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      Never thought I'd fall for three gorgeous fae— especially since it was my job to kill them.

      Yet, here I am, the fated mate of three Fae Lords, Guardians of the new Queen… me. 

      Yeah, I'm still working on wrapping my mind around being royalty or even half-fae. Not everyone is pleased to have a half-blood on the throne.

      Peachy!

      But I will fight for my sexy men because the desire and love I feel for them grows stronger every day. As I struggle to balance my new duties, lovers, and uniting the Seelie and Unseelie courts, those I thought I could trust the most, betray me.

      Now I'm learning that monsters can hide in plain sight. I just hope I live long enough to find the real evil before it destroys me and my men.

      Fans of Linsey Hall, Laurell K. Hamilton, and HBO’s Carnival Row will love Queen of FaeBook 2 in the Fae Guardians series. Scroll up and one-click now!
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      “Someone is trying to kill you.” Darrius slammed a broken arrow onto the dining room table. 

      I jumped and a gasp slipped from me. My gaze jerked from the weapon on the table to the servants bustling back and forth from the kitchens to the shadows along the chamber as though the enemy hid there before finding Darrius again and my heart calmed a few beats.

      The torches on the wall behind me caught the copper-highlights in his hair. The muscles in his arms bunched up under his tunic with tension. 

      “Couldn’t this wait until after dessert?” Simeon rolled his eyes and leaned his elbows on the table. “Avery knows half the fae don’t support her claim to the throne and the Unseelie that have tried to murder us all since we were born.” 

      “Ye sound like Malcolm.” Darrius shook his head and pointed to the arrow, his fae accent thickening which sounded closer to a Scottish brogue than anything else I could place. “This is dipped in enough poison to bring down a Kelpie.” 

      “Where did you find this?” I asked, hoping that Darrius was wrong about an assassination attempt on my life. Kind of was still getting used to the whole being royalty and full-blooded fae. And still coming to terms with the fact the fae weren’t my worst enemy or that I had been raised, protected by an Unseelie who I’d thought was my real mom. I didn’t want to add being on someone’s hit list to my life. 

      My stomach knotted of how she’d think of me spending years after her death hunting down and killing her kind. I was learning that there were good and evil Seelie and Unseelie just like Earthside humans. Though there were some monsters that lived only to cause harm like Kelpie or waterhorses who gave their victims a ride that might cause a heart attack and many drowned them afterward. Those types of creatures were like rabid animals, nothing could be done for them except a mercy killing. 

      Darrius harrumphed. “Down in the weapons, hidden inside one of the stones.” 

      “Then that could’ve been from anyone.” I leaned back, forcing my racing heart to calm down. Panicking right now when we’re not certain about where this poison came from or the intentions of who placed it there were dangerous. Jumping to conclusions was something I had done all the time in the past and I was trying to change. To give those I would have considered my enemies the benefit of the doubt. Darrius grew up next to the Unseelie and had a hatred that ran even deeper than mine. I only hoped there was a rational, non-assassination plot, for the tainted arrow. 

      “Even leftover from one of your wars, Darrius.” Simeon grasped my hand and squeezed, giving me a look that stole my breath.

      He resembled the fae of fairytales with long silver-blond hair and those piercing eyes. Even his ears were pointier than either Darrius' or Malcomb's. He had a grace to him that outshone both other fae. Malcolm looked the most human of the group with light brown hair and killer sex appeal that had me drooling when I first bumped into him instead of killing him like I should have. But I was fucking glad I had stayed my hand. While Darrius always looked and sounded like he should be in the middle of a war with William Wallace of Scotland. 

      “I’m sure you forgot you had this commissioned and tucked it away for safekeeping.” Simeon shrugged. 

      Sometimes he could be sweet and seductive. Other times there was a dangerous side to him that rubbed me the wrong way and had all my instincts from my hunting fae days screaming…. like now. 

      “I don’t keep arrows inside stones, nor do I keep them dipped in enough poison to kill the lot of us with a simple scrape,” Darrius snarled. 

      Both of my fae princes glared at each other and the heat from Darrius’ temper flared across the table at me. This was going to escalate into something ugly if I didn’t stop it. 

