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Bruno Marrz (Brew-no, Mars)

Idris Vaughn (Ee-dris, Vaughn *rhymes with on*)

Andrew Marrz

Jeremy Marrz

Remy Marrz
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(This is an Asphalt Bay/Venetian Hills spin-off story. Since this book isn’t an integral part of either series, it can be read as a standalone. If you’d like to get to know some of the characters mentioned in this story, then you’ll want to read the Asphalt Bay and Venetian Hills books. Reading order for those can be found inside this book)

Bruno Marrz -no not the singer- is a wolf shifter and single father to three boys. After separating from his cheating ex-wife and gaining custody, Bruno took his three boys and moved cross country, returning to the pack he was born in. Bruno does his best, but he’s struggling to make ends meet and now, a year after leaving, his ex-wife wants custody of their boys. Unsure if he can afford to fight, Bruno seeks the help of the pack’s lawyer.

Idris Vaughn is the top trauma surgeon at Venetian Hills Medical and a dragon shifter originally from Wales. He’s also the youngest surgeon to reach his level. Idris has a big house and lots of money, but those things don’t keep him warm at night. Idris longs for the love of a fated mate and the joy of a family but, he hasn’t had any luck finding the one person destined to be his.

Neither man expected to meet their fated mate at the scene of an accident, but that’s what happens. Between the custody battle, navigating a new relationship, and trying to figure out Bruno’s ex-wife’s motives, these two men will have their work cut out for them when it comes to their happily ever after. Can they achieve it, or will they fail?

 

(Warning: Contains sexual content, mpreg elements and explicit language. Not recommended for those under the age of 18.)

 




Asphalt Bay/Venetian Hills Reading Order

 

 

This book is part of an interconnecting series with a villain plot that spans multiple books! It was written with the intention that the books would be read in a certain order. If you start from this one, you’ll be confused! Below is the correct reading order.

 

1. An Alpha for the Demigod (Asphalt Bay One)

2. The Enforcer’s Secret Vampire (Asphalt Bay Two)

3. The Beta’s Poison Bite (Asphalt Bay Three)

4. Taming the Feral Tiger (Asphalt Bay Four)

5. The Alpha’s Master (Venetian Hills One)

6. The Second’s Cursed Mate (Venetian Hills Two)

7. The Doctor’s Demon Prince (Asphalt Bay Five)

8. The Leopard’s Twin Troubles (Asphalt Bay Six)

9. The Beta’s Second Chance (Venetian Hills Three)

10. The Panther’s Favorite Bully (Venetian Hills Four)

11. The Warlock’s Beautiful Bird (Asphalt Bay Seven)
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One year ago…

 

Signing my name on the dotted line, I sigh. That’s it…fifteen years wasted. Looking across the table at my ex-wife and her lawyer, I can’t help but wonder, where I went wrong. How did I not see it? Laura and I have been together for fifteen years, married for thirteen of them and have three beautiful boys. I thought we loved each other and maybe we did in the beginning, but somewhere along the way, things changed. We started fighting, mostly about money -because she refused to pay for a single thing that wasn’t her fancy designer clothes- and where Laura was spending her time when she stayed out all night.

Since her excuses always scented as truth, I never knew she’d been lying to my face. Never knew she’d been cheating until the day I forgot to pack my own lunch and had to go off the jobsite to get something to eat, catching her with another man when I passed by a local bistro. Maybe I should’ve waited for my fated mate instead of marrying Laura and starting a family. The instant that thought enters my mind I dismiss it. I might regret Laura right now, but I could never regret our boys.

When I confronted Laura about the cheating, asking her why she’d do such a thing, she laughed in my face and said it was because she was tired of doing all the work in the bedroom. It hurt of course. As an omega, I’m used to taking cues from alphas and betas, so I always let her lead. I never thought she had a problem with it, but apparently, I was wrong. Maybe this was inevitable. Laura’s family never liked me. Laura’s a trust fund baby and they thought I was a gold digger. Signing a prenup before we went through with the wedding got them off my back for the most part but, they never felt like I was good enough for her.

