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When an air dragon finishes his penance to the king, he can finally track down his mate... but he discovers he’s not the only one looking for him.

	 

	 

	Agnoroth knew Kristof Merrill was his mate the second he scented him. Letting him go after holding him in his arms, even for a brief second, had been beyond difficult. Staying away from him for almost eight months to complete his penance to the king was damn near torture. Now Agnoroth is free to find and woo Kristof. His human is understandably wary, considering the first time they’d met Agnoroth had helped kidnap Kristof’s friend. Even with the mate-pull on his side, Kristof resists. Can Agnoroth make up for his lapse in judgment and earn his mate’s trust?

	 

	Reader Advisory: This story follows events that happened in Melting his Fiery Heart, part of the Winter Magic anthology.

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	I can smell autumn dancing in the breeze. The sweet chill of pumpkin and crisp sunburnt leaves.

	~Unknown

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Agnoroth knew he’d fucked up.

	The story of my life.

	The Fates had been laughing at him that day over eight months before. Agnoroth had met his mate—Kristof—the other half of his soul, while helping the fire dragon, Perentian, kidnap the man’s friend. The friend—Riley—had been mated to another dragon named Dagskon. Perentian had claimed Dagskon had stolen a valuable gem from him. The plan had been to use Riley as a bargaining chip to get the gem back.

	The plan hadn’t worked, naturally.

	Along the way, Agnoroth had run into his half-brother, Kazeem, who was also mated with one of Kristof’s best friends. A human named Stefan. Kazeem had explained the truth of the matter—that Perentian had stolen the gem from the dragon king, and Dagskon had returned it to the king. Once he’d known the truth, Agnoroth had released Riley, but the damage was done.

	Kidnapping a mate was a very serious crime.

	Agnoroth had been fortunate. Since Kazeem had stood up for him, speaking on his behalf to the king, Agnoroth had been given a reduced sentence. For helping Perentian—even though it’d been under false pretenses and duress—Agnoroth had still served six months in the king’s service as a gardener.

	He knew Perentian had been put to death, but kidnapping a mate hadn’t been his only crime. Fortunately, before the sentence had been carried out, Perentian had revealed where he’d hidden the crystal orb he’d stolen from him. That had been the main reason Agnoroth had agreed to help the dragon. He’d wanted his gem back, so he’d been sympathetic to the fire dragon’s desire.

	Being an air dragon, Agnoroth hadn’t minded the work. He’d used his magick to blow the leaves into piles instead of actually raking. His abilities also made it easy for him to throw gusts of wind at trees to knock off ripe fruit, then guide them into his basket.

	While the chores were menial, Agnoroth had found he’d enjoyed them, making his six-month sentence fly by.

	Agnoroth stared at the apartment building. “And now I’m here,” he mumbled, rubbing the back of his neck. He hadn’t revealed who Kristof was to him to anyone. “Time to see if he’ll even talk to me.”

	Tipping his head back, Agnoroth enjoyed the cool autumn breeze caressing his cheeks. He thought about that moment when he’d had Kristof in his arms. Grabbing his mate to stop him from interfering with Perentian had been spine-tingling. The feel of the human’s body, even through the thick winter clothes, had caused his dick to swell. A second later, realizing who Kristof was to him and how their first interaction was about to go, Agnoroth had damn near felt his heart break.

	So much for making a good first impression, but I’ll make him understand.

	For the last several weeks, Agnoroth had been watching Kristof’s movements. He knew his mate worked as a mechanic and used a motorcycle to commute. The sight of Kristof on his older model Indian always caused Agnoroth’s blood to heat and his dick to thicken.

	Watching from the park bench across the street from the apartments, Agnoroth waited. He glanced at his watch and saw the time was twenty after six. Anticipation began to surge through him.

	If Kristof kept with his pattern, he would be home within the next few minutes.

	Agnoroth hummed as the sound of Kristof’s Indian reached his ears. Peering down the road, he watched as his mate appeared. The man’s faded jeans molded to his body, showcasing his very fine ass and his long, muscular legs.

