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When you dump a guy, he should stay dumped. That sounded good in theory, but Warren’s life was a complicated mess. Not only is Ryan obsessed with Warren, insert Ash, a hot bartender from the gay club in town, who takes a little too much interest in him. Warren is up to his eyeballs in frustration. When he grows ill, it’s Ryan and Ash who rush him to the clinic, and now Warren is shocked when he’s told he’s knocked up, and Ryan is the father. Yikes!
Unfortunately, Warren keeps letting Ryan and Ash into his life, no matter how many times he says he’s not going to see them again. Two men with Spartan abs and killer looks. How is a guy supposed to resist that? Two men who want to make a Warren sandwich. Swoon. Until Warren finds out that Ryan is part vampire and Ash is a wolf shifter, and Ryan has a demon after him, hellbent on wiping Ryan from existence. 
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Chapter One
 
The fact that Warren Prickett was trying to get lost in the crowd at the summer festival told him that his day wasn’t going to go as he’d planned. The fact that he wasn’t interested in any of the stalls he was passing, not in the delicious-smelling food, the arts and crafts, or the trinkets on display for sale told him that his taste in men sucked. 
Warren had told Ryan two days ago that it was over. He couldn’t handle Ryan’s obsessive ways, his domineering attitude, or the fact that he could tell Ryan was hiding something from him. 
Warren stopped at a stall selling wind chimes made of prism glass. The sun filtered through the kaleidoscope of colors, turning his shirt into a shadowy tie-dye. The gentle wind made them clink together as Warren looked to his left to see if Ryan had spotted him yet. 
“They’re beautiful, aren’t they? I can give you a deal if you want more than one.”
Warren dragged his attention to the girl behind the stall. She was pretty young, in her teens, if Warren guessed correctly. She was slim, with long brown hair that fell in waves over her shoulders, bright blue eyes, and a pretty smile. 
“I’m just…” Hiding? He wasn’t going to tell this stranger his business, that he was running from his ex who had denied Warren breaking things off, telling him that he just needed some time to himself to realize how perfect they were together. 
That if Ryan knew Warren was there, his ex would stick to him for the rest of the day. That Ryan was involved in things that scared the crap out of Warren. 
But he did love wind chimes. One of them would look amazing hanging from his front porch and refracting the multitude of colors into his living room window on a sunny day. 
His cat, Pie, would roll around on the carpet for hours trying to trap the reflections under her paws. She was only a year old and full of energy, racing around the house and constantly knocking things over. 
Pie was also a cuddle bunny, and that was what Warren loved so much about her. 
He looked over the wind chimes above his head, nearly gasping at the price tags. True, they were all gorgeous, but he wasn't sure he wanted to pay forty bucks for one. 
The girl must have seen the hesitant expression, because she leaned forward and whispered, “I’ll give you one of the smaller ones for twenty bucks.”
Now that was a deal Warren could live with. He plucked one with diamond-shaped tubes made of the colored glass and a pretty butterfly dangling from the center string. 
“I made that one just yesterday.” She smiled proudly, showing off a slight gap in her front teeth. It was an adorable gap that seemed to fit her face. “Great choice.” The girl grabbed a box from under her long plastic table and began boxing the chime for Warren as she flipped her hair from her shoulders to behind her back. “Thanks, mister.”
Mister? Warren wasn’t that old. He was a ripe age of twenty-five. 
While little missy was boxing his chime, Warren scanned the crowd for Ryan. He wasn’t one hundred percent that he’d seen Ryan. It might’ve been someone who’d looked like him. Even so, he wasn’t letting his guard down. 
Warren was determined to enjoy the festival. He’d looked forward to it for months, and no one, not even his obsessed ex, was going to ruin it for him. 
“Here you go.” The teenager handed over the box, and Warren handed over the money. They thanked each other, and he merged into the crowd, his rectangular white box tucked under his arm. 
The smell of popcorn, pretzels, and sizzling meat had Warren’s stomach doing flips as the sun beat down on him. Thank fuck the heatwave had passed and the day was a pleasant seventy degrees. 
“Hey, Warren!” 
Warren froze. He slowly turned, and his shoulders relaxed at the sight of Cosmo. They weren’t exactly friends. The bartender had lived across the hall from Warren before Warren had bought his house, and they were pleasant to one another whenever they’d crossed paths. 