      “Thank you, Darrius.” I cleared my throat, trying to sound formal and like the queen they expected as servants milled about bringing food to the guards and others throughout the castle. “Get rid of the arrow and we’ll do a sweep of the entire palace. We will need to question the staff as well and tell everyone to inform us of any suspicious behavior or items.” 

      He snatched up the arrow by the shaft. “I will use our best guards. Fae that I trust and have known personally.” 

      “Is that really necessary?” Simeon sat back, pulling my fingers to his lips for a quick kiss and spiking my desire. “Darrius likes to invent tall tales. He lived on the border with the Unseelie too long. I think it’s affected his judgment. He sees enemies where there are none.” 

      “How can you be so sure?” I asked, unease pressing along the sides of my gut. “We barely escaped with our lives mere months ago.” 

      How my life had flipped upside-down and sideways. Months ago, I was a fae bounty hunter. I killed anything that went bump in the night and called either the Seelie or Unseelie court as their heritage. To me, they were all monsters. But that was before I came here.

      I could accept the fae better now… at least the Seelie like Simeon, Darrius, and Malcolm, but it was harder to accept the darker fae. The ones who bred creatures like the leminax who preyed on women and ate the heart and liver of their victims. 

      But as Queen of the Fae, I wanted to bring peace between the two kingdoms. Yeah. Turned out my real mother was royalty with numerous husbands, and I was whisked away to safety after she was murdered. 

      For eleven years, my mother was mine in every way except blood. I still don’t know why she raised me rather than kill me. I didn’t even know what type of Unseelie she was.

      She protected me from the Fae when they had cornered us in a tunnel. I still remember her intense dark gaze as she looked down at me. Never trust the Fae, Avery. None of them. Run and don’t look back. 

      Now with Darrius finding the poison arrow, I wondered if Mom’s warning was prophetic. That it might not be the Unseelie who were the threat.
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      I broke the arrow shaft over my knee, muttering curses under my breath. Simeon was too soft. Believing everything was happy and peaceful now that we found Avery. I stomped down the hallway and a brownie shuffled out of my way with his eyes huge as I passed him. 

      But Simeon never heard the screams every single night like I did growing up. Nor the nightmares that came out during the day even. He’d lived a sheltered life with his kingdom bordered up to the human one and as far as a fae could get from the shattered realms. 

      We had a duty to protect Avery. Our queen and our love. I shook my head. Ne’er thought I’d love anyone in this crazy world, but she took us all by surprise. The fact she had been a fae killer still made many uneasy.

      Shit. Sometimes I wondered if she had lost her senses about the fae and now she wanted to talk peace with the Unseelie? Could she not see how dangerous they were? 

      The woman was out of her mind. 

      They were monsters. All of them. Only interested in how much pain they could inflict on their enemies. There wasn’t an Unseelie I bet who wouldn’t love to murder us in our sleep ‘or the sheer pleasure of it. 

      No, I had to turn this around and show Avery that she was right about monsters. The Unseelie born ‘n’ bred them. Centuries o’ battling with them wasn’t going to change because of a few dinners. 

      I clenched the cracked arrow in my fist, careful to avoid the poisoned tip. Did she not see the danger she was putting herself in? To me, this proved that an Unseelie had plans to execute her, just like they did her real mother—the Fae Queen. She hadn’t been here when the wars erupted following the monarch’s death. The line went through the women and we only had us three princes, barely boys, on our side. Our fathers who survived reigned as regents until we were old enough, but we never gave up hope of finding the Fae Queen’s daughter. 

      So much so that I let a dark fae deceive me. Amber. She’d been on the human side, pretending to be lost, pretending to love me. And I had been oblivious until she tried to kill Malcolm and Simeon. A bloody, damn fool for love. The scars she left behind had run deep. I was unable to heal or trust another woman again. 

      Until Avery. 

      Though none of us thought she’d be a fae hunter and not at all interested in the throne or ruling. That changed though when we fought for her place in this world. Now I couldn’t imagine my life without her in it. She had healed me. Made me love again. A damn fucking miracle.

      With her, I felt complete, whole. Like she’d always been with me and my life wasn’t screwed up. And I would hold onto everything I had to keep it that way. Even if it meant murdering every Unseelie I found until she was safe. 

