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GARETH IS A FAE. 
Sort of. His mother was a Nymph, and with that cross, he finds himself to be irresistible to, well, everything. Fae, Nymph, Troll, Dwarf, hell, even Vampires have a hard time not following him around like a lost puppy. But that's part of the problem, none of his connections are ever real. It’s always because of his glamor.

That is, except his brother, who is like the anti-Gareth in that he pushes everyone away. And his father, the head of the military for the mighty Fae army, who wants Gareth to take his place someday and is seemingly stuck with the brother Rowan instead.

Astrid of Lansing is the daughter of a powerful general in the Vampire army. After years of losing land, power and wealth to the domineering Fae army, her father is trying to keep the drumbeat of war away while she finds herself.

When a chance encounter crosses Gareth, Rowan and Astrid's paths, it sets off a chain reaction of lust, war and power that threatens to destroy the entire Magik realms, and bleed over into the blissfully unaware Human ones as well.

When secrets are unveiled, and loyalties are tested, will Gareth and Astrid fall for each other despite it being 'technically' impossible? Or will their allegiance to their own kind continue the war between the mortal enemies of Fae and Vampire.
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“COULD YOU, FOR ONE night, just not?”

I laughed, slapping my brother on the back as we walked down the cobblestone street to our favorite pub.

“No,” I said. “You know this. I can’t control it. No more than you can control the rising and setting of the sun and moon. It is simply part of me.”

“I doubt that,” he grumbled. “You have an off switch, you just don’t ever use it.”

“When?” I half-jokingly demanded. “When have I ever had the ability to control it? And if I could, why wouldn’t I when it is extraordinarily awkward not to?”

“You like it,” he muttered. “Even back in school. The teachers Father brought in for us... you seduced them as soon as it was legal.”

“My brother,” I said, shaking my head, “I did no seducing. They fell for me because of my glamour. And I was a young man, inexperienced with women. They were perfect toys to learn with. What is a teacher for if not to teach?”

“Not that,” he said. “Especially Cassandra.”

“Ahh, Cassandra...” I said. “She was a lovely creature. My first blonde, you know.”

“I know,” Rowan said, gritting his teeth. “I loved her. I pined for her. I even told you.”

“But by then it was too late, brother,” I said. “She had been on me from the first moment! It was everything I could do to hold her off until my birthday. It is the glamour, not me. I can’t control it.”

Rowan stopped arguing, if only because we were in the presence of other people. I was grateful for the break. He had been going on about it all evening. Now that we were heading to our third bar, and the one I enjoyed the most, I was seriously hoping he would lay off.

He was Fae. And yet, he... wasn’t. Technically he was, at least. It was just that some of the more interesting elements of life seemed to elude him. He had no glamour, for one. It was almost like he had a negative charge to him that repelled people. It was kind of funny watching people in both of our presence. They would be so compelled to me and so turned off by him that they would constantly do a weird little dance to get between us with their back to him. 

He noticed too. Always. It made him a bitter, sad little man. I felt for him, but there was nothing I could do. It was how I was born. And while it wasn’t completely true that I had no control over it, it might as well have been. I had very little control. I could exert more glamour than my resting, base charisma, but that was it. If I really wanted someone, there was no stopping me. But if they were compelled by me physically being in the same room, well, that was just how it was.

The bartender noticed me immediately when we walked inside, and I sighed. This was going to start him up. Nothing got him going more than when I got the attention of men. He wasn’t even attracted to men, but it bugged him that my glamour wasn’t constrained to women, but open to literally anyone I came into contact with. As soon as the bartender, a new guy I hadn’t met before, looked up, noticed me, and smiled wide, my brother turned to me with an expression of such pure disgust the heat coming off him was palpable.

“New guy,” I said.

“Of course,” he said. 

“What can I get for you?” the bartender, whose nametag read Errol, said excitedly.

“I’ll have a gin and tonic,” Rowan said, interrupting. 

