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            ABOUT DRAGONS DO IT DIRTIER

          

        

      

    

    
      A good girl looking to get a little dirty

      

      Taylor

      I’m on a quest to prevent my revirginization.

      My dry spell has become a drought, and I’m this close to buying batteries in bulk at the wholesale store.

      But fortune smiles upon my neglected lady parts when I meet a man who looks like a model for a gym commercial, acts like he might have a few manners, and kisses like he can’t get enough of me.

      I wouldn’t have thought it would be all that hard to convince a horny hottie to have sex with me.

      I would be wrong.

      

      A playboy dragon determined to keep it in his pants

      

      Bain

      I’m not looking for a mate.

      Not now.

      Maybe never.

      But sex? Yes, and often.

      Until I meet little blonde Taylor with the perfect pink lips, the lushest peach of an ass, and a taste for my whiskey.

      I want her but I can’t have her, because she’s a good girl.

      She deserves more than a fling with a dirty dragon.

      She deserves forever, and I can’t give her that.

      

      Note from the author: This book contains a sex-starved bookkeeper who’s afraid to trust her heart after her ex-fiancé smashed it into jagged little pieces. It also contains a reluctantly honorable whiskey-distilling dragon who doesn’t believe he deserves a second chance at finding his fated mate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          OF DRAGONS AND DRAGONKIND: A CURSED LINEAGE

        

      

    

    
      Dragon shifters are always men.

      It hadn’t always been so.

      At some point in a long distant past, dragonkind had been like most other magical creatures, with both males and females born in roughly equal numbers.

      But for many centuries now, only male children were born of a dragon mating.

      According to lore, a male dragon betrayed his mate, a dragoness who was also a powerful witch. Her heart shattered by the deceitful actions of her unfaithful mate, she used her own death to power a spell. She magicked dragonkind, her intent to spare its females the desolation of an unnaturally broken mate bond.

      What had been a blessing in her eyes, saving all other dragonesses from the despair she’d suffered, became a curse to all of dragonkind as fewer and fewer females were born until eventually none remained.

      Dragons were forced to look elsewhere to find their mates.

      As years passed, it became clear that there were very few females with whom they could create a mating bond.

      As more time passed, civilizations grew and mankind spread across the planet.

      Already declining in number, dragonkind faced a new challenge: concealment from the eyes of humanity.

      With their numbers diminishing, the only dragons left were those descended from lineages capable of cloaking themselves from the nonmagical.

      And they could only thrive if they could find mates.

      So they hid among the humans, and they searched.
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      I was getting laid tonight.

      It was happening.

      If I could ever make it from the deep, dark depths of the bar’s “overflow parking.”

      Whatever the sign wanted to call it, it was a poorly lit field with a gravel path pretending to be a road.

      I just had to go and pick a busy night for my revirginization-prevention project, aka Get Laid Now plan. Complete accident. The type of bar, on the other hand, not accidental at all. I’d wanted a local place that was anything but upscale.

      I’d googled “dive bar” in my zip code, and Derek’s was the first place to pop up. Maybe bad lighting was just part of the package—and a long walk and ankle-twisting holes in the path.

      I wouldn’t really know, not having ever been to a dive bar before. And not having friends who went to dive bars. Or friends of friends. Maybe my brother’s friends? Definitely no one in my admittedly very small social circle.

      But my regular spots for happy hour drinks and tapas and dinner with friends weren’t getting me what I needed: laid.

      As I carefully picked my path through the parking lot, I had the eeriest feeling that someone was checking me out.

      Paranoia, your name is Taylor.

      I probably was being watched, but that wasn’t weird. I was here to be watched. And hopefully picked up for some dirty—but definitely safe—sex.

      Nothing eerie about someone checking out my assets.

      The whole point of my getup was to draw the eye and bring in some viable prospects.

      The heels I could barely walk in.

      The skirt that squeezed my plush peach into an almost-smooth, not-quite-perky-but-trying rear.

      The push-up bra that made my D cups practically pop out of my shirt.

      All because I’d been suffering a lengthy dry spell. This was me on the prowl, or at least the best I could manage. Probably a dance club would have been better, but…no.

