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			Praise for Pure: 

			New World Magic Book One

			 

			“I love this story! It rivals the best urban fantasy books that I have ever read.”— Diana, Audible Reviewer

			 

			“Kim embraces the writing style of Ilona Andrews and Jeaniene Frost with snarky heroines, exciting plotlines, and of course mythical creatures”— Nerd Girl Official

			 

			“Captivating Read! Fantasy/Romance/Mystery writers, move over in a big way for the new kid on the dark street who can write plot and dialogue as clever and quick as Nora Roberts” — Rad Dad, Amazon Reviewer

			


		
			 

			Praise for Kim Alexander

			 

			“Kim Alexander’s The Sand Prince is a thrill ride of fantastical proportion. Can hardly wait for the next wild installment.”  

			— David Baldacci, New York Times and International Best-Selling Author

			 

			“The Sand Prince is a wonder — full of magic, drama and sly humor.  Kim Alexander might just be a wizard.” 

			— Daniel Stashower, New York Times Best-selling Author

			 

			“I love these characters (even the horrible ones) and their growth and depth; I love the world(s)-building and the not-quite-hereness of it and the utterly beautiful and unique story.” — Tracet, NetGalley Reviewer

			 

			“FIVE STARS! Unique characters and interesting writing.”

			— Mark, Amazon Reviewer
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			The coffee cup floated right past me.

			“What the what?” I yelped, pushing myself away from the hovering mug. I bounced off the chair and landed on my butt on the floor. 

			Everyone in the coffee shop turned to stare.

			“I’m fine,” I announced, though no one had asked. I carefully plucked the cup from where it hovered a foot or so above the table and replaced it on the scratched Formica. After a few seconds, I let go. It stayed put. It happened so quickly I didn’t think anyone got their phones out, so I’d be spared being the ‘weird-girl-in-diner’ on Instagram. A couple of kids did seem to be paying attention, but they don’t use Instagram, do they?

			I’d already been media famous once, almost nine years ago. That time, first I was ‘Victim A,’ then I was ‘Coral Gables woman injured in vampire attack,’ and finally ‘College student recovering after near-deadly xeno encounter struggles to pick up the pieces of her life.’

			I still had the scrapbook of cuttings from the newspapers, and since March had healed the ugly scars on my throat, those yellowing clips were all I had left. Well, that and a new perspective on xenos. I now understood they weren’t all slavering, stinking monsters. After all, Dr. Bel, the therapist who turned things around for me, turned out to not only be a demi-goddess, but also the ex-girlfriend of March. 

			March, the unicorn. And sometimes, human man.

			I saved his life. He saved mine. Then he vanished.

			My life went back to normal after he left me, but normal wasn’t necessarily better. Of course, I missed him. He was beautiful, kind, brave, great in bed (great doesn’t really do the job, TBH) and yeah, an actual unicorn. But I was careful not to make more of it than it was—I never said ‘love’ out loud. I barely whispered it to myself. I knew how he was. When he desired something, it came to him. He didn’t even do it on purpose. In my head (I never even told Dr. Bel this), I started calling it the March Effect. Did he want me to love him? Or was it just that he expected to be admired and adored, and my brain read that as ‘fall in love?’ I’d probably never know, since he made it pretty clear when he healed my scars that he was done with the human world. Not that I blame him for leaving—from Margaret trying to saw his horn off to losing his magical abilities for a week, to Baba Yaga almost cutting out his heart, I’m sure he had a lot to process. I know I did.

			 

			 

			I waited for the cup to do something else, but it just steamed and sat there. I took a tentative sip. Just coffee. Maybe I’d hallucinated the moving mug, just like over the last few weeks I’d dreamed up the single soup can sitting in the bathtub, the TV remote in the freezer, the slowly rotating tower of books floating an inch above my bed. As if to remind me of the forces at play just out of sight, the cup gave a jerking twitch between my hands, like a hamster trying to escape, and then it was still. I shut off my laptop and got out of there. The coffee was getting cold, and anyway, it was time to head to work at the bar voted #53rd Friendliest in D.C. five years in a row, where the ice is warm, and you only get one bar on your phone, the bar that put the ‘die’ in dive: The Hare.
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			Work that night was normal, with the exception of Claudio acting like he was in the third act of a horror movie, all wide worried eyes and looking over his shoulder. 

