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    To all those who read these books. Thank you for finding my words worth your time.

 

To all those who deal with my odd questions, my leaps of weirdness as I am writing. Thank you.

 

And to my beloved husband who continues to support this quest of mine to write all the words that sit inside me.
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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. Try them instead.

Angel City is a fictional city in the northwest of America. Any similarity to people and places in the real world are purely coincidental.

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.
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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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I held tight to my father's hand as we fled the flames. Mother and all the aunts were standing between us and the flames that hungrily devoured our home. I could hear the screams of the dryads as their trees became candles. Mother and the others did their best to hold back the flames, singing the songs of power but one by one they fell from exhaustion. The wild fire that was burning through the old growth forest was very hungry and it had a voice much louder than theirs.

I cried silently, like everything I have ever done. I was a broken singer with no voice to add to the chorus. I danced in place, my feet trying to add a rhythm to help but I was too young, too silent to help the Singers. When Mother fell Father wrapped me up in his arms and carried me away from the only home I had known. 

It would be long years before I came to understand that my lack of voice did not make me a worthless child. It would take something horrible for me to realize that love and life held more than song.
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“Bethany!”

I looked up to see one of the few friends I had in the city. Maria Cruz worked in healthcare taking care of those of us who really couldn't go to the human run hospitals or doctors. She hadn't been around the city much lately. She had a special patient who she had been asked to look into what was causing him distress. She couldn't tell me why, which I understood; after all doctors weren't supposed to gossip about their patients, even if they were super sexy Fae bards.

Okay Maria would tell you she isn't a doctor, but give me a break. She does pretty much everything one of them would do. She just doesn't have a license. She's an angel in a white coat to many of the living poor in this city. She works with anyone who comes to the clinic and she is a favorite of so many. Being a low born fae she didn't have the arrogance that the lords and ladies tended toward. It made it easier for me to consider her a friend.

I gestured for her to sit down in the seat where I had put her drink. We try to meet every Wednesday morning. It started out as her trying to figure me out, but we became friends when she admitted that there really wasn't much she could do about my issue. Or at least what she considered an issue. To me it was just how I was.

We met back to when she first came from the Fae. She had decided she wanted to learn as much as she could about the many forms of healing that humans use. She's an earth fae and like many of them she had a natural urge to heal whoever she could; she had gone to college and got a nursing degree with the idea that when she could afford to she would go back.

When I showed up at the hospital she was working at back east she was just a nurse in training. Now she is a nurse practitioner, that almost a doctor stage of training that sees a lot of the poor, more so than doctors but then she was just one of the many hard working new nurses in a city emergency room. I had been injured when my dance partner dropped me mid-lift. I admit now we were young and my partner wasn't ready to try the dance move that I knew we could do. The nurse assigned to me started to ask me questions and that was when the fun started. 

See, I'm mute. I was born mute and while it didn't bother me, most of the human doctors got concerned. When a human is born without a voice they need special surgeries to be able to just breathe normally, me, not so much. While yes, it could be annoying when you have things you want to say and those around you can't understand the gestures you are making, it is the same problem that those who are deaf have. Of course modern medicine has come up with ways to let the deaf hear, so she of course wanted to find a way to let me speak.

When she first met me I was thirteen and doing my best to fit in with the humans. She thought I was deaf, a common misconception. I was using ASL with my partner, giving him hell for dropping me like he did. If he had been paying attention to what we were doing instead of the hot guy across the room I wouldn't have had to be there. He was embarrassed enough that he had been eyeing the handsome and older dancer, but the fact that I got hurt had him acting like a scolded puppy. I had hit my head coming down and split open my scalp along the hairline, which meant a lot of red was leaking from me. I had landed mostly good but I will say my knees and wrists hurt. They were just bruised but it did make me annoyed. Thankfully I didn't need things like blood work done. Looking human is good for blending, but when any tests are done I could be outed as not human.

