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        Sera Hayes can’t believe the hottest guy she’s ever met insists he’s a paranormal creature who can turn into a dragon, and that she’s something called his ‘Fire Mate’. It’d be funny…if she didn’t feel insanely horny the second she sees him.

      

        

      
        Is it wrong to want to jump a complete stranger’s bones? Even a deluded one who thinks he can turn into a dragon?

      

        

      
        It’s not easy being a dragon shifter these days, not with all the smartphones out there. No dragon wants their form shift posted on Instagram for the whole world to see. It also makes the mating fire—the undeniable mating frenzy no dragon shifter can ignore—tricky. It’s all part of the dragon-shifter package, but for Tyson Connelly, it’s about to get worse.

      

        

      
        Because not only is a psychotic dragon hunter on his tail, he’s just come face to face with his Fire Mate. And somehow, she’s human.

      

        

      
        And to think he thought it was just going to be a normal day when he ordered his coffee…
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        To Dawn Marie Vaeoso. Your enthusiasm, your help and your dragon research made writing this all the more fun. Thank you.
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      Mating Fire: (noun) The sudden and undeniable magical joining of two dragon shifters, experienced as carnal, sexual hunger. If the mating fire isn’t acknowledged and acted on immediately, all hell can break loose.
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        Sydney, Australia

      

      

      

      Heartburn sucked. Even when you were a dragon shifter.

      Tyson Conley pressed the heel of his palm to his sternum and rubbed, knowing it would do sweet F.A. to relieve the pain. This is what he got for eating spicy meatball pizza. Every friggin’ time, he ended up in hell. At some stage of the game he was going to learn his lesson.

      He could already feel the insidious heat radiating up through his throat from his chest, but whereas a human would pop a Tums or two and be done with it, he was now in for a bloody scorcher of a time. Thankfully he couldn’t exhale fire in his human form, but that didn’t stop the inferno in his chest scalding the lining of his digestive tract. Or stop him wishing he were dead.

      Hell, it hurt.

      He let out a growl, a thoroughly bestial sound that made the old duck sitting at the table next to his flinch. She stared at him, washed-out blue eyes wide behind her thick glasses.

      Tyson gave her an apologetic smile, fighting the urge to fidget in his chair. “Sorry.” He pushed the remains of his pizza away. He was done. If Ryan ever turned up, he could eat the rest of the damn thing. As far as Tyson knew, spicy meatballs only made his younger brother more—

      A million pinpricks of fire raced abruptly over his flesh. Then another million. His breath caught, his mouth turned dry and, despite feeling like he was about to spontaneously combust, an arctic chill swept through him.

      What the hell?

      The old duck beside him glared some more, thin mouth puckered with disapproving disdain. Why? Had he made a noise? He must have, though what it was he didn’t have a bloody clue. Another growl? A groan?

      Invisible fire swept over his skin again, hotter this time—so much hotter. And purposeful. Shooting over his skin like an inferno until his prick was so fucking hard he wanted to cry out in pain. And pleasure. Oh God, did he want to cry out in pleasure.

      Holy shit, it can’t be the…

      “No,” Tyson muttered, burning up. He twisted in his seat, frantically looking around the beachfront café. No one gazed at him with open hunger. No one stalked toward him with single-minded purpose or made coy goo-goo eyes from afar. The only one paying him any attention was the old duck with the sour-lemon face, and there was nothing hungry or sexual about the way she stared at him. She looked as if she were about to pull an Uzi from her handbag and save the world from a psychopath.

      She leaned toward him, eyes narrowing behind her pink glasses. “Are you on drugs, son?” Her lips—painted the same pink as her coke-bottle glasses—pursed tighter. “Are you tripping?”

      Fresh fire scalded his flesh, so hot, so intense, he gritted his teeth. His cock throbbed with such impatient insistency he feared it was going to erupt. He blinked at the old woman. Opened his mouth. Closed it. His throat wouldn’t work. His balls felt ready to burst.

      All signs of the mating fire.

      It made no sense. How could he be experiencing the mating fire? There were no unmated female dragon shifters in Sydney. Hell, there weren’t many dragon shifters in Sydney, full st—

      A woman jogged toward the café, holding the leash of a massive animal that could be a dog but looked more like a hairy…thing…loping beside her. She moved at a leisurely pace, dark-red ponytail flipping behind her head like a dancing flame, slim body radiating energy, breath slipping from her in streams of delicate mist Tyson knew only he could see.

