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Christian Huffman

“LOOK WHO’S HERE, OUR favorite ‘little blonde.’ Your trips are getting longer and longer. We were starting to forget you existed.” I was greeted by Vittor’s sarcasm the moment I walked through the door.

He was on the couch with Dean across from him, both of them drinking beer from liter bottles while watching a soccer game. The lazy bums.

“You think it’s easy finding good fighters? I was in Detroit on business.” I snatched the beer from his hand and took a long swig to quench my thirst.

“I thought maybe you’d found a different whore and married her,” Dean taunted, drinking from his own bottle.

They loved giving me shit as much as I loved giving it to them. It had been that way since we met as teenagers and it hadn’t changed, because that’s what friends were for.

To fuck with each other’s heads and have someone to mock and curse at without getting your ass kicked.

“Marriage and Christian in the same sentence is a fucking mistake. You’re insulting the guy. You know he’s this city’s biggest player—the more women, the better,” Vittor shot back, making Dean crack the faintest smile. He was the serious one among us.

“Exactly.” I raised Vittor’s beer in an imaginary toast.

Everyone who knew me knew what I thought about marriage. I thought it was cute how Victoria and Duncan were crazy about each other and living their happy fairy tale, but that shit wasn’t for me. I had a good, sweet life as a single man.

No woman was going to tie me down or have any hold over me. Besides, it wasn’t safe to have a family in the world we lived in. I’d learned that lesson young, when I lost my parents and had to survive on the streets until I found these guys, who were my family now.

Partnership and friendship above all else. That included Duncan, the man I owed my life to for everything he’d ever done for me.

Vittor commented that the game was shit and Dean agreed. Just then, soft footsteps entered the room, bringing my favorite little person in this house.

“Have you guys seen my dad?” Zoe asked, looking at Dean and Vittor, who were both shirtless.

They shouldn’t have been sitting around like that in front of her. Duncan always demanded respect for his daughter. Even though we were older, he didn’t want Zoe seeing half-naked guys lounging around the house, especially since we’d all lived together forever.

“He’s in the underworld, kitten,” Vittor answered with a grin.

No matter how crude and rough we were, we’d always smile for that girl. She was the light of this house. The truth was, Zoe had always had everyone wrapped around her little finger, and it had only gotten worse now that she’d grown up. Her smile and her eyes seemed to have gotten even prettier.

And her manipulation skills had definitely improved. When she was little, her dad did anything she wanted, and Zoe knew she had him right where she wanted him.

She was Duncan’s—and all of ours—protected porcelain doll. If anyone wanted to get close to that girl, they’d have to work their ass off and not be afraid to die, because their chances of success were next to zero.

I remembered clearly when Zoe was fourteen and came home happy, saying she’d had her first kiss. Duncan found out who the boy was, and the next day, the kid disappeared from town. He and his family were strongly encouraged to leave. Zoe’s mom was furious when she found out what happened, but Duncan convinced her he’d been merciful by not having the boy exterminated.

Nobody touched his perfect little girl, because when it came to Zoe, Duncan lost his mind completely. Not even Vicky could control him.

“Thanks, Vittor,” Zoe replied, turning to leave the room and completely ignoring my existence.

My friends looked at me, confused. Of the three of us, I was the one Zoe had idolized since she was a little girl. But that clearly wasn’t the case anymore, because she’d become a beautiful woman.

She’d been making that obvious every day since she turned eighteen. The girl had traded her twirly dresses for tight, form-fitting clothes, like the tiny shorts she was wearing now.

There was no way not to notice the little girl had grown up, and it was a bit embarrassing, because I couldn’t see her the same way anymore.

“Not going to talk to me, sunshine?” I asked, pretending to be hurt at being ignored.

“Hi, Christian,” she said flatly, before walking out without even looking at me properly.

“Christian?” I muttered to myself, not liking the way my name sounded coming from her mouth.

Zoe always called me Chris. Whenever she saw me, she’d flash a happy smile or throw her arms around me, jumping into my lap, especially if I’d been away from the house for a while. But today she was cold and distant, totally different from the girl I knew. It killed my good mood, because I wanted to know what was going on.

“What did you do to piss her off, you asshole?” Vittor accused, shooting me a sideways glance.

“I don’t know, but I’m going to find out.” I handed him back his beer and went after her. She’d gone out the back toward the pool area.

