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Chapter One

 


The stench of sweat, sex, and Chanel
Number Five were never going to come out of Liz O’Brien’s jeans.
She frowned as her Keds gummed to the floor backstage for the five
thousandth time. That was the last gig they’d ever do at
Peekaboos.

She peered past the stage out to the
main floor of the strip club where a plethora of half- empty TicTac
white tables populated the place. The remaining folks embarked on
the bump and grind journey that at one tender age might’ve shocked
and appalled her, but by now, she rolled her eyes and shut out the
moans. Liz winced every time her shoe stuck to the black-and-white
tiled floor as she crossed the room. Pink lighting skated
throughout the place, even post-show, adding to the seedy
ambiance.

She raked a hand through her long
chestnut locks, a couple pieces drying to her face from the heat
they pumped through this place. Guess since their strippers were
shedding clothes, the staff had to keep ‘em comfortable.

Jett stood by the far door, giving her
the ‘I’m bored look,’ which she’d come to realize happened about
every two point five seconds when he wasn’t onstage or getting
laid. After playing the bass for their earlier show, he’d tied back
his dark strands, and his light blue eyes had a familiar twinkle in
them. Average girls would see a ladykiller who screamed sex from
his pores.

Liz noticed the prettier-than-average
looks, but she also saw the greenish tint to Jett’s pale skin and
the delicate gills along his neck. Since she’d never met her
parents, Liz didn’t know the ‘why’ of her ability, but she’d always
seen past the fae glamour shielding normal humans from the
weird.

Jett lifted his sculpted brow in a
cynical arch he’d perfected, jabbing at his watch as if she dragged
along at a snail’s pace.

“The bar’s not going to
disappear if you’re a couple minutes late,” Liz called out,
quickening her pace to close the distance between them.

“Lies. I know for certain
there’s an expiration date on the JD with my name on it. Six months
on the road with us and you’d think you would catch on.” Jett slung
his arm around her shoulder, the familiar weight one she’d never
expected from her former one-night stand.

“It’s a miracle I’ve been
able to put up with you lot for this long.”

Even though the first time she met
Jett they’d fumbled in a back alley together, Liz much preferred
him as her tether of sanity and staunch friend on the road. After
all, traveling with rockstars was bad enough. The satyr, siren,
banshee, and incubus were the real deal when it came to sex gods,
with powers that worked on every human except her. She navigated
the regular folks to book their gigs, while they made sure she
wasn’t fae-bait to any supernatural who noticed her unique skill
set.

Together she and Jett stepped out of
the steamy room, which had begun to smell a little rank, and made
their way down the narrow corridor leading to the front door. Neon
pink lit the hallway, nauseatingly similar to the spotlights
gleaming onto an opening act Liz would need bleach to remove from
her memory banks.

“Good riddance,” Liz
muttered as they strode through the doors onto the concrete
landing.

“You only have yourself to
blame,” Jett reminded her as he tugged out a cigarette, lighting it
in one fluid motion. “You’re the one who does the booking.” Smoke
trailed from him in a thick cloud floating up to greet the night
sky, which filled with just as much smog. He sucked down the thing
like his life depended on it, deep drags he hadn’t been able to
snag while they’d been playing.

Liz heaved a sigh, stuffing her hands
into the pockets of her brown leather jacket as the strength of the
breeze increased. “Thought you guys could use a pick-me-up. We’ve
been on the road for awhile.” After a week of rolling through bland
and blander in the Midwest, she had an entire buffet of gigs lined
up for the guys in San Francisco. “Not my fault the lot of you were
getting crotchety.”

“I needed space from
Renn’s snoring. Last couple of nights the idea of smothering him
with a pillow has grown real tempting,” Jett said as they ambled
along the sidewalk. The neon greens backlit a sign for Shooters,
the nearest bar to the strip club, and from the sportsball-related
specials on the chalkboard outside, Liz made a wild leap at the
clientele.

“Let’s hope Kieran hasn’t
already gotten kicked out.” She placed her hand on the bronze
doorknob and turned.

Jett stepped behind her, flicking his
half-smoked cigarette onto the asphalt.

The second Liz opened the door to the
bar, her expectations faltered. A wrong tension threaded through
the air, the sort she’d come to associate with fae. Jett
straightened his stance, crowding closer to her in the protective
way she’d come to appreciate. His body buzzed with the same nerves
that flooded her.

The maroon carpeting crunched
underfoot, and dim lighting cast the wood paneling lining the
entryway in a buttery gold. A normal thrum of chatter flowed in
when they opened the second door, but she expected that. Humans saw
what the fae wanted them to. This time of night, not too many
crowded around the oaken bar, and more than a couple empty glasses
spanned the length with foam clinging to the sides. As Liz walked
inside, she noted the groups clustered in the pleather booths along
the back of the bar. Ensconced in shadows, those made the perfect
meeting place for seedier sorts.

Not like her boys would be skulking
around there. The bandmates of Discord’s Desire were pretty boys
who needed their egos fluffed on a constant basis. Thankfully, they
hadn’t hired her for that role.

