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      Can a stolen night of fantasy turn into something real?

      Up and coming fighter Seamus McAlistair is working as hard as he can to put his twin Liam through university and keep a roof over their heads. On their birthday, Liam drags him out to a club, but when they get there, Seamus balks. Prism is a gay bar and he’s deep in the closet because of his profession. When Liam hands him a lion mask and insists no one will know it’s him, Seamus agrees to go in for Liam’s sake.

      Inside, the sexiest man in a dragon mask dances with him and it is slow and sensual, the hottest thing he’s ever done. Dancing eventually leads to more, the whole evening like a fantasy. When Seamus leaves, he knows he’s going to remember the stolen evening for a long time to come.

      Then he runs into his dragon in real life and things will never be the same.
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      “Dude. I can’t go in a gay club!” Seamus McAlister hissed to his best friend and not-at-all identical twin, Liam. They were sitting in the center of Ottawa, the rainbow neon of the nightclub flashing Prism over and over from the parking lot. He shook his head. “What if someone sees me, takes a picture?”

      He wasn’t an artist like Liam. He was a fucking professional fighter. This could ruin him.

      Seamus was as deep in the closet as a man could be. MMA fighting wasn’t a gay-friendly space.

      At all.

      “It’s masquerade night. All masks, all the time. I have you a lion mask, bud. Black T-shirt, jeans, boots. You’ll be a mystery. I’m going to be a raven. Same costume, different mask.”

      “This is stupid.”

      “It’s our birthday. I worked hard to get us invitations. Please.”

      Liam’s green eyes were the only similarity they had. The green eyes and the matched tattoos on one shoulder blade—a triskele with spirals on the ends.

      “A lion, huh?”

      “Yeah. It’s fancy, but shouldn’t be too hot.” Liam handed him the mask, and it was wild—bright and fierce and sexy.

      “This is a stupid idea. Really.”

      “It’s our birthday, brother, please.”

      He was going to give in. He knew he was. No question. But he was going to make his brother pay for this.

      A mask. A gay bar. A gay nightclub.

      He pulled on the skintight black T-shirt and the mask. “If anyone asks, my name is Joe.”

      “Leo would be more appropriate and more fun,” Liam noted, all but batting those long eyelashes at him.

      “Butthead. Okay. Leo. I can deal with that. You lead the way, Raven.”

      Liam beamed at him, then put on his mask and exited the truck. He walked toward the nightclub, every inch of him slinking. Actually slinking.

      Seamus tightened his abs and stalked his brother, grinning as Liam hurried up. Playing the game.

      Liam paid the guy at the door, pointing back at Seamus, then slipped in. Seamus followed, all his senses assaulted as soon as he crossed the threshold. Music. People. Costumes. Lights. A bass beat so deep and loud he could feel it in his chest. Cologne mixed with food smells and alcohol.

      He growled softly, suddenly turned on, the idea that he could dance a little, flirt, doing it for him.

      Liam in his raven mask disappeared somewhere near the bar, and Seamus turned his attention to the dance floor, loaded with writhing bodies, undulating, rubbing. That was what he wanted—to work out some energy, some frustration, some need.

      He glanced around, but god only knew where Liam had disappeared to, so he waded through the throng, intent on getting to the dance floor.

      Everyone was masked and moving, the air flashing colors and so damn hot. He pushed his way in, melding with the crowd.

      At one point, he found himself staring into green eyes through the black mask of a raven, and he gave Liam a wild grin and rubbed against him shamelessly. Someone ground up behind him, cock hard and solid against his ass.

      Oh. Yummy.

      He rocked back, not pulling away at all. Bring it on. He wanted to feel…something.

      The music shifted, turning into something a little slower, a little dirtier, and the grinding against him followed suit. He could feel the breath of the man with the big hard cock behind him, warming his neck, full of fucking promise.

      Liam was pushed, shoved up against his front, his eyes glittering with need and happiness. Then Liam kissed him, once, hard, and his twin shouted, “Happy birthday,” before melting away in the crowd.

      “Happy birthday,” he sighed, then turned his focus to the heat behind him.

      The mask was magnificent, a ruby dragon’s head with impressive horns. The blue eyes were only highlighted by the dark mask around them. Like his own mask, it started at nose and cheeks, leaving luscious lips bare for him to see. The man beneath the mask was also magnificent, broad shoulders, a solid, bare chest.

      “Look at you.” He bit his bottom lip, eyes rolling back in his head for a sec.

      “I’d rather look at you, sweet little cub.” One big hand landed on his ass, the dragon pulling him up close. The thick cock that had so enticingly rubbed against his ass, pressed hard into his belly.