Errol glanced over in annoyance and then turned back to me. 

“Gin and tonic,” I said, pointing to Rowan, “for my brother, and a tequila sunrise for me. I would greatly appreciate it if you kept them coming for him especially.”

“Him?” Errol said, nodding toward Rowan. “Really? You two are... brothers?”

“So hard to believe, right?” Rowan said bitterly. 

“Very,” the bartender said honestly. “Coming up.”

He flashed another smile as he turned away. 

“It’s fucking ridiculous,” Rowan muttered.

“I can’t help it,” I said. “Just enjoy the free drinks.”

“Who said they’d be free?” Rowan asked.

“Just... they will. Trust me,” I said.

“Hello, there,” a sultry, feminine voice said behind me. 

“Hello,” I said brightly, turning. 

A buxom woman, tall and thin, brushed between my brother and I, leaning against the bar with her smoky eyes burning into mine.

“I don’t usually do this, but can I buy you a drink?”

“As long as you buy one for my brother too,” I said.

Her eyebrows rose in interest, then she turned, saw Rowan raise a drink to her, rolled her eyes, and turned back to me. 

“Sure, why not?” she said.

“Oh, come on, I can hear you,” Rowan said.

“Would you like to dance?” she asked.

It was a couple hours later when Rowan stumbled through the door ahead of me, pushing past a young man who was clearly trying to keep all the alcohol on the inside. The slight jostling of my brother encouraged him to lose the battle. 

“Good heavens,” I said. “That is a lot of puke.”

“Oh, hey,” the man said, wiping his mouth and suddenly smiling wide.

“Nope, not today, pal,” I said.

A deep frown crossed his face, just seconds before another round of vomiting occurred. I shook my head and caught up with my brother, rebuttoning my shirt and tucking it into my pants.

“Where are you going?” I asked as I reached him

“Home,” he said. “Away from you and your fucking glamour.”

“Oh, come on, Rowan,” I said. “We’re doing this again?”

“We do this always,” Rowan said. “Because you are a selfish prick.”

“Selfish?” I asked. “Exactly how am I selfish?”

We were rounding a corner, taking a dark alley back toward our home. 

“Father can turn it off,” he mumbled.

I groaned.

“I am not Dad,” I said. “Dad can turn it on and off, and you know what? I wish I could too. I really do.”

“I wish I could turn it on at all!” Rowan shouted. “But no, I get to be the black sheep. I get to be the little brother who goes along with you, picking up scraps behind you, getting free drinks because someone bought them for you and I get them as a payment. A payment to not go fucking insane every single time you steal attention. Every time you peel away the little bit of self-respect I have and humiliate me in public.”

“How do I humiliate you? I didn’t ask you to come with me. It was the opposite. Like it always is. ‘Come, Gareth, let’s go to the bars and have a few drinks.’ That was fucking you,” I said. “You wanted drinks and a night out while Dad has his meetings and then you go and turn into this jealous monster.”

“His meetings,” Rowan muttered. “Our father is the leader of the Fae military. He is the leader of our kingdom. The most powerful Fae in the realm. And you are the golden child. The one with all the gifts. And you abuse them. You take them for granted. You are a trash person, Gareth. A trash son and a trash heir.”

“Excuse me?” I was getting angry now. 

“You heard me. And then there’s me. Poor old Rowan. Poor old stupid, non-magical Rowan. I have so little respect that father rarely mentions I exist. But you, you are the poster boy. Everyone knows Gareth. Gareth and his dumb little brother, what’s-his-name.”

“Rowan, shut up,” I said, my nerves on edge. “This has been building all night. I tried. I really tried to help you out. I tried to make sure you got free drinks. We left when the bar got too touchy with me, twice. I tried to get that girl to dance with you, and she would have! She would have done it! And you turned her away!”

“Because she wasn’t there for me,” he said, nearly growling. “She was there because you asked her to. It’s always about you. Always.”

