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    To all those who live lives in secret, may you find someone you can trust.

To my family who so patiently deal with me asking questions and doing weird research, you are wonderful.

Finally to my readers, as long as you keep reading I will keep writing the stories set in the Gate City.
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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.

Legal disclaimer

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 book contains themes and references to sexual slavery, racism and the effects they have on the people who both have suffered this treatment and those who love them. While I only allude to the things done if you are triggered by such things please try a different book.

There is also violence in this book and it is not meant for those of a gentle heart.
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YOU NEVER KNOW THE type of job you will end up in. I hadn't thought I would end up a barista at the Riverside Cafe, but here I was three years later making coffee for Millennials with a taste for fancy caffeine drinks and too much on their minds. I won't say the drinks were expensive because they weren't really. This place made the real money on the alcoholic drinks they served at the bar during meal times.

Now I didn't work the bar any longer. I was the daytime barista.  It meant I was there before open, making sure everything had gotten cleaned up the night before and setting up the bakery displays and of course, the coffees. 

The new owners changed a lot when they decided to make this more a daytime place. There were a lot of customers who wanted them to go back to the night time small club thing, well really they wanted both. A cafe in the daytime and an open mike club at night. 

I used to do bar tending three nights a week before the change over and I can say I like this better. The night crowd, while mostly good folks who just wanted to hear music had a small element that was not nice, especially not nice to the girls who worked the floor. 

That comes to me. Now when you look at me most see a twenty something brunette. Small, curvy with eyes I am told hold a come hither and an accent no one can really peg down. It used to be a game the nights I worked for the male patrons, and yeah a few of the female, to try and figure out where I came from. They were all convinced that I had to be an immigrant. I didn't sound native to them. Now Nashua really doesn't have an accent. At times people say that Nashuans sound like people from Boston or Maine, but that is so not true. 

I am actually a native of the city, born here and raised here, but my parents had come here back when they were young. I wasn't born at either of the hospitals so my birth certificate had to be faked. Course none of my kind would go to one of the hospitals in town.

Yeah, I might look like a human, but that is all glamour. I lived under glamour as a human and no one, not even this city's Guardian knows what I am. I like it that way. Long after mom and dad passed to the summer lands and I got my life back I moved back here, renting an apartment in one of the converted mill buildings. A studio isn't a lot of space, but then I am just me. It was what I could afford without a roommate after all.

Walking to work at six am can be interesting in a lot of ways. With all the changes in the city, I know it won't be long until I was outed. A fae living as a human and not connected to any of the courts was bound to cause a stir, but until that day happened I would continue to just live my life.

Spring was definitely here. On my walk to work most mornings I watched the little rabbit fae who made sure that the spring flowers broke through the still half frozen soil do what they could. The water fae would wave as I walked by and call out for me to stop and chat. They knew I was something; just what, well that was what the glamour was for.

I had the keys to the employee entrance of the cafe because I usually got there early. The owner, who was the baker, would set everything to rise, leave me instructions and then head back home. His wife was having a hard pregnancy and he spent as much time as he could at home. I volunteered to help and that had convinced him to go. “Looks like he got the ovens going before he left today,” I put my jacket in my locker and pulled on my apron. There were racks of cooling bagels and a long set of instructions. Looked like today was cheesecake day, which would make my favorite customer happy.

Ben was a tall, gorgeous mystery to me. He came in every morning for one of the fancy coffees and breakfast. He had first shown up here when the place was still a pub and cafe. He would sit at the bar, listening to the kids who used open mike night to polish their craft. He would make comments that were really on point about their talent. Sometimes he just came to talk to me. 

Somehow we became friends. When the new owner shut down the night time shows and converted to a daytime restaurant I expected I wouldn't be seeing him anymore. After all we only really saw each here. He never asked me on a date outside of work and while I think I would have said yes, I wasn't sure, after all my last date had turned out really bad.

From the suits he wore I knew he was some type of business man. Like me he had an accent that was hard to place. I was pretty sure he was an immigrant from the old country. By that I mean somewhere in the British Isles. With his rich voice, dreamy eyes and sense of humor I would have loved to find out more. He, like me, had some kind of glamour over him and my parents taught me it wasn't polite to try and see under the glamour people used.

I flipped the sign to open and smiled as my early morning customers came in for their hot drinks and bagels. The rush on Thursdays was enough that I was glad when Sheila showed up. I am usually good enough to stay ahead of things, but today we were extra busy.