“Probably just PMS. Bring her some chocolate, she’ll get over it,” I heard Dean say as I left the room.

It was more likely she’d throw the chocolate at my head. She’d started one of those stupid teenage diets and didn’t eat sweets anymore.

When I reached the pool area, I found the girl swimming in the heated water. LED lights lined the pool’s edge, illuminating the dark space and reflecting off her perfect face.

Zoe was beautiful. She always had been. Her blonde hair, once short, was now long with soft curls at the ends. Her green eyes were somehow brighter than her father’s.

“Hey, Zoe, why are you mad today?” I asked as I approached, only to be completely ignored.

Suddenly, I remembered when she was younger and would do the same thing when she was mad at me. Usually, it happened when I couldn’t give her attention or when she was jealous.

“Did I do something?” I asked, though I couldn’t remember doing anything wrong. But who could understand the female mind, especially a grudge-holder like Zoe? She’d gotten all the worst personality traits from both her mom and her dad.

She was a little monster you really didn’t want to piss off.

“Talk to me, sunshine,” I pleaded, setting my dignity aside because I didn’t want to be the target of her resentment.

“Don’t call me that.” Zoe stopped swimming and finally opened her mouth, clearly angry.

I watched her green eyes, which had only grown more vivid with time, but now they only showed fury and irritation.

“And why not?” I demanded to know, crossing my arms.

Everyone called her that. The nickname had stuck since she was little.

“Only my dad can call me that,” she muttered, turning her nose up.

“What’s going on, Zoe?”

“Nothing’s going on, Christian. I just want to swim in peace. If you’ll allow it, of course.” She rolled her eyes, spoiled as ever, and went back to swimming.

“In that case, I’ll swim with you. I need to cool my head.” I started taking off my clothes.

“I don’t want to share the pool with you.” She stopped swimming again, looking at me with annoyance.

I arched an eyebrow as I took off my pants and tossed them next to my shirt, which was already on the ground. I felt Zoe’s eyes on my body, lingering a beat too long on the bulge in my boxers. For a second, I thought I saw her gasp, which I found strange.

“Last I checked, this pool isn’t yours yet, kitten. You can ask your dad to build one just for you. Then you can throw all the tantrums you want.” I dove into the warm water.

I swam to the other side of the pool, running a hand through my wet hair. When I surfaced, I could feel Zoe’s eyes on me the whole time.

“I’m not throwing a tantrum,” she grumbled, upset.

“No? You’re even pouting.” I kept teasing her, noticing she was turning red with anger.

“You’re an asshole. An idiot.”

“And what did I do to be such an asshole?”

“You disappear and don’t even send a text, then you show up with a clean face like nothing happened.” She started listing the reasons for her irritation, making me laugh because it was just her missing me.

All that attitude was because she’d missed me, and now she wanted to take it out on me.

“I was working, sweetheart. You should fight with your dad for keeping me away from home. I know you missed me. That’s why you’re mad.” I spoke with a smile.

“I didn’t miss anything. I was very busy living my life.”

“And what’s new?”

“If you’d been here, you’d know,” she shot back, audacious, and swam to the edge of the pool. “But you’d better spend your time worrying about the women you go out with.”

“You’re confusing me.” I forced a laugh, not understanding all this anger or why she was mentioning the women I dated.

“You’ve always been confused and stupid,” she accused, attacking me for no reason.

She really must have been PMSing or finally going crazy. I probably shouldn’t poke the bear with a short stick.

“You’re breaking my heart, sunshine.” I pretended to be disappointed.

“Leave me alone, Christian,” she muttered, sounding like she meant it.

Zoe lifted herself out of the pool. Droplets of water ran down her pale skin, highlighting the blue string bikini wedged between her round ass—which I might have stared at for a moment too long, wondering when exactly she’d grown up and gotten so damn hot.

My dick started getting uncomfortable in my boxers. I splashed water on my face, taking a deep breath while cursing my own filthy thoughts.

Zoe grabbed a towel from a lounge chair and dried herself slowly, glaring at me angrily the whole time. My throat went dry as she toweled off between her legs and the valley of her small breasts. Then she walked away, swaying her hips, leaving me alone with my fucked-up thoughts.

“What the hell are you thinking?” I smacked my own head, feeling like a total pervert.

