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      Jenna

      I’ve always seen things; monsters that stalk the shadows. If I keep my head down, I don’t see their luminous gold eyes. Then I make a mistake and a dog-like pack of them chases me. I’m going to die…

      

      Lorcan

      I sense the breach from faery and ride hard to stop the monsters before they kill. I don’t expect to see the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever laid eyes on running for her life. When I grab her and draw her onto my bike, I’m determined to never let her go. She’s mine.

      

      Book 1 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.
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      I turn the key, locking the door, then glance over my shoulder again. There was no one when I exited and there’s still no one about. The carpark is empty, but that doesn’t stop my stomach from knotting. Sometimes people hang around and chat after yoga class, but tonight they’ve all taken off. No doubt trying to beat the incoming storm.

      I can taste it on the air. There’s a sharpness that cuts my tongue. Something about it tastes like trouble. Danger. For a moment, I’m tempted to go back into the studio and spend the night sleeping on a pile of yoga mats. But it’s not my studio, and I doubt the owner would be impressed.

      The roof rattles and an old soda cup skitters across the asphalt. I hate filling in at night, but I need the money. I should’ve said no, but my hours have already been cut—everyone is watching their dollars and yoga classes aren’t exactly essential.

      One more year and I’ll be a qualified nurse. Then things will change, and I’ll finally have my life together. I lift my chin and stride across the carpark with purpose.

      I’m not afraid of a little bad weather.

      But the shadows are deep, and the darkness can hide too many monsters. Most people laugh when they find out I’m scared of the dark, but they haven’t seen what I have. They don’t know that monsters are real, and on a night like tonight they will be running and hunting.

      I stab the button at the crosswalk, willing the lights to hurry up and change. Should I dart across?

      No, better to wait.

      At the next intersection, cars turn and disappear. No one comes my way. I don’t think I’ve ever seen the city this quiet. Thunder rumbles across the sky and clouds obscure the stars and moon. The lights change and I cross the road. Now it’s only five minutes across the park and I’m home. I can almost see my building from here.

      I quicken my pace, eager to be in before the storm swallows the city and the monsters come out to play. The streetlights cast a sallow glow and I go from puddle of light to puddle of light. My heart lurches until I reach the next spot of illumination.

      I walk this route most days. I taught a class this morning, went home and studied, coming back to teach two more classes tonight. This is the first time I’ve felt afraid.

      Something scuttles nearby. I jump and move faster before taking a moment to glance over my shoulder and scan the shadows for glowing eyes. There’s nothing there, but my heart doesn’t settle.

      Just a rat searching for food.

      I cross another road, and then I’m in the park and the safety of home is only minutes away. I stay on the concrete path where there are lights, and I hustle. My backpack bounces and I’m tempted to give into the fear and run. But if I run, I will be admitting that I’m prey, and while I’ve glimpsed monsters of all sizes and shapes, none have ever approached.

      It’s easier to be brave in a group of people, much harder when the only thing I can hear is my harsh breathing.

      I fist my keys, ready to use them as a weapon.

      A motorbike’s engine fills the silent streets, reminding me that there are people in the city and I’m not alone. I laugh at my foolishness.

      It’s just a storm. Nothing bad will happen.

      A rain drop hits my cheek and I use it as an excuse to give into the urge to run. My backpack thumps against my spine, and I remind myself I’m not scared. I just want to be home before the storm breaks.

      Then I hear it, the distinctive scrape of claws on concrete behind me.

      My heartbeat quickens. I am afraid and I give in to the urge to sprint.

      But I make the mistake of looking back. At first I think it’s a pack of stray dogs, but they’re too misshapen for that. Thick shoulders and two heads. Each head has two eyes that gleam monster-gold.

      A strangled yelp escapes and I stumble. I’m halfway across the park. I won’t make it home before the monster-dogs catch me.

      They catch up and lope alongside of me like this is a game. My lungs burn, and my feet keep tripping over non-existent rocks. One of the creatures turns both of its heads to look at me. Now there is too much light. I don’t want to see its teeth like knives.

      I push harder, hope giving me more speed. I’m almost there. Almost safe.

      A light cuts through the park, and there’s suddenly a motorbike on the path in front of me. It speeds toward me.

      I’m trapped. Bike in front and dogs behind and to the side of me. I can’t escape.

      I stop for a heartbeat to consider my options and a creature grabs my backpack, almost sending me sprawling. If I fall, I won’t be getting back up. I shrug out of my pack, but it’s too late. I’m surrounded by three of the beasts.