      “Sweet? Little?” Okay, so he fought in the lightweight division, but still…

      A wicked grin curved the full lips beneath the mask. “Are you saying you’re more sour than sweet? Spicy, perhaps? Naughty?”

      Fuck, that voice was like a thick caramel.

      “Definitely spicy.” The temptation to reach up and stroke the dragon’s lips was huge.

      The hand on his ass tightened, fingers digging in and making him gasp at the casual strength there. “I like spicy better than sweet.”

      “Do you?” He dragged his hands up along the dragon’s arms, pushing in hard.

      He swore he could feel the resulting purr vibrating along the entire length of his body and everything else faded away, leaving only the music, and this dragon-masked man, so solid against him.

      They danced like they were the only men in the club, which was stupid because it was packed. Still, that’s how it felt. Maybe it was the blue eyes that stared intently into his own. Maybe it was the hand on his ass, burning its imprint into his skin through his tight black jeans.

      His cock was hard as diamonds. God, he wanted to tear his clothes off, rub against this stud until he shot. He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. But he wanted to.

      One song melded into another. Fast, slow, sultry, slinky, grindy, and they danced to them all.

      He wasn’t going to have to work his abs tomorrow. They were going to be tight as fuck.

      Time had lost all meaning, and nothing else existed outside of the dance floor and his dance partner.

      It worked for him. This was like training for a fight. Just being in the moment, in his body.

      He had completely lost track of time, of everything, when the dragon lowered his head slightly. “You must be getting thirsty.” As a line, it wasn’t that original, but the voice it was spoken in was deep, velvety, and went straight to his balls.

      “Mmm… You want me to buy you a beer?”

      “I was going to buy you a water, but sure, you can buy me one instead.” The words weren’t the least bit seductive, but that voice…damn.

      He nodded once and stalked toward the bar. The place was packed, and he looked behind him, just to make sure the dragon was following him.

      The dragon was indeed following him, and at not quite so close quarters, the guy was just as impressive, the large figure standing out among the crowd. Fuck, what a stud.

      Pretty pretty. He muscled up to the bar, ordering two bottles of water and pushing a twenty across to the bartender.

      The guy was lithe, all his wiry muscles on display as he was bare-chested over a pair of tight jeans. His cat mask was accompanied by a tail at the base of his spine. The waters were passed over, and the bartender made him change.

      “Thanks, man. Nice costume.”

      The guy purred for him, then made claw fingers at him. “Meow.”

      “Very cute.” He left the five on the bar for the guy before turning to find his dragon right behind him. Those blue eyes pinned him in place, so damn intense.

      He handed the bottle over, then opened his. The cold water hit his stomach, making his abs draw up and damn near cramp.

      “Easy.” One big hand landed on his belly, warm and solid, rubbing. “Gradually. It’s not going anywhere.”

      “Sorry. It was cold, and it’s warm in here.”

      “It’s hot in here. And loud. Wanna step out the back for some fresh air?” His dragon cracked open his own bottle of water and took a swallow, throat working, sweat dripping down along his skin.

      He hoped it was loud, because otherwise the dragon would hear his moan. “Yeah. Let’s go.”

      One big hand landed in the small of his back, hot through his tight top, as the dragon guided him to a door at the other side of the room. They stepped out, the night air hitting their bodies.

      “Oh!” That was a shock, but it felt amazing. His entire body shivered.

      “It’s like going from the sauna to roll in the snow.” The dragon’s hand remained on his back, a point of warmth, of heat that was a huge contrast to the air around them.

      “I do that a lot, believe it or not.” And that was enough personal information.

      A low hum was the response he was given and the hand on his back turned him. Hot lips pressed on his, an even hotter tongue slid, pushing between to enter into his mouth. He gasped, opening up like a pure slut. He had to control himself, be careful.

      He had to.

      This kiss devoured him, like the dragon was going to eat him up. That thought had him melting against the hot body. One hand searched along his body—long sleeves, high neck, covered everywhere.

      “All this wondrousness hidden away.”

      It wasn’t really. The tight material more than showed off his muscles, but he ached to feel those fingers directly on his skin. But his tattoos were distinctive, visible, recognizable.

      Damn it. He shouldn’t have let Liam talk him into this.

      The dragon growled. “Your focus should be right here. Right here.”

      He rumbled back. “You think so?”

      “I know so, Kitty.” Dragon raised his hand and slid the back of his fingers along the bottom of Seamus’s cheek where the mask ended.

      “Big scary lion.” He nuzzled in, though, because that feeling rocked.

