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      Danni

      My father taught me to handle myself. I know about faery and the monsters that want to escape into our world. Then the biggest, baddest fae rider pulls up a stool at my bar.

      

      Oran

      I live for the ride and the fight. There’s nothing I love more than skewering monsters. Then I see her. She’s fae, born in the human world but her eyes give her away. I want to put down my guns and head home…taking her with me.

      

      Book 2 in the insta love paranormal romance series filled with fae bikers, monster hunting, and danger. For readers who want a bad boy fae warrior to sweep them off their feet.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            Danni

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s the usual raucous crowd in the bar on a Thursday night. Most just want to get pissed and forget that they have to go to work tomorrow until their alarm goes off bright and early Friday morning. Those that don’t have to work don’t give a shit about closing time, and I’ll end up dragging their bodies out the door if they’re too drunk to walk.

      But there’s a tension I can almost see. Angry words, fisted hands, it’s only a matter of time until someone swings and then it will be on. Usually my father is involved.

      Tonight he’s not here to start it or break it up, which means it falls to me.

      I shove a beer at the guy waiting, tapping his fingers of time to the music. He’s had a few already, hopefully he’ll leave after this one. Cutting people off only goes one of two ways in this place, they either arc up and start arguing with the staff, or they beg like their life depends on another drink.

      Well, they try begging. The regulars know I won’t budge an inch.

      He takes a swig of beer and wanders back to his friends. I search the crowd for the usual troublemakers, or the guys who seem extra wired.

      I hate nights like this, where I’m watching and waiting for something to happen.

      Everyone is a little twitchy and I’m not sure why. Maybe it’s the full moon, or the alignment of the planets. Mom would blame the fae—she blames them for everything from bad weather to traffic accidents. Sometimes she’s right.

      It’s exhausting watching everyone and everything, trying to spot the fires before they flare up and take over. I sigh and wipe spilled beer off the bar. I really need a better job. I can sling beer anywhere. I could learn to make fancy cocktails and smile more.

      There’d still be guys hitting on me. I’ve lost count of the number of men who’ve asked me to be their old lady. Honestly, I can’t think of anything worse. Just because I’ve grown up around bikers, doesn’t mean I want to be an old lady.

      What I need is a different job all together, but I have no idea what. I’m treading water and avoiding making decisions because I don’t want to make the wrong one. But sometimes I wonder if doing nothing is also the wrong choice.

      A glass breaks and I scan the room. No one seems to be bleeding. The other bartender has already grabbed the broom to sweep it up. I take the next order, pour the beer and hand over the change.

      The main door swings open and a tall, bearded guy strides in as if he owns the place. He’s wearing leathers, and like Dad there’s no three-piece patch naming his club; however people step aside to let him through to the bar like they understand he’s dangerous.

      I know his kind.

      When his eyes catch the light and gleam golden, it confirms my suspicion. He’s a fae rider, and they only bring trouble. I’m supposed to stay away from the riders. Mum has warned me enough times, but she worries too much. She hates this place, hates Dad.

      No one comes in behind the rider, he’s alone. And I’m not sure if that’s better or worse. This is the first time I’ve seen a rider, besides my father, in here, and I don’t like it. This isn’t where they go to drink—I don’t know where they go for that, but they use Mom’s café as a meeting point and a place to leave messages.

      He strolls over and stands in front of me. “Bourbon, top shelf. No ice.”

      I glare up at him. I’m not short, but like every fae rider I’ve seen he’s tall. Easily the tallest man in here, and my heart does a stupid patter like he’s here for me. “I don’t want any trouble from your kind.”

      He grins. “My kind? Looks like this place is full of bikers.”

      I lower my voice. “I know what you are.” And if I had some silver handy, I’d press it to his skin to watch it sizzle and darken.

      He puts a bill on the damp surface of the bar. “I just want my drink.”

      And I just want a million dollars and a way out of minimum wage work, but it isn’t going to happen. I grew up hearing tales of faery from the riders before my mother stopped letting me hang around the café when I turned twelve.

      Why she keeps her doors open to them, I don’t know. Well, I do, the money. The fae pay well. If she let me work there, I wouldn’t need to work here. This is my way of staying in contact with the fae and my father. That doesn’t mean I want the fae to turn up in the middle of my shift.

      I take his money, drop the change on the bar and hand him the drink.

      “Keep the change.” He smiles as he drops the coins in my tip jar like he’s doing me a favor. I don’t want to be grateful, but I am.

      He turns around to survey the room, elbows resting on the bar. I grit my teeth at the casual way he blocks that portion of the bar. I’d tell him to fuck off and find a table, but I’m sure he’d laugh.

      He glances over his shoulder at me. “Do you get many in here?”

      The light catches his cheekbones and his eyes glint golden, reminding me he’s not human, no matter how good he looks in jeans and leather.

      He’s asking about the fae.

      “Nope.” I don’t give out any information for free. And I won’t be sucked in by his smile. I don’t know if this guy is a friend or foe to my father—and I don’t want him getting in more trouble. Mom banned him from going to the café, ever.

      I don’t blame her. Dad refused to give up riding and hunting monsters to take her to faery when she was pregnant with me, and she’s never forgiven him. At this point, given that I’m twenty-two, I don’t think she ever will.

      I sling a few more beers, and pour some shots, before the fae man shoves another bill at me. I pour him the same again. He puts the change in my tip jar again and goes back to watching the people like he’s waiting for someone…or something.

      My skin prickles with knowing and I glance the crowd, trying to figure out what he’s sensing. I may not have been born in faery, but fae blood runs through my veins the same as his.

      Questions burn my tongue. “Why are you here?”

      He sips his drink, then tilts his head as if hearing something. I hold my breath, trying to hear it too, over the music and talking.

      A ripple of something goes through the bar, like everyone is suddenly aware of the sound that isn’t quite there.

      Then the room explodes into action. I didn’t see who threw the first punch, and it doesn’t matter once the first drop of blood hits the floor.
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      “Fuck me.” I swallow the last of my drink, not willing to waste it—even though I swear it was watered down before it hit my glass. Why Shay hangs out in this shithole, I don’t know. And he’s clearly not here, even though he was supposed to meet me. He has to be the most unreliable rider, yet he’s the only one in the area.

      The only redeeming feature of this place is the bartender, and she’s as sharp and dangerous as everyone else. I’d risk cutting my fingers to have some fun with her. I’m considering how best to ask her name when an owl-like cry fills the room.

      It’s the only warning I get as the bar erupts in a melee. Fists connect with flesh. Blood sprays and blades are drawn. The men here know how to fight, they’re armed, and they’re savage. But the aggression isn’t all theirs.

      I need to find the newyn and kill it, so far though it’s eluded me. Or has it been hunting me? Did I lead it here?

      It’s a fifty-fifty chance and I can’t let these humans beat each other to a pulp, or worse. The newyn feeds on aggression and human death. If I don’t do something it will be feasting tonight and stronger tomorrow.

      The last thing I need is it becoming more powerful and harder to kill. I’ve already had two
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