      Loud music, bright lights, sweaty people grinding up on each other. My nose wrinkled involuntarily.

      If I couldn’t even think about it without cringing, then no way was I pulling off a dance club.

      I glanced down to make sure I didn’t have any nip slips in the offing. I was usually a boyfriend-jeans-and-ballet-flats kind of girl. Or maybe skinny jeans and booties with a fitted tee.

      Not tonight. This evening, I was all T and A.

      Who knew it was so much harder than it looked?

      To start, walking in three-inch heels was no picnic. Thank the good Lord above I’d passed on the four-inch strappy sandals the salesgirl had flashed at me. I told her I wanted date shoes, not a six-week stint in a cast.

      I sighed. It was all a lot of work, this hunting-for-a-man business. And I didn’t even want the whole man. I really just wanted his penis.

      Cock. I whisper-mouthed the word from my romance books, just trying it on for size. Nope, didn’t think that was going to work for me.

      I paused, checking the girls again. It took a good bit of concentration to both offer a tempting view of my boobs while simultaneously keeping them from popping out of my shirt. Maybe there was a trick to it. I made a note to google it later.

      But not tonight. Tonight I’d be getting down and dirty with some lucky guy.

      Maybe.

      Again, this had all been much more difficult so far than I’d realized.

      On top of the heels and the potential boob-flashing, my peach wasn’t happy about the lack of jiggle. Compression was not my bottom’s friend.

      Penis hunting was so. Much. Work.

      Also, I really wish “plush peach” hadn’t been my grandmother’s favorite description for the family curse/gift of a very round bottom. It was in my head, and it wasn’t going anywhere any time soon. Here I was, trying to feel sexy, trying to get myself in the right mindset, and thinking about my bottom as my peach wasn’t really doing it for me.

      My gran was before her time. She’d never even heard of an emoji, let alone the variety with sexual connotations. I wish she had, then maybe peach would feel pornier. Instead, I heard her voice advising me on ways to minimize the plushness of my peach.

      “I love you, Granny,” I whispered. “But you do not need to be in my head while I’m trying to prevent my revirginization.”

      I narrowly avoided wiping out for the third time when I was distracted by the appalling thought that I’d just told my gran, dead and in heaven though she might be, that I was looking for some action.

      “Whatever. I need this.”

      Contrary to any of my lame work friends’ lame opinions, I definitely needed this.

      Also, that was exactly what I got for working at a bookkeeping firm: work friends who refused to be my wing girl at a dive bar and judgy comments about picking up men.

      I’d been tempted to tell Tammy in client relations that she needed to shush about my bad choices, because if I had to replace the batteries in my vibrator one more time, I might cry.

      A year of battery-operated sex was too long, and I refused to allow the humiliation of a failed engagement to murder my sex life.

      But I didn’t tell her any of that. Not a word of it, because she’d have had a coronary. I just told her about the dive bar and looking for “some fun,” and she’d gone all judgy on me.

      No more shared confidences with uptight Tammy. And Louise? No, I hadn’t even been tempted to tell her. She’d have started praying for my soul right there in the middle of the break room.

      I needed new lunch buddies.

      The kind who’d listen without judgment as I confided juicy details about my recent string of steamy dreams.

      I fanned my suddenly warm face.

      I couldn’t even say the word “cock” out loud; I’d sure as heck never been the kind of girl to ask a man to “fuck me hard now.”

      Except in those dreams.

      I’d definitely never said anything half so risqué to my ex-fiancé. He’d been a lights-off, under-the-covers guy.

      Well, minus that time I walked in on him and Susie doing it in his living room. Broad daylight, no covers in sight.

      But with me, it was all dark, all the time.

      I’d already started to suspect he wasn’t quite so into all my curves as he’d claimed, especially since Susie had a scrawny rear and itty-bitty titties. And I’d gotten a good look because she’d been riding him like a champ, reverse-cowgirl style. Thank you for the label, Google.

      Yeah, William hadn’t ever inspired fuck-me-hard-now dreams. Not sure who had, because other than being a big son of a gun, I didn’t know much about my dream lover. I never saw his face.

