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            Angel City Romances
Angel City is a place filled with life. Humans walk around not realizing that they are not the only race. There is a law put down by the Powers That Be that no non-human can break the status quo. 
These stories are about the connections that can be made between one race and another. It doesn't matter if you are a shifter, a spirit, a elf or other race, there is someone out there for you, sometimes more.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Water's Mistress

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Angel city romance

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Book 9

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​by Lisa Williamson


[image: ]


Contents

Water's Mistress................................................................1


Angel city romance...........................................................1

Book 9........................................................................1

by Lisa Williamson............................................................1


Trigger warnings...............................................................3

Legal disclaimer................................................................4

Legal disclaimer AI.............................................................4

Prologue........................................................................5

Chapter one....................................................................8

Chapter two...................................................................15

Chapter three.................................................................23

Chapter five...................................................................30

Chapter six....................................................................33

Chapter six....................................................................39

Chapter seven.................................................................47

Chapter eight..................................................................50

Chapter nine..................................................................54

Chapter ten....................................................................57

Chapter eleven................................................................61

Chapter twelve................................................................65

Chapter thirteen...............................................................68

Chapter fourteen..............................................................73

Chapter fifteen................................................................77

Chapter sixteen................................................................80

Chapter seventeen.............................................................83

Epilogue.......................................................................87

Authors Note..................................................................89

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Trigger warnings


[image: ]


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.

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 that 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. 

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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“Where is it!” The men in the black boat shone their lights in the water, looking for the creature they had been hunting. They had driven it into the river, expecting it to flounder and give up but it was a strong swimmer and somehow kept avoiding the nets they had flung at it. 

“Masterson you said they can't swim in fresh water,” the leader of the the men in the high speed power boat snarled. “Where is it?”

The men kept sweeping their lights and then the man named let out a curse. He pointed his light away from the shore toward a spreading stain on the night dark water. “Blood in the water, too much blood.”

The leader cursed and then waved to the other boats. “Do a final sweep, looks like it got away.” He rolled his eyes. “Come morning we can check the banks. We should recover the body for further study.

The shadow under the reeds let out a relieved sigh as the boats moved back down the river. She needed to find help and soon. Wincing, she swam back out into the open and did her best to put distance between herself and the men who had hunted her from the ocean into the big river. Maybe there was a place she could hide and heal up.

****
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“ERIKA! OVER HERE!”

The paramedic looked up and ran toward the waving woman by the water. Getting a direct call asking for her was becoming all too common. The city was heating up and those that needed her help couldn't be given to others to be treated. This time it was all too early in the morning. Only a good friend could pull her away from the diner and the best breakfast in all of Angel city. She just hoped that it wasn't something she needed to bring to her mate.

She hadn't expected the call she got. Usually her friend was just starting her rounds but when the oat spirit called she came. “Nora?” 

The bike messenger looked up and nodded. “Not sure what happened here but she needs help fast.” Her bike was up the riverbank, leaning on a post, something rare for Nora to do. 

Erika slid down the bank to find a dark haired young woman with a nasty bleeding wound from her shoulder, down her back to her waist. She was naked other than a pelt wrapped about her lower body. Even from a distance she could see the bruises and other older wounds. The one on her back though was fresh and concerning. Calling up the bank, she carefully laid her fingers to either side of the wound. “Mike, get the gear down here. Looks like a propeller slash.” It wasn't something she saw too often. At least not in human sized people. She knew that water mammals could get hit by them but last she knew there weren't any living in the Angel River.

She then turned back to the woman and spoke softly. One thing she had learned in all her years of doing this, victims of accidents needed calm voices and special care. This was a woman, not an animal and if she had been swimming in the Angel this early in the day there had to be a damn good reason. “Not sure why you were swimming in the Angel, but don't worry. We'll get you to Jones and the docs there will get this taken care of.” When she started to move the pelt to check for other injures the woman's hand locked on her wrist. “Hey, its okay.”

“Don't take...it,” the woman's voice faded as she passed out and Erika made a face as she eased the seal pelt from the comatose woman. She shook it out before carefully folding it. The wound on the woman's back somehow seemed to miss the pelt.

“Never thought I would actually see one of these, never mind touch it,” she handed it to Nora turning to Mike. “Okay, let’s get her on the stretcher and get moving.” Turning to Nora once the patient was secured she took the pelt and placed it on top of the unconscious woman. “Thanks for calling, Nora. I'm pretty sure anyone else would have taken away her pelt and I have heard that would kill her faster than the wound on her back.”

“Huh?” Nora looked confused. “Why would it?”

Erika gave her a quick smile. Nora might be spirit clan and mated to an actual dragon but she didn't know all the wondrous creatures that inhabited this place. “She's a Selkie. That pelt is very important to her. It is a part of her.”

The Oat woman's eyes widened as she looked down at the woman on the stretcher. She was still learning about the races that inhabited this part of the land of her birth. “Really? A Selkie? In the Angel? I thought they were saltwater fae?”

