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      The dating world has become a war zone. Especially for the paranormal.

      Kate is so sick of being single--no, scratch that--she's sick of dating. Hell is meeting married men on the prowl, men terrified of her shifter side, men who don't like tacos, for crying out loud. There has to be a better way for people like her to meet other singles. All Kate wants is someone who will accept all of her quirks, including her tiny obsession with Mexican food. Is that too much to ask?

      Dating for Bram has become a cliché. If he has to suffer through one more night with a fang-chaser, he might just stake himself. It's all become rather...boring. Maybe the time has come to throw in the towel? Renounce himself to an eternity of loneliness? Until a pissed-off redhead smelling of tacos slides into the seat next to him at a bar. And is that shrimp in her hair? Suddenly, Bram isn't feeling all that bored anymore.

      One chance meeting changes everything, and now, Bram and Kate's Happily Ever After might be in sight. If only they can rid themselves of one pesky wannabe witch who's set her sights on Bram and refuses to take no for an answer...
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      Never trust anyone who doesn’t like salsa. The food or the dance. No offense to spicy food haters out there, but in my experience, those people rarely spice things up in other areas of their lives. Like the bedroom for example. His distaste for salsa was my second clue that this blind date was going downhill and heading toward a swift and maybe even violent death. The first clue was when he got to the restaurant twenty minutes late—though I had initially forgiven him for that. Hey, traffic happens.

      I looked over at my date, Atticus, as he’d introduced himself. First impression? He wasn’t too bad looking. A couple of inches short of six feet, he had broad shoulders and a lean build. A runner, maybe. His sandy blond hair fell over his eyes and he swept it away, giving me a view of his chocolate brown irises. If he would have just kept his trap closed this might have worked out better. But then he opened his mouth and gave me the first clue that this date was going nowhere fast.

      “I prefer blondes,” were his first words to me. “But redheads are cute, too. Feisty.” He wiggled his eyebrows. “I’ll take it. So, you’re Katie, right?”

      “Kate,” I corrected.

      I should have stood up and left right then and there—told my mother again that her taste in men was sorely lacking—but I must have been desperate, because I stuck around for round two. What I referred to as the chips and salsa incident.

      “So, Katie, are you really going to eat those?”

      Atticus pointed to the chip I’d just shoved into my mouth to keep myself from slapping him. I chewed slowly, my brows quirked at the way his face had scrunched up in disgust.

      “Those chips have been touched by at least twenty people or more,” he continued.

      “I don’t believe that theory,” I replied, having another chip, of course. I knew the owners of this place and they would be appalled to hear his accusations.

      He rolled his eyes. “Then you’re an idiot. They just pour the uneaten chips on top of a fresh basket. It’s disgusting.”

      I raised my eyebrows at the insult. I’d tried giving him the benefit of the doubt. So what if he didn’t like chips and salsa? That was hardly a crime, much less a reason to not date him. I’d been told repeatedly that I was too picky. That if I’d just compromise a time or two I’d find my happily ever after. I sighed. So far, compromising hadn’t worked.

      This was my third date this week. The first one had been set up by my friend, Joni. He was a musician she’d met at a concert with her husband. At first, I’d thought he was cool. He hadn’t even batted an eyelash when I’d confessed to being a fox shifter. And though he smoked, which was a pet peeve of mine, I gave him a chance. In the end, he picked up some chick at the bar while ordering me another drink. I had watched the whole incident from a few feet away, frozen with astonishment. The nerve!

      The second date this week was with Chase. I’d met him at the supermarket. He’d grabbed the ice cream; I’d reached for the frozen yogurt, and we’d clicked. He’d taken me to a beautiful creole restaurant in the Garden District. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to get a taste of the five-star cuisine. After a sweet compliment on my auburn hair, I let it slip that it matched my red fur, thinking I was being cute. He had freaked out. Apparently, he wasn’t a fan of shifters.