I watched this girl grow up. She was my best friend’s daughter, and Duncan would kill me before I could even breathe wrong near her. Zoe was just an eighteen-year-old girl who deserved my respect, not me thinking perverted thoughts about her hot ass.

Was I becoming some kind of sick pervert?

Maybe she was right. Maybe I should leave her alone. Keeping my distance might help my disturbed mind get back where it belonged.
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CHAPTER 2
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Zoe Morello

CHRISTIAN HUFFMAN WAS my most secret and insane desire. I’d fall asleep dreaming of him and wake up feverish with lust. I’m not sure exactly when I started falling for one of my father’s best friends, but I’d always thought he was beautiful, funny, and charming.

Chris made me laugh and looked after me as if I were one of the most important people in his life. I loved his jokes, our playful banter, and the beautiful way he smiled whenever he saw me, looking at me as if I were special and unique.

My father would disown me if he knew about my passion for his best friend, who was nineteen years older. But I couldn’t help it, and it was getting harder and harder to control my desire and the jealousy that flared up every time I heard him talk about another woman.

Unfortunately, not everything was perfect, and Chris had a flaw. He was a complete man-whore and a player, who made it clear he would never get married or fall in love with anyone.

But my greatest wish was for him to fall in love with me. To see me as a woman he could share a life with, to choose me to stand by his side, because I was sure we’d be incredibly happy together.

I wanted him completely and wouldn’t accept sharing him with anyone. But for that to happen, I needed to make him see me, to show him I wasn’t a kid anymore. To show him there was nothing stopping us from being together—not even my father could stand in our way.

I heard Vicky’s shouts as I neared the dining room, but this was already becoming a morning routine.

My mother was fighting with my brother first thing in the morning, which was no surprise, because Tyler was a little shit with zero boundaries.

“You can’t just punch your classmates for no reason, Tyler. Do you think it’s fun for your mother to get called into school every month?” she grumbled, hands on her hips.

Her brown hair, long and curly at the ends, was down. It was what I found most beautiful about her; my mom was gorgeous and young-looking, even though she was pushing forty.

“He provoked me, so I broke his nose. You don’t have to go to school if you’re so pissed off—send Dad,” my bratty brother replied with a shrug.

Tyler had no limits. The only person he respected in this house was Dad; he only listened to Mom when she lost her temper and exploded.

My dad was super laid-back and never fought with us, so it was her job to lay down the law or this house would descend into chaos.

“And you want your father to shut the school down? Because he thinks his son is a saint and that everyone’s against him,” Victoria said, rolling her eyes.

“Maybe I am a saint,” the little punk provoked, shrugging again.

“I know the smart-mouthed, troublemaking boy I brought into this world. You don’t fool me, Tyler.”

“You should stop driving our mom crazy for a bit, you brat,” I said, ruffling the light brown hair of the thirteen-year-old who was the terror of this house.

“She’s the one freaking out on her own, I didn’t do anything,” he looked at me, blinking his almost-innocent green eyes.

My mother got irritated and started yelling at him again, and I sat down next to my brother at the set table.

“Need any help, Mom?” I asked.

It wasn’t necessary, but my mom liked cooking for everyone. Of course, we’d help with the dishes afterward; someone was always picked to clean up the mess, and I usually got stuck with dinner cleanup.

“It’s all fine, sweetie.”

I heard footsteps and voices approaching, and soon my father entered the room, talking with his friends.

Dean and Vittor said good morning to us, and my dad ruffled Tyler’s hair before coming over to give me a kiss on the head. But my focus was on Christian, who was silent as he discreetly took a seat on the other side of the table.

He usually sat closer to me and was pretty loud in the mornings. Maybe I’d been too rude last night, but I was still pissed at him.

“What’s going on?” my father asked, noticing the strange tension between my mother and his youngest son.

“Your son is going to drive me insane and give me gray hair before I’m forty,” she muttered, angry.

“I didn’t do anything, Dad. People just provoke me,” Tyler defended himself, making my father’s friends laugh.

“Never seen such an innocent kid.”

“A saint like him has yet to be born.”

The guys started teasing my brother, but one look from my father was enough to shut his friends up, though they were still laughing.

