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Trigger warnings
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There are sexual situations that at times, are graphic and this novel is not meant for those under the age of eighteen or whatever legal age is in your country. I have other fantasy novels that are sex free. 

Angel City is a fictional city in the northwest of America. 

I in no way condone sexual assault of any kind. If you are a victim of sexual assault either in the work place or elsewhere please contact your local authorities, medical professionals and please find someone to talk to. Sexual assault is no joke and has long term effects on your personal mental health. There are many crisis hot lines who will find you someone to talk to and legal help if necessary.

Also there are scenes of violence in this book that are not appropriate for younger readers. Like many urban fantasy novels I deal with issues that plague the real world as we know it.
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This is a work of fiction. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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This is a work of original fiction. It was written by a real person, not an AI. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The author expressly prohibits any entity from using this publication for purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text, including without limitation technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as this publication. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.
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Prologue
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“You are sure that this works on multiple species?”

Isobel Martinez pressed closer to the head of the Dragon Clan in Angel City with sensuous grace, flicking her slit tongue over his skin. “Testing in your harem shows a 95% efficacy. True humans are not affected, but so far every breed has reacted the same way, unconscious before they hit the floor and out cold for at least an hour.”

Hiro smiled, showing more teeth than most would find comfortable. “Fine, test it on tonight's guests. You may relieve them of their belongings and bring me anything interesting.”

The snake shifter wiggled against him. “Thank you, master.”

Hiro looked down, watching the red head work her way down his body. His insipid dragon bride had been too tame for his taste. This cousin knew what a true dragon needed. He let out a sigh as she flicked her tongue and then bit into his hip. The poison her kind had heightened sexual pleasure and he had all day to enjoy just how flexible she could be. 
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Chapter one
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The night sped past as Michael drove toward Takahama tower. Receiving a call from his uncle on his one night off was annoying. Bad enough that the life he had built for himself had been upended by a redhead with a vendetta, but to have to join the family business was enough to make him wish he had her in his hands. That dirty cop had destroyed his reputation as an investigative reporter for Angel City news and soldier in the service of the church. Back then he was known as Mike James. He looked different then. Then he wore either the red uniform of the Hierarchy’s searchers or a pin stripe suit when he worked for the paper. His hair had been cut to no more than an inch and while he might not have liked what he did now, he knew it needed to be done and it let him get away from his past. Before then he had just been known as Michel, the half bred son of a crime family in Tokyo. After she had trashed him, taking down her partner for a crime neither committed he had changed his name again. He was known now as Michael Doragon, the Dragon. He did many things now, things he swore he wouldn’t a decade ago, but a man can’t run from destiny.

When he received the call that someone was breaking into the penthouse in the tower, he had just been getting out of a shower. Dressed in low slung black jeans and nothing else, he answered the video call as he was pulling his much longer hair back. “What now, Jonas?”

The man on the other side of the screen swallowed. His uncle was one hell of a man. The tall body was covered in tanned skin, tattoos and rippling muscles. His boss knew his preferences, but didn’t care. When he went into the office he used at Takahama tower he was generally in black turtle necks and a suit coat over the tight jeans he preferred and when they were in the house they shared, well Jonas stayed in his lair. “Um, well looks like she is back, sir.”

Michael smiled then. “Are you telling me that the Black cat is hitting the tower during Uncle Hiro’s investor dinner? The one I was told to not attend?” He threw back his head and laughed, the light overhead catching and sending a glint off the golden earrings he wore, shaped like the Dragon that was a part of his use name.

“Yeah, boss. Someone slipped past all the guards and sensors and is working their way toward his office.”

Michael shook his head and thought about just going to bed. It had been a long string of days with little sleep, all so he could straighten out issues for Hiro before they got out of hand. He had been told to stay home but this was too good. Catching the Black Cat would be just the thing to get out from under his uncle’s thumb. Of course if he didn’t go and she managed to find the information hidden the penthouse he would find his ass on a plane back to Tokyo and he certainly didn’t want that. “Fine, I’ll be there in ten.” He switched off the call and grabbed up the dark blue suit jacket he had dumped on the couch before his shower. Not pausing to grab a shirt, he picked up his keys and took the stairs down to the parking garage.

One way or another tonight was going to be interesting. He really wanted to find out who this woman was with all the tricks of a legendary cat burglar. Better yet find out why she was hunting for something in his uncle’s businesses. Maybe she could be the ally he was looking for.

