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​ A PIXIE’S TALE: The Blurb

 


In an attempt to sway human voters—for a
totally legitimate cause—Delphie the pixie targets a college
neighborhood on Halloween. College students are notoriously liberal
anyway, and the neighborhood is a human-only zone. She shouldn’t
run into any other supernaturals to interfere with her important
mission.

 


But instead of drunken students, she
mistakenly bespells a mysterious, sexy fellow supernatural who
doesn’t appreciate the fact her defective fairy dust turns him
invisible. In retaliation, he curses her, too. She almost escapes,
but he’s determined to enact the cure—a taste of her delicious
blood, blood that may also give him a yen for her dainty body.

 


If only Delphie can resist her yen for his
body, too, she might just survive the craziest night of her
life.

 


A 40,000 word paranormal romance

 


Rated PG-13. Contains mild profanity, drug
and alcohol references, dimensional travel, stressful situations,
sexy situations, unicorns, evil kittens and characters making
not-so-great decisions.
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After fixing her lipstick and hair,
Delphinia Bathsheba Slippery-Elm gave her wings a flip and marched
up the crumbling walkway to the old mansion on the corner of Hoot
and Main. The full moon shone brightly, a perfect round orange. Her
laden trick or treat bag swung from her wrist as she approached the
porch, and she pasted on a smile. After this house, there were only
a few left, and she could go home and put up her feet.

But she had to complete her mission tonight.
Halloween was her in. Pixie spells required proximity to take
effect, and on Halloween the humans opened the door to anyone who
happened to be in costume.

Or to supernaturals in their regular
guises.

Not that Delphie’s regular guise was
anything that would freak a human out, unless they knew her wings
were real—beautiful, gossamer cuties that folded into a tattoo when
not in use. In order to live in the prime dimension, all supes had
to abide by the Council’s ruling that any non-human accoutrements,
like wings, be concealed in the presence of the normals. Halloween,
Mardis Gras, Carnivale, and other festivals were exceptions to that
rule.

Hoot Street, with cars parallel-parked nose
to bumper along both sides of the road, was close enough to
Fairview College that most of the homes were rented by students.
Hence Delphie’s choice of this neighborhood to canvas. Not only was
it an all-human zone, but university students, notoriously liberal,
were supposed to be easier to influence.

Emphasis on supposed to be. Either Fairview
was full of conservatives or her new brand of fairy dust was
defective. Delphie was getting the compliance she wanted, but half
the time she had to cast her spell twice.

Ugh! Fairy dust did grow on trees—very
expensive trees. This was going to hurt her pocketbook, but it was
for a great cause.

At least she’d collected a lot of candy.
Just because her primary purpose was to sway humans to vote the way
they ought to didn’t mean she couldn’t profit a little. The glossy
treat bag also provided an access to her dust that didn’t make
people suspicious, the way reaching into her cleavage tended
to.

The run-down mansion was definitely decked
out for Halloween. Broken shutters, spider webs, weedy yard and
canted porch steps could have been mistaken for neglect, but the
pumpkin on the porch was the clincher. It was a good bet somebody
inside was waiting for trick or treaters.

She lifted the tarnished brass doorknocker.
The resulting clang was out-of-proportion loud and nearly knocked
her off her favorite stiletto heeled boots. She caught her breath
as the door creaked—actually creaked—open and a shadowy figure
loomed down at her.

“Trick or treat!” she said. At five feet
tall, she was a giantess among pixies but short compared to many
humans.

Because the porch and house were unlit, she
couldn’t see her host, just his broad-shouldered outline. His lack
of response grew into an uncomfortable silence, so she shook her
candy bag.

“Trick or treat? Samhain greetings? Happy
Thursday?” she suggested brightly.

“Aren’t you a little old for trick or
treating?” The home-owner’s voice was as deep and smooth as the
rarest Belgian chocolate. He leaned sideways, and a light flicked
on in the foyer.