	As his mouth watered, Agnoroth rose to his feet. He kept his focus on Kristof as he exited the park and headed to the crosswalk. As Agnoroth waited for the light to change, Kristof parked his motorcycle and took off his helmet.

	The way Kristof’s muscles flexed drew a groan from Agnoroth’s throat. He reached down and adjusted his growing erection as he watched Kristof unhook his backpack from the back of the bike. The beep of the crosswalk signal registered, and Agnoroth started swiftly across the street.

	By the time Agnoroth reached the other side, Kristof was already heading up his walk toward his apartment building. He continued at a leisurely pace, hoping to reach his mate’s door a moment after he’d entered his home. Just before Kristof reached the stairs that led to his third-floor apartment, someone called Kristof’s name.

	Agnoroth slowed his steps as he watched a tall, muscular blond man jog the last couple of steps to reach Kristof’s side. When Kristof turned his attention toward the man, a scowl curved his lips. Kristof’s eyes narrowed, and his expression darkened as he took in the man who was an inch taller and just as broad.

	“What do you want, Casey?” Kristof asked, stepping back when the man—Casey—tried to reach out and touch him.

	Casey smiled widely as he swept his gaze over Kristof in what was clearly a hungry manner. “Aww, don’t sound like that, Kristof,” Casey all but purred in a deep rumble. “You’ve been avoiding my calls, so I had to come by.” Once again, Casey stepped closer and reached for Kristof, resting his palm on his leather-jacket-covered arm. “I’ve missed you.”

	Kristof growled softly as he turned, pulling away. “I told you we were through, Casey,” he stated, his tone beyond cold. “Take off.”

	“You don’t mean that,” Casey cried, grabbing at his arm again.

	“I do mean that,” Kristof countered, half-turning to face him. “All I wanted was fidelity, and you couldn’t give me that, so we’re through.”

	Casey’s lecherous expression disappeared as his eyes narrowed. His features took on a hard look. “You went away for two weeks without telling me. That wasn’t my fault,” he declared. “Besides, it was just a blowjob.” Casey scoffed. “I don’t even know how you found out about it in the first place.”

	“How I found out is beside the point,” Kristof growled. “And I did tell you. Now, let go of me before I—”

	“Before you what?” Casey demanded, his blue eyes flashing with anger. “You gonna hit me, Kris?” His lip curled as he leaned close. “You’re not into that, remember? I am, and if you think for a second that you get to decide to walk away from me before I’m done with you, then—”

	“Then you should listen to Kristof and walk away,” Agnoroth declared, unable to stand by and watch his mate be manhandled. By the time he finished speaking, Agnoroth had reached their side. “Release him now.”

	Casey didn’t obey. Instead, he pinned Agnoroth with a scathing look. “Keep walkin’, fem,” he ordered, sneering. “You don’t wanna get involved in this.”

	Agnoroth ignored the insult—fem, short for effeminate. He’d heard it before. Due to the fact that he was an air dragon, his voice in human form came out a surprisingly high tenor. That didn’t bother him.

	What bothered him was the fact that Casey wasn’t obeying.

	Fighting back his desire to unleash his claws and tear into the asshole human, Agnoroth narrowed his eyes and hissed, “I’m already involved.”

	Kristof’s gasp drew both men’s attention. His mate’s dark eyes appeared wide, betraying his shock. Even his face began to pale.

	Damn. Not the reaction I was hoping for.

	Oh, wait. That’s a flush. And did he just glance toward my groin?

	Nice!

	“Hi, Kristof.” Agnoroth did his best to keep his voice soothing and warm. “Sorry, I’m late.”

	“Agnoroth!”

	Upon hearing Kristof whisper his name, a deep sense of satisfaction flooded Agnoroth.

	He remembers me.

	“You know this guy?” Casey snapped, reminding both men of his presence.