Cosmo was with some big, strapping guy with a Mohawk and dark sunglasses. The two were holding hands as Cosmo wedged his way toward Warren, stepping around a stroller and waiting for a couple to pass. 
“Hey, Cosmo.” Since Warren didn’t really know the guy, there was an awkward pause. In truth, he was shocked Cosmo even remembered him. 
“Just thought I’d say hi.” Cosmo held his hand above his eyes to shield the sun. “I never knew what happened to you after you moved out of the apartment building.”
“Nothing, really.” Except Warren had started dating a psycho. “Bought a house in town. That’s about it. I still work at Antonio’s Pizza.” 
Well, Warren had inherited some money after his grandmother had passed. That was how he was able to buy his own home. But he didn’t want that money to dry up, so he’d kept his job. 
Cosmo grinned, and damn, the guy was gorgeous. Warren didn’t usually go for redheads, but Cosmo was stunning. So was his boyfriend. “I never knew you worked there.”
They’d lived across from each other for five damn years. Then again, all Warren knew about Cosmo was that he was a bartender at the new gay club. 
Only because Warren had gone once and seen Cosmo behind the counter serving drinks. He’d decided that Pump wasn’t his cup of tea after some big hairy bear kept hitting on him all night. 
Warren might’ve been slim and on the shorter side, but that didn’t mean he wanted to be spanked by some stranger in leather. 
“Well, it was good seeing you,” he said to Cosmo. Warren was starving and wanted to grab a bite to eat. He also needed something cold to drink. After ducking and dodging around so many people, he’d worked up a thirst. 
He’d begun to turn when a tall, muscular, dark-haired man with eyes the color of dark chocolate stopped next to Cosmo. Good lord. The guy was amazingly handsome, making Warren’s heart skip a beat. 
“Who’s your friend?” the newcomer asked with a wiggle of his blunt brows. Warren rolled his eyes. He needed another guy in his life like he needed another hole in his head. 
“This is Warren.” Cosmo flipped a hand toward him. “We used to be neighbors before Warren moved out of my apartment building. He works over at the pizza joint.”
Jeez, tell other people’s business much? Thank goodness that was all Cosmo knew about him.
Cosmo flipped a hand toward Mr. Flirty. “This is Kane Ashton, but everyone calls him Ash. We’re coworkers.”
Warren didn’t want to be rude, but he wasn’t in the mood to make new friends. He could tell Cosmo was trying to see if they hit it off, but Warren wasn’t interested. Maybe if he didn’t have a psycho ex-boyfriend he would’ve stuck around.
“It was nice meeting you,” he said to Ash then faced Cosmo. “It was nice running into you.”
Warren didn’t say anything to Cosmo’s boyfriend because they hadn’t been introduced. 
“Wait,” Cosmo said. “Maybe we could hang out for a bit.”
That wasn’t going to happen. Warren wasn’t sticking around so Cosmo could play matchmaker, though he had to admit that Ash was nice looking, with dark, assessing eyes that raked over Warren with interest. 
“Sorry, have other plans.” Like keeping two steps ahead of Ryan, who may or may not even be there. The guy kept really strange hours, which Warren could never keep up with.
Ryan seemed to be a night owl and always slept the day away. But that didn’t mean he wouldn’t come to the festival to track Warren down. Especially since Warren had just broken up with him. 
“Hey, wait.” Ash jogged to catch up to him. Warren kept walking. Whatever the guy had to say, he didn’t want to hear it. Warren was focused on the stand ahead of him that was selling hot dogs, while still staying on guard. 
“Did I really make that bad of a first impression?” Ash asked when he caught up. “Or do you find me that repulsive?” He sniffed under his arms. “Definitely not my odor.”
That made Warren crack a small smile, but he refused to stop. It wasn’t Ash’s looks. The guy was gorgeous. That wasn’t even the problem with Ryan because he was also stunning. The problem was boundaries which Ryan had no concept of. “How can you make a bad first impression if all you did was ask who I was?” 
Damn it. Warren needed to stop encouraging Ash to have a conversation. He was trying to get away from the guy, but Ash seemed hellbent on talking to him. 
“That’s what I’m saying.” Ash easily kept pace with him. “You can’t spare two minutes of your time?”
With a long-suffering sigh, Warren stopped and looked up at Ash. He had to shield his eyes because the sun was directly behind the guy. “Look, you seem like a real nice person, but I’m not interested.”
The fact that Ash was being this persistent turned Warren off. Ryan was the same way, never leaving Warren alone when he asked. He didn’t need another guy in his life that couldn’t respect someone’s boundaries.