      Golden-eye fae monsters, the kind that supposedly don’t exist and that no one else sees. One of them savages my bag, snarling and clawing. There’s only my wallet, phone, a sweaty towel and a snack I didn’t eat in there.

      The other two monsters move closer to me, growling low like thunder. My bones quiver with ancient fear. Their breath doesn’t stink of rotten meat like I thought it would, but sharp and acidic.

      If I lift my hand, I’ll be able to pat one of the oversized heads. The bike is close enough that I can see the gleam of chrome, but the monster-dogs don’t scatter, they hold their ground. One head snarling at the bike, the other at me. I’d dart off the path, but I can’t get past the dogs.

      A boom shatters the night. One beast explodes into silver and ink. It splashes on my hand, staining my skin dark. I flinch, expecting to be next. Then the rider leans out and grabs me, throwing me onto the bike in front of him like I weigh nothing.

      I squeal and wriggle, not sure this is an improvement. The bike is going too fast for this to be safe.

      “Hold still if you want to live,” his voice is gruff.

      The bike spins in a tight 180 and the beasts rush toward us. The man lifts the biggest pistol I’ve ever seen and fires two shots.

      My head rings from the blasts and I can’t hear anything.

      It’s then I look up and see the rider’s eyes are fae gold.
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      I was almost too late to save her. I’d sensed that the gyfnosau had broken through and were hunting, but I didn’t expect them to find a target so fast. I pause, the bike purring beneath me, and the woman I’d just rescued from certain death gazes up at me. For a moment I catch the gold in her eyes, like sunlight on water. My heart jumps with hope and shock.

      “Let me go.” She struggles, trying to push out of my arms.

      “There’ll be more gyfnosau.” I scan the dark park, searching for the rest of the pack. There’s never only three.

      “More what?”

      “The two-headed dogs.” All that remain of the three that attacked her are inky stains. By morning, even that will be gone. In the sun the path might glitter with silver dust, but the rain will wash that away leaving no trace. Creatures from faery didn’t leave corpses.

      Not even me if I die in the human realm.

      She stares at me like I have two heads the same as a gyfnos. Her heart beats fast like she’s still trying to run for her life, which I guess she is from the way she’s struggling. Only this time she thinks I’m the threat.

      “Where do you live, I’ll take you home.” I need to make sure she’s safe.

      “No.” She shakes her head, her long dark ponytail swinging. Then she jabs something into my thigh. “I’m not going anywhere with you.”

      “Fuck.” I yank it out, blood blooms dark on my jeans.

      She’s already off the bike and halfway to the ink stains. She stops to pick something up and then keeps running.

      I watch her for a moment. But I can’t stay here. Someone would’ve reported the gunshots, and I’m sure I can hear sirens.

      I rev the bike and ride up to her, ignoring the throbbing in my leg. Spilled fae blood will draw the gyfnosau. If nothing else, I need to get off the street for the night. Tomorrow I must hunt the rest of the pack. My duty as a guardian means I can’t allow monsters from the outer realms of faery to hunt fae or human on this side of the veil.

      While she may not know it, she is fae, even though she was clearly born in the human world. Those born in faery are always male.

      She doesn’t look at me, her feet move quickly but her breathing is fast, and she smells like fear.

      “Just get on, and I’ll take you home. You need to get off the street as the pack has your scent.”

      I have her scent. I’ve been defending the human world from the creatures of fae for twenty years and have seen only a handful of fae women. Usually from a distance, and none has ever interested me more than the hunt. She landed in my lap. I want her back there—and not just to protect her.

      She mutters something to herself.

      I’m so busy watching her lips that I almost miss the shadow lurch out of the trees. I aim and shoot. Silver sprays over the gyfnos and it bursts into a cloud of midnight ink. Some of the dust gets on me, gleaming on my gloves. A few specks hit the bare skin of my wrist and burn like fire embers.

      She stops and crouches, too late, the danger is over. Things are falling out of her ripped up bag, but she clutches it to her chest like her life depends on the contents. She’ll be eaten if I leave her, and I’ll be arrested if I stay.

      The sirens are drawing closer. I holster the pistol, wishing I had something less obvious than a shoulder holster in that moment, or at least a jacket to throw on.

      “We need to leave now.” I reach out and grab her again, dumping her in front of me.

      “Leave me alone.” She kicks and scratches like a wild thing.

