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    To my husband, Fox. You are the inspiration for so much I write. Thank you for being such a wonderful man.

 

To my readers, thank you for following my flights of fantasy. You are the other reason I write.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Angel City, a place where humans and Others mingle unknowingly. The many races of the world do their best to not let Human kind know they exist. From Fae to dragons and even a few gods, Angel City is filled with life beyond what the simple human can see.

 

Everyone searches for that one or two people who make life worth living. In Angel City creatures of all kind look for and find their destined mates. Finding a happily ever after can be difficult in a normal world, but it is a whole level harder when you are hiding who you really are.
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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.
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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.

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.
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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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Fae, a land filled with beauty that touches the heart and soul; a land of clans and different races that are more magic than not. There dwell those who follow the path of light or darkness. Not all who are from the dark do bad things and not all those from the light are good.

The quiet of another morning was shattered when the Queen's guard showed up at the manor house belonging to the DeArcys. An old and renowned clan of magic workers with dark whispers of things forbidden, one that was allowed to run their domain as they wished.

“Open your gates by the order of Her Majesty!” The order echoed through the entire keep causing most to freeze in place.

Gerrold DeArcy rolled his eyes and pulled from the limp body of his servant. “What do they want now?”

He threw on a robe and strode through the halls to the foyer of his manor. “What reason do you have for coming into my lands?”

A tall fae dressed in silver armor with a helm that covered half his face strode toward Gerrold with his hand on the hilt of his sword. “By the order of the queen you will be taken into custody for the crime of selling fae children into the hands of humans to be hunted and killed, among a dozen other crimes.”

Gerrold rolled his eyes and sighed, waving a hand. “There is no evidence of that. It is just a rumor.” He started to turn away to return to the woman he had been enjoying when he found he could not move.

The knight stepped up to him and slapped iron manacles on his wrists, stopping him from reaching for the magic that was the hallmark of his clan. “There is more than enough evidence to send you to the block, DeArcy for all of your crimes.”

Gerrold turned his head to try and get a look at the man who just placed him in chains. “Is that you, Moonheart?”

A small smile curled the lips of the knight. “I told you that I would get you. You have gone too far. I will see that you pay for taking my mate.”

Gerrold snorted and then grinned. “Was she your mate? I thought she was paired with Sunspark. Not that it really matters; she is low fae after all.” He tossed back his brown hair and tightened the belt of his robe. “Funny she was so willing to do whatever she was told after her cousin caused all that trouble. Are you sure she was mated to you?”

A wave of silver power hit him, sending him to the floor. “If you have done anything to our mate you won't be able to hide anywhere the sun or moon shines, you piece of shit.” 

A second knight, dressed in gold washed armor grabbed Gerrold by the hair and dragged him out of the manor before tossing him into the barred cart. “We told you to leave her be, you ass. Now you will pay for every mark on her skin.”

DeArcy laughed then, a sound that made the woman in the room shudder and curl into a small ball. When that laugh filled the air she suffered more than the indecent attentions of the lord. He would come back and cause her to bleed more.
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Chapter one
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“Are you going to the festival tomorrow?”

I looked up from my laptop and had to swallow before answering. My roommate Carl was standing across the room dressed in a pair of cut off jeans that rode really low. He hadn't done up more than one button so almost all of his golden skin was on display. With a broad chest, washboard abs, toned arms and legs only lightly dusted with golden hair, he was eye candy for anyone who had a sex drive. Add in the iridescent hint to his skin and those of us in the know wanted to jump into his bed. Only thing was he was off limits. 

Not because he was with someone, but because my sweet, funny and oh so sexy roommate batted for the other team. He was gay and proud of it. I had no issue with it at first. Hell before he moved in he was my gay best friend, the one I could sit down with a pint of rocky road and bitch about how hard it was to find a good man, but then he took over the spare room in the house I inherited and being an exhibitionist he would wander around in as little as he could. The first time he came out of the shower with everything on display I nearly had a heart attack; the fact that he was dressed, if just barely, was a compromise. One he decided on when he realized that he hadn't dampened down the sexual lure magic of his kind and had affected me. He had muttered something I didn't catch and the fear that surged in me then had faded and he was just my friend again.

Outside of the house he was a lot more covert. His family had no idea he preferred men and they expected a certain style of dress from the second son. Not that it mattered to his kind, really they only cared that the lovers taken were willing. He worked inside the family business, dressing in suits and ties during the week, only baring it all when he was inside the super exclusive club that he owned. Though to be honest they didn't mind as much as it seemed. When his sister came to visit she was certainly more upset with me being his roommate than what he did for a living. Something that still confused me was how she reacted to me, like I had insulted her clan or her in particular.