      Those dreams had been a sure sign of my need for some real-life physical contact…or a reflection of the quality and quantity of romances I’d been reading lately. But probably mostly my hormones rampaging and demanding some penis.

      The other thing that was new about these dreams?

      I’d definitely, one hundred percent, never ever had a dream-inspired orgasm so strong it woke me up—and had my coochie still clenching with pleasure.

      I fanned myself again.

      Awesome? Yes. But also unsettling. And surely another sign I needed some real-life sexy times.

      Since I wasn’t anywhere near ready to date another cheating bastard, casual sex was the answer.

      I could do casual.

      I could, because I needed this.

      Finally, I hit proper pavement and better light.

      I stopped in front of the door to Derek’s, clutched the tiny crossbody purse with my driver’s license, bank card, cash, lip gloss, phone…and condoms, and took a breath.

      I could do this.

      I needed penis, and Derek’s was bound to be full of it.

      I let out a breath.

      The first reasonably friendly, reasonably attractive man who showed interest was getting a warm welcome.

      I opened the door and walked inside.
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      She was cute, the tiny woman I followed in from the parking lot.

      More than cute. Sexy.

      All soft curves and wavy dark blonde hair. She was like a damn pinup girl with that exaggerated hourglass shape.

      Not very graceful, but with an ass and tits like that, did it matter? I wanted to bury my face between her plump breasts. Grab her lush ass and pump into her while she begged for more.

      And those lips. Full and pouty, covered in some shiny stuff that made them look wet. They’d look amazing wrapped around my cock, sucking me off.

      But she wasn’t why I was here.

      I wanted a dirty fuck, and she had nice girl stamped on her forehead. That’s what made her sexy-cute instead of fuckhot.

      I looked again. The fuck-me heels, the tight skirt, the low-cut top. Damn. She was sexy-cute and fuckhot. Better to steer clear of that one.

      Even if she had whispered “cock” as she’d wobbled her way along the path.

      She’d also been having a conversation with her deceased grandmother and giving herself a sex pep talk.

      She was a nice girl in wolf’s clothes, and that wasn’t what I needed.

      Not tonight.

      Maybe never.
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      I wasn’t having any luck.

      Granted, I’d been here about five minutes and I’d spent the last three of them in the bathroom touching up my lip gloss. Which was a very attractive peachy-pink color. I’d almost gone with the candy-apple-red shade, but the makeup counter woman had said it was perhaps a bit much with my fair complexion and honey-colored hair.

      Probably should have bought it anyway, but I’d just scooted over to the nail section and picked the brightest, boldest red polish I could find.

      Not that the saleslady would ever know, but I’d felt a rush of rebellious triumph. And that red looked good. I held my hand up to the light.

      A woman with improbably luxurious lashes standing one sink over looked at me like I was cuckoo, so I quickly washed my hands in the basin, towel-dried my gorgeously polished nails, and skedaddled so we wouldn’t walk out of the bathroom together.

      At which point I was faced with the same dilemma that had driven me to the bathroom in the first place.

      Making sexy eyes at strange men was harder than I thought it would be.

      Making plain ol’ eye contact with strange men might even be beyond me. I hadn’t dated since college and that had been ages ago. Even then, William had approached me. He’d asked me out. He’d done the little bit of chasing that had happened.

      Dang, but that was not the world I currently lived in.

      I needed some liquid courage.

      Avoiding all eyes, male and female, I headed toward the salvation of my evening plans: the bar.

      Small problem. Me. I was the small problem.

      The bar was packed, and I wasn’t the sort of person who shoved and pushed. I also wasn’t the sort of person people made room for. I might be five six in heels, but in everyday life I was five three, and I acted like a five-foot-three person. A five-foot-three, not-pushy person.

      I sighed and channeled my inner nonintroverted, tall, assertive self. She didn’t really exist, but I pretended long enough to wedge myself between two more aggressive women.

      But then I couldn’t catch the bartender’s eye. Her gaze kept sliding right past me.

      I wanted booze.

      I needed sex, and for sex to happen I had to make eye contact with a walking penis.

      And before I could make eye contact, I needed me some damn liquor.