Delphie looked up, way up, and gasped. Even
in cheesy plastic fangs and a polyester cape, the dark-haired hunk
who’d answered the door was a walking wet dream. She gazed at him
in admiration as he set the gaudy plastic bowl of cheap peppermints
on a small table. He stared back at her, from her pink hair to her
pointed toes, and crossed his arms over his impressive chest.

She’d like to do a lot more than enchant
this guy to vote her way! And she wasn’t married right now,
either.

“Well, hello, gorgeous,” she said. She was a
bit ahead of schedule. She could dally a while.

Unfortunately, Tall, Dark, and Staring
didn’t appear to be equally impressed with her.

“Let me guess,” he said. “It’s a different
kind of trick you’re looking for. You have the wrong house. The
fraternity is on the next block.” The door began to close, ever so
slowly, in Delphie’s face.

She placed her small palm against the wood
and her pointed boot in the crack. Hunk or no, she had a job to do.
This guy was clearly going to be more difficult than those giggling
coeds across the street. They’d only taken one dose of dust.

No matter. She was prepared. Every vote
counted, and this particular voter might be worth working
over…er…working for.

“Wait,” she said. “Before I go, I have a
treat for you.”

Normally, she waited until she got into the
house to do the spell, but she doubted the Supernatural Council
would be strict when she was campaigning for the good of their
kind. Before Mr. Hot and Grumpy could object, she reached into her
bag and pulled out some sparkling dust. Pursing her lips, she
prayed it would work this time and blew across her palm.

The dust floated into the gorgeous man’s
face. He blinked twice and sneezed.

His fake teeth flew out of his mouth.

“What the hell was that?” he asked. “What
did you do to me?”

“A little attitude adjustment,” she
explained, preparing to influence his vote and touch up his
memories. So far, so good.

But the man didn’t react like the other
human voters she’d met tonight. Instead of staring at her in
confusion, he lurched toward her, hands outstretched.

Delphie squeaked and tried to activate the
spell. The magic slipped away from her like water. Stupid dust.

He sneezed again, violently. It sounded like
a very naughty word.

Directly after that, he disappeared in a
tiny shower of all-too-familiar sparks. Not “poof!” like a homing
beacon spell, but “poof!” like…

Invisibility.

A strong, unseen hand grabbed her shoulder
and hauled her across the threshold. The door slammed behind her
like the crack of doom.

The jerk! He’d used her own pixie dust to go
invisible. And he’d only needed one try to get it right.

“You’re not human, are you?” She
surreptitiously reached for more dust. A wee dose of immobility
would shut him up long enough for her to figure out what was going
on.

His laugh was short and ended in another
sneeze. Backing her against the wall, he yanked the treat bag from
her grasp and tossed it behind him to the foyer floor.

“Not exactly, sweetheart.”

“Well, you’re not in the directory. You’re
not supposed to live here. This is a human zone.” Delphie opened
her eyes as wide as possible, but she couldn’t see the slightest
ripple of the man before her. The town wasn’t big; she knew every
supe here, and he definitely wasn’t a resident. She’d have
remembered a man this good-looking and crabby.

“Forget the directory. What have you done to
me, pixie?” he demanded, not releasing her.

“Me? You did it yourself.” Since he knew
what she was, she let her wings pleat back into their tattoo.
Cramming them against the wall was like pulling her hair.

“I did not.”

She supposed she should feel threatened. A
supe of unknown species was holding her against her will, so to
speak, and he was not happy with her. But Delphie had never met a
situation she couldn’t flit out of.

She lifted her chin and glared at the area
where she assumed the fake vampire’s face was. “Then how do you
explain your invisibility? I didn’t do that.”

“Then what were you trying to do?” he asked,
tightening his grip. “Rob me?”

“Absolutely not!” If she wanted to steal
from or spy on someone, she’d use a pixie portal to zip in and out
of their house without anyone knowing. Not that she’d ever used a
portal in that fashion. With someone who wasn’t her ex. It wasn’t
like it was easy to control those things.

