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    Once more I dedicate this book to my faithful readers. I have taken you on a journey that is only beginning. Your willingness to read about the lives, loves and battles of my characters keep me writing.

 

And to my family. My husband who without his support this book and all the others would never have seen print.

      

    



  	
        
            
            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.

Angel City is a fictional city in the northwest of America. Any resemblance to people or places in the real world are pure coincidence. This city is from my imagination.

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.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Legal disclaimer AI


[image: ]




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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The fire burned too hot and too bright. I stood at the outskirts of the forest watching the home that I had lived in with my parents as it was consumed. The peasants fear of those different from them over rode the use that my parents had. Their gentle healing ways and knowledge of herb and seed didn't matter so much when fear and religion took over.

“Come child, it is not safe for fae here. Come with your old grand and I will keep you safe.”

I shivered and turned into the arms of my great grandmother. She took me away from the farm at the edge of the woods that I had grown up in. I cried out my sadness before stepping out of her arms to gather what I could of the rare herbs mother grew in her garden and my father would compound into treatments for human ailments. I tucked them into the special bag they had given me on my birth day celebration. When I had told them that I wanted to combine herb wisdom and the apothecary recipes with the newer human healing methods they was so very proud. 

The last thing I saw as I let great grandmother led me away from the human lands of my birth was the roof of the cottage falling in. I stepped into the Fae with a silent promise to return someday and rebuild. I would hide better than my parents and the magical herbs would once again save lives. Little did I know just how long it would take before I returned to those fields of herbs or the places I would go. I would become a very different woman than the one my mother had raised in her peaceful kitchen.
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​Chapter one
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A pool party was not something I expected to be attending today, or really ever, but then my life has taken a lot of unexpected turns. When I moved to Angel city I never thought I would end up becoming a live in caretaker for a man who should have been gracing magazine covers and performing to sold out venues, but I was.

My name is Maria Cruz. I went to school to become a nurse practitioner back east. It was tough being an orphan and a nonhuman in disguise, but I managed. Finding work should have been easy, after all good medical people were needed everywhere right? Well it wasn't, because of who or more, what I was.

Most of the time I looked like a five foot six curvy woman with thick curly brown hair and dark brown eyes that I hide behind glasses. In reality I was something very different. Yeah, I still had long curly hair in shades of brown but my eyes were actually gold. The glasses I wore were enchanted to hide that. Humans don't have glowing golden eyes after all. Like a lot of earth fae I had the healing touch. Not as strong as a true healing fae like my father had been, but I could ease pain and sickness. Or so I keep telling everyone who asks.

When my parents were caught by the teams of church funded hunters, I had been off in the old forest gathering herbs. My father had been an apothecary and my mother a herb wife. They taught me how to mix and blend things that helped the many ailments of our kind and would from time to time help the humans in the nearby village. When I had returned at sunset our small home was in flames. My great gran was waiting for me at the edge of the woods and told me that they had been killed and tossed into our home to burn up with the rest of our lives. There was nothing left of the home I had been born in other than the secret gardens.

She held me as I cried and raged at fate, then took me into the fae and finished raising me. Years later she tried to talk me out of returning to the human world, She was sure they hadn't changed, that they were still the bloodthirsty creatures who killed her family but I needed to know more than she could teach me. I left her to spend time learning from a master healer at court but still I found myself feeling a lack. I wanted, no needed to know more ways to help those in need. She wanted me to stay in the fae and take a mate there, rebuild our line, but most of the fae I met had little liking for a common earth fae with no family, so I left. The world beyond the gate had changed so much and I could learn things that they couldn't teach me at home. A friend sponsored my dream and I came out on the east coast to a world very different from when I left. I learned how to blend in this new world and found a really good school in the north that accepted students, no matter their family. It seemed that human schools didn't care what your clan was as long as you paid for your classes and kept up your grades.