*****
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ACROSS TOWN IN TAKAHAMA tower Freya knelt down in front of a small in desk safe. She listened carefully as she spun the dial and then smiled as she heard the tell tale click. The black cat suit and full face mask covered everything but the deadly curves of a body she kept in top condition. She reached into the safe and pulled out first three long velvet boxes, which she put to the side. She knew they probably held a fortune in jewels, but that wasn’t why she was there. Next she pulled out a thumb drive. “Bingo.” She tucked it into the bag at her side and reached in again. She pulled out an old and worn ring box which she carefully set into her bag before pulling out a medium sized envelope. She slid the photos inside out letting out a low whistle. They were all blackmail material. Here were images of many of Angel City's elite in compromising positions. She shook her head and then placed them all into the bag at her side. After a moment of thought she shrugged and added the jewel boxes into the bag also. She hadn't come here for a simple burglary but windfalls were windfalls. “A girl has to eat.”

Quickly closing up the safe and wiping down any and every crevice she touched to remove any DNA or fingerprints; she turned and sprinted to the panel resting against the wall. Why the hell they had this little escape tunnel, she really didn’t care. She got what she came for and sped down the hidden passage way on silent feet. At the end of the small passage she came to a duffle bag. Here she stopped and pulled out a slinky, silver dress and a pair of matching stilettos. She peeled off the cat suit and stuffed it into the duffle bag with her goodie bag, before wiggling into the backless, mini sheath that was cut low enough in the front that anyone looking at her would be focused on her breasts and not her face. 

Pulling her hair out of the tight braid it was in; she shook it out and bit her lips to redden them. Listening at the panel, she stepped out and sauntered down the hall toward the elevators. The stilettos gave her six inches of height and a sway to her hips that insured that no man, or woman for the matter, would think of the Black cat when they saw her. She was sex in silver and when she shook her head a long strand of inky black hair slid before one eye. She dropped the duffle into a convenient cleaning cart and nodded to the woman pushing it who nodded back at her. She then entered the elevator and took it down to the party two floors down. 

When the doors opened the mask of a bored, high end call girl dropped over her face and she put extra sway into her hips, snagging a glass of champagne from a passing waiter. She thought that twenty minutes of letting the fat, rich shifters put their dirty paws on her skin before she grabbed one of them and dragged them toward a 'private' room for bit of slap and tickle would be good. She would then use a touch of magic to convince him he had the best sex of his boring life and leave this tower, none the wiser. If it wasn't for the magic her mother taught her she would have to actually put out to one of those greasy men and while she knew of women who would use their bodies to get what they wanted, she didn't quite hold herself with that much contempt. She normally didn't hit Takahama tower, but the party tonight gave her the perfect chance. She had managed to find the proof she needed to clear her name of the charges that had started her decline into crime. Once she had it she could finally get revenge on the red headed traitor who used to be her partner.

Freya Simone Katz at one time was a lieutenant in the Angel City police. Passing as a full blood human had been hard, but she was determined to make the city safer for those who didn't have power and she had done a good job of it. Right up until she took a new partner who decided that crime inside the unit was the way to go and managed to burn both Freya and an innocent man who had ended up in the cross hairs of a corruption scandal all because she finally gave him a tip off about a scandal inside the mayor’s office. When this was over she might just try to look him up and apologize to him for the loss of his job as a reporter.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter two
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Michael entered the party heading directly toward his uncle, Hiro Tsbusa. Soon enough the man would give him a reason to remove him from the clan and return the family to helping the city and not taking advantage of every debased urge males had. Hiro was so confident that the clan head had no idea what was going on that he had swallowed the story that Michael had been sent here in disgrace. 

He managed to get halfway across the room when he heard gunshots and spun; reaching for the gun he had in a holster at his lower back. It only took a moment to place the shooter and he moved toward them. Who would be stupid enough to bring guns into Takahama Tower he didn't know, but he would be having a long talk with the guards who let them inside. This was supposed to be a secure building. Pushing his way past the startled or outright scared party goers made him growl. The low rumble had people stepping away from him with frightened expressions. 

He managed to get past most of the fools when he stopped in his tracks and snarled. There, standing with one hand on her hip, was a familiar woman dressed in a red business suit. “Hello Michael.” She pulled something from a bag and tossed them into the room ahead of her. Michael got a whiff of a powerful knock out gas as he pushed past a woman in a slinky silver dress who was glaring at the bitch in red. He made it two steps before he staggered and fell to the floor, the brunette in the silver dress next to him.

