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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 is totally a mistake. While I have set the city in a real place I have made up Angel City and all its residents from my mind and nothing else.

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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​Legal disclaimer
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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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​Legal disclaimer AI
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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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“You are unworthy. Your kind believes they are true people. You spirit folk are simply things to be used and discarded. That you dare speak back to me is enough to call for your disposal. The fact that you lay with the head of the clan demands the blood of all your kind.” The tiger woman turned to the large figure behind her. “Take this thing out to the fields and burn her. Burn them all.” The Tigress turned with a swirl of her sari and walked toward the man she called mate. He was of the White kindred and she of the Black, but she knew that her kind was greater than his. She held control of his power, or thought she had until the Oat spirit woman spoke up about her indiscretions.

When her tiger stepped forward to grasp the slender Oat woman in his large claws her husband's voice echoed in the room. “What do you think you are doing, wife.”

Jasmine spun and her fists went into fists. “I am dealing with your paramour as is my right as wife.” She took a slow breath and sway walked toward him, pressing the power of seduction that she used to catch the White Tiger clan head, a slow sensual smile on her red painted lips. “I know it was not your desire that led her to your bed, my love. It was the power these things have over the base needs of the male.”

Joquim, the head of the entire clan of White Tigers in Asia shook his head with a stern look on his rugged features. “I have told you time and again that Nara is a friend, nothing more. Her people have kept our lands lush and the grains growing to feed our clan for centuries. We have a treaty between our clans. Your jealousy is making a fool of you wife.”

He turned to the slender oat maiden and bowed his head. “I am sorry that the she tiger has treated you wrongly, Lady Oat. I need to deal with my wife and teach her the reality of life in the clan of White.” 

Jasmine glared at the friendly tone he used with the other woman. She gestured behind his back to her servant. Tonight she would take the reins of the clans in her own hands and the insult of the Oat clan would be dealt with.
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​Chapter one
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Angel City is a wild place if you really know it. There are millions of souls living within its borders. Most are ordinary humans, men, women and others all going about their lives. They get up, go to work, come home and whatever else it is that they do, not knowing or caring that their neighbors have lives that are so very different from their own.

My name is Nora Oatdaughter. Yeah, odd name I know, but then I am not exactly normal. I've done my best to come across as normal twenty something woman here in the city. I work making deliveries for a number of the small businesses in the city. Think of me as a type of bike messenger if you will.

Most times the packages I deliver are pretty simple. Food orders, grocery deliveries and small orders from one crafts person to another. There are a lot of crafts people who hire me to take their packages from place to place in the big city.

Angel City is a big place, but lucky for me it has public transit that accepts bicycles. If say the bookseller, Angie ordered something from Neoma the weaver, well I would get a call. I was trusted by most of the non-humans in the city to take their packages and deliver them without a fuss.

Now you might wonder why they didn't just use FEDEX or UPS, but well packages get lost and anything that is beyond the normal everyday world just might let the word get out that the humans aren't the only people living here.

I have never lost a package and I get them delivered on time if at all possible. There have been a couple of times where I got delayed that were totally out of my hands. Thankfully those times were just delivering some groceries from Ben's bodega to the hacker kid who lives in the warehouse district. He had no issue with his fruit smoothies coming to him a few hours later than normal. 

Monday was like most days for me. Summer had come on strong, so it was warm early in the morning. I had stopped by the office to find out who needed me. There are only three of us at Angel City Delivery; me, the office maven Onika and Jimmy. Jimmy took care of the bikes. We had three at the moment. Yeah more than I needed you might think, but they get a lot of wear and tear and I like to rotate day to day. He keeps them cleaned up and repairs any damages that happen while I am working. 

Now I won't say these are your normal bikes. After all I am riding them more than a marathon rider does. I put probably a hundred miles a day on my bikes, sometimes more. How you ask? Well I'm not human so I can really move and I have a lot of stamina.

Today he had the bright green bike ready for me. She was my workhorse. She started out as a Coda Elite but Jimmy fine tuned her, adding extra strength to the frame yet making her a bit lighter. Every ounce he shaved off the frame meant I could move faster which is a good thing when moving through the traffic downtown. 

With all the weirdness in town lately I had more customers than normal. Usually my customers were the quiet, average everyday kind of people who were too busy to go to the shops to pick up their orders. They would put an order in either via calling the office or through the website Onika set up, but with the attack at the Moot, the happenings at the Festival and then the shoot out downtown when some extremist group tried to kidnap and kill people, well people were staying home and having things delivered and that is where I come in. 
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​Chapter two
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“Hey Nora, got four deliveries for you this morning.” Onika had slips lined up on the counter for me when I stepped inside. 

“Tell me they are at least all in the same area?”

She nodded. “Yeah, mostly stuff from over at the bodega needing to go to the circles. You should be able to pick them all up at once and drop them off before lunch.”

I stretched and smiled with a nod. I liked seeing Ben most days. Only a few really knew just what he was. He had been a great warrior for longer than I had been alive, but had decided to retire to run a bodega at the edge of the entertainment and warehouse district. He had become a good friend when I first came to the city, lost and alone. Giving me a place to stay and learn about life in this city until I got my bearings. He helped me set up my identity and my business.

You see there aren't any others of my kind living west of the mountains. Once I had lived in the grain fields in the middle of the country with my sisters. My kind came from the very soil of this land and even before farmers wandered into our fields we tended the native grains. We had lived alongside the human farmers for centuries. We strengthened the soil and made sure that no blight hit the crops. That was until the dust bowl happened. 

We could do a lot with the native grains because well, we were native too. My family had been tied to the grasslands for longer than humanity existed. We had been glad to help the humans who had decided to domesticate the wild oats. We taught things to those who would listen and when oats become a staple we made sure that the land used wasn't depleted by over farming.

