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Declan Devine is the soon to be Alpha of the Asphalt Bay Pack. He’s a total playboy that refuses to settle down. He enjoys having his pick of any partner with no regard for what’s between their legs. Well, until his father decides to force him into a mating before becoming Alpha. With no time to search for his true mate, Declan chooses the next best candidate.

Liam “Lykos” Cassidy is a very powerful demigod. The result of a joining between the sea god Poseidon and a wolf shifter. Favored by his uncle Zeus, Lykos has extra special abilities given to him by Zeus himself. As a “Fixer” for the Paranormal Council he uses his abilities and knowledge to solve any problems that arise. Bordering on psychotic with some of the things he does, he’s a force to be reckoned with.

Will Lykos finally have someone to call his own despite his frigid personality? Will Declan reject the gift given to him by fate for the sake of duty? Or will everything go the way fate decided it should?
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I wake up with the sunlight streaming through the blinds hitting me right in the face. Flinching away from the light, I force my eyes open. My head is pounding, which is strange for a shifter but not unheard of. I must’ve drunk way too much last night. Too bad I can’t remember any of it.

I look around the room suddenly aware that I am in an unfamiliar place. I should’ve known I wasn’t at home with the sun coming through the blinds. Blackout curtains were made for a reason and since there are none here, I’m certain that I am not in my own bed.

I stand up and stretch my arms above my head taking a deep breath as I do so. Suddenly, a tantalizing scent hits my nose and I suppress a groan. I slowly turn around and say, “Holy shit, what have I done?”
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There’s this little town, on the east coast no one’s ever heard of. It’s a cute little place surrounded by forests and mountains and tons of wild animals. A little place called Asphalt Bay. You’ll never find another town like this one, trust me. Why you ask? Well, Asphalt Bay is home to a wolf pack but not just any wolf pack. The wolves of Asphalt Bay are shifters. This is a town created by shifters for shifters...

Of course, times have changed, and you can’t just go around discriminating against other paranormals. Lest you have the Paranormal Council on your ass. You do not want to deal with those guys. They’re like our version of the human’s mafia. We all have our own councils of course. There’s a Shifter Council, a Vampire Council, and so on but when they can’t deal with the problem the Paranormal Council does and well, let’s just say you don’t want them dealing with it. So, because of that there are some vampires, other shifter types, and even a couple witches in town.

The place isn’t that large, only home to a few thousand people, most of them pack. The hierarchy breaks down the same too. There’s the Alpha and his mate, the betas, the enforcers, the trackers, the gammas and then the omegas. We have a few of the last two but there aren’t many. Oh, and then you have me, the Alpha’s oldest son. Next in line to take over the pack.

After me are my three idiot brothers, Wyatt, Joshua, and Caleb. My sister Eloise doesn’t count because well, she’s only ten. She was the surprise my parents weren’t expecting but welcomed anyways. My father plans to retire sometime this year. He hasn’t specified the day but with his birthday coming up in a few months it will probably be soon. As for me, I’m not looking forward to becoming Alpha. At first, it was something I was excited to be able to do but, that was until my father had to go and ruin it.

See, I thought being Alpha would help get me laid, not that I need help in that department, but it would mean more partners for me. Understand what I’m saying? So, I was all prepared to become Alpha and lead the pack like a good Alpha should while also getting laid but no, I’m not allowed to do that. I must find a mate even though I don’t want one. Mates are a hassle. At least, bonded mates are. They’re free to cheat and lie. Some of them are high maintenance assholes no one wants to deal with. I swear if I have to listen to my mate yap like a fucking Chihuahua, I’ll shoot myself.

If I have to take a mate, I would prefer it to be my fated mate instead of a bond mate. At least, then I know they won’t be able to cheat, and with a mind link it’d be easy to figure out when they’re hiding things. Not that it’s definite we would find our fated mates, but I have hope. I probably sound ingenuous wishing for this perfect relationship where my partner won’t have to lie or hide things from me. I just want it to be open and honest because if I can’t have that then I don’t want a mate at all.

I guess you could say I’m a little naïve. I mean, I’ve only had one serious relationship ever in my life and I was only 52 when it happened. It was almost a hundred years ago but still, if I’d bonded then I wouldn’t be in this mess. Joel was an enforcer for the pack, but his wolf was an Alpha. We loved each other, and it was good for a while, but it wasn’t enough. Joel ended up leaving to start his own pack and I thought he’d take me with him, but I was wrong. Only one of my brothers would have been able to take over if I had left and Joel knew that. Once I realized that it would be selfish of me to force Wyatt into the alpha position, I wasn’t going to do that to him. Especially, since he had his own dreams and being Alpha was not one of them.

