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Author’s Note

I did promise my readers I wouldn’t start any
new series until I’d tidied up some of my older ones, lol. But when
some of my author friends started talking about a collab series, I
knew I had to be a part of it.

Nocturne Bay stems from the idea of what
would happen if four good friends all went to the same party one
night, and all met their Fated Mates. So, you will notice that the
beginning of all four of the first books in the series all start
roughly the same way. But then, of course, as our lovely characters
branch off with their various mates, they share their adventures in
their own titles.

All four titles are being released on the
same day in our world too, so be sure to check out the other books
when you’ve finished this one.

Thank you,

Lisa xx
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Dedication

To my collaboration partners – Dani, Arden,
and Aja – thank you for making this project fun.

To Jon – thank you for highlighting those
pesky repeated words for me.

To Phil and Barry for pushing me when I
wanted to do something else, and

To all of you, my wonderful readers, who
fall in love with my characters as quickly as I do – I adore
you.







Chapter One






It should be noted, by anyone who cared, that
Irwin Chance didn’t like to go out. However, having wonderfully
adorable pushy friends meant that sometimes it was
inevitable, which is why he found himself at their local café,
watching with concern as Sammy Love was getting more and more
‘bouncy’. The occasion was a discussion on costumes, or rather,
what the four friends were going to be wearing for the grand
opening of Underground, the newest gay paranormal club in Nocturne
Bay.

“Okay, so we’ve decided that Chester will go
as Prince Charming.”

Chester Charming rolled his eyes and did a
spot of huffing. “I don’t know how I let you talk me into this
stuff. Yeah, Prince Charming is cool and all, but I don’t know
about the tights.”

Irwin eyed his friend’s legs. I think he’d
look good in tights. Sammy was all “Oh shush,” flapping his
hand. “It’s going to be fabulous. Besides, I think the sword more
than makes up for the tights.”

“It’s made of rubber!”

“But a very convincing rubber.” Sammy made
another shushing sound and then announced, “And I will be a
bandit.”

Irwin snorted. “A bandit? What kind of
bandit?”

“That’s not important, but believe me, it’ll
be…”

“Fabulous? Yeah, you said.” Chester sighed.
“What did you say you were going as?”

Oh, me. Irwin sat straighter and
cleared his throat. “Well, I was thinking that…”

“Oh, don’t worry.” Why is Sammy
interrupting me? “I have the perfect costume for you!”

“No.” Irwin knew his eyes were probably about
to fall out, but he put as much force into his refusal as
possible.

But Sammy was on a roll. “It will be
delivered the afternoon before the party.”

Irwin gulped, and then swallowed hard. There
was no way he could hide the horror on his face. “What did you do?”
Oh, my gods. Irwin’s head was filled with visions of scanty
lace and sparkles.

“It’s a surprise, but I promise, you’re going
to love it.”

Slumping back in his seat, Irwin tried to
work out just how bad a Sammy costume might be. It might not be
that bad, he reasoned. Tights, maybe. I might have to handle
a sword. I could wear a coat…

“And what about you?” Sammy had turned his
focus to Ryo, the fourth member of their group. Irwin felt a sense
of fellowship with the little mouse shifter – Ryo was as shy as he
was pretty, and he was very pretty. Now, faced with Sammy’s
excitement, Irwin watched Ryo try and shrink in his seat.

“Well, I, uh, I figured I’d just…” Ryo was
looking for an escape. “Can we talk about this later? I really
should go back to work.”

“You should go as Snow White.” Just looking
at Ryo made that obvious to Irwin. “I mean, if Chester is going as
Prince Charming, it only makes sense.”

“That’s Cinderella,” Ryo said firmly.

“Huh?” Irwin loved his friend, but that
didn’t mean he always understood him.

“Cinderella was with Prince Charming. Snow
White’s dude is just called The Prince.”

“What about Sleeping Beauty?” Chester
suggested.

“Prince Phillip.”

Irwin shrugged. “Okay, then go as
Cinderella.”