Ash cocked his head and folded his arms. He looked less and less impressed with Warren. Good. “Are you always a prick?” 
“Are you always this desperate?” Aside from already having too much to deal with, Warren didn’t understand why Ash was this insistent with him. Guys who looked like Ash normally didn’t talk to men who looked like Warren. 
It just didn’t happen. 
“I’ve never been desperate.” Ash scowled. “Moody, happy, lazy, grouchy, but never desperate.”
Warren really did feel like a prick for being so rude. “Look, I’m sorry. I’m normally not like this. I just have things I’m dealing with, and now isn’t a good time for me to make hot new friends.”
That seemed to mollify Ash. His smile was breathtaking, like the sun rising on a gorgeous beach. Heart-stopping. “I’m sorry you’re dealing with difficult things. Is there anything I can do to help?”
There was no way Warren was pulling Ash into his mess. “No, but thanks for offering.”
Ash stuck out his hand. “We can still be friends, Warren. We can talk some other time.”
Warren seriously doubted that but shook Ash’s hand. When they touched, it was electrifying. A strange, heavy feeling centered itself in Warren’s chest, and he didn’t want to let Ash’s hand go. Which made him yank his hand away. 
He didn’t need to be attracted to Ash. He still had Ryan to deal with. An ex who refused to be dumped. A guy who met with shady guys in the middle of the night, who always bit Warren during sex—that alone made Warren want to call things off because he wasn’t into biting—and who was the most possessive person Warren had ever met. 
And they’d been dating only two weeks.
Another reason Warren needed to get away from Ash was because he’d had the same reaction when he’d meet Ryan. Sparks igniting and a crazy attraction. Warren’s taste in men truly did suck. He always seemed to pick the wrong guys to date. 
“I’ll see you around?” Ash asked. “Maybe have some coffee?”
“Sure.” Warren didn’t plan on seeing Ash again. “Later.”
He spun and walked in the opposite direction, though he felt Ash’s gaze drilling into his back. 
 
* * * *
 
As soon as Warren got home, he hung his wind chime, smiling at how perfect it looked dangling from his porch. He went inside and fed Pie, patted her head and gave her a good scratch, then went to the kitchen to make something for dinner, since all he’d eaten at the festival was a hot dog. 
He’d thawed some chicken, but that wasn’t what Warren wanted to eat, and why hadn’t he stopped thinking about Ash since they’d parted ways? 
Warren was a hot freaking mess. Worse, there was a tiny part of him that missed Ryan, even though the guy was all wrong for him. 
“I’m flipping crazy, right?” he asked Pie as she ate from her bowl. “There’re a few screws loose in my head. Why should I miss Ryan when he’s a psycho?”
As Warren sat at the table, Pie looked up at him, meowed, and then went back to eating. She was right. Warren needed to stick to his guns and leave Ryan alone. And he needed to stop thinking about Ash. 
Warren must’ve stood too fast, because a wave of dizziness had him reaching for the table. He needed to eat. Warren hadn’t had anything since that hotdog, and before that, he’d skipped breakfast. 
A spaghetti dinner from The Diner Train would hit the spot. Some garlic bread, meatballs, and a soda to wash it all down. That sounded freaking perfect. 
Warren was headed for the front door when someone knocked. He stilled, holding his breath as if the person on the other side would be able to hear him breathing. 
The doorbell rang, and then the knocking started again. There was only one person who attacked his door like that. 
Ryan. 
“Warren, open up.” 
Wait, that wasn’t Ryan’s voice. Warren rolled his eyes at the sound of his uncle hollering through the door. Why on earth would Morgan show up at this hour?
Warren pressed a hand over his stomach. He didn’t have time for this. He needed to get something to eat. With an aggravated sigh, he swung the door open and stepped out, stopping Morgan from coming in. 
“Why do you look so pale?” Morgan pressed the back of his hand against Warren’s forehead. “No fever.”
Warren batted his hand away. “I’m just hungry and tired.” And a bit nauseous and still dizzy. He blamed his condition on not only neglecting his diet but being out in the sun all day. 
“I just dropped by because I haven’t heard from you in a few days. That’s not like you, boy.”
Warren had been too busy dodging Ryan and had turned his phone off multiple times over the past three days. “Sorry about that. I’ve been real busy. In fact, I was on my way out. Can I call you later?” 
