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Acold November drizzle soaked my ponytail and slipped under my collar in icy rivulets. “Fucking goblins,” I muttered as I yanked the collar of my leather jacket up higher and wiped cold water off my face with the hand that wasn’t holding a gun. 
Halstad let out a short huff of laughter. “Bet my ‘ridiculous fucking Van Helsing get up’ isn’t looking half bad right now, eh girlie?” he said, running his fingers along the brim of his ridiculous fucking hat and popping the stupidly tall collar of his ridiculous fucking trench coat. 
I growled and kicked the door in front of me a little harder than needed. The flimsy wood splintered, and my foot went right through, leaving the damned door still locked and my leg tangled up in it. Halstad was laughing for real now. I yanked my foot free of the debris and tried again, slamming a heel into the side of the door, just under the lock. The thing ripped free of the frame and slammed against the interior wall of the dingy apartment. “Fuck you,” I muttered—to the door, or to my smug mage mate, either one. 
We were supposed to have the day off, but asshats didn’t observe national holidays. Derek Fucking White at least had the courtesy to give the entire pride the day off guard duty. He insisted it was so we’d all feel so thankful that we’d continue doing his dirty work. But I knew better. I noticed how he conveniently took a turn watching over his oblivious long-lost lover every time a holiday or an important occasion came along. He’d slink off to hide somewhere and watch her from a distance. To keep her safe, he said. To make sure she was well. 
But I knew all about hiding your squishy emotions behind a mask of bluster and indifference. And I called bullshit. The demon who ran the damned city and called himself my friend was a weird and complicated creature. I didn’t know what to think about the fact that he wanted to be near Troya during important human holidays and milestones, even if she never knew he was there. I just couldn’t stand the sickeningly sweet feeling in my chest at the thought of his creeper tendencies. Gah. 
Whatever his motives, White had given my pride the day off and we planned to spend it overeating, getting drunk, and probably fucking like rabbits. It was a perfect plan. Except no one let the damned local police department know about the plan. So, I’d been called away to deal with a supernatural pain in the ass. Again.
Goblin was a bit of a catch-all term. They came in all shapes and sizes, but the one thing they all had in common was an almost insatiable need to make trouble—whether that be mild mischief and pranks, eating humans, or anything in between. And most of them had some sort of low-level magic. When I got the call, Halstad had insisted on coming with me, just in case.  
It was a stupid waste of time—time I could have been spending with my pride and my kids. The goblin had been hard to find, tricky and slinky as they all were, but this wasn’t my first rodeo. I sniffed him out eventually, with the help of a mage tracking spell and a whole lot of bad attitude. I wanted to get this over with, go the fuck home, and eat turkey, for fuck’s sake. 
The apartment was surprisingly rundown for this town, even if it was over on the edge of the oldest part of the city. Ontonagon’s demon overlord and resident bossy asshole usually didn’t let this kind of shabbiness exist in his territory. This place was probably next on his never-ending list of things to take over, destroy, or repurpose—as if the demon was just playing house with the whole town. I strode into the entryway and paused to listen, then headed up a set of dimly lit stairs with worn gray-brown carpet that smelled like dust and age. The locator charm around my wrist flashed green, telling me I was heading in the right direction. The little asshole was around here somewhere. 
Halstad followed me up the creaky stairs with surprisingly quiet steps for such a solid guy. It wasn’t like we were sneaking—after all, I had announced our presence by kicking in the entryway door that shouldn’t have been locked at this time of day. But my mage was battle trained. I suppose caution came as naturally to him as busting shit did to me. 
We reached the second-floor landing and I spun around for a second before deciding the tracking amulet and my poor, dust-filled nose were saying this was our floor. I walked slowly down the hallway as the speed of the amulet’s flashing slowed. We were getting closer. 
A door opened on my right and I spun to point my gun at a surprised middle-aged human guy with a beer belly and a salt-and-pepper five o’clock shadow. He blinked at me in surprise and I tapped the dumb badge on my chest that the police department had given me for just such occasions. The guy opened and closed his mouth a few times until I lowered the gun. “You’re not the pizza delivery guy,” he said in an amazingly astute moment. 
Geeze, and I thought my holiday sucked. At least I wasn’t a middle-aged human dude spending it alone eating pizza in a dingy craphole apartment. Hey, look—something I was thankful for. I was really starting to get in the fucking holiday spirit here. Ha.
Halstad came up behind me to glower at the poor guy. As if my glare and my gun weren’t enough. The guy swallowed hard, then jerked his head to the right, in the direction we were headed. “It’s that creepy guy down in 2D, isn’t it? I always thought he was shifty.” 
I arched a brow at the guy. Some humans had a bit of ability to see through supernatural glamor and magic tricks. They didn’t usually announce it to the world, since they’d get labeled as crazy. It was possible this guy could see things others couldn’t. Or he could just be a great judge of character. “What’s he look like?” I asked quietly. 
The guy scratched his bristly chin and shrugged. “Tall. Skinny. Long hair. He’s real pale, with these big shadows under his eyes…probably drugs. Is that why you’re after him? He cooking drugs up in here?”