      I got up on my tippy-toes and leaned forward just as far as I possibly could without touching the sticky surface of the bar, and—

      Someone groped my peach.

      I toppled onto the sticky surface of the bar. I didn’t linger. I unstuck myself and even ignored any potential damage to my top, because someone needed a lesson in manners. The kind where I might just have to practice that thing my brother Thom had showed me that one time in high school.

      I turned around, ready to target the molester’s twig and berries with a focused attack if he didn’t apologize. But I was greeted by an interesting sight.

      A mountain was standing next to a mole.

      A gorgeous, dark-headed mountain of a man with muscles like you see on gym commercials, and he had his huge hand wrapped around a smaller man’s neck. The smaller guy had a twitchy nose and small, squinty eyes. Total mole.

      Mountain man’s large fingers flexed, and the mole man squeaked. “I’m sorry.”

      My apparent rescuer’s fingers flexed again as he prompted, “For…”

      But I didn’t let the little mole fill in the blanks. I was too appalled to hold my tongue. “You touched my peach!”

      Indignation made me stupid…or the huge man with the giant hands did. Because, oops. Normal people didn’t call their booty a peach. Not in public, anyway. Thanks for that, Granny.

      And right on cue the asshole mole laughed.

      Or he started to, but the sound was cut off by the flexing of the mountain man’s fingers. The larger man leaned close to mole’s ear and muttered something.

      After a quick gasp, the mole managed, “I’m sorry I touched you without your permission.”

      He’d groped me inappropriately, I’d called him out on it, and he’d laughed. And he was only apologizing now because mountain man was threatening to rip his head from his body.

      My blood boiled.

      With a single finger, I poked his scrawny chest. “You are what’s wrong with the world. You better thank—” I looked up at the mountain.

      “Bain,” he offered politely. Because he was a polite sort of fellow.

      “You better thank Bain for intervening.” I gave the mole a look that would have had even my Granny convinced I was intent on violence, and she’d always thought I was full of rainbows and kitten kisses. “Otherwise, your twig and berries would be in a world of hurt right now.”

      Bain pressed his lips tightly together, like he was ready to tear the mole a new one but was holding back.

      Then he turned with his hand still on the mole, walked two steps, and stopped to whisper in the man’s ear once more.

      The smaller man basically ran for the door as soon as Bain turned him loose.

      Bain was back at my side before I could decide if I was still spitting, twig-breaking mad or just grateful the jerk had apologized and left before he’d had a chance to grope anyone else’s bottom. Or worse. I shivered.

      I extended my hand. “I’m Taylor. Nice to meet you, Bain, and thank you for handling the creeper.”

      His hand wrapped around mine, and I realized it wasn’t just large. It was like a freaking mitt. His size was slightly disconcerting. But then I was distracted all over again by his ridiculous hotness and forgot to be intimidated by his large dimensions.

      Gawd, he was smoking. Rough edges and stubble softened by pretty eyes with thick lashes.

      But then he got this scowly look on his face when I said “creeper,” and I had visions of a Thom-worthy lecture.

      Before he could get a head of steam and start telling me my business, I let slip the first thing that came to mind. “So, your name’s Bain. Like the bane of my existence?”

      “No.”

      I waited, but that was all he had to say.

      M’kay then. This one wasn’t a talker.

      And he was still holding my hand.

      Like he didn’t want to let go. But not in a creepy way, because I could have pulled away…which was when I realized we were both kinda just holding each other’s hand.

      Lordy, was he hot. That was my excuse. What was his?

      I could feel the wave of warmth that was in the offing. It started in the chest region, then moved to my neck, face, forehead, ears. Oh, no.

      Unless I wanted this downright blessed-in-the-looks-department man to see me turn a truly unattractive shade of bubblegum pink, I had to act.

      “Can I buy you a drink?” I asked.

      He looked taken aback by my offer.

      “Ah—”

      “That’s a yes, then.” Thank the lord above he hadn’t said no, because now I could keep my blush from settling in for a lengthy stay by tracking down drinks for us. If I thought I’d needed a drink before, now I was practically desperate for one.

      This time when I went to shove my way to the bar, the crowd magically parted.