			“What’s up?” I asked at his fifth dramatic sigh.

			He refilled my ice bin, then froze, holding the bucket in midair. “No. Nothing. Never mind.”

			Is there anything more annoying than someone who obviously wants you to make a big deal out of asking them what’s wrong? As The Hare began to empty out, the music faded from Curtis Mayfield to the spa mix we use to chill ourselves down. I was looking forward to the small pleasures that waited for me at home: taking off my bra, opening a beer, sitting on the couch with leftovers and House Hunters. Tonight it would be pizza and Reykjavik. Truly, it’s a non-stop thrill ride at my place. 

			“Okay, for real. What is wrong with you?” Claudio gave me big innocent eyes, but I wasn’t having it. He fiddled with the charms woven into his long braids, as he always did when he was nervous. He went right for the icon of St. Kentigern, the one you invoke when you’re being bullied. “Let go of that thing, he won’t help you now. You’ve been acting hinky all night. What’s going on?”

			He leaned against the cooler, flinging the assortment of tokens over his shoulder. “I wasn’t going to tell you, but fine. I saw Marly.”

			My heart contracted painfully, and I tried not let it show. All I wanted to do for these last few months was talk to Marly, but she made it clear the last time I saw her she was done talking to me. “So?” 

			“So? Really?” My ‘I don’t care’ act was no better than his ‘nothing to report’ act. We knew each other too well. “It was last month. The first time.”

			“First time?” I got ready to holler at him, but he cut me off.

			“The first time she was in the CVS by me. She didn’t have much to say. In fact, she acted like she didn’t see me. But I followed her around, and she finally said she was fine and busy and she had to go. She dropped her basket and took off. I knew you two had just...talked about what happened, and I kind of blew it off at the time.” He looked uncomfortable. ‘Talked about what happened’ was a nice way of describing it. It took months for me to tell Marly the truth, long after it happened, after March brought her back from wherever she was while a vampire was using her body. I went back and forth—I didn’t want to tell her at all, and then I knew that was stupid and dishonest, and she deserved better. She deserved to know. I had to tell her. I couldn’t tell her. Christmas and Solstice and New Year came and went, and I acted like her friend, even though it was all a lie. ‘Talked about what happened.’ Yeah, there was some talking. But there was also some yelling and some crying. And then, nothing.

			“What are you not telling me?” I asked.

			“Well, she was wearing sunglasses.” 

			“In the store? I guess that’s kind of strange.”

			“In the store at 3 a.m. And she had a big bandage taped to the inside of her elbow. Like from a blood test.” He sighed again. “But the second time, she was still wearing the sunglasses in the middle of the night, and it was out on Columbia Road. And she looked kind of...like ass? Like she hadn’t taken a shower in a while? And she said not to tell you I saw her. Sorry.”

			“Thanks for telling me. I’m sorry you got sucked in. I’m sure she’s okay.” I wasn’t sure at all. I paused to pour a beer and make some change. Then I turned back to him. “What was in her basket?”

			“I...um, God, it was a while ago. Let me think. Alcohol. A bottle of rubbing alcohol. Band-Aids. And gauze. Oh, and oven mitts. Is that weird?”

			“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe she started a meth lab?” The bandage made it sound like she’d gone to a doctor. That was good, right? It had to be. If she was…still not back to being herself, to being fully human, she wouldn’t have risked someone finding out. And she wouldn’t be wandering around the drug store, she’d be out. Hunting

			Anyway, how could I know why she was wearing night time sunglasses? Maybe she had an allergic reaction to some expired mascara or something. 

			No, that was stupid. I couldn’t rationalize or explain it away. Something wasn’t right, and I had to find out what it was.

			Like it sometimes did, things picked up right before closing, so we didn’t get to talk further. I served drinks, and Claudio washed glasses and ran kegs. Finally, the pace slowed, and I took a minute to stretch my back. I closed my eyes and rolled my head from side-to-side. When I opened them, I was face to face with a girl who’d practically launched herself across the bar at me.

