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          PEREUM, FAIRELLE YEAR 200
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      In the year 200, in the city of Pereum, the heart of Fairelle, King Isodor lay on his deathbed. With all of Fairelle united under his banner, his four rival sons vied for the crown. One-by-one, the brothers called forth a djinn named Xereus from Shaidan, the daemon realm, to grant a single wish. But Xereus tricked the brothers, twisting their wishes.

      The eldest wished to forever be bloodthirsty in battle, and was thus transformed into a Vampire. The second wished for the unending loyalty of his men, and was turned into a Werewolf. The third asked for the ability to manipulate the elements of Fairelle; he became physically weak, but mighty in magick, a Fae. And the last asked to rule the sea. A Nereid.

      When the king died, each brother took a piece of Fairelle for himself and waged war for control of the rest. Xereus, having been called forth so many times, tore a rift between his daemonic plane and Fairelle, allowing thousands of daemons to pour into Pereum.

      Years upon years of bloody warring went by, all races fighting for control, and eventually the daemons gained dominion of the heart of Fairelle. Realizing that all lands would soon fall into the daemons’ control, the High Elders of the Fae and the Mages from the south combined their magicks to seal the rift. The daemons were banished back to their own plane, but Pereum was wiped off the map in the process, leaving only charred waste behind, forever, known as The Daemon Wastelands.

      Upon the day of the rift closing, a Mage soothsayer prophesied of the healing of Fairelle. Over the next thousand years, the races continued to war against each other, waiting for the day when the ancient prophesies would begin.

      Eight prophesies, a thousand years old, to unite the lands and heal Fairelle.

      Among the prophesies were mentioned the return of Vampire Slayers. The seven Gwyn Brothers were chosen to be Vampire Slayers. To protect their lands of Westfall from the monsters that lay beyond. And to keep all of Fairelle from falling prey to the evil that lurks in the shadows.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          WESTFALL, FAIRELLE - 1208 A.D. (AFTER DAEMONS)
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      Scarlet brushed her hair and smiled. She was going to marry the man she loved. She’d waited for Jamen to ask her ever since the first time he’d come into her father’s store in his fine tan tunic and black breeches, with his curls dangling in his chestnut brown eyes. In that moment, before he'd even spoken a word, she’d known that her heart would never belong to another.

      The previous night, when they’d made love for the first time, had been the happiest moment of her life. Never before had he kissed her with so much need, or touched her like she was so precious. The weight of his hips on hers and the feel of their bodies joined had been bliss beyond what she thought the world capable of. Jamen Gwyn was her soul mate and soon they would be wed and he’d be hers, forever.

      She closed her eyes remembering the intimate hours they’d spent together in her bed as her parents had been out. Her skin flushed and arousal gripped her tight. Would it happen again before they married? It shouldn’t. It wasn’t proper. But she and Jamen had never been accused of being proper. Even though he was a young Lord of Gwyn manor, he was fourth in line to inherit, so he wasn’t bound by the same rules as his older brothers when it came to picking a bride. The daughter of the town's shopkeeper was as respectable as any woman.

      Male voices floated up the stairs and in through Scarlet’s door. Her gaze traveled to the wooden clock on the mantle. It was just after ten and the moon shone high in the night sky.

      She set down her brush on the antique vanity and rose from her seat. Gathering the hem of her long chemise she tiptoed to the top of the stairs.

      “No, I need… I need to s– see her now.”

      Scarlet frowned at the sound of Jamen’s voice.

      “Lord Gwyn,” her father said. “This is most improper. It is late and you are… inebriated M'lord. Mayhaps it would be best if you spoke to Scarlet tomorrow.”

      There was a scuffling sound and then Jamen appeared at the bottom of the stairs. Scarlet’s heartbeat quickened and a trickle of fear raced up her neck. His hair was disheveled and his tunic lay open and untucked revealing the chiseled chest that had pressed down upon her the previous night. One of the legs of his breeches was tucked into his boot the other was not. Jamen prided himself on his immaculate appearance.

      “Sssssscarlet,” he slurred. “I need to talk… I need to talk to you.”

      “All right.”

      Her father stood at Jamen’s shoulder, wringing his hands.

      She descended the stairs in a slow deliberate step. Her knees wobbled and she clung to the banister.

      “It’s all right father. We’ll speak in the den,” she said.

      Her father continued to wring his hands; his mouth opening and closing like a giant coddlefish.