Just in case Morgan decided he wanted to stay and visit, Warren locked his front door, which he normally never did. Small towns. People left not only their houses unlocked but their vehicles, too. It was that safe feeling that only Maple Grove could instill in people. Nothing ever happened here. 
Not that Warren knew of. Then again, he’d only been a resident for a year. Before then, he’d lived in Falls Bend. He’d only moved because of a stalker ex.
Wow. He really did have a deranged pattern going on in his life. He just hoped Ryan left him alone because Warren didn’t want to move again. Not after he’d bought a house and gotten to know a lot of the townsfolk. 
He even liked working for Antonio. 
“I’ll go to dinner with you,” Morgan offered. “My treat.”
Morgan had raised Warren after Warren’s parents…well…they hadn’t been the best people to raise a child. His father had walked out after losing his job, unable to provide for his family any longer. His mother was a straight-up drunk who had been more concerned with her next bottle then taking care of her only child. 
It was his father’s brother who’d stepped in and taken Warren out of that ugly situation. Warren would be forever grateful, although Morgan was far from a saint. But he’d done the best he could, and Warren couldn’t have asked for more. 
Even so, Morgan had a tendency to get himself into trouble. Since Warren had lived with his uncle, Morgan had been arrested twice for driving under the influence, had gotten into three bar fights, and had a slight gambling problem. 
Yes, he was a drinker, but nowhere as bad as Warren’s mom, and Morgan always managed to have food on the table, made sure Warren’s schoolwork was done, and actually cared about him. 
“Okay.” As far as Warren knew, the diner didn’t serve alcohol. 
And Morgan knew nothing of Warren’s inheritance. He hadn’t told a soul about it for fear everyone would have their hand out. 
Including Morgan, who already lived comfortably. Except when he gambled. Then he tended to blow a large wad of cash that would’ve been better staying in his savings account. 
“I’ll drive.” Morgan waved a hand toward the driveway. “You should tell your landlord to trim your grass. It’s getting pretty long.”
Warren was the landlord and would’ve done that already, except he’d been feeling queasy the past few days. 
After climbing into Morgan’s truck and pulling away, Warren noticed a black Charger pulling into his driveway. Crap, he’d just missed Ryan. 
Warren wasn’t sure if he was relieved or not, but his best bet was to stay away for as long as possible until Ryan gave up and went away. That was the best thing considering Ryan’s behavior, so why on earth did Warren’s stomach pitch as Morgan turned the corner?
 
Chapter Two
 
Ryan walked into the semi-crowded club, needing to feed. Since Warren wouldn’t even talk to him lately, Ryan had no choice but to find a stranger. It wasn’t as if he was at Christian’s club in the city where there were willing humans who didn’t mind feeding a vampire.
Or in Ryan’s case, a half-breed. He could go out in sunlight and could eat regular food, but he still lived off blood. 
And right now he was thirsty as fuck. He wouldn’t have been starving if he’d properly fed from Warren, but Ryan was still trying to figure out how to tell the human they were mates.
So he took very little when they’d had sex. But now his appetite was so strong that Ryan feared he might drain someone to quench his thirst. He could barely focus, and his gut was twisted in knots.
Someone had to throw Ryan a lifeline tonight because fuck if he would let bloodlust consume him. He’d never recover from that. Ryan had seen vampires who had given into bloodlust, and he shivered at the thought of turning into one of those mindless creatures whose only goal in life was to drain people dry.
Ryan was scanning the partygoers when his gaze fell on one of the bartenders. The guy was tall, blond, and perfect for a midnight snack. The stranger’s hips moved with a feminine sway as he walked down the aisle behind the counter. He wasn’t even Ryan’s type, but the guy had a long swan neck, which would make getting to his jugular a lot easier.
The thirst itching at Ryan’s throat grew. He made his way to the bar, passing guys who looked his way with interest. Ryan wasn’t there to fuck. He had a mate, and even though Warren wanted nothing to do with him at the moment, Ryan wasn’t going to cheat. 
Drinking from a vein was usually a very intimate act, but vampires could detach themselves from what they were doing if need be. This would’ve been a lot better if he could’ve taken what he’d needed from Warren instead of tiny sips, but…well…Ryan might have been a bit overzealous when it came to finding his mate. 
He may or may not have come on a bit strong, but he was working on that. Or he would have been working on that if Warren would give him the time of day. 
