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  Chapter 1

Iolani


Iheld the door open for Cora and followed her into The Coffee Cave, still chuckling over the shockingly raunchy clam joke the little blue-haired sea nymph had just told. I opened my mouth to retaliate with an awful octopus pun, but we hadn’t made it more than a few steps inside the place when we were nearly bowled over by an overexcited seal shifter. 
“Io!” Archie said eagerly, his stocky body nearly vibrating with excitement and his sandy blond hair flopping around as he waved the notebook he held in his hand. “I wanted to wait to tell you later, but here you are, and it’s so amazing. Have you ever seen abatwa? They’re here! In St. Augustine, and they’re so awesome and….” 
Abatwa were a type of tiny African fae. It was telling that they had revealed themselves to Archie, since they were extremely shy and most often seen by children and women—people who were gentle and pure of heart. My sweet Archie paused his constant stream of words to take a breath, then glanced at Cora, who stood at my side with her head tilted and lips pressed together. I could see the adorable, socially awkward seal shifter slowly realizing that I was out with my other lover at the moment, and he had just butted in. 
“I…oh. Um. I can show you later?” He ran a hand through his messy blond curls and tugged at the hem of his t-shirt, which sported the logo of a popular fantasy movie. “Uh. Hi, Cora.”
I grinned at him, wanting to devour him he was so adorable. “I’d love to meet the abatwa sometime, Arch. That’s really cool.” 
Cora gave him a fond look. “Archie, it’s okay. I’m not gonna get mad if you talk to our girlfriend. Breathe.”
He did as instructed, sucking in a deep breath and letting it out. “I’m sorry.”
I couldn’t help myself. He was just so damned cute. They both were, all blushing and trying to figure out how to share. I gripped the front of Archie’s t-shirt and reeled him in for a kiss, drinking in his soft, comforting aura. His free hand—the one not holding his notebook—came out to tentatively rest on my hip, smoothing over the sleek fabric of my new pencil skirt. 
I pulled back, smiling. Then I looped an arm around Cora’s waist and stole a sweet kiss from her too, letting them both know without words that I was the luckiest damned half-breed in the world, and that they had no need to hide our relationship. 
Cora smiled against my lips. I was half tempted to drag them both back out to my car and kidnap them, take them home to my suite, where I could wrap them up and never let them out of my sight. 
Unfortunately, a dark voice ruined my plans. “Buy something or get the hell out of my shop, kraken. You and your fuck buddies are blocking the door.”
I lifted my head to glare at Brier, who stood behind the counter in all his gothy goblin glory, glaring daggers with his yellow eyes. 
Cora rolled her eyes and gave me one last peck on the cheek before heading back behind the counter to the door marked “employees only” to get ready for her shift. Archie licked his lips, glanced at the pissy goblin, and muttered “okaybye,” before he scurried off to the booth where his open laptop sat. He was clearly in a research mood today, probably looking up anything he could find on abatwa and their habits.
Gah. I wanted to go watch him obsess in that nerdy way that made me want to lick him. But, alas, I had actual work to do. I sauntered over to the counter, making sure to put a sway in my hips to show off my amazing body in a pencil skirt and six-inch eggplant stilettos. The goblin’s predatory yellow eyes watched me the whole way. As if he’d like nothing more than to stab me and roast me up in a nice stew. 
“I’ll take one of those lovely mint and herb lattes you make, cupcake. With as much extra espresso as you can cram into the cup.” I batted my lashes his unimpressed expression. “If I buy something, I can stay as long as I want, right dumpling?”
The tip of his ridiculously long, pointed nose twitched, and the tips of his tall, pointed ears went a bit red under his usual gray-green skin, giving away the fact that my irritation techniques were working. “Stop that before I puke,” he said, deadpan. “I am not one of your obsessed little cult of lovers.”
I smiled brightly at him—with all my teeth. “Oh, no need to remind me. I remember how much you loathe relationships with hot, smart, powerful creatures who are too good for you, lemon drop.”
He growled as he stabbed at the cash register screen.
I paid, then thought maybe I should change the subject before he actually poisoned my drink.
“How’s Sasha doing?” I asked quietly. 
I was worried about the basilisk shifter. More than I wanted to admit. Archie had lost the ability to shift for a time after his kidnapping. And Sasha was also injected with whatever chemical cocktail their kidnappers had concocted. I had to stop myself from finding out where Sasha lived and stalking them to make sure they were okay. But they’d seen my monster side during the rescue, and they had probably guessed the depth of my stupid, needy obsession with them. I was pretty sure they’d run away screaming if I started following them around. 