      She was two stairs from Jamen when the stench of alcohol hit her. She’d never seen him so low. They occasionally spent time together with friends at the inn and he would drink, but never like that. Never to excess. Her throat constricted.

      “Come.” She tried to clear her gravelly throat. She pointed to the door on the right. Jamen stared at her for a minute- his glassy, unfocused as he took her in. He blinked several times and then nodded. Swaying, he leaned on the wall for support as he made his way to the room.

      Flinging himself into a large stuffed chair he hung his head in his hands. Scarlet stepped in followed by her father. She wished to tell her father to leave, whatever was wrong was none of her father’s business, but she couldn’t. Somehow his presence at her back strengthened her.

      She stood silently, heart pounded, hands shaking.

      When Jamen didn’t speak she walked over to him. Her body moving as disjointedly as a scarecrow. He didn’t look up, so she knelt in front of him, placing her hands on his knees. Moments past and finally he lifted his gaze.

      Deep purpled circles bruised the skin underneath his bloodshot eyes. He stank of liquor and sweat. He stared at her for a long time, not touching her. Not speaking. Anxiety twisted and turned under her skin, almost consuming her. Jamen wasn’t a man of many words and to force him to speak would do no good, but the longer he sat staring, the shakier she became.

      He picked up her hands finally. His thumb rolled across the back of her fingers caressing her skin and sending butterflies flipping in her belly. Memories of the feel of his lips worshipping her skin, made her cheeks heat.

      “I’m sorry,” he whispered. A tear dripped onto her hand and rolled off the side.

      Those weren’t the words she’d expected and suddenly she didn’t want to know.

      “For what?” She barely managed to get the words out.

      He looked up again, his eyes full of pain and sorrow. He choked on a sob. “I… I love you, Lettie. I love you more than I’ve ever loved anything. I never thought I’d ever love someone the way that I love you, but I do. So I can’t— I won’t—“ He shook his head and drooped.

      The spot where he traced her skin no longer soothed, but became like the scratching of a spider crawling across her. She wanted to pull her hands away. Instead she squeezed his fingers tight.

      She didn’t want to ask. Didn’t want to hear, but she had to know. “You can’t what, Jamen?”

      “I… I can’t marry you.”

      A buzzing started in her ears. An annoying buzz that drowned out her surroundings. Her head lightened, as if she wasn’t in her body anymore. She took in several deep breaths through her nose in an effort to rid herself of the sensations that suddenly plagued her.

      It wasn’t possible. They’d been together for six years. Laughing, kissing, touching. Falling in love. And last night, he’d told her that he couldn’t live without her. That she was his forever. Last night...

      She wanted to run to her room, lock her door and pretend that Jamen wasn’t in front of her looking like a drunkard. To wake up in the morning and forget that he’d been there.

      “I don’t think I heard you right,” she whispered.

      Tears dripped onto her hands again and his chin quivered.

      “I can’t marry you, Lettie. I want to. I love you and I wish I could, but I can’t.”

      A chill swept over her and rooted in her breast. Everything around her ceased to exist. Her mind cleared and her voice came out strong and cold. “I don’t understand. Has something happened?”

      “No. Yes. I… I can’t tell you.”

      “Let me get you home. You’ve had too much to drink. We’ll talk to Erik–”

      “No.” Jamen’s head shook heavily from side to side. “I don’t want to talk to my brothers.”

      “But maybe they can help–”

      “No!” His voice was so forceful that it made her jump.

      Jamen never yelled at her.

      “My brothers can’t help. I’m sorry Lettie. So sorry.”

      She slid her hands from his grip. “But last night⁠—”

      His eyes pleaded with her. “I’m sorry⁠—”

      “Yes, you’ve said that already.” The iciness in her heart spread to her limbs. Her knees ached from kneeling.

      “Please, forgive me.” His tearful eyes pleaded with her.

      Forgive him?

      She stood and backed away. He spoke common tongue but his words made no sense. Anger and anguish whipped through her. How could he do this?

      “You come to my home, late at night, reeking of alcohol and tell me you’re sorry but you cannot marry me and then ask me to forgive you?” She hugged herself tightly afraid that if she didn’t she’d break into a million pieces. “Tell me why, Jamen. Why can’t you marry me? Why won't you marry me?”

      “I... I can’t tell you. I want to, I do, but I can’t.”