As for what I said about my father ruining my desire to become Alpha, I should probably clarify that. He was the one who told me I needed to take a mate before he retired. I assume he’ll announce the exact date at tonight’s pack run. In the meantime, I’ll be going fishing out on the bay with my best friend Crispin.

He has a boat down at the docks and we go fishing whenever we can. So, once I throw out last night’s bed bunny and get dressed, I’ll grab my shit and go. I finish drinking my cup of coffee, then head towards my bedroom. I grab the air horn can off the dresser when I walk in and press down on the button…hard. The cute little twink I brought home last night falls out of the bed in a tangle of sheets and high-pitched squeals.

He glares at me and says, “What the fuck is wrong with you?!”

I shrug. “I need you to leave, like now. I have to be somewhere, and you can’t stay so yeah, get out.” I watch as he slowly gets up and starts gathering his things so that he can get dressed. I look at the clock on the nightstand and start tapping my foot impatiently. This guy seriously needs to hurry up or I’ll be late. He finally pulls on the last of his clothes and heads my way.

As he passes by to go out the door he hisses, “You’re an asshole.”

I wait until I hear the front door slam before saying to myself “Fucking cat shifters, always in a tizzy.” I grab my clothes for the day and quickly change into them. Once I’m dressed and I’m sure I look good, I grab my truck keys, cellphone, and wallet then I head out the door.

After double checking that all my fishing gear is loaded and ready, I climb into the truck and crank it up. I turn up the radio, put on my sunglasses, then head for the gas station to fill up and grab another cup of coffee. I can’t live without my morning cup of Joe. I have to have a minimum of two cups a day otherwise it throws off my entire day and I can’t function. Once I’ve had my second cup of coffee, I get back on the road and head to the docks to meet Crispin.

Crispin is already on the boat waiting by the time I get there. I ran into construction traffic on the way and ended up late. Even though, I tried to avoid it by throwing out the bed bunny earlier than usual. Fate is being finicky today. She doesn’t appear to be on my side at all. I grab my fishing gear out of the truck and throw it into the boat a little too forcefully.

Crispin laughs and says, “Someone forget their coffee today?”

I shake my head. “Nope, had both cups. It’s just one of those days.”

He nods slowly and says, “Oh, one of those days huh? Bad lay?”

If I’d been drinking something I would’ve choked. “It was fine. He got a little pissy when I threw him out this morning. Might’ve been the cat in him though.”

“So, this time it was a cat shifter of the male persuasion. You really have no morals.”

“Oh, fuck off.”

He laughs and says, “Come on, help me get this boat untied so we can go.”

“Since you asked so nicely, I guess I can.” I head to the front and untie the rope. Normally, he’d need help getting this huge ass thing into the water, but we’d already done that part on our first fishing trip. Now, all we do is tie it to the dock during the fishing season. I’ll help him when he decides to bring it out of the water at the end of the season.

Once we’re out in the bay he drops the anchor in our usual fishing spot. We crack open a few sodas since it’s too early for beer and cast our lines. It’s so peaceful sitting out here even if the fish aren’t biting. I find that it’s still nice to enjoy nature when I’m not furry and running around on all fours. Crispin reels in his line and recasts it. I go to do the same but my phone starts ringing.

Crispin says, “Hey man, we agreed no cellular devices on manly fishing excursions.”

I laugh and say “Dude, it’s my dad. I have to keep my phone on me for when he decides to give me more ultimatums.”

Crispin shakes his head while I answer the phone. “Hello?”

My dad says, “Took you long enough to answer.”

“Sorry, I’m out on the bay fishing.”

He sighs. “Of course, you are. Have you thought about what I said?”

I sigh. “You know I don’t want a mate, dad. I’ve said this a million times already.”

“It’s pack law. You must have a mate to become Alpha. That’s the way it’s always been. You know your brothers are only betas in rank and can’t take over and I refuse to hand the pack to some knucklehead who doesn’t know his ass from his face when it comes to pack matters.”

I roll my eyes. “I know dad. Can’t you change pack law?”

“I would have to get approval from all the wolf shifter packs in the country plus the shifter council to change pack law. You know that. The shifter council gathered each species of shifter to create the laws. An alpha can create other laws for their specific pack but when it comes to the main pack laws that are the same for each pack across the country an Alpha can’t touch them without a lot of work.”

I sigh in defeat, “I just thought I’d ask.”

“If you don’t find someone to be your mate by my birthday, I’ll choose someone for you.”

My mouth drops open in shock. “Dad you can’t be serious!”

“Deadly. I’ll announce it at the pack run tonight. I’ll be retiring after my birthday. Your mother and I would like to raise your sister in peace without the issues of the pack getting in between our time as a family.”

