon information that can help take down Seattle’s biggest mob boss.”
“Seattle has a mob?” I asked in surprise.  The city didn’t seem big enough for that.  Then again, I’d grown up in Chicago, and few cities seemed big enough for me.
Lois gave me a look that clearly conveyed she thought I was an idiot.  “Of course Seattle has a mob.  Christ on a cracker Gunderson, did you just fall off a turnip truck?”
I had no idea what that meant but I knew better than to ask. 
“Anyway, the woman was able to download a boatload of evidence before witnessing a murder.  The mob’s put a hit out on her, and the feds want us to keep her safe until they can get an indictment.”
My gaze snapped up from the folder.  “That could take years!”
“No, as it happens they’ve been building a case against this asshole for a while now.  They were already on track to go before a grand jury in a couple of weeks, but the woman got enough good evidence that they’re requesting a thirty day continuance while they comb through everything new. We’ll also be helping with that part of the investigation.”
“So this is a month long assignment?” I said, unable to hide the lack of enthusiasm in my voice.
“Yeah, give or take.  But I heard the FBI safe house has a nice gym, so at least you’ll be comfortable.”
I opened the folder and pulled out the pages inside, including a picture of mob boss Vincent Rossi and the witness, a woman named Emily Meyer. It was a head shot pulled from her driver’s license, the picture kind of grainy, but something about her looked familiar.  I studied the picture, trying to figure out if I’d met her