      I can’t help but smile at her spirit. Keeping control of the slow-moving bike with one hand, I hold up her key coated in my blood. “Where do you live? Because if we don’t leave now, the cops will take us both in.”

      Her eyes widen. “I’m not afraid of cops. Why are you?”

      I lift an eyebrow. I barely exist in her world. It’s getting harder for the fae to make lives here as human technology becomes more invasive. “The gun’s not licensed, and I killed dogs they can’t even see. Then I’ll have to tell too many lies to cover up the truth. It’s a pain in the ass.”

      And one I am happy to live without.

      I’m hoping the gyfnosau don’t eat the cops, because covering up human deaths is always tricky. If I wasn’t leaking more blood than I’m comfortable with, I’d stay and risk my ass to protect the humans—not that they’d thank me for it.

      “I don’t need your protection. You’re a monster.”

      That really depends on the definition of monster that’s being used. “I’m fae.”

      But so are the gyfnosau, so she’s not that wrong, but she’s not that right either. However, it’s not a discussion to be had in the open while I’m bleeding.

      I steer out of the park and onto the street. I’m about to open up the bike when she snatches the key out of my hand.

      “This is my building.” Her fingers are sticky red in the streetlight, and she fumbles the key.

      I stop the bike. “Are you serious?”

      “Yes.” She looks up at me. “Why are you helping me, you’re one of them?”

      “I’m not.” I swing the bike into a parking spot and turn it off. “Not exactly.”

      Does she not realize that she is fae?

      A cop car turns onto the street. If she wants to make my life hell, she’ll get their attention. But what is she going to tell them? That she was attacked by faery dogs and then attacked me?

      “Think very carefully about what you do next,” I whisper.

      She swallows. “What are you?”

      “I told you. I’m fae, the true kind, not the monster kind from the outer realms.” She’s stares up at me with wide blue eyes that glint gold when they catch the light, like I’m speaking the old tongue, not modern English. I might as well tell her the truth, so I add, “you’re fae.”

      That’s why she could see the gyfnosau. The human cops won’t, they’ll die and leave a bloody mess that someone will probably explain away with biker gang violence. That’s what usually happens. Us riders may have contributed to that myth as it helps us cover up what would otherwise be dangerous for humans to know.

      The cop car slows even further as it sees us.

      We need cover. I lean down to kiss her. Our lips meet and I feel like I’ve taken a shot of tequila straight from the bottle. Her lips part, and I take the invitation to taste more of her.

      For a second, she’s illuminated by the headlights of the cop car. My injured leg is hidden by her body but if I have to climb off the bike and make nice with the cops, it will be all over as they’ll want to know where the blood came from.

      Then the light is gone, and she shoves me away.

      “Why did you do that?”

      “So the cops didn’t ask us questions.” And to keep her quiet. “You going to invite me in?”

      I can see the hesitation in her eyes. I don’t blame her. Getting attacked by gyfnosau is an inauspicious start to anyone’s night, but I wouldn’t mind ending it in her bed.

      “No.” She breaks free and stands. The contents of her bag spill onto the street.

      She curses. I watch her pick things up, before sighing and getting off the bike to help. Not because I’m nice, but because I want her off the street and safe inside.

      I want to be off the street.

      I grab up the last few items. “Can we please go in? Now.”

      There are at least three cop cars circling the park, and I have no idea how many gyfnosau are waiting for the chance to take a bite out of both of us. They’re hungry and seeking something from faery to fill them up.

      She looks up. “You’re bleeding.”

      “Yeah, thanks to you.”

      She swallows and looks at her bag. I know she’s weighing her odds.

      “If I wanted to hurt you, I’d be taking you to my home. We’d be safer there.”

      Her eyes narrow. “What makes you think there’s more of those things?”

      “Because I’ve killed four, and they travel in packs of ten, sometimes twenty.” I’m going to be spending the next few days doing nothing but hunting. I usually catch creatures before they reach the city, but I’d been helping Oran with a big job near the breach that he guards.

      I’m beginning to wonder if it wasn’t a distraction. But the monsters aren’t that smart…or they never used to be.

      “They could hurt others,” she says.

      “They might, but they want fae blood and they found you.” And I’m leaving a trail of blood that every monster in a two-mile radius will be able to sniff out and follow.

      I swear I hear claws on the pavement. If I shoot with so many cops around, they’ll be on me in a heartbeat and I don’t want to be buying the next round of drinks for the other fae warriors protecting the human realm because I fucked up and had to be bailed out.

      “What do you want in return?”