“Just fuck this,” I said, stomping ahead. “Leave me alone, will you? You get home on your own.”

I wasn’t even tipsy. I was stone cold sober, actually. Another thing I could turn on and off. Even if I had enough alcohol to kill a horse, I could simply turn off the effects of it on my brain at any moment. It was a blessing, meaning that I could go and enjoy myself to the absolute maximum, then sober up whenever it was convenient. 

My brother did not have that ability. 

Granted, he had a stronger ability to resist the effects of alcohol than most. He could drink any normal human being under the table, easily. He could do the same with most other gifted as well, including most Fae. Hell, if I wasn’t trying to stay sober, and just enjoying the moment, he would stay functional long after I had gone sloppy. 

The issue was, our mother was a nymph. A highly sexual creature by nature, nymphs have a glamour all their own. When combined with Fae energy, it is nearly impossible to resist. Mixtures of Fae and Nymph are dangerously attractive to other Fae.

Usually.

Sometimes, though, it went the other way. Sometimes the combination of such strong genes would result in a chaos creature, one who had elements of their parents that were latent or hidden, and avoided the stronger, more known ones. Thus, Rowan. Rowan possessed some lesser-known traits of both Fae and Nymph, but seemingly none of the fun ones. He was whip-smart, and he had a gift for convincing people to agree with him, but he had a military mind. Much like Father. He was obsessed with tactics and might.

Our mother was long gone now, and the effect was that Rowan stuck close to our father’s side. He lived on the attention that was doled his way as a dutiful son. He studied the military, studied battles and lore and his father’s success. 

Yet, it was me who Dad wanted to follow in his footsteps. It was my name, my face that was plastered about as the next leader. Even if I didn’t want it, it seemed to be my destiny. And I was good at it, when I tried. 

I had been called to speak before. I had been called to sit on panels and tribunals. It was always met with respect and wonder that I was so perfectly suited for the job. My father was clearly proud of me. Proud of what I would become. The leader I would be. 

And Rowan was always to be my second. My right hand man. My advisor.

He hated it.

I empathized with him as much as I could, but it was often fruitless. I was the subject of his ire. I was the reason he was so angry. And while we occasionally had good times as brothers, and we were bound by blood, he could be a real prick sometimes. Like now.

Or like when he was around our stepmother, a pure Fae and a woman who had every reason to dislike me because I reminded her so much of my mother, a woman she could never compare to. 

“Go on, then,” Rowan said. “Go on, Gareth, run away. Run away like the little bitch you are. You always run away. You are supposed to be the heir to the kingdom, and any time father wants to talk to you about it, you always have something better to do. Like one of the maids.”

“Just shut the fuck up,” I said, spinning on my heel. I stomped back toward him in the darkened alley, my senses on alert. Something about it didn’t feel right. Something felt dangerous.

“No,” he drunkenly shouted.

“Rowan, seriously, shut the hell up,” I said, lowering my voice a bit. “I don’t like doing this in public. Especially in a dark alley. We need to get home. If you want to bitch at me when we are in our own home, then fine. I will take it. But not here. Not now.”

“You asshole,” he said, taking a swipe.

It was surprisingly accurate. And hard. One of the things Rowan did have was incredible strength. While my own strength at least matched his, he had studied fighting far more than I had, and knew he would have no physical advantage on me. Plus he was kind of drunk still. He was going to have to take every advantage he could. Including cheap shots.

“Come on,” I said, holding my jaw. “I’ll give you that one, but let’s go.”

“Get fucked!” he shouted, leaping at me. 

He speared me into the ground, and a heavy grunt tumbled from my lips as I hit the pavement. His fists were in my face immediately. Considering I couldn’t see the next one coming because the previous one was blocking my vision, the only recourse I had was to try to get my hands up and roll away. But Rowan was on me, sitting on my chest and raining down shot after shot.

“Rowan, get off of me!” I shouted.

