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The thudding bass shivers through the air, fur and tails whirling as people dace to the chaotic music. A slim cat with white fluffy fur, edges into the mass, he smiles and moves fluidly to the beat. His movements lithe as he wiggles his way deeper into the mass of dancers. His tail flicks in time to the fast music and his body shivers with the heavy bass.

Behind him is a dark, imposing shadow of a canine, his muzzle set as a fierce scowl, warding off any people who get too close to him or the feline. His dark eyes glitter under his heavy brow and his hands are looped through his belt.

He watches the feline, as well as the crowd, his body alert and tense, he moves with a grace that is fluid and quick. When a Lemur gets too close, the canine nudges him away with a quick motion, the male doesn't seem to notice.

With a flirty smile, the cat moves over to the canine. “Liam, come dance with me.” He purrs in a low, velvet voice, his tail flicking out behind him in a banner of soft, white fur.

Liam swallows, his eyes softening slightly. “Sorry sir. I cant. I have to keep an eye out for threats.” There is a heavy note of disappointment to his voice as he flicks his gaze down to the pale blue eyes of the feline in front of him. His hands clench at his belt loops as he stops himself from reaching out to him.

A pout touches the felines short muzzle, pain shooting through his eyes. “Liam...” He murmurs, “I told you to call me Chris.”

Flicking his gaze back to his charge, Liam gives a small smile. “Sorry Chris.” He says quietly, barely heard over the music. “It’s how I was trained.”

A low purr vibrates through Chris as he steps closer to Liam, the press of bodies around them warm the air and make his fur ripple, his chest brushing against Liam causing the canine to swallow nervously, his scent changing with arousal. “Why don’t you take a break, you never seem to relax.”

Liam takes a step back, his expression shuttering his emotions away. “Sorry Sir, I can’t. Why don’t you go enjoy yourself.” He nudges Chris back to the throng of bodies. As the cat leaves his side, he feels a pang.

Shoving the hurt away, he follows at a distance, the only safe way to deal with his charge. Keeping a watchful eye on the rich feline as he weaves his way sinuously through the crowd.

The night progresses as it usually does, Chris drinks quite a few beverages and his body language changes. He moves almost clumsily and at one point falls into a wall. Yet still refuses to head home.

Liam grabs him and pulls him upright, helping him move out of the club, despite the felines refusal. Moving through the hot, sweaty club they make it out into the cool night air, a rush of wind buffeting the cat’s long fluffy fur.

Chris presses against Liam, giggles pouring out of his mouth, his breath washing against the canines muzzle, smelling of alcohol. “You’re so strong...” He murmurs in between giggles, reaching up to feel Liam's bicep.

The canine tenses under his touch, gently pushing his hand away as he navigates through the parking lot to their car. His ears flick back against his skull, this cat will be the death of his control.

Frowning at the lack of response, Chris pokes his jaw. “Do you not like me?” He asks, his voice thick, tears pooling in his deep glacial eyes. “Cause I like you... You gotta nice face and you’re fun... When you’re not bein a jerk about your job...” He grins and runs his fingers through the soft short fur on Liam's neck.

The canine shivers, his gaze distant. “You’re my client.” He says slowly, not truly answering as he half drags Chris to the car.

“You don like me then...” Chris sniffles, his body sagging.

An explosive breath gusts out of Liam. “That’s not what I said.” He grunts, pulling the cat upright again. “C’mon were almost there.”

A couple seconds later, there is a beep as the armored car unlocks and a click as the door pops open. Shoving Chris into the seat. Liam pants over him, his expression pained as he looks into the deep pools of the felines eyes.

Chris reaches out and strokes Liam’s strong jaw. Feeling the muscles tense under his fingers. “You’re gorgeous.” He murmurs, his gaze soft, but unfocused.

Pain flashes through the canines eyes and he pulls back, arranging Chris in the car so that he is sitting comfortably. As he does so, he doesn’t look back at the felines face. Too afraid of what he will do if he does.

“Let’s get you home sir.” Liam murmurs, shutting the door with a careful click.