Now the first of the settlers who came to the lands we tended were surprised to find women who had hair the color of ripe oats living in small communities. There were all kinds of questions about where our men were and how we got there. While the native peoples of the plains mostly ignored us the new settlers were of a different mindset.  Lies were told of course. Telling the settlers with their white god that we were nature spirits who had always been here would have meant a lot of burning because at that time and even today, being a spirit was considered evil.

Yeah, I am a spirit. Not a ghost or something like that. I am a lot like the fae that came to the continent with their human counterparts. In fact the fae were glad to meet us. They warned us about the religion of most of the settlers and gave us places to hide when the religious leaders decided to cleanse the grasslands of the heathens.

When the acres that I had been bound to died in the dust bowl I had been lost and alone. My sisters had died with their fields, but I had not. A fae lord found me dry, dusty and weak then brought me into the Fae, nursed me back to health and in that time somehow severed the tie that kept me there. He changed me from what I was to something a lot like the dryads and other earth Fae. I was still spirit, but one untied to the land.

He and his friends taught me about life outside of the oat fields, not always in ways I liked and then dropped me here. I can tell you that finding myself dropped into a city of millions was startling. My time inside the Fae was very different than it is here. They had healed me up and taught me things, but it took time spent with Ben to really understand my place in the city.

The ride to Ben's bodega in the early morning was always good. Most people were just getting up and moving about when I peddled through the streets. The air was clean from the light rain just before dawn and I loved the feel of the damp air and the rising sun on my skin. It being summer and early in the day I had tied my jacket around my waist and was just wearing a tank top. While many find the early day even at high summer too cool, it felt wonderful to me; just one of the things that came from living most of your life as a spirit of the open grass lands.

I waved to a few of my regulars as I passed them. Some were closing up their night time businesses and others were just opening their doors. Life in Angel City went on twenty four seven and it had a beat to it that changed hour to hour.

As I paused for a light change I saw Ben talking to one of the more intriguing, to me at least, denizens of the city. His name was Mamoru and he was an immigrant from across the sea. He had taken over teaching at the dojo that Ben had built a few blocks over from my office. I wasn't sure just what he was other than oh so hot and a great father.

See Mamoru moved here after his wife had died, bringing with him two sweet little kids.  He had a six year old daughter name Susu and two year old son named Mishi. Usually I would make a delivery to his home once a week. He received packages from back in Japan and Ben would have me bring them over. We would chat about life in the city and I would spend an hour playing with the kids so he could have some time off. Running a dojo with two small children meant he needed a babysitter. He had a bit of trouble keeping ones who didn't want to crawl into his bed. Not that I would turn the man down if he asked, but he was focused on his business and his children; something that just made him more intriguing to me.

I had gotten to like the kids when I stopped by. They were so cute and sweet. Tiny, little things like most kids their age, they didn't find me scary like some adults did. Both of them had the same complexion and dark hair of their father, but their eyes were all their late mother's. I had never seen eyes quite like theirs. They were silver and made a person stop for a moment the first time they turned them your way. The fact that they would light up when I stopped by always made me smile. When asked I would gladly babysit those sweet children. I would never have a child of my own and it gave me something to be able to spend time with them.

When the light changed I peddled over and set my bike to the side. Mamoru smiled at me, his dark eyes warm. “Sun's greetings, Nora.”

“Sun's greetings to you too.” I gave him a little bow out of politeness and then waited as he finished up his discussion with Ben. I admit inside I was doing my best not to give him that once over look that men gave women. He was dressed in a casual black button down and jeans and a part of me wondered what he would look like shirtless.

“Are you sure, sensei?”

Ben darted a look to me and nodded. “Just be careful.”

Mamoru turned his dark eyes to give me a look that sent a shiver up my spine, a pleasant one and then nodded, bowed and strode off. Whatever that was about had my curiosity peeked but I wasn't rude enough to ask. “Hey Ben, you have deliveries for me this morning?”

He turned to me with a look of concern that he quickly hid. “Ah yes, come inside and I will give them to you.” Again I wondered what that was about. Ben knew me pretty well and I was pretty sure he knew I was in good health and my business was running great.

The bodega was a mix of what you would expect from a corner store with a lot of interesting things mixed in. When I had time I would browse the isles, sometimes picking up things that caught my fancy. Today I just followed him into the back. If I really had four deliveries this morning I would need to get in and on the road without delay. Traffic would be picking up soon.

He gestured to a stack of carefully wrapped boxes. They weren't large, probably the size of a good book each. “The witches have all ordered special ingredients for their upcoming holiday.” He handed me the list of addresses and I nodded. “You know each of these costumers. They specifically asked that you bring their orders before noon.”

“Shouldn't be too difficult; starting early makes this easy. If you need me to deliver anything else you have my cell. Just give me a call.” Ben was a regular customer and friend so of course he had my cell number. Not too many did. I preferred my orders to come through the office, but people like Ben could call me anytime. I took the boxes and placed them in the carrier I brought in. You had to be careful to not just stuff things into a backpack when delivering for Ben. That could mess up some of the concoctions he made.

“Nora, child,” He paused as if indecisive, not something normal for him. “Be careful. There are bad men in the city. They are looking for those who are not human.”

I paused for a moment and then shrugged. “I am always keeping an eye out, my friend, but thank you for the warning.” I waved and headed back to my bike, I really should have listened, but well, I figured I run under the radar of almost everyone, after all humans just saw my outside and Others had no real idea what I was other than the delivery messenger. If there were men looking for non-humans, there were a lot more powerful and interesting people than me so what could happen?
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