Brier lifted a thin, black brow at me as he started making my drink. “Oh,” he said in a knowing voice. “Is that why you’re here? Hoping to run into Sasha so you can add them to your little harem too?”
He tried to play that off as a jab at me, but I saw the way his eyes stayed glued to the cup in his hands, overly focused on his task. I sighed. Hiding things was what Brier did best—after brewing potions and cussing people out. So I was not surprised about this.
“Pretty sure Sasha hates me,” I said levelly. “No need for you to worry about me stealing the person you’re madly in love with, goblin.”
He looked up from under his dark lashes, his eyes narrowed and glowing slightly. “You think you know everything, just like a typical high fae. Careful you don’t trip over your own ego and ignorance, Iolani. The fall could be deadly.”
I huffed and flipped my hair back over my shoulder. It was really due for a cut, since it grew at fae hyperspeed. The thick, dark waves nearly reached my midback now. “Ooh,” I gasped. “Dire threats and veiled warnings from a goblin. My little knees are quaking and I’m all aflutter.” I pressed a hand over my cleavage for good measure, trying my best to look like a helpless femme. 
Brier set my cup on the countertop and snapped a lid on it. “Fried calamari,” he whispered, baring his sharp goblin teeth in a parody of a smile. “I have a sudden yearning for seafood.”
I smirked. “Honestly, Brier, your pick-up lines need work.”
He turned away from me. “Sasha’s fine. Go away.”
I leaned a hip against the counter and sent a little bit of fae magic into my cup to cool it slightly before taking a sip. “Actually, I’m here for Zuberi.”
Brier turned to me with a bag of coffee beans in his hands, both brows raised. “I think you’re overshooting there, kraken. Stop flirting with my baristas.”
I smiled a cheery smile. “Make me.”
Perfect timing! Zuberi emerged from the back, on his way home now that Cora was here to take over. He shot a wary glance between me and his boss, his mismatched brown and crystal blue eyes clearly showing his mistrust. “Wait ‘til I leave before you murder each other,” he rumbled out dryly. “I’m not cleaning up blood. I’m off the clock.”
I ignored Brier’s muttered promise that he’d kill me without wasting the soup stock and turned to the big, muscular shifter. Zuberi sidled around the counter, glancing at me out of the corner of his eyes. I grinned and hurried to his side, linking my arm through his and holding on tight. No one escaped a kraken in cling mode. 
“What?” he said gruffly, continuing to walk toward the door as he attempted to dislodge me from his person. 
I sipped my drink with my free hand without spilling a drop, keeping up with him effortlessly, despite the six-inch heels I was wearing. Because I’m awesome like that. “I need your help on a job,” I said calmly. 
He heaved a sigh. “No. Last time I helped you, I nearly drowned and almost got gunned down by a pirate ship.”
I laughed. “I know! Thrilling, wasn’t it?”
He frowned at me as we squeezed through the door, both of us a bit too bulky to fit comfortably side by side. “Have your superiors done a psych eval on you lately?” he asked.
I just squeezed his arm harder, loving the press of his solid body against mine—not that anyone had to know that. “Come on, Twinkles,” I purred. “I’ll give you a consultant’s stipend. You can buy yourself something pretty and sparkly.”
The big, burly tough guy stared down at me, but his face said he wasn’t even going to try to argue with this much crazy. “What do you want?”
I smiled. “Atta boy. I knew you’d be thrilled.” I ignored the eye roll, and the way he was dragging me down the street. “I’m going to go check on the kidnapping victims. I need you to use your unique abilities on them and tell me what you see. That’s it.”
He halted, grinding his teeth together. “You know what I am. Who told you? Was Brier running his mouth in bed?”
I barked a laugh. “Ha! He isn’t lucky enough to have been in my bed anytime in the last five years. Besides, he’d rather murder me than fuck me.” I shook my head. “No one needed to tell me anything. I know you can read soul energy. From your story about how you lost your arm, I know you’re a four-legged shifter. And I’m part fae, love. I can feel your magic.”
He sighed. “I hate reading people’s soul energy.”