			“HI! HI YOU’RE HER! HI, RUBY!” The young woman didn’t need to yell, the music wasn’t that loud, but she was grinning at me like I was the cutest puppy on the internet. Then I guess she saw the look on my face and started laughing. “Sorry. I’m just super excited to finally meet you!”

			Some people knew who I was from what happened in Florida, but they were usually way older. It had been ages since I ran into one of them. I took a deep breath and launched into my prepared speech.

			“I really don’t have anything to say about—”

			“Oh, come on! Sure you do!” Then she shook her head. “I’m such a dope! Hi, I’m Lauren C, and I’ll be your investigator!” She stuck out her hand. Her nails were sparkly green, and so were her eyes. I took a closer look.

			“Hi, Lauren C,” I said slowly. Then I took her hand, because it seemed rude to leave a xeno hanging. “What kind of investigator?”

			“From the Seelie Court, of course.” She gave me a brisk handshake. “You had a busy year, and the court decided to launch an inquiry.” Her eyes got even bigger. “Unicorns and vampires, and who knows what else! The court is very interested.” The fae kept to themselves and decidedly did not try and assimilate with the mortal population. I’d never seen one before, and I didn’t know much about the fae court, other than words like ‘heartless’ and ‘debauched’ came up a lot. Lauren didn’t look like either one; more like the edgiest cheerleader on the squad.

			“You got sent here by the actual Fairy Queen? That is badass.” Claudio set a bowl of wasabi peas in front of Lauren. “Love your hair.”

			The fae brushed her hand through her dark pixie cut, the kind I always admired from afar. If I cut my hair that short, I’d look like a volleyball. “Thanks. Are you Claudio? You are, right?” He said he was, and she bounced in her seat a little. “This is going even better than I hoped it would! Oh, and there’s no fairy ‘queen,’ not like you mean it. We’ve moved to a parliamentary system. We had a constitutional monarchy until the last queen retired about seven hundred years ago. I think she lives in Florida now. Not like those freaks in the Unseelie. They loooove their king.” She gave a delicate shudder, then glanced curiously at my head. “What’s up with that?” 

			“Whoa, are you doing that?” Claudio gaped at me. I looked up to see a salt shaker, two limes and a trio of shot glasses orbiting about a foot above my head. I reached up and yanked everything down, setting it on the bar. He looked at me gravely. “This can only mean one thing.” I waited. He held up his hand. “Magic wants us to do shots!” 

			“Yay shots!” Lauren chimed in. “I know what those are!” She laughed and started writing with her fingertip onto her other palm. I could see faint traces of light in her hand. “But seriously.” She looked up at me. “What was that?”

			I sighed. Maybe I shouldn’t have spilled my guts to a xeno interrogator, but it was possible she’d know what was going on, and after all, I wasn’t doing anything anti-Seelie as far as I knew. I decided to risk it. “I don’t know. It’s been happening for the last few weeks. Things moving on their own, the shower turns itself on, my dishes rearrange themselves...but I don’t know why. I don’t think I’m doing it.” 

			Lauren nodded enthusiastically. “Thoughts. I have thoughts,” she told me. “This is exactly the sort of thing I came here for. We’ll talk about it.” Claudio handed me a shot of tequila. I set up the salt and lime and downed it. Lauren did her shot, and we spent the next five minutes pounding her on the back and helpfully telling her to put her hands up. Claudio handed her a bar nap, and she wiped her streaming eyes. Once she could breathe again, she sighed mournfully and said, “Shots look more fun on TV.”

			“You guys watch a lot of TV at the, uh, court?” I asked.

			“Of course. I watched seven seasons of The Bachelor and five of The Bachelorette to prepare to come here. Not Bachelors in Paradise, though. That’s trash.”

			“Oh, come on,” said Claudio. “That’s the only good one.” We both gave him a hard look. “Well, it is!”

			“That’s where I picked my mortal name,” she continued. “From my studies, it’s clear that Lauren is the most desirable name for human females. The C,” she concluded, “stands for Seelie.”