“Hey Kit.” She slid behind the bakery displays and nodded to the cab driver who had ordered his usual black coffee and plain bagel. Yeah, we are a fancy coffee place, but we serve up the basic stuff with the same smile. Just because he liked things simple didn't mean he wasn't a good customer.

“Morning, Sheila.” He smiled at the reason he really came here. Sheila was his niece and he liked to support any business she worked at.

“Morning, uncle.” She gave him a big smile, handing over his order. “How are you this morning?”

“Oh you know, the usual. Your Aunt Karen wanted me to remind you that family dinner is at our place after church this week.”

She nodded. “Got it, I'll bring my usual.” He nodded to me and then headed out to his cab. 

“You have the nicest family.” She did. She would invite me to those family dinners at least once a week and I turned her down. I wasn't as social as people thought. I was polite to every customer and nice to my coworkers, but that was the extent of things. I preferred my off time to be alone.

She smiled and when things slowed down she waved for me to take my break. It was 10:30 and I needed a few minutes off my feet. While I liked my job, standing all day can be tiring. I slipped off my apron and stepped outside. We would be opening up the outside tables this week, but for now I had the patio to myself.

I let out a little sigh as I sat on the wall that separated the patio from the river. The air was still a bit brisk for the short sleeved blouse I wore today, but the sun on the water as it passed by was too pretty for me to care. I closed my eyes and stretched. Ray would be back in for the lunch shift and I would be leaving the front to Sheila as I helped him with the food.

“Well, what do we have here?” 

I kept my eyes closed and sighed. I had hoped that Ken had given up when I had moved to days. He had been a constant source of annoyance back when I worked nights. He would hang about the bar, hitting on me and would try to follow me home at night. It got so I had to have one of the bouncers walk me home at night to get him to stop. He had stopped for a while; after all he wasn't a morning type. Those months were some of the most relaxing I remembered, but of course he returned, even more focused on me.

“Ken, my break is almost over.” I got up and turned to walk back inside. 

“Look woman, I have been patient, but no more. You are going to come with me or I am going to turn you into ICE.”

I rolled my eyes. I was getting tired of the creeps thinking that they could threaten me into their beds with that. “I am a native, you idiot. Born and bred in Nashua, unlike you.” Ever since the former president decided to increase their powers anyone could be grabbed and detained for nothing.

He growled and was up in my face, grabbing onto my arm when he did so. When he did a part of me froze. “No way you are; you are obviously an illegal working under the counter for the old man. I bet he takes you in the back and you pay him to keep you on.”

I jerked my arm, trying to get him to let go. I hated to be touched by men. No, I hated to be grabbed like this and this was new from this guy. Ken was a royal ass, but usually he backed off easier than this. I managed to take a breath to steady myself and spoke with ice in my tone instead of fear. “You jackass, why the hell would you think that? Ray is a happily married man with a child on the way. And I am not that kind of woman.”

He tightened his grip, actually grinding his fingers to the bone. It hurt and I gasped, once more trying not to shake. “Why else keep you on to run this place after he closed up the bar?” He moved in trying to kiss me and I did something I shouldn't have. I brought my other hand up and slapped him across the face, using just a touch of force as I did so.

His head snapped back and then things got difficult. See I hit him and that meant he had the right, in his mind at least, to hit me back. “Bitch!” He curled up his fingers and hit me across the jaw hard; I swear he dragged his knuckles up my cheek as he did so. He hit me hard enough that I actually got loose from his grip.

I stumbled and would have landed on the ground if I hadn't been caught from behind and gently set back on my feet. I spun about, thinking that he had brought friends, but instead it was Ben. “Easy there, Kit.” He looked beyond me and then moved between me and Ken. “What kind of man hits a woman?”

“That bitch hit me first.” Ken wiped a trickle of blood from where I had split his lip. “That's it. Expect ICE here to pick up your skank ass.”

Ben stepped right up to him and said something I couldn't quite hear. All I knew is one minute Ken was threatening and the next he was running the other way. I let out a long breath and sank down to sit on the ground, my back to the wall. The left side of my face ached as I put my hand to my cheek. 

“Are you alright?” Ben knelt down next to me and with gentle fingers moved my hand from my face. He hissed. “We need to get you inside and put some ice on that.”

I looked up into his light colored eyes that were filled with concern and nodded. “This day started out good too.”

He let out a soft chuckle and helped me to my feet. The touch of his fingers sent a jolt through me. In the years we had been friends we had never actually touched before. See I try to not touch others; a part of me being a rare type of Earth Fae was that I knew things I really shouldn't. Like I knew now that Ben was probably hiding a pair of pointed ears behind his glamour, just like me. His touch felt electric and with his eyes, I knew he had to be a storm fae. I was surprised that his touch didn't make me quake.

