
  
    [image: Cillian]
  


  
    
      Cillian

      Fae on Wheels

    

    
      
        Riley Onyx

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2020 by Riley Onyx

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Cillian

      

    

    
      
        1. Cillian

      

      
        2. Felicity

      

      
        3. Cillian

      

      
        4. Felicity

      

      
        5. Cillian

      

      
        6. Felicity

      

      
        7. Cillian

      

      
        8. Felicity

      

      
        9. Cillian

      

    

    
      
        Also by Riley Onyx

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Cillian

          

        

      

    

    
      Felicity

      I’ve been hunting monsters since I was fifteen. So when I heard a rumor there were some hiding in the desert, I take a look. I find one that looks human even though his eyes give him away. Before I can figure out what’s going on, I’m captured.

      

      Cillian

      She interrupted my hunt and thinks I’m a monster…but if we don’t work together, we’ll die in this place. I never thought I’d be betrayed by my own kind.

      

      Book 4 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. Steamy romance with no cliffhangers.
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      I squint against the glare bouncing off the sand. Today I’m not alone. While I can’t see them, I can sense another person out here. A hiker? Someone else with blood on their mind and weapons in their hands? Out here, a body will be devoured before the person is even reported missing. I’ve been to the outer realms of faery, and the desert makes them seem like a holiday destination.

      Whatever the other person needs to bury, there’s more than enough space for the both of us. As long as what I’m hunting, doesn’t find them first.

      I pause and listen to the wind rush over the sand. Sweat trickles down my back even though it’s only early morning. The sky promises no relief from the sun. It will be another brutal day.

      I don’t know what came through the breach, only that there is far too much fae activity out here. There’s a ripple in the magic like the breach has widened, allowing the fae creatures from the outer realms to slip through at their leisure.

      But there’s very little for them to feed on out here, which makes them dangerous to me as there’s nothing tastier to a fae creature than a fae rider. The creatures from the outer realms of faery need magic to stay alive, and the only way to get that in the human realm is from eating fae. There are some fae who live in the human world, others were born here and don’t even know what they are.

      Other creatures feed on human emotions.

      Most fae creatures die in the desert before they reach humans or fae. But there have been odd things sighted, so I need to investigate. I’m not sure what I’m hunting, but it doesn’t matter. Whatever it is, I need to find it and stop it before it makes its way to one of the small towns or rest stops and makes a mess. I much prefer killing to cleaning up.

      I step out of the meagre shade offered by the boulder and start across the rocky ground on foot, hoping no one stumbles over my bike. I glance back, but it is safely hidden and I’m miles from roads or trails.

      Ahead there are only sharp rocks, blinding sun, and heat shimmers.

      One of these days I’m going to claim a woman and take her to faery and put my hunting days behind me, but I reckon I’ll be bored sitting on my ass all day. Though it might be nice to test that theory.

      With no tracks to follow, I let the magic lead me across the burning plain. At noon, I slide into a narrow shadow to wait out the worst of the heat. While I can feel the creature, and I’m getting closer, I still haven’t seen it.

      I bet it’s a dantwym they like heat and are good at camouflage. But I wouldn’t put any actual money on that wager. The creatures seem to wander through at random, as if they don’t even know how they got here, or how to get home.

      I feel the same way some days. Though I was pushed into this, punishment for killing another fae. I take another careful sip of water and feel for the wisps of magic around me.

      The hiker is still out there, and closer to me than before.

      But the magic draws my attention to the large rocky outcropping in the distance. That’s where the breach is. And the critter is out that way too.

      For a moment I regret leaving my bike, but the risk of shredding a tire and having to walk it all the way back to the service station made me err on the side of caution. Besides, a little walking is good for the soul.

      I pick up my bag and sling it over my shoulder and set off. The chain hanging from my belt clinks with every step. There’s a knife in each of my boots, but my sword is with my bike. I had to choose weapons as too much weight would’ve slowed me down.

      As the shadows start to lengthen, I find my quarry.