Until then…
Ryan moved to the end of the bar and tried to gain the bartender’s attention. If he could talk with the guy for just a second, he could enthrall him, lure him outside, and get what he needed, then wipe the guy’s memory of anything ever happening. 
But it wasn’t the diva who came toward him. It was a tall, muscular guy with dark hair and chocolate-brown eyes. “What can I get you?” 
Ryan gnashed his teeth. This was proving more difficult than Ryan had anticipated. But what the hell? A donor was a donor. 
That godawful squeeze of Ryan’s throat wasn’t going away, so he couldn’t afford to be picky because the guy approaching him wasn’t the one he wanted. 
They were about the same size, their musculature nearly identical, though the bartender was an inch or two taller than Ryan. They were both muscled, built solidly, and if Ryan hadn’t already been mated, he just might have been interested in the cocky son of a bitch. 
“I need you to come outside for a moment.” He leaned his arms on the edge off the counter and stared right into the guy’s eyes. That was when the scent hit Ryan. 
He was dealing with a wolf shifter. Did that matter? Right now Ryan couldn’t afford to be picky. He just needed to feed to get rid of the fog that was threatening to overtake him. His stomach still ached, and his throat was growing drier by the minute. 
Soon he would be consumed with hunger and he’d attack, regardless to who was around him, and Ryan wanted to avoid that scenario at all costs. 
And god, Ryan felt exhausted from everything—needing to feed, trying to stay one step ahead of Macaw, and trying to figure out how to get back into Warren’s good graces. 
Something had to give. 
The wolf shifter gave Ryan a cocky grin that spoke of dirty sex and a good time. “I don’t think so. Do I look that gullible to you?”
What? Had the guy just refused him? That had never happened before. Not in the two hundred years Ryan had been alive. There had been times when he’d had to mentally push the suggestion onto someone, but no one had flat-out refused him. 
“I really need you to come outside.” Ryan had used a lot more power behind his words, yet the bartender didn’t budge. 
“If you don’t want anything to drink, I have other customers to serve.” 
Fuck me. Ryan scrubbed a hand down his mouth, wondering why in the hell it hadn’t worked. The bartender should’ve been walking his willing ass out the exit already. 
“Hey,” Ryan called out when the guy walked away from him. He was still thirsty as fuck, but now he was also curious. 
“Look, I don’t have time for this,” Mr. Grouchy snapped. “Go play your games with someone else. In fact, don’t play them at all. If I catch you trying to lure someone outside, I’m beating your ass.”
Ryan snarled. Not only was his hunger getting to him but so was this jackass’s attitude. Just because he wasn’t able to enthrall the prick didn’t mean he had to be rude and hand out threats. 
“I’d like to see you try.” Air huffed out of Ryan’s nostrils. He was starving and raring for a fight if this guy wanted one. 
The asshole got up close and personal, right in Ryan’s face. His dark eyes were fuming, his lips set in a tight line. “I’m not someone you want to fuck with, buddy. I’m gonna alert the bouncers that—” He leaned in closely and sniffed, and then his eyebrows shot to his hairline. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”
Ryan opened his mouth to say something sarcastic when he felt as if he’d been slugged in the chest. The reaction felt explosive. He lost the ability to breathe as his eyebrows marched right up his forehead. 
“You’re a vampire,” the guy whispered. “You’re trying to lure me outside to feed on me.” 
Busted. Ryan wasn’t going to deny the fact. This guy was a shifter and knew the score, but that wasn’t what floored Ryan. “This can’t be right.”
“What?” 
“You don’t feel it?” Ryan sure as hell did. He rubbed his chest and had an overwhelming urge to kiss the bastard on his full and tempting lips. 
The bartender leaned in close and inhaled deeply. Once again he appeared shocked, but this time, he took a step back, looking as if he’d bolt at any second. 
It seemed Ryan had zero luck when it came to mates. Why did they always want to run from him? Goddamn. He wasn’t that fucking ugly. 
“But…” The guy shook his head, his brows knitted together. “I already found my mate earlier today.” 
That sentence nearly knocked Ryan on his ass. “What? Who?” 
This was getting stranger by the second. Ryan had already found his. Warren. Although the human was flighty as fuck. That was in part because of Ryan’s behavior, but he wasn’t going to dwell on that right now. 
It seemed he had bigger problems. 
“His name is Warren.” 
Mind blown. Like, to another dimension of reality. They couldn’t be talking about the same person. No fucking way. What were the odds?
“Warren Prickett?”