Chris, Dean, and Vittor were like brothers to my father, on top of working together. They’d lived with us since I was a kid, maybe forever, and I didn’t mind because they were like uncles to me, and I had a lot of fun with them.

For some reason I didn’t understand, they hadn’t wanted to build families of their own, but every now and then they’d show up with some girlfriend, which never lasted more than a month. Except for Christian—he never committed to anyone and just used women for fun.

Vittor told me once that a family didn’t fit into the world they lived in, but if my father managed to have his, then of course, if they wanted to, they could take the risk too.

I’d always known my father was powerful, and as I grew up, he explained that his work was very important to keeping his district in order and balanced. He was like a governor of Queens—an outlaw governor, in the underworld. A mobster.

My father’s money came from drugs, underground fights, and a fight gym that my mother ran. I wasn’t ashamed of him or judged him for it, because to me, he would always be the best father in the world and my hero.

Duncan Morello might be a tough mobster out there, but at home he was my dad, who treated me like a princess and was capable of destroying the world for me. I knew I could count on him for anything. My father would always be there to help me, pick me up, and save me.

“He was hitting kids at school again,” my mother accused.

“I was just defending myself, Dad.”

My father looked at Tyler with suspicion but just let out a sigh, as if he didn’t want to deal with that subject right now.

“We’ll talk about this later,” Duncan warned, pulling out a chair to sit.

“You’re going to let him off the hook again,” my mother complained, sitting down beside him.

“Don’t worry, I’ll talk to Tyler later,” he tried to calm her.

My mother muttered something but then decided to serve herself in silence.

“Excited for your first day of work, kiddo?” my father asked, turning the attention to me, trying to lighten the tense mood.

“So excited,” I said, beaming.

“I’ll be your first client,” he winked at me. “When you get back from college, we’ll stop by to sort out the final details.”

“It’ll be a pleasure to tattoo you, Dad, if there’s even any space left,” I said, looking at his full, colorful arms.

He was covered in tattoos; it was genuinely hard to find a patch of skin that wasn’t inked. And it was because of him that I’d dreamed of becoming a tattoo artist, because I’d always loved art—a gift I’d inherited from him.

So I was taking an art course, and he’d helped me open a studio.

“Zoe working? Wait... The studio’s finished?” Christian spoke for the first time, sounding excited.

“This week,” my mother answered proudly.

She supported me in everything too, but unlike my father, who wanted to give me the moon, Mom tried to rein in my dreams and bring me back down to earth, showing me I had to work hard to earn my things.

“We officially have a tattoo artist in the family,” my father said proudly.

“Congratulations, Zoe,” Christian’s voice sounded sincere.

“Thanks,” I replied without looking at him, because I was still mad about yesterday.

“I might think about getting my first tattoo with you,” he commented, making everyone look in his direction, including me.

Christian doesn’t have any tattoos because he’s afraid of needles. But the idea of him facing his fear for me made an involuntary smile appear on my lips, because it showed his feelings were strong.

“So, you’ll be my first client,” I said, trying to hide my excitement when he broke into a smile.

“Hey, what about me?” my father looked at me, offended and jealous.

I bit my lip, trying to think of an excuse that wouldn’t upset or irritate him too much.

“It’s Christian’s first tattoo, Dad. You don’t mind, do you?” I put on my best sweet expression to convince him.

The same face I used to make as a kid, the one he could never say no to.

“Get something on his arm, preferably a butterfly to match him,” was all Duncan said to his friend, to tease him and as a warning not to show too much of his body to me.

If my father knew his best friend was my ultimate fantasy and that I wanted to play with his entire body, he’d probably be traumatized for life, or have me committed to a psych ward.

“If it doesn’t hurt and it’s small, I’ll accept the butterfly,” Chris joked to hide his fear.

“But he really is a coward,” Dean laughed, because his body was also covered in tattoos.

“Sensitive,” the blond corrected.

The rest of breakfast was spent teasing Chris and his fear of needles, while he just grumbled and cursed his friends. But I had a lot of fun and laughed along with them, because I was thrilled with the idea of tattooing him and being the first at something in his life.

[image: ]

“IS IT HOW YOU WANTED it?” my father asked after I’d walked through my entire studio, checking the final details.

All the decor featured my drawings, and the lilac and black walls created a great contrast, besides being my favorite colors.