      “Nothing.” Another kiss, maybe more as along as she isn’t holding anything pointy. “Maybe a bandage.”

      She stands. “I can do better than that.”
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      I stabbed him, and he’s bleeding a lot. If he were a monster I wouldn’t care, but he’s killed four actual monsters that wanted to eat me—they just exploded and vanished—and if he hadn’t shot them, I’d be dead.

      But he is like them, his eyes gleam golden when the light catches them. He called himself fae, and he thinks I’m one of them too.

      He’s wrong.

      My hands shake as I clutch my things closer. My life, and what I thought I knew about the world, is slipping through my fingers no matter how tight I grip. Drops of rain hit my head as I stare at him. I’ve already promised to patch him up, but that doesn’t mean I’m happy about it. Though I do want to hear more about faery. Most people would laugh at him for talking about faeries.

      I don’t.

      He knows things that I need to learn. I need the questions I’ve held inside me for too long answered, and I may never have this chance again. That, and he didn’t have to do anything more than ride past and shoot. He could’ve ignored me.

      I’m not sure I could’ve ignored him. He is beautiful with muscles that should be illegal filling out his black T-shirt. I glance away, not wanting to feel anything more than gratitude.

      “Come on.” I turn and cross the road. I don’t stride confidently ahead like I’d done only a few minutes ago. Instead, I check every shadow and listen to every rustle. There are cops on the other side of the park, their lights staining the night. The monster dogs are out there, but even if I warn the cops, they won’t believe me.

      He follows and wipes my keys before handing them over so I can let us into the apartment building. We make it inside as the clouds tear apart and dump their rain.

      “Bad night to be out,” he says.

      “Yeah.”

      “You must have known. Sensed it in the air.”

      I nod as I trudge up the stairs, I’d felt something though nothing I could describe or use as a reason not to work. “Why should I have known?”

      I need to hear him say it again. Fae.

      He doesn’t say anything as he follows me upstairs. I stop out the front of my apartment. I feel something now. If I let him in, my life will never go back to how it was. But I don’t know if the change will be better or worse.

      Maybe any change is good.

      I glance up at him, he’s tall with blond hair that curls against his cheek bones. His lips are pressed together, and his eyes are hidden in shadows. There’s no sign of the gold now—had I imagined it? He’s pretty, even in the dim corridor light.

      A drip hits the floor. I know it’s not water before I look down. Blood.

      Has he left a trail? Do we need to wipe up? I peer down the corridor but don’t see any other drips. I never expected my key to do so much damage. My hand trembles as I unlock my door. I’m sure I can see his blood on the metal.

      I open my door, turn on the lights and let him in.

      But even when I lock the door, I don’t feel any safer. I can’t shake the sensation that I’ve let one of them into my apartment. I need to stitch him and send him on his way. But now he knows where I live. The monster dogs know where I live.

      Will they wait for me to walk outside, then tear me apart?

      I put my bag, what’s left of it, on the kitchen table. There’s no way it can be salvaged. For a moment I stare at it, desperately wanting to pull the ripped edges back together and pretend that the attack never happened. I guess I always knew it was going to happen, eventually. Something would come too close and realize I could see it. Tonight I was lucky he was close.

      Where are the monster-dogs? Still lurking in the park? I peer out a gap in the curtains. Three cops walk around with flashlights and I will them to leave before they are eaten. Beyond the pools of light, there’s only darkness. I can’t even see their glowing gold eyes. Though I’m not sure what I would’ve done if they had been staring back at me. I shudder and go to close the curtains.

      He puts his hand out and glances up the street. He’s close enough that I can feel the heat of his body. It’s been a while since I had a man in my apartment. That drip again.

      “I need to fix that.” I’m still not sure about apologizing, though. He grabbed me off the ground with one hand like I weighed nothing. But as he said, if he was going to hurt me and kidnap me, he’d have done it already.

      “This place isn’t secure, and it’s too close to the park.”

      “And?” I close the curtain and turn. He’s right in front of me now, and his pecs straining against the black T-shirt fill my vision. My pulse thumps hard and quickens. Not from fear this time. I tilt my chin and pretend to be unaffected. “This is my home.”

      He does a squinty thing as if he trying to focus on something. “Barely. How long have you lived here?”

      “Six months.” I had to move when my ex kicked me out, so the woman he’d been cheating with could take my place. How long until she’s replaced? “Why does that matter?”

      “Because the gyfnosau, or any fae creature from any of the realms, can cross a weak home boundary.” He pulls off black gloves and shoves them in his back pocket.

