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Joshua Devine is the third son of the Alpha of Asphalt Bay. He’s a bit of a loner and an outcast in his father’s eyes. He wants to gain his father’s approval, but he isn’t sure that will ever happen. So, he looks for approval elsewhere by searching for his fated mate. But Josh has his work cut out for him since his sense of smell isn’t what it should be...

Kira McAlister is a vampire musician. He travels from country to country playing in paranormal clubs and bars with his rock band. After centuries of doing the same thing he’s ready to find his beloved and settle in one place. No more groupies and a local crowd are all he’s looking for so when his band lands in Asphalt Bay he decides it’s the perfect spot.

Will Josh find the approval he’s looking for? Will Kira be able to convince Josh that they’re mates? Or will it just end in tragedy?

 




For Mom and Dad,

thanks so much for supporting me and my writing, even though you didn’t have to.
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Kira McAlister (Key-rah, Mick-Al-ister)

Joshua Devine (Josh-ua, Deh-veen)

Altair (All-tie-ear)

Tyr/Tyrant (Tear, Tea-rahnt)

Alaric (All-rick)

Mishka (Mee-sh-ka)
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I wake up on the kitchen floor, there’s a pain in my shoulder and my head is throbbing. I have no idea how I ended up here. It’s like there’s a blank space in my mind where the events from last night should be. Did I have too much to drink? I don’t remember having anything at Wyatt’s club other than a soda. Was I roofied? Fuck, I have no idea. If I was roofied some asshole is going to pay. Well, once I manage to get off this floor that is, I’m sure I’ll do something about it. I mean, I would if I could remember.

My doorbell rings and I groan. I slowly pull myself up off the floor and make my way over to the door. The doorbell rings again as I unlatch the locks and swing it open. I flinch when the sunlight hits my face. Man, I must be seriously hungover. My eyes finally adjust to the light so I open my mouth to greet my brother but he beats me to it. What he says shocks me speechless.
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I live in a small town called Asphalt Bay. It isn’t much but it’s home. As a younger son to the Alpha of the Asphalt Bay pack I’m kind of unimportant. My dad has zero expectations for me. He considers my three brothers his golden sons and basically puts them on a pedestal. Me on the other hand, well he couldn’t care less about me or anything I do. He’s never even told me that he was proud of me. Not even once.

I’ve worked my ass off to become an enforcer for the pack even with my fucked-up sense of smell and he still won’t acknowledge me. The only thing he’s ever really done for me is allow me to live in a loft apartment he owns in town. It would’ve been rent free, but it felt too much like he was trying to get rid of me. In the end, I didn’t accept that part of the deal. I live in the apartment but pay cheap rent and all my utilities are included which is nice of course. Technically, my dad owns the entire building and not just the apartment. I actually live above the local bookstore.

Since, I’m not living on pack lands my wolf tends to get lonely because I’m not around other wolves as often as he’d like me to be. I only go on pack lands to work my patrol shifts and attend pack runs. I run on my own when I need it, but it isn’t the same as running with others.

In order to curb the loneliness, I started renting out the spare room in the loft. It provides some extra cash and some much-needed company. Alas, I can’t seem to keep a roommate. It’s probably because I can’t stop myself from sleeping with them. Which blurs the lines between me as the technical landlord and them as the tenant.

I know I’m an asshole for doing it of course but, I don’t see any other way for me to find my fated mate. When I was ten years old, I lost my sense of smell because of an incident with some chemicals. My brothers and I were playing hide and go seek, I hid in an old shed on the outskirts of our territory. My brothers couldn’t find me, and I ended up waiting for them until dark. Anyways, something spooked me, and I jumped up from my hiding spot under a shelf in the corner hitting my head.

The force of the hit knocked over a glass container of chemicals that shattered at my feet. The smell was so strong that it burned my nose and because I was scared of what I’d heard outside I ended up sitting there smelling that shit until my dad found me a few hours later. By then though the damage had already been done. At first, I couldn’t smell anything at all it was like my nose was completely numb to the world. The pack doctor said it would fix itself once I hit puberty and shifted for the first time. It did in part, I could smell things again, but they all smelled exactly the same. There are still some things that I can’t smell at all but mostly everything just smells like cinnamon toast and roses.

I’m not sure why of course, the pack doctor has run so many tests it’s pitiful. He can’t find anything to explain it so, I’ve given up on trying to figure it out. That’s just the way it is, and I have to deal with that. It wouldn’t be so bad if I didn’t have to resort to being, an asshole to find my fated mate. I have to rely on my wolf and the only way I can do that is through sex. If I don’t get the urge to bite during the act, then that means they aren’t who I’m looking for. So, I give them the boot. Yeah, it’s harsh but I don’t want to settle for just anyone.