In the corner, wedged into one of the
back booths, Liz identified the source of the tension. A threesome
of knobby-kneed skeletal fae who gave the rest a bad rap sat
watching the bar. If average humans saw them, this place would be
evacuated in screams, spilled drinks, and knocked-over chairs.
However, glamour kept their pretty little eyes shielded. Not Liz.
She’d spent years crying wolf in her foster homes, running inside
because a shadow watched her from the street, or a brimstone
creature approached in the woods. For Liz O’Brien, the monster
under the bed was always real.

The malevolence in their stares as she
locked eyes with them was the exact reason she’d hopped cities in
the past, before her days of booking for Discord’s Desire. Unaware
humans made for easy targets, but the nightmares crawling through
the streets found her interesting, and their scrutiny was
worse.

“Come here often,
beautiful?” a smooth, sexy voice drawled from behind
her.

Liz folded her arms over her chest
before turning around and fixing Kieran with a look. The man, given
the chance, would flirt with himself, so she didn’t ever take him
seriously. His lips curved in a cocky smile made even more
dangerous by the pointed fangs peeking out. He wore his stage
clothes from the show—ripped jeans, a gray wifebeater, and a
patched leather that had seen better days. Yet combined with the
studs in ears, the streaked guyliner, and the labret piercing, the
man oozed sex.

“Cool it, rockstar.” She
smirked, meeting his teasing eyes. “You’ve got a whole cavalcade of
women who’d throw themselves at you in a heartbeat, already fallen
under your spell. I’m immune to your hinky fae magic.”

His fingers snuck up faster than she
could follow to trail down the column of her throat. “Isn’t that
what makes it all the more interesting?”

Liz shivered under his silken touch,
ignoring the hoarseness in his voice and the quickened pulse that
followed in the wake. The incubus didn’t need any powers to lure
women. His voice alone would send them flocking, and with the
attractive package it came in—well, he proved damn near
irresistible.

Even though Liz had taken a tango with
Jett the first night she met them, after that she’d drawn a line in
the sand. She joined on as their booking manager, and while the
guys might find her ability to resist their charms alluring, she
wouldn’t get tangled into their webs. Even still, she couldn’t
quite stamp out the surge of adrenaline coursing through her every
time he entered a room.

“Down, boy. You’ve got
adoring masses to sate those needs,” she sassed. Her attention
returned to the table when those fae shifted in their seats. They
focused on them with those filmy eyes, but whether their interest
was territorial or curiosity, she couldn’t tell. Kieran glanced to
where she stared.

“They were already here
when we arrived and haven’t made a move, so they may be having a
pint like us. More’s the pity. All this post-event energy and I
could use a good fight,” he murmured, returning his attention to
the three shots of bourbon he had lined up on the counter of the
bar.

The air bristled with a fight on the
breeze. Liz snagged one of the open stools, but she’d never been
able to settle while fae watched her. Call it survival instinct,
but without fail, no fae who noticed her spelled good news. The
hiss of the naga who’d cornered her back in Tucson echoed in her
peripheral sometimes, and the scars on her ankle from a boggart
attack still throbbed on occasion.

“Two glasses of JD,” Jett
called to the bartender.

The guy rolled his flannel sleeves to
his elbow and flipped the bottle, dispensing the amber dew. Liz
tapped her nails against the lacquered hardwood, the
click-click-click reflecting her nerves. Casual laughs ripped
through the bar from the folks perched at their barstools without
the slightest inkling of the threat in their midst. She accepted
the glass from Jett and inhaled the rich fumes of the Jack Daniels
in front of her before taking a deep swig, hoping the smooth liquid
would settle the buzzing in her head.

Renn sat beside a big-haired blonde,
his hand on her arm. The way the woman heavy-breathed, she was
liable to bust out of her tight black tank top. His hair post-show
tangled into a dark mess, but on the satyr it added to the wildness
gleaming in his cocoa eyes. Though the blonde drooling over him
couldn’t see the obsidian horns atop his head, Renn didn’t need
glamour to lure a woman in. One flash of his blinding smile against
his cinnamon skin and inhibitions flew out the window.

Trevor, their resident banshee,
watched with a smirk on his face as the ice of his gin and tonic
clinked against the glass while he swirled it. With the man’s rich
tawny skin and longer, silver strands, he had the type of unique
looks to stop people in their tracks. However guarded he might be
with his own secrets, his Southern drawl and the calm air about him
tended to set people at ease.

Liz tipped back a little more of the
JD, hoping to erase the filthy film of Peekaboos.

The sole of Kieran’s combat boots
tapped a tempo against the barstool but not with nerves like Liz’s.
She’d spent enough time with the boys to realize they didn’t share
the same fears—after all, those fae were a part of their race.
Knowing Kieran though, the boy chomped at the bit for a
fight.

Liz let out a sigh and ran a hand
through her tangled dark tresses. She’d aimed for practicality in
beat-up cargoes and a baby doll tee that had seen better days, yet
Kieran scanned her up and down with a hunger reserved for the
six-inch heel wearing broads they’d left behind at Peekaboos. She
arched an eyebrow, and he laughed in return.

