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      Avery Dubois never imagined she’d be a waitress in a small diner located in Blaine, Washington, employed alongside a werewolf shifter who was actually nice to her. The last time she’d been forced to work with shifters, she’d been sexually harassed and ended up in a long spiral that led her directly to prison.

      Thankfully, that wouldn’t be happening again… not in this job, at least. Grace, the shifter, flashed her a smile as she took a stack of plates back to the kitchen.

      With a sigh, Avery approached the table where customers had just motioned that they needed her.

      “What can I do for you?” she asked, plastering a smile on her face. She could tell the twenty-something-year-old guy was going to complain before he even spoke. He and his friends had told her earlier the coffee was too hot. A stupid thing to say, in her opinion. There was no such thing.

      “I ordered my burger medium-well, and this is clearly cooked to medium,” the man said. Avery studied the curve of his lips and the twinkle in his brown eyes as he grinned at her. She’d seen this before… another asshole looking for a free meal.

      She smiled and leaned in to take a look at the meat he’d cut. Medium-well… medium… being a vegetarian, it all disgusted her.

      Glancing around, she noticed her boss staring at her. Bart was a cranky man in his fifties who not only owned the place but cooked, too. He’d been running the diner since he had opened it twenty years ago. With the new navy-blue booths, the black and white checkered tile, and sky-blue walls—all of which she’d helped to install—the place almost appeared as if it had just opened yesterday. Business had been steadily picking up. This was good and bad. With the new stream of good customers, a few bad ones always managed to slip in. Like this guy and his friend.

      Unfortunately, telling the customer to shove his burger up his ass would be out of the question. She needed the job for a few more months and couldn’t afford to get fired.

      “I’m sorry, sir,” she said as she watched his friend snicker. “I’ll take your plate back to the chef.”

      She picked up the white platter and hurried to the kitchen.

      “What’s wrong with the burger?” Bart asked while wiping beads of sweat from his brow and bald head.

      “He says it’s cooked medium when he ordered medium-well.”

      Bart studied the plate and rolled his eyes, then let out a string of curses under his breath.

      “Are they looking for a free meal?” he asked.

      For some reason, this scam had been occurring more and more lately. People would come in and complain about everything, and in the end, expect a free meal even though they’d eaten everything on the plate.

      Avery tucked a lock of loose auburn hair from the ponytail behind her ear. “Well, so far the coffee has been too hot, and now this.”

      Bart rearranged the burger on the plate. “That’s medium-well. That snotnose piece of shit doesn’t know what he’s talking about. Tell him I put it back on the grill with apologies.”

      She nodded and picked up the plate with a sigh, wishing she could be just about anywhere else, except prison, of course.

      Waitressing bored her, and she hated every minute on the job. She much preferred house construction, but not a lot of that was going on in rainy Washington State during the winter months. She had tried to move into corporate building but hadn’t been able to find a job. Liking food and a roof over her head, Avery had answered Bart’s ad and had been immediately hired. Every shift seemed like a long, slow death, but it paid the bills.

      “Here you go,” she said with a smile while she placed the plate back on the table in front of the customer. “Go ahead and let me know how it is.”

      The man took a bite, then grimaced and set the burger down. “It’s overdone now.”

      Shutting her eyes for a moment, she tried not to think about picking up the customer’s fork and stabbing him in the eye.

      Instead, she leaned over and put her hands on the table. “Listen… I know what you’re trying to do. That burger is as medium-well as it gets. Don’t be a dick. Eat the damned thing if you so choose, but you will leave your money on the table, and then get out.”

      Glancing over her shoulder, she noticed that Bart was busy in the kitchen with another order. Avery turned back to the customer, levitated the ketchup, spun it around in front of the customer’s face, unscrewed the lid then turned the bottle upside down. His mouth formed a perfect O of horror while the red goop oozed onto his lap.

      “What the hell?” the man yelled and scrambled to his feet, trying to wipe the mess with a paper napkin, which only smeared it further.

      At that moment, Grace sauntered to Avery’s side. Long, blonde hair tied up in a ponytail fell to her middle back. A smattering of freckles crossed her cheeks, and wide blue eyes stared at the customer. The young woman stood taller than her… no surprise… at five-foot-two, almost every adult Avery had ever met did. Long and lean with a great rack, Grace was the envy of most women.

