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      Imagine The Worlds of Magic, New Mexico... A series that brings together outstanding paranormal and science fiction authors to expand a town where witches, aliens, vampires, werewolves, goblins, sorceresses, pirates, time travelers, and paranormal live in harmony - when they aren’t joining forces to defeat the bad guys. A magical town where being abnormal is the norm!

      I’m S.E. Smith, the creator of Magic, New Mexico and I invite you to curl up with each book now and discover all the action, the magic, and the love that makes Magic, New Mexico the ultimate go-to series for Paranormal / Science Fiction Romance readers.

      For all the stories, go to MagicNewMexico.com/books/. Grab your copy today!
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      Annie Gerard was murdered six months ago, then her nightmare began. To be specific, she didn’t die. That would’ve been a blessing. She’d been transformed into a monster. A vampire.

      To make matters worse, she’d been left for dead. Her assailant came from behind. She never saw his face before the attack. He hadn’t uttered a word. The only sounds she heard were her screams as his lethal fangs tore through her tender flesh.

      Tonight, when she closed her eyes, she could still feel the pain as he bit into her neck. His fingers dug into her side as she struggled to escape. With his other hand, he pulled back her head to expose her jugular.

      She remembered that evening as if it were yesterday. When she woke, she felt dazed and starved. She didn’t crave food. Unfortunately, she didn’t know what would satisfy her uncontrollable hunger.

      When she heard the heartbeat of the bum at the end of the alley, she understood the terrible truth of what she’d become. His blood called out to her. Nothing mattered but taking in his life-force. She’d seen enough vampire films to answer the simplest of questions.

      Her heightened senses took in the stench around her. The odor of rotten garbage and human waste stung her nostrils. She powered forward. The need to feed took over any ability to reason.

      As she approached the filthy, unconscious man, the rhythm of his heartbeat grew louder in her head. To her horror, her eye teeth extended and sharpened. An invisible force moved her toward her prey. Helpless to control her need, she became a spectator to whatever would occur.

      The ability to think for herself vanished. An instinct she couldn’t comprehend controlled her. Her hunger would soon be satisfied.

      Pain the likes of which she never experienced brought Annie to her knees. She crawled the last few feet, desperate for blood. She knew she needed to drink from him to stop the terrible needle-sharp cramps in her stomach.

      With inherent knowledge, she bit into his neck, piercing the jugular vein. Crimson energy rushed through her system. Nothing had ever tasted as wonderful as his blood or as satisfying. She took in his essence and memories.

      After she drank her fill, she wiped away the blood that splattered over the lower portion of her face. With her first kill, she didn’t know how to properly use her lips to create suction, eliminating the waste of any of the precious fluid.

      With his blood feeding her famished cells, the ability to reason returned. She looked in horror at what she’d done. Lost in the lust to feed, she had killed. She reared back her head and cried out in grief. What had she done?

      An animal didn’t feel remorse over fulfilling its instinctual need to feed. As a child, she had a cat who tormented its prey before he feasted. Regardless of what had occurred, she wasn’t an animal. Guilt consumed her.

      Her victim had been a husband and father. He’d been broken by a war he couldn’t forget or come to grips with. She’d felt his internal struggles as if they were her own.

      Addiction had been his escape and downfall. Any hope of him recovering and returning to his family was negated as soon as she tasted his blood. His life-force fulfilled a need within her she couldn’t deny.

      Annie collapsed by the deceased man, sobbing. From this moment on, she swore she’d never kill again. She wouldn’t be victimized by what she’d become. Somehow, she’d learn to control her hunger, never falling prey to her own actions.

      Every evening she immediately fed, not allowing the uncontrollable need for blood to overtake her. Since that fateful night, she traveled after sunset and then sought shelter from the deadly sun. Something called her, but she couldn’t locate where she needed to go.

      After that first kill, she left Chicago, taking nothing from her past with her. She drove aimlessly and dealt with the perils of staying in motels. The threat of someone entering her room or the sun’s penetration didn’t allow her to get proper rest.

      Her days were spent partially sleeping on different motel bathroom floors. How she longed to sleep in a bed again. She’d seal the door to prevent light from seeping through. Never spending more than a day in any given location.

      Early each night, she selected a victim and drank just enough of his blood to take the edge off her hunger. The blood sustained her, but never stopped the continual nagging for more of what her body craved. She’d vowed never to kill again. Her continued hunger would be her penance.