I was radiant and happy. I’d put up a sign to hire a receptionist, because I’d need someone to handle my clients and manage my schedule while I worked.

“It’s incredible, Dad. Thank you so much for always supporting me,” I jumped into his arms, giving him a tight hug.

“I’d do anything for you, sunshine,” Duncan left a kiss on my forehead before setting me down. “If you have any problems at all, just call me. I’m leaving two guards at the entrance.”

“Dad, that’s not necessary. It might scare the clients,” I complained, my mood deflating.

My whole life, I’d been followed by bodyguards. My parents were terrified of something happening to me because I’d been kidnapped once as a child, though I don’t remember much about it.

My father never let me go anywhere alone; I couldn’t even go to a college out of town. Sometimes I felt suffocated, but I understood his need to keep me protected. He was only protecting me because he loved me and didn’t want any harm to come to me.

“They’ll be discreet. It’s either that or I’ll stand guard here myself.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” I grumbled.

“Want to bet?” he gave a slight smile, showing just how bossy he could be.

I didn’t doubt his ability to watch over me, and my father could be more intimidating than his guards, so it wouldn’t be to my advantage.

“Fine, leave the guards. But they’d better not scare off my clients.”

“It’s just for your protection, princess. There are bad people out there who might try to rob your studio or even use you against me.”

“I know, Daddy. You’re just looking out for me.”

“I love you, sunshine!”

“Love you too, best dad in the world,” I hugged him, burying my face in his chest.

“Good thing you know it,” he retorted, running his hand through my hair.

I felt bad for a moment, hiding a secret from him. I’d hate to disappoint him, but I would very soon, and I knew he’d understand my feelings for Chris. Duncan needed to understand, or I’d be doomed to suffer forever.
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Christian Huffman

I WALKED INTO ZOE’S studio with a resigned sigh, trying not to show my hesitation. I’m a man, for God’s sake; it was high time I got over that goddamn needle phobia. I trusted Zoe and her talent. I knew she’d make it hurt as little as possible—or maybe not, since she was pissed at me for absolutely no reason.

But what wouldn’t I do to see her happy? I figured if I let her give me my first tattoo, maybe things between us could go back to normal, because she’d been acting different and I needed to find out why.

And now here I was, facing my needle phobia for a woman I should keep my distance from. I shouldn’t see Zoe as a woman, because that was weird. She was just a girl I’d watched grow up, someone who was very important to me.

To think of her any other way was completely inappropriate and wrong in every possible sense.

The place looked good. Every wall was covered with frames of her drawings. She’d been drawing since she was little; it was her favorite addiction, so it was no surprise to anyone when she decided to study art. Now her father had helped her realize another dream: becoming a tattoo artist.

“It suits you,” I commented, catching Zoe’s attention. She was arranging decorations on the reception desk.

She looked up, surprised to see me, but kept her serious demeanor, still acting strange with me for no reason. It was kind of funny, the way she tilted her nose up and pursed her pink lips, as if she was holding back from cursing me out.

“You came,” she remarked, glancing at me.

“I said I would,” I flashed my best smile, noticing her posture waver for a moment.

“Did you come just to prove you’re brave?”

“It’d be pretty lame to chicken out. I trust you’ve got a light hand, so it shouldn’t hurt much. And it’s just a butterfly, right?”

“I’m not giving you a butterfly,” she was struggling not to laugh, but still playing the tough girl.

Zoe didn’t deny the strong personality she’d inherited from her parents. I don’t know which of them had the more difficult temperament, but both were stubborn and proud, and of course their daughter would be too.

“Fine, then do a sun, like yours,” I pointed to where I knew the sun was on her rib.

Zoe’s hand went to the spot, covered by a short-sleeved top that revealed a sliver of pale skin at her waist.

“Why do you want a tattoo like mine?” she asked, interested and surprised.

“Why shouldn’t I? We’re friends, aren’t we? Friends get matching tattoos,” I winked, letting her know that, as far as I was concerned, she could drop the stupid attitude.

She bit her lip as if she wanted to say something, but then just nodded and walked past me, heading down a hallway.

“Let’s get started. Follow me.”

I tried not to look at her ass, swaying in the tight pants she wore, choosing instead to stare at the LED lights on the black ceiling while I chastised my own filthy thoughts.

What the hell was wrong with me lately? It wasn’t for lack of female company, so why was Zoe disturbing me like this?