The intake nurse didn't know ASL and she had called her over when my dance partner turned out to be too freaked out to give her the answers she needed. Maria was just a nurse then but she got me calmed down enough to give her my father's information. She called him from her own phone, got permission to stitch up the wound on my head and bandage my sprained wrists, which she did before my father made it to the hospital. I had been berating Joshua for taking me to a human hospital instead of taking me home. Seems she knew what I was with just a look. Or more she knew I wasn't a human. She sent him to wait for my dad and explained to me that this was the only place for our kind to get medical attention. She fudged the records to show that I had gotten x-rays, which I had not and then sent me home with dad.

Maria slid into the chair across from me and picked up the coffee, taking a long drink. “Oh, I needed this.”

I gave her a smile as I sipped my mint hot chocolate. While I know that most days she drinks the much better for her tea, when she has long shifts she needs coffee like every other medical professional. Ever since the Moot she had been working double shifts; one at Jones EMS, the hospital with the special wing for others and another at the clinic down by the river. The fact that she had taken off a month at the request of Matthew Jones, the hot surgeon who owns both the hospital and the clinic had filled me with a lot of questions; some that I didn't have the nerve to ask. He was too gorgeous for someone like me but I will admit I would occasionally have fantasies about him.

I picked up my cell and typed in a quick text. While she did her best to come to our meet ups for the past couple of months things seemed to get in the way a lot. She looked down with smile and shook her head. “No, I'm not back on double shifts. Boss knows better.” Her boss was the head nurse of the hospital and a battle ax as far as I could tell; one that gave her hell for taking a day off or working at the clinics. She blushed when I lifted a brow and continued. “I...I've been busy.”

I grinned and gestured. I could see that something had changed. Before she had the same frazzled and over worked look that most medical people had, but she also exuded loneliness to those who knew her. She had lost her parents young and her great gran who had taken her into fae had passed to the Summerlands last winter. In part I think that was why she was my best friend. We were both orphans with very few who understood the odd place we lived in. There was something in her aura that told me she wasn't lonely any longer. Could it be that my friend had found her mate? I was jealous though not surprised. She was a wonderful woman and any male would be lucky to have her. Earth fae made the best mates after all.

She squirmed a bit before chuckling and shaking her head. “How is it you can get me to spill secrets with just a look?” She leaned back and tapped her fingers on the rim of the porcelain mug. “I found my mate.”

I smiled and wiggled my brows while feeling both justified and sad. I was right and I wanted to hear all about it; while I was twenty three now I hadn't even really dated. My life for the longest time was going from place to place with my father, trying to find the one place we could be safe and dancing. I put all I could into it. I sat forward and clapped my hands, then gestured for her to tell me more. While I could use the text on my phone she knew what I was saying. Finding your fated mate was a dream for many fae. I might not be a fae but I understood. She, out of all the ones I knew, truly deserved someone who would love her grouchy self.

She shook her head, taking a deep breath. “You will meet him soon enough, my silent friend. When he found out I knew the amazing Bethany Dasha, dancer extraordinaire he asked me to introduce you two.” She had a soft smile on her face that lit it up like a spotlight. Normally Maria is a pretty yet contained woman, but that smile showed just how beautiful my fae friend was.

I picked up my phone to text her, “He wants to meet me? Why? I'm just a dancer.”

She laughed, like crystals falling into a bowl and shook her head. “You, my friend, are so much more than that, especially to those of us Other.”

That was true, I guess. While humans did come to see me dance, it was the Others who saw more. I might not be able to speak but when I truly danced my magic filled the air. Depending on the music I could make them laugh or cry and so much more, simply by the movement of my body. Not that I would often. It took something out of me that took a long time to get back. My people were meant to dance in groups, each dancer giving and getting from their partners. There were no partners for me.

When I had been born with no voice it was not thought a good thing. My people, Rilel, are dancers and singers of the woodlands. They come out at dusk and dance through the night, singing songs of protection to all who dwell in the woods. Or they did. Like many other races we are dwindling due to the encroachment of man. 