“Have to say, the fan
club’s intense tonight,” Jett muttered beside her as he cast a
glance to those hulking fae in the corner. He flipped one of his
guitar picks between his fingers to hide his nerves.

“You boys part of a band
or something?” the bartender asked while he popped down a tap
handle to fill a pint for another customer.

“They just got done with
their gig at Peekaboos,” Liz said before taking another sip of her
amber ambrosia.

“I heard. You’re the punk
band that rolled into town?” the bartender continued to make
conversation, a welcome distraction from the group of nasties
giving them the stink eye.

“You’re part of a band?”
the non-literal harpy beside Renn shrieked. Liz wrinkled her nose,
sticking her finger into her ear to clear out the residual ring. If
she had a dollar for the amount of times she heard that on the
road, she’d have more ones than a stripper on Saturday
night.

“Yeah, I’m the drummer,”
Renn purred as the woman proceeded to dry hump him, crawling onto
his lap.

Liz grinned, shaking her head. After a
few months touring with the lot of them, she ceased to be surprised
at men and women alike flinging themselves at the
foursome.

“He’s talented at bursting
our eardrums at four in the morning with his horrifying snoring,”
Jett called over as he lifted his glass.

“At least I don’t spend an
hour primping in the RV’s one goddamn bathroom,” Renn shot back.
“No one’s noticing each individual strand of hair while you’re on
stage.” Renn’s flavor of the night let out a loud
giggle.

Liz patted Jett on the shoulder,
trying and failing to hide her smile. “Don’t worry, babe. I
notice.”

Jett let out a mock sniff and tweaked
his styled strands. “At least someone does.”

“Why play somewhere like
Peekaboos?” the bartender piped up again.

Liz restrained her eyeroll for Mr.
Questions. “Because the boys like to indulge their vices.” She
didn’t blink with her response.

The bartender gave her the up and down
scan to her surprise, interest in his dark eyes. With his thick
forearms and trimmed beard, he wasn’t bad looking
either.

“Why go out when a
gorgeous girl like you is around?”

Liz stifled a laugh. The guys were
laying it on thick tonight. “Right, they wish.”

Faster than a blink, Kieran’s chest
pressed against her back, heat emanating from him. She glanced to
him right as he placed his hands on her shoulders.

“She’s got standards we
can’t even compete with,” he said, the intonation in his voice
making his ‘back off’ intent quite clear.

Liz lifted her brow, unused to seeing
this side of Kieran directed toward her. The way his hands rested
on her sent clear possessive signals as he squeezed her shoulders.
A surprising warmth spread in her chest at the attention, yet as
quick it burned to irritation. He had no say in who she flirted
with.

“Maybe being surrounded by
rockstars has me looking for a regular guy.” Liz locked gazes with
Kieran, challenge flashing in her eyes. The poor bartender was
getting dragged into battles way outside of his pay
grade.

Kieran bristled, those amber eyes of
his flashing as he opened his mouth. Knowing the hothead like she’d
come to these past few months, she guaranteed he’d say something he
regretted. After all, the bundle of spitfire and vinegar had a
heart bigger than her brittle black one. She wasn’t backing down
though. The boys weren’t the type for monogamy, and she refused to
contract a case of feelings only to watch him hook up with a
different girl each night.

Before he spoke, his eyes widened as
he focused on something in a different direction.

“Duck,” he hissed,
grabbing her by the shoulders and tackling her off the barstool
before they crashed to the ground.

 





Chapter Two

 


Kieran had been waiting for the
violence to explode from the moment he stepped into the bar, unsure
of whether or not the creatures would make a move. On an average
day, the pent-up energy thrummed through his veins, begging for
release, and after a gig, he grew even more amped. So when those
rakshasas in the corner stepped up from their seats, he was
prepared. And when one of the bastards spit in their direction, he
didn’t even question if the glob was venomous.

Kieran tumbled to the ground with Liz,
his grip tightening around her in a fierce way. The barstool went
flying, and he hit the floor with a thud that shook his bones.
Liz’s body pressed against his, the silent thrill of her heat only
diminished by the threat of the bastards trying to kill them. He
had to keep her safe.

Pushing her back, he leapt up and
whipped around to face the approaching trio. Already, energy pulsed
through him, begging to unleash in the swing of his fist. Folks
who’d been sitting near him skidded out of the way—average humans
would see a barfight, and in a way they weren’t wrong.

A click sounded beside him.

“Back down,” Liz called
out, wielding a pistol with the ease of familiarity. She had the
muzzle trained on the rakshasas before them. “I’m the one you want,
not him.”

“When the fuck did you get
that?” Kieran balled his hands into fists as he overrode the urge
to get her out of the line of fire.

“A couple stops back. Jett
took me to the candy store,” Liz said. Even though her eyes took on
the intense focus of fear, she maintained the same calm competency
as always.

“Babe, scram,” Renn
dismissed his arm candy and cracked his knuckles. The girl took one
look at the impending fight and almost knocked over her stool as
she scampered away. “You lot want a piece of us?”