“You’re acting weird,” I managed to say as she opened a door to a room and motioned for me to enter.

There was a black leather chair, which Zoe pointed to for me to sit in while she prepared her equipment. I was nervous, but seeing her so serious, working, calmed me down. I was proud of her accomplishments.

All I ever wanted was to see her happy and achieving her dreams.

“You probably shouldn’t tell the person about to tattoo you that they’re acting weird. Did you know I could draw a dick on your forehead?” she asked, bringing me the design of a small sun, identical to the one she had tattooed on her skin.

I approved the design, then took off my shirt, pointing to where I wanted mine—right on my chest, where it would be etched into me.

My little ray of sunshine.

Zoe’s gaze slowly traveled over my chest, pausing for a second on the gun holstered at my waist, which didn’t seem to bother her. But the way Zoe was looking at me now was different. For a split second, I thought I was going crazy when I saw a spark of desire flash in her light eyes.

Yeah, I was going crazy.

“The word ‘dick’ shouldn’t come out of your mouth so naturally,” I teased, trying to stay calm as Zoe delicately cleaned my skin.

She was so close I could smell her citrusy, sweet perfume.

“Why? Only you macho guys are allowed to talk about genitals, swear words, or sex? I’m eighteen, you asshole. I hear that word more times a day than I should, along with all the other curses you guys throw around that house,” she retorted, frowning with a funny expression.

“You’re right. We shouldn’t say those things in front of you. Your mother always scolded us for it, and look what you’ve become,” I let out a short laugh, embarrassed by the bad example.

“A determined woman who knows what she wants and doesn’t care about swearing or etiquette rules?” she asked, making me lie back on the chair as she stood close to my chest.

I stared at the light on the ceiling, trying to focus on our conversation and not on the torture that was about to begin.

“Your father thinks you’re his princess,” I commented, listening to her footsteps as she moved around the room gathering her instruments of torture.

Zoe took a moment to respond and come back. When she did, she explained the procedures and tried to calm me down in her own way, then placed the stencil of the sun design on my chest.

“My father doesn’t know a lot of things,” she replied, starting to puncture me with the damn needles.

“Like what?” I asked through clenched teeth.

I could handle it. It was just tickling, and I wasn’t going to wimp out in front of an eighteen-year-old girl who was clearly tougher than me.

I’m the man here, damn it.

“You’re not my best friend for me to tell you my secrets, Christian,” Zoe retorted, grumpy.

“I thought we were friends. I go away for a while, and when I come back, you just hate me for no reason.”

“I don’t hate you.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“Some of your attitudes bother me, and I end up not controlling my emotions,” she confessed, sounding upset.

“I’ve never done anything to hurt you. I’ve always been good to you, Zoe,” I said, not understanding where I went wrong.

“Not good enough.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“You’re not ready to hear the truth.”

“I’m the adult here. What the hell kind of truth is so hard that I can’t hear it?”

“I’m an adult too. Don’t treat me like a child,” she shot back, making me grit my teeth as the needles were pressed even harder against my skin.

That shit was hurting.

“You’re a girl, Zoe. You still have a lot to learn about life. But you’re entering your best years, so make the most of them.”

“A girl doesn’t get tattoos, have sex, or go to parties, is that it?” her sweet voice sounded cruel, and I think I felt dizzy for a moment.

The pain of the needles tearing into my chest was nothing compared to the shock her words gave me.

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I asked, trying to stay calm, but it was already too late.

“You need to stay still,” she complained when I moved to look at her.

“Zoe... Tell me you’re joking.”

“Why would I be joking?”

“You have security with you twenty-four seven. No fly gets near you without your father knowing. So who the hell are you having sex with?”

“A guy from college,” she replied, seeming dead serious.

“Stop,” I said, pushing her hand away and sitting up on the chair, feeling myself starting to sound cold.

Zoe looked at me curiously as I searched her face for any sign that this was a sick joke.

“What’s wrong? You can’t interrupt me like this.”

I watched the girl standing in front of me, feeling a strange pang in my chest mixed with anger and indignation.

“Do you know what the hell you’re doing? How could you let some random bastard touch you? What the fuck!” I lost my temper.

“I know exactly what I’m doing, and I don’t understand why you’re getting so worked up.”
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