I probably looked like a gaping fish with the way my mouth was moving. “That’s in two months! That’s not enough time!”

He growls “It’s plenty of time to find a suitable mate.”

I shout back “Yeah, a bond mate not a fated mate!”

“Forget about fated mates! You’re one hundred and thirty years old. If you haven’t found yours yet with the way you sleep around, then you probably never will. You know they’re rare in this pack. The last confirmed pair died in a pack war before you were born, and we haven’t had any since. Your mother and I were lucky, but we met nearly three hundred years ago in our late thirties.”

I nod and say “I know dad. I just hoped…never mind. I’ll find someone suitable by that time.” I hang up before he can say anything else. My hopes have already been crushed so I might as well salvage what’s left of my fishing trip before, I start searching for a suitable mate. I have a couple in mind that might work but I’ll need a clear head and maybe a shot of jack before I start the wooing. Gah…wooing the word gives me cold chills just thinking about it. The sooner I get this over with the better. Just fates willing please no yappy Chihuahuas, please, I’m begging here.
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There’s a place in the mountains, no one knows exists. It’s an underground fortress of sorts with multiple levels, sections, and rooms. The location is top secret, only a select few know about it. I’m not supposed to know about it either but I’m what you call “Special.” I don’t live here even though there are many who do. I have my own place on a little island about three hundred miles off the coast of Asphalt Bay. Out there on my own I’m free to do as I please. If I want to create my own storms I can. Although, I don’t do that too often. I don’t need to set off some human radar and have them storm my island paradise for their science. Stupid fuckers.

I can also do some work for the council from there since it is secluded and off the radar. No one would suspect it. Since my work life is so hectic, I’m rarely there. It’s basically my little getaway when I’ve been working for too long and have to take a much-needed break. I may seem like a cold-hearted son of a bitch on the outside but sometimes all the blood and gore just gets to me and I need to take some time to myself. Add to that my sense of bitter loneliness and you’ve got one pissed off demigod on your hands.

I’m not heartless although it seems like it sometimes. I do have feelings and after being on my own for more than three thousand years it’s really starting to bring me down. Loneliness is such a fucking mood killer. I’ve become a workaholic because I don’t want to sit in my empty house and stew. I haven’t been home in almost a year that’s how bad it is.

You know something is seriously wrong with you when you can’t even walk into your empty house without feeling this huge amount of despair because there’s no one there to come home to. It sucks, and the feeling is not something I like to experience often so I spend all my time in hotels when I need to sleep or abandoned buildings when I need to work.

Being a “Fixer” for the Paranormal Council has its perks. I’m filthy rich and want for nothing. I have multiple houses across the country in case I need a place to go if a job goes bad. Everywhere I go I seem to gain instant respect. I have a human name I go by when around others. No one uses my real name anymore except my parents, my siblings, and my employers. My real name is what instills fear in people. I usually go by it when I work. Everyone has heard the name, but they can’t put it to a face.

It makes me somewhat of a legend and a mystery at the same time. A legend for what I can do but a mystery because very few know what I look like. Even my mother isn’t counted among them. I’ve changed since she saw me last. We are still in contact of course. I call her occasionally, but I have never visited her, and she has never visited me. There are reasons behind this of course.

My mother is a wolf shifter who became a lone-wolf after being cast out from her home pack because of me. They didn’t like the fact that she’d had a child with a god, so they drove her out. Had it not been for my father’s gift of immortality she would have died from her injuries. At first, she refused the gift but when she found out that the same gift had been given to me at birth to give me a fighting chance against others who may have wanted to kill me for what I was, she accepted.

She raised me by herself and even stayed with me well into adulthood. A few years after I turned two hundred and twelve, she found her fated mate while on a trip into town. She wasn’t going to do anything about it, but I made her. I’ve been on my own ever since. Thanks to fate’s rules about intertwining lifelines with fated mates her mate is now immortal as well and the trait passed on to their children.

It’s bittersweet. She has a pack now and a new family. Her mate is the Alpha and will likely remain in that position until he decides he’s ready to retire. I will not ruin that for her. I’m not sure if she’s told them about me or what I am but I refuse to be the cause of her losing everything.

Especially, because I’m different even among demi-gods. My father and my uncle do not get along but even though that’s true I am still favored by my uncle. When I surpassed all expectations and reached my thousandth birthday when most of my kind would have been killed off by other demi gods or were too weak to survive he did something he’s never done before. My uncle gave me some of his powers as a gift. I’m now the only demi-god in existence to have the powers of two gods instead of one on top of being able to shift into a wolf at will. Being immortal on top of all that makes me nearly impossible to kill. I’m practically invulnerable. It’s crazy.

