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Altair Cordova (All-tie-ear, Cor-dov-a) 

Asura Monroe (Ah-shu-ra, Mon-roe) 

Carmine Verucci (Car-mine, Ve-roo-chi) 

Lykos (Lie-cohs)

Declan (Dec-lan) 

Kuro (Ku-roh)

Benji (Ben-jee)

Favian Trancosi (Fah-vee-en, Tran-coh-see)

 





[image: ]



 

 

 

Altair is a Warlock who plays rhythm guitar for The Dead Tuesdays. Now, that most of his friends have found their fated mates he’s eager to find his own. Being as powerful as he is, he’s in high demand when it comes to helping others with spells and the like but, spends most of his time working with the pack to dismantle Carmine’s labs. After working non-stop for months, he’s so exhausted that his performance begins to suffer. Refusing to let his friends down, he takes a much-needed break to catch up on sleep and relax but fate throws him a curveball in the form of his fated mate. 

Asura Monroe is a peacock shifter. His feathers are more beautiful than any other shifter of his kind and his parents are filthy rich bigots. They can’t stand the fact that he’s gay. Dressing in drag is something he loves, but Asura hides that part of himself whenever he’s in public because he fears what his parents would do if they found out. The fact that he refuses to bend to their wishes and find a nice woman to marry has them spitting tacks. Cut-off from the money they’ve been giving him he has to work multiple jobs just to get by. He dreams of being able to save enough money and move far enough away, his parents will never find him. Meeting his fated mate wasn’t part of the plan. After all, why would someone so gorgeous want someone like him?

Altair is overjoyed by the fact that he’s found Asura, but the little peacock isn’t making things easy. It’ll take everything Altair has to convince Asura that they’re perfect for each other because Asura is deserving of love, no matter what.

 

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

 





[image: ]



 

 

 

Throwing up a barrier as one of the guards tosses a gas grenade at me, I struggle to keep it intact while I simultaneously cast an attack spell to dispatch the guard. When I’m at my best, maintaining a barrier while casting other spells at the same time is a piece of cake, but I’m exhausted. Between going on lab raids, getting my new business up and running, and doing extra training to learn new spells, I’ve run myself ragged. The exhaustion is bone deep, and I can’t keep going like this, but it’s not like I have a choice. If there were more magic users, I’d gladly ask for a break. But, as it stands, there’s barely enough of us to raid three labs at once. We can’t afford to be down a man, so I’ll just have to suck it up and keep going. I’ll sleep when we’re done.

My stomach growling reminds me I haven’t had a decent meal that wasn’t a granola bar in a few days. I know I should take better care of myself but, all I can think about is how many paranormals are suffering at the hands of Carmine and I feel this driving need to help rescue them, no matter the cost. If pushing myself to learn more, and do more, ends the suffering of just one person then it’s worth sacrificing sleep and a couple meals. I’m not going to address the real reason I’m doing everything I can to keep myself busy at the expense of my health. Loneliness.

With nearly all my friends settled down with their mates and blissfully happy, I crave a mate of my own. Going to sleep in an empty bed every night, only serves to make me feel even lonelier. Maybe if I was more like Alaric who has a different man in his bed every night, I’d feel better. But I’m not. Meaningless sex lost its appeal when Kira mated. Seeing him happy and so in love with his mate flipped a switch in me. Compared to what I could have with a mate, sex with anyone else is like a cheap imitation and no longer interests me.

Getting the all-clear order through my comm link, I drop the barrier and sigh, feeling shakier than I’ve ever felt. I really can’t go on like this…maybe I should consider taking a break after all. When I walk out of the room, I’m in, to meet up with the rest of my team for my search assignment, a wave of dizziness hits and black spots dance across my vision. Swaying on my feet, I reach out to steady myself by grabbing onto a table, only my weight as I lean on it sends it rolling causing me to stumble. Before I can regain my balance, my world goes black. The last thing I remember is the floor coming up to meet my face and the radiating pain in my shoulder as I hit the ground. 