Ken must have hit me harder than I thought because I swayed when he helped me up. “Easy there.” He slid an arm around me and held on till I stopped swaying. The longer he touched me the more I was sure he was a storm fae.

He leaned down to look into my eyes and shook his head. “I should have gotten here sooner.” He then walked me toward one of the tables. “Is that the same ass that used to follow you around?” I nodded and sat down in the chair. He pulled one up so that we were knee to knee. “I think you need to report him for harassment.”

I shook my head then. “I can't.”

He reached out and touched my cheek again. “Why? Because you aren't human?”

I nodded. “It would be my word against his and he is connected.” Reaction was starting to set in and I was shutting down.

He shook his head and whispered something as he brushed my cheek. I felt a stronger tingle and a wash of warmth. “Report him to Harry then.” I shook my head again, my arms wrapping around myself. I needed to find someplace to calm down. He sighed then. “You are in hiding, aren't you?”

I opened my mouth to answer him when Ray called from the doorway. “Kit! There is a customer out here who claims you attacked him.”

Ben looked up, the look on his face was a mix of anger and something I wasn't sure of. “Sir, you know Kit wouldn't do anything like that. The customer attacked her.” his voice was calm, but I felt electricity in the air.

My boss came over and winced when he saw my face. Whatever it was that Ben had done he had left the physical evidence of the attack. “Oh, honey. That is it. That son of a bitch it banned from the place, him and his whole dirty clan.” He went in and came back with an ice pack. “Here, put this on your cheek. Go home, kid. I'll deal with the jerk.”

I started to argue, but he just gave me that dad glare that he had developed and pointed to the door. “Get your coat and let Ben here take you home. I don't want to see you back here till tomorrow the earliest.”

I sighed and got up, Ben hovering nearby. “Just let me...”

“Nope, I said go home. Me and Sheila have got things handled. You do enough around here getting things set up for open. Now go relax for the rest of the day.” His voice was kind and concerned and I couldn't argue any more. 

I grabbed my jacket, wincing as I slid my arm into the sleeve. Ken's grip had probably given me a bruise on my bicep to go with the one on my face. I said goodbye to Sheila and when some of our regulars saw my face they all made concerned noses and made quiet comments about what was the city coming to that men would go around hitting such a nice girl. I looked down, embarrassed at their kind words and stepped out the front to walk home.

“My car is just around the corner.” Ben was leaning against the wall looking all sexy in the suit coat with a curl resting just above his dark brows.

I let out a sigh and smiled. “Not going to let me walk?” I had expected him to disappear. Usually we would spend a little time talking and then he would head off to whatever business he had that day. That he defended me and then stuck around sent a little surge of both surprise and hope in me.

He shook his head and lightly took my hand. “Not till I take you to get that looked at no.”

I closed my eyes and just let him take me to his car. My cover had been blown and I guess in for a penny in for a pound, besides the touch of his hand was soothing for some reason.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter two



[image: ]




Ben's car was not what I was expecting. Fae tend to avoid the older cars that were mostly made of iron. A lot of us are allergic to the metal. Not all of course. I, for one, am not. Being an earth fae, metal was something I had no trouble with. My ancestors had been a part of the automobile business from the very first one made.

The newer cars that were made of composites and aluminum were perfect for them, but Ben had of all things a 1949 Oldsmobile Rocket 88, a true classic muscle car. I looked from his suit clad sexy self to the sleek two door painted in a shimmery black. It actually made sense in a Fae way. It was a powerful piece of engineering and I knew that under that stylish suit, so would he be.

I let out a little whistle then. “You, have one fine car here.”

He smiled and opened the door for me. “Glad to see you know quality when you see it.” Oh I knew quality, but I managed not to say that. It would come out like a pick up line if I did. He was quality for sure.

I climbed inside, resting against the fine leather seats and put my head back. Whatever Ben had done was starting to wear off because my jaw was aching. I touched my cheek and hissed. Why was the punch hurting so much?

He came around and slid into the driver seat, putting a cell back into his pocket. “You ever been to see Tessa?” He turned the key and the engine roared to life like a beast being awoken from sleep.

I shook my head. “I stay to myself.”

“Why?” He pulled out of the lot and drove toward the center of town. “I have wanted to ask you that for a long time.”

I looked out the window as my fingers ran up and down the zipper of my jacket. “It is always easier to hide when you stay quiet.”
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