			“Sounds legit,” I agreed. “What’s your real name?” 

			She opened her mouth, and music came out. Like bells, or wind chimes, but purple and pink along with the sound.

			“Okay,” I said. “Lauren it is. So, am I making a mistake by talking to you? Am I in trouble? Do I need a lawyer?”

			She frowned. “No? I mean, I’m supposed to find out about the unicorn, and why it became so attached to you. He became, I mean.” She downed a palmful of peas. “My court is considering an outreach program to the mortal world, and this seemed like a good place to start. You are a sort of intersection, Ruby. A lot of activity around you.”

			“Hooray for me.” She wasn’t wrong, though. From those trash vamps in Florida to March, I was putting together quite a xeno resume. But I looped back to her earlier comment. “He was attached to me? He said he was attached to me?” My stupid heart swelled like a balloon. I hadn’t realized it had shrunk. “Did you...he told you that?”

			“In person? Oh, no. But we hear things.” 

			Sure. I guess from the outside it looked like more than it was. More than it was to him. 

			Lauren gave me a curious look, but let my deflation go without comment. Then she added, “And what happened with Marly, of course. Will she be here soon?”

			Claudio and I exchanged glances, and I thought again about her night time sunglasses. “No,” I said. “I don’t think she’ll be around.”
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			Yeah, Marly wasn’t likely to show up, except maybe with a weapon. I wasn’t her favorite person anymore, and I can’t say I blame her.

			Speaking of passing around some blame, the last time I saw Dr. Bel, the weather was warming up, the cherry trees were just about over, and I couldn’t stand to look at myself in the mirror. 

			“I can’t tell you what to do, Ruby.” Dr. Bel was almost as tired of my hesitation as I was. “You know what to do.”

			“But I’m afraid if I tell her, I’ll lose her.” I could picture the way it would happen. Tears. Rage. Hair-pulling. Broken bottles. Does rage re-induce vampirism? I might get to find out. And I would deserve it. How could she forgive me? 

			“If you are going to lose her, if that’s the decision she makes, it has already happened. Waiting won’t change that, it’ll only make it worse.” She fiddled with her pen. I bet she wanted to stab me with it. “You may be underestimating your friend. She may not blame you at all. Remember, you didn’t turn her.”

			“But it happened because of me.” I reached for another tissue. It was so unfair. My life had turned out just fine. I was probably a more emotionally together person now than I was before I ran into that blonde bitch Margaret on the street in the middle of the night. I made that split-second decision (which was no decision) to save March from her gang of poachers, and I got a gorgeous, magical lover. Sure it was scary and awful at the time, but I got to be brave, and I got to see real power at work. Poor Marly, who was only trying to protect me, her reward was to get turned into the nastiest, dirtiest thing in the world—even in this new world. The thought of Margaret’s smug smile after she turned her made me tear up from anger and frustration, which in turn only made me feel weaker. “She should have just given them my damned keys.”

			“That was also her decision.” She sighed. “I know we’ve talked about how this has to come from you, but I feel like at this point, I would be failing both of you if I didn’t say that you have an obligation to tell her. Not only because it’s the right thing to do, but in case there are any future...health concerns.”

			I looked up, forgetting to cry over my sorry self. “Will there be?”

			She shrugged. “As far as I know, this is the first time someone has been brought back. Not from the dead. That’s happened. Back from being a vampire. If it was me, I’d want a blood test.” She folded her arms and sat back. Your move, Ruby.

			My stomach churned. Marly had been so dirty, her new little fangs had torn up the inside of her mouth. I couldn’t stop picturing her hands—her nails had been caked with filth. “Oh my God, I didn’t even think of that. You think she’s infected with something?”

			“It would be unethical and unwise for me to speculate. All I’m saying is if Marly was my daughter—or my dear friend—I would suggest blood work.” She tore a sheet from her prescription pad and scribbled a name and number. “He’s an acquaintance of mine. I’ll tell him to be expecting her call.”

			After that conversation, I knew I didn’t have a choice. It was another two days before I saw Marly again, now cut loose from the guy she’d been seeing (he got back together with his kid’s mom) and back on her favorite bar stool.