“With that gorgeous blond hair?” Sammy
scoffed. “No way. He should totally go as Rapunzel.”

Hmm, that’s an idea. Irwin could see
Ryo as Rapunzel. He did have the most amazing hair that went all
the way down to his butt already, so it’s not as though he’d have
to wear a wig.

“Why am I the only one wearing a dress?” Ryo
asked.

“Uh, because you love that stuff?” Chester
chimed in. “Dresses, tiaras, glitter.”

“Sparkles,” Irwin said quickly. Glitter was a
menace. Irwin had only one experience with the wretched stuff, but
it’d taken him a week to get it out of his hair. “It doesn’t have
to be glitter. It just has to sparkle.”

“Keep your voice down,” Ryo hissed. “Look I
just don’t think it’s a good idea. That’s all.”

“It’s a costume party.” Sammy struck a pose
with his blue ceramic mug. “No one is going to care.”

“I’ll go as Prince Charming,” Ryo offered.
“That way, Chester doesn’t have to wear tights. I don’t even mind
the fake sword.”

“No way.” Chester had folded his arms and was
shaking his head. “I’ve already called dibs.”

“You just said…” Was Ryo feeling as desperate
as Irwin was at the idea of a ‘Sammy Costume?’ And yes, the term
deserved capital letters.

“Dibs.” Well, Chester was standing firm.

“And besides, I already have your costume
ready to go,” Sammy took a sip of his drink. “You’ll get it the
same time as everyone else.”

Hang on. Irwin had a sudden feeling he
was missing something. “Wait, wait, wait.” He scooted forward in
his chair. “Why does everyone else get to know what costumes
they’re wearing?”

Sammy shrugged. The little squirrel actually
shrugged, like Irwin’s concerns weren’t important. “Because you’d
say no if I told you.”

I knew it. “I’m saying no now!”

“Too late, it’s non-refundable.” Sammy was
cackling hard enough, he’d fall off his seat if he kept it up. “Oh,
this is going to be so much fun.”

I don’t think so, and from the faces
of his friends, Irwin wasn’t the only one thinking it. Ryo, bless
his heart, tried one more time.

“I really don’t…”

“Non-refundable.” Sammy was still chuckling.
“Relax. I promise you won’t be the only one there in a dress.”

Oh dear, poor Ryo. “No one will look
twice.” Irwin smiled at his friend and thought he saw Ryo relax.
Until Sammy opened his mouth again.

“Oh, they’re definitely going to look twice.
In fact, they won’t be able to take their eyes off him.” He elbowed
Chester in his arm, causing him to spill his drink. “Isn’t that
right, Ches?”

“Don’t call me that.” Chester was dabbing at
the dark stains on his shirt with a napkin. “But as much as it
pains me to say it, yes, you’re right.” He looked up at Ryo. “Wear
the dress, Ry.”

Irwin knew there was a part deep in Ryo’s
sensitive soul that really wanted a dress too. “Wear the dress.” He
nodded. “It’s a masquerade, a chance to be whatever you want to
be.”

“Exactly!” Sammy banged his fist on the
table, making everything on it jump. “So, if you can be anything
you want, why not be…”

“Fabulous,” Irwin echoed his friends. I
just wish I knew what brand of fabulous Sammy has planned for
me.

/~/~/~/~/

The walk back to Irwin’s apartment didn’t
take long. Irwin probably should’ve appreciated the fresh air on
his face and the fact it wasn’t raining, but his mind kept churning
through the conversation at the coffee shop. Sammy was a dear
friend, who had fantastic fashion sense. He owned a shop downtown
called ‘Oh La La Cherie.’ Irwin had wandered past it a few times,
when it was closed – and there was absolutely no chance Sammy might
be there. The window displays were always ‘fabulous,’ but Irwin
shuddered at the thought of actually wearing anything Sammy
sold.

It will be all right, he told himself
firmly. Sammy was one of his best friends, and Irwin was sure he’d
shared with him more than once how he always dreamed of dressing up
like Sherlock Holmes. Of course.