“Can we please have a
drink at a bar without it ending in a brawl?” Jett complained as he pushed his seat
in like a gentleman.

Trevor smirked, lifting his glass. “We
wouldn’t be very good rockstars if we came and went to places nice
and peaceable-like.” Even though Trevor hadn’t left his seat, the
man would launch himself into the fray when things grew
serious.

Kieran didn’t bother restraining his
grin as he cracked his knuckles. He’d learned at an early age how
to bend the rules of his incubus nature. While he drew passion
during sex and women fluttered to his bed like moths to the light,
he preferred siphoning from a different passion—violence. After
all, starting with his own folks, people had wanted him dead or
gone his entire life.

“We’ve no quarry with the
rest of you,” the rakshasa in the lead hissed out, his sounds
flicking out with his forked tongue. “Only him.” The creature’s
gaze locked onto Kieran, who raised his brows.

“Who’d you piss off this
time, boss?” Renn asked, crossing his arms over his
chest.

Kieran shrugged, ignoring the
prickling down his arms. “I think they’re trying to say I’m the
lucky recipient of their undivided attention. I mean, we all know
how desperate I am.”

Liz snorted beside him. “We’re not
going to sit back and sip our drinks while you’re busting in
skulls.”

Kieran couldn’t hide his broad grin,
even as he tried to ignore how his heart beat a little faster. The
woman didn’t know how much she’d worked her way under his
skin.

“Then you can get buried
with him,” the lead rakshasa hissed out.

Jett heaved a sigh and stepped beside
Liz as he rolled the sleeves of his button-down. “Or you could
deliver your doom and gloom message and take one to whoever sent
you. Fuck off.” His eyes gleamed with the challenge. “Do you need
me to spell it out?”

The bony creature arched its back and
reared its head. Kieran didn’t have to be a genius to guess what
would follow.

“Duck,” he called out,
grabbing Liz’s sleeve and tugging her down again. He caught her
annoyed glare but didn’t care. His crew wouldn’t get hurt on his
account. A glob of venom sailed overhead. Except this time, it
found purchase on the bartender in the middle of picking up a
glass. The pint shattered as it hit the floor, and the man emitted
out an anguished scream. The venom sizzled into his shirt and then
hit flesh. Kieran let out a low curse. This encounter had already
gotten too ugly. If the authorities weren’t on their way yet, they
would be in minutes. Chairs flipped as folks galvanized to action
in order to get the hell out.

Time to start fighting.

Kieran rose from his crouch and with a
push to take off, rocketed forward. One of the other rakshasas spat
at him, but he brushed off the tingling globule. As fae, venom
would only sizzle a little, just like poisons and flames needed
insane quantities to do damage. Flecks dropped to the ground. He
didn’t stop in his tread, heading toward the lead one before it
struck again to incite more panic inside Shooters. Kieran leapt
into the line of sight for the beast, his hands latching around the
knobby throat and gripping tight.

The creature gurgled and lashed out,
those clawed nails scoring his arms as it fought to breathe. Humans
might struggle against a rakshasa, but his kind possessed the
skills and constitution to fight those bastards. Kieran squeezed
harder. The rage clouded his vision, a building pulse in his chest
begging him to go further. To destroy more.

Someone tapped his shoulder. “Brother,
we might want to be questioning that one.” Kieran’s grip loosened
for a heartbeat of a second as he whipped around. Trevor stood
behind him, the man’s dark eyes emanating perfect seriousness.
Kieran cut a quick glance to the right to see Renn’s cloven hoof
smashing his rakshasa to the ground with the sort of bulldozing
attack he expected from the satyr. He sucked in a breath. As the
leader, he needed to keep a grip on his shit, even if he wanted to
rip the spinal cord straight through this creature’s
mouth.

After all, they’d arrived here for
him.

“So, who wants me dead?”
Kieran asked, his voice low. The rakshasa inhaled greedy breaths as
his chest fluttered up and down, the ribs protruding from its
skeletal frame. The bar all but emptied at this point, the door
swinging back and forth from the force with which everyone raced
through it. The creature’s eyes narrowed. “My patience isn’t
great,” he continued. “So you either tell me who your bossman is,
or I have no problem ending this job right here and
now.”

Silence filled the air for a brief
bubble until gurgles filtered through the place from the guy Jett
pinned to the wall with a fork through the throat. His guys were
more than a little resourceful. Any fae trying to exist in the
human realm outside of the Courts needed to be.

“He’ll send more,” the
rakshasa said in a low, gravelly voice.

Irritation flared in Kieran’s chest.
“Who?”

Before he asked again, the creature
aimed a low kick, stomping on his foot. Kieran let go for half a
second. In that time, the rakshasa dropped to the ground, but it
didn’t continue attacking. Instead, a slit opened in the carpeting,
and it slithered into the portal to the Otherworld. Entering the
fae realm that way—who knew where it ended up. Jett reached for the
slit, but just as fast, his hand hit solid carpeting
again.