Human men were startled to find us out there in the deep woods. Women dressed only in their long hair, bells and finger cymbals that swayed to the music of flute and drum was shocking to those early men. Back then women were expected to walk behind their men dressed in cloth covering them from neck to toes, my ancestors seemed like demons or witches, which of course we were not.

Dance and song was a big part of what we were. Our feet drummed into the ground a soothing beat and our voices sang solace to the trees. Or at least that was what we used to do. When humans crept into our forests with their axes and hammers they found us and took us from our sacred path. Some they turned into their women of burdens and sorrow and others were just raped and killed until our song faded from the lands.

It was told to me that when our race dwindled down to a bare handful some of my ancestors fled to this side of the world and found friends in the people who lived here. We looked like and not like them. We have skin and hair in the many shades of earth, but our eyes are like gems in the sun. Our songs did not resonate with theirs, but because we did nothing that harmed them or their mysteries we were allowed to stay. Others were found by the Fae and taken into their lands, we were accepted and some interbred with the races who accepted us. Or at least that was what I had been told for the longest time. That for a time we flourished here in the new world, as the humans called it. Some of the sisters would meet others who became their mates and then left the family. Those who bred outside of the Rilel gave birth to children who had a touch of magic, but were not Rilel. I was sure that amongst the dancers I knew there were distant cousins who didn't know they were touched by magic.

Me though, I was pure blood. While we were called the women of the woods we did have males. For every ten females born, one male was born. Yeah not that greatest ratio, but we did not mate for life like the other races around us or that is we didn't used to. Our males would flutter from female to female, like a hummingbird going to flowers leaving a part of themselves behind until they found the pairing that suited them. It used to be the rare Rilel who knew who her father was, but with the dwindling of our kind we started living in family groups. 

My parents lived with her sisters and cousins in the once thick forests of the northeast. A hurricane had moved through the area, blown further inland than had been expected, dropping hundred year old trees to the ground over night. Those trees lay there for a year, moldering until lightning hit and a fire started. It swept through the hidden groves that they danced in, wiping out century old growth trees. The humans reported that no lives were lost due to the brave firefighters, but they were wrong. The dryads, wood spirits and my people died to the hunger of those fires.

I survived the fire because I had been too young to go out and try to dance the fire away. Yes, my relatives could dance flames into submission, or sometimes. The smaller fires that hit the northeast were nothing like those in the northwest. While the trees there were not the monsters found here, the forest is actually wetter and filled with hardwoods. So using the magic that is inherent in our kind, my mother and her sisters and cousins went out to dance down the fire, not knowing that it was impossible. All ten of them died that day and their remains are still up on that mountain.

When a freak snowstorm blew in on Beltane my father and I went out to find them, or what was left of them. I was only eight years old and on that cold morning I lost everyone who could teach me the dances of magic. I knew some, but I did not know the greater magics of my kind. At best I can dance power to the trees and keep the legacy of my kind alive. I can't bring fresh life to a decimated forest or bend the great trees to my will, or so I believed.

Father did his best to teach me about our kind and searched for others. We moved many times, always looking for people like us. He was not a dancer, no he was a bard. He had played for the women of our family and he held himself at fault for not being there to strengthen their magic. He never blamed me even though I was the reason he stayed behind. A Rilel bard plays the music that the dancers used to power the magic. He was a gifted player and his voice was filled with a quiet power that made you want to listen to him even if you didn't understand the words of his song.

Maria must have caught the brief flash of loss in my face because she reached out to touch my hand. She always seemed to know when my memories overwhelmed me. “You are so much more than just a dancer, my friend. Why can't you see that?”

I sighed and looked up blinking. I gave her a weak smile and quickly typed in. “Just remembering the real Dancers.”

Maria had gotten my story out of me a decade ago. She shook her head with a sigh. “You are a real dancer, Beth.”