      It’s a dannedd—I lost that bet with myself—and it’s in poor condition. A danger to no one. I watch it stagger about, a dumb animal that walked through a tear and ended up in a world that offers it no sustenance. I know the feeling. My first few years here were filled with bitterness and anger and pain. It took time for me to earn my place as a rider, but even now, I’d rather hunt alone. The men who volunteered to ride think themselves so much better than those of us who were condemned.

      The dannedd noses at the ground, its antlers casting shadows like spider legs. If it’s looking for water, it’s out of luck…though maybe it’s found the scent of something that I can eat for dinner before camping under the stars.

      I could eat the dannedd but it’s all sinew and bone—more so than usual. Its talons scrape over the rocks, then it lifts its snout and I know it has my scent. I squat and draw a knife. This will be a mercy killing.
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      I hunker down and watch the man. I ran into him at the gas station two days ago and knew he was one of them. Armed to the teeth, with a slick bike—a bike I intend to claim after I turn him to little more than inky dust. A stain on the sand that will be forgotten.

      Monsters don’t deserve to live.

      This one looks human, but he’ll be like all the others. I just want the nightmares to stop. I don’t want to see gold eyes flashing in the dark. I don’t want them following me home. The first one I killed by luck. The second was deliberate. After that, I started hunting them before they could hunt me.

      I’ve never seen one like him, though.

      I wipe my sweaty hand on my jeans. He’ll be hard to kill. The others have been freakish monsters, like someone smooshed two or three animals together without caring how the finished product looked.

      The man pauses and tilts his head as though listening.

      I hold my breath. He can’t possibly know I’m here.

      And if he does?

      Has he lured me out here?

      My heartbeat quickens. There’s no one here but him and me. No one will find me before my bones are picked clean by the vultures. I lick my dry lip and for a moment I consider turning back, taking his bike and weapons, and leaving him here.

      The only good monster is a dead one. If I don’t take him out, it’s only a matter of time before he kills. Or comes after me.

      But the more I kill, the more monsters find me.

      My hand slides to the gun on my hip, but he’s out of range of the pistol and I don’t want to waste a bullet or give him time to pull his own tricks—every monster has them.

      I squint, the setting sun stretching the landscape and bruising the sky. Then I see the brown, rickety thing he’s hunting. It looks like a deer crossed with a crocodile, brown and scaley with antlers. It probably has a mouthful of sharp teeth too.

      I want to edge closer, but then I’ll be exposed.

      The creature scuttles toward him and I hold my breath, not sure if he’ll befriend it or kill it. Or, hell, change into one.

      He flicks his arm out and a chain wraps around the creature’s front legs. It topples over, then he’s on it. Silver winks and the creature scatters into the familiar inky dust.

      I exhale and draw my gun as I run toward him. He turns and stands in one smooth motion, chain held double in one hand. I slow, the rocks skidding beneath my feet, but it’s too late to flee now. He’s seen me and will hunt me until one of us dies—that’s what the monsters do.

      I get within range and lift the gun. It’s loaded with silver to kill his kind.

      I have to make the bullets myself, which is a pain in the ass as I’m allergic and my fingers come up in welts, but worth it to see the monsters explode in ink and silver.

      “Stop.” He shouts. His voice echoes over the barren landscape.

      His chest is in my sights. My finger slides to the trigger. I’ve never killed one that looked so human. Or speaks English. None of them have ever spoken to me before, not in any language I understood, anyway. It’s enough to make me pause.

      “Why should I let your kind live?”

      “My kind?” he says.

      “Monster. I saw your eyes gleam gold at the gas station.”

      He smiles, the kind of smile that belongs on the hottest guy in the bar as he eyes me up from across the room. So he’s a pretty monster. That doesn’t change what he is, or what I have seen.

      “True, but I think we are hunting the same thing, and I got here first.” He indicates to the dark smudge on the ground.

      “I’m hunting you.” The gun is heavy in my hand.

      “So do it.” He turns to make himself an easier target. “But it’s not easy to kill a man.”

      “How many have you killed?” I need to know.

      “Just one.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “That’s the truth. Monsters like
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