“Damnit,” Kieran spat,
slinging a fist into the wall. Chunks of debris flew in the wake,
and his knuckles throbbed, but the hit didn’t take the edge off his
irritation.

“Well, you musta pissed in
someone’s apple juice,” Trevor said, clapping a hand on Kieran’s
shoulder.

“Haven’t we all.” Kieran
cast one look around this tragedy of a bar, consisting of
overturned tables, pools of black blood from the two dead
rakshasas, and a dead, slumped over bartender.

“Boys, we better scram.”
Liz spoke as the voice of reason. Despite the carnage she’d
witnessed, she kept a cool head on her. The woman was as much of a
vet to piss poor situations as the rest of them, something she
proved after one violence bender when his mother deigned to write
him. He’d shown up back at the RV covered in blood, most of it not
his. The guys let him do his thing—they all had their damage, but
Liz? She had the balls to challenge him. Had the courage to
care.

“Not like the police are
going to bring us milk and cookies,” Jett said, making his way to
the front door.

Renn kicked the wall, his hooves
carving dents in the wood paneling. “Looks like I’ll be flying solo
tonight.” He stormed out the door next, followed by Trevor who
shook his head, trying to restrain his grin.

“At least keep it down
this time,” Jett called back, already outside. “Some of us don’t
find your guttural animal noises attractive. It gave me
nightmares.”

“Poor baby,” Kieran called
over, unable to help his smile. Even though the incursion weighed
heavy on his mind, he’d dwell on it another day. Heaving a sigh, he
jammed his hands in his pockets and strode out of the
bar.

****

Kieran awoke from a whopping three
hours of sleep to the enticing smell of bacon. He followed the
scent into the kitchenette where Trevor stood by a frying pan,
turning the sizzling slices.

Trevor slid a glance over to him and
lifted the flipper in greeting, even though he didn’t bother
shifting from where he stood.

Kieran flung himself into the nearby
booth along the opposite side of the bus and cracked a window as he
lit a smoke. As far as human habits went, he liked the rhythm of
this one. Though if Renn caught him smoking inside the RV again,
he’d get reamed out.

“How ‘bout you start
telling me who the hell might be sending folks your way.” Trevor
piled the strips of bacon onto a plate and lifted it in hostage
before Kieran snatched a piece.

He gave Trevor the side eye. “Like
you’re one to talk, Mr. Marked-For-Life.”

“Now focus here, we’re
talking about you,” Trevor drawled in his thick Louisiana
accent.

Kieran sucked in another drag from his
cig, letting the smoke trickle out. “Family hates me, but that’s an
old as blood grudge. As for up and comers, most bar brawls don’t
end in serious vendettas like this.” He settled onto the worn
leather cushion. Trevor handed him a piece of bacon, causing Kieran
to lift a brow. “What am I, a dog?”

“Good boy,” Liz said as
she sauntered into the room. Her jeans hung low on her perfect
hips, and the stained, torn-sleeve tee she wore couldn’t be sexier
with the band of tanned stomach it revealed. She’d tossed her
tangled strands into a messy low bun that left her mischievous
hazel eyes and full lips on display. Instead of beelining for the
bacon, she dropped onto the couch beside him and plucked the
cigarette from between his fingers.

Leaning back toward the open window,
she took a drag, letting the smoke stream out.

She grinned before handing the
cigarette to him. “Thanks, I needed that.” Her husky voice from
waking up caused Kieran to shift in his seat, aware his hormones
started revving this early in the morning. The girl had an
effortless way of turning him on.

Trevor crunched on a piece of bacon as
he leaned against the lacquer cabinetry of their kitchenette. He
offered the plate to Liz who hopped up and snatched a
piece.

“So do you think your fan
club’s going to follow us to San Francisco?” Liz asked with her
mouth full of bacon. The question in her eyes pierced
him.

“I wish these fans of mine
would make themselves known, because I have no idea how they’ve
even heard of my work.” Kieran locked eyes with her, making his
meaning clear. “If they’re mucking about though, I want you
protected with more than just a gun.”

Liz lifted a brow. “Never realized
booking managers were so important.”

She was. From the moment she’d crashed
into their lives, Kieran couldn’t get her out of his head. The way
she cared for them, even when she didn’t give herself the same
attention made him want to turn the mirror around all the more. To
make her understand how much her consideration meant in signing
venues to keep them fed, how she brewed a full pot of coffee in the
morning and kept a couple of mugs out. She’d sparked his interest
from the start, and with each increasing day it
intensified.

“Darlin, you have no idea
what a mess we were before you joined,” Trevor said, polishing off
the rest of his plate. “We would drive to a town, pick a bar, and
then get our rocks off. Now we’ve got a plotted route, a tour
schedule, and someone who’s willing to book strip clubs because we
need a pick me up.”

“So no going and getting
yourself killed,” Kieran jumped in. With the way those fae targeted
him last night, more would come. The memory of the bartender
lingered—if they’d made one wrong move the victim could’ve been
Liz.

Liz rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I’m going
to go toddle into traffic.”