I patted his arm sympathetically, my voice serious. “I got that impression. I’m sorry to ask it of you. But really, I would appreciate the help. The new overlord doesn’t trust the higher-ups in the police or the local EPA. And someone erased all evidence of that floating lab. I just have a feeling…intuition…call it a fae thing. I really want to know the people we rescued are still okay.”
He turned toward me, and I released his buff arm, regretfully. “You think something’s wrong with them?” he asked. “The hospital said they were okay, right?”
“Mmmhmm,” I said, my eyes meeting his. “Nothing showed up on any of their tests except some weird combination of stuff that appeared to be completely harmless. But—”
He nodded and let out a resigned sigh. “But why go to the trouble of kidnapping a bunch of people and hiding all the evidence just to expose them to something harmless?”
I patted his broad chest. “Exactly.”
“Fine,” he grumbled. “When do we do this thing?”
I smiled. Zuberi liked to pretend he was this big, hardened, ex-military baddie. But I knew he wouldn’t be able to say no if he knew the people that he had helped save might still be in danger. 
“Right now,” I said, sipping my drink. “Your chariot awaits, my prancing prince!” I led him to my rented car, snickering at his stoic tolerance of my shifter jabs. 
When we reached the car, I froze. “What the ever-loving fuck?” 
I marched forward and crouched to inspect the four flat tires. Slashed. Standing, I looked around the street. How the fuck had no one seen this and stopped it? There was a damned cop car parked half a block away, for fuck’s sake. 
I strode down the sidewalk, heels clicking out a staccato promise of retribution. Zuberi trailed along behind me, frowning. The cops ignored me until I started banging on their window. Finally, a guy with a bland expression and dead little eyes rolled the window down. “Yeah?”
I arched a brow at him. Yeah? Where was the professionalism and serve the public attitude? “My car has been vandalized,” I said evenly, managing to keep the rage out of my voice. After all, it wasn’t as if he had slashed my tires. He’d just sat here and let it happen. 
“Where at?” he grunted. 
I stared at him, then turned my head to look at my car, which was clearly fucking visible sitting there down the street with its four fucking flat tires. 
He sighed. “Flat tires don’t mean vandalism, lady.” His beady eyes flicked over my designer clothes and perfectly applied makeup, and I could see the accusation there. Stupid, flighty female. Probably overreacting. Doesn’t know what she’s talking about. 
I narrowed my eyes at him. “All four of my tires have six-to-eight-inch slashes all the way through the walls and inner liner. You think that just magically happened by accident?” 
He shared a look with his bored partner. “Return to your vehicle, ma’am.” Then he rolled the window up in my face. 
I met Zuberi on the way back to the car. 
“Those fuckers want to wear their guts on the outside,” I muttered as I passed him. 
His full lips twitched upward in the barest hint of a smile as he turned around and followed me back to the car. “Your life always this much fun?”
I narrowed my eyes at him. “Watch it. That mouth of yours might be pretty, but that won’t save you if I really get pissed.”
He huffed. “So scared.” But there was no heat in it. 
I jerked my shirt straight and squared my shoulders. “Respect your elders, sir. And also, technically you work for me right now. Don’t backtalk the boss.”
He arched a brow. “I never signed a contract.”
I smirked and lifted my chin as the cop car pulled up alongside my ruined ride. “Ah-ah,” I reminded him. “I don’t need a contract. You made a verbal agreement with a fae, my dear boy. You’re mine.”
He leaned his muscular bulk against my car and looked all scowling and manly as the police officers approached. I hated that it made a difference. But I wasn’t above using his masculine presence to get the cops to listen to the poor, dumb female here. “See!” I said, gesturing at the tires. “Clearly deliberate.”
The lead cop used the radio on his shoulder to report the incident while the other guy took down my plate and information. “Probably a domestic disagreement,” he muttered, eyes once more raking over my luscious female form. 
Right. Because I was a girl, so obviously this had to do with a jealous boyfriend, or my sleeping around, or something. The message being that I must deserve it some way or another. 
I narrowed my eyes at him, letting my magic seep out. “You will take this seriously, Deputy Dumbass.”
He blinked under the mild mind manipulation. “We’ll get this turned in. But there’s no way to prove who did it. You’ll have to call a tow.”
Then the useless police officers were gone. 
Zuberi straightened and came to stand next to me, glaring after them. “What’d you do to piss off the cops?” he inquired dryly. 
I huffed. “Exist? Why do you ask?”