I became a target after that, but the others were nothing I couldn’t handle. It’s been a long time since anyone from that world has attacked me. Anyone from that side who doesn’t know me personally will know exactly who I am when they look at me. The tattoos at the corner of my eyes right at the cheekbones symbolize that. The trident on the left is for my father Poseidon and the lightning bolt on the right is for my uncle Zeus.

I’m not sure where my cold heartedness comes from, but I do know I tend to be on the borderline of evil when I use that side of me. Especially when it comes to work. I own every kind of weapon known to man. I’ve been trained in the art of torture. I know every form of martial arts out there and it doesn’t take me long to get information out of someone. The only thing that factors into it is what mood I’m in. I can torture someone slowly and get information or I can go the quick route and scare the shit out of them to get what I need.

Bottom line is, most of the time I get what I need and still have to kill them anyways. It’s just part of the job, but the bad part is, depending on my mood, I enjoy it. Which says something about me. I’m a seriously twisted and fucked up individual. Most paranormals refer to the Paranormal Council as the equivalent to the human mafia and they’re probably right. We do things just like they do. Sure, there’s trials and stuff but the things that come to us are usually so bad the sentence ends in death.

We’re usually the last ones called. No one wants to involve the Paranormal Council or the fixers if they can avoid it. If we get involved things usually have escalated to the point where it almost always ends in blood. There are times where a fixer is called in to do the interrogation because the suspect won’t talk no matter what they’ve tried on said suspect. Since some paranormals have laws against their own kind torturing for interrogation they bring in someone from the paranormal council to handle it. That way no one is breaking any laws and no one else needs to get arrested or killed.

I’ve had a few jobs like that but most of the time I’m rounding up die hard rogues, interrogating suspects for the council, investigating cross-species smuggling rings, or just flat out assassinating people because they’ve done some horrible shit. You name it I’ve probably done it. Like today’s job for instance, I grabbed a shifter from a back alley when he got off work. He’s sedated so he wouldn’t struggle and now I’m waiting for it to wear off.

I got his file two days ago. The shifter council sent the case to us because they didn’t have any evidence on the guy and had to drop the charges. The pack he’s from refused to pursue it any further after that. He’s not exactly a rogue but he’s just as despicable. Kevin Wright is a rapist piece of shit. First it was his wife who he beat to keep silent, then it was his two teenage daughters and after that three other women from his home pack.

Once the alpha found out, he interrogated Kevin but didn’t get anything out of the man. Even Alpha power didn’t work which isn’t normal. With no evidence besides the history of physical abuse with the wife, the Shifter Council couldn’t really do anything but let him go with a fine and a mark on his record that meant they’d be watching him. There isn’t exactly a law against abuse among shifters. Except between fated mates and in certain packs, prides, and flocks, etcetera.

So, the Shifter Council sent the case to us with the stipulation “Find out why Alpha power doesn’t work.” The case was given to me and now here we are. I’ve dressed in my usual attire for this. Black cargo pants, a black tank top, black combat boots, and black leather gloves. Black is always best. You can’t see any blood that way. I’ve slicked my hair back, so it won’t fall into my face and laid all my tools out on the table behind me.

I’m currently using the storeroom in an abandoned building. I’ve covered the floor in plastic along with the walls just in case and Kevin is in the center of the room zip tied to a chair. I coated the zip ties in a mix of wolfsbane and pure silver so, he won’t be going anywhere. It’ll burn like a bitch once he finally wakes up. Wow, I totally sound like a serial killer. Oh, looks like we have movement. Showtime.

He looks around slowly taking in his captive state and the location, “What the? Where am I?” His gaze lands on me. “Who the fuck are you?”

I laugh and say, “I’m the one who’ll be asking the questions here, Kevin.”

He glares at me and tries to pull out of the zip ties but yelps instead “How do you know my name?”

“Tsk, tsk. I told you. I’ll ask the questions. Those ties are coated in a mix of wolfsbane and silver so, I wouldn’t squirm too much if I were you.”

His eyes widen, and he says, “You’re crazy.”

I nod while scanning the rows of knives I have laid out. “Indeed, but not as crazy as you. Now tell me, how is it that Alpha power doesn’t work on you?” I pick one up and test the tip.

“I’m not telling you shit!”

I grin like a madman and say, “Wrong answer,” then I spin around and throw the knife I was holding, lodging it right in his left foot.

He screams. I circle him and say, “Oh, I’m sorry did that hurt? Care to answer my question now?”

He spits at me, but I dodge it. “Fuck you.”