      The dragon’s touches continued. “I’m a dragon. No cat is scary.”

      “No? I might be. You never know.” He chuckled at himself. Was he having this discussion?

      The dragon kissed him again, devouring him again. There was no question who was in charge of this kiss.

      He groaned, rubbing along the dragon’s body—the whole length—as the hungry bastard fed on him.

      The confidence was just another component that was sexy as all get out. Everything about this masked man turned him into a needy bottom.

      But it was anonymous and safe and just a tease, so he went with it.

      The dragon bit at his lower lip, tugged at it, then moved to bite his jaw, low growls and moans sounding, wrapping around him.

      He pushed one hand between them, rubbing the dragon’s cock, measuring it through the tight leather. It was big. Fucking huge and hard and pouring heat even through the material. The dragon groaned and humped against his hand.

      He pressed harder, giving Mr. Dragon friction. Groaning, the dragon pushed one knee between Seamus’s legs, thigh pressing against his own needy package.

      Damn that was hot. He huffed out a breath and arched, his own growl splitting the air. He felt his dragon’s smile against his mouth and the leg against his cock pressed harder.

      It ached, and that dull pain had him pushing down into it.

      “Needy kitty.” The dragon was practically purring.

      He wasn’t a kitty. He was…hungry.

      Starving.

      The dragon’s mouth took his again, and Seamus found himself pushed backward until he hit a wall. With nowhere to go, he was pressed hard between the wall and the dragon.

      “Easy, now.” He didn’t want easy. He wanted hard, but he needed to keep this under control.

      “That’s not what you want,” the dragon accused. “You want it as hard as I can give it to you.”

      “You don’t know what I—” Need. “—want.”

      “Don’t I?” The throaty chuckle shouldn’t have turned him on, but it seemed everything about this dragon did.

      “No…” He shivered as the dragon squeezed his ass.

      The biting kisses were back, toothy and hard and so damn sexy they were making him lose his mind. As they kissed, the dragon drew him in close, rubbing them together.

      His cock was blisteringly hard, aching, and he wanted to scream from it.

      The dragon dragged his shirt out of his jeans, the cold air hitting his abdomen like a punch.

      Oh, this was a bad idea. A very bad idea. They were outside. In public. Where anyone could see them.

      “Fuck…” He went up on tiptoe.

      Dragon’s hand squeezed his ass cheek, the leg between his legs still making him ache, making him need, his cock not giving a shit who might see them.

      “Fuck.” He slammed up into another kiss, his world spinning wildly.

      Dragon rubbed against him, grinding him into the wall.

      If he wasn’t careful, he was going to cream his jeans. As the pleasure built, he tried to remember why that would be a bad thing.

      Every time he pushed into Dragon, fought a little, the strong man pushed right back. He wasn’t huge, but he was strong and it was intoxicating to have someone stronger fighting him in this scenario. He ached for it.

      The dragon worked a hand between them, cupping his cock and squeezing none too gently.

      “Fuck!” He bucked up, driving into that solid hand.

      “That’s it, Kitty. Take what you need.”

      He groaned and bared his teeth, thrusting hard and fast. Take what he needed. He could do that. Dragon helped him, squeezing his dick, and his ass, both hands firm, giving no quarter.

      Seamus muffled his cry with one fist, his balls emptying in a rush.

      “Mmm. I can smell you, Kitty. Intoxicating.”

      God. God, what had he just done?

      Dragon buried his head in Seamus’s neck, mouth sliding over his skin and making him shiver.

      Seamus took a deep breath, his chin lifting, giving Dragon more room to play. Dragon’s lips closed over the skin on his throat and a hard suction began. He could feel each tug all the way to his balls.

      His balls should be empty. They should. Clearly nobody had informed them of that because they were still aching, still wanting.

      Dragon was still sucking hard. He was going to leave a mark. A dark, lurid mark.

      He’d tell his coach it was a bruise. He certainly didn’t want to ask the dragon to stop—it felt too fucking good. Amazing, really.

      Both of the dragon’s hands shifted to his ass, tugging him up, his feet leaving the floor.

      Seamus grunted, the sensation of being manhandled wild and weird. The brick of the building behind him scraped at his back, while the heat of the man in front of him kept him on fire.

      His cock tried to stay hard, his body insisting that he wasn’t done. Not yet.

      Dragon’s cock burned like a brand against his belly—hard, needy, all for him.

      “What do you want, man?” He wasn’t an asshole. Mostly.

      “Your mouth. More than that, I want you on your knees begging me for it.”