      Picking up men turned out to be easy. She wore a slutty top, applied tons of eye makeup, and put on a fiery-red wig to look the part of a woman looking for a good time. Even after becoming a vampire, her wholesome face, clear blue eyes, and baby-fine blond hair wouldn’t draw a man to her. Men weren’t looking for the girl next door for a one-night stand.

      Her victim would wake feeling woozy and discover the cash in his wallet missing. He’d have little memory of the woman he picked up in the bar the night before. Annie would be no more than a phantom in his mind.

      She did as little damage as possible to the neck upon which she feasted. She discovered her saliva healed the small marks she created to draw out their blood. If her prey called the police, he’d only be able to describe her breasts. Thank God for the modern pushup bra. By the time her victim regained consciousness, she’d be on the road, her car fueled by his cash.

      Each night resulted in the same pattern. Feed, steal, and then drive. Never knowing which direction she’d travel until she pulled out of the gas station. She lived an aimless existence. One day, she hoped to stumble across whatever drove her on.
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      Marc Bouchard stared at the crescent moon from his wood deck. The desert held a unique beauty at night. A stillness existed that stirred his heart. His surroundings evolved as darkness transformed the world around him.

      A variety of nocturnal animals emerged from their hiding places to search out food. Snakes and reptiles sought the sun-heated rocks to warm their sluggish bodies before hunting. How similar these animals were to him when he needed to feed.

      Being a vampire, he wasn’t impacted by the cold that embraced the desert after sunset. He’d been in Magic, New Mexico, for six months, but rarely left the confines of his own property. He marveled at how quickly he felt at home in the desert. His new surroundings proved so different from the small town in France he originally called home.

      For six centuries of his seven hundred plus years, he hunted vampires who killed aimlessly, threatening to expose their race to humans. The elders of the Vampire Council paid him well to eliminate the risk of discovery. He lived the life of a nomad, never putting down roots until he reached Magic. Friends he’d retained over the years could be counted on one hand.

      He’d found peace in this little town of supernatural beings. It felt great no longer being an oddity, but a member of a community that included vampires, shape shifters, werewolves, witches, trolls, and even aliens. A powerful protection spell made them all appear human to outsiders. Not that he ventured into town often. He valued his solitude.

      After his failure in Chicago, he knew retirement was the right move. He’d lost his edge. The vampire toyed with him, showing his superiority. It had been humiliating.

      Regardless of the number of traps he set, the rogue vampire remained elusive. The body count continued to grow, but he’d been no closer to finding the culprit after four months of searching.  Admitting defeat, he called in another hunter.

      Together, he and Bruno Hatfield eliminated the bodies of the vampire’s victims before they turned. Fledgling vampires without a master presented a deadly risk that had to be dealt with.

      A newly made vampire possessed an irrepressible need to feed. The creature possessed no conscience, only a single-minded craving for blood. One among thousands would be able to repress the instinctual desire to drink until their victim’s heart ceased beating. The rare exceptional among them could manage the uncontrollable thirst alone.

      Through research, the Vampire Council discovered an elusive enzyme contained within the blood that allowed a fledgling to overcome their hunger. Their studies suggested that individuals with psychic abilities could also master the uncontrollable drive. Too few fell in those categories, causing him to have to destroy scores of bodies left behind by the vampire.

      Marc regularly received updates from the hunter, who returned empty-handed time after time. At both their failures, the Vampire Council established a bounty on the rogue’s head so large, it would attract freelance hunters. Chicago would soon be overrun by vampires. These creatures didn’t play well together.

      Bruno had told him about the unusual New Mexico town. The enchanting hamlet immediately welcomed him. The dragon shifter sheriff, aware of his background, sometimes used him as a deputy to eliminate danger that threatened Magic. The new role brought purpose back into his life.

      “Evening,” his next-door neighbor called out as he walked the fifty yards between their homes. Billings Montana, a troll who settled in Magic a month after he arrived, brought another element into Marc’s life he hadn’t had for a while. A friend.

      Billings had lived a life similar to his, being a nomad. He took his name from a city in Montana where his heart had been broken. That was all the information he’d been able to extract from his tight-lipped neighbor.

      His friend wore a long brown robe with a hood that hid most of his features. Only his large nose protruded past the cloth shrouding his face. Despite stereotypes that trolls were slow-witted, Billings’s bright and glib tongue proved him an intelligent conversationalist.