Kieran took another drag from his
cigarette instead of responding. He’d never gotten this flare of
protectiveness before, though he also hadn’t bothered with many
human friends. Hell, he barely had any friends at all until he’d
met Trevor while fooling around at an open mic one night. After a
shared drink and the need to escape their pasts, they’d formed the
band then and there. The RV shuddered to a halt, and Kieran
quick-flicked the cigarette out of the window as footsteps pounded
through the place.

Liz’s eyes met his, hers dancing as
she helped him close the window. Both of them knew what a bitchfit
Renn would put up after taking driving duty for the
night.

“Pit stop, assholes,” his
voice resounded around the RV, causing a groan from Jett’s bunk.
“We’re right outside of Berkeley.” Renn stepped into view, dark
eyes scouring the room while Trevor washed his plate. His gaze
landed on the frying pan. “Did you char that shit? It reeks,
man.”

“True story.” Trevor cast
a glance over to Kieran with the hint of a smile. “Guess it’s a
good thing we’re stopping somewhere with food.”

“How’s anyone supposed to
sleep around here?” Jett called from the other room. A thump
sounded, and a second later, a crash. “If I look haggard on stage
tonight, I’m blaming you lot.”

Liz snorted. “You’ll be beautiful,
babe.”

“Thanks, gorgeous,” his
voice came from the other room as a few more shuffles followed. In
moments, he stumbled into the kitchen area with the rest of them.
His black hair lay in tousled strands, and he’d pulled on a pair of
jeans and a black button-down that somehow wasn’t
wrinkled.

“You’re making us look
bad, Jett,” Kieran said, gesturing to his threadbare camo cargoes
and black wifebeater that had seen more than a couple of
years.

“Oh stop.” Liz thwacked
him on the chest. “You boys know you’re lookers.”

He couldn’t help the grin rising to
his face, the same as he couldn’t help the twang of frustration
because again, she lumped him in with the rest of them. When it
came to Liz, he’d been wanting solo attention for some time now.
“Tell me that in private?”

She rolled her eyes and thwacked a
hand against his chest. Even still, he caught her small grin.
“You’re insufferable. Save your ego for the stage, sweetheart.
You’ll be performing tonight at nine in Berkeley.”

“And you’ll be waiting
here in the bus where it’s nice and safe, right?” Kieran urged.
Whoever wanted him dead wouldn’t turn tail because a few cronies
bit it.

Liz crossed her arms over her chest
and lifted a brow. “Yeah, try and keep me in a box. See how well
that goes for you. Not only do I know how to pick locks, but none
of your juju works on me either. I’ll be there at the show doing my
job, like the rest of you.”

“Hurry up, kids,” Jett
called from the door.

How he surpassed all of them blew
Kieran’s mind, but the man slunk around like no one’s business.
Heaving a sigh, Kieran stood from his comfy slouch beside Liz and
made his way to the door. Normal nights he might sing his heart out
on the stage, riding the waves of the coital energy going on all
around him and maybe even taking a couple of samples home for the
ride. However, tonight, his sole focus would be on Liz, because if
any asshole fae paid him a visit, she’d be the most
vulnerable.

And Kieran of all people knew how much
monsters liked exploiting his weak spots.

 



Chapter Three

 


Liz shut and locked the bathroom door
for a little privacy while she dressed for the show. Not like she
applied anything too fancy, the average wingtip liner, a hint of
dark shadow, and one of her dozens of lipstains. However, she
lingered in here longer due to the residual jitters from last
night’s attack. One moment the bartender had been standing there
flirting with her, and the next he became a pile of sizzling flesh
on the floor.

She squeezed the porcelain sink in
front of her, relieved for the alone time even if it only lasted a
couple of minutes. Not like she didn’t trust the boys—she did.
However, no one got to see her vulnerable. Coolness seeped into her
palms as she stared into the mirror.

She was a human in this fae world
where she didn’t belong. Not even human. With the way she saw past
glamour and the occasional times she would hear buzzing, how it
grew to a roar in her mind any time a foreign fae emerged—she was a
grade A freak.

At one of her first homes, she’d
screamed herself hoarse over the bone-thin creature that watched
outside her window, the one with eyes like the moon. Within the
week, she’d been back in the system, starting a trend, until she
wised up enough to keep her mouth shut. She had to pretend she
didn’t hear the banshee’s wail at night or see the minotaurs
lumbering along amongst the normals. Pretend they didn’t notice her
in turn.

Liz pulled out the tube of Ruby Red to
wear tonight and redid the lines before sucking in a deep breath.
Even though those fae last night had shaken her, she was better off
with the boys than wandering from town to town by her lonesome.
Still, Kieran’s bossier than thou demands for her to stay back in
the bus tempted her. The Pay Per View porn sessions that were
Discord’s Desire shows left her frustrated, and ever since she’d
joined, she’d been on a dry spell.

Last time she indulged in the sexual
energy of their shows was on the fateful night she’d hooked up with
Jett and joined them on the road. Today she’d dressed up a bit more
than normal with torn fishnets, a pleated black skirt, and a silver
tank top. Her trusty Doc Martens came to her knees, and she was
ready to mingle. Maybe even ready to brave the audience for once.
Besides, the safest place for her would be blending into the crowd.
If someone came after Kieran, they’d search backstage first, not
plunge straight into the horde of humans.