      “I don’t beg.” He could blow the man though. The mask would let him do a fairly good job.

      “Maybe not this time.” The dragon set him back on his feet, the blue eyes behind the mask watching him intently.

      Oh, stud. This was going to have to be the only time. That thought made his heart clench.

      The dragon put his hands on Seamus’s shoulders and pushed—gently—he could have stayed standing if he chose to. But he didn’t. He could give this intense sexual man this pleasure.

      A low moan sounded as he dropped languidly to his knees right there behind the club. The hands on his shoulders curled, the dragon holding on. The thick cock strained at the dragon’s leathers.

      He nuzzled against the hot son of a bitch’s crotch, lips parted as he breathed against the leather. His moan and the dragon’s sounded at the same time, the dragon pushing against his face, rubbing the leather-covered cock across his jaw.

      He fumbled with the laces, trying to get to skin. He was hot and sweating, the mask making him drip. One hand dragged through his hair, tugging a bit, but the dragon made no attempt to help or hinder him.

      He backed off, working the laces open, and when he got the dragon’s cock out, he crowed.

      Fucking huge, there was a PA at the tip, a ruby sunk into the ring, dark as blood.

      “Pretty.” Oh. Oh, he ached for that. He moaned and dropped his lips over the sweet, heavy prick.

      A cut-off huff came from the dragon as he took that cock in, and then the dragon cleared his throat, but his voice was still husky as he spoke. “You’re imagining me inside you.”

      He was, but he wouldn’t admit it. Not that he could; his mouth was full.

      The dragon began to push, sliding the thick meat along his tongue, spreading his lips. He wrapped one hand around the base, preventing Dragon from going too deep and dislodging his mask. This only worked if he remained anonymous.

      It didn’t seem to bother the dragon, he continued to rock, fucking Seamus’s mouth.

      He moaned, slapping the thick shaft, swallowing and slurping around the heavy tip.

      The hands rubbing through his hair grabbed hold, keeping him still as the dragon fucked his mouth, so he opened up, giving himself over. He did his best to pleasure Dragon, return the favor.

      The roar wasn’t loud, but it was deep, and it went through him as the dragon shot, spunk filling his mouth. He swallowed hard, taking the salty, spicy seed in, his brain swimming.

      The hands in his hair loosened, and one slid down along his cheek, from next to his eye to below the bottom of the mask, stroking gently. “You’ve got a mouth made for fucking, Kitty.”

      He nuzzled in, just for a second, licking the heavy meat clean before he let it pop free. “You’ve got a cock worth sucking.”

      His voice was blown.

      The dragon pushed his bottle of water into his hand. “Hydrate, Kitty.”

      “Thank you.” He balanced and drank deep, swaying on his tiptoes.

      “Come back inside for another dance.” It definitely wasn’t a question.

      “I need to clean myself up. I made a mess.”

      A very satisfied smile crossed the dragon’s lips. “There’s a bathroom just inside. We’ll get you cleaned up in no time.”

      “Yes. Please.” He needed to clean up and escape before he got himself in trouble.

      The dragon tugged his shirt back down and patted his ass.

      Seamus grunted, but he couldn’t help his smile.

      They went back in, the music assaulting his ears as soon as they opened the door. The dragon’s hand landed on his back, guiding him to the bathrooms.

      He couldn’t believe how wild it was in there, how he’d simply forgotten the crowd. Dragon led him to the handicap stall, which had its own sink. The door was closed and locked. “There, you don’t have to pull your prick out in public.”

      “Thank you.” He ran the water, unzipping his jeans to clean himself off.

      “Mmm. Even prettier than I imagined.”

      He blushed, his prick jumping. “Not decorated like yours.”

      “But pretty nonetheless. And the lack of decoration can totally be fixed.” The dragon reached out, finger sliding from the base of his cock to the tip.

      His lips parted on a gasp. “I wish.”

      “The best wishes can come true.” The dragon repeated the touch, finger cool against the heat of his cock.

      His belly drew up, his cock lifting toward the dragon’s touch.

      “You’re good for a twofer. Impressive.” The dragon continued to stroke, attention shifting between his cock and his face.

      “Are we taking up the stall?” He reached out, found one nipple and stroked.

      The dragon purred for him. Then he glanced over the top of the stall. “No, we’re good if we’re quick.”

      “Are you going to be quick?” He had to tease.

      “I’d rather push you up against the wall and nail you to it. For about an hour. Maybe two.”

      “You have some staying power with that beast, then.”

      “I do indeed. When I’m inspired. And you, Kitty, are an inspiration.”