      And when I started to flag down the bartender, I didn’t have to. She was standing in front of me asking me what I wanted before I’d even decided between a cranberry vodka and a lemon drop.

      I twisted around to find out what I should order Bain, and he was right there.

      Once I’d removed my nose from his middle—lord, the man was tall and cinnamon-cardamom-smoky-spicy yum smelling—I asked him what he’d like to drink.

      I wasn’t blushing. Nope.

      I was ordering the man a drink, not huffing his dang-near-edible scent, and not blushing.

      He gave the bartender a brand name I wasn’t familiar with, and I couldn’t help but think, Why the hell not?

      “I’ll have, uh, whatever that is.” I reached inside my purse for my bank card so I could start a tab, but he stopped me with a hand on my shoulder.

      Yum. He could touch me anywhere. I fanned my face, until I realized that Bain was actually speaking. Finally.

      Also, I was fanning my face while he stood there and watched me do it.

      “I’m paying for your drinks tonight.”

      He wasn’t letting me buy him a drink, even though I owed him one—or twelve—for dealing with the groper.

      And he wasn’t offering to buy me one. He was telling me.

      And he wasn’t buying me a drink. He was buying all my drinks. All night long.

      Pushy as heck, yeah, but in all the right ways.

      “Oh, you can’t do that.” I tipped my head back and looked into his—save me, Lord—beautiful green eyes. Thick lashes, nicely arched eyebrows. “What was I saying? Oh, yes, I’m getting drunk tonight. You can’t buy my drinks, because I plan to drink a lot.”

      Bain frowned.

      I knew that frown.

      I had a worry-wort dad and a know-it-all older brother.

      I put a hand on his chest. “So help me, if you start acting like my brother Thom, you and I are going to have words.”

      That made him blink. “I don’t have any desire to act like your brother…Thom.”

      I patted his chest, like you’d pat a dog for being good.

      Except I was definitely not thinking he was a good boy. “You have a really nice chest.”

      He captured my hand as it made its way—completely without direction from me—across his pecs. Before he stopped me, I’d gotten a good grope of both pecs and one tightly pebbled male nipple.

      My mouth watered.

      I wanted to bite and lick that nipple.

      And his pecs.

      I’d bet those abs were as gym-commercial-worthy as the rest of him.

      I snuck a quick peek in a general southerly direction.

      Oh. My. Gawd.

      Yes, please.

      If ever there was a man who would “fuck me hard now,” this was the guy. He’d fill me up, and do me right.

      And now that I’d gotten a sneak peek of his package—semiaroused, thank you very much sexy push-up bra—I really, really wanted his cock to be my cock for the night.

      Uh-huh. That word I’d been trying to embrace earlier, I was all about it. Cock.

      Because Bain wasn’t packing any sort of ordinary eggplant. And he definitely wasn’t a walking penis.

      He was a cock I wanted to ride.

      Something about this sexy beast of a man unleashed my inner sex goddess. Since I didn’t even know I had an inner sex goddess, that was amaaazing.

      Not sure why or how, but Bain flipped the on switch for all my sexy-girl, getting-me-some hormones.

      As soon as he let my hand go, my fingers started to rub his chest again. It was like a compulsion.

      He trapped my hand again.

      Bain might be so far out of my league that we weren’t even playing the same sport, but did that matter when he seemed interested? Heck, I wasn’t looking for anything but a one-night stand, and guys were all about that, right? Especially Bain’s sort of guy. The over-the-top, sexy-hot, could-have-any-woman sort of guy.

      Bain reached around me to the bar. He deftly handed the bartender a large bill and accepted both our glasses without dropping, spilling, or looking remotely uncoordinated.

      Better yet, I had the opportunity to get another good nose full of him as he leaned in.

      He smelled like expensive cinnamon candy and nighttime fantasies and yummy, yummy man.

      With my breasts pushed against his hard chest, and my tight nipples poking at him, I couldn’t help but think of those dreams.

      The fuck-me-harder-now dreams.

      The coming-so-hard-I-was-blinded dreams.

      Obviously, I was more than past due for some sexy times, because I hadn’t even had a drink yet and I was about to tackle this man to the ground and have my way with him.