The guy shrugged. “I didn’t catch his last name. Short human, jade-green eyes, blond hair, some extra lovin’ around his belly.”
Ryan snarled and grabbed the guy by his shirt and yanked him close. “You stay the fuck away from him!” 
People at the bar turned their heads to watch the show Ryan was putting on. Ryan quickly closed his mouth, hiding his fangs, which had punched through his gums. 
“Ash, is there a problem?” One of the other bartenders came closer. He was short, slim, and human. Ryan couldn’t care less about him. 
Ash. So that was Ryan’s other mate’s name.
Other mate. As if Ryan didn’t have enough issues to deal with. 
Ash shoved at Ryan, dislodging his hands. “Grab me like that again and you will get your ass kicked.”
They glared at one another. Ryan felt jealousy snake through his body at the thought of Ash going anywhere near Warren, of touching him, kissing him, having sex with him. 
Crap. Ryan was about to lose his shit. 
“I think we really do need to take this outside,” Ash said. “Follow me.”
Ryan wanted to tell Ash he could shove his command up his ass, but he also wanted answers. 
And to feed. Maybe once he got his hunger out of the way, he could think more clearly. Right now his skin felt too tight and his mood was dark. 
Now Ryan was also horny. His dick was hard enough to knock the ball out of the park. Hunger and horny was a deadly combination. When they reached the parking lot, Ryan slammed Ash against the brick wall.
Ash snarled, letting his canines show as he once again shoved Ryan away. “Slow the fuck down. We need to talk.”
“Not until I’ve fed. I’m starving, and soon I won’t be able to control myself.” Ryan’s foul mood was because of his hunger, and it wouldn’t improve until his thirst was taken care of. 
Ash gave him a long hard look, as though he was debating what to do, and the longer he took, the harder it was for Ryan to control himself. He couldn’t stop staring at the vein in Ash’s neck, concentrating on it so hard he almost missed what Ash said. 
“Not here.” Ash led him to his SUV. They slipped inside, and Ash offered his wrist. It wasn’t the most appealing vein to drink from, but desperate times…
Ryan latched on. When the first drop of blood touched his tongue, he felt ravenous. He grabbed Ash’s wrist and sucked so hard he feared he’d break a bone. 
“Jeez, go easy.” There was a hint of lust in Ash’s voice, as if the feeding was making him just as hard as Ryan was. Ryan’s hunger began to dwindle, but his cock was getting thicker. 
Ryan held on to Ash’s wrist with one hand, using the other to unsnap his mate’s pants. Mate. Ryan shelved that thought as he shoved his hand between Ash’s body and his underwear, fisting the wolf’s erection. 
“Oh, fuck,” Ash moaned. He ran his hand over Ryan’s hair, fisting some strands while his hips punched upward. 
Finally, Ryan eased his fangs from Ash’s vein, licked the pinprick holes closed, and lowered his head, taking Ash’s cock into his mouth. Now that one hunger had been dealt with, another was growing hotter with every touch Ash gave him, with every moan and encouraging word to suck the guy harder. 
“Damn…just damn.” Ash reached for the lever and moved his seat all the way back. He shoved his pants down to his knees. “Suck it, baby.” 
Ryan used the flat of his tongue to trace the thick vein alongside Ash’s dick, and then he sank his fangs into it, making Ash shout as he came down Ryan’s throat. 
Ryan grinned as he licked the holes closed and lifted his head. He maneuvered around, shoving his pants down his legs and palming his cock. He wanted the blowjob reciprocated. He was so hard his balls ached. 
Ash leaned over the console and licked at the slit, drawing out Ryan’s pre-cum like it was honey. The guy was a straight-up tease. “You better do more than just tickle the head.”
Ash chuckled, gripped the base, and took Ryan’s shaft all the way down his throat. Fuuuuck. Ryan was lost in pleasure. Ash knew what the fuck he was doing when it came to sucking dick. He created a suction, making the seal tight as he bobbed his head up and down, using his tongue and teeth to drive Ryan wild. 
When Ash palmed Ryan’s balls, game over. Ryan shouted and jerked in the passenger seat. He clamped his hands on Ash’s head and fucked his mate’s mouth as he came. 
This was exactly what Ryan had needed. God, he felt wasted, high off the endorphins from feeding and busting a nut. He actually felt dizzy. 
Ash moved back to his side and yanked his pants and underwear back up before fastening his pants. Ryan did the same. 