Blowing out a breath, he scrubs a hand over his face, a groan leaving him as he thumps his head back against the metal of the car. The thud reverberates through his skull. The cat is pushing him, and hes afraid that his feelings mirror those of Chris. He loves the damn furball. But he is his client.

He should ask to get reassigned. He can’t stay here while his feelings for his charge keep growing. It’s not practical. Glancing over to the cat, he feels his defenses crumble. This dang cat has been worming his way through the walls he so carefully built. He doesn’t want to hurt him. He knows that there was trauma in the past. With his parents passing when he was young... Liam doesn’t want to make those wounds open again. But he might have to, he can’t keep staying as his guard if he cares so deeply for the cat.

Blowing out a breath, Liam moves to the drivers seat and gets in. starting the car, he takes a look at Chris laying peacefully asleep on the seat next to him. Shaking his head, he drives them back to the felines house.

When they get there, Liam sets the cat up in his bed and leaves a glass of water at his bedside. With a final sigh, he pulls out his phone and moves to close the bedroom door behind him.

Might as well get this over with.
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His head feels like a woodpecker has taken to pounding on his skull. Groaning, Chris rolls over and cracks his eyes open. A glass of water sits there in front of him.

Wincing, he moves to sit up. Liam must have put him in bed, again. He takes the cup and guzzles it down, the liquid quite refreshing as it fills his dry mouth. Sitting on the edge of his bed, he’s still in the clothes from the club. Sighing, he stands and makes his way over to his bathroom, peeling the grungy clothes off of his body, he starts the shower and slips into the warm steaming water.

After a bit, he exits the shower, getting ready for his morning. He heads down the stairs to the kitchen, the warm bitter scent of coffee filling the air. Stepping into the bright kitchen, he notices Liam sitting on one of the chairs at the bar. He looks haggard, like he hasn't slept. His eyes bloodshot and his fur is rumpled.

Doing a double take, Chris moves over to him, his hand reaching out and brushing against Liam's cheek. “Are you okay?” He asks, his voice hushed.

Flinching away from the cat’s hand Liam looks down at his mug. “You’re new guard will be here this afternoon.” The canine says in a rough voice, his ears laying flat on his skull.

“What?” Chris gasps, his hand clutching at his throat. “Where are you going?”

Shaking his head, Liam scrubs a hand over the back of his neck. “I can’t stay here as your guard.” He says with a shrug, his mouth working as he mulls over what to say next.

Tears well up in Chris’ eyes and he feels a sharp pain lance through his heart. “It’s because of what I said?” He asks, his voice thick. His ears lay flat against his skull and his tail thrashes as he narrows his eyes at the canine. “Fine!” He yells, a sob escaping. “Leave! Like everyone else!”

The feline whirls on one paw and races up the stairs, slamming the door to his room. Sobs choking out of him as he tries to escape.

Liam rises as Chris runs away. “Wait-!” He calls, but the cat doesn’t listen. Slamming his hand down on the counter, he growls and rakes a hand over his scalp. “Way to confess your feelings, idiot.” He chastises himself. Moving out of the kitchen he makes his way up the stairs, following after the handsome feline.

As he gets to the top, he turns and knocks on the door. “Chris, please, I wasn’t done.” He calls through the gray wood.

“I don’t want to hear it!” Chris calls back, his voice thick and trembling. There is a few footsteps and another slam of a door.

He must have gone into his bathroom. Liam rests his head on the door and lets loose a heavy sigh. “Damn...” He mutters to himself. Banging his head against the wood he sighs again. He’s such an idiot. He should have phrased it different. He knew Chris has had problems with people he cares about leaving. Dammit, he should have confessed first, not said he was being replaced. Gods, him and his stupid mouth.

As he’s sitting there, thudding his head against the door, there is a loud shattering crash, like glass breaking and a scream of pain.

Panic jolts through him and he kicks open the door, the jam splintering under the force. Rushing over to the bathroom, he yanks open the door and scans the area for threats. The first thing that catches his eye is the shattered mirror, a spiderweb crack radiating out from an impact mark in the center of the silvery glass.

The next thing he sees, is Chris curled into himself, whimpering and clutching his hand to his chest, droplets of blood falling to the floor.
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