Isobel Martinez strode over and let out a laugh as the gas cleared. It had been formulated so that her particular blend of Other was not affected. She smiled as she counted up those who were still conscious. Of the hundred or so here only a handful had not fallen to the gas. With a gesture, two of her gas masked men peeled off and crowded them into one of the alcoves before she knelt down to get a good look at the woman lying next to the heir of the dragon. “Oh this is just too good.” She turned to her men and pointed. “These two.” The men nodded and grabbed them up as she moved from body to body and removed watches, jewels and more importantly cell phones. “This is going to be a grand night.”

*****
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FREYA WOKE UP WITH a groan and a sore shoulder. She looked up and to see her left arm cuffed above her head, just high enough that she was on her tip toes, minus her shoes. She looked down and let out a low whistle. Cuffed to her other wrist was a prime example of a man with broad shoulders that tapered down to a slender waist and long legs. She licked her lips and shook her head. Dressed in low riding black jeans, boots and a dark blue sport coat, whoever he was he was eye candy. He had long black hair that was at the moment covering his face. The part of herself that she had been ignoring too long woke up and licked its lips with a rumbling purr.

When he started to roll over with a groan, she sighed and then nudged him with her foot. “Alright sexy, wake up, We need to get out of here.” When he opened green eyes and looked up her long legs to what little was under her dress the smile that crossed his face when he saw what was under her skirt had her kicking him and growling. “Enough gawking and get up already.”

Michael licked his lips as he followed a pair of truly delightful legs all the way up to a tiny g-string under a slinky silver dress. “Great view down here, not sure I want to stop looking. You are dressed for it after all.” She kicked him again and it was then he realized that she was hanging from one wrist. He curled up and stood, all six foot two of him and lifted her up with one arm. Her skin was silk and heat that made his body instantly hard, but now that the dregs of the gas were clearing his head his instant reaction was set to the side to scan the room around them with narrowed eyes. Instinctively he pressed her to his body as he worked out just what kind of fix they were in. 

Across from them was a glass wall and the room he could see through it seemed empty. He used his free hand to check his pockets. His keys, gun and phone had been taken. He cursed softly in Japanese but then smiled when he felt a small lump. They had missed the hidden pocket under his waistband. He slid out the lock pick and reached up to pop the lock on the cuff holding the woman to the pipe above.

She let out a gasp and rolled her shoulder when her arm dropped. Her slight weight filled his arm for a moment before he set her down on her bare feet. “Thanks,” she then held up her other hand, the one that was cuffed to his. “I think we need to shed these rings don’t you, Handsome?”

As Michael slid the lock pick in her voice finally registered. He opened the cuff, but then grabbed her around the waist before she could move away “Freya?”

Freya winced and looked up, way up, into a face she didn’t expect to ever see again. “Hey, Michael, care to let go?” She hid the reaction his voice filled her with easy enough.

“What the hell, woman, what are you wearing?” He gave her a hard look up and down and then another much slower one. “Working escort service now? Isn’t that a long fall from your last job?” A part of him hated that he thought that of this woman, one who he had respected in his past.

She managed to wiggle back enough to hall back and smack him hard across the face. “Like you care.” Her eyes focused first on the gold earring she could see in his hair and then at the tattoo that spread across his chest. Between the earring and the tat she knew who was holding her. Michael was now going by Dragon and it was a shame. He had been a good man before her old partner screwed them both. One she had hoped to learn more about then. Not, she admitted silently, that she wouldn't mind climbing the muscled body holding her.

He shrugged with a slow grin. “Well, I'm sure I can afford your services now.”

She couldn't help it, the idea of a former church knight and straight arrow reporter hiring a disgraced police officer as a call girl made her laugh. “You wouldn't know what to do with me.” She pressed against him with a sultry smile for a moment before twisting her way out of his arms and stepping across the room on her bare feet with an almost hidden grimace. The floor was cold against her soles, but that wasn't why she grimaced. The stilettos she had worn had cost her a pretty penny and had a few special secrets to them that would have helped her get out of whatever situation they were in.

“You sure about that, Freya?” He gave her a long look. “I'm not the man you betrayed after all.” His verbal dart hit her hard, like he intended.

Freya took in a swift breath, narrowing her eyes. “I did not betray you.” 

Michael knew she had been ousted from her job with the police, but he hadn't been totally sure she had not known what her partner was doing, not at the time. He had been investigating police corruption with a connection in city hall and had fallen for the lies of her partner. It was only years later when he ended up working with the family that he found out that the luscious lieutenant had been totally in the dark about the woman who had been assigned to her. He sighed, looking away from her to study the room they were in. “I know, Angel. We were both played for fools.”