      A flush covered him, and his cock throbbed. Lord, he wanted to mount up and ride.

      The dragon pulled a condom package out of his back pocket. “I’ve got lube too.”

      “You came prepared.” He licked his lips, and he rocked into the dragon’s touch.

      “I had a feeling about tonight.”

      “It’s packed out there.” If they wanted to get laid, they could.

      “I’m interested in what’s in here.”

      “Are you now?” Oh, that felt fucking fine.

      “Yes.” The dragon grabbed his hand and tugged him close, up against all those muscles.

      The man was hot against him, especially against his bare cock, which ached for that sweet touch. The leather was a tease, almost as good as skin. He felt like the best kind of slut, rubbing and rocking into Dragon like he was made for it.

      Dragon brought their mouths back together, giving him more of those mind-blowing all-consuming kisses. He also pushed at Seamus’s jeans, working them down.

      He dove in, groaning and sucking Dragon’s tongue, their masks clicking together.

      The hands on his ass squeezed, one finger slipping into his crack. It had been a while—he wasn’t a virgin, but he had to be careful, so he didn’t bottom often. So when that finger pushed at his hole, he clenched automatically. Dragon stroked his hole instead, and his other hand disappeared.

      “I’ll use plenty of lube.”

      “Thanks.” He couldn’t believe he was doing this in a bathroom at a club.

      “It will be my pleasure. And yours.” Then Dragon kissed him again and a moment later, a warm, slick finger pushed at his hole once more, this time breaching it easily. Dragon just sent the tip in. He bore down, trying to demand more, and that finger disappeared. Dragon’s dark chuckle sounded. “I’m driving, boy.”

      “Not a boy.” Still, the words had sent a shiver through him, hadn’t it?

      “You could be. Just say the word.”

      He shook his head. This was a one-off. For his birthday.

      “Your loss.” Dragon pushed his finger deeper.

      “Maybe it’s—uhn—yours.”

      “Oh, it’s definitely mine as well.” Dragon worked a second finger inside him, the stretch bringing a burn, an ache with it this time.

      He arched, riding that touch as best he could. That touch lit off fires inside him that made him want to scream. He bet if he did no one would hear him, not with Dragon’s tongue down his throat, that hot mouth muffling any sound he might make.

      The touch pegged him over and over, and he did scream, shivering with need. It was as if Dragon knew exactly where his buttons were and how to press them. He was going to shake apart, sweat poured down his back, his balls throbbing.

      “Wait for me, Kitty. No coming until I’m inside you.” Dragon’s fingers disappeared.

      “Fuck. Fuck, I need it.” His teeth were bared, his world spinning.

      “Turn and face the wall.” Dragon moved him, before pressing up behind him.

      He hid his eyes, pushed his ass out like a cat in heat. He’d never see this man again.

      Dragon purred and dragged his hands along Seamus’s ass. The right hand came down, swatting his right ass cheek, but before he could do more than gasp, that thick cock was pressed against his hole, hot as a brand.

      His fingers clenched and he pushed back, his body spreading, burning.

      “Eager kitty. Why hasn’t anyone snapped you up yet?” The question came as Dragon sank in to the hilt, filling him so fucking good.

      “Fuck me!” He wasn’t going to answer that question. Not now.

      “Pushy, pushy kitty.” Dragon pulled out, then slammed in again, good and hard, and pushed him up against the wall, his cock hitting the cold tile. He rolled back, scratching at the wall. He didn’t want this to stop.

      Dragon’s hands wrapped around his waist, fingers digging in hard as the pounding really began. He was pulled back into each of Dragon’s thrusts.

      He should be screaming. He should be hurting.

      He was on fire.

      They rutted like animals, bodies coming together with sharp slaps of flesh on flesh. Anyone coming in would hear and know exactly what was going on, and at the moment, he had no fucks to give about that. He just didn’t want Dragon’s pounding to stop.

      Fortunately, Dragon seemed to be on his second wind, driving into him over and over. It was glorious and wild, and Dragon was making these grunts and growls that just added to Seamus’s pleasure.

      He rocked back, riding hard, moving on that heavy cock, the dragon’s curls tickling his ass.

      Dragon’s teeth closed over the skin of his shoulder, where it met his neck. “You’re so fucking tight. So good.”

      “Good.” He totally agreed. This was fucking amazing.

      His body pushed up against the tile again and again, Dragon shoving him against it with each and every thrust. He added his strength to the thrusts, but Dragon was so strong, keeping him right there.

      Then Dragon’s teeth dug in, the hold turning into a bite, the pain moving through him like a lightning bolt.