			 Finally, after everyone left The Hare to the dolorous voice of Gordon Lightfoot and his merry band of dead sailors, I poured her a bourbon and told her to sit back down. I looked past her at the new leaves on the gingko trees outside the window, turned pastel orange in the light of the streetlamps. I knew things would look different after tonight.

			“What? You don’t want me to sweep?” She plopped herself back down. “You look funny. What’s up?” Her eyes widened. “Is March back? Have you heard from him?” I didn’t like to talk about him, but she knew. She could tell by the way I yanked my head up every time the door opened and someone that wasn’t him walked in.

			“No,” I told her, “but it’s sort of about him. It’s mostly about you.” I grabbed a damp rag and began wiping the bar.

			She frowned. “What about me?”

			I took a deep breath and dove in. “Remember when he woke you up, when you blacked out?” 

			She nodded slowly. “I woke up with a bitch of a hangover on the hood of your car. Good times.”

			“You weren’t drunk.”

			“Oh yeah?” She sipped her drink. “Then I was right, I got roofied. By that Margaret chick.” 

			“Margaret. Yeah, she had a hand in it. But no, you weren’t drugged.” She raised a brow and looked at me expectantly. “Margaret…she wanted to hurt me. Or show me what she could do... something. She. She had you turned. You were turned.”

			“Turned? Turned into what?” Then she realized. There was only one thing people called ‘turned.’ “Whaaaa…” Her voice trailed off and she stared, shocked. “I’m a—”

			“No,” I said. “No, you aren’t. You’re not. But for two days, you were.”

			Her hand flew to cover her mouth. “Oh my God. Did I kill anyone? And you—you saw me?” 

			“It was before I went to Chicago. Right after it happened, after you got turned. You were…it wasn’t you.” I’d never tell her what she’d said to me, how she looked utterly insane. Or how she smelled. But the way she was looking at me right then, the disgust, the anger—I deserved it. 

			“That’s...over six months. You knew all this time? Why didn’t you tell me before? And did I? Kill anyone? And how…how did I turn back?”

			I was too embarrassed to tell her it hadn’t even occurred to me, that she might have killed someone. “I don’t think you hurt anyone. I don’t know. I was in Chicago the whole time.”

			She hopped off the barstool and began to pace. “You don’t know. I could have killed someone. If anyone finds out, I’ll get fired. I’ll go to jail. And what if there’s still some weird shit in my blood?” She looked at her hands, she was starting to panic. “And you’ve just been keeping this to yourself?”

			“I…should have told you sooner. But I didn’t know how.” I didn’t think she was really listening to me.

			“Who? Who exactly did this to me?” I opened my mouth, but nothing happened. “Tell me!”

			“It was the vamp girl who was working for Margaret. They wanted to get in to my house, and you wouldn’t give them the keys. So…”

			“So? So the solution wasn’t to break a window? They fucking killed me?” She touched her throat, feeling for marks. I knew there weren’t any. “Oh my God. I feel sick.”

			“It wasn’t you,” I said. And it really wasn’t. Most people believed that when a person got turned, it was the same as being dead. Something from outside made the corpse get up and move around. Vamps weren’t reliable narrators, so no one knew for sure. “Whatever happened, it wasn’t your fault. I—this is my fault.”

			“You’re damned right it’s your fault. Jesus, Ruby—and I guess you’re also telling me that March brought me back?”

			“Yes.” I wiped the bar with the rag, the same spot, over and over. “He brought you back. He gave you back your life. There’s nothing bad in your blood. He brought you back, and you’re perfect.”

			She laughed. It sounded like she wanted to scream. “Should I send him flowers?” She wiped her face, she was crying now. “I have to go. I have to…I don’t know. Find out if I hurt anyone. God, how could you not tell me?” She held her hand up, and I noticed she had an angry, fresh burn on her palm. “Don’t say you’re sorry.”

			“What happened to your hand?”