      My boots echoed in the corridor and the faint scent of woodsmoke filled the air. I pushed open the door to my chambers. 

      I tossed the broken arrow into the hearth. Somehow, I had to convince her of the truth. Tomorrow, I’d talk to Malcolm about all of this. He was escorting Avery’s friend, Maggie, back across the border. And he had to handle some business at the human bars we owned. 

      The fire in the hearth sizzled and popped, chewing on the arrow. 

      Aye, someone had planted the poison after our fight with the Gwyllion. Unlike carefree Simeon or my cousin, Malcolm, I knew every blade, every inch of the weapons’ chamber ‘n’ that blasted arrow hadn’t been there. 

      This was recent. Which meant we had a fucking mole in the castle. One I intended to catch.
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      I chewed on my fingernail as Darrius’ words about an assassination plot stomped around in my mind. Even though I’d only been a queen for a few days, didn’t mean that I knew what the hell I was doing or that there wasn’t unrest with me on the throne. Doubtful the Seelie and many of the Unseelie liked the fact I was striving for peace between the kingdoms. 

      I’d been wrong about the fae. And maybe the Seelie and Unseelie were mistaken about each other too. I didn’t think either side was wholly evil or wholly good. 

      And I owed it to the Unseelie who raised me to see this through. I sat on my bed, wrapping my arms around my knees as I remembered my mom’s smile. How she loved singing off-key and said the songs were the wrong pitch. Or how she always made sure I had books to read and we’d spend hours in the library and go home with our arms full. And how we always split dessert whenever we ate at a fancy restaurant for my birthday and made our own Christmas decorations every year. 

      After she died, I stared at her pictures, willing the image of her cut down and bleeding to be a horrible nightmare. 

      I didn’t even know her real name or what type of Unseelie she’d been.

      God, I missed her so much. Even after all these years. Even after learning she wasn’t my real mom—wasn’t even human. I never knew the truth of her identity until Simeon and the others told me. I’d been floored that the very creatures I spent over a decade, after her death, learning to hunt and kill had been her people. 

      Tears burned my eyes and I breathed through the pain making my chest feel like I’d inhaled blades of ice. 

      Why hadn’t she destroyed me? Murdered me in my sleep. I was vulnerable and a child, yet she had raised me, loved me. 

      I gasped out a cry as my chest tightened so hard it hurt. I laid down on my bed, moving my hands to my face and cried. For the first time since learning the truth, I let myself grieve again for the only mother I’d ever known. With the knowledge that she’d been one of those I had considered my enemy and killed. How she’d have been so disappointed in me that I had allowed my hatred and prejudice at who I thought was my enemy, paint everyone else. 
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      My eyes stung eyes from crying so much and found myself alone on my bed. A faint light shone through the windows. Not enough for it to be sunrise, but close enough. I must have fallen asleep crying last night. 

      The pain of my mom’s death still clung to me, but I welcomed it. And even thought whatever Unseelie she’d been, she would always be Mom to me. 

      I pulled the extra blanket around me and shuffled out of bed, gasping when my feet touched the freezing stone floor. Only a few embers were left in the hearth. Had neither Darrius nor Simeon come to my chambers during the night? 

      Malcolm was gone Earthside to deal with their bars. They’d thought to close them after finding me, since that was their main purpose, but there was still the issue of the missing women. Every time they had given a human the elixir to tell if she was their missing queen, the women had disappeared within forty-eight hours. 

      It was why I had gone to Malcolm’s bar that fated night, to find out what type of fae he was and kill him. 

      I poked the fire with the metal stick, stirring a few faint embers back to life. What I wouldn’t give for electricity and a good heater right now. 

      My wings stirred along my back and I shivered. That was another thing I had to get used to. Wings. 

      Never saw that coming or falling in love with three fae princes. 

      I shook my head and wrapped the blanket tighter around me as I shuffled over the cold stones to throw more wood in the hearth, but there were zero logs in the fire basket. My stomach growled, evidently thinking that it was time for breakfast even though the sun hadn’t yet risen. 

      A snack and some wood in the kitchen sounded amazing. Leaving my chambers, I strolled down the empty hallways and bumped into a wooden trolley. Pain shot up my calf and I rubbed my leg, hopping on one foot. Somehow, I was going to bring electricity to this fae castle or figure out how to use magic to light up pathways. 