      “Fuck!” He came hard, the utter shock of the bite sending him over the edge.

      “Yes.” Dragon hissed the word and slammed into him one more time.

      He swore he could feel the heat filling the condom. His spent cock throbbed, managing one last spurt.

      Dragon’s teeth eased from his shoulder as the thick cock eased out of his ass. With what sounded oddly like purring, Dragon placed soft kisses across the back of his neck.

      He moaned softly, his body feeling at once like it was lit up and sated.

      Dragon finally slid his fingers away from Seamus’s waist and the next thing he knew, his jeans were being drawn up, the strong fingers tucking him into them, before Dragon tugged up his zipper.

      Right. Right. Fantasy over. “Thank you, Mr. Dragon.”

      “Mmm. Thank you, little kitty.” Dragon turned him and took another kiss. “You need another water and I want another dance.”

      “Oh…” His belly tightened. “I’ll take both of those.”

      “Good deal.” Dragon adjusted Seamus’s mask, then his own. Then held out a hand to him.

      He slid his hand into Dragon’s. Maybe the fantasy could last a few minutes more.
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      Ru was having the time of his life. Mask nights were the best. Anonymity loosened people up and he always got to dance with some slinky, sexy sub. Tonight, he’d gotten more than that, and this sexy kitty pushed all his buttons.

      He stalked his way back to the dance floor, Kitty’s hand in his. Hot, strong, willing. He was still fucking hard.

      When they got back to the dance floor, he put the kitty in front of him, and one hand on Kitty’s belly, he pressed up close along Kitty’s back and moved them together.

      The scent of this one was sex and male and need—even now—and he’d taken his bite without thinking, just in case one of the others intended to lay claim. He buried his face where the mark was, breathing in deeply.

      Groaning, he tugged Kitty back harder into the basket of his hips and rubbed, all but fucking, right there on the dance floor.

      “God, you’re pure sex.” Kitty rolled his hips, teasing him awfully, making his prick throb.

      “I was just thinking the same thing about you.” He sidestepped them out of the way of a bear and bear cub.

      “Oh, they’re adorable.”

      “They totally are. It’s always nice to see a leather-daddy with his cub.” He humped against Kitty’s ass, loving the slide of that ass against him.

      “Oh.” Sweet kitty. That got him a shiver, a full-body one.

      He didn’t want this night to end. He wanted to explore everything with this sexy man. Everything. He wanted to make Kitty’s head spin, like the scent of the man made him dizzy.

      He wanted to see those bright green eyes go wide with need again. He closed his eyes and shut out everything but the music and the two of them, and let his body move with the kitty’s, focused on just that.

      Ru could feel the music, the energy, thrumming around them, and under that, he felt Kitty’s heart. He felt each beat, thudding against his chest. Beating for him.

      One song melted into another, this one dark, sultry, sensual as hell. He licked at his bite mark, his tongue tingling at the contact.

      “Oh.” Kitty dropped his chin down with a moan.

      He took that as an invitation to keep licking, each touch making his cock throb. He felt like he was drugged, like he was in a haze of heat and sex and music.

      “Who’s your new boy there?” His oldest friend, Paz, sidled up next to him, a pair of birds in either arm.

      “My kitty.” The words came out growlier than he’d intended.

      “Meow.” Paz laughed at him. “Possessive old dragon.”

      “Fuck off.” He tugged his kitty tighter against him. “We’re dancing here.”

      Paz cackled, dancing his little birds toward the bar.

      “Friend of yours?” Kitty asked.

      “Indeed.” He didn’t want to talk about Paz though. He wanted to drag Kitty up to his lair and nail the man to his mattress. Multiple times.

      Possibly for multiple years.

      Oh, he could imagine that, his own kitty collared with a bell.

      Groaning, he pulled his kitty off the dance floor and to the bar to grab a couple bottles of water. He pressed one into Kitty’s hands.

      “I have a place close by.”

      “A place? Thank you.” Kitty sucked down his water, throat working.

      “A place—you know, where I live. With a hundred percent less people and a bed.”

      Kitty lowered the water bottle, and Ru smelled his disappointment. “Oh. I’m not out. I couldn’t have even come here without the mask.”

      “I wouldn’t tell anyone what you look like without the mask, my dear kitty.” He knew all about keeping secrets.

      Mister Kitty searched his eyes, the hunger obvious, and he nodded. “I—”

      Someone—a raven—bumped into his lion. “Brother. It’s time to go.”

      “What? But…”

      “Now, Seamus. Please!” The raven was radiating pain, fear, and his lion turned to his brother, growling low.

