
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          River Magic

        

        
        
          Angel City Romances, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Lisa Williamson

        

        
          Published by Lisa Williamson, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RIVER MAGIC

    

    
      First edition. August 31, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Lisa Williamson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227263322

    

    
    
      Written by Lisa Williamson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all lovers of romance and fantasy. You make it worth writing these books.

To my family who patiently deal with me going off on tangents and trying to work out how things are done. You have made my dream come true.

And to my dedicated fans. I will always be glad you discovered my work. Please keep reading!

      

    


River Magic 

​An Angel City Romance

​book three

​By Lisa Williamson



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​​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. Try them instead.

This novel also includes scenes of torture and violence. If you have trouble with this type of content there are other books that would be better to read.
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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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Dantellus, river god, fought with all he had. Lying on the ground around him were the bodies of his brothers. As the eldest of the river gods it was his duty to protect his family, his worshipers and the waters that flowed with crystalline power. 

Outside of the water he was not as strong, but he was lithe and a warrior of renown. He had kept the sacred pools of the island's waters safe from invaders for centuries. The strangers who had come to the shores of the island had brought sickness and death to his people. 

As the last of his worshipers died he felt a portion of his power drain from him, but it was not enough to stop him from killing the invaders. If he was to die, then they would go before him.

He was surrounded by a dozen men in metal suits. They held crystal swords in their hands and they were striking him. He fought, dodging most blows, but not all. It was when one of the men managed to slash his back open that he fell. “Damn you all!” He cried out as his vision started to fade.

“No, Dantellus, I won't be damned, that would be you. False god and unclean beast, I curse you to be bound to the very stones you have fought so hard to defend. May you spend eternity in darkness as I use your power to replace you as a god.”

Dante screamed as he felt his very being forced into stone. “You will die before the year ends, mage.” Then his world grew dark and he knew nothing.

The mage looked down on the bloody and broken body with a satisfied smile. “Not once I drink down your power as I have your brothers. I will be a god and then I will move from this island to the land of silk and tea.”

He gestured, chanting and the god's body faded into mist, and then was sucked into the very stones of his temple. His brother's broken forms changed into water and flowed away to join the sacred moon pool. 

The dark mage and priest found that the magic he wanted to claim drained away before he could touch it, lighting up the pool. “No matter, it will just take a bit more time and work. I will have the power of you and your brothers.” 
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​​Chapter one
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Eva sighed and rested her head back against the upholstery of the car seat. It had been a long night and she just wanted to get home. Into her own apartment, where there were no customers, no old ladies wanting perms, no kids needing trims and certainly no salon owner trying to make her over in his personal image of a ‘stylist’.

The cab slowed to a stop and she looked out the window. It was dark outside and she listened to the cabby yelling at one of the other drivers. The man’s diatribe went on and on, or seemed to. She closed her eyes for a moment and then let out an explosive breath. Reaching into her purse, she dug out what she hoped was enough cash, tossed it over the seat and got out of the cab.

She was in the entertainment district. Not one of the places she really spent a lot of time in. Her career had kept her working late most nights. Since she was single, she didn’t have any excuse to leave work early and she got stuck with closing the salon most nights. Not that she minded really. Jamal, as he liked to be called these days, came into the salon at around noon and usually left around seven pm; which meant the last two hours he added were hers alone. The regular customers that came to the salon were safely tucked into their beds generally. It was the time that she would take a client or two that did not fit Jamal's preferred customers of old or rich women with too much money and too little sense. 

Looking about she smiled. There, just across the street, was one of her favorite places when she had time to go out. Night Moves was a mix of music, alcohol and talk. It was a place to relax and to maybe find someone to take home and ease an itch with. It was always a place to meet her friends. She waited for the light and then ran across the street, her suede boots clicking on the wet pavement. She waved to the doorman as she ducked inside the padded red doors.

A voice called out from across the room and Eva moved toward it. “So, girl, you finally decided to drop by again. What took you so long?” Sitting all pretty in a super stylish mini dress was her best friend Pheobe, an esthetician who had worked for Jamal before moving to a different salon. They had gone to school together and bonded over just how annoying the salon owners were.

Eva dropped her purse down on the bar and sat down. “You know why, Jamal.” 

”Jamal? Is that what he is calling himself now?”

Eva nodded and then smiled as the bartender slid a glass in front of her. She picked it up and took a sip. She smiled at the complex mix of flavors. “Thanks Mike.”

“Anytime, Eva, You know that.” He smiled at her shyly. The big guy had a crush on her. She thought it was so sweet. Too bad he wasn’t her type. She did her best to not make him feel bad, but he was just too sweet for her tastes.