For a moment Freya froze and gave him a look that came from before they became what they were today. Once they had been moving toward dating, just starting the dance that could led to secrets spilled and rumpled sheets.

“Yes, you were.” A hated voice came from the room beyond the glass. They both spun to face the red headed devil. Freya let out a hiss like an angry cat, her hands flexing in the semi darkness. “Imagine my glee when my gang and I decide to do a little shopping at the most expensive gathering in town and I find my two oldest friends passed out on the floor.”

The two in the cell stayed quiet, waiting for their common enemy to tell them her plans. Isobel had never been shy when it came to talking. She loved to spin stories out of her actions that put her in the spotlight and put the blame on someone else. The day she had managed to take down her oh so pure partner and the church knight who was pretending to be a reporter was one of the best of her storied life.

“You know Michael, your uncle told you to stay home. Why did you disobey his orders?”

Michael took a deep breath before answering. “I got a call about a break in.” He glared at her. “Though whoever it was couldn't have been you. You don't have to patience or style to do a cat burglary. You are more the gas and snag type of thief.”

Freya closed her eyes when he mentioned the robbery. She had been sure no one knew she had gotten into Hiro's office. She prayed that Babette got out of the building with the evidence. The girl was more than good friend from the days before Freya had lost her reputation, she was family. 

The redhead ignored Michael, instead turning her attention to the tiny woman who stood a few feet ahead of him. “And Freya, all dressed like a call girl. Those shoes must have cost you a mint. What with all those hidden surprises they held. Last I knew that brand didn't have real stilettos in their fuck me pumps. Have you taken to love ‘em and stab 'em since I last saw you, hun? Is the Cat not doing so well in her second career?”

Michael could feel the anger coming off the brunette. It surprised him that she held it so well in check that when she next spoke her voice was calm and level. “I do just fine, after all the Cat doesn't need a tribe of lackeys like the Snake does.” She darted a quick glance back at Michael and he could see a quiet flash of shame in her lovely eyes.

Michael gave her a level look then with a tight smile. Very softly he asked, “You're the Black Cat?”

She nodded once with a sigh before continuing to speak to Isobel. “So what were you there for tonight? While there were fat cats there, most of them are only middle management to the clan. Richer pickings would be over at the mayor's mansion. Better yet, why grab us? You could have just left us on the floor with the rest. Haven't you done enough to ruin our lives?”

Isobel shrugged, buffing her nails on the lapel of her blood red jacket. “My investing partner wanted a little excitement at his party; wanted to teach a lesson to the bloated fish that were holding out on his purposed expansion.” She walked up to the glass and tapped it with one long, red lacquered nail. “It was the reason your uncle told you to stay home, handsome. You were to be kept out of the upcoming little reorganization he has planned.”

Michael crossed his arms then. So uncle Hiro was making a play then. The guests that Michael knew about were mostly lower echelon members of the clan. Hiro had been told to host them at the clan offices and test their loyalty to the family back in Japan. If Hiro had hired Isobel then the family really needed to worry more about him than the small time manipulations of the guests.

“Well get comfortable with each other you two. While I would love to have some play time with you both. I have a lot to do; jewels to fence, data to wipe and presents to wrap, tootles.” She waved her fingers and left through the door that once sealed disappeared.
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Chapter three
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Freya cursed under her breath. If she had just walked straight out of the building she wouldn't be in this situation. Usually the whole grab a dirty old man cover worked to get her past security and back on the street, but of course that snake, Isobel had shown up. Every time something went wrong since she allowed the brass to saddle her with the woman, Isobel had her long claws in it.

As long as her former partner didn't find out about Babette things could still work out. Back when they worked together Freya had hidden her cousin. The girl was living in a safe place and there was no record of her to be found. Changing their names had been child's play for their protector. He had insured that those who took down their family couldn't find them. If he had been a part of her clan then things would have been different, but turtles were reclusive enough that most clans in Angel City had no idea there was a small clan of them living there.

The drive with the proof of innocence needed to clear both her name and Michael's was out of the building and that was all that mattered. She had made sure to tell Babette to get it to Jimmy if anything happened. As her cracker, Babette would have the information on that drive accessible before dawn if she knew her cousin. All she needed to do was leak the information on those who could bring down the whole house of cards behind her disgrace, but Babette wasn't connected to the right people to get the information out and believed. While Freya would prefer to read the data first, if she couldn't then she trusted Jimmy to do what was right. After all he helped her after she had taken the fall for Isobel's manipulations.
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