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Birthdays were stupid. 

Fae were stupid. 

Krakens were stupid. 

This whole fucking idea was stupid. Especially since I got stuck packing the bags. 

Served me right for asking Kai what she wanted for her birthday. And for amassing such a pain in the ass pride in the first place. 

I glared down at the poor, overstuffed suitcase, then at the remaining pile of clothes, personal care products, shoes, and whatever the hell else she had added to the ridiculous pile. We were only going to be gone for one fucking night. That shouldn’t require more than one suitcase, damn it!

Oisin strolled into the room carrying a bottle of wine and a pair of ridiculously fancy men’s house slippers. “How’s the packing coming, darling?” he cooed. As if he had a death wish. 

I growled at him. “Careful, fae,” I warned. “I didn’t magically forget that this whole stupid idea was your idea anytime in the last hour.”

“Tsk, tsk,” he said, lifting his nose in the air like the haughty asshole he was. “That’s no way to treat the architect of your wildest dreams. No respect for my stunning genius.”

I rolled my eyes and opened the little front pocket of the suitcase so I could stuff some underwear in there. Oisin hissed and set his wine and slippers aside to come over and slap my hand. “Honestly, Gesa,” he said in the same tone he used with small children when the misbehaved. “That’s no way to treat silk.”

I huffed. “It’s only going to end up on the floor anyway. I don’t see what all the fuss is about.”

He shook his head at me, his long, loose red hair flowing over his shoulders like a crimson waterfall. “This is why Kai sent me to check on you. She could probably hear her beautiful underthings screaming in fear. Move aside, you brutish beast. And fetch me another bag.”

“Who died and made you King?” I bit out. Bossy fucking fae. 

“My father,” he said, deadpan. Then he made a dismissive shooing gesture at me. Like stuck-up fae royalty. 

I growled at him, but did as I was told. Honestly, I’d rather play fetch than continue trying to fit a month’s worth of clothing into a week’s worth of suitcase. “Shouldn’t need another damned bag,” I muttered under my breath as I went.

He just chuckled and started unpacking everything I had just stuffed in the bag. “Oh, my beautiful beast. I thought my culture and class were starting to rub off on you, but alas, you are crass as ever.”

I flipped him the bird and went to dig around in the closet for another suitcase. 

By the time I dragged the second (unnecessary) suitcase over to the bed, Oisin already had the piles of clothes neatly rolled and folded and was repacking the original bag. “This is dumb,” I muttered again for good measure. 

He looked up at me, one perfect red brow arched and a slight smirk on his stupid, pretty face. “Oh? Should I go let Kai know you don’t want to spend her birthday with her after all?”

I forced a bland look on my face. “Yes.”

He just ignored me and continued meticulously arranging everything into the suitcases, treating my own jeans and t-shirts with the same care he used for Kai’s frilly, girly things. “You are such a terrible liar,” he informed me. 

I sighed. Then hauled the second suitcase up on the bed so he could pack that one too. Because he was right. I was a terrible liar. 

When asked what she wanted for her birthday—a made-up date since she didn’t actually recall how old she was or when she was born, she was that fucking old—Kai had stated that she wanted me all to myself for an entire day. 

Waste of a wish, if you asked me. Who would want my grumpy ass for their birthday when they could literally have anything else? The entire pride spoiled the woman rotten. She could have asked for a diamond the size of her head to add to her hoard of shiny crap, and we would have somehow made it happen. 

Instead, she asked for time alone with me. And since my pride were such doting lovers and all-around amazing people, she and I were now headed off to a fancy hotel in Hawaii, in a city run by some too-powerful overlord “friend” of a certain demon and goddess duo. I didn’t want to know what kind of favor they had traded for that. But I had shot down the idea of spending a whole month there. A couple of days was plenty for just the two of us. We had kids who would miss us, and Derek always got all fussy about allowing any of us out of his territory. Like we couldn’t take care of ourselves. 

“There,” Oisin said with a bright smile. “All packed. And your clothes won’t look like you found them at the bottom of a dumpster when you arrive. You’re welcome.”

I sighed and bent to press a quick kiss to his wicked lips. “Thanks. But it’s still your fault I have to go in the first place.”

He had suggested the location. And now, Kai expected me to spend two entire days shopping and swimming. Two of my least favorite activities. 

“Don’t even pretend you aren’t looking forward to having her all to yourself,” the fae said with a sly look. “I’d trade places with either of you in a heartbeat!”

I finally broke, and smiled. “It will be nice to get a break from this place.” He knew that my complaining was just a weak coverup. As much as I might dread shopping and water, I was not the least bit disappointed that I got to spend a couple days with Kaimana all to myself. He was right to be jealous. And she was right to want a girl’s outing just to ourselves.
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