I wake up a day later in the pack’s clinic and hear Doc Gearson giving a rundown of my condition to Alpha Declan. Malnutrition and exhaustion. The Doc recommends a break and I wait for Declan’s response. When it doesn’t come, I open my eyes, no longer pretending to sleep, so I can eavesdrop, and am not surprised to see Declan standing over me.

Before I can say anything, he levels me with an alpha look that brooks no room for argument when combined with the tone he uses. “You’re on vacation until I say otherwise. Understood?”

“Yes alpha.”

“Good, get some rest. We can handle things without you for a little while.”

He exits the room, leaving me with one thought, what am I supposed to do now? 
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Thump. Thump. Thump. “Oh god yes! Harder!”

Groaning, I cover my head with my pillow and try to tune out the noise coming from the room next to mine. I’ve only been home for an hour and I’m still so exhausted, I can’t even cast a simple soundproof spell.

Thump. Thump. Thump. “That’s right spank my ass, daddy! Punish your little slut! Yeah, baby!”

Jesus Christ, I’m going to kill him. I thought hearing one of Alaric’s conquests bark like a dog was the weirdest it could get…apparently, I was wrong. Knowing there’s no way I can sleep here with that bullshit going on, I grab one of my throw blankets and my pillow then go downstairs. Instead of going to the couch, I walk out to the back porch and climb into the hammock hanging in the corner. Thank gods it’s not winter, or I’d be so screwed right now. Putting my pillow in place behind my head, I cover myself with the blanket, letting the gentle swaying of the hammock and the sound of nature lull me into sleep.

I’m woken less than an hour later by what sounds like a screeching banshee, only I recognize the voice as the ‘little slut.’ Turning over, so I can get a look through the doors into the kitchen, I take care not to flip myself out of the hammock. Growling in frustration at the sight of Alaric and tonight’s flavor getting it on in the kitchen, I slip out of the hammock, slam the back doors open and say, “Will you two bastards take that shit somewhere else? I’m trying to sleep and I’m sick of hearing one of you yowl like a goddamn cat that got its tail stepped on!”

Not waiting to hear their responses, I close the doors again and return to the hammock, curling up under the blanket with my back to the doors. Closing my eyes, I try counting sheep in my head so, I can get back to sleep but it isn’t working. The back door opens a few minutes later and Alaric says, “Hey man, sorry about that, I didn’t realize you were out here.

Looking over my shoulder at him, I glare and say, “I came down here when I couldn’t stand listening to your bed thumping the wall anymore.”

“Why didn’t you soundproof your room like you always do?”

“I’m too exhausted to cast the spell.”

He grins at me and says, “So, that’s why you look like shit? You could give a racoon a run for its money with those dark circles.”

“Shut up, asshole.”

His expression turns serious. “I’m worried about you. You’re working yourself into the ground. Being too exhausted to cast a simple spell can’t be good. Maybe you should think about taking a break. If you need help setting up your business, so your workload is lessened some, then I’ll help.”

“I am taking a break. Declan ordered me to when I collapsed during the raid.”

“Jesus Christ Altair, that’s dangerous!”

Sighing, I run my fingers through my hair and say, “I know. I’m going to take it easy over the next two weeks, so, I’ll be taking you up on your offer of help, but right now, I just want to sleep.”

Alaric nods. “Okay, I’ll let you get some rest. I sent that guy home, so you don’t have to worry about being woken up and I’ll keep my one night stands away from here while you’re recuperating.”

“You don’t have to do that, but thanks.”

“You’re welcome. You’re my best friend and keeping my nightly activities from here while you’re resting is the least I can do. Are you going to stay out here?”

“Yeah, it’s a nice night.”

“Okay then, I’ll leave you to it. Goodnight.”

“Night.”

Alaric goes inside and I try not to let my mind wander to thoughts of everything I need to get done to get my business off the ground. If I do, my mind will be racing too much to go to sleep. Since I’ve lived here in Asphalt Bay, I’ve had people ask me about buying potions or spells to help them with one thing or another almost daily. It’s what inspired me to open
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