“And I’m supposed to believe you’re
innocent? You’re a pixie. There’s no way you’re innocent.”

“You shouldn’t listen to gossip.” Pixies had
a bit of a reputation for changeability and light fingers, but they
weren’t innately powerful like other supes. They made up for it by
being one of the few species to attract random dimensional portals.
Unfortunately, it was a power over which they had minimal
control.

“It’s not gossip if it’s true. I have no
reason to believe it’s not in your case. You blindsided me with
fairy dust. Do you know what you’ve screwed up, pixie? No, of
course you don’t.”

Delphie couldn’t see him, but he sounded
really upset. His hands on her shoulders weren’t bruising her,
though, or she’d have kicked him in the general area of his
privates.

“Why don’t you tell me?” she encouraged. She
cautiously reached in front of her until her fingers encountered
his broad, muscular chest about two feet away. It felt as nice as
it had—all too briefly—looked.

“It’s none of your business. You’re a
typical arrogant, selfish prime dimensioner, casting spells with no
regard to the consequences.”

“So you’re originally from another
dimension?” She let her fingers spread across his chest and gave
him a friendly pat. “Been here long?”

“I’ve said too much.” She could hear the
growl in his words—and his impatience. “Tell me the truth. Who are
you and what were you trying to do to me?”

“Relax. There’s a local election with
implications to the supernatural community coming up in a week. I’m
surprised you don’t know about it, being one of us and all.” She
paused in case he wanted to tell her what type of supe he was. That
knowledge might help her get out of this situation unscathed. If he
was a fairy, his use of her dust on Samhain was no big deal. He was
ninety-nine percent likely to be a fairy of some sort.

“New in town,” he said.

Humanoid supes in the prime dimension, while
they were required to live in approved zones by the Council, did
standard human things to blend in. Her quick glimpse of him
confirmed he was a species who could pass, like fairies. It wasn’t
like she was a shifter, equipped with a supernatural nose. “I’m
happy to tell you all about it. Are you a registered voter?”

“No.”

“That’s too bad.” She patted his chest
again. And then stroked it. It was a nice chest. What was a nice
chest like this doing in a place like this? “Every vote counts. I
was out influencing human voters to….”

He interrupted. “How ethical. Did you ever
consider using logic and reason instead of forcing magic on your
victims?”

“I’m not hurting anyone,” she promised.

“Besides me.”

“A, I didn’t do this. And B, invisibility
isn’t painful.” If he hadn’t deliberately used her dust, why had
the spell backfired?

Stupid dust!

“It’s a serious inconvenience,” he snapped.
“You’re incredibly irresponsible.”

“I’ll have you know I’m doing my civic
duty,” she began.

“No, you’re not. You should have tested me
for supe origins before you randomly sprayed me with dust,
lady.”

“Like I said, this is a human zone.” Was it
worth going for one of her hidden packets of fairy dust to chill
this guy out? Or would that backfire on her too? “How was I
supposed to know you’re a scofflaw?”

“You’ve got a lot of faith in zoning
regulations, considering how dangerous Samhain can be for some of
us.”

“Not for you and me. You used the dust.
You’re a fairy of some sort, right?” Samhain had a peculiar effect
on a few species. If this guy were a vampire, demon, or shifter,
yeah, dust was an issue, but he was a fairy. He had to be.

“Why would I use the dust to make myself
invisible? I would have made you go away. It’s a curse, pixie. And
it’s your fault.”

The implications hit her like a backfired
spell to the gut.

“What are you?” Not fairy. Was he demon?
Vampire? Fake vampire fangs were a hilarious disguise for a real
vamp, but this guy didn’t seem to have a sense of humor.

“It doesn’t matter. You’ve cursed me.”

“Invisibility’s not really a curse,” she
argued. “It could be cool. You could get a job in corporate
espionage and make a buttload of money.”