      You would think the third time would be the charm, but if that were the case, I would have been settled with my perfect guy already. Because this might be date number three this week, but I was hardly a newbie when it came to the dating scene. Obviously, I had no luck when it came to men. Either they were creeps, hated shifters or supes in general, or were just plain assholes. Where were the good guys? The normal ones? Obviously, they weren’t looking for me.

      I reached for another chip, dipping it into the spicy salsa before biting down with a soft moan. I might as well make the most of this date. I refused to leave without stuffing my face this time. Hey, don’t judge. A girl’s gotta eat. I could already tell I would be paying the tab anyway. I wasn’t about to owe Atticus a thing.

      “Salsa,” he groaned. “What is the point of it?”

      Oh, he was really getting into his rant now. I continued to shovel chips into my mouth, nodding along as if I cared. I didn’t. Just so we’re clear.

      “I’ve never really understood why some people like spicy foods. The heat only masks the actual flavor. I mean, if you douse an oyster with hot sauce, are you really tasting the oyster?”

      I know what oyster you won’t be tasting tonight.

      When the waitress stopped at our table, her expression read pity in all caps. Then confusion. I bet she wondered why I was still there. I did too. But then again, I was hungry.

      I smiled politely as she took our orders. I had my usual. El Encanto had put a spell on me years ago with their famous shrimp tacos. They were the best in New Orleans. It was owned by a couple of friends of mine who were also part of the supe community. Witches, actually. I enjoyed giving my business to those I understood, and who really got me in return. Because he was one hundred percent human, I’d planned on feeling Atticus out a bit before telling him my secret, but there was no point now. I wouldn’t be seeing him again. I would only put up with him long enough to finish my food.

      As we waited, I tried going the small talk route, but you can guess how well that went. It didn’t. Go well, that is.

      “So, what do you do again? I’ve forgotten,” I asked, taking a sip of water.

      “I’m a mechanic,” he replied.

      “That’s interesting. Do you enjoy your work?”

      “Sure. I’ve always loved working on cars.”

      I began to nod, but stopped when he said, “Women and cars have a lot in common, you know.” He took my blank stare as an invitation to continue. “I like spending time in both of them.”

      He, for real, winked. Twice.

      I coughed, choking on my last gulp of water. “What?” I croaked as I wiped my mouth with a napkin.

      “Cars and women!” he announced as if I needed the reminder of how he was comparing human beings to objects. “They’re both rather attractive. Gorgeous rear ends, look great topless.” He gave me a smarmy grin. “And you have to agree, they both are a little high maintenance.”

      Right.

      “So are you a natural redhead?” he asked out of the blue, his gaze slowly lowering to my waist. His expression fell when he remembered the table hid the rest of me.

      That was it. Stick a fork in me, I was done. My mother, for I could not lovingly call her momma right now, would be getting an earful. Did she really think I was this desperate? She had better not answer that question.

      I threw my napkin on the table, ready to split when the waiter returned with our food. I stopped mid stand, my gaze locked on the steaming plates. Without my permission, my butt landed right back in my seat. Saved by the tacos! I wasted no time taking a bite. A moan slipped from my lips. This was the real reason I hadn’t left yet. Dear Lord, these were delicious.

      So enamored with my meal, I’d forgotten I wasn’t alone. And as much as I would have loved to continue ignoring the creep, my momma hadn’t raised me to be an asshole.

      While I’d been drooling over the magnificent splendor on my plate, Atticus picked at his enchiladas, his nose wrinkling. Something was seriously wrong with that man.

      “Why did you agree to this restaurant if you don’t like spicy foods?” I asked, reaching for my second taco. Come to mamma!

      At his sudden silence, I stopped the taco halfway to my mouth—a real travesty, I know—and looked up. We’d been sitting in a booth next to the window and his attention was on something outside, his face beet-red. Almost as red as the offending salsa he’d been complaining about. I followed his gaze but didn
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