      A nervous titter escapes. “I thought only vampires need an invitation into a home.”

      He gives me a confused look. “What do you think vampires are?”

      I stare and blink, unable to process his words for a moment. Is he telling me that vampires are real?

      I don’t need to add more monsters to my list. Most I’ve seen only in passing, and as soon as I see something, I duck my head and turn away so they wouldn’t know. I don’t why I did that, but I figured that if they knew I could see them something bad would happen to me. Turns out my instinct was right.

      “All fae need an invitation to enter a home. Your barrier is weak. I’d have been able to cross even if you hadn’t invited me in.” He smiles and I remember the way his lips felt on mine. Sweet, like warm honey on fresh bread. Like home.

      I look away and edge out of reach. “The bathroom is this way.”

      I flick on the bright light. The white tiles reflect it back at me. The bathroom is why I took this place. It was new, well newish. Now all the mirrors and light made it seem too clinical.

      The room seems to shrink when he steps in. Black T, shoulder holster and big pistols, blood stained jeans and boots made for kicking monsters. He’s the kind of guy I always avoid. I don’t need his kind of trouble. Yet my heart quickens in excitement and I want to peel the clothes off his body and taste his lips again.

      Focus on the wound.

      I glance at his thigh, where I’d jammed the key into him. His jeans are stained red and I wonder how much blood he’s lost. Not enough to make him faint, but more than enough to make a mess.

      My gaze flicks between his face and his jeans—I try really hard not to notice the bulge of his fly. I’m going to be a nurse, so I need to be professional.

      “You’re going to need to take your jeans off.” My cheeks heat. “Or I could cut them, make the hole bigger.”

      But he’s already undoing his belt and shucking his jeans down to his ankles like I’m supposed to sew him up while he’s standing. I could, but I’d be kneeling, and he’d tower over me, and if he faints, I’ll be squashed, and he’ll smash his head open.

      “Um…you’re going to need to sit.” I point at the bathtub, the real selling point of this apartment. It certainly wasn’t for the neighborhood, but it was cheap and in my price range and closer to college. I’d started working at the yoga studio not long after and quit working at the place across town.

      He sits, jeans around his ankles, knees spread. His thighs are thick and muscled, one is leaking blood far quicker than I like. He needs proper care, not me.

      “I think you should go to the hospital.”

      “I just need something to stop the bleeding for a few hours. I heal fast. If I didn’t, I’d be dead already as you nicked something vital.”

      I manage to keep my gaze on his face. “I thought you were kidnapping me. You have the same eyes as the monsters.” I pull out a suture kit and bandage from the cupboard.

      “So do you.”

      “I don’t.” But I check my reflection in the mirror to be sure.

      I don’t look like I’ve survived a monster-dog attack. My cheeks are flushed, and my eyes are bright like I’ve been for a run or just been fucked. I swallow hard and concentrate on preparing to sew up the hole I made in him.

      “You won’t see them in yourself, but when one creature of faery sees another, there’s a glimmer. A revealing of our true selves that we can’t hide.”

      I shake my head as I wash my hands and pull on gloves. He’s wrong. “I’m not fae. I was born here.”

      “You can be fae and born here. You saw the gyfnosau, that alone is a tell that you are fae. Add in the way they hunted you…”

      I rip open the package and wipe his thigh with antiseptic—my keys are probably filthy. He hisses, but otherwise doesn’t flinch.

      I kneel before him and realize I’m only a few inches, and a thin layer of black cotton boxer briefs, from his junk. I don’t even know his name. I can’t stitch him without that, it seems rude to cause him more pain and to be this close without knowing something more about him.

      “What’s your name?” I thread the needle. “Or is that something you can’t share?” I’m sure I read in fairy tales that the fae never give their real name, but maybe that’s a lie.

      “Lorcan. You?”

      “Jenna. This will hurt.”

      “I doubt it will hurt more than getting stabbed with a key,” he says dryly.

      I put my hand on his thigh and draw the edges of the wound together. It only needs two stitches. “Ready?”

      “Always.”
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      I am not ready.

      But I can’t look away as she makes two small, neat stitches in my leg. She then covers the wound with a sticky bandage.

      “All done.” She glances up. Gold flickers in her eyes from the bright light as she kneels at my feet. My dick hardens as a hundred different ideas about what happens next fill my mind.

      I could take her to faery. I could be done with riding the border and protecting this world. Finding a fae woman is the reward for risking our lives.