She slapped the porcelain sink before
spinning around to unlock the door. Bright smile and a stage face.
The boys weren’t the only ones who could put on a
performance.

When she stepped out the door, a low
wolf whistle greeted her. Kieran, of course.

Where the other guys lost interest,
returning to their casual flings after shows, his increased. To top
it off, the steady stream of women he used to bring to the RV died
down over the past month to the point where he siphoned sexual
energy from onstage alone. However, passion wasn’t the sole way
incubi got their energy. He’d been fighting more than ever, picking
them on purpose.

His wicked eyes gleamed with his grin
as he scanned her up and down. “Do all that dolling up for me?”
Kieran leaned against the booth beside their
kitchenette.

Liz rolled her eyes,
fighting hard to restrain her smile. Even though the logical part
of her brain declared him off limits, one look at his teasing gaze
turned her knees to jelly, and his flirting was fun. However, Kieran played for
keeps until he got what he wanted, which in this case was her. If
she were being honest, the thought sent a secret thrill through
her, but she knew better than to get involved with an
incubus.

“You wish this was for
you,” she sassed, unable to hide her smirk as she swung her hips
back and forth while walking past him. She found a stretch of the
black-tiled kitchen counter she liked and leaned. “I’m infiltrating
the audience tonight.”

“Smart,” Jett agreed,
tweaking the strands of his hair to make sure they were pin perfect
for the show. He swerved past her to plop onto the red vinyl couch
across from the kitchen. “Mingling with the crowd will keep you
from becoming a target.”

“Not if you’re sucking
face with some jackass,” Kieran drawled. Even though the way he
draped his arms across the length of the booth appeared nonchalant,
his tone sharpened the slightest bit, and those eyes honed in on
her.

“Well, lucky for me, my
hook-ups aren’t your problem,” she shot back, her temper flaring at
his assumption. “If I want to go out and suck face with a random,
that’s my call to make.” Her gaze heated as his sparked like flame
in response. If the pigheaded ass thought being part of his posse
meant he could dictate her love life, he had another thing
coming.

“She’s right, you know.”
Trevor nudged Kieran in the side as he dropped beside him on the
booth. “We do our own fair share of dipping into the pool. If we’re
allowed to then so is she.”

Kieran balled his hands into fists as
he turned to look at Trevor. “Did you happen to notice our kind
take a keener than average interest in her? What happens when she’s
distracted and one of those creatures attacks? She’ll be too far
away to protect if we’re on stage.”

Liz waved her hand in front of his
face. “Yeah, I’m right here. Guess what? They’re after you, not me.
So if anything, the other guys should be keeping tight focus on you
for when the next beasties decide to pay you a visit.” Even though
her temper flared, Liz excelled at control. Unlike her, Kieran
blazed, his emotions raging clear as day on his face. The man
broadcasted such raw honesty he made the worst poker player out of
the lot.

Before he said something they’d both
regret, she jumped in again. “Look, I’m rolling on pure logic with
this one. I’m not part of the band, and I know how to lose myself
in a crowd better than most.”

Renn popped up from the back of the RV
while struggling to clip a dog collar around his neck. “Besides,
we’ll have the best view in the house keeping an eye on her from
stage.”

Trevor sat beside Kieran, watching him
with an unreadable expression. She’d have to drill him later to
figure out what the hell percolated in their frontman’s
brain.

Kieran heaved a sigh. “Guys, I’m
sorry,” he apologized. As fast as the temper arrived, it slipped
away again. “I don’t like my problems bringing danger on you all.”
Even as he spoke to the room, his eyes locked on her. That’s how he
always was, a bundle of emotions more raw and real than she ever
hoped to possess, and seconds after the storm passed, he’d be the
same charming, magnetic person as usual.

Trevor clapped a hand on his shoulder.
“All the more reason to figure out who’s wanting you dead. Don’t
sweat it, though. We all have our baggage.”

“Amen to that,” Liz agreed
out loud, leaning against the table. “Now how about we head to this
gig and you lot dazzle an audience?”

“Speaking my language.”
Jett wove past her, casting a wink in her direction as he made his
way to the front of the bus. Even with shared tempers, sex
addictions that would make normal rockstars look like prudes, and a
view of humans veering toward callous at times, she’d come to trust
the boys of Discord’s Desire more than anyone in her life. Not like
she had a breathtaking number of options for stability during her
foster home hops and city jumps.

Renn followed Jett’s lead, sauntering
off to the front of the RV. Trevor gave Liz a nod on the way out,
perfect Southern gentleman he was. Kieran hauled himself off the
booth seats with a creak and gestured for her to go
first.

Liz shook her head, crossing her arms
in front of her chest. “I’ll lock up behind us and then make my way
to the normal kids’ entrance.” No matter how Kieran might protest,
she stood knee deep in cement on this.