He shrugged, stuffing his hands into the pockets of his lightweight hoodie. “Cause their soul energy was just one big neon sign saying ‘grudge.’”
I sighed. Great. Just what I needed. 
“Come on,” I said, peeved. “We’ll take your car. I’ll pay you for gas.”
He glanced at the stranded rental. “What about your car?”
I waved a hand dismissively. I could change a tire myself, sure. But I didn’t have four spares. And I had better shit to do with my time. Not to mention the risk of ruining my brand new skirt. “I’ll call a tow and throw money around until someone else takes care of it.”
He shook his head as he led me back down the street to his own perfectly acceptable, well-used sedan. “You really are related to fae royalty, aren’t you?”
I slid into the passenger seat, twisted my hair up into a bun, and buckled my seatbelt. “Whyever do you ask?”
He snorted. “I knew you were a spoiled brat the first time I met you.”
I smirked. “Thank you. Here’s the first address.” I set my phone on the dash with the GPS all set up. “Drive on, peasant.”






  
  Chapter 2

Zuberi


Iolani Lionheart was a terrifying person. Spoiled. Asinine. But truly awe-inspiring in her ability to get her damned way. 
I hated using my abilities. In fact, I couldn’t even remember the last time I had fully shifted into my beast form. Who the fuck wants to see a pathetic-assed three-legged unicorn hobbling around? And yet…here I was, chauffeuring the bossy EPA enforcer around like I had nothing better to do with my damned time. 
I didn’t. But still. It was the principle of the thing. I didn’t cater to stuck-up, rich asshats who thought they knew everything. I sighed and followed the irritating woman up the sidewalk that led to the tidy little subdivision home we were at. I tried not to notice the sway of those hips, and the way she held herself like a superhero assassin in heels. She definitely wasn’t like any other spoiled rich female I’d ever met. Nothing delicate about her. Which, yeah, made her sexy as fuck. But no way was I touching that. Too rich for my blood. Her shoes alone probably cost more than my entire wardrobe. High maintenance women were not my thing. 
Not that I had a thing. I was too much of a mess for relationships. And why the hell was I even thinking about relationships? What the hell? The fae-kraken terror paused and turned back to me, those intelligent emerald eyes peering into my soul in that freaky way the damned fairies and ancient ones had sometimes. “You okay?” she asked, her rich alto even and direct. 
I sighed. “If I say no, can I go home?”
She smirked. “Not a chance. Just think—a big, tough guy like you calling in sick like a baby. Want me to hold your hand?” She wiggled her red-tipped fingers at me like I was a child needing my mommy. 
I narrowed my eyes at her. “Are you always this fucking annoying?”
She smiled. “I try.”
With that, she turned away and rang the doorbell. I pulled my hands out of my pockets and squared my shoulders, trying to man the fuck up. But I felt a cold sweat threatening, and taking full breaths was a bit of a challenge. 
Fucking bullshit, was what it was. You get yourself in a few bad situations, lose one little limb, and your brain thinks everything is a damned emergency. I tried to recall all the coping strategies my therapists had drilled into me over the years. Focus on my senses. Count backward from ten... 
“Hello,” Iolani was saying in that professional, competent voice of hers—the one that said she was here to help, and wouldn’t take any shit from anyone who tried to interfere. “I’m agent Lionheart, from the EPA. Do you remember me?”
The wide-eyed waif of a mermaid blinked up at the kraken with obvious hero worship. “Yes,” she said softly. “I remember.” 
I suppressed an eye roll. Gods. Next thing you knew the fellow fish would be asking the kraken for an autograph or something. Sure, Iolani was intimidating and sexy as fuck. And she had rushed in and rescued the little mermaid and all the others when the police force was perfectly happy to pretend they never existed. But still. It was irritating how the pretty, delicate, busty pink-haired woman was making eyes at the agent who was just doing her damned job.
I cleared my throat. 
The mermaid startled, tearing her eyes away from the kraken long enough to glance at my ugly mug. “Hi,” I growled. 
Iolani’s voice held a bit of humor when she spoke again. “This is Mr. Twinkleton,” she said, somehow keeping a straight face as she uttered the stupid made-up name. “He was part of my team the day you were retrieved.”
The mermaid nodded, going right back to staring at Iolani. “I remember. Thank you both. How can I help you?”
Oh, I just bet she’d help Io any way she asked. For fuck’s sake. Fae. Everybody wanted a piece.