“Not until you apologize!” 

“For what?”

A punch to the lip caught me off guard and I tasted blood.

“For being such a raging jerk all the time,” he said. “For stealing all the women! For making me look like a loser!”

“Rowan, I don’t want to fight,” I said as the punches started getting slower, bouncing off my shoulder as his aim got sloppier. 

“You will fight,” he said. “You will fight me, dammit! Fight me!”

I had an open shot. I didn’t want to take it. He was drunk, and this wasn’t a new situation. He often got hammered and then tried to pick a fight with me, but usually, I could just walk away. I could avoid him as he stumbled around and missed me with his punches. But he got the drop on me tonight, and wasn’t as drunk as I thought he was. 

So, I had to take the shot.

I hit him, square in the nose, and he stumbled back, falling off me and onto his side. He crumpled on the ground, holding his face and moaning as I shuffled to my feet. As I brushed dirt and loose gravel off my clothes, I noticed my jacket had ripped. 

“Ah, fuck,” I muttered. “This is Armani, Rowan. Do you know what you did?”

“You hit me,” he whimpered. “You made me bleed.”

I groaned. Staring at the sky for a moment to compose myself, I let out a long sigh. 

“All right,” I said. “Come on, Rowan. Let’s go.”

I reached down for his hand. Reluctantly, he reached up and took it. 
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Astrid
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I NEEDED TO EAT.

I refused to say ‘feed.’ It was so vulgar. 

But it was a simple truth. And that was the nomenclature of my species. To feed. Specifically on the blood of a human. Being a vampire was gross sometimes.

My prey was ahead of me, walking through a darkened alley, stumbling in drunkenness and yelling at another man who walked ahead of him. They weren’t lovers, but were bickering like two people who were clearly close. Yet they didn’t seem similar to each other. 

Not that it mattered. It never mattered what the prey was doing or who they were. They were cattle. Nothing more. 

I was lucky, if anything. I didn’t need regular feeding like some others I knew. I could subsist on human food for the most part. Even rare steaks could be used in a pinch, though it wouldn’t do much more than keep me from dying of starvation. But occasionally, I still needed someone to give me the blood of life. The real sustenance that made me strong and healthy, and imbued me with powers both like and more than my fellow vampire brethren. 

It was curious. Most of my kind had difficulty with sunlight. Not me. I could go to the beach and tan in a bikini all day if I wanted. Not that I wore bikinis... ever. Or went to the beach, for that matter. I was a city girl. Being in the sunlight was simply a matter of convenience for me, and regrettably, a matter of duty for my family and friends. What few there were. 

The high courts had their servants. I wasn’t technically one, but I might as well have been. I was called by my community to run errands, to visit others and pass messages, to do all kinds of odds and ends for them during the daytime hours. It was humiliating, but it paid the bills and kept our family in good standing, at least. 

I ran along the wall of the building to my right, leaping once I got to the level of the window and crossing the alley to the other side. From there, a quick swing from one patio to the next above it had me on the roof, and I leapt from one to the next, landing on my toes. 

The result of a hunt might be kind of gross, but damn, I enjoyed the actual action of it. The slow stalking, the pushing of my body to its limit, the smell of fear when they start to pick up that they weren’t alone. It was a rush. I felt guilty about it, and yet, I sank into it. If I was a vampire, I might as well enjoy the elements of it that were fun.

The men below were shouting at each other now. It was angry, masculine shouting, making me roll my eyes and ignore the specifics. It didn’t matter. They were men, and they were drunk, presumably. I could smell a shit-ton of alcohol, at least. And one of them was stumbling. Either he had enough alcohol to empty an entire bar, or the two of them had a hell of a rager tonight. It was a good thing another of my unique abilities was to not be affected by alcohol in the blood. 

It annoyed others of my kind. If they fed off someone who was drunk, it made them drunk too. The same went with methamphetamines or other drugs. Some of us had even had to quarantine after taking of a human who had a serious addiction and had just drugged themselves into a stupor. 