      The kitchen was dark and quiet. Shouldn’t the cooks be up now making fresh bread and prepping for the day? Glowing embers winked from the hearth. I tossed in one of the logs making embers hiss and pop. Hopefully, the fire would catch since this place didn’t have any matches and I didn’t trust my newly-found magic to light the wood myself. 

      From the corner of my eye, I thought a shadow drifted along the far wall, but when I turned to look, nothing was there. Just my eyes playing tricks. 

      I moved to the larder and hunted for anything to eat. There were dozens of jars of dried bean-type things. Flour, herbs hanging overhead, and salt. Nothing easy. What I wouldn’t give for a chocolate bar right now. Mom had hated chocolate. Even the smell used to make her face itchy and she’d scrunch up her nose in distaste. 

      The pang of her loss hit me again and I gasped. Before when I first saw Simeon, I’d thought my mother’s killer was before me. Same long white hair, same violet eyes. It had been his father, a fae, who had found us in the tunnel that day. And when Simeon said she hadn’t been my real mother I’d been in shock. Numb. 

      I’d gone my whole life hating fae. Hunting them after mom died to learn that I was one of them and she’d been on the Unseelie side where even the fae here thought of them as monsters. Except she hadn’t been evil. I swallowed the lump swelling into my throat. If only I’d known before she died what she was…what I was. I had so many questions I wanted to ask her. Like why had she kidnapped me? And why had she let me live rather than kill me? 

      One way to find out answers was to make an alliance between the Seelie and Unseelie. It was the least I could do. Payback in honor of my mother for loving me by giving her people a chance. 

      And Maggie had ventured over there. I shook my head. My best friend was a tech-goddess and my right-hand woman. She supplied me with the cool weapons I’d used to take down many fae. She was the brains, and I was the brawn—never realized where my inhuman strength had actually come from until now. Before, I’d thought maybe Mom had an affair with a fae since there was never a dad in the picture. 

      Whenever I had asked, she told me he was a soldier in the war and had been killed in the act of duty. She’d get a wistful look in her corn-flower blue eyes. The only thing I knew about him was his name, Jerald. 

      I froze. What if he was real? An Unseelie that I could find. Even if he was dead, I could talk to anyone who knew him and discover more about my mom. She’d told me her name was Vanessa, but none of the Seelie had ever heard of anyone with that name so I’d guessed she’d lied about it to keep me safe. 

      But I’d never asked any of the Unseelie about her or Jerald. I could discover her kind and figure out why she’d kept me alive. Why she’d done so much for me when I was the daughter of her enemy. 

      A thump sounded in the kitchen and relief washed over me. Finally, one of the cooks had arrived and could help. I hurried out of the larder and my stomach rumbled. “Sorry, I was looking for something to ea—” 

      No one was there. A prickling sensation danced down my spine. My senses, all the ones I’d honed after my mom gave up her life to protect me, screamed. 

      Someone or something was in here with me. Stalking me. 

      I cursed out a breath, quickly glancing for a weapon. Of course, there wouldn’t be any iron or silver in the kitchens. Too dangerous to keep metals that could harm the fae here. Instead, I grabbed a bronze knife from a wooden drawer and kept the wall to my back. 

      “Come on out, I know you’re there,” I taunted. It had been months since I fought, but Darrius kept me fit with daily training both in the weapon’s room and in the bedroom. This was one of the things that I lived for—striking down bad fae. 

      Rumbling growls answered me from every direction. Okay, so this was new. Didn’t know a fae that could scatter their voice like that. 

      I gripped the knife tighter, sweat making an itchy trail down my back. 

      The shadows in the kitchen darkened, blocking out any trace of light from the crackling fire. I dropped the blanket from around my shoulders. My teeth chattered as I stood holding the knife in my thin nightgown. 

      A black tentacle whipped from the floor and latched onto my ankle. 

      I shrieked, flinching away at first.

      “Gross.” I tugged on my ankle to get free, but the slimy arm just wrapped higher around my leg, nearly knocking me off my feet. I grabbed onto the counter with my free hand. If I’d been a human and not fae it would’ve succeeded. 