I paid my way through the classes by working part time as a nurse's aide at a nursing home to make up the difference in what I had for funds and what was needed. It took me longer than the rest, mostly because after the first part of my training I got an itchy foot and moved across country. I finished up my training on the west coast but I got everything I needed. I learned about the various peoples who lived in the human filled world, worked my way across the country, staying for a bit in one place to slowly learn more before moving on. None of the places I stopped at felt right until I moved to Angel city.

Here I joined the clinic services. Doctors, nurse practitioners and others would work in the clinics around the city that catered to Other kind. I got to meet a lot of interesting others and help those who needed it. I had an offer to work at Jones EMS, but I really didn't feel right working in a hospital. The pure amount of anguish overwhelmed me. Part of being a healer is empathy and a building filled with pain was enough to overcome my shields. My friend understood and didn't push me like my gran thought he would when she met him.

It was when I took a job from one of the services for an in home health care when things changed in my life in a different way. I was only supposed to stop by once a week to check on patients who were suffering with terminal illnesses. I was working end of life cases for those Fae who refused to go home but needed palliative care in their final days.

Instead of a dying fae I was requested to go to the home of a Fae who had a lingering illness that kept him home bound and who refused to go into the hospital for testing. He was a rich Other who needed something and his doctor hoped I could figure it out. He wasn't dying so much as becoming less. It was a thing that happened to Fae who spent too much time in the human world and didn't refresh their magic. Normally a noble fae would not let a common born fae treat them but after all I had been trained both in the Fae and the Human world. There had to be something in all the things I learned that would help him. Or so I was told.

The patient was one that a lot of my colleagues would have jump at servicing. Henry MacReynolds was six feet plus of brooding good looks, old world money and a voice that made many shiver when he decided to perform. He had toured Europe and other places, only coming home to Angel City when a strange lassitude made him too weak to continue. I was to find out what was wrong and fix it, if possible. Little did I know what my good friend and boss intended when he talked me into the gig.
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“Look, he is an old friend and he refuses to come in to be looked at. If you could head over and do the tests it would be a big help.” Mathew Jones, surgeon and head of the Other clinic network sat on my couch with a heavy sigh.

“Matt, you might be my boss, but you know this is more something one of the visiting nurses should be doing. I'm not a diagnostician, nor do I hand hold patients who refuse to get their workups done.” Okay neither was true but I was feeling a bit ornery that morning. I handed him a mug of my great gram's tea sweetened with local honey. It wasn't that I didn't do diagnosis it was that I rarely went to that part of the city. The man he wanted me to see was a noble. I found them to mostly be condescending creeps. Mathew was one of the few noble fae that I liked. If this noble fae was his friend I couldn't say no.

He took a mouthful and his eyes closed with pleasure. The mix was one meant to help refresh the energies of fae who did not spend a lot of time in the Fae and as a doctor he was running low on his. Matthew had been working nonstop since the Moot on cases that needed his expertise. As a surgeon he could work anywhere, but he specialized in surgeries needed by the diverse Other hybrids. He would fix in a few short hours what would take modern human medicine weeks of surgeries and therapy. I smiled when he opened his eyes and the glow that should be in them returned. He really needed to return to the fae for a stay and he couldn't, but that was a different story.

“Maria, I wouldn't even ask if he wasn't a friend. Henry and I grew up at court, two misfits who didn't play the game. I came to study medicine, like you, but he had other plans.” 

I sat back and sipped my own cup. “Other plans?” When he pulled out of all things a CD from his bag and handed to me, I looked it over. “So, he's a bard?”

Matt chuckled, a sound I am sure none of his coworkers thought he could do. “Yes, exactly.” He drank more of the tea and I nodded as I saw the effect I had hoped for was working. I would have to give him this mix to drink at least once a week.

“Still, he is a noble. He can afford better than a nobody nurse practitioner who should be working to help the common Others who need help and not him.” I had already decided to help but I wanted to see just how seriously worried he was. 

He leaned forward then. “He might have money and his music, but he has gone into seclusion. The only way I could convince him to take care of himself was when I told him I would send in an experienced Fae healer.” He sat back with a determined look. “I told him about you and he said he would be willing if you would go to his home and stay for a month and, you owe me.”
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