Irwin nimbly stepped around a larger figure
busy on his phone. Most people were taller than him, and, to
Irwin’s chagrin, usually fitter looking too. At five foot five,
Irwin didn’t hit the average male height for humans or paranormals,
and while he might have a bit of softness around his belly, Irwin
was rather proud of his butt. He had the best jiggle among his
friends.

So, there is no way Sammy’s going to dress
me in anything outlandish. He knows I love Sherlock Holmes, and the
others are all wearing outfits that cover all the important bits,
so it’s silly to think mine will be any different.

Comforted, Irwin had a positive spring in his
step as he bounced up the stairs to his apartment. He had half an
hour to prepare before his regular Friday afternoon video chat
session. I might even mention the party. Show my fellow
introverts that socializing on occasion can be possible with
adequate mental preparation.







Chapter Two


“I’m going to kill him.” Irwin glared at the
innocent delivery box opened on his bed. “I’m going to tempt him
with a trail of his favorite nuts, convince him how safe he’d be in
his shifted form, and then I’m going to smash his perky little head
with a shovel and then use the same damn shovel to bury his furry
ass.”

It was the night of the party. Invitation
only. The Underground was the newest gay paranormal club in town,
and it was holding its grand opening. Ryo, somehow through his job
at the coffee shop, had gotten them all tickets.

Irwin had purposefully shut down his concerns
about his costume, confident Sammy wouldn’t let him down, and had
focused instead on working with his YouTube audience through the
week, educating them on how to prepare for such an event, and how
to deal with the inevitable anxiety. Despite being a trained
psychologist, Irwin had firsthand experience with the issues faced
by an introvert in a social situation.

The week had gone perfectly, and even now,
there were viewers queued up, waiting for Irwin’s live stream to
start. He’d promised his loyal viewers he would film the entire
experience – he’d even got a handy little spy camera disguised in a
pen that he planned to wear in the pocket of his costume.

“Except there are no damn pockets.” Irwin
picked up the skimpy material and shook it out. Bright pink
boy-shorts in a stretchy kind of silky material. “There’s barely
enough of it to cover my butt.”

And as for somewhere to put his pen? Irwin
glared in the box again, hoping there was something he’d missed.
The only other items of clothing in the box were a set of bright
pink wings and rhinestone boots – also pink.

Underneath the wings was a short note,
written in Sammy’s scribbled handwriting – “You’ll look fabulous.
Don’t be late.” Irwin crumpled up the piece of paper. “Don’t be
late? There’s no way I can even go out in this… stuff.”

Slumping on the edge of the bed, Irwin rubbed
his head, the brush of silk against his nose reminding him he was
still holding the shorts. He dropped them quickly and rubbed his
head again as he pondered his options.

I could plead a headache? Irwin knew
Sammy wouldn’t accept an excuse like that – shifters didn’t get
headaches.

Family emergency? Irwin sighed. His
friends all knew about his lack of family contacts, too.

I could burn the apartment down. Surely
that would be excuse enough to get out of this party. Irwin
amused himself, thinking about doing exactly that. He could see
himself, in his mind’s eye, standing distraught on the pavement,
staring up at his burning building, surrounded by hunky firemen –
who for some reason had turned up shirtless – a single tear
tracking down his face, his bare shoulders peeking out from the
blanket provided by said firemen. My feet would be bare, and one
of the firemen who looks like a tank, but has the kindest eyes,
offers to carry me… I could even live stream it. Imagine the
monetization.

Another sigh. Dreams are free. Irwin
knew he didn’t have a choice but to put on Sammy’s Costume –
capital letters still necessary – and go to the event. He had
viewers waiting – it’s not like they had any other plans on a
Friday - and if he backed out now, the months of work he’d put into
helping his fellow introverts would be ruined.

I’ve got to do something with the pen.
Irwin considered clipping it to the shorts, but then all his
viewers would see was the crotches of other party goers – perhaps
just the top of thighs for the taller attendees. There was no point
in trying to attach it to the straps for the wings. Irwin would be
fiddling with them all night as it was, and his hands would keep
blocking the shots.