      She ran past the café, dog-slash-thing keeping pace, and Tyson’s entire body went up in invisible flames. Heat and lust and want. Need.

      Urgent need. Hungry want. Dire lust.

      His heart slammed into his throat. His mate. His Fire Mate. Fuck, he’d seen his Fire Mate. And she was—

      He bolted to his feet, stare locked on the woman jogging through the crowded footpath. His table went skidding, bumping into the old duck’s. His pizza clattered to the floor, along with his untouched beer, his phone and the old duck’s glass of wine. Beer and wine splashed his ankles, dribbled inside his Vans, but he didn’t care. He had to catch her. Had to—

      “Sonny!” the old duck hissed. “You’re making noises like a—”

      Dragon.

      The word reverberated through his head, drowning out whatever word the old duck had used just as the crowd swallowed up the jogging woman.

      Dragon.

      He was making noises like a dragon. A dragon in heat.

      He was making noises like a dragon in heat because he was a dragon in heat. And Christ on a pony, his Fire Mate had just jogged by, oblivious to his existence, triggering the mating fire—and she was human.

      Human.

      How the fuck could she be human? He had to be wrong. True, he didn’t detect the distinct honeyed-sulfur scent all female dragon shifters exuded…but since when did dragon shifters mate with humans?

      Since never, that’s when. They may fuck them every now and again, but mate with them?

      No. It wasn’t possible.

      Of course it isn’t. So tell that to your body.

      His body, however, wasn’t listening to logic and millennia-old fact. His body was well and truly on its way to shifting—shifting for fuck’s sake!—and unless he did something soon, something drastic and/or crazy, the busy Bondi Beach esplanade was going to find itself plus one very horny, very large, very medieval mythological dragon.

      He stumbled away from his table, trying to find the woman—his mate—in the flow of pedestrians filling the footpath that ran between the café and the beach. He had to get to her. What the hell he was going to say, he didn’t know, but he had to get to her and, if nothing else, kiss her. And hope to all things holy that simple contact would quell the shift.

      “Sonny, did you know you have a very large erection?” his ever-informative elderly neighbor asked on another raspy whisper, her voice somehow punching through his stunned disbelief.

      Tyson blanched. He jerked his gaze back to her, down to his groin, to the bloody obvious hard-on tenting his cargoes, back to the woman. “Err…”

      She smirked, and for an insane moment, she didn’t look old at all. Or duckish.

      And then fresh fire razed Tyson’s flesh, licked at his balls, his groin, and he forgot about old ladies. Fresh fire accompanied by a bone-deep shudder, and he knew his Fire Mate had turned around. She was jogging back toward him.

      Fast.

      He bolted. Vaulting over chairs, tables and the café’s neat row of potted palms. There was a shocked shout from behind him, a few loud “what the hells”, a bray of stunned laughter—and then nothing.

      Nothing but the thumping of his heart and the roaring of blood in his ears.

      Bloody hell. He was about five minutes away from an uncontrolled and unwanted shift into dragon form, he was still fighting a mean case of heartburn and he was sporting an erection the size of a cricket bat. What a perfect first impression to make on the complete stranger he was going to kiss right here on the busy Bondi Beach foot—

      He ran straight into her.

      There was a muttered “Oof,” a growl, a warm and firm body pressed to his…and an explosion of heat over his flesh, through his body, into his soul.

      Two wide, stunned blue eyes stared up at him.

      “I’m sorry,” he ground out, “I’m really sorry, but I’ve got to—”

      He crushed her lips with his. He kissed her and invaded her mouth and let the demand pounding through his body be consumed by her sweet, destined blaze.

      

      A stranger’s tongue was in Sera’s mouth. In her mouth.

      Holy smack, a stranger’s tongue was in her mouth, rolling and sliding over her tongue. A stranger was kissing her.

      No, not just kissing her. He was fucking her mouth. Making goddamn love to her mouth with his tongue while something long and thick and wicked hard that was most likely an impressive erection poked at her belly, and while all this was happening, what was she doing?

