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      Dav Eklin rubbed his eyes, trying to focus on the screen. He couldn’t be seeing what he thought he was seeing. It couldn't be true.

      Dav had fallen into the not so great habit of checking his phone as soon as he woke. He was used to reading bad news first thing in the morning. But this? This was the worst.

      "What have you done?" he said.

      His griffin said nothing, but Dav felt him, glaring, unblinking, that self-righteous set to his fearsome beak.

      "This is really bad."

      Dav refreshed the page, praying it was some kind of error. But there it was, in full high definition color, his griffin posing, wings spread, head high, gazing off into the sunset like some kind of superhero, perched atop the city hall clock tower. Where everyone could see. And judging by the number of shares and comments the photo was getting, everyone had seen, and anyone who hadn’t, was now reading about it in the news.

      Dav shook his head, trying to lodge his brain back in place after the shock.

      "Why? What were you thinking? Do you know how much trouble we’re going to get into for this stunt?"

      His griffin remained silent.

      There was no point, Dav knew. There's no arguing with a griffin. Especially his griffin.

      But even if the beast was going to stay silent, Dav still had to fix this.

      A full display of a shifter animal, particularly a mythic shifter, violated about a dozen laws. Laws it was Dav’s job to uphold as a policing squad officer of the Shifter Protection Force.

      "The rules are there for a reason," he said, trying to take a soft approach so his beast might listen. "They’re there to protect us."

      There were two types of shifters: mythics and regulars. Regulars were the normal animals, beasts humans had no trouble knowing were real. Mythics were the other creatures most humans filed in the realms of fantasy. Like griffins. Dav had always felt regulars had life a lot easier. The regulars’ rules were adaptable. Sure, people would have a problem with seeing a tiger or a gorilla wandering around the city, but mostly it was explained away by escaped zoo animals, and humans didn’t think too much of it. In rural areas, the rules were different for different animals. If a regular shifter lived in a place where it wasn’t unusual to see—say a bear or a stag—they were free to roam in the unpopulated areas. Something more exotic, say a giraffe or a rhino would have to be careful–there weren't any actual giraffes living wild in the United States, after all. But as long as those guys stuck to the more rugged areas, hidden, the laws weren’t as strict. For those shifters who turned into familiar domestic creatures–cats, dogs, birds, possums, raccoons, anything humans were used to living with–there weren’t any shifting rules. Those guys could get away with anything.

      But for the mythics, it was a different story. The list of rules and laws applied to mythics was about eight miles long. Griffins, unicorns, dragons, hippogriffs, gargoyles, and the rest were strictly forbidden to shift in populated areas, and when they went off-grid to shift, it was only permitted at night.

      It didn’t feel fair sometimes. Dav knew it was hard for any mythic shifter to live a regular life in a regular city, but exposure was just too risky. Some humans were fine with shifters. Some were definitely not, and some of those to the point of danger. He had already lived that grief. It was that crowd that the laws were in place to protect shifters from.

      "How could you be so reckless? What were you trying to prove?"

      I am tired of hiding.

      "Hiding? We don't hide. You get out all the time. We flew three hundred miles just last weekend."

      That's not what I mean.

      "Then do you care to explain it?"

      The griffin stayed silent.

      Dav read the article again. It said there had been multiple sightings over recent nights.

      "Multiple sightings?"

      How could I have let this happen? he thought, falling back against his pillow. It was his own fault. He was too tired, working too many night shifts, volunteering for too many day patrols, as much work as he could take on. That's how Dav liked to live. But this stunt might mean it was taking its toll. Keeping a shifter down, particularly a mythic beast like a griffin, was a feat of strength and will. Dav fell into bed, exhausted, nearing burnout every night. It was no wonder the griffin was letting himself out and doing as he pleased. But what he was trying to achieve was beyond Dav. Griffins weren't dumb, quite the opposite. He knew the risk. Getting out to stretch his wings wasn't worth it.

      "And why now?" Dav said. "We've lived like this a long time. You've never complained or taken yourself out for a joyride before."

      This is not what this is about. But you are right. We have lived this way for too long. I am tired of hiding. We need to be seen. We are a fine specimen.

      Dav rubbed at his temples, his eyes squeezed tight. "You're saying you've been going out at night, getting photographed in this ridiculous pose to show off how pretty you are?"