Nail polish! That’s it. Irwin rummaged
through the top drawer of his dresser. He’d cover the pen in gold
nail polish, thread a piece of leather through the clip at the top
of the pen and wear it as a statement necklace. Don’t mess with
me, I’m armed with a pen. Mightier than Chester’s rubber
sword.

Irwin groaned. The night’s going to be a
disaster. And I haven’t even got into my costume yet. “I’m
going to kill Sammy.”

/~/~/~/~/

“Okay, everyone, I’m going in.” Irwin checked
the tiny light on the camera pen was glowing green. He’d had
another moment of panic, after donning the costume, as to where he
could put his phone. It’s not like the shorts had pockets. In the
end, he’d activated the Bluetooth, made sure his phone was paired
with the camera, and then slid his phone into the side of his
knee-high boots.

“Remember, I might not be able to talk much,
but Prue will be on the chat with you if you have any questions
that can’t wait. What I’m wanting you to do tonight is to pay
attention to the way the guests interact with each other. Look for
examples of where people are joining conversations, maybe with
friends, acquaintances or even strangers and note the differences.
You’ll probably see my friends, Chester, Ryo, and Sammy, during the
evening, you’ve all seen them on my channel before, so watch what
they do. I won’t be staying too long, and if I have a chance, I’ll
make some closing remarks before I close off.”

Checking around, Irwin lowered his voice. He
was getting close to the queue waiting to get in. “I’ve got
butterflies the size of bats in my belly. I’m practicing controlled
breathing to prevent hyperventilation, and I’m reminding myself
that no one will be paying attention to me, as they all have their
own lives and concerns. These things all help in a strange or new
situation. Wish me luck everyone. It’s time to party.”

The bouncer’s eyes almost popped out of his
head when Irwin stepped up to the rope strung across the door
frame. “Irwin Chance, I have an invitation.”

“With an ass like that, you don’t need one.
You certainly know how to strut your stuff.”

Conscious of his online audience, Irwin
ducked his head and slipped through the door once the bouncer had
removed the rope for him. He purposefully hadn’t shown his viewers
his costume, simply saying it was “appropriate for the evening.”
None of his viewers could tell he was lying through his teeth.

But, wow, his viewers were going to be
impressed with the inside of the club. It was definitely up-market,
every detail screaming “I’m worth money,” to even the untrained
eye. Instead of tables and chairs, there were couches and
armchairs, all made in white leather. Booths, lining two of the
walls were done in the same white, and an extensive lighting set up
in the ceiling threw colored beams over every surface in the room.
A huge circular dance floor in the dead center of the massive space
pulsed with lights of blue and gold. The effect was stunning.

Looking around, Irwin couldn’t see any of his
friends, but he knew they had a reserved table. Pushing his way
through goblins and vampires (real and costumed), fairy queens and
leather bikers, he finally found the table Ryo had promised them,
taking a seat with a sigh. He’d love a drink, but the queue at the
bar was six deep.

The people watching side of things was
definitely interesting, but Irwin was relieved when he saw Chester
picking his way through the crowds of people.

“Wow, you look amazing,” Chester said as he
got to the table, and then from just behind him, Sammy said, “Hey
guys, is Ryo here yet?”

Irwin glared at Sammy and noticed Chester was
doing the same.

“What’s with the grumpy looks, guys? We’re in
this amazing place, I mean, just look around you.” Sammy tried to
twirl, but there were too many people. But that didn’t knock his
good humor. “This place is hopping and crazy. Relax and enjoy
it.”

“I’d be a much happier Prince Charming if I
didn’t have this damn costume constantly crawling up the crack of
my ass,” Chester complained. “What were you thinking, Sammy?”

“I was thinking that you have a great ass and
need to let everyone see that booty.” Sammy reached over and
smacked Chester’s ass. “Look at that jiggle, it’s great.”

“Oh damn, that is great.” Some guy was
standing behind Chester drooling like Chester was some giant hunk
of chocolate. But Sammy intervened when he tried to do some
slapping of
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