She didn’t want to participate in any
curse-breaking activities with a man whose species she didn’t even
know! No matter how sexy he was. And assertive. And strong. Because
that was about as smart as…

Blowing possibly defective, off-brand pixie
dust on an unidentified supernatural on Samhain.

Well, balefire and brimstone. Delphie the
Disaster had done it again.

He leaned close enough that she could feel
his pepperminty breath on her face.

“You would think that,” he said in a low
voice.

Delphie stomped one high-heeled boot. “You
don’t even know me.”

“It’s clear you’re not above tricks and
deceit.” An invisible hand tweaked her pink hair.

“‘Tis the season.” She smiled, hoping to
distract him. “Besides, tricks aren’t the same as deceit.”

She glanced around the foyer, which was in
as poor repair as the outside. Dusty curtains hung on the walls, as
if in front of paintings. The floor had rubbish on it, and the
table where he’d placed the candy bowl balanced on three legs
instead of four. Not only was he odd, but his standards of
cleanliness were way, way beneath hers.

“What are you doing living in this zone
anyway?” she continued.

“I believe I already said it’s none of your
business. Now that you’ve caused all this trouble, what are you
going to do about it?”

The man was infuriating, but he had been so
very nice to look at. She placed her other hand on his chest, too.
There was more than one way to convince a man to do what she
wanted.

“I know a hedge witch who might be able to
help,” she said. “Why don’t you tell me what species you are and
let me call her?”

He wasn’t a fairy. It was bad, in that he
was cursed. But it was good, in that he wouldn’t know all her fairy
secrets. The most expedient way to break a Samhain curse was
dangerous for fairies, so they didn’t publicize it. The last thing
she needed was one of the dark supernaturals getting a taste of her
blood, curse or no curse. Even humans knew what fairy blood did to
vampires and shifters, thanks to the prankish muse who’d thought it
would be hilarious to insert it into a popular fiction series.

His thumb stroked her neck in a way that was
a little unsettling and a lot sexy. “My origins, my dear, are also
none of your business.”

Delphie affected pity. Hopefully, it would
hide the fact she was getting a little turned on. “Vamp, huh, but
too young to have any cool superpowers yet.”

Definitely no bloodletting. The only thing
worse than a vamp getting a taste of her was a shifter.

“What? No, I’m—” He stopped. “Tricky
pixie.”

“I try,” Delphie said modestly. She
pretended to smooth her skirt, trying to remember which pocket
contained her backup dust. While she was partly responsible for his
situation, he was the one illicitly living in a human zone. If he
wouldn’t tell her his species, was it her fault if she had to use
dust on him again to defend herself?

She pulled out her hand and a tiny
entanglement of black fur trembled against her palm as it sneezed
out a barely audible squeak. Oops. That wasn’t the dust. That was
her ex, whom she’d turned into a miniature peromyscus the last
time—the very last time—he’d pissed her off. She hadn’t decided if
she was going to feed him to her cat or change him back yet.

Shoving Romulus back into her pocket,
Delphie retrieved the sparkling dust. Before she could purse her
lips and blow it at the vamp, a hot puff of air spattered the dust
in her face.

Sparks popped and her skin tingled. A spell
over which she had no control wafted over her like a gust of hot
air.

She slapped his chest. “You big, invisible
oaf. What have you done? The Samhain curse shouldn’t affect me.”
She wriggled her toes and fingers. Nothing felt different. She
could see her arms and hands and clothes. “No, seriously, what have
you done?”

“Fair is fair, sweetheart. Now you’ve got no
choice but to fix this.”

His invisible body, which had remained
politely distant this whole time, pressed her to the wall. Oh, my.
He was…very manly. Cool fingers tickled down her arm. She
sighed.

He chuckled and caught her wrists in a
powerful grip. He pinned them none-too-gently against the wall. “No
more magic.”

She lifted an eyebrow, wondering how she was
going to get out of this one. “Like it rough, do you?”

“Why, are you offering?”