      The griffin wasn't wrong. Dav knew it. He was a good looking bird. A strong, huge animal, the body of a golden lion, a proud eagle's head and shining wings that glowed iridescent at the right angle of light. "Is this about vanity?"

      Your man brain is too feeble, the griffin sneered. Look at you, this mess, the way you make us live. I have had enough.

      Dav lived in a small, one bedroom apartment, but it was good rent, close to the station, and all they needed. Sure, it could have used tidying up, he thought, looking around at the last week's worth of dirty laundry littering the place, the dim dusty windows. But hadn't they always lived like this?

      We are lonely. You make no attempt to find our mate, so I decided to display our plumage as is fitting.

      Dav shook his head in disbelief.

      "You risked our safety, breaking so many laws, to find a girl?"

      No. I took a desperate measure to find the mate we both so desperately need. You know I am right.

      "I know you are insane."

      But Dav knew the griffin was right. He was over thirty and still hadn't found his mate.

      You have given up, but I cannot.

      "I haven't given up." Dav said. But that wasn't true.

      When he was young, he'd always assumed a mate was something that just happened. A shifter grew up, left home, got a job, and the mate was just a part of that. But it had been so long he was now starting to wonder if he was one of those shifters who never found their mate, or worse, didn't have one to begin with.

      He hadn't entirely given up on finding his one true love, had he? When was the last time he had even been out with a woman? Or spoken with someone he didn't work with?

      No one could hide the truth from a griffin, and when that griffin lived inside you, it was ludicrous to even try.

      Dav's phone buzzed in his hand.

      Saul Tern, his Captain.

      No way Tern hadn't seen the news. Dav braced himself, wincing as he answered the phone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      "Yes, Sir. I understand that, Sir," Dav said for what felt like the hundredth time.

      He'd thrown on a less than clean pair of jeans and the first shirt he could grab after Tern ordered him down to the station for a face-to-face. Not a good sign they weren't doing this over the phone.

      Captain Tern was older—about sixty, Dav guessed—but there wasn't a feeble thing about him. He was broad as redwood, just not quite as tall, and while his thick hair was silvering, age would never slow this guy down.

      Tern's eyebrows knitted together as he towered over Dav. He had those little white flecks in the corners of his hard mouth that always happened when the guy was mad. Dav had just never seen his anger directed at him before.

      The chew out had been going on for twenty minutes. Dav just stood and took it. What else can a man do when the captain shreds him down?

      Everything Tern said was right. The rules were in place for everyone's own good. There was no point trying to claim it was some other griffin out there breaking them. All shifters were legally required to be registered. It was a global ruling, and as far as Dav knew, he was the only griffin in a thousand miles. Besides, Tern had seen his griffin many times. Tern was a hippogriff, half horse, half eagle, close to a griffin, not that a griffin would acknowledge that similarity. They flew together regularly.

      "You're just damned lucky our media guys jumped on this so quickly, got it straightened out so everyone believes it's a hoax."

      Dav released a tight breath. He was safe, but no less in the bad books. The Force was good at disguising shifter sightings as hoaxes, but Dav knew how much it annoyed the top brass to waste resources on fixing stupid mistakes.

      Tern wiped his mouth on his sleeve and sat heavily back in his chair, the metal creaking under his weight.

      "I expected better from you, Eklin. I think you know that."

      "I do, Sir. I expect better of myself."

      "I get it, man, I do. These animals, they're real strong, in all ways. But a man's gotta keep that in check. I don't need to tell you what happens when a shifter goes primal, do I?"

      "No, Sir."

      "And I ain't gotta tell you either what can happen to a shifter flaunting it around like that. Especially a mythic. Think about your dad."

      Dav swallowed the rock hard lump that formed in his throat at the mention of his father. "Yes, Sir," he said, hating the crackle in his voice.

      "So what's really that matter here, Dav?" Tern tapped the tablet screen in front of him, still showing the article Dav had read a dozen times that morning. It was an excellent photo, and his griffin did look amazing. "This just isn't like you or him."

      "I'm not sure, Sir. But it will

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-2-good-luck-griffin---ebook---2026-final.jpg
~





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Get The Next Fairbright Falls Book
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Books By Kate Krake
      


      		
        Copyright Information
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Books By Kate Krake


      		Copyright Information


    


  


OEBPS/images/sylvan-star-press-logo-with-text.jpg
Svivax Stax
Press