Yeah, Carl was rich, richer than me for sure. I was just lucky to have a business of my own here in Angel City. It is rare for fae like me to get out of the groves. Most of my kind on both sides of the Fae were tied to groves. I was not due to my blood line. We were freer than most, or were once. I was low fae to most of our kind, all of the lesser earth type fae were. As his sister loved to tell me I was a peasant, of peasant stock with no clan to back me. It was because of my friendship with Carl that I had managed to get free from being another fae's servant cum property. Not that I was really a peasant. My family had once had status, if not a high one.

In the Fae there are a lot of different clans and kingdoms. Most of them still had some type of feudal system in place and your status there depended on your clans. I was a clan of one after my grandmother passed here in Angel City. Or so I told myself over and over. The house, the shop and everything I had was because of my grandmother. Once my clan had lands and a mansion, if a small one and our Grove, but now everything I had was in Angel city.

I had been living back in the fae as a chambermaid; yeah, a good old fashioned maid and housekeeper to the clan that had decimated mine, or so that family told everyone. In reality I was much less than a servant. I was a slave and used as one. You would think a people who didn't breed like the humans and needed every child that could be engendered would have married into my clan. We were known to be the most fertile of our kind, but why marry into the clan when you can enslave the last living member and breed them like livestock?

Once I had a dozen brothers and sisters. Yes, you heard me right, a dozen. Most fae are lucky to have one or two children per generation, but my parents had very much exceeded that number. They each had brothers and sisters who had more than the average number of children too. We were a clan in the middle ranks of the court and we had been doing fine till one of my cousins pissed off a powerful sorceress. 

When you are fertile and hotter than a desert summer it is easy to get a lover. Denny took it too far though. Instead of keeping his liaisons between the sheets, he flaunted them. He slipped his fine body between the sheets of the Queen's handmaiden, her very married handmaiden and her husband called his sister, said sorceress, who just happened to believe that she was Denny's exclusive lover.

Well the husband called for a duel and when Denny ignored that call the sorceress got involved. She cursed our family then. She laid a curse that said that my unique family would die, root and branch, until Denny came to heel and admitted his wrong doing. Denny being Denny didn't see anything wrong with his actions or believe that the curse was real. He just flitted to the next flower as he called his lovers and my family started to die.

At first it was the older generations dropping in ways that made no sense if you looked at them. The Code Duello was strongly in effect at that time and there were a lot of duels where my uncles dropped like flies. They were all masters of the blade, but they died to simple beginners. Then the aunts kept popping up dead of things like overdoses and allergic reactions. When the cousins and my siblings started to die in childbirth taking their children with them Denny got the idea.

He went before the court and asked for intervention by those in power, but by then it was too late. He went into the honor duel and died like the siblings wanted, but it wasn't enough for them. The deaths didn't stop till the Queen put her foot down. She made the sorceress change the curse to something that left the few of us left alive from a free clan to one that was bound in service. That meant that those who held that bond could do what they wished. My surviving siblings died doing things that I can't remember. The knowledge is there but I had locked it away so that I don't fall back into the darkness I lived in for years.

I hated it that I can tell you. I got assigned to the very same sorceress and she gave me to her brother to play with whenever he asked. She held me in thrall for more years than I wanted to remember and had done things that when they came to light got me released and sent to live with the only member of the elders of my clan to survive, one who had lived outside of the Fae for many long years and was mostly forgotten by the courts and families. The curse was broken, but then so was my family.

I met Carl when I came to Angel City. I might be the last heir of a clan, but I had no name, no rights and no money and I was just relearning what beyond fertility my family had for magic. Once we had lands filled with groves of trees, ones that we tended like a gardener would a vegetable patch. We didn't have a lot of magic beyond that dealing with growing things and manipulating wood but I could glamour away my fae appearance. It made running my grandmother's shop here in Angel City easier for sure. I had customers of all kinds. Carl loved books, books of all kinds and would come to my shop and just chat over the various new titles that I had on the shelves. For some reason the tall golden fae man didn't bring about the fear that any other man did.

My shop specialized in books, all kinds of books, which brought in all kinds of customers. From the humans who had magic to the shifters who wanted legends and some of the fae who didn't care who my clan was, they just wanted the books that the humans wrote. I sold more paranormal romances than I did tomes of magic. After a few years I could deal with anyone as long as it was inside of my store. Readers and collectors of books are very different from the bad element I had been forced to live among and I slowly made friends.