She turned her attention back to Pheobe. “So how have things been at La Dame de Classe?” She giggled. The name of the salon that her friend worked at was silly to her. But then most of the salons in town had silly names.

Pheobe chuckled. “Not too bad; pretty much the same every day. We have been turning away clients lately though.”

”Turning away clients? You’re kidding!”

”Nope, We have a crowd of night lifers who come in just as we are closing up. I hate to turn them away. Those kids tip really well.”

Eva got a look on her face that told Pheobe she had just come up with a wonderful idea. The slow smile spreading across her face was a sight to see. Pheobe had been worried about Eva ever since she had left Harold.

He was the manager of the last place Eva had worked for, and for all accounts he was worse than Jamal. Besides expecting her to pick up the slack when he didn’t feel like working, he had been hitting on her hard. One night he decided he wanted her and saying no wasn’t going to stop him.

It was only the fact that Eva had been taking karate classes for the past year that saved her. He was a big guy and he gotten as far as ripping through her clothes and bruising her skin before the shy woman reacted. She ended up with a black eye and a split lip, but the bastard got what he deserved. His broken arm took weeks to heal and he had to pay a huge fine and spend a month in jail. When he got out he had lost all his women clients, half of the men and all of his reputation. Eva was believed and supported by every one of the other girls working for him. He also lost all of his employees. The mass walk out set him back a lot in financial terms.

”Okay girl, what is going through that devious mind of yours?”

Eva looked up and smiled, her deep brown eyes twinkling. She spoke over her shoulder to Mike. “Is that small spot still open next door?” Mike nodded and she grinned wider.

”Pheobe, I have a wonderful idea. Why don’t I open a place of my own?”

Pheobe looked surprised. “You are thinking of opening a salon next to a bar? Are you nuts?”

”Nope,” Eva grinned wider. “Just think about it. No one out there caters to the night crowd. What if I open a place that caters just to the night crowd? After all the party kids aren’t the only people who are up after the regular salons close. There are those who work third shift and the waitresses...”

Pheobe nodded a thoughtful look on her face. “You know, you’re right. It is a good idea.” The pretty red-head nodded and grinned back at her friend. “Need a partner?” The two women continued to make plans, their heads together, as Mike watched with a bemused expression.

***
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TWO MONTHS LATER THE two women opened their salon. It was called Night Designs and it was an immediate hit with the night crowd. They had printed up a ton of leaflets and passed them out at the clubs. The party kids were ecstatic. They no longer had to get up early to get their hair and face done. The two women had lucked out. The space had been perfect. It had all ready had the plumbing needed and they had found the chairs and other things they needed at a good price.

Opening day had been busier than they expected. For a two woman operation it was busy. Word of mouth alone had them getting more bookings that they could handle. After a week they hired two more stylists and a girl to do reception.

It was late on a Tuesday night when they had the first of their ‘odd’ customers come in. The woman was dressed in clothing of refined luxury. She looked to be rich enough to have her own personal stylist and the face she showed to the world was stunning enough to be a world class model. Debbie at the front desk stuttered when the woman asked if it was possible for her to get a style and set. 

Eva was walking past as she did and she stepped forward, a hand held out to greet the potential customer. The woman’s long, slender hand was very cool to the touch. “Hello. I’m Eva, I run this salon.” She took a peek at the book on the desk. “We actually do have an opening right now. You are lucky. The woman called in earlier with the flu.” Eva smiled a little at that falsehood. Tony, the ‘woman’, had called off for something more than the flu but this woman didn’t need to know that. “If you come this way I can take you, personally.”

”Thank you.” The woman’s voice was deep and held just enough of a purr to make Eva totally jealous. She would love to have a voice like that.

As they walked toward the shampoo bowl, Eva glanced in passing at the mirrors that lined the wall where the stations were. She stopped dead in her tracks and looked back at the woman following her. Yes, she was right behind her but she didn’t show up in the mirrors. Eva took a deep breath and then turned toward her office. She gestured for the woman to step inside and then closed the door behind her.

Talking a seat behind her desk she took another deep breath and then spoke. “Okay, I have a couple of questions for you.”

”Would the first be why did I not show up in the mirror?” The woman sat down elegantly in the chair provided and crossed her long legs.

”Um, well I wasn’t going to start with that one, but yes.”