	Agnoroth lifted his hand to Casey’s shoulder and squeezed, carefully modulating his much-greater dragon’s strength. “Yes, Casey. Kristof and I know each other.” He pinned a glare on the man, letting just a little of his dragon through. “Let my boyfriend go, Casey.”

	Even as the stench of fear flooded the air, Casey gave Agnoroth a belligerent smile. “Your boyfriend?” He turned to focus on him, which meant he released Kristof. “He ain’t yours, fem. He’s mine. Has been for—”

	“I dumped your ass at the beginning of the year, Casey,” Kristof claimed. “I don’t belong to anyone. I’m my own man.” He pointed at Agnoroth, his dark eyes sparking. “That means I ain’t yours, either.”

	Making a mental note to watch his use of possessives, Agnoroth dipped his head in acquiescence as he used his hold to shove Casey toward the grass. “My apologies, Kristof. I’ll remember that.”

	Casey must have been surprised by the force of Agnoroth’s shove, for his eyes widened. “This ain’t over, Kristof,” he declared, raising his hand and pointing at him.

	Before either of them could respond, Casey spun and stalked away.

	Agnoroth watched Casey until he disappeared around the corner, then turned his attention back to Kristof. Except, Kristof no longer stood there. Lifting his gaze, Agnoroth spotted his mate’s third-floor apartment door clicking shut.

	Shit.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Kristof slammed the door behind him and rested his back against it. A second later, he reached over and remembered to flick the lock. Blowing out a rough breath, he fought against the mix of arousal and guilt that surged through him in equal measure.

	Grimacing, Kristof pressed the heel of his palm against his fly and the base of his throbbing erection.

	Holy shit. I thought it was a fluke.

	Kristof ruthlessly pushed that thought from his mind. Yanking his phone from his pocket, he wondered who he should call about Agnoroth’s unexpected appearance. Even though the air dragon had gotten him out of a tight spot with his ex-boyfriend, Kristof couldn’t imagine the male was there for a good reason.

	Hell, the only time Kristof had met Agnoroth, the dragon had been helping another of his kind kidnap his buddy, Riley.

	Kristof figured contacting Kazeem was the obvious choice. The water dragon—who specialized in manipulating ice—was Agnoroth’s half-brother. The problem was, the dragon shifter who was mated to Kristof’s good buddy, Stefan, lived hours away in Steamboat Springs.

	The natural second was Benjamin Sturgis. The earth dragon was mated to another of Kristof’s best buddies, Cory. The pair lived in Denver so could get there fast. Plus, Benji was a pretty down-to-earth guy, so he wouldn’t overreact even as he came to aid him.

	Ha! Earth dragon. Down-to-earth!

	Ugh! Focus, dumb-ass.

	Kristof’s indecision cost him.

	Soft tapping sounded on the other side of the door. “Kristof Merrill.” Agnoroth’s surprisingly high-pitched voice could still easily be heard. “Open the door, Kristoff.”

	Gasping at the way Agnoroth’s sexy accented voice said his name, Kristof felt his stomach clench as need rushed through him.

	Oh, fuck! Why do I love the sound of his voice?

	“Kristof, you know that I could easily break this lock. Just open the door.” After an instant, Agnoroth murmured, “I won’t hurt you, Kristof. You have my word on my honor as a dragon.”

	Seeing as Kristof had no idea if that meant anything, Kristof murmured back, “Give me a minute, please.” As he dialed Cory’s number, he figured being polite would be the best way to get a few minutes leeway.

	“I’m not leaving, Kristof,” Agnoroth replied, his voice quiet. “Not until I have a chance to speak with you... in private and face to face.”

	That was sort of what Kristof was afraid of. He felt shame at his responses because he found the bigger, broader man sexy as fuck. Just hearing his voice caused his prick to stand up and beg for attention.

	The problem was, Agnoroth was the enemy.

	Wasn’t he?

	Then why did he help me?

	“Hey, Kristof. Don’t tell me you’re begging off dinner,” Cory greeted. “We’ve had this planned for weeks! Feasting at Chen’s!”