Iolani just smiled softly, as if she was completely unaware of the hot chick giving her fuck-me eyes. The weirdo was probably used to it, what with her harem and all. Everyone at the shop seemed to want some of that. 
And why the fuck was I getting so worked up? I ground my teeth together. 
“We’re just checking in on everyone from that night,” Iolani said in that calm, professional voice. “Can we come in and ask a few questions?”
At the woman’s speedy invitation, we went inside and sat on the sand-colored couch in a living room decorated with seashells and nautical crap. Sea dwellers were so weird. 
I kept my mouth shut while Iolani asked all the expected questions about the woman’s health. She had felt tired and ill the first few days, and had some difficulty shifting, but all of that had resolved now. She wasn’t having any other symptoms. 
Then Iolani turned, crossing her long legs and angling her body toward me to include me in the conversation. “Mr. Twinkleton has a very special ability to read people’s energy. I want to be thorough, to make sure the standard stuff at the hospital didn’t miss anything. Would you mind terribly if my partner scanned you?”
The mermaid gave me a wide-eyed look that I was well used to from delicate little females. I was a big, rough-looking fucker. I didn’t blame them. And usually it kept all the right people away, just how I liked it. But in this case, it was only going to make things harder. So I hunched my shoulders a little and tried to make my face into something softer and more comforting. “It won’t hurt,” I said gently. “I promise. I’m just going to take a look at your chakras.”
The mermaid scootched closer to the edge of her chair, which was positioned at a right angle to the couch where Iolani and I sat, reaching impulsively for Io’s hand. The kraken gave her a soft smile and allowed it, as if she was a fucking sea creature security blanket. Whatever. I swallowed down the urge to call the little mermaid on her act, but Io was a big girl…or whatever. She could fend for herself if she didn’t like the attention. 
I took a deep, steadying breath and braced myself for a partial shift, so I could better access my abilities. This was going to suck. I closed my eyes. The power swirled in my middle, from my power center, rising up and shivering over my body in a way that was familiar and terrifying all at once. “Close your eyes,” I said gruffly. I knew my own eyes, when I opened them, would freak her out—one eye a deep, absolute black color and the other a swirling, milky white. Didn’t want the mermaid passing out or something. 
When I was fairly certain she was ready, I opened my eyes, letting my second sight take over. The mermaid was a softly glowing gold light, vaguely person-shaped. Her major chakras were lit up along the center of her body from root to crown, slowly swirling with the natural ebb and flow of her soul energy. I let out a slow breath and concentrated, but it wasn’t hard to see the anomaly. 
The mermaid’s second major chakra, her sacral chakra, was dimmed. It should be a vibrant, deep orange, but was faded-looking, the energy barely moving. I reached out without thinking, rubbing my hands together to spark my own energy, then placing one hand in the air in front of her sacral chakra—the seat of the reproductive organs, of creativity, sensuality, and sexuality. Rotating my hand clockwise, I encouraged the sacral energy to purify and get moving again. After a moment, I felt the energy start to clear, and removed my hand, watching the energy move on its own now. It still wasn’t as vibrant and healthy as it could be, but it was better. 
I pulled back on the second sight, blinking as I dropped into normal vision, the ordinary world around me jarring after being saturated in a world of light and energy. The mermaid was smiling softly. 
“You can open your eyes now,” I mumbled. 
She batted open her blue eyes, which were rimmed in thick pink lashes, and stared at my forehead. “You’re a unicorn.”
I lifted a hand to stroke the length of my black and silver striped horn, willing my partial shift away. The second sight had faded, but the horn didn’t want to go. Probably because I’d spent so long cooped up in my human body. By sheer force of will, I managed to shove it away, resuming my usual form. “Your second chakra was weak,” I said gruffly, ignoring the discussion about my shifter form. “I got it moving again.”
She blinked at me, clearly knowing fuck all about chakras. “Okay.”
I let out a short sigh, leveling a look at her from under my brow. “If you were having any issues with your female bits, that should help.”
She choked, going a bright red color as her eyes darted to Io, clearly mortified that I’d bring up sexual dysfunction in the presence of the attractive EPA enforcer. I tried to keep back my smug smirk. That’s what she got for drooling over Io. 
Gods. Someone kill me now. What the fuck was going on here? I must just be hyper vigilant now that Io and Cora were dating. I wasn’t going to let anyone threaten the sweet little sea nymph’s relationship. 