      “Anything new and exciting?” Marc asked.

      Despite Billings’s secretive tendencies related to his own life, he loved to gossip. Marc didn’t have to go into town to find out about the latest happenings. Through Billings’s stories, the town came alive in his mind. Every time he met a new resident of Magic, Marc felt like he knew the citizen intimately because of his neighbor’s comprehensive descriptions.

      Billings rubbed his large hands together. “That female alien and the werewolf are expecting twins. It should be interesting to see what they will produce. Children produced by cross species breeding are never boring. Just look at Jonah and Joseph.”

      Marc smiled. He couldn’t help it. The twins were real pistols. What else could you expect from a werewolf father and a half-vampire mother allergic to most blood types?

      A yearning seized his heart. Would he ever find the one destined to be with him? He lived like a monk. It’d been decades since he had sex. Meaningless liaisons lost their appeal long ago.

      “Something’s coming.” Billings stared into space.

      His neighbor often made casual statements while in a trance. To date, all his visions had come true and most of their outcomes hadn’t been pleasant.

      “What?” Marc inquired.

      “You will conquer what you seek,” Billings replied.

      Great, another cryptic statement. “What the hell does that mean?”

      This marked the first time one of Billings’s visions had been directed at him. The peace he’d felt earlier had turned to anxiety. He needed specifics in order to prepare for whatever the fulfillment of the vision would entail.

      Billings shook his head. His eyes were no longer glazed over. “Damned if I know. It was a fleeting vision I could barely make out. But it involves a woman.”

      Marc licked his lips in anticipation. It hadn’t been his intention to begin a relationship with a woman when he arrived in Magic. He just wanted to wallow in his failure. There’d been a prestige to being a successful hunter. Immortality gave him little else.

      A number of witches and shape shifters had caught his eye when he first arrived. Based on Billings’s vision, he had the all clear to seek out one of those women. She’d provide the necessary distraction he needed. He’d pay whatever consequences resulted when the affair ended.

      After all, how much trouble could a female present?
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      “The Land of Enchantment.” Annie read the sign and repeated the words as she entered New Mexico. For some strange reason, she knew whatever she sought would be found in this state. It made no rational sense, but somehow she knew it.

      Running seemed unnecessary. The next phase of her life had to be met. Past experience proved she had little control of whatever fate had in store for her. Why fight the inevitable? Not accepting her destiny would only add to her unhappiness. She’d been miserable since the attack.

      Over the last several weeks, a craving for human contact beyond taking blood had dampened her moods. Her ability to control her thirst made it possible to take the next step. She tired of hearing her own voice. She yearned to have a conversation with someone other than herself.

      Annie had lived a rather solitary life before the attack. Work had given her the ability to interact with others. She missed that.

      Tonight was the winter solstice, the longest night of the year. She’d been on the road for an hour. Nothing would give her greater pleasure than to put down roots and torch the car. She felt like a prisoner to whatever had been driving her. Focusing on her hunger grated on her sanity. Annie questioned how much more she could take. Violence and isolation had taken over her life.

      Traveling through several small towns, nothing possessed her to stop. She found herself on a rural route through the desert without a single headlight in sight. The moon and stars were shrouded by the clouds. If a vampire could get groggy, she’d have nodded off. Instead, she dealt with the boredom driving in the middle of nowhere produced.

      The car’s radio stopped working a month ago. Maybe not hearing the sound of a human voice resulted in her latest obsession. If getting caught hadn’t scared her, she’d have stolen a vehicle. She didn’t have the money to buy a new one.

      Her Illinois car registration expired next month. She couldn’t risk being stopped for expired tags. Whatever she planned to do, she needed to do it soon.

      After another hour of driving, she noticed ambient light to the west. She turned in the direction of the town illuminating the darkness as soon as the opportunity presented itself. The feeling that had plagued her for months increased in intensity the closer she got to her destination. A shiver ran up her spine. She had found what she sought.

      A sign just outside of town announced her location: “Welcome to Magic, New Mexico.” Her voice broke the incessant silence she’d become accustomed to. Passing by the billboard, a burst of energy surged through her. Her constant hunger disappeared. Whatever obsession that had pulled her here had vanished. A new buoyancy to her spirit propelled her. “Magic,” she repeated.

      Annie pondered the last word she uttered. Had she gone through some kind of magical barrier? She’d never believed in magic, but then again, she hadn’t believed vampires existed either. In her eyes, there were endless possibilities.

      A brightly lit sign identified the road-side inn she’d soon pass had a vacancy. A single parking spot available right in front of the office seemed like fate had touched her on the shoulder. She pulled off the rural highway and into the spot, ready to face her destiny.

      She grabbed her purse and exited the car, not bothering to lock it. If her recent luck continued, someone would steal the heap of rusted metal. The car only had liability insurance. Did other vampires bother to insure their cars?

      An older woman with fuchsia colored hair opened the motel office’s front door. “Hurry in,” she commanded. “During winter, it’s damned cold in the desert at night. You missed our winter solstice celebration. We saved a seat for you.”

      Annie frowned. The woman must have mistaken her for someone else. “You were expecting me?”

      “Well, not you specifically,” the woman admitted. “Magic gets a new resident each solstice. You should’ve seen the dreamboat who arrived this summer. Here’s your key. I’ll leave a note for the innkeeper advising her you’ve arrived. She couldn’t stay awake any longer to greet you.”

      Nothing about this interaction made sense. She stared at the key shoved into her hand. “Don’t you need me to register?”

      The woman across from her slightly pressed her lips together, like a disappointed elementary school teacher. “Of course, not. Like I said, we were expecting you, Anneliese Gerard.”

      Annie’s jaw dropped and her mouth hung open. How could the woman possibly know her, let alone her full name? Hadn’t the woman stated she didn’t expect specifically her? Everything about the encounter confused, and at the same time, fascinated her.

      “You’re in the vampire suite. There’s fresh blood in the fridge. The shutters are down so you don’t have to worry about messing with them when the sun rises.”

      Her vampire heart skipped a beat. Warning sirens should be going off in her head, but they remained silent. Momentarily frozen, Annie was at a loss how to respond.

      “How could you possibly know?” Annie asked after she gathered her wits. She chose not to be too specific. “Who are you?” She felt like she’d been transported into an episode of The Twilight Zone.

      “Oh, I forgot to introduce myself.” The woman flicked her wrist. “It must be the excitement over welcoming a new member to our community. I’m Topper. I don’t work here, but I felt someone should greet you. My niece is half-vampire. You’ll meet her tomorrow night. The two of you will get along famously. In the meantime, go enjoy your room. We’ll get you settled tomorrow evening.”

      She stared at the key. It didn’t have a number on it. Instead of asking for directions, Annie walked out of the office. Escaping the woman seemed paramount. For whatever reason, it had become hard to breathe in her presence. The woman stole all the oxygen in the room.

      “Lavender scented salts are in the bathroom,” Topper called after her. Annie turned and nodded, acknowledging she heard the woman.

      She loved the scent of lavender. Her mind overloaded with what had just occurred, she didn’t react to the comment. The salts seemed minor compared to what Topper had already revealed knowing.

      The property consisted of a number of double-unit adobe casitas behind the office. Each door had an elaborate sign. The Dragon’s Lair and The Troll’s Bridge were the suites in the first building she passed. The Gargoyle’s Perch and The Werewolf’s Moon had been the names on the second building.

      Her mind didn’t react to the strange names. She still hadn’t recovered from her bizarre encounter with Topper. The woman knew too much about Annie for her not to be concerned.

      When she reached The Vampire’s Castle, she placed the key in the lock and opened the door. The concrete floor and stone walls didn’t reflect the comfy room she’d hoped for. A rug would have done wonders to make the chamber more livable. A giant fireplace stood in the middle of the room, separating the living area from the bedroom. Heavy oak furniture added to the severity of the room and the window treatments were made from heavy material that would block out the sun. She felt like she’d traveled back in time to an Eastern European castle. It wouldn’t have surprised her if Dracula stepped out of the shadows.

      The faint smell of mold tickled her nose. She wondered if a broken water pipe hadn’t been immediately fixed. A splash of bleach would have remedied the problem.

      To top off the illusion, a draft flowed around her. No vents were visible. She walked around the chamber trying to determine where the breeze came from. After several minutes, she gave up the hunt for its source.

      A raging fire heated the room. Annie took off her light-weight coat and warmed her hands. Her body had been able to endure the cold more with each passing day. She figured in time, her system would be able to tolerate any temperature.

      A number of oil lamps were lit throughout the room. Someone had prepared the chamber while she talked to Topper. A responsible innkeeper wouldn’t keep open flames burning in an unoccupied room, draft and all.
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