      Out of my league?

      Yes.

      Guaranteed to be just as fickle with his pickle as most of the male dating population?

      Absolutely.

      Did I give two Fig Newtons?

      No, I did not.

      I just wanted one night.

      One night with his big, muscular body—especially his cock—all to myself.

      All night.

      All mine.

      My coochie was practically weeping at the thought. I shifted slightly and felt the dampness between my legs. No practically about it.

      Back to the plan…

      One night of revirginization prevention.

      Then I’d ditch him before his polite, white-knight mask cracked into a thousand deceitful pieces.

      He could be my ideal man: the kind I screwed and then preserved in the perfect amber of my memory, never to be touched again by reality.
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      After I’d followed the tiny blonde inside, I couldn’t help but keep an eye on her.

      I assumed she was meeting friends, but once inside she hadn’t sought anyone out. She’d also actively avoided every single man who’d eyed her up, down, and around. That ass could not be ignored.

      She appeared to be both on her own and oblivious to all the attention she was getting.

      Watching her was entertaining as hell. She was a curious mix of sexy and graceless, adorable and clueless. The combination was oddly appealing. Actually, it wasn’t odd at all. She was fuck-hot, my earlier conclusion even more blatantly obvious indoors with more light.

      She made me smile—on the inside, at least—and I’ve been told I don’t smile nearly enough.

      Archer and Dex’s words were more like: “You’re a grumpy son of a bitch these days. Lighten up.”

      This was me, lightening up.

      Less entertaining was watching some rodent shifter fondle her ass as she tried to get the bartender’s attention.

      I had a relatively polite word with him, one that only involved the threat of castration, not decapitation. And when that failed to fully impress upon him the seriousness of the situation, I had another word, the gist of which had been: “Mine.”

      She wasn’t.

      She never would be, not in the way I’d implied to the rodent. I’d already fallen for a woman I’d mistakenly believed to be my mate. Losing her had brought me to my knees—and she hadn’t even been my one true mate. Having the hope of a mate and losing it had been an even greater wound than losing the woman. The entire experience had left a foul aftertaste.

      But my claim had the desired effect without requiring the unleashing of fire or the shedding of blood, a necessary accommodation required by the time and place in which we lived.

      He’d apologized profusely and promised never to visit Derek’s again.

      But not before Taylor had a chance to threaten his twig and berries.

      It had taken an effort not to laugh out loud. My humor wouldn’t have been appreciated given the circumstances.

      I found little enough to laugh about these days, making the gift she’d given me all the more valuable.

      Especially considering the rage that had pumped through my veins only seconds previous. The man had laid hands on her. He should have had his twig and berries damaged.

      But then the rodent had fled, and I’d been left to contemplate…her peach.

      I couldn’t decide if it was an erotic reference or—

      No. No, I couldn’t imagine it was. Because that wasn’t her.

      She was adorable, and so was her fucking peach. Both her luscious ass and the word she used to describe it.

      Up to that point, it had all been relatively innocuous.

      Yes, I’d imagined her small hand wrapped around my cock, pretty red nails and all, when she introduced herself with a handshake.

      And as she spoke, I imagined slowly, gently fucking her mouth, the wet pink of her lips stretched around my girth.

      But still, relatively innocuous.

      Just images that slipped into my head, nothing more.

      Then she’d offered to buy me a drink.

      No one bought me drinks.

      It wasn’t done.

      Something about the way I presented to humans prevented them offering. Men, women, it didn’t matter. I suspected it had to do with my nature. Having six tons of slumbering dragon bottled inside a guy can have that effect.

      Whatever the reason, no one offered to buy me drinks.

      No one petted me affectionately.

      Granted, that particular touch had become sexual within about a half a second, but still, the initial impulse had been affection.

      Dragons were not darlings to be petted.

      We were fiery beasts to be feared.

      The way she treated me was really fucking nice.

      But then she’d groped my pecs and thumbed my nipple—definitely sexual.

      And then—I smiled—then, sweet, adorable Taylor had checked out my dick.

      Even knowing she was a good girl, that she wasn’t for me because I was only looking for a quick fuck, even then, no one could blame me for what happened next.
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