You might wonder about that fertility. See when you are a clan of earth type fae you tend to be fertile. My clan sometime in the distant past had lost that too tight tie to the trees and replaced it with a fertility that made even some humans seem tame. Yeah, I was fertile woman, one who could have children almost as easy as the humans. I had been used as a brood mare for my mistress. That is in part what got her in trouble. She cursed my family to die in childbirth but she changed the curse so that her clan's seed would not kill the golden goose, her clan and those directly related that is. I was the youngest of my clan once. I should not have had to even think about having children for decades yet, but the Sorceress made sure that I would catch outside of a true mating. Somewhere in the mists of Fae I have three children who never got to know their momma. I think about that a lot deep into the night.

But back to my way too sexy roommate; Carl stood with his shoulder propped on the door jamb between the kitchen and the living room where I was curled up and web surfing. Having a business account with most of the publishing houses both here and in the Fae meant I spent a lot of time ordering via the web. There was a new release coming in the Traveling Man series of books and I had a dozen customers who were begging me to tell them when it would be in.

“I hadn't thought about it really.” I kept my eyes up on his face and not skating over the skin I wanted to lick. He was a great roommate, one who paid his rent on time and even cleaned up after himself. He never brought home his lovers and made sure we had what he called girl time at least every couple of weeks. He would give me hugs that didn't make me want to crawl away inside myself, which was some trick. He was the only person who I trusted enough to touch me and yeah I lusted after his body. While I lusted after him, it was more that he had a fabulous body than that I wanted him for a mate. Or so I told myself over and over. Fae, no matter their type, all had high sex drives. The fact that the last time I had anyone between my thighs had been with the bastard who owned me made me too scared to let anyone inside me.

He came over and sat in the chair next to the couch, turning so he could drape one leg over the arm and tapped his chin. I quickly turned my eyes back to my laptop. In that position I could see that he was commando under those shorts. “Come on hun, you have been cooped up here for weeks. You need to get out, dance, drink and hey maybe get laid.” He grinned and I closed my eyes. He knew that I hadn't had a lover in all the time I had been in Angel City and he knew why.

“It isn't that easy for me. I can't just shake my booty and bring in the guys.” I didn't say out loud, like you can.

He brought his leg down and leaned forward, elbows on his thighs. “I bet if you let loose you could, Angie.” When I opened my mouth to retort he shook his head. “Don't give me you are cursed. I fixed that when I got you out of the Fae. You can take lovers now.”

And that was another reason I couldn't take him for a lover. He had indeed fixed my curse and got me out of the Fae. I didn't know it at the time, but he had been one of my brother's lovers or so he told me, and he got the information of what was being done to me to the Queen. He even gave her his bond to keep an eye on me. 

I hadn't known that when I had run to my gram's house when I had been released by the guards. All I knew was that I had been taken from my mistress' home and brought before the Queen in her chambers. I had been forced to answer dozens of questions and then she decreed that I was free and waved her hand. I was thrust out of the Fae and into Angel City, a place I had only visited a few times. I knew where gran lived so I ran there and she took me in and healed up the marks of my servitude. It took a year before I would leave the house and another before I could talk to a male of any species. Her tender care made me as whole as she could and then she passed beyond the veil. Not because of a curse or anything like that. She just happened to be so very old and even Fae die of old age. 

I put my laptop down on the couch and stood to walk away from him. “And if I did? Remember what my clan's power is.” I turned away from him. “You think I want another child taken from me?” A part of me knew I was making excuses. As a Fae my body was demanding I go back, to absorb what we all need from our home and to take a lover to wash away the last of the poison that lingered in my soul. Fear is a strong deterrent to doing what is natural to a fae.

He stood then came forward and wrapped me in a hug. I stiffened for a moment, just enough so I wouldn't melt into him. He was used to me doing that and didn't think it was because I desired him. He thought it was just a lingering reaction to the past. “Hun, just wear the amulet that your gran left you. You know it will ensure you don't catch again unless you want to.” He hugged me tight, placing a kiss on my temple and I nearly let out a whimper of need. His lips on my skin sent a zing through my body, one that I was almost ready to deal with.

I stood enjoying the feel of him pressed to my back and then sighed and nodded. “Okay, just this once. I have the weekend off after all.” It was one of the few holidays of our kind and I had scheduled my human assistant to cover the whole weekend. She didn't mind at all. She needed the money I offered her before she headed back to college for the next semester.

He spun me about and picked me up with a grin. “Great! Now let’s see what we can get you to wear?” He put me down and sauntered into my bedroom and I watched his ass as he walked away.
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Chapter Two
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So eight hours later I stood inside the last place I wanted to be. The Festival was held every two years in the spring inside the Fae. Hundreds of my kind flocked to the neutral grounds to mix and mingle and join together, no matter the clan. We all wore masks that went beyond the glamour that many added.

You see the masks were a part of this place. They could not be removed inside the grove unless it let us and they insured that most didn't know who they were mingling with. Any fae could talk, dance or even mate with any other fae for the two nights of the festival.
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