I shook my head. I was a dancer yes, but I didn't have the voice to sing comfort and there were no others of my kind in this city of glass and steel. I did what I could, dancing up below the Moon pool, but I would never know the communion of sisters and cousins that my mother had known. I was a lone dancer and since my father had joined mother, I was a singleton; something that a fae like Maria would not understand. Being the last of your kind is a kind of sadness that eats at you. 

I sighed and then texted her, fingers flying. “This isn't about me and my shortcomings. Who is he and when can I meet him?” She smiled as she read my text and shook her head. “Oh come on, bestie. Is he the guy you just spent a month and some treating?” I let my eyes go all big; something my kind can do really well. “Did you end up mated to one of your patients?”

She blushed then and I laughed silently. I can make some sounds, mostly things like a gasp or a cough but those are just air moving in and out. I had learned over the years how to make sounds like whistles and in fact I could speak to birds this way, sort of. I kept teasing her in text form while we sipped our drinks. It was an enjoyable time for me because we were just two friends having a half silent conversation. The other people at the tables would look over at us from time to time and smile. It was obvious that we were happy and happiness is a good thing.

She looked down at her watch and I sighed. Usually that was her sign that she needed to get back to work. It was a rare morning that I got to sit and spend time with my best friend. I was just typing in a goodbye message when her eyes lit up and she waved. I turned to see who she was gesturing to and then turned back quick.

There were two men coming this way, well two fae men. In my experience they were all too handsome to be let out on the streets and many of them were arrogant. The Fae were all gorgeous and long lived beings who were everywhere. My father and I had tried to settle in a number of places only to find out they were claimed by the Fae and asked politely, or not so politely to move on.

“Found you,” the overly tall fae man who looked like a famous human actor with his dark hair and piercing eyes bent down and brushed a kiss along her upturned lips. He pulled a chair over and sat with us, his fingers lacing with hers.

“You are late,” she scolded him with a big smile and soft eyes.

“I am sorry, Maria, that was my fault. I had an emergency consultation that held us up.” The voice of the other Fae man caused a shiver down my spine. The other man was Matthew Jones, surgeon and fae lord. He was also the most handsome being I had ever seen. 

It was well known in the city that he was here and not in the Fae lands because he had broken ties with his clan. It was said when he wanted to learn human medicine and believed that all others deserved proper medical care; well the other lords were upset. See in the Fae class is still a thing. A Fae lord of his level was not supposed to do more than pass orders to the lower classes. That he had treated Others of all races equally and even used his immense talent to operate on half breeds and humans had been a scandal. Word was he didn't care what the lords thought and he had direct permission from the crown to do what he was.

I looked at him from under my lashes and tried not to lick my lips. The sun caressed his chestnut hair, bringing out gold and red highlights. He had a square jaw and full kissable lips. His skin was touched with gold and my fingers itched with the need to touch him. It was rude to think about tasting him, but damn I would gladly run my tongue along his throat if he would put his long fingered hands on me. His eyes were a pale violet that turned toward me and gave me a shiver.

I started to get up, feeling like I was out of place and he looked over to me. “You don't need to leave, Miss Dasha. Miss Cruz offered to introduce us to the gifted dancer who is her friend this morning.”

I pressed my lips together and gave my friend a narrowed glance. She gave me a teasing smile and I rolled my eyes, sitting back in my chair. She knew that I was secretly lusting after this doctor. I had seen him striding through the hospital whenever I went to meet her for lunch. She had teased me a few times that I should just climb him and get it over with. I gestured instead of texting to her, “Is this why you wanted to meet this morning? Why didn't you warn me?”

“I told you that I had someone who wanted to meet you.” She was grinning. She gestured to the man at her side. “Henry MacReynolds, I give you Bethany Dasha, dancer extraordinaire.” She then gestured to her boss. “And the handsome and brooding man at your side is Doctor Matthew Jones, benefactor of the city and good friend to Henry.” She wiggled her brows at me and I gave her a tight smile with I am sure a bit of anger in my eyes.
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