I rolled my eyes and walked away from the gossip. “Go back inside and wait for your pizza.” The guy gaped after us for a bit longer, then huffed and went back inside.
A tall goblin. Not very likely. 
When we reached the door marked 2D, the charm on my wrist stopped blinking and stayed a nice, steady green. So, the nosy neighbor might not be able to see supes, but apparently, he had a reason to think the guy was creepy anyway. 
Sometimes even oblivious humans still felt the presence of creatures who considered humans to be a good stew ingredient. 
I tried the door and found it locked. Gesturing grandly to Halstad, I stepped back. “You think you can do so much better at this?” I snarked at him. “Have at it.”
If I thought there was a chance this apartment might contain a human, we’d have to follow a whole different set of rules. But since the charm and my nose both told me there was a supe in there—and one who probably ate people—we were in the clear to use whatever force necessary. Halstad lifted one thick blond brow at me and gave me a smirk, his mismatched purple and gold eyes saying he was about to do something he’d gloat about for months. Then he lifted his hand and muttered something, sending a jolt of burning red magic at the lock mechanism. 
The metal melted in a flash and he gave me a grin before pushing the door open. I narrowed my eyes at him as I passed, bringing my gun up just in case. “You could have told me you could do that, jackass,” I muttered under my breath. 
I felt his magic flare as he prepped a spell to use if our prey decided to fight back. 
I heard a noise to my left and followed it to a sad little living room with a threadbare couch and an old, boxy TV. The goblin was slinking along the opposite wall, headed toward a door there that probably led to a bedroom. He froze, his too-big eyes glowing faintly in the dim room. “What the hell do you want?” he demanded. 
The neighbor guy was both right and wrong about his description of the nasty little monster. He was tall…for a goblin. But in human terms, he was tiny, maybe an inch or two taller than Oisin. And my fae was downright miniature. The goblin was slight like Oisin too, but even skinnier. I’m sure he passed as a sickly looking human pretty easy with a cheap glamor charm. But in his true form, he had weirdly translucent skin that looked grayish and shiny in the dim light of the apartment—like a wax figure. His long nose was upturned at the end, and it twitched like a rat’s as his big eyes darted between me and Halstad, scenting the air, cataloging our weaknesses, looking for a way out. 
I kept the gun trained on him. “Look, we want to be here about as much as you want us here,” I bit out. “So, save us all the hassle and just come peacefully.”
He inched another step along the wall, closer to the door. I leveled my gun on his knee. “Just keep going and see how that works out for you, asshole.”
He licked his lips, his wide mouth compressing into a flat line as he studied my badge. “You’re a bounty hunter,” he said, and the ballsy little fuck slid just a little closer to that door again. “I have a bounty on my head now?” He sounded surprised. Then bitter. “Of course I do.”
He snaked out a long-fingered hand toward the doorknob. 
“I really will shoot you,” I said calmly. “If the mage here doesn’t fry your ass first.”
He withdrew his hand, tucking it into the pocket of his baggy jeans. “Fine, fine. And what? They want to put me in jail so they can harass me while I’m behind bars? Throw me out of the town? Or are you gonna take me out back and put me down like a rabid animal, bounty hunter?”
I heaved a sigh. “Not up to me, punk.” I walked up to him, my free hand going to my warded cuffs. “Just come with me to the station and they’ll handle it from there.”
He scoffed. “I’m just supposed to go with you, when I haven’t done anything? And I’m supposed to trust that you’re who you say you are and that somewhere, someone is going to what? Suddenly decide to give a fair trial to a goblin?”
I narrowed my eyes at him. “Frankly, I don’t give a flying fuck. My job’s to bring your scrawny ass in. That’s it.”
His eyes darted around the room and I knew he was going to run. But I didn’t start shooting because I had every confidence that Halstad’s immobility spell would keep him from moving. The goblin shifted toward the door. Halstad launched a glowing green orb at him. The spell struck the goblin right in the chest…and the fucker winked at me and kept moving. 
He drew his hand out of his pocket as he lunged through the door, and I saw the flash of the charm he’d probably used to deflect Halstad’s magic. 
Fucker was prepared to be hunted by other supes. Just great. 
I dashed after him as he ran across the small bedroom and to the window. Tossing my gun aside—because really, I was supposed to bring him back alive, and I didn’t want to deal with the bleeding and bitching that came with shooting someone you didn’t mean to kill—I lunged and grabbed him around the hips as he nearly succeeded in wriggling through the narrow window. He kicked and bit, and squirmed around like a fucking eel, his scrawny body full of wiry strength. But I was a gryphon. I wasn’t built for sneaking around in the dark, dank places under the earth. I was built for power. I wrestled him to the ground hissing and spitting, slamming his head against the floor when he sank his sharp teeth into the meat of my hand. 
“Fucking knock it off!” I growled, snapping the handcuffs on one of his bony wrists. He managed to wriggle out from under me and I grabbed him by the hair, the fine, inky strands almost slipping out of my grip. 
Halstad huffed and stepped in to help, finally. He put a booted foot in the middle of the guy’s
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