I laugh. “No thanks. I prefer my men with a lot more man and a lot less weasel.”

He glares at me and says, “You’re a fucking faggot?”

I roundhouse kick him in the face so hard he spits blood and a few teeth. “I really don’t like that word.” I crouch down, so we’re eye level and say, “Now, be a good boy and tell me why Alpha power doesn’t work on you.”

He smiles a bloody smile and says, “Never.”

I give him the coldest smile I possibly can. “Never say never.”

I pull out a few more of the knives that I have hidden at my back and lodge one in his other foot, and both his thighs. I grab the left one in his foot and slowly twist. He’s screaming bloody murder, but I’ve barely gotten started. “You want to tell me everything now? Huh? I haven’t even begun yet. This is only the tip of the iceberg.”

“I refuse.”

I shrug. “Guess it’s time you start losing body parts then, isn’t it? So, where should I start hmm?” I hold another knife in my right hand pointed at his left. “Here?” I move it lower and point it at his crotch, “Or maybe here?”

His eyes widen, and he says “Okay! Okay! I’ll talk just, please don’t cut anything off.”

I stand so that I can lean against the table that has all my tools on it. “So, talk.”

“Alpha power doesn’t work on me because I asked a warlock to use a spell to conceal my Alpha status, so I could stay in my pack. In my pack, Alphas are expected to start their own packs, but I didn’t want to. Alpha power doesn’t work on other Alphas.”

I scan the table over my shoulder and say “And the girls? Why did you do it?”

He shrugs or tries to. “They needed to be taught a lesson. Walking around dressed like whores trying to lure men. They deserved it. So, are you going to let me go now?”

I nod and slowly reach behind me to grab what I was looking for. “Yeah, I’ll let you go. Straight to hell.” I whip out the gun I had behind my back and fire two bullets before he can even blink. One straight through his heart and the other right between his eyes. I sigh as the blood starts pooling on the plastic. Good thing I covered the walls too. I pull out my phone and call my handler Valik. He’s the one who gives me assignments and sends out the cleanup crew when I need one. Which is usually often.

He finally answers on the third ring. “Lykos, I’ve been waiting to hear from you.”

I laugh. “Uh huh sure. Why’d it take you so long to answer the phone then?”

“Umm...”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought. I need a cleanup crew sent to my location. The case has been handled. I’ll send you all of the details through email once I get back to my hotel room.”

He chuckles. “You’re the same as always. I have another assignment that just came across the desk if you want it.”

I smile. “Sure, send me the details and I’ll get on it once I’ve finished everything here.”

“They’ll be in your email waiting for you. The cleanup crew should be heading your way. ETA is twenty minutes.”

“That’s fine. I’ll have all my shit packed up and out of their way by the time they get here.”

“Sounds good. Call me when you’ve finished the next assignment.”

I hang up the phone instead of replying then get to work packing up my tools. I remove the knives from Kevin’s corpse and wipe them down before putting them in their case.

Once I finish packing everything into the bag, I grab the two sets of black doctor booties I brought with me. They’re thin so I always double up. It was super hard to find them in black too, but I did. I don’t want to track any bloody footprints through the building. It means more work for the cleanup crew and there’s a higher risk of someone noticing and suspecting something. So, I’m extremely cautious.

The last thing I need is to end up in a human prison. Not that the council would allow that to happen. There are shifters and other paranormals on all the police forces for that specific reason. To keep us out of human jail cells that way none of us freak the fuck out and expose us all. No one needs that shit.

Especially, with the way some of these humans are nowadays, we’d have an all-out war on our hands. They fear what they don’t understand and therefore they attack it. It was the same with LGBTQ people. Many of them are humans, their own kind and they still treated them like scum. Things have changed now of course but humans can be assholes. Most of them anyways.

Some of them aren’t that bad. I’ve met a few who knew about the paranormal world because of their mates. Those who don’t know will never understand that there’s a whole world they know nothing about. Jesus, what is taking the cleanup crew so long? They should have been here by now. I check the time on my phone again. It’s been half an hour.

Just when I’m about to call Valik again they finally pull up. The driver jumps out and I growl. “You’re late.” He jumps like a scared cat and immediately apologizes.

“I’m so sorry. There was a construction detour. We got delayed.”

I sigh. “It’s fine. He’s in a storeroom on the third floor. Just follow the scent of blood and you’ll find it. I hope you aren’t squeamish.”

I jump into my SUV and crank it before he can say anything else. I put on my sunglasses and turn up the radio, so I can hear it over the air conditioner. Even though I have heightened hearing I still like my music loud and I can normally hear it just fine over the air conditioner but sometimes, I just feel like jamming. People look at me funny sometimes because I’m a contradiction. I ride with the air conditioner on, but the window is down usually. Unless it’s way too hot outside then I leave the window up. It’s also funny to see their faces when they catch me singing to some of my favorite songs. I tend to rock the fuck out.