	Kristof winced.

	Shit! How did I not remember our plan to over-eat at the Chinese buffet-style restaurant in celebration of Cory’s promotion?

	Hearing the soft knocking on the other side of the door, Kristof remembered.

	“Stop knocking!” Kristof barked. “If you’re really legit you’ll let me verify it!”

	Even as Kristof heard a soft chuckle coming from the other side of the door, he grumbled into the phone, “I didn’t forget about our dinner, but I had an unexpected visitor. I need to talk to Benji. He around?”

	“Oooo-kaaaay. Heading to Benji’s office,” Cory responded. “Who is it?”

	“Agnoroth,” Kristof replied, seeing no reason not to tell his buddy.

	“Agnor... who is—Oh, shit!”

	Cory’s next cry of Benji was easily heard through the phone line, but Kristof knew it wasn’t directed at him.

	There were muffled voices, Cory obviously talking to Benji, then the dragon’s deep voice filled Kristof’s ear. “Is it true?” Benji asked gruffly. “Agnoroth is at your place?”

	“Yeah,” Kristof confirmed.

	“I’m on my way.”

	“Benji, wait a sec,” Kristof called, afraid Benji was going to disconnect the line. “I have a question.”

	“First, are you safe? Injured?”

	Kristof rolled his eyes. “I’m not injured.” Glancing over his shoulder as if he could see through the door, he nibbled his lower lip for a second. “As far as safe, Agnoroth claims he won’t hurt me. Swears it on his honor as a dragon. Does that mean anything to your kind?”

	“Damn,” Benji muttered, sounding surprised. “Then he won’t hurt you. In fact, he would probably protect you if the situation came up while in his presence.”

	Nodding absently, Kristof realized that the man had already done it.

	Huh.

	“Then I guess you don’t need to come over,” Kristof claimed, even as butterflies took flight in his belly. “He says he wants to talk to me.”

	“I’m still on my way,” Benji stated. “Just because he won’t hurt you or allow you to be hurt, doesn’t mean him being there is a good thing.”

	“Okay. See you when you get here, then,” Kristof replied. It wasn’t as if he could stop the dragon shifter and his buddy from coming over. Knowing he should be grateful that the pair were willing to drop everything because he might be in danger, Kristof even remembered to say thanks before hanging up.

	Taking a deep breath, Kristof turned and unlocked the door. He gripped the handle, and after another pause to gird up his courage, he opened the door. Sweeping his gaze over Agnoroth, Kristof felt his blood heat in his veins.

	Agnoroth had his hands braced on either side of the door frame, having obviously been waiting patiently.

	Kristof couldn’t help but admire Agnoroth’s long, white hair, pale blue eyes, and chiseled features. His pale green polo shirt and black leather pants molded to his body as if they’d been painted on. While his frame was lean and toned, Kristof knew that the dragon had plenty of hidden strength.

	The image of being pinned to the wall and pounded into by the beautiful dragon flashed through Kristof’s mind. His blood pooled south, causing his balls to tingle. His heart fluttered in his chest.

	A low growl rumbled from Agnoroth, and Kristof snapped his attention back to his face. The dragon’s blue eyes appeared to glow with the intensity of his stare.

	“I can guess at what you’re thinking, Kristof,” Agnoroth murmured, his tenor a rumbling purr. “Say it, and I will do it.” He glanced pointedly at Kristof’s groin, where he knew his erection pressed blatantly against his fly. “It would be my deepest pleasure.”

	Kristof’s mouth went dry as he listened to Agnoroth’s voice. The melodious tenor somehow felt like a physical caress against his skin. The hairs on his neck stood on end, and he clenched his hands to keep from reaching out and touching.

	Finally, Agnoroth’s words registered. “Y—” Kristof swallowed hard, trying to get moisture to his throat. “You’re hitting on me?”