      “Is there a problem?” Grace asked, her brow furrowed.

      “I… I just… she threw ketchup all over me!”

      Grace crowded the man, trapping him against the table. “I highly doubt that. Avery’s as sweet as they come. No one spilled anything, except you.”

      Avery bit back her smile. When she’d started working at the diner, she’d immediately known Grace was a were-shifter because of her wet dog / freshly cut grass smell—the odor of the Bellevue pack, if she wasn’t mistaken. Grace had known Avery was a Fae… well, Avery wasn’t sure how. Shifters always said they could smell a Fae, but none had ever told her what that odor was.

      Anyway, after some initial wariness, the two had become fast friends—something that didn’t often happen between Fae and shifters. There was too much animosity between the groups that had gone back generations.

      Avery glanced in Bart’s direction and watched him making his way toward them from the kitchen as he wiped his hands on a towel tucked into the white apron around his waist.

      “Put your money on the table and get out,” Grace hissed. Her eyes flashed yellow, a sign she was about to shift into wolf form.

      The guy’s stare widened, and he screamed a high-pitched sound that might have peeled the paint off the walls.

      Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a wad of paper money and threw it on the table. Avery quickly picked it up. He and his friend ran toward the door. She counted forty single bills, which definitely covered the tab and left a nice tip.

      “What the hell happened?” Bart asked. He and the waitresses watched through the window as the two guys sprinted across the parking lot in the pouring rain.

      “Well, he got all upset when the ketchup spilled on him,” Grace said. “Then he just tossed his money and left.”

      Avery rolled her eyes as the shifter batted her eyelashes at the boss. The act was unnecessary. Grace could get anything she wanted from Bart just by smiling at him.

      “Did he leave enough to cover the tab?”

      Avery and Grace nodded.

      “Good. That’s all that matters. And that damned burger was medium-well.”

      Bart returned to the kitchen. The Fae and shifter traded grins and each crossed their arms over their chests.

      “You need to keep your magic in check,” Grace whispered.

      “And you should quit flashing your shifter-eyes at customers.”

      Grace nodded. “We’re going to have the paranormal police investigating if we’re not careful.”

      A shudder traveled down Avery’s spine. Spectral Prison had been the worst place she’d ever laid her head. Because of a tiff with a were-shifter, she’d ended up in solitary confinement. Grey walls, floor, sheets, and blanket. For a Fae who loved plants, color, the outdoors and bright sunlight, it had been a living nightmare.

      “We can’t have that,” Avery replied. “No cops.”

      “Nope. But you have to admit, the look on their faces was priceless.”

      They both broke out into laughter. Bart glared at them, his stare sending the message loud and clear. Get back to work.

      Avery spun on her heel and started clearing the table. The sight of the burger had her swallowing back rising bile. If only summer would come, I could get back to building houses instead of serving ground beef!

      Then, it would be easy for her to grab a construction job. She loved working with her hands and watching a house come to life as she hammered nails and hung two-by-fours. She found the work physically exerting, but also rewarding. Waitressing would simply get her past these dark, dank months in the Northwest until the building season started up again.

      “Oh, I forgot to tell you this earlier,” Grace said. “You had a visitor looking for you. Didn’t give me a name, but he did say he’d be back tomorrow.”

      Avery furrowed her brow. “What did he look like?”

      “Tall, dark hair, nice smile. Friendly.”

      Avery nodded and thought about who she knew who fit that description. There was a guy she’d gone on a couple of dates with named Tyler. He’d been okay but he was in the military and had been deployed. Maybe he came back early.

      The other guy… nah. She’d never see him again.

      If it was Tyler, she wasn’t sure how she felt about that. Frankly, she hadn’t given him much thought since he’d gone. He’d been nice enough; just a bit… boring.

      As she carried the dishes back to the kitchen, her stomach twisted in a knot. Was it from the burger on the plate or the unknown visitor she’d meet tomorrow?
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      As Gabriel “Gabe” Turneaux drove his black Ford 150 up the highway toward Blaine, Washington, he absently hummed to a Lynyrd Skynyrd song blasting through the speakers. The music served more as background noise so he could concentrate on his thoughts.

      He was headed to see the annoying little Fae, Avery Dubois. Yes, he’d broken her out of prison several months earlier and tried to phone her a few times to see how she was doing, but she’d never returned his calls.