Once I get to my hotel, I pull into a parking space instead of letting the valet do it for me. I grab the duffel bag off the back seat and put it on the passenger seat. Opening the bag, I pull out the clothes inside, and lay them beside the bag. Stripping out of the clothes I’m wearing, including the boots, I stuff them into the bag then change into the outfit on the seat. It takes some maneuvering to pull the jeans on while in the driver seat, but I manage. After I pull on my converse from the passenger floorboard, I hop out and lock the doors.

When I get to my hotel room, I check my email then send all the details from today to Valik. I voice recorded it like I always do with an interrogation, so I send him that file as well. Once I’ve done that, I head to the shower to get cleaned up before ordering room service for dinner. I’ll check out of the hotel in the morning and get started on the next case. Just like I always do.
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After having that conversation with my dad during my fishing trip I took a week to prepare myself for the inevitable. I needed to go over my choices for a mate before I started wooing them. I have a couple males and a couple females that I’ve selected. If I have to choose a bond mate then I want to choose someone I’ll be happy with so, I’ve included shifters of both sexes from the pack that I found appealing.

I have a date today with each of them. I figured I’d handle it kind of like speed dating but with a bit more time. I’d sit down with each of them and they’d talk about themselves and why they think they would make a good mate. We’ll do it in a pack restaurant so that I can see if they check out any other men while in my presence just to rule out the cheating option and if I decide on one of them great, if not then I’ll have to look elsewhere.

I’m sitting at my breakfast nook stewing over my options and drinking coffee when Crispin comes barging in. “Dude knock much?”

Crispin flips me off and says, “Have you seen this?”

He lays a shifter newspaper in front of me and I stare at it “What am I looking at here?”

He looks at it and says, “Oh, wrong page.” He flips through to page three and lays it in front of me. “Here. Council news. Read it.”

I skim through it not getting what he’s talking about. “What? I don’t see what’s so important.”

He points at a picture with an article. “It’s an Obit for Kevin Wright. That wolf we heard about from a pack three states over who raped all those women. You know, the one the Shifter Council couldn’t do anything about.”

I read over it again “So it is. The guy died, huh. I guess that’s some form of justice. All the women he raped won’t have to worry anymore.”

Crispin says, “But, that’s just it. He didn’t just up and die.”

I sigh. “What are you talking about Crispin?”

“You haven’t heard about it? Seriously? What, are you living under a rock? The Paranormal Council had him dealt with if you know what I mean. Someone said they saw him get grabbed by a guy dressed all in black from the alley outside of his place of work. Dude stuck a syringe in his neck to knock him out and dragged him off. They didn’t see what he looked like though.”

My mouth drops open in shock. “Holy shit, they actually do that. I thought it was just a myth created to put fear into the heart of paranormals. You know, so they don’t fuck up and get on their radar.”

Crispin shakes his head and says “Nope, it’s true.”

“Dude, that’s fucking awesome. I always said they were like the mafia. Holy shit, I was right! They totally whacked this guy because of what he did.”

Crispin laughs and says, “You’re insane.”

I shrug. “I think it’s cool that we have our own version of the mob looking out for us. You know how it is, in those old movies they aren’t bad people they just do bad things. But the Paranormal Council doing things the way they do is kind of like vigilante justice.”

“You could be right but, can you imagine how lonely it must be for these guys? No one knows who they are, where they’re located or what kind of paranormals they are. Nobody has seen their faces except for the paranormal leaders that hire them sometimes and those guys are sworn to secrecy. It’s a bitter life of solitude. I wouldn’t wish that on my worst enemy.”

I nod and say “Yeah, you’re right.” I look at the time and jump out of my seat. “Oh shit, I’m going to be late. I have four dates to sit through and I still haven’t gotten dressed yet.” I run towards my bedroom quickly stripping off my clothes and jumping into the shower so that I don’t smell like a total bum when I get there. Once I’m finished, I hurriedly get dressed and run out the house toward my truck, but I feel a sudden breeze. I look down and say, “Shit, no pants.” My neighbors are laughing at me, so I just smile and wave, naked as a jaybird from the waist down.

I walk back inside, put on a pair of pants then turn around and walk back out. I climb into my truck and head to the restaurant. My first date of the day has already arrived by the time I get there. I take a seat across from him and say, “Sorry I’m late. I ran out of the house without pants on and had to go back.”

He snorts and bursts into laughter. “I just got here myself, but you sound like you’ve had one crazy morning.”

