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This was, without a doubt, one of the weirdest days of my life. That was saying a lot, considering the weird things I'd seen in the last couple of months.

"Well, baby girl?" Erskine asked from across the table. "Have you decided what you'd like? Or are you too busy gawking to worry about eating to maintain that lovely figure of yours?"

I narrowed my eyes at him. Had he just called me fat? And again with the "baby girl?" Shaking my head, I tried my best to ignore the fantasy setting of the otherkin establishment, with its plants, and water features, and the bartender who was using glowing green magic to make drinks float to customers. It was some kind of cross between an old-world tavern, a classy upscale restaurant, and a greenhouse—and only otherkin and their guests were allowed past the wards that hid it from humans. It was Arson who suggested the place. Though Erskine could probably get in just fine by himself since he wasn't fully human. I glanced at the menu again and bit my lip, trying to focus on the food and not the unusual situation.

Erskine sighed and got up from his seat. Then he came around to my side and slid into the booth next to me. Weirdest. Day. Ever. I tried not to react to him being in my space. Tried not to appreciate his graceful, leanly muscled body in that tight t-shirt, or to notice how gorgeous his hands were when he brushed his shiny blond hair back from his face and dropped an arm around my shoulders. I reminded myself what a jerk my coworker was. And if I had to suppress a shiver at his nearness, well, he wasn't completely human, I reminded myself again. It was probably just a magic thing. 

"Old English is almost as bad as Latin sometimes," he complained. "And stuffy-assed otherkin think combining the two makes them sound all ancient and wise." Reaching out, he tapped the menu, parsing the weird language for me. "That's sausage and potatoes. That's eel. That one is sheep's stomach and the one under it is pig intestine." He lifted a winged brow at me. The words coming out of his mouth were ridiculous, and he had absolutely no right being so good looking and oddly magnetic, given that he was such a giant asshole. "The rest are weird salads with bugs and stuff on them. Maybe stick to the back page." He flipped the menu and handed it back to me. "Chicken, beef, or pork?"

His high-handed bossiness should probably offend me, but honestly, I was grateful for the help. I did not want pig intestines or bugs for dinner. "Um, chicken?" I said, the words somehow coming out as a question. As if I couldn't make my own decisions. But it was hard to focus with him in my space.

He huffed, but pointed to a couple of options. "Sandwich? Pasta?"

"Pasta," I said, feeling like an idiot. I was pretty sure Erskine didn't usually have to translate for his dates or help them make the simplest stupid decisions. But then again, did it even count as a date if your boss had ordered you to attend? "Something creamy?" I added. It was cold out today, and I was feeling a bit unsettled. Comfort food sounded amazing. 

He pointed at a line on the menu that I couldn't even begin to decipher. It did have the word "henn" in there among the other gibberish. "This one," Erskine informed me. "Chicken and pasta with creamy sauce and four different cheeses." He took the menu from me and tossed it onto the table. "I'll order it with broccoli. Some vegetables would be good for you."

"I eat vegetables," I said, sounding like a sullen child.

He still hadn't removed his arm from around my shoulders, and his hand toyed idly with one of my messy reddish-brown waves. "Of course you do, baby girl. Just making sure you're well fed."

I sighed. This whole night was Arson's ridiculous idea. He had insisted that I go out to dinner with Erskine. That we spend some time together and get to know each other. I think he had some delusional idea that this would dampen the animosity between us and help us get along better, rather than arguing and sniping every time we crossed paths between assignments. 

It wasn't going to work. 

I had tried to be nice to Erskine. To be understanding of his... personality quirks. He was the one who was always being sarcastic and calling me ridiculous names, implying that just because I didn't have a pain kink or a boatload of sexual experience, I must be too boring to live. 

"Relax," Erskine said as he continued to toy with my hair. "Enjoy the food and the booze. And the fact that this is all coming out of Arson's pockets, not ours."

I huffed and shrugged my shoulders, pulling out from under his arm. "Why are you being so clingy suddenly? I know you hate me."

Personally, my body didn't seem to care whether we were sworn enemies or best buddies. It was fully on board with the attention either way. I had trouble breathing or forming coherent sentences when he sat so close to me. It was ridiculous.

He withdrew his arm from around me, but didn't move back to his side of the table. His gray eyes raked over me, and his chiseled lips curled into a dangerous smirk. "I don't hate you, sweetheart. I'm just worried a sweet, innocent vanilla human doesn't have what it takes to survive in the paranormal world. When Arson recruited you, I was sure you'd be dead after your first couple of clients. It doesn't take much for an incubus or a vampire to drain a human dry, even if they don't mean to."

I glared. "Well, I'm still alive, even though I'm only a lowly human. And all of my clients have been very kind and considerate, for your information!"

He raised his brows at me, his voice a smooth purr that was somehow both sultry and patronizing. "Oh, have they now? Do tell. I'm sure the monsters were very gentle and careful with Arson's little baby girl."

I rolled my eyes at him. "Oh, shut up. Just because I'm not a sadomasochistic jerk doesn't mean I'm incapable of pleasure." I was blushing now, to my horror. It would only make me look even more naïve and sheltered to the slinky, dangerous man beside me.