Our fight that night was ugly, but in order to spare our boys from the horror of a drawn-out ugly battle in divorce court, we agreed to use mediation and today is the last meeting. Once the papers are signed, we’ll go our separate ways. She’ll stay here in California and I’ll take the boys with me back to my hometown of Asphalt Bay. The only money I’m getting out of this is the child support payments she agreed to.

The saddest and most painful part of all this isn’t the fact that she cheated, or that our relationship is over. No, it’s that she didn’t even try to fight me for custody. I thought she loved our boys, but I might’ve been wrong about that too. Seems I was wrong about a lot of things.
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Present Day…

 

It’s been a year since the divorce and the boys, and I have settled into our new life. While things aren’t totally back to normal, we’re getting there. I was born in Asphalt Bay, grew up here for a short time until my family moved to the west coast. I’ve always loved this town and knew if I ever had the chance to move back, I’d do it. Asphalt Bay is a small town on the coast of Maryland. It’s comprised of mostly paranormals and the humans that are aware of our existence.

The town itself is like something out of a painting. All the shops and restaurants are on main street. We have a small private bay inlet but, thankfully don’t get many tourists. The main street is the only road in or out and leads into the forest where the pack’s lands are located. We don’t even have stoplights because the town is so small. It’s cozy though and the everyone knows everyone vibe is something I missed while living on the west coast.

I love this little town and I think it was the perfect place for our fresh start. Things are still a little rocky with the boys. Their mom leaving and us moving so far away was a shock and I think they blame themselves for the divorce even though it wasn’t their fault at all. However, just because things have been difficult, doesn’t mean I love my boys any less. With the way their mother has been treating them lately, I’ve been doing my best to shower them with so much love and affection it makes up for what they aren’t getting from her.

Turning the stove off, I plate the food and shout, “Boys! Breakfast! Come and eat!”

Hearing two sets of footsteps come stomping down the hall, I turn and grin at two of my boys, glad to see they’re already dressed and ready for daycare. Jeremy is ten, Remy is seven. Setting their plates in front of them and pouring Jeremy his juice and Remy his milk, I leave them to eat and go in search of Andrew. He’s my oldest at thirteen and has taken the divorce the hardest. Even now, a year later, he’s still quiet, sullen, and angry. I can’t count the times he’s lashed out at me, blaming me for what happened with his mom. Though I suspect the worsening of his mood the past few weeks has something to do with the fact his mother cut their latest visit short.

The custody agreement gives her visitation. Since I moved cross country, she’s supposed to get the boys for the entire summer. For major holidays, she gets them on Thanksgiving while I get Christmas and then it switches the next year. The divorce was finalized at the beginning of summer last year, so while I was busy packing up our things, making sure we’d have a place with the pack plus a house and a job lined up, the boys stayed with their mother in her new place as part of the visitation agreement. They didn’t get the entire summer with her though, since we had to be sure we arrived in Asphalt Bay before school started.

This year, I worked as much overtime as possible and even picked up a second job part time to be able to afford the plane tickets since the child support payments stopped a while ago. I put the last payment into savings to use for things the boys need in case I couldn’t pay myself. I’ve been trying to make it last as long as possible because every time I called Laura about the money she’d hang up. The last time I asked, I threatened to get a lawyer and take her to court but, she laughed saying with what my job pays me I couldn’t afford a pot to piss in let alone hire an attorney. She’s such a vile, cold-hearted woman, I have no idea how I spent fifteen years with her and didn’t see her for the person she is. Her blatant disregard for our boys pisses me off but, I can’t stop her from seeing them without going to court and petitioning to have her rights terminated.