      Fine. He got it. She didn’t want to talk to him. However, now she’d have to face him. She didn’t have a choice, and the information he had was too important to be dismissed.

      Gabe pulled his pickup off the freeway and slowed to the posted speed limit of thirty-five. He drove by the diner once to check it out, then turned around and circled back. He didn’t expect any trouble there. The maneuver was more out of habit than anything.

      After parking the truck, he slammed the door and yanked the collar on the black leather jacket up around his neck. The damned rain never stopped, and he couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen the sun. Probably around the time he’d busted Avery out of jail.

      He jogged across the parking lot and opened the door to the diner. Once inside, he wiped his feet on the welcome mat. The new tile looked as if it could take him down if he allowed his shoes to remain wet. Landing on his back in the middle of the restaurant was the last thing he needed.

      The same woman he’d spoken to yesterday approached and grinned. Blonde and tall with pretty blue eyes, she had immediately pegged him as a shifter and revealed she was from the Bellevue pack. They were a nice group of weres who kept to themselves and had no interest in bothering anyone. Grace was her name, if he remembered correctly.

      “Hi, there. Are you here for Avery again?” she asked.

      He nodded and glanced around the restaurant.

      “She’s not in yet, but she called a while ago. Something about too much wine with a neighbor last night. She’s running late.”

      “Okay, thanks.”

      Figures.

      Gabe sighed as she led him to a booth by the window. He slid in and picked up the menu. A shiver went down his spine. The never-ending rain for the past five days had him chilled to the bone. He ordered coffee and a BLT.

      Avery had seemed flakey during his brief time knowing her. The tardiness didn’t surprise him.

      He’d just about finished his sandwich when he spotted her. The other server pointed at him and said something. Avery’s face fell when she saw him.

      As she strode toward him, he stared her down.

      “What are you doing here?” she asked.

      “Nice to see you, too.”

      She rolled her eyes and rubbed a palm over her face. “Gabe, I’m really not in the mood for—”

      “Yeah, I heard. Got yourself a hangover. You look like shit, by the way.”

      She glared at him, and he grinned.

      “What do you want?” she asked.

      “Avery!” Bart’s voice boomed through the diner. “Let’s go!”

      “I’ll be waiting right here until your break,” Gabe said. “You and I have things to discuss.”

      She mumbled something under her breath as she stepped past him—a string of curses, if he hadn’t been mistaken.

      He’d known from the second he had found her locked in solitary confinement in Spectral Prison that she didn’t belong. Short in stature and petite in form, she didn’t carry the same edge the other inmates had. In fact, she had been scared to death and had shown none of the bravado the regular prisoners did. Being senior guard in the solitary confinement area, he’d been stuck in the hole with her with both of them having nothing to do but talk to each other.

      Avery had gotten herself into a mess that could have been avoided if she’d just listened to the police. But, she hadn’t.

      As she raced around the restaurant taking care of her tables, Gabe sipped a second cup of coffee and stared out at the rain. Of course, growing up in the Northwest, he was used to the downpours, especially in the winter months. But he could still daydream about a white beach, blue oceans, and a lot of girls in string bikinis.

      When two hours had passed, and Grace flashed him a look of you’ve tied up my table too long, he ordered some cherry pie. It was almost as good as Madge’s—the Fae who’d raised him—but not quite. He found it difficult to top a pie sprinkled with faery magic… not humanly possible.

      As three hours became four, he slipped Grace a fifty-dollar bill and thanked her for allowing him to hang out. She didn’t give him a second glance after that except to ask if he needed more coffee.

      Gabe liked to think of himself as a patient man, but after four hours, his irritation grew.

      Finally, Avery appeared and plopped down across from him with her own cup of coffee and a vegetable sandwich.

      “How’s the hangover treating you?” he asked. Even with the bags under her big hazel eyes and the sallow skin, she still struck him as cute. She was Fae, after all. Female shifters tended to resemble models and actresses, but the Fae reminded him more of stuffed animals. The first time he’d met her, she had been beaten up quite badly, and even then, she’d still caught his eye.

      “Cruelly,” she said and shoved the sandwich into her mouth, closing her eyes as she chewed.

      After swallowing the bite, she looked over at him. “I have a neighbor named Mandy. She works up at the steakhouse around the corner. She loves to get together, watch movies and drink wine. I always end up staying up later than I should, and obviously, drinking more wine than I should.”