      I jammed the blade into the dark flesh. Inky black blood oozed out along with a smell of burning pitch. I choked on the stench. 

      Holding my nose with one hand, I stabbed again and again into the tentacle holding me. 

      Another black arm whipped around my arm and the knife clattered to the floor. 

      Damn it! I kicked and wrestled with the sticky arms, but only more came up out of the floor, latching onto my other leg. The creature jerked hard and I fell to the floor. My chin striking the hard stone floor. 

      “Help! Darrius! Simeon,” I screamed as more and more tentacles rose up from the floor, covering me, making the world around me vanish.
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      “So, you’re really not a vampire?” the pretty young woman leaned forward on her barstool, showing off her cleavage. Her blonde hair spilling in curls around her shoulders. The side of her red lipstick was smeared along her cheek. 

      I handed her a napkin and indicated on my own face where she needed to wipe. 

      With a nervous laugh, she dabbed at the lipstick. 

      In the past, I might have entertained her, but I had a feisty brunette waiting for me fae-side. I’d only been away from her for a day and I was already missing her. Couldn’t even call her or send her a text. The human world with all their technology had a distinct advantage over my kind. Sure, we had magic, but no one had crafted a spell to send a message from the human world into ours or vice versa. 

      I stroked my chin considering the business patent on any invention. Would make a ton of allies and money…not that I needed either. 

      “Malcolm?” the woman purred, running her hand up my thigh. 

      “Sorry, Luv,” I gently picked her hand up and off my leg, “I’m no vampire and I’m taken.” 

      The perky blonde licked her lips, glancing around the bar. “I don’t see anyone here, but us.” 

      “I’m not interested. Try Jerry though, he’s not only a hell of a bartender but single.” 

      Not caring what the women thought, I stood and strode to the back of the bar. It was past closing time and I had let the women stay after to finish their drinks which they had purposely nursed for another hour. 

      Never kicked women out of my bar before, but something inside me was screaming to get back home—to Avery. I quickly shoved empty beer bottles into the trash and tossed it out into the dumpster. 

      Only reason I hadn’t shut down our bars ranging across three neighboring towns was Avery had said there was a connection somehow to the missing women and mine. A few ladies had visited Darrius’ and Simeon’s bars, but mine had the most cases. Which meant a serial kidnapper was somehow watching and taking any of the women who had tasted the golden martini to see if they were the missing fae queen or not. The drink made human women giddy and very relaxed. Only now did we realize it set them up as prime victims. I growled and punched the side of the dumpster. 

      Somehow our unknown enemy was able to detect the Fae Snapdragon’s nectar in each woman. And the fact this was still happening meant either the guilty person hadn’t known that we found Avery and that she took the throne. Or they didn’t care. Like they’d gotten a taste for killing. 

      I hated that our actions had harmed innocents, but without the elixir, we might never have discovered Avery was the missing Dragon-fae princess. 

      It was like for every one thing we accomplished, bad things drew to us like maggots. 

      “Hey, boss?” Jerry called out from the back door. His black hair tucked under his baseball cap. “Everything okay?” 

      “Yeah.” I tossed in the last trash bag. “You headed out?” 

      He nodded. “I’ve locked up the front for you.” 

      “Have a good night. Drive carefully.” 

      “Will do, boss.” He turned away, then snapped his fingers. “Oh yeah, we’re out of the Golden Martini mix. But I scrounged up enough to give them each a glass before they left.” 

      I froze, terror raced through me. “Wha—we didn’t have any left.” 

      “Nah, we got a delivery of it about two weeks ago.” Jerry pushed his hands into his pockets. “The women love that drink. It’s our most pop—” 

      “What delivery?” Fae-nectar wasn’t something you could just order online. It was only available to fae royalty and had to be smuggled across the border when Darrius, Simeon and I brought it over. 

      “Dunno. Just some guy dropped it off.” He shuffled from foot to foot. 

      “What did he look like? Young or old any markings on his face or anything?” I didn’t want to freak the kid out, but this might be a clue as to who was taking the women. 

      A panicked look came into his brown eyes. “Sorry, I don’t remember. H-he didn’t ask for a signature though. Just said you’d taken care of everything and left the
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