“Hope you enjoy the show
then, darling.” Heat flickered in his amber eyes, and his lowered
voice made the implication quite clear. A shiver rolled down her
spine, but as always she didn’t betray those impulses.

“Give ‘em hell, rockstar.”
She reached up to squeeze his shoulder. The warmth from his body
emanated at the touch, and her mind traveled to the same places
those wicked eyes of his did. Together, they wove their way down
the aisle toward the doors. If Kieran was a normal,
complication-free guy, she’d be on him in a heartbeat, but as it
stood, the man camped in dangerous territory. And Liz spent her
entire life running from danger—with the unique abilities she’d
been born with, her survival required it.

****

She’d booked a gig in Berkeley at a
college bar with a large hardwood stage and even larger viewing
space for university students to flood in. Discord’s Desire, while
not being radio-replay material, happened to have garnered quite a
name for themselves for how rowdy their live shows got. Half the
time they spent on the road involved taking down their videos from
YouTube since they’d alert way too much attention and get blocked
from venues if folks saw what went on behind the scenes. Trevor’s
paranoid behavior combined with his knack for hacking meant he
deleted video streams the second they entered his radar.

Still, with an underground reputation
for orgies, college kids flocked to the shows looking for a good
time. She walked through the swinging glass doors and showed the ID
she’d clipped to her skirt—being their manager offered some perks
after all.

The lights dimmed in the place, and
folks bustled around her. Most were the PBR-swilling sort, while a
couple of punk rock kids filtered in. A few guys along the way
stopped, stared, and offered her a shit-eating grin, but after
living around the guys in Discord’s Desire, her standards had gone
way the hell up. Starlit spotlights cascaded over the darkened
room, highlighting the near hundred people crammed into this place,
whether they roamed on the base floors or walked to the balcony on
the second. Faint buzzing intensified in her mind as she found one
of the few open stools by the bar. Liz plunked down on the worn
vinyl and glanced to the bartender.

A surly guy packing more muscle than
Arnold Schwarzenegger in his heyday stood behind the bar, a couple
of scars marking his arms. Girth didn’t intimate her, but once she
got a glimpse of him, the buzzing increased to a roar, warning her
away. His golden eyes flashed as he locked gazes with her.
Everything about his features from his nose to his teeth appeared
sharper than average, and his inhuman stare sealed the
deal.

“What can I get for you,
sweetheart?” he asked, his voice low and gruff. She didn’t let her
surprise betray her, even as fear trickled like ice down her
spine.

“Glass of JD, neat,” she
said with a saccharine sweet smile. Years ago, Liz graduated from
the pisswater beer the average venue served, and she attended
enough shows to know she needed to stick to the corners to enjoy
herself. The bartender’s gaze lingered, but she kept her mask firm
in place. The second a fae or supernatural creature knew you sensed
it, you became enemy number one.

“Hefty drink for a small
thing like yourself,” he remarked while pouring her a glass of the
amber liquid.

“I don’t do anything in
half measures.” She kept her focus on the stage and her voice
nonchalant, even though her skin prickled at this foreign fae so
close to her vicinity. Sure, he might just happen to work at this
bar, but the incursion last night sent her paranoia into overdrive.
The place reeked of B.O. and Drakkar Noir, and the boys hadn’t even
stepped onstage yet. That’s when the sexcapades began.

Liz accepted the drink from the
bartender and took a sip. Even though her gaze slid in his
direction, she kept it furtive, as she didn’t want to draw
attention to herself. The sweet Jack Daniels slid down her throat,
sending a shudder of relief through her for one moment. One guy
with a septum piercing and popped collar slid into the seat beside
her. She leaned against the bar with her back turned to the
bartender to remove the temptation of staring. Her back prickled at
her vulnerable position—however, if the fae tried any mojo on her,
his whammy wouldn’t work. Newcomer kept giving her a glance as he
ordered horse-swill from the bartender in the form of Coors
Light.

“What’s a pretty thing
like you doing at a show like this?” he said, leaning on the stool
and palming the beer the bartender passed him.

Liz pursed her lips, debating what
response would send him flying away the fastest. “Oh, there’s a
show going on? I had no idea.” Her dry tone reached desert depths,
but dumbass blinked and nodded at her.

“Yeah, did you miss all
the signs?” At this point he’d pivoted his body in her direction.
Despite the offers and interest on the table from the crowd so far,
her nerves jangled at high speed after meeting the not-so-human
bartender, and the specimens weren’t top notch. After the thrill of
flirting with Kieran day in and out, most guys didn’t stack up to
his level of wit and sexiness.

“Must’ve walked straight
past ‘em,” she kept her voice deadpan, staring into her Jack
Daniels to keep the look of annoyance off her face. Three more
seconds of interacting with boy genius here would have her ready to
bash her head against the wall.

To her relief, the lights dimmed even
more, and the spotlights circled to the front and center stage,
casting a hush through the crowd. A smile curled her lips once
Kieran’s sultry voice came over the speakers, the effects dropping
like a pheromone bomb onto the audience. A visible ripple didn’t
cascade through
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