His lips twitched. "I've no doubt. After all, you have survived. Maybe you're just surprisingly... adaptable." Then he leaned in close, his lips near my ear, voice pitched low. "Or maybe Arson has been hand-picking all of your clients so you only get the safe ones. Do you think you'd survive a night with me, precious?"

My hands were sweaty all of a sudden, and my heart was racing. Was Erskine mocking me, or... propositioning me? I had seen a small glimpse of the darkness that lurked inside the pretty man that day when I found him struggling in the alley outside the antique shop. I wasn't sure if I should be offended by his question... or terrified. Thankfully, the waiter arrived to take our orders and save me from my imminent heart attack. 

Erskine shifted away from me so he could order for both of us, saving me the embarrassment of trying to pronounce whatever the hell my food was called. Then he gave me a sly wink and moved back to his own side of the booth. 

Thankfully, he stopped teasing me after that. Instead, he told me all about the different types of otherkin who were dining, drinking, or dancing around us. I might have quite the list of otherkin clients under my belt now, but I still knew so little about the paranormal world. As always, the paranormal fangirl in me was fascinated. 

When we finished dinner, Erskine ordered us both some sort of sweet, fizzy alcohol that went down dangerously easy. He told me it had been invented by centaurs. I had no idea if that was true or if he was teasing.  I was surprised when he picked up his drink and came back over to my side of the booth, gesturing for me to get up. 

When I moved, he slid into the booth, then pulled me back down beside him with his arm around my shoulders, angling us a bit, my hip pressed to his and my shoulder and back brushing his chest, so we could people watch while we sipped our drinks. His smooth voice was a low whisper in my ear, as talented as any storyteller, as he regaled me with stories about the mysterious magical creatures who milled about the place. His body was warm against my back as I slowly let myself relax against him, riveted to his every word. 

When we were done with our drinks, we left, the bill already charged to Arson's account. The cool night air caressed my skin, and I stopped on the sidewalk to tilt my face up toward the sky, eyes closed as I drew in a few deep, refreshing breaths. I was right. That drink, whatever it was, had been dangerous. I felt floaty and uninhibited. As if the night were mine, filled with every possibility I could think of. 

And one of those possibilities became reality just as I thought it into existence. Erskine's lips were gentle this time, his kiss inviting, rather than bruising, the way it had been the first time he kissed me, back when he'd lost control of his dark fae side. But it was no less hungry. His hand cupped the back of my neck, holding my head, keeping me from moving away. Not that I had any intention of doing that. My hands rose automatically to grip the soft, stretchy fabric of his shirt and I kissed him back, not even bothering to deny the fact that I wanted the gorgeous jerk. 

He turned us, walking me backward until I was pressed up against the rough brick wall between the tavern and a bookstore that was currently closed for the day. When we came up for air, I stared at him, panting slightly, knowing this was probably a terrible idea, but unable to talk myself out of my raging lust. 

"We shouldn't..." I tried halfheartedly. "Coworkers and all, probably a terrible idea...."

He smirked at me, one corner of those wickedly beautiful lips curling upward in wry amusement. "Why do you think we're here, baby girl?" He leaned in and his lips caressed my ear as he spoke, making me shiver. "Arson's not going to be mad. The boss wants us to fuck, Nerissa."

My throat clicked loudly as I swallowed, not sure what to say to that. I wanted to feel set up. But at the same time, Arson had asked us to go out together tonight. He hadn't really beat about the bush. Did he really expect us to hook up? "Did he tell you that was what he was up to?" I asked suspiciously, narrowing my eyes at the gorgeous man before me. 

He shrugged, even that movement managing to look graceful and otherworldly. "No. But I've known him longer than you have. I know the kind of crap he's dealing with behind the scenes. And I think he has some crazy idea about the two of us... working together in the future."

He lifted a hand to toy with a lock of my hair, where it had fallen forward over my shoulder, and I shook my head at him. "And you have no problem with being manipulated into sleeping with your coworker?"

I mean, I wasn't even sure I had any problem with it, if we were being honest. But I didn't want to feel like he was just coming onto me because I was another job to him. For some reason, that would bother me, despite what I did for a living. 

He dropped the lock of hair so he could trail his fingers along my jaw, tilting my head back. "Who am I to pass up such a tempting opportunity?" Seeing my narrowed eyes, he grinned and leaned in to press a quick kiss to my lips. Then he whispered in my ear again, making me shiver. "Haven't you ever thought about it, Nerissa? Haven't you ever looked at your 'coworker' and wondered what they were like in bed? I certainly have." He leaned back to draw his hands over my sides, outlining my curves. "I wonder how your clients make use of this lush body of yours. I wonder if they take the time to wring out every ounce of pleasure your human body can stand." His eyes roved over me, glowing faintly. And he glanced at me through his long lashes. "And I wonder... can I do better than they have?"

The heat in his voice and in his pretty gray eyes certainly sounded real enough. It made my entire body tingle. 

The past couple of months had taught me not to be shy, even when I felt far outclassed by a potential partner. I didn't speak. I simply reached up and looped my arm around his neck, drawing him down to me again, pressing my curves to his lean dancer's body, welcoming him in. His lips
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