The boys were excited to spend the summer in California, seeing their old friends and spending time with their mom. Andrew was the most excited, I’d seen him radiate happiness for the first time since divorce proceedings started. I thought I was finally getting my boy back but a week into the visit, I got a call from Laura letting me know she was off to Spain with her current boyfriend and had put our boys on a plane home. They were so heartbroken when they arrived. It took me weeks to get Jeremy and Remy back to being their normal selves but, Andrew slipped further into his depression and I have no idea how to help him. I know that’s what it is because lately he doesn’t want to get out of bed or leave his room.

Most of the time I have to force him to get out of bed just so I can make sure he’s eating. If he won’t take my usual bribes, I end up having to drag him out of bed, dressing him myself, while he fights and screams at me every step of the way. I tried sending him to therapy but, the fees were so expensive, and he refused to talk to the man I hired. Probably because the doctor was an asshole…maybe I should look into finding someone better. I should get a lawyer too to see what they can do about the child support payments but, with what I make, hiring a doctor and a lawyer on top of needing to take care of three growing boys, isn’t in the realm of possibility. I might be able to swing hiring either the doctor or the lawyer but, I’d have to decide which is more important right now.

I could go to the pack alpha for assistance but, I hate taking hand-outs and being indebted to people. The alpha already gave me this house on pack lands even though it’s small and only three bedrooms. I can’t ask for more. Thank goodness Jeremy and Remy get along well because having them share a room would be a disaster otherwise. The alpha tried to offer me a bigger house once new ones had been built, but I declined it because my boys and I had already made the little cabin home and I didn’t want to mess up the progress I’d made with them by making them pack up and move again.

Walking down the hall, I stop in front of Andrew’s door. Knocking, I hear him say, “Go away. Sighing, I steel myself for the fight I’m sure is about to ensue while trying to come up with ways I can possibly pacify my son and get him to cooperate. I’d do anything to make him happy again. Seeing him like this hurts my heart. If I ever see Laura again, I’ll kill her for doing this to him. Twisting the knob, I enter the room and say, “Andrew, come on, it’s time to get up and get dressed. Breakfast is on the table. You need to eat before it gets cold.”

He sits up, throwing a pillow at me. “I said go away! I’m not hungry!”

The scent of his lie makes my nose itch. Smiling at him so, he knows I’m not angry or frustrated with him, I cross over to the bed. Sitting on the edge I say, “Come on, bud. I made your favorite. Blueberry pancakes with bacon. I know you’re still upset about your mom cutting your visit short. I’m sorry she did that, but we can’t change it. What we can do, is make the best of an awful situation. Tomorrow’s my day off so what do you say I take you and your brothers to Six Flags. I know you’ve been wanting to go.”

Andrew looks up at me with his eyes full of hope. “But you said we couldn’t afford it.”

“I know I said that, but you and your brothers deserve a little fun to get your mind off things. I’ll make it happen bud, I swear. But you’ve got to be a good boy. Get dressed and eat your breakfast and don’t cause any trouble at daycare.”

I’ll have to max out my credit card but, it’ll be worth it to see him smile. “But, dad, daycare is for babies!”

Chuckling, I say, “No, it’s for all kids not old enough to be by themselves while their parents work. I know you’d rather stay home, but you’re too young to be able to care for yourself and your brothers. The pack daycare is nice, and there are other kids to play with. I know quite a few of them are your age.” We have this discussion almost daily. My boy is thirteen going on thirty and for some reason he feels like he has to grow up right away. Despite the attitude he’s been giving me, he’s a good kid and I think deep down, he’s warring with himself. Torn between trying to protect himself from getting hurt by me or anyone else like he’s been hurt by his mother and the desire to grow up so, I don’t have to worry about him as much. He doesn’t realize as his dad, I’ll always worry, even when he’s an adult and out on his own.

Standing up, I ruffle his hair and say, “Get dressed bud, I’ll be in the kitchen waiting for you.”

Exiting his room, I pull the door shut behind me and go into the kitchen. Jeremy and Remy have almost finished their breakfast, so I reheat Andrew’s while fixing myself a bacon sandwich. As I take the first bite, I hear footsteps coming down the hall and feel relieved that my bribe
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