	Agnoroth chuckled roughly as he straightened from his stance, then took a step forward. “If you have to ask, I must not be doing it properly.” When he rested his hands on Kristof’s upper arms and urged him backward a step, goose bumps broke out on his skin. “I’m doing more than hitting on you, Kristof.”

	The way Agnoroth slid his hands up Kristof’s arms to his shoulders, then slipped inside his jacket so he could knead lightly, sent a wash of tingles down his torso, and his nipples beaded.

	Kristof’s arousal made it difficult to think. He found himself staring at Agnoroth’s lips, wondering what they would taste like. Would he ravish Kristof’s mouth, taking and dominating? Or was his passion more of a slow burn? The move of Agnoroth’s head, dipping toward his, jerked Kristof out of his lustful musings.

	“Wait,” Kristof gasped, yanking backward and pulling away. He lifted his hands. “We can’t do this. You said you wanted to talk.”

	Agnoroth inhaled deeply as his eyes narrowed. Lowering his hands, he dipped his chin as he blew out his breath between pursed lips. Then he nodded once, as if coming to a decision, and returned his focus to Kristof’s face.

	“You’re right. You deserve an explanation.” Agnoroth turned and closed the still-open front door. When he focused on Kristof once more, lust still swam in his eyes, but the fire seemed to be banked. “And an apology.”

	Kristof cocked his head. “Apology?” The arousal must have still been effecting his brain because he wasn’t following.

	Arching one white-blond eyebrow, Agnoroth nodded. “For the incident with your friend.”

	Right. Of course.

	Nodding, Kristof beckoned as he led the way into his living room, removing his jacket and draping it over the back of a chair in the process. “Shouldn’t you really be apologizing to Riley, then? He’s the one you kidnapped.” He licked his lips as he settled on the sofa, then added, “Or maybe Dagskon, seeing as Riley is his mate?”

	“I’ll get to them... eventually.” Agnoroth sat beside him, close enough that their thighs touched, sending a thrill through Kristof. “You are more important.”

	“Important?” Kristof couldn’t help parroting the word. “Why?”

	Agnoroth lifted his left hand and crooked his fingers. Skimming the backs of his forefingers along Kristof’s jawline, he curved his lips into a hungry smile. “Because you, Kristof, are my mate.”

	“I-I’m—” Kristof leaped to his feet and faced the dragon. “Did you just say I’m your mate?”

	Nodding, Agnoroth lifted his hand and beckoned. “Please sit back down. Please.”

	Kristof felt his knees buckle, his body forcing him to do as Agnoroth urged, and he sank back onto the sofa. He struggled to wrap his mind around what the male was telling him. His gut clenched as he thought about the dreams he’d had of the man and the many jerk-off sessions where the dragon’s features swam through his mind.

	Not to mention the guilt... and now it all makes sense.

	Except.

	“That was at Christmas last year. That was over eight months ago.”

	When each of his friends had met their dragon mate, the shifter had pursued them with single-minded dedication until they’d bonded. It had happened fast, too... normally within a few days.

	“It’s September. I met you at the beginning of winter, and now it’s autumn! Where the hell have you been for almost nine months?”

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Upon hearing Kristof’s question, Agnoroth fought back a flinch. There was confusion in his mate’s tone... and something else, too.

	Hurt.

	Agnoroth had ached to return to Kristof, the need a physical thing. On a daily basis, he’d had to fight his dragon. Only reminding himself that he would be put to death if he didn’t complete his penance had kept him in control.

	It hadn’t occurred to Agnoroth that his human would be feeling the same pull, even if it was to a lesser extent.

	“I’m so sorry I couldn’t come sooner, Kristof,” Agnoroth murmured, reaching out to him. When his mate cringed away from him, a stab of pain cut through him. “We only met for a moment in the woods.”

	That brief encounter where Agnoroth had wrapped his arms around Kristof, holding him still while Perentian had issued his ultimatum, had fueled so many fantasies.