I nod and say “I have. So, here’s how this is going to work, I have more than one person I’m looking at for a possible mate and I’ve decided to get the preliminary part over with all at once. You have one hour to tell me as much of yourself as you can and why you think you would make a suitable mate. Starting now.”

He launches into this super long list of his likes and dislikes what he does for a living etcetera. By the time he finally gets to why he would be a suitable mate I’m so bored that I tune out most of it. I thank him for his time tell him that I’ll let him know my decision after I’ve met everyone else. The rest of the day goes the same. I’m not sure what it is I’m looking for exactly but, the people I’d chosen thinking one of them was sure to be the perfect bond mate were nothing of the sort.

I didn’t like a single one. Hell, I didn’t even want to sleep with them. Which is saying something considering my status as a total slut. After paying the bill I racked up drinking so many sodas all day while I met with four different people, I walk outside to my truck. I left my phone in the dash, so I wouldn’t be interrupted. Checking it, I find a voicemail and missed call from my dad.

I press the button to listen to the voicemail. “We’re having issues with the Coal Springs wolves again. The enforcers handled the trespassers, but we could be looking at another pack war if something isn’t done soon. I might have to arrange another sit down with Bastille, the Alpha over there, get this straightened out before the fragile truce we have with them goes right down the shitter.” After deleting the voicemail, a crazy idea pops into my head. Before I realize what, I’m doing, I’m in the truck and driving towards Coal Springs.

Over an hour after leaving the restaurant, I pull up to the border of their pack lands and get stopped by three wolves. One shifts and comes to the window. “State your business here outsider.”

I hold my hands up in a friendly gesture so that I don’t provoke anyone. “My name is Declan Devine. Oldest son of Joseph Devine the Alpha of Asphalt Bay. I come in peace. I wish to speak to Alpha Bastille.”

The guy laughs and says “You’ve got balls coming here. We’ll take you to the Alpha. Just follow us and try not to run over anyone.” He shifts and leads the way forward. I follow him in the truck. Going slowly so I don’t run over him or his friends.

He stops in front of a huge house in the center of a circular compound of houses. Parking the truck in the circular driveway in front of the main house, I climb out slowly and walk up to the porch. The man shifts and says, “Follow me.” I follow him inside and he leads me down a hallway to a set of polished wooden double doors. “Wait here,” then he knocks and enters the office. The door closes, and I wait. A few minutes later, he walks out and says, “The Alpha will see you. Go on in.”

I nod and slowly walk inside. The man sitting behind the desk looks younger than my dad but just as intimidating if that’s even possible. He leans back in his chair and says, “Have a seat.” I sit down in a leather armchair across from him. “You’re a long way from home.”

I nod and say, “Yes sir.”

He leans forward on his elbows and says “So, what brings you here?”

I look him in the eye and say, “I have a proposition for you.”

He raises an eyebrow. “I’m listening.”

“I’m sure my father has already called you about the trespassers and has most likely arranged another sit down to discuss another fragile truce.”

“Yes, he has. Continue.”

I stand up and start pacing because I can’t do this sitting down “So, my dad is stepping down in two months. I’ll become Alpha at that time but according to pack law I must take a mate before that can happen. Since I haven’t found my fated mate and it’s likely that I never will, I must take a bond mate instead. So, I propose a marriage truce. If I take someone from your family line as a bond mate it will unite our packs through marriage and be the ultimate peace treaty.”

I look over at him to make sure he’s still paying attention before continuing. “Also, territory lines wouldn’t really matter because we could all live like separate packs but still hunt and run as one across both territories. Therefore, your wolves would no longer be trespassers and the only wolves that would need to be dealt with would be rogues should any pop up. However, I will sever the bond if they cheat on me at any point after we’ve bonded. Same for them if I ever cheat while we are bonded. The truce will still be in effect of course should that happen. This truce will only happen if you agree to it, the person from your family line agrees to it and I become Alpha. If I’m not Alpha when this takes place my dad could decide not to go through with the terms of the truce itself and we’ll end up in a pack war.”

“Are you done?”

I stop pacing and look over at him. “Yes sir, I think I am.”

He nods. “Good. I’ll go over your terms with my family this evening and I’ll let you know our decision. Leave your phone number with Ian. He’s the enforcer who brought you in.”

I nod and say, “Thank you for your time sir.” I walk out the office and find Ian standing outside the door. “I’m supposed to leave my phone number with you.” He already has a pen and paper ready, so I recite my number to him.

“I’ll give this to the Alpha. Just go back out the way you came and take no detours got it?” I nod and head towards the front door.