      Was she fighting him off? Was she pushing him away and kicking him in the balls? Was she letting Hannibal rip said kicked-in balls off?

      No. She was standing there letting him. His tongue was practically playing with her tonsils and she wasn’t putting up a fight. Far from it. She was kissing him back. Her tongue was stroking his, her lips were parted and she was kissing him back big-time. Holy smack, she was even moaning.

      What the hell was wrong with her? It was like she had lost control of herself the second the guy smacked into her. Shit, even her hands had strayed to his chest—his broad, hard, smooth chest that seemed to burn under his light-cotton shirt with a heat that should have screamed fever! But instead it made her pulse quicken, her body tremble and her tongue stroke his some more.

      This had to be some random act of impulsive seduction. Like the guy in New York who gave out hugs, except this guy gave out mind-blowing, tonsil-stroking kisses. Had to be.

      She had to stop him.

      Except she didn’t. Someone else did.

      “Hey, hey, hey,” a man barked to her right, a second before the tongue-fucking stranger was hauled backward. “There’s none of that here.”

      Something growled. An animal. A big animal.

      Sera snapped her gaze to Hannibal, but her cousin’s dog was just sitting at her heel, licking his balls.

      She jerked her gaze back to her stranger—her stranger?—and almost let out a yelp.

      She hadn’t gotten a good look at him before, just remembered a quick flash of hunky, dark yumminess a second before he slammed into her. Now he stood glaring at the cop still holding his arm, very much still hunky and yummy, with his dark, floppy hair, equally dark straight eyebrows and dark-dark eyes. Yummy, but also very much frightening. Menacing. Malevolent.

      As dark and hunky and yummy as he was, he looked like he was about to rip the head off the cop who suddenly didn’t seem to appear as brave and determined and authoritarian as he had a second ago. Now the cop looked scared.

      Scared of her stranger. The guy who had come out of nowhere, kissed her until she moaned and was currently glaring at the cop, nostrils flaring, chest heaving, growling in an utterly inhuman way that turned Sera’s pussy to liquid.

      Oh God help her, she’d just French-kissed a psychopath. And was horny about it.

      “Y-you can’t…” the cop stammered, stumbling back a step.

      Her growling, nostril-flaring stranger sucked in a breath and swung his gaze back Sera. “I can smell your want.”

      The claim was a low murmur through barely parted lips. His eyes seemed to glint, another growl rumbled in his chest and, with a shudder unlike any Sera had ever seen, he turned and sprinted away. Through the bustling footpath, toward the crowded sands of Australia’s most famous beach.

      He didn’t slow. He didn’t deviate from his path. He ran straight for the water, stripping his shirt as he went and splashing into the surf. Still wearing his cargo shorts, he dove under the first breaking wave.

      Gone.

      Sera blinked.

      Shook her head and blinked again.

      Whoever he was, he didn’t emerge from the water. She scanned the waves. Surely her eyes were playing tricks on her? How could he not come up for air?

      Squinting into the bright day, she searched for him.

      Nothing. All she could see was a beach full of laughing, swimming people, none of whom had kissed her senseless.

      Whoever her stranger was, he could hold his breath for a freaking long time.

      “Ummm.” The cop beside her shuffled into view. “Do you…do I need to take a statement…”

      Sera tore her stare from the breaking waves and frowned at him. He looked uncomfortable. Uncomfortable and ruffled. His cheeks were pink and his gaze didn’t want to settle on anything.

      Well duh. Did you hear the noises the guy who kissed you made? You’re ruffled too—although for some insane reason it’s because you’re horny.

      She shook her head. “No. It’s okay. He’s my…boyfriend.”

      What the hell? Why in the name of God did she say that?

      The cop seemed to flinch, as if the very thought of standing near the psychopathic kisser’s girlfriend was dangerous. He shot Hannibal a quick look, perhaps hopeful her cousin’s Irish Wolfhound-Mastiff mix might give him some reassurance. Hannibal, ever the epitome of an un-neutered canine, continued to lick his balls, totally uninterested in the whole situation.

      Sera frowned again, this time at the dog. His disinterest in itself was just as freaky odd as her stranger.

      God, will you stop calling him that? He’s not your anything. Seriously, it
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