      Scarlet clenched her jaw and nodded. “Fine.” Her voice sounded as hollow as the sermons Father Ohana gave on Sundays.

      Removing the emerald ring from her finger she flung it at him. He flinched and stood, reaching for her.

      “Lettie, please.”

      “Leave.” Her body quaked at the words. She’d given him everything. Her youth, her innocence, her heart. She’d be ruined. She had the dress, the invitations were ready to be sent out.

      He was leaving her. The man she’d given her life to.

      “Lettie—”

      “Stop calling me that!” she screamed. Her breath whooshed in and out in short, heavy bursts. Her father wrapped his arms around her shoulders, but his touch made her want to scream all the more.

      “I think you should go, Lord Gwyn.”

      Jamen looked between the two and then picked up the ring from the floor. He stared at it in his hand and then his beautiful chestnut eyes traveled to Scarlet. The eyes she’d immersed herself in for years. She pressed her nails into her palms to keep from reaching for him.

      He took a step forward, the glaze gone from his eyes. “Scarlet–”

      “Goodbye, Lord Gwyn.” She bit the inside of her cheek. She’d given him everything and he was throwing her away like yesterday’s waste. The only thing she had left was her pride and she refused to allow him to strip her of that as well.

      He stumbled past her, crashing into a table and knocking a vase to the floor. He stopped and looked back, opening his mouth but instead, he turned and fled from the room. The slam of the front door was like a slam through her heart. She stared at the door for a long time, unable to move.

      In that moment, she vowed to never again allow herself to be made so low by a man. Especially one by the name of Gwyn.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          GWYN MANOR, WESTFALL, FAIRELLE - 1208 A.D. (AFTER DAEMONS) THREE YEARS LATER
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      Jamen threw his satchel and saddlebag down onto the wooden table in the solar and let out a deep sigh. His breath hung in the cold air for a moment before disappearing. He scanned the room, knowing every surface by heart. Silence emanated from Gwyn manor. Born and raised in the house, he’d never once heard it that quiet.

      It had been months since he’d been home. After Flint’s disappearance and his sister Snow’s wedding, he and the rest of his brothers had taken turns coming back from Tanah Darah and lording over the lands that had been in their family for over a hundred years.

      Spending time in the vampire homelands of Tanah Darah had been a change for all of them, but Sage and Snow needed the help. The royal guard were mostly dead and even though Sage was now legitimately the King of the Vampires, enemies were still within their ranks. Jamen and his brothers were the best defense Sage and Snow had and it was currently their job to hunt down the vampires who wouldn’t obey the new law forbidding the feeding off non-consenting humans.

      Though the brothers had helped get rid of the evil in Tanah Darah, Fairelle as a whole was not yet safe. And the brothers were still Vampire Slayers. Their abilities had not waned, though their all-consuming desire to kill vampires had. Which was a comfort. Especially now that Snow was the queen.

      Jamen rubbed his hands together in an effort to warm them. The next three months were his turn at Gwyn Manor to take care of the family lands and holding. Being close to the end of December, there wouldn’t be much for him to do, but he appreciated the opportunity to have some solitude, to think. There had been so much upheaval in his life in the past years and he’d spent most of it in an alcohol-induced stupor just so he could cope. He’d never anticipated making it through the last two and a half years so he’d never dared to think about anything past getting through the day. But now he could actually look to the future.

      Yuletide Festivus was within the week. In Tanah Darah, Snow had taken to decorating for the holiday. But in Gwyn manor there was not a candle, piece of colored glass or garland to be seen. Not that it mattered. Yuletide Festivus was a celebration of light and goodness. A celebration of the people who brought you joy. And he had no one to celebrate with.

      His gaze traveled to the emerald ring wound tightly around his pinky finger. He swallowed hard and wondered where she was.

      Scarlet had left Westfall after he’d broken it off with her. He couldn't blame her. Her memory haunted him with every inch of Westfall. He could only imagine the pain being there brought her as well. At least he could escape to the manor but for her, living there, there was no escape. No escaping the places they'd laughed. Places they kissed. Places they'd gone further but not too far. Places where they'd made memories, and shared, and fell in love.

      He’d asked her little sister about her once. She said Scarlet had gone south to stay with family. He’d never dared to track her down. The less people knew of their relationship the better it would be for her. A year after she'd left her parents had closed their shop and moved on as well. He felt no shortage of guilt for it.