Once I’m safely back in Asphalt Bay territory I can finally breathe easily. My phone beeps and I look down at it to find a text message. I read it in short glances while I drive.

 

Unknown: We accept your proposal. We’ll discuss details later.

 

I park my truck in the driveway at my house and walk inside to find my dad and mother both sitting at the kitchen table while dinner is cooking on the stove. My younger sister is sitting on the couch watching TV.

I look at them and say, “Am I in the wrong house?”

My father looks up at me and says, “No you’re in the right house. We just wanted to have dinner with you that’s all.”

I sit at the table and say, “Uh huh, what’s going on?”

My father looks at me and says “I got an interesting phone call about an hour ago from Bastille the Alpha of the Coal Springs pack. He said he was looking forward to becoming in-laws. So, tell me son, what did you do?”

I scratch my head. “Well, umm I may have gone to Coal Springs today and made Bastille an offer he couldn’t refuse concerning a peace treaty.”

My dad jumps out of his chair and shouts, “So you sacrificed yourself? When I said you had to take a mate this was not what I meant!”

I smiled. “Dad, it’s fine. As you said, I will most likely never find my fated mate so if taking a bond mate from Bastille’s family line means that we can form a permanent truce with their pack and avoid another pack war then that’s what I’ll do. I’m fine with it. There’s nothing to worry about. I’ve already laid out my terms with Bastille so there’s no point in arguing. Now, let’s have dinner and just enjoy the fact that you’re going to be gaining a new family member soon.”
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The new case Valik gave me sent me to Bumfuck, Indiana where I was told to investigate allegations of a rogue vampire coven in the area. If it turned out to be true, my orders were to handle the situation with the use of deadly force. As usual. The Vampire Council had caught and dealt with some of them originally, but the ones that got away dropped off their radar. They haven’t been able to track them down since. I’ve already figured out that there are rogues here. Wasn’t hard with all the sudden deaths by exsanguination.

Once I discover where they have their hideout, I’ll blow the place sky high. After, I surround the place with sunlamps of course, don’t want anyone escaping. It won’t kill them, but it’ll weaken them just enough to throw them back inside. Vampires are virtually impossible to kill but they do have a few weaknesses. Prolonged exposure to sunlight makes them sick and eventually leads to death. Beheading works if you want a quick but true death. Fire also works but it takes longer.

I’m currently standing in a bar the rogues frequent looking every bit the badass twink that I’m not, with tight ripped jeans, the tightest mesh tank top I could find, black boots, eyeliner, purple nail polish and lip gloss. I’ve been nursing some fruity cocktail for the past half hour while scanning the room. It tastes like shit but it’s part of the cover. I need it to draw a rogue vampire’s attention.

If I get one to take me home with him, I’ll get the details on their hideout and get laid at the same time. It’s a win, win situation. Valik would probably frown upon sleeping with the enemy but I don’t give a shit. I haven’t had sex in over eight months and I need to get laid. If by filling that need with a target, I get information I need then I don’t see it as a conflict of interest.

I look down at my half-drunk cocktail and try to decide whether I want another of these nasty ass things or if I want something else. I go to motion for the bartender when someone comes up behind me and says into my ear, “My, aren’t you a pretty little wolf.”

I smile to myself. Jackpot. I slowly turn around and say, “I might be a wolf and I might be pretty but, I am most certainly not little.”

Another man walks over and puts his hand on the first one’s shoulder. “What are you doing all the way over here Ben? The girls are waiting.”

The one named Ben says low enough that only the three of us can hear. “I found something far more interesting than a human woman.”

The other one looks at me, takes a discreet sniff and smiles. “So, you have.”

Ben says, “Isn’t he a pretty wolf Max?”

Max nods and says, “A very pretty wolf.”

They both move closer to me and Ben touches my cheek. “Why don’t you come with us?” I almost want to laugh. A twofer hot damn. I throw some money down on the bar for the bartender, grab the two vamps by their ties and start walking toward the exit. On my way there I’m stopped by two very busty women. One blond and one brunette “Where are you taking our dates?”

I laugh and say “Anywhere but here. We have business to attend to.”

The blond one says, “You fucking faggot how dare you try to steal our dates!”

I roll my eyes.

Ben says “Caroline, that’s not very polite. Max and I are both bisexual and often share dates. Just because we found this young man to be better suiting of our tastes doesn’t mean you have to be so rude.”

Caroline’s mouth gapes open like a fish while the other one says “So what if you’re bisexual. That doesn’t mean that he can come in here dressed like a slut and act like a slut by taking our dates.”

I let out a growl and both men glance down at me. I step forward right into the brunette’s face and say, “Insult me one more time little girl and I will drop you so hard you won’t even remember your fucking
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