I could smell it. Some of my kind could as well, but not all of us. There were other signs, if you knew what to look for, but all too often, the need to feed was so strong that the first warm body would do. It was uncouth to take someone until their death. It drew attention and was, in general, seen as bad form. But if you were starving, it could happen. And you could miss telltale signs that would warn you of tainted blood.

For me, alcohol didn’t matter. At most I might get a mild stomachache later. Otherwise, I would be fine. And the slow one, the one who was clearly inebriated, that would be the one to go after. He would be the one to take. The other one was sober enough to run. Or to fight. But that would go predictably poorly for him.

I watched with eyes that picked out light in the darkness, at the expense of sudden flashes of light causing temporary blindness. In this dark alley, I wasn’t worried about a car’s headlights suddenly shining or a spotlight coming on. Down there, it was dark, and would remain dark until it opened to the street. 

I was going to strike well before then.

Hopping to the ledge, I navigated it with the balance of a cat and dove for the next one. 

And almost missed.

I caught myself by the fingertips and my feet scrambled along the side of the building. For a moment, I was sure I was going to fall, landing somewhere just behind my hunt, and scaring them both off. It would serve me right. I was being too cute. I was hungry enough to hunt, I shouldn’t be playing with my food.

My fingers caught their grip in the wedge of bricks on the roof of the building and I let my body swing until my foot got to the top. Maneuvering so my other foot got on the roof as well, I let my hand go, and hung upside down with my face against the brick. It took incredible balance and strength, but I slowly pulled myself up so my knees rested against the brick and I was able to roll backwards so I sat heavily on the roof and breathed out roughly. 

Quickly, I looked down at the two men. They were still arguing. 

That had been close. 

It was time. I had bounced from roof to roof enough. I had been careless and almost lost them. Now I needed to strike. Strike hard. Strike fast. 

Standing to my full height, I surveyed the alley. If I wanted to, I could essentially run down the building next to me, bouncing near the end in a leap that would send me directly into one of them. Probably the sober one. It would be good to scare him first. The other one wouldn’t be able to run so fast. 

But before I could do anything, there was a scuffle. I could smell a scent in the air that I hadn’t before, now that I was close. It was Fae. Fucking Fae. 

And it was bleeding.

Ugh. 

Fae were the sworn enemy of my kind, though I didn’t particularly care about the ancient feud. As far as I was concerned, it was the war of old men. Not my monkeys, not my problem. But these two were out in the middle of the night, in an open alley, fist-fighting each other and bleeding everywhere. They were going to draw attention from someone who had a lot less patience for both men and Fae than I would. 

Blood had been spilt by both of them now. The scent was similar, enough to tell me they were brothers. And the one who was still drunk had a lot of alcohol in his system. Enough that if he weren’t Fae, he’d be dead somewhere of poisoning. His blood would be enough to make most of my kind sick to their stomachs and wake up with a hangover.

The one who wasn’t drunk clearly didn’t want to fight. It looked like he had only struck back out of self-defense. Now, the two of them were both on the ground and the tall one was starting to stand. I looked around , saw what I needed, and knelt to pick it up.

A small pebble, just the right size of stone that, if thrown with expert accuracy and speed, could do just enough damage to knock someone unconscious. Even Fae. I picked it up, tossed it to gauge its weight, and cocked my arm. As I launched it, trusting my instincts and my impeccable throwing arm, to my horror, I saw that the second man was standing, their hands linked. And he was reaching for something.

The pebble hit the first man right on the base of his spine, under the neck. Instantly, he went limp and fell, dropping to the ground as I leapt from the roof and bounced down the bricks until I tumbled to the ground and rolled to my feet.

“What the fuck?” the drunkard shouted.

“I didn’t mean to,” I said. “I was trying to break up the fight.”

“By throwing a 
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