      Jamen spotted the small stack of firewood that Erik had left. He piled the logs high in the hearth and placed some kindling underneath. Using a flint and tinder he struck a spark. The tinder caught and licked up the logs. He stared into the flames, letting his mind wander.

      Erik had met with the landlord and mayor just a week prior, which meant Jamen had nothing to do other than sleep, eat and possibly ride. He hadn’t had time to himself in so long he wasn’t sure which to do first. Perhaps a ride into Westfall to shop for presents for Yuletide. He wouldn’t be able to get them to Snow and his brothers for several weeks at least, but it would give him a chore.

      A knock on the front door pulled Jamen from the warmth of the budding fire.

      His boots clunked on the floor, echoing through the empty manor as he headed through to the front hall.

      The door creaked loudly as he heaved it open. They used the front door so rarely that it was a wonder it hadn’t stuck.

      “Good morrow,” said a young man said with a smile. “I’m glad I finally caught someone. I’ve tried for several days to deliver this.” The boy thrust a cream colored scroll with a gold seal at Jamen. “Can you see that your Lord gets this?”

      Jamen’s eye twitched. Though he still wore his traveling clothes there was nothing about his demeanor that should have been read as a servant. He snatched up the scroll and ripped it open.

      “That’s for⁠—”

      “A Lord of Gwyn manor?” asked Jamen. “Yes, you said. I am Lord Jamen Gwyn.”

      The messenger blanched and stepped back, bowing. “My Lord, I apologize. I was unaware⁠—”

      “Forget it.” He scanned the parchment. It was a wedding announcement for the son of Sir Malcolm, a friend of Jamen’s late father and a bride whose name Jamen didn’t recognize. “Who is Lady Greenwater?” Jamen asked, scanning the parchment again.

      “She is from down south, from what I’ve been told, M’lord.”

      The wedding celebrations were to begin within two days. Jamen sighed. There went his time of solitude.

      “Shall I announce your decision M’lord?” the messenger asked.

      “I shall arrive on Thursday and stay only the night,” Jamen replied.

      “Very well, Lord. Again I apologize⁠—”

      “None needed.” Jamen closed the door, his eyes still on the parchment. The flowing bright blue script had been adorned with flowers. The announcements he’d commissioned for his own wedding had been very similar.

      Breathing deeply he closed his eyes. He’d avoided any kind of celebration in the past three years, as he had nothing to celebrate. It was usually Erik’s department to go to those kinds of things. Erik was the eldest and technically the Lord of Westfall. Jamen was only fourth in line. But as Erik had only just returned to Tanah Darah and with the pond that held the portal mirror frozen over, there was no way he would make it to Tanah Darah and back in time. It was his duty to go and represent the family.

      He blew out a sigh and rubbed his hands over his face. They’d been locking themselves away from their duties in Westfall for far too long. It was the reason he’d been sent back.

      There was no choice. He’d have to go himself.
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        * * *

      

      Scarlet stared in the mirror as her aunt’s maid pinned and braided her hair for the pre-wedding celebration. Her red locks were brushed smooth and then woven by Camille’s expert hands into an intricate plait.

      “Scarlet, dear,” said her aunt. “I think the purple dress will be best.”

      “Yes, Aunt Liza.” Scarlet’s voice came out as flat as her feelings for her soon to be husband.

      Her aunt turned. “Scarlet⁠—”

      “Sorry.” She’d slipped.

      Looking at herself in the mirror, she put on the pretty smile Aunt Liza had taught her.

      “This is what we’ve hoped and worked for. It’s a good match and I’m lucky to have found a rich husband who loves me for my beauty and is willing to overlook my suspicious past.”

      The mantra that had been drilled into her brain several times a day for the past year.

      Her aunt’s eyes softened. She laid the dress out on a large pink chair and then walked to Scarlet. Shooing Camille away, she took over Scarlet’s hair.

      “I understand this is hard for you. I can’t begin to know the weight you carry with you in your heart. I’ve had my heart broken before too of course, but I’ve never grieved the way you do. After three years, the pain of your loss is still apparent.”

      Scarlet swallowed the lump in her throat. No matter what she’d done, no matter how hard she’d tried, she couldn’t move on. She’d lost her one true love, and in doing so, she’d locked away her desire to love at all. But it didn’t matter anymore. She’d given all that up. Now she hid her pain behind a pretty smile and a demure attitude.

      “All that is behind me now,” she said.

      Her aunt placed a jewel-encrusted comb
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