      He recalled a few tough mornings, after hanging with the pack. They always seemed to require a call in to his job. So, kettle… black.

      She ate a few more bites, then put the sandwich down. “For the third time, why are you here?”

      “Well, I met someone I thought you’d want to know about.”

      She furrowed her brow. “I don’t get it. Do you think I care who you date? Because I really don’t.”

      He rolled his eyes shook his head. “Of course not. That’s a pretty stupid thing to say. Besides, I wouldn’t tell you who I’m dating anyway. None of your business.””

      “Don’t tell me I’m stupid.”

      “I didn’t. I said you said something stupid. There’s a big difference.”

      She glared at him. If looks could kill… and all that. He simply stared at her, a hint of a smile tugging at the corner of his lips. If he broke out into a full grin, she’d probably reach over and smack him.

      “I’ve become acquainted with your dad,” he said.

      Unfortunately, she had a mouthful of coffee during his announcement, and it flew across the table at him.

      Gabe snatched the napkin from his lap and wiped his face, then his coat. He gritted his teeth while waiting for an apology.

      “What?” she shrieked.

      “Your dad.” Gabe sighed, noting that she seemed to have missed the fact she’d spit on him. “I’ve gotten to know him a bit, and he wants to meet with you.”

      She sat back in the booth and stared at him, her skin even paler than before. “What… I don’t even… I’m not sure what to say.”

      He studied her as tears welled in her eyes. Preston, her father, had conveyed that he had a good relationship with his daughter but based on the coffee stains on his T-shirt and the waterworks about to start, Gabe realized the man had lied.

      “I don’t even know the last time I saw him,” she whispered. She wiped at a tear tracking down her cheek with her palm. “It’s been… years. I don’t even think he knows my mom’s dead.”

      Gabe sat still, unsure what to say. He wanted to reach across the table and comfort her somehow, but it didn’t seem like the right thing to do. In the end, she was Fae, and he was a shifter. They just didn’t do things like that.

      “How did you meet him?” she asked, her gaze on his.

      “The same way I met you.”

      Avery stared at him for a beat as she processed his words. Then, her eyes widened.

      “You met my dad in prison?” Her voice came across as a hiss while she leaned over the table.

      He nodded. “After you settled in your new life, I got transferred to the men’s side of the prison. Your dad’s quite the talker and passes out a lot of cash to the guards. We became friendly. Needless to say, I was surprised when I realized who he was. Couldn’t actually figure out how to tell him I’d broken his daughter out of jail.”

      Not one of his prouder moments, but sometimes doing the right thing was more important.

      “Oh, my God,” she whispered and raised a palm to her head. “My headache just got worse. How is that possible?”

      He sighed and waited for the drama to end. Thankfully, it didn’t take long.

      “Did you break him out as well?”

      “No, he bought his way out. He paid the fines, and they let him go.”

      She clenched her jaw and gazed out at the rain. If she wasn’t careful, she’d bust a tooth.

      “How much?” she asked.

      “How much what?”

      “How much did it cost him to get out of prison, and why couldn’t I have bought my way out?”

      Gabe sighed and ran a hand through his hair. He hadn’t come to the diner to upset Avery, but the longer she sat across from him, the more agitated she seemed. Good old Dad hadn’t given any indication there was animosity between him and his daughter.

      “I don’t know,” he said. “I never looked into his file to find out.”

      “What was he in for?”

      “He tried to bribe the mayor of Seattle on some business thing.”

      She simply stared at him as if he’d just spoken to her in a foreign language.

      “Are you okay, Avery? I didn’t mean to come here and—˜

      “If he’s trying to bribe the mayor on a ‘business thing,’ as you so eloquently put it, that means he’s probably going to be here for a while. That means he’s going to stick around.”

      Gabe nodded. “That’s the impression I got. Is that a good thing or a bad thing? He was very excited that I knew you and where to find you.”

      She took a long sip of coffee and mumbled something about moving to Tasmania or Siberia.

      A feeling he didn’t like crept up on him. Guilt. Gabe had made it a point long ago not to feel guilty about his actions. It was a wasted emotion. He weighed everything he did and looked at the possible outcomes before making decisions. If he could live with them, he sprang into action. If not, he didn’t.