The moral of this conversation is, don’t sleep with your roommate and then treat them like a one-night stand afterwards by literally kicking them out of the bed. Especially, when that roommate is a panther shifter, who decides to go all batshit insane and trash the spare room you rent out. Then, packs up and leaves like they didn’t just go and trash the place.

It’s going to take me a week and a half just to get the room itself back to rent worthy condition. That’s not counting replacing the furniture. I should seriously have someone draw up some kind of legal document to protect me from this shit. Like, if I have them pay two months’ rent in advance before moving in and use it as some sort of deposit. If they trash the place before moving out, they won’t be getting that shit back but, if they leave without wrecking the place, I’ll give the money back to them. Yeah, that totally sounds good. I’ll call my cute little brother, the lawyer, and have him draw it up for me. Right after I clean up this mess and make a list of things that I’ll need.

I’m on my way to the hardware store with my list of supplies when my phone rings. “Hello?”

My older brother Wyatt says, “Hey little brother, you take care of that mess yet?”

I sigh. “Yeah, I’m walking into the hardware store now to get some supplies.”

“Okay, well Caleb and I were just wondering if you needed any help. Figured we’d help you fix up your spare room, so we can work out the details for Declan’s bachelor party. We set the date for it to be in three weeks.”

I nod while looking at the patching putty stuff for the walls. “Sounds good, my place in say an hour? Bring food.”

Wyatt says, “You aren’t cooking?”

“No, I’m not cooking.” I can practically hear the pouty face expression he must be wearing.

“But, why?”

I roll my eyes. “Oh, stop with the pouting you spoiled brat. I’m not cooking.”

“But, but…I need it.”

“Ba, la, la, la…I can’t hear you!”

He makes this little whimper noise. “Come on little brother…please? I want some of that fried chicken you made last time.”

“Nope, not happening. Gotta go, bye.” I hang up the phone and go back to browsing. Any longer and he would’ve conned me into cooking, the fucker.

I don’t understand why my brothers love my cooking so much. It’s really nothing special. I didn’t go to any fancy schools for it or anything. My mom taught me the basics besides I just like trying new recipes. Most of the time they turn out pretty good. Other times they don’t, and I tweak the recipe to get it right. Maybe I spoil them too much? Every time I try something new, I call them to taste test it. It’s great having three guinea pigs to test things out on. They always give me honest opinions and it differs between each of them. That’s probably it.

I add the rest of the things I need to my cart and head for the checkout. I know I said an hour but knowing my brothers they’re probably already there and just called to make sure it was okay to come over. They do it all the time and then they brush it off as if I never said a specific time. They usually come up with some bullshit excuse like, “We were already in the neighborhood…” Sometimes they just make me want to slap them…in the face…with a chair…made of steel.

When I get up to the counter the old man behind the register says, “Doing some more home renovation?”

I laugh as I put my stuff onto the counter. “Something like that.”

He rings it up and says, “That’ll be 71.50.” I sigh and hand over my debit card. I really need that insurance policy. Seriously, this is just all kinds of fucked up and I still have to replace all the furniture! Fuck, this sucks. I really need to stop sleeping with my roommates. Maybe I should try online dating or something? I hear there’s one of those sites for Paranormals only. If the price for membership isn’t totally outrageous then maybe, I’ll try it out.

I maneuver the bags so that I can carry everything without injuring myself or anyone else. I should’ve drove, but the store is within walking distance of my loft, so I figured I’d just carry the stuff. Boy did I misjudge how much arm space I’d need for this shit. I totally need like three of me. I can’t even see to walk three feet ahead so I’m just calling out “Excuse me, pardon me, coming through. Walking blind here.”

That way any pedestrians that I could blindly run over has a chance to move out of the way. I use my heightened senses to listen for cars when I cross the street and somehow manage to make it back in one piece. I stomp up the stairs and I immediately know my brothers are there because they’re laughing at me. Wyatt tries to hold it in while he says, “Hey umm…did you need some help with your hardware?” In the end he bursts into laughter while Caleb laughs right along with him. They’re elbowing each other as they laugh.

I roll my eyes. “Real funny assholes help me with this shit. My left arm is going numb here.”

They sigh and grumble like children. “Do we have to?”