      Some never ride, preferring to remain in faery and enjoy the endless parties. I wanted to leave and have an adventure. I’d listened to too many tales of the old guardians when they talked about their time in the human realm.

      As I’ve learned, things were different a hundred years ago. Even twenty years ago when I started. The tears in the border that let the beasts through never heal, they move and shrink and grow but remain. Nothing we do makes a change. All we do is stop humans from dying.

      I’m not always sure it’s worth it. Tonight it is.

      Jenna could be my way home. For riders there is no way home except if we bring a woman with us. Fae or human, it doesn’t matter. Without taking women, the fae will die out in a generation. Then who will stop the creatures from faery from devouring the humans?

      If I take her with me, she’ll be safe from the monsters. I may not be safe from her though, and I don’t really want to be stabbed again.

      Something clicks in the flat and I snap my gaze to the bathroom door. She does too.

      I put my finger to my lip and stand—almost falling over my jeans.

      Shit.

      I pull them up, and do up my belt, then I draw my gun and flick off the safety. Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t make a noise. The thing in the living room is not silent. Claws clack over the timber floor, drawing closer. I listen, trying to figure out if it’s only one gyfnos or if it brought friends.

      Quietly, I edge toward the door, then peek out. There’s two. One sniffing the floor, and making its way toward us, the other has its front feet on the dining table and is rummaging through Jenna’s bag.

      The moment I shoot, two things will happen the other gyfnos will either vanish, attack, or call reinforcements. Then the neighbors will wake and call the cops and they’ll be here in about five seconds given that they are just over the road and wanting to get out of the rain—I don’t blame them.

      However, locking me up for the night won’t keep Jenna safe. She’ll be dead before daylight.

      This close I can see the gyfnosau are in poor condition. Their fur is patchy, and they are thin enough that I can see their ribs and count the bumps of their spine. I almost feel sorry for the starving beasts. But hunger makes them desperate. They aren’t too bright though. If they went back through the breach, there’d be plenty for them to eat. As beasts go, these aren’t too bad. There are far worse things to be hunted by.

      I could use the silver knife in my boot, but putting my gloves back on will take time, and without gloves the silver will burn my hand.

      Jenna moves close. We can’t stay in the bathroom, as there’s not even a window to climb out of. We’re trapped.

      The sniffing gyfnos lifts one of its heads and looks at me. Its eyes gleam, then it bares its teeth and growls. The sound makes the marrow in my bones turn to liquid. I’ll never become used to the eerie cries of the beasts.

      I wish I had Cillian’s skill with a bow and arrow. He kills silently and from a distance. But I’m glad for the human invention of guns. Without them I’d be stuck lugging a sword around—I know a few who prefer the old ways.

      “I’m going to kill them. You’re going to grab anything you need, and we’re getting out of here.”

      The quickest way out will be via the window. It’s only two floors. A jump I can make easily, even carrying Jenna. In my mind, I run through what I need to do as the beast stalks closer.

      “This is my home. I need everything here.”

      “Not anymore.” The gyfnosau have breached her thin home barrier. Now any creature from fae can enter whenever they want.

      “I can’t leave. I live here.”

      I glance at her. Her horror shows in her eyes, but I don’t have time to soothe her fears.

      “Then you die.” I’ve had to walk away before. Some people don’t want help, and they don’t want to learn the truth. I risk a glance at Jenna. “You’re fae. You can have a life in faery.” With me.

      “My life is here.” Her gaze is steady even though her voice trembles.

      I draw in a breath. There isn’t time to argue. The other gyfnos has given up on the bag, a food wrapper hanging out of one of its mouths, and has joined the hunt. The walls tremble with their growls. Any fae in the building will hear it and fear. The humans will blame the weather, their neighbor, anything to avoid what’s right in front of them. The unlucky ones figure out the truth and then can’t unsee the horror—it’s rare, but it happens.

      I grit my teeth. I’m not leaving Jenna to die, even if she doesn’t want to be saved.

      I fire twice, quickly. The explosion of shadows and silver is beautiful. Specks of silver from the gun land on my ungloved hand, burning and leaving dark starbursts.

      I grab Jenna’s hand, then run for the window. I holster the gun, tear open the curtains, and open the window.

      She tries to pull free. I love her fighting spirit, even if it is misguided. “I’m not going with you.”

      “We can’t stay here.” Between cops and gyfnosau, we’re fucked. I gather her to me, she’s wriggling and kicking like she expects me to give up on her, then I jump.
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