      “Who hurt you?”

      “We have to go.”

      Now it was Ru’s turn to growl. This night was not about hurting or fear. “Tell me who and I’ll have security deal with them.”

      “Please, Seamus. He’s here.”

      “I have to go. Thank you for everything.” Lion put one arm around the raven and the boys ran, beelining to the front door.

      Ru scanned the dance floor, then the rest of the place, looking to see if anyone was taking undue interest in the raven. He didn’t find anyone, and that had him growling deeper in his chest.

      Someone was fouling the nest at his place, not to mention that his sexy little kitten was scrambling across the parking lot into a bright red sports car.

      A promising evening had ended in anger and disappointment. His high was rapidly fading away, leaving only unpleasantness.

      He was careful, though, watching everyone out in the street, making sure no one was watching the pair or followed the sports car as it tore off down the street. Then he stalked back inside, and scanned the crowd, looking for anyone out of place, looking for anyone who seemed to be in trouble. He would spend the rest of the night on patrol.
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      Seamus focused on his opponent. He’d taken his blows, made everything look good, but he was tired. He needed this bout over with.

      He did a roundhouse kick, following it with a well-timed punch, thankful as fuck that Ed went down for the count.

      Seamus was exhausted and ready to shower and sleep. He felt like he was hungover still from the other night. Hell, the bite was still a lurid bruise.

      Thank god no one had asked.

      The referee counted Ed out and grabbed his wrist, raising his arm up in the air. The crowd cheered and stamped their feet, the noise huge for a moment.

      He did his victory dance, even though he was wrecked, giving the audience their show. This was the important part now. Giving them someone to cheer for.

      Danny, his manager, would parade him through the throng and try to get him to his dressing room as quickly as possible while still schmoozing the right people.

      He climbed out of the ring, and Danny helped him with his robe. “Let’s go, buddy.”

      He held up his hands to bump fists with people as he walked by. They stopped at one guy Danny actually introduced him to, though Seamus didn’t hear who he was. He just needed to get out of the crowd.

      He nodded, already a million miles away.

      They finally got to the dressing room, and there were more people there, goddamn it. He just wanted to stand under the shower for a zillion years.

      “Dan? Seamus?” Mick Arnold was the owner of his biggest sponsor—Fight Water. Nice guy, but Jesus.

      “Hey, Mick,” he muttered.

      “That was a great fight tonight. You rocked it out there.”

      He nodded. He just wanted everyone to go away. He needed them to.

      “These are my buddies, Drew Swift and Ru Stone.”

      He forced himself to smile and shake, first one and then… He blinked up into instantly familiar eyes. “Dragon,” he mouthed before he could stop himself.

      The blue eyes stared into his, still so intense, even without the mask. “Kitty,” the man mouthed back, shaking just a little too long.

      Dark hair framed those eyes, and he wanted to slide right into those strong arms, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t.

      “Nice to meet you both. Enjoy yourselves.”

      “Mick’s doing his best to make sure we do. That was an intense fight. I’m sure you have a cooldown routine you need to attend to and Mick’s promised us a round at the city’s trendiest nightclub.” Oh, that was smooth.

      Right. “I do. Night, guys. Have a ball. Night!”

      He took the escape. They couldn’t do this. He was an MMA fighter, and that could make things hard.

      Still, he watched the man—what had Mick called him? Ru?—walk away, that ass begging to be grabbed.

      Damn.

      Oh well, it wasn’t his to grab. He was going to take a nice long shower, and then he was going to go home and pout.

      Mightily.

      Dan helped him get rid of the gloves. “Mick wants you to meet them at the O Spot.”

      “You know I don’t go out after a fight.” What? He was supposed to go ogle women? No way.

      “He’s your biggest sponsor. What would it hurt to grab an orange juice or something with the guy and his friends?”

      Mick was a peacock, who just wanted to show him off, big himself up.

      “When have you been all ‘go grab an orange juice at a nightclub’? Will they even let me in alone?” Maybe he could just take his asshole brother.

      “Since Mick is giving us a shitload of money for your training, man.”

      “For the bout I just won.” God. He stormed into the shower, slamming the door behind him. He wasn’t out. He wasn’t sure about anything right now—he was tired and buzzed and freaked out.

      Those fucking eyes had stared right into him. Burning him up—all the way.

      The bite burned, speaking of, aching deep into the muscle. He turned the water hotter and let it pound down onto him.

      He wanted to jack off. He wanted to go home and sleep for two days. He did not want to go to some club and be shown off like a pony just because some guy sponsored him.