      Yet, here he sat, thinking he’d brought good news to Avery, but he’d been wrong. He had never considered she wouldn’t want to hear from her father.

      “Avery, I’m sorry.”

      She extended a hand toward him. “Just don’t, okay?” she replied with a sigh. “Dad is a smooth talker. He flits in and out of my life when it’s convenient for him. He left my mom and me when I was ten, and he’s been inconsistent at best. I’m just surprised he’s here… that’s all.”

      “Do you want me to tell him that I was wrong, and I don’t know where you are?”

      As she stared into her coffee cup, he waited for her answer. When she looked up at him, her attitude had changed.

      “Nope. Bring him by my apartment tomorrow. I have the day off.”

      Without another word, Avery rose from the booth, taking the coffee cup with her. She grabbed a tray and began clearing dishes from another table. Her posture was straighter than before, as if emboldened by an unknown force.

      When they’d worked together before to catch the crooked cop, she’d been scared and running on fear and grief. As she went about her duties, it seemed something else had taken over.

      Anger—judging by the tight line her lips held and how curt she’d become with the customers. It was definitely fury.

      Gabe sighed and rubbed his face. A sense of guilt filtered in again.

      Except this time, it was for her dad.

      Unless she calmed down, the man would be getting an earful tomorrow… and probably a chair slammed into his face.

      As long as Gabe wasn’t in the middle of it, they could battle it out.

      Tomorrow would prove to be interesting, and he wondered if he should bring popcorn—and maybe a helmet—to watch the showdown.
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      Avery glanced around the apartment one more time and wiped her sweaty palms on her jeans. She wanted her place to look clean, but not appear as if she’d gone crazy to straighten up for her dad. She’d left a coffee cup by the sink and flipped one of the throw pillows upside-down. At first, she’d hung up her coat in the closet but changed her mind and flung it over the back of a kitchen chair. She had, however, scrubbed the bathroom and changed out the towels. That had needed to be done anyway. The countless plants hanging from the ceiling and resting on shelves were all dust free. Furniture had been arranged in an orderly fashion. She lived in a small space but liked calling it her home.

      What did she wear? Jeans… definitely jeans. But what about a shirt? She’d bought a new blouse that looked nice… if she wore it that would indicate she’d dressed up for him. A T-shirt would do, so she pulled out the long-sleeved pink one. After running a brush through her hair, Avery tousled it with her fingers and debated make-up. Maybe a little blush and mascara, but that was it.

      “Just another visit,” she whispered as she pushed a lock of hair behind her ear.

      All this talk of his business ventures had her thinking he’d probably be staying in town awhile. In previous visits, he’d always been jetting off to New York, Madrid, Paris, or some other place far, far away. Her stomach curled at the thought of him being around for more than an hour or two. Maybe this would be the stepping-stone to them building a relationship together.

      Or maybe it will be the torch that burns the string holding it together.

      Either way, seeing him gave her a case of anxiety resulting in sweaty palms and applying an extra application of deodorant.

      She attributed her nervousness to her mother’s death. Melia had died a few months ago. Avery’s father had been nowhere in sight. She could have used someone to prop her up, to help her navigate the debilitating loss. Instead, she’d ridden a long, slow spiral into solitary confinement.

      A knock sounded on her front door as she finished with the mascara wand. Taking a deep breath, she jammed the cosmetic into a drawer and gave her reflection a quick once-over. Maybe she should have worn the blouse, or at least curled her hair.

      “You can’t change anything now,” she whispered. “It’s showtime.”

      Avery squared her shoulders and marched down the hall to the door. Her hands shook as she placed a palm on the knob. Usually, when her father rolled into town, she didn’t have much time to prepare. With twenty-four hours’ advance notice, she’d gotten herself worked up into a frenzy.

      After a quick final glance around the apartment, she opened the door to find Gabe and her father. Gabe didn’t take his gaze off her while she studied her dad.

      “Avery!” he said, his voice loud and jovial. If in the right mood, he could give Santa a run for his money. He reached out and pulled her into a big bear hug.

      Fifty-something in age—she couldn’t remember the exact number—his black hair had more grey strands than the last time he’d rolled through town. She’d definitely describe it as salt and pepper. He’d put on a bit of weight but still cut an impressive figure in his black suit, pink and white striped shirt, and pink tie. She smelled the familiar Tom Ford cologne, a fragrance that reminded her of sandy beaches.