	“I wish things had been different when we met, but I can’t change the past,” Agnoroth told Kristof, lowering his hands to his lap. “Perentian had stolen something from me. Something I valued greatly, and he agreed to give it back to me if I helped him get his own gem back.” Scoffing, Agnoroth shook his head as he eyed Kristof solemnly. “Even thinking back on it, I’m not sorry I did it.”

	Kristof scowled. “You’re not sorry you helped an asshole kidnap my friend?”

	Put like that...

	Agnoroth shrugged. “No.” Needing to touch, to have some contact, he tried again. As he slid his fingertips up Kristof’s thigh, he murmured, “No, Kristof, because it brought me to you.”

	To Agnoroth’s pleasure, Kristof didn’t pull away. Instead, he glanced from Agnoroth’s hand to his face and back again before lightly resting his own hand over Agnoroth’s. On reflex, he tightened his grip before relaxing again.

	Kristof’s focus still appeared to be on their hands, but Agnoroth noticed how he kept giving his face side-long glances. His focus never seemed to make it to his eyes, however. As a few quiet minutes slipped by, Agnoroth couldn’t resist gently kneading the hard muscle of his mate’s thigh.

	Finally, Kristof murmured, “You still didn’t tell me where you were.”

	Agnoroth could scent Kristof’s pain, frustration, and even a little anger and need. His mate had needed, but he hadn’t understood why. The possibility hadn’t occurred to Agnoroth, but even if it had, he didn’t think he could have done anything about it.

	So, to make him understand now...

	“My half-brother is Kazeem. Did anyone tell you that?” Agnoroth began.

	After Kristof had nodded, he explained everything. He shared how he’d been in a cell for a couple of weeks pending the king’s decision. His penance had been six months manual labor as a gardener, and he told how he’d found he enjoyed the work. Then he’d come looking for his mate, but it had taken him a little while to find him.

	“You’ve been following me for several weeks?” Kristof whispered incredulously. His eyes grew wide. “How did I not know that? And why wait so long?”

	Agnoroth chuckled roughly. “I admit I struggled with how to approach you,” he shared, fighting against the heat he felt creeping up his neck.

	To Kristof’s pleasure, his admission seemed to relax his mate. His human grinned as he waggled his brows. “Good to know a dragon can succumb to nerves, too.”

	Losing the fight against his blush, Agnoroth knew his cheeks were pink. Before he could come up with a response, the chime of the doorbell rang through the room.

	Agnoroth growled. “If it’s that asshole again, I’m going to wring his neck,” he declared as he released Kristof and jumped to his feet. “Does Casey bother you often?”

	“That should be Benji,” Kristof told him, following. “He’s the one I called.”

	Squelching his growl took nearly all Agnoroth’s self-control. The fact that his mate called another dragon shifter for support rankled every damn one of his nerves. It didn’t matter that it was an irrational feeling.

	His mate was doing what he thought was necessary for his safety.

	A good policy to have.

	A fucking earth dragon, though. Gods, I hate them.

	An earth dragon was a pain in the butt for an air dragon to fight and counter. Probably similar to how difficult it was for a water dragon to fight a fire dragon. Their specialties were opposites. That made the fight a test of strength of will, creativity, and guile.

	If it wasn’t to the death, the fight would be fun, all things considered.

	When Agnoroth yanked open the door and spotted Benji, recognition hit. “Fuck!” he snarled gruffly. “I know you.”

	“And I you,” Benji declared, stepping over the threshold without an invitation. The earth dragon’s gaze slid past Agnoroth’s shoulder. “Kristof? Are you okay?”

	Agnoroth took a step back and to the side, allowing him to turn and keep both the other dragon and his mate in his sights.

	Kristof nodded, his expression sheepish. “Yeah. I’m okay.”

	Growling upon seeing the way Benji peered intensely at Kristof—as well as how his nostrils flared, obviously scenting him—Agnoroth stepped close to his mate and wrapped his arm around him. To his pleasure, Kristof sank into his side.