      One glass of juice and then he was leaving. It would prove to them all he wasn’t the guy from the Prism club.

      “I’ll come with you, run a bit of interference. You know I wouldn’t ask you to do it if it wasn’t important.”

      “Get out, man. I’m in the shower. We’ll do it. One drink and I’m out.” He growled softly, so frustrated.

      “Okay. Okay. Backing off.” The door to the shower shut noisily.

      “Fucker. Shit.” He washed off the bite, the soap making everything sting, but it didn’t seem infected, so he let it go. He stayed in the shower longer than he normally would have, but he knew he was putting off the inevitable.

      Seamus just needed to get this done. Just finish it.

      He dressed in loose, nondescript clothes, and before he knew it, Dan had him in a car heading downtown.

      Yay.

      They were on the list at the door, and Mick waved him and Dan over from a VIP table. He had Ru and the other guy with him and half a dozen girls. Great.

      “Hey.” He sat gingerly, nodding to everyone.

      Ru gave him a warm smile and maneuvered the girl he’d been sitting with to the other side. “So you’re a fighter.”

      “I am. Did you enjoy the bout?”

      “I’m not sure watching two men beat the living shit out of each other is my game. I like beating, but it usually involves more pleasure than what you do.” Ru spoke quietly, for his ears only.

      His cheeks burned, but hopefully no one could tell with the lights and the bruises. “I don’t know. I was having fun.”

      That was totally a lie.

      “Really? You didn’t look it.” Ru shifted just the slightest bit so they were touching along one side. It wasn’t suspicious at all, as tightly as they were packed in the couch. “You don’t look like you’re enjoying this much either.”

      “I’m not a big partier after a fight.”

      “No, and our host is a big-headed macho ass.” Ru’s smile was not friendly. “This is his attempt to curry favor with me and Drew, and to aggrandize himself. I’d much rather spend the rest of the evening with you. Kitty.”

      “Odd nickname…” He needed this to back off a little, because Ru was fascinating. Utterly fascinating.

      One of Ru’s eyebrows went up. “I believe you know where it came from.”

      Before he could answer, Mick pushed a champagne glass into his hand and a girl plopped down on his lap. “Champagne service for my best investment!”

      “I want orange juice.” He wasn’t a champagne guy.

      “Come on! We’re celebrating!”

      Dan took the glass of champagne from him and set it on the table. “Sorry, man, but he’s in training. No alcohol.”

      “Okay, fine, but at least take the champagne floozie.”

      “This is someone’s daughter,” growled Ru. “And the man just went ten rounds with a bear—I imagine he’s looking forward to some downtime.”

      Mick snorted. “I can’t believe Paz is partners with such a prude.”

      “I’m not a prude, Mick. I’m a man of the times where women aren’t commodities.” Ru stood and helped the champagne girl to her feet and handed her a bunch of bills. “Thank you, my dear, but we don’t need your services any longer.”

      Mick sputtered a few times, mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water.

      Seamus looked at Dan, grateful as hell that there were two men here that seemed to have his back.

      “I’m just trying to show everyone a good time,” Mick protested.

      “I’m tired, man. It was a long damn fight. I won, though, right?”

      “I’ve got my car just around the corner. Why don’t I make sure you get home?” Ru suggested.

      Seamus thought that was a very dangerous suggestion.

      “Do you mind, man?” Dan asked. “That way I can party here with Mick and our athlete can go to bed.”

      “I don’t mind at all.”

      There wasn’t much Mick could say about that, was there?

      Mick nodded. “Come back to play, Ru, after you drop the kid off.”

      “If I get a chance. If not—night all.” Ru gave a half wave.

      Man, and he didn’t even get his orange juice. “See ya.”

      He followed Ru out. That ass… He took a breath and kept walking, telling himself not to spring wood.

      That wasn’t for him.

      He wasn’t out.

      He couldn’t have Ru.

      The night was nice and cool, the wind hitting them immediately.

      “Ah…” Ru took a long breath.

      “Yeah. Better. You sure you can give me a ride, man?”

      “I’m sure.” Those eyes turned to him. “It’s nice to meet you without the mask.”

      “I can’t believe you recognized me.”

      “No? You recognized me,” Ru pointed out. “And how could I not recognize those eyes?”

      “Ditto.” He felt himself heat, all the way down.

      “There you go.” Ru pointed to a dark blue Tesla parked halfway down the street. “That’s me.”

      “Thanks.” What was he doing? What was he thinking?

      Ru opened his door for him before going around and sliding into the driver’s seat. The car started and they moved onto the road, the engine so weirdly quiet.
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