“Yes. Now, take a bag!” They each take a couple bags so that I can unlock the door and let us in. Once we’re inside the loft I flip on a couple lights and head for the spare room where I drop the bags on the floor. Wyatt and Caleb drop their bags beside the ones I left on the floor and we head back out into the kitchen.

Wyatt says “Dude, the walls are a mess in there and what happened to the furniture? There’s nothing left but the wood floors and some sheetrock dust. Who did you piss off exactly?”

I shrug. “My latest roommate was a panther shifter. Hence the huge ass claw marks gouged into the walls. Bitch went psycho.”

Caleb snorts and says, “Psycho doesn’t even begin to cover it. You really should do background checks or something on these people before letting them live here. I mean really, you’ve fixed that room four times already. Bro, something has got to give.”

I nod and say, “Yeah. Speaking of which, could you draw up some sort of rental contract for me? Basically, state that they must pay two months of rent up front because the two months’ advance will be used as a deposit. That way, if they decide to trash the place, I have something to cover the repairs instead of paying out of my own pocket. If they decide to move out or something but leave the room as is then they can have the deposit back. Get what I’m saying?”

He nods and says, “I’ll draw it up and get it to you. How soon do you need it?”

I think for a moment. “Next week? I have to get the room back to the way it was first of course and then I’ll put out an ad for a new roomie in the local newspaper and on the paranormal news website.”

Wyatt says, “Could you do a job ad for me too? I’m still looking for a house band to play my club and the ones I’ve auditioned so far have been shit. I’ll text you the details.”

I nod. “Sure. I see you guys didn’t bring food.”

Wyatt smiles this sly smile and says, “We were hoping you’d cook.”

I sigh. “Fine. Since you insist on me cooking, you two can get to work on the spare room. I’ll leave you guys to do all the work. I suggest you get started.”

They stare at me wide eyed for a second before heading toward the spare room to get started on the repairs. I walk over to my pantry and start pulling out the ingredients I need for chicken. Luckily, I have some chicken thawed out in the fridge. Once I gather my ingredients, I throw on my black apron with vampire fangs on it that says, “Kiss the cook.” I know it’s kind of cheesy, but I saw it in the store at Halloween and had to buy it

Tying the apron around my waist, I pull the sleeves up on my shirt, hit play on my tablet that connects to my Bluetooth sound system, and get to work.

My brothers come out of the spare room just as I put the finishing touches on dinner. “Hey, you’re just in time. I just finished dinner. Did you guys get everything done?”

Wyatt shakes his head and says “Almost, we have to wait for the sheetrock repair stuff to dry first before we can repaint the room.”

Caleb says, “It’s an interesting color choice you picked this time.”

I shrug. “Well, white is a boring color. I figured since I had to replace everything anyways, I might as well decorate a little bit.”

Caleb raises an eyebrow at me. “And you chose teal because?”

I glare at him. “Because it’s pretty and gives it a nice beachy feel. I’m going to get dark wood furniture. White sheets to go on the bed, with a teal top blanket, and teal pillows.”

They both stare at me blankly before laughing. Caleb says, “What if your roommate hates the look?”

“Then he or she can change it, but they’ll be the one paying for it. I’m not going to be handing over another couple thousand dollars just because they aren’t satisfied with the room.”

Wyatt says, “That’s understandable. Did you need any help picking up the furniture?”

I shake my head. “No, it should all fit on the back of my truck. I’ll go and pick it up once the paint is dry. You might have to pick up a TV for me though. I don’t think it’ll fit once I’ve gotten everything.”

He nods. “Sure thing. Can you feed us now?”

I flip him off but put the food on their plates anyways. I make sure all the burners are turned off on the stove before I sit down and eat. Once we’ve finished eating, I take the plates into the kitchen to cleanup. As I do so, my brothers show signs of leaving.

Wyatt says, “Hey, we’re going to head out. There’s nothing we can do until after the sheetrock repair mud dries. With how deep those claw marks were it’ll take a full twenty-four hours. We’ll be back tomorrow to paint. Later.” They make a quick escape before I can rope them into helping with anything else.

I sigh, and start making out another grocery list. Knowing my brothers, I’ll be expected to cook again. I get to work planning out what I’ll cook tomorrow so that I have plenty for them to eat for lunch and dinner. They’re bottomless pits I swear. I could cook an entire buffet to rival that of any buffet restaurant and they’d probably still be hungry. I leave the list on the counter by the coffee maker so that I don’t forget to go shopping tomorrow morning. Then, I turn off all the lights and get ready for bed.
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