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Rove City is a series of novellas set in a space-faring city. Each story is a fairytale retelling which revolves around a different central fairy tale character. 

Ghost Below, the story you are about to read, is set in Rove City about 150 years prior to Midnight Wings, the first in the Rove City series of novellas. It is very loosely based on Beauty and the Beast.

There are currently 8 books available in the series. Each of the main characters will receive a full trilogy from their perspective. While I recommend reading them in chronological order, each trilogy can be read on its own. 

If you’d like to support me, please consider signing up for my Patreon. All Patrons receive free ebooks of every book I publish via BookFunnel, in addition to sneak peeks, cover reveals, custom art, behind-the-scenes info, and more!

I hope you enjoy reading The Ghost Below!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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Step by step, Fia moved through the dark maintenance tunnels of the Rove City central Tower, touching cables, tightening their junctions, and listening to the hiss of the air system. The only thing separating her from the deep recesses of space was one metal wall. She loved how it made her feel—the thrill, the excitement, the constant reminder of her own mortality. The bowels of the city were dark, warm, and comforting. The headlamp she wore provided enough light for her to do her work, and the soft glow of the fiber optic cables gave the space a warm, mysterious feel. She loved Rove City.

Occasionally, she wiped dust off of the wires’ casings or bent down to listen to them. They sang to her in many voices, but if she heard the snapping of sparks, she marked it with a red flag made from a tiny LED with a magnet, and came back later to adjust it. 

Fia’s routine looked something like this: rounds, minor repairs, rounds, minor repairs. If a major repair needed to happen, then everything else stopped. Sometimes she even thought time stopped, because whenever she finished fixing something, she felt her brain SNAP and everything was just like it had been before.

She stepped into the steam room, which, as usual, was filled with clouds of steam. The plumbers loved it in here—the steam wasn’t supposed to leak, but the plumbers left a few holes and used it like a sauna, where they would just hang out and relax. Her routine took her through here once a day, unless a major repair interfered. 

“Hey, White Rabbit,” Logger said, doffing an imaginary hat. In her mind, he was the king of the plumbers—and not a very good king, at that. He was the only one who talked to her. The others lounged on crates with their shirts off, chattering about meaningless drivel that didn’t concern her. She preferred the plumbers that ignored her, for a wide variety of reasons, but starting with the fact that Logger was a creep.

“Hello,” she said, trying not to make eye contact. She skittered out the other side, following the long EM2156L cable which started in the Emergency Control room and spidered out all across the ship, and crossed her fingers that Logger wouldn’t follow her—again. She wanted to finish this whole run today, and she was pretty sure she could, although it might take a bit longer than her shift, particularly if she got stuck trying to avoid him. She was the fastest of the runners and wore white, so they called her the White Rabbit. Plus, her white hair, in sharp contrast to her dark skin, often stuck up like the towers of the Great Rindal Palace and looked a bit like short rabbit ears.

The other side of the steam room was always like a breath of fresh air for a moment. But then, she saw Logger, who just happened to be lounging at the next junction point. He was an expert at this move—ducking out a different door and running ahead of her. It was easy, because she moved so slowly on her rounds, but she couldn’t figure out why he kept trying. It wasn’t like she hadn’t tried to get rid of him every single day. Then again, maybe her tactics weren’t as obvious as she thought.

“How’s the cable runnin’ going today, sweetie pie?” he asked. “If you’ve got time, I know a great little spot on level fourteen where we can have some... alone time.”

She smiled nicely and nodded, murmuring something unintelligible and trying not to meet his eyes. She did this deliberately, hoping he would think she just didn’t want to talk and that he would go away. But she did it every day, and it never worked—perhaps a new strategy was in order. She cleared her throat.

“Hi,” she said.

His face burst into a lascivious smile. She frowned. This tactic wasn’t working either. In fact, it seemed to have the opposite of the desired effect. She wasn't good at thinking on her feet, but the third option she had come up with was by far the worst: telling him point blank to leave her alone. She had no idea how he would react, and she was terrified that his response would not be good. It might, however, be the only option she had left.

“Why don’t you ever talk to me?” he asked.

She gave him a blank look. She talked to him every day.

“I mean,” he amended, stepping closer to her, “you say ‘hello,’ but that’s all. You never ask me how I’m doing or what it’s like in the plumbing world.”

She shook her head and stepped back. 

“It’s because I don’t care.” She turned back to her cables. "And I wish you would leave me alone."

There. She did it. A brief sense of elation filled her as she felt proud for standing up for herself, but was quickly replaced by fear. What would he do? What would he say? She hated this junction with every ounce of her being, and she knew that the feeling had nothing to do with the cables. Perhaps more accurately, she thought, she hated him.
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