”Let me tell you a little about myself, Miss Slyvanus. I am from a very fine family, with many holdings, but I find myself lacking in a few basic needs.” She pulled out a cigarette case and lifted a brow. Eva shook her head slightly and the woman nodded, putting it away. “As I was saying, I have difficulty finding a good stylist. As you well know most salons close at the latest 9pm and that just won’t do in my case. A lady wants to look her best at all times, but there is only so much one can do when one has difficulty with mirrors. Now as to the reason I have trouble, you are correct, I am a vampire.” She smiled as Eva sat back with a quickly hidden look of panic. “There is no reason to be alarmed, my dear. I want to hire your professional abilities, not snack on you or any of the fine young women who work for you. I have always been a picky eater and to clear up one little misconception, we don’t need to partake in sustenance all that much. No matter what certain, let us call them lower swine, have done to our reputation. Not all of us a gluttons. Usually a wine glass once a night is all we need.” She slipped a mint into her red lips. “I am shall we say, particular on my choice of donors.”

Eva nodded a bit. She hadn’t expected this woman to be quite so forthcoming. Vampires were supposed to be secretive. Or at least that was the common conception of them and it was true there were rumors of number of them who had been eating indiscriminately and causing fear in the city. “Just why are you trusting me?” It was a good question to ask. After all she was a human, the preferred snack for all kinds of creatures out of myths and legends. She was surprised that she wasn't reacting like a typical movie heroine. Maybe it was all the tales her grandmother had told her growing up.

The vampire smiled, her lips closed over her teeth. “Good question, Miss Slyvanus. Mostly the reason is that I have heard so many good things about you. You could say you were highly recommended by a couple of your clients.”

Eva looked surprised. “You are...friends...with some of my clients?”

”Is that really so surprising? I mean I am among other things, a supporter of the arts. I believe you know both Clark Johnson and young woman who prefers to be called Tambon?” 

Eva nodded. The two were regular customers. Clark, because he needed his wigs set and Tambon for her bi-weekly color retouch. Clark was one of the city’s better female impersonators and Tambon was a ‘performance artist’. Eva was never sure just what that was but she did not really care. Tambon was always on time for her appointments and had taken to tipping the new girls well.

”Well I have been supporting their careers, quietly of course, for a number of years now. They are both very talented individuals.” The vampire looked away for a moment. “Though I would prefer, of course that Clark sing as himself. He is much more ‘toothsome’ as a man.”

Eva nodded in agreement. She thought he was rather cute herself, though inwardly she winced at the old pun. Never mind that Clark felt more comfortable preforming on stage as his fabulous other self. Comfort was essential to a good performance after all. “All right, I can see where you heard about me and I think I can see why you think you can trust me.” 

Both of the young people had many secrets that Eva knew of. She had helped them and protected them as best she could. Neither young person wanted to be found by people from their past. It wasn't all that uncommon that artists, of all kinds, had pasts that they ran from, at least here in Angel City.

”I am glad. By the way, the name you can put down for appointments is M. Hong. I take it we can have a working relationship?”

Eva nodded, a bit surprised. She found herself relaxing. The woman was a blood drinker it was true but she seemed to be a lady, through and through. “Yes, I believe we can. Though for a time it might be best if I deal with you personally.”

”I agree totally.”

Eva smiled and held out her hand. “Welcome once more to Night Designs.”

Miss Hong smiled and shook her hand. “I am sure it will be a pleasure.” 

She stood and stepped out of the office. Turning back, she quietly asked a final question. “Um, dear, just how do you plan on dealing with the mirror issue?”

Eva chuckled. “Not to worry. My station doesn’t have one. After all I only take the special customers and some of them really don’t want to watch what I do.” Miss Hong laughed. A pleasant, throaty sound and the two moved to the shampoo area.

After she set the woman under the drier she called the other four women together for a brief chat. She filled them in quickly, with just enough information to see their reactions. Pheobe reacted much as she had herself, with little surprise. They both had lived in the big city a long time. They were used to the odd and the strange. 

Debbie nodded, still looking shocked, but also intrigued. “She trusts us?” Eva nodded and she smiled. “Well rad!” Caroline agreed with a secretive smile that had Eva wondering what that was for, but she turned to the last of the women in the salon.

It was Evangeline that they all looked to for objection. She was a bit more conservative than the others, but she had a very blasé look on her face. After a few moments she just shrugged. “As long as she pays well and we don’t have to be lunch, who cares?”

Eva smiled and nodded at her partner. This was not what they thought they would have when they opened the shop, but well why not. Even creatures of the night needed to look good. 

Ms Hong left an hour later, leaving a generous tip for all of the girls. She set an appointment for the following week very pleased with her treatment. Eva made sure to let her know that her partner was a top notch esthetician.

***
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THE WEEK THAT FOLLOWED the visit by Ms Hong held more surprises for the women of Night Designs. An hour after the vampire left they phone was ringing off the hook as new clients called to set appointments for treatments from simple cuts and styling for other vampiric customers to waxing for ladies of a more furry persuasion.
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​​Chapter two
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