      Avery closed her eyes for a moment while wrapping her arms around his waist. For a second, she allowed herself to feel like a daddy’s girl. Like the most important thing in the world to him. Someone he loved and cared for… someone so dear that he’d move mountains for.

      That emotion vanished when he laid his hands on her shoulder and held her at arm’s length. She stared up at him, his hazel gaze probing her as if he could see her soul. His smile, white and perfect, widened. One might think he’d just hit a slot machine jackpot. She wanted to feel as if she were the prize he had won, but she also knew she never would be. He’d proven that to her over and over.

      “It’s so good to see you, my beautiful daughter!”

      She smiled and inclined her head, almost as if bowing to him. The Great Disappearing Father.

      “It’s nice to see you too. What brings you to town?”

      Avery kept her grin in place and stepped away from his grasp so both men could enter. She glanced up at Gabe who stared at her with a knitted brow, taking in the whole greeting between father and daughter. He appeared confused.

      “What a great place, Avery!” her dad said as he stood in the small living room and slowly spun around. “I love all the plants. I see your Fae side is alive and well.”

      The space seemed too small for him. She’d seen him in thirty-table restaurants where the walls closed in. Not only was he big in stature, but in personality. When he entered a room, he seemed to suck the energy toward him, and all attention focused on him.

      “Thank you,” she murmured. She closed the door, then took small strides over to the couch. By the time she’d reached the sofa, her father had sat down on one end. Avery took the other. Gabe sank into a chair and watched them intently as if they were a circus act.

      “I’m also glad you’ve got such great friends like Gabe here.”

      She arched her eyebrows and glanced over at the shifter. Friends? Um… that was questionable at best. They’d used each other to get the outcome they’d both wanted.

      “You know he’s a shifter, right?” she asked.

      Preston waved a hand in the air. “That stupid argomento should have died long ago. Judgment of people should be based on what value they offer, what positive aspects they bring to people’s lives, not automatically hated because they can turn into a dog.”

      Avery noted the use of Italian when he spoke. Probably a good indicator of where he’s been.

      “Wolf,” Gabe said. “I’m a wolf-shifter.”

      “Whatever. Dog… wolf… they’re interchangeable as one is the direct descendant of the other.”

      Avery’s gaze slid toward Gabe. His jaw worked while he clenched his fists, and he stared at her father. The barb had gotten under his skin, and she didn’t blame him. There was a big difference between a toy poodle and a wolf. A wolf was a predator. A toy poodle… an annoying sack of cotton and a snack for Gabe.

      “How long are you in town, Dad?” Avery tried to move the conversation past the slight.

      “Oh, a long time. Could I get a glass of water, honey?”

      Etiquette demanded that she rise from the couch and walk into the kitchen, yet she seemed to be having trouble processing his answer.

      A long time?

      What did that mean? Three hours instead of one?

      “Never mind,” he said, getting to his feet and flashing her a wide smile. “I’ll grab it. Can I get anyone else anything?”

      She shook her head, but Gabe responded. “Yeah, a glass of water sounds good, Preston. Thanks.”

      Preston. Her father and Gabe were so close, they were on a first name basis? How cute.

      Her dad brought over two glasses and handed one to the shifter, then sat down.

      “So, tell me, Avery, how is everything going?”

      “You know Mom’s dead? That she was murdered?” She tried not to let the anger bleed through, but she heard it in her voice.

      His brow furrowed, and his lips pursed. “Yes. I did hear that. Terrible thing. Thankfully Gabe was around to make sure the cop got his dues.”

      “When did you find out she’d been killed?” Avery asked, uncertain she wanted the answer.

      “When I was in Italy.”

      She waited, hoping for more. That he’d tried to contact her. That he’d been devasted when he’d heard the news… but there was nothing.

      “And when was that?”

      “Until recently, I’ve been living in Italy… I don’t know… maybe three years?”

      She concentrated on keeping her face passive, refusing to let him see how upset she was becoming. He had known and hadn’t even bothered to try to contact her.

      “I think we’d better get to why you’re in Washington, Preston,” Gabe said, setting his glass on the coffee table.

      “Yes,” Avery snapped. “Let’s do that.”

      “Very well,” Preston said, seemingly oblivious to her fury.
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