“I’m Kane Ashton,” his mate said. “But everyone calls me Ash.”
Ryan gave a soft laugh. “I guess introductions should’ve come before we did.” He shook Ash’s hand. “I’m Ryan.” 
“Just Ryan?” 
That was a touchy subject that Ryan didn’t want to talk about. “Yeah, just Ryan.” He rubbed his chin. “And we need to talk about what we’re going to do about Warren.”
“Have you already had contact with him?” Ash rolled his window down and rested his arm on the open frame. The breeze felt good because the SUV had been too damn hot after what they’d done. The windows had slightly fogged, and the air felt blessedly cooling. 
“Yeah, and things aren’t going so well.” Ryan rolled his down and positioned his arm the same way. “I might’ve come on too strong, and now Warren thinks I’m some crazy guy. He even broke up with me yesterday.”
Ash made a sound like he was choking. “Are you fucking serious? You scared our mate, and now what, he doesn’t want anything to do with you?”
“That about sums it up.” Ryan felt like an ass for the way he’d acted with Warren. “I went to his house earlier to try and make it up to him, but he was either hiding from me or not home. He didn’t answer the door.” 
Ash grunted. “Thanks, now I know why he blew me off earlier today. I met him at the festival, and he told me he had things he was dealing with. I’m guessing you’re what he’s dealing with.”
Ryan grinned. “He shot you down?” 
That shouldn’t make him feel better, but it did. That meant Warren felt the pull, and although he didn’t know what that feeling was, he hadn’t been interested in another guy. 
Maybe he had a chance with his mate, after all. 
“Don’t look so smug,” Ash said with a snarl. “He flat-out refused to talk to me. I had to keep pace with him just to have a conversation.”
Ryan laughed. He couldn’t help it. Ash slapped Ryan’s chest with the back of his hand. “Because of you I’m gonna have to work twice as hard to get to Warren. What exactly did you do?” 
The laughter died, and Ryan gave a weary sigh. “I might have acted a bit obsessive.” Warren had also seen Ryan with one of the demon warriors from the demon realm. After that, Warren had become distant, looking at Ryan as if he would murder Warren in his sleep. 
No, Ryan hadn’t exactly acted like a sane person. He wanted to kick his own ass for that. 
He told Ash about his meeting with Phoenyx. Ryan just didn’t tell Ash why they’d met. “And now Warren thinks I’m hanging out with thugs.”
“Fuck.” Ash slapped his palm against the steering wheel. “I’m not gonna kick your ass just yet. Why didn’t you tell Warren that you were mates? Why is he still in the dark about all this?”
“Have you ever tried to tell a human about our world? How the hell do you even approach that subject without fear that he’ll have a mental breakdown? I was working up the courage, but before I could tell him, he kicked me to the curb.”
That made Ash laugh. Ryan wanted to slug him. His life was in the gutter right now, and what he didn’t need was his other mate poking fun at him.
His other mate. Ryan groaned. Someone shoot him and put him out of his misery already. 
“Sorry.” Ash sobered. “I just find it humorous since there’s no such thing as breaking up with a mate.” He sighed, and it sounded as if Ash was just as tired as Ryan felt. “I’ll find a way to talk to him. For now, keep your ass away from him until I can smooth things over.”
“Like hell,” Ryan snarled. “So you can slide up in there and claim him without me being involved? I’m not being sidelined, Ash. No damn way.”
Ryan had never had an orgy, but could the three of them sleeping together be considered one? They were mates, so Ryan didn’t think so. 
Ash’s brows were raised, and his eyes were wide. “Tell me you two haven’t already fucked.”
“I—” Ryan closed his mouth. 
“Like I thought,” Ash huffed. “You two have already slept together and you want to pull the jealous card on me? Sitting on the sidelines is exactly what you’re going to do. No wonder Warren thinks you’re crazy.”
“I’m not crazy,” Ryan argued. “I got a little too fucking happy that I found my mate and didn’t handle it like I should have. You’ve never gone overboard with something that meant everything to you?” 
Not that that excused Ryan’s behavior. Stalking someone or becoming possessive was never the right thing to do. But Ryan was much better now. 
Or so he kept telling himself that. 
In truth, part of the reason he’d acted that way was because he was afraid Macaw would find out about Warren and try to hurt him to get to Ryan. 
He wanted to tell Ash about Macaw, but Ash already thought Ryan was a screwup. Besides, as long as Ryan