Yeah. That was it. 
My head hurt, and I rubbed the spot where my horn had disappeared. 
Io gracefully extracted us from the mermaid’s presence, and we got back in my car. It wasn’t until we had pulled away and turned onto the next street over that the panic hit. My good hand started shaking, and I pulled over, sucking in air, feeling like I suddenly couldn’t breathe. 
Io unbuckled her seatbelt, then mine, reaching over to grip my jaw and turn my head, forcing me to look at her. “What is it?” she said in a no-nonsense tone. “Are you hurt? Where’s the pain?”
She gripped my intact arm, fingers fining my pulse as she watched my eyes, which were probably wide and panicked. I pulled away from her grip and wrapped my arms around myself, leaning forward to press my forehead to the steering wheel, and tried to breathe. “Nothing,” I managed to whisper between gasping breaths. “Happens.” 
No air. Couldn’t get enough oxygen. I was suffocating, my heart hammering desperately in my chest. 
Io had good instincts, I’ll give her that. She didn’t flutter or fuss or ask stupid questions. Instead, she got out of the car, came around to my side, and opened the door. She kicked off her ridiculous heels and got me turned toward her, so my feet were on the ground outside the door and I could put my head between my legs. Then she just crouched there and patted my back. 
“Zuberi,” she said calmly, like a creature who could literally swim through a hurricane. Her magic wrapped around me, questing, asking permission, and I desperately gave it, letting her fae magic sink into my brain. “Breathe, Zuberi,” she said, her hand still on my back. “Slow and even. It’s just a panic attack. You’re not in any actual danger.”
Usually, a unicorn wouldn’t be as susceptible to mind tricks as your run-of-the-mill human or supe. But I wanted someone to take control, so it worked. My breathing slowed. My body relaxed. My mind stopped telling me we were in mortal danger. 
The damned panic attack let up. 
I lifted my head, feeling like a complete and total fucking idiot in front of the calm, collected creature before me. “Fucking hell,” I muttered.
She huffed a laugh. “Well said.” Then she gripped the back of my neck and gave it a squeeze, glowing green eyes filled with shame. “Why did you let me push you into this? I had no idea it would affect you this way. I thought you were just being stubborn about using your powers. I didn’t realize it would cause you actual pain.”
I shuddered, trying to pull away from her grip, but of course she was strong as shit. “I thought I could do it,” I mumbled. 
She lifted her free hand to trace her fingers over my forehead, where my horn had been a few minutes earlier. “I liked the horn,” she said with a smirk. “Very sparkly, Mr. Twinklepants.”
I growled at her for all the unicorn jokes. “That’s why I had a fucking panic attack!” I accused, as if in shock. “It’s because of the dumbass nicknames.”
She laughed, rich and warm. “Of course. My bad, Sparkles.”
I glared. “I don’t fucking sparkle.”
She arched a perfectly shaped brow. “Oh? I suppose that wasn’t silver glitter you were shedding in there? What? You just sweat metal flakes?”
I pulled away, sitting up and giving her a glare. “Yes. I sweat steel.”
“And fart rainbows?” she said, standing. 
I flipped her off. “Get in the car, kraken.”
She picked up her discarded shoes and padded to the other side of the car in just her stockings, like some sort of wild goddess. “Coming, Twinkles,” she called. 
I shut my door, buckled in, and closed my eyes. “Where to next?”
She was staring at me. I opened my eyes again and glared. “What?”
She pressed her lips together, then narrowed her eyes at me. “You want to keep going? After that?”
I shrugged. “Got it out of my system. Shouldn’t be as bad next time. Besides, I’m curious now. That chick had something wrong with her chakras. We need to see if the others do too, or if that was just a coincidence.”
She licked her lips, and I wanted to bash my head against the steering wheel for the stray thought about mouths. Like hers. On mine. 
Oh, no…fuck no. This was how it happened, wasn’t it? This was how everyone ended up getting sucked in. Well, not me! I glared at her. “Where the fuck to?”
She gave me an unimpressed look. “If I tell you, will you stop scowling? Honesty, dude, you’d go from a ten to a fifteen on the hotness scale if you just stopped looking constipated all the time.”
I bared my teeth in a parody of a smile. “Better?” I asked through clenched teeth. 
She looked at me in horror. “Oh…uh. Yeah. So much better. Good job.”
I shook my head and pulled back
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