Erika shook her head with a sigh. Too many lumped all the lesser known races with the Fae, which this woman wasn't. “Not fae and they can be found anywhere the water is deep enough and the Angel goes pretty deep.” She looked down at the face of the young woman and shook her head. “I wonder if Dante knows this one?” She waved to Nora as Mike and she moved the stretcher into the rig. “I hope someone knows your name.”

The patient opened her eyes for a moment and whispered. “Sarah Leanbh.”

Erika tried to get more from her patient during the ride to the hospital. Sarah was weak but her whispers begged Erika to not let anyone know she was here. It was obvious that the young woman had been running from something. The wound on her back came from those who tried to run her down in the water. She couldn't dive down fast enough to avoid it. Or so Erika put together from her patient's whispers. 

When she wheeled the woman into the ER she was glad to see the doctor on call. A surgeon on call this early who wasn't the master of this place and who just happened to be a water fae would probably be the best to deal with the Selkie's injuries. “Zachary! Going to need your expertise here!”

She quickly gave the doctor the little she knew and handed her off. She could hear the doctor grumbling as he got to work. “Damn humans and their need for speed.”

Erika snorted, she doubted that it was some joy riding human that hit the Selkie. The little she got from Sarah made it sound like it was intentional. The woman was running from something or someone and she hadn't dodged fast enough. “Okay kid, time to head back.”

Mike nodded after a long look toward the closed doors. “Erika do you think we can help her?”

Erika smiled at her protégé. He was definitely coming along; before he would have just seen the lovely naked form of their patient. Now he was thinking beyond the body and the injuries to what else she might need. He had certainly grown up in the year and some he had been training with her. “I don't know kid but if we can't I can assure you that Doc McMannus will lend her hand. They have things in common after all.” The two, a fae and a half fae gave one last look back at the woman and the fae doctor. “I'll be sure to check in on her after shift. There is a story there.”
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I opened the door to the shop portion of my home with a smile. The sun was shining and the birds were filling the early morning air with song, something I had never thought to hear in a city. Everything I had been told growing up said that human cities were barren of life beyond the humans who infested them. Like so much I had been taught as a child that was wrong; human cities held so much life, if you knew to look past the glass, steel and cement. Angel City was bright and beautiful at this time of day. Before most of the city was up and moving you could feel the calm spirit of this place just stretching as she awoke and the wash of the water across the street was soothing. I turned back to look over the cages and tanks that held creatures waiting for companions. Most of them were still snuggled into their bedding but a few were moving about, asking in their quiet animal voices for breakfast. My shop might be small but I have a very select group of patrons who come in looking for a new friend. 

Water's Gift is a...pet store, would be the best term humans use. I carry all kinds of pet supplies and food along with some not so common creatures. While I do have a few of the normal for human pets, like hamsters or parakeets, I don't carry dogs or cats. The rare customer who comes in looking for those I refer to the animal shelter a few blocks over. Most of my stock was fish but there is a section that the random walk in can't see that holds creatures at the same time are animals but that are more intelligent than the humans who browse the front of the store. Familiars, spirit friends and others all come here to find the person they are meant to bond to. It was a bit like being a clearing house for the magical creatures in Angel City. Or more the Tindr for witches and other magic workers looking for a life bonded creature.

I quickly refilled the feeders, giving a little pat to each of the creatures in my care before moving toward the special section. The front was quiet as I went about cleaning the habitats and feeding all the many furred, feathered, scaled and finned creatures under my care. I usually hum softly to the music coming through my ear buds as I work but today I just listened as I worked. The Bard had released a new album and I was one of the lucky few who got a pre-release copy. The songs on this album were certainly more romantic and sensual than the last from two years ago. Mating had changed his music and I, for one, enjoyed the change. I had been devouring music since I landed here. The lovely woman who turned out to be his mate had become a good friend after I had come so unceremoniously to Angel City.

“Mistress Sarah is in a good mood this morning,” the quiet voice from my knee had me looking down. As happened most mornings I had a guest that slipped in without me noticing.

“Every morning I have a visit from my favorite earth elemental is a good day.” I squatted down to be eye level with Gem. A creature of mud and stone, his eyes gave him his use name. They were a crystalline topaz, golden with a light of their own. While it was uncommon for the elementals to pay visits inside of man-made buildings, for some reason Gem liked to stop by my home and talk to the creatures who I gave temporary homes to. I guess the fact that I tried for a calm aura in my home and work place made it a magnet for some. Usually earth elementals were shy creatures but this one was braver than most. He had actually helped his true mistress when she had been trapped. It had surprised me the first time he stopped by. An earth elemental stopping in a shop run by a water creature was not common. He had looked about, given me a toothy smile and then disappeared the first time. He came back the next day with a pouch filled with nuts and seeds that the normal pet creatures loved.

It had been a year and some since I was pulled off the
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