	An auburn-haired, hazel-eyed human pushed past Benji while saying, “Out of the doorway, hot stuff.” The human glanced between Kristof and Agnoroth, then dismissing him, went to Kristof. “Tell me what the hell is going on, Kris. You okay?”

	Agnoroth continued to growl low in his throat, but he didn’t make a move to stop the human as he grabbed Kristof’s upper arm, invading his space. Clenching his jaw, he reminded himself that these were his mate’s friends and allies. They were there to help him... even though Kristof didn’t need help to be safe from Agnoroth.

	These men don’t know that.

	“Yeah, yeah. I’m okay,” Kristof assured, patting the other human’s hand.

	Since Benji stood before him with his arms crossed and a glower on his face, Agnoroth assumed the human was Kristof’s friend, Cory. The pair had been mated for almost a year and a half. It was through Benji’s courtship of Cory that his own mate had learned that dragons existed.

	Lucky turn of chance, that.

	“Relax,” Kristof urged, lifting his hands in placation as he glanced between everyone. “Agnoroth isn’t here to hurt me.” As he watched, Kristof sucked in a deep breath, as if he was stealing himself up to say something tough or controversial. After blowing out that same breath, Kristof waved Agnoroth’s way as he stated, “Agnoroth is my mate. I’ve been dreaming about him for months. I—” His cheeks turned a deep red hue as he rubbed the back of his neck. Then he heaved a sigh as he flicked his gaze Benji’s way. “You all don’t lie about that kind of thing, right?”

	Agnoroth felt Benji’s hard gaze pinned on him. “No,” he muttered, his voice hard. “We don’t.” Then his eyes narrowed. “Do we?”

	Knowing exactly what Benji was implying—or searching for, perhaps—Agnoroth tipped his head just a little as he held the other dragon’s gaze. “No, we certainly do not lie about that kind of thing.”

	Even though Agnoroth understood why Kristof turned to Benji for confirmation, that didn’t mean he had to like it. Pushing his annoyance down deep, he smiled at his human. He loved hearing Kristof’s easy acceptance of being his mate.

	“Well, I guess you’ll be missing our Chinese buffet feast with us after all,” Cory stated, a cheeky smile on his face.

	Kristof cocked his head. “Huh? Why do you say that?”

	Cory laughed as he eased away from his friend and was immediately wrapped up by Benji’s open arms. “Because you two can’t stop staring at each other.” He winked when Kristof jerked his focus from where he and Agnoroth had been peering at each other to focus on him. “I couldn’t even go a couple of days without giving in to my need for Benji. I can’t imagine having waited for over eight months.” Waving his hand imperiously, Cory stated, “Go fuck. Bond. Have fun.” He winked. “We’ll enjoy Chinese another time.”

	Growling softly, Agnoroth returned his focus to Kristof, wondering how he would take his friend’s words. His mate’s face was a dark hue, but he gamely crossed his arms over his chest and tipped his chin up, peering down his nose at Cory.

	“Not like I haven’t walked out of your house a time or two when you and Benji started going at it,” Kristof commented dryly. “So don’t give me shit about staring at a hot man.”

	“He’s not giving you shit, are you, Cory?” Benji quickly countered, pulling his mate toward the door. Then he turned his attention to Agnoroth. “Congratulations.”

	Agnoroth tipped his head to the side as he felt his brows shoot up. “That’s it?” Upon seeing the questioning look in Benji’s eyes, he added, “You rush over here to check on Kristof, then leave just that fast?”

	Benji scoffed as he nodded. “You’re mates. This is something you have to work out between yourselves.” He glanced Kristof’s way, his meaning clear, then he started him and Cory toward the door once more. “Holler if you need anything.”

	“Like more lube or something!” Cory cried even as Benji closed the door behind them.

	Agnoroth flipped the lock, then focused on Kristof.

	Kristof shrugged. “They’re good friends.”

	Nodding, Agnoroth slowly began stalking toward his mate. “It’s always good to have friends,” he purred as he swept his gaze over the man. “But I’m just as glad that they’re gone.”
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