			“Fuck my hand. This isn’t like you dented my car. And I know it was a whole thing, what happened to you. And it sucked. You got hurt. He’s gone. But I listened to you cry and fed you and…you slept on my couch, and you knew this, the whole time? That I was disgusting, dead thing?” She looked like she wanted to throw up. “Give me my bag.” Her purse was stashed behind the bar, and before she snatched it out of my hands, I shoved the paper Dr. Bel gave me inside. She rooted around and pulled out her keys, heading for the stairs.

			“Mar, you shouldn’t drive, you’re too upset.” Even while I was saying it, I knew it sounded stupid.

			She said “Fuck you,” over her shoulder, and slammed the door on her way out.

			Claudio says she’ll come around in time, but I don’t think he really believes that. I do. I have to make this right. I just wish I knew how.

			


		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			4

			 

			 

			 

			 

			So, I was short Marly, but up a new friend/shadow in Lauren C. After giving her a thorough grilling, Shanti agreed it was safe for me to answer her questions.

			Its funny how I went from being a total xenophobe to having so many in my life. March, of course. And Dr. Bel, although I didn’t know what she was for most of our relationship. To be honest, I’m still not entirely sure where a demi-goddess falls on the xeno spectrum, only that she’s important and respected. Then there’s Shanti, Dr. Bel’s office manager—at least, that’s what the sign on her desk says. But she’s much more than that. She’s a harpy, a hunter. I’ve seen her in that body—an eagle-woman the size of a horse, with brilliant orange eyes and a face like a Roman statue. She’s also addicted to Korean beauty products and loves margaritas. She’s become a regular at The Hare and in my life. 

			“She seems to be what she says she is.” Shanti frowned. “Either that or the fae are way better liars than I’ve heard.” The fae, she explained, weren’t supposed to lie at all. They could twist the truth like a balloon animal, but breaking it outright seemed to be against Seelie ethics. “She’s here to find out what happened last year and report back to her court. Not sure if she’s more interested in Marly or March, but if you’re willing to talk to her, she’s going to ask about them. So, be prepared. Anyway, I’m taking her to get her settled in her new place. Want to come?”

			If you live in D.C., chances are you’ve passed abandoned buildings. Big ones, old ones. You’ve probably seen them while you walk your dog, or on your way home from the Metro. They’re boarded up and have those neon ‘No Trespassing’ signs pasted to the windows. Maybe you’ve wanted to take a look inside, wipe off the soot and peek through a cracked pane. But you didn’t. You got distracted, and you walked away. They’re all over town, places like that, and with property values being sky high, maybe you’ve wondered how it was possible for something so large, so obviously valuable, to be simply gathering dust. 

			Xeno housing is how. There’s plenty of them who prefer accommodations beyond alleys, culverts, or deep forests, and just like humans, they need places to live. And even though there are limitless kinds of xenos and they don’t all get along, they prefer to stay among themselves. They also really like privacy. They might be traveling on business or here visiting, maybe taking in the sites, going to the museums. Some found the apartments good enough to live in permanently, although Shanti said she was glad to trade it in when she found her rental in Shaw. She and Lauren C. were going to pick up the keys to a place on ___ Street. (Sorry, the glamour extends to even saying the address out loud, and obviously, writing it down is straight out.) 

			Shanti led the two of us down a trash-strewn alley, to a graffiti’d wall. I found that I strongly wanted to go back the way we came. “So far,” I told them, “I love it. Perfect place to dump a body. Shan, you’re sure about this?”

			They laughed at me, not unkindly. Shanti blew on her palm and placed it against the brick, and I understood why they found my confusion so funny. The feeling of unease vanished. The alley, now free of any sort of litter, was red brick in a charming herringbone pattern, lined with chestnut trees blooming in frothy pink and white. The ugly brick wall melted away to reveal a small apartment building with an elegant Victorian facade, complete with a turret and a deep front porch. The doorman (well, door troll) let us in, and the building manager, an Asian woman in her thirties named Tha, came out from her office to greet us. I’ll be damned if I could figure out what variety of xeno she was, but of course asking “What are you?” is just as rude as asking a fellow human “Where are you from?” when you mean “Where were your parents born?” 

			Tha remembered Shanti from her stay several years before
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