“Ah. Well.” Once her stress levels rose high
enough, a pixie portal might be drawn to her presence. She could
practically sense one right now. If she wanted to escape him, she
could leap through it. Sure, it would drop her off in a random
location, but it was better than this.

Maybe.

Because sometimes, she liked it rough, too.
Although she preferred a lover she could see.

His body pressed a little harder in a
certain spot that hadn’t been hard a minute ago.

“Watch it, buster. I didn’t say I was
offering.”

His breath was warm against her neck, his
laugh rich and deep. For a single, scorching second, his lips
pressed her racing pulse. She closed her eyes and moaned.

“That sounded like a yes to me,” he
murmured. He ran an invisible hand down her body. Every place he
touched tingled. “Goddess, you feel good. You’re the first woman
I’ve touched without fear of entrapment in a long time.”

Entrapment? What was he talking about? One
little moan, and he thought he was the boss of her. Indignant,
Delphie opened her mouth to respond.

His lips pressed against hers, incredibly
disconcerting since he had no visible head.

She closed her eyes. His tongue licked the
crease of her lips as if starved for affection. Or something. His
low groan when she allowed the kiss to continue gave her a heady
sense of power, even though he was stronger than she was.

“I’ve never tasted a pixie before. You’re
succulent.” His lips brushed hers, and his kiss woke shivers low in
her belly. His arms slid around her, holding her tight.

When he kissed her again, she opened her
mouth to his questing tongue and snuggled closer to his hard,
invisible body. Her head swam with passion. She groped his chest
blindly, fondling his muscles and shoulders.

Their bodies strained together, sizzling, in
a mutual conflagration of kissing and touching. Good gargoyle, he
was hot.

And just like that, he released her.

He cleared his throat. “Now that I’ve got
that out of my system, let’s discuss my terms.”

“Out of your system?” But…but he’d rocked
her world with a single kiss. Better than all her exes combined.
There was no way to get that out of one’s system without a
lot more…getting.

“That’s right, pixie. All I want from you is
three fresh drops of fairy blood, right from the source. That
should purge all your magic from the past twenty-four hours and
take care of the curse.”

Crap. How did he know about bloodletting
breaking a curse? Vamps and shifters realized fairy blood had a
certain…enhancement effect and paid a pretty penny for an ounce or
two, but they weren’t supposed to know about the curse-breaking
properties.

If he bit her, it would have that effect on
him. He sort of held her captive. His kissing excited her on every
level. His getting infected with pixie lust was potentially
dangerous for her.

And other fun things.

But it would dissolve all her voting charms.
Dang it! She’d canvassed all night.

As titillated as she was, Delphie knew her
duty. She’d help the guy after the elections and prove he
definitely did not have her out of his system—not until she said he
could.

“You know what else cures invisibility?” she
asked as she curled her free hand into the curtains beside them.
“Fabric.”

She yanked, swathing him in dusty brocade.
In his struggle with the heavy fabric, he let her go. She pitched
toward the door. “Gotta dash, lover. There’s a fraternity that
needs to get out the vote.”
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Delphie slammed the door and raced across
the decrepit porch and down the stairs. No pixie portal awaited
her, so she ran faster.

Wow, a narrow escape. Her skin still
tingled, whether from the kisses or the magic.

Oh, yeah, she’d come back next week. It
wouldn’t hurt him to be cursed a few days. He wasn’t supposed to be
in this zone anyway.

Delphie trotted down the block, headed for
the destination that would give her the most voters—human voters—in
one swoop. The vamp might come looking for her, and not to kiss her
again. She’d finish up at this last stop and go home.

Lights blazed in the fraternity house. Music
blared so loud she feared her knock would go unanswered, which
might not be a bad thing. She was beginning to question the wisdom
of approaching the party instead of skedaddling. Before she could
hurry away, the door was flung open by a guy cradling a half-empty
vodka bottle.

He took one look at her, screamed in horror,
and slammed the door in her face.

Well, that was unusual. Most frat boys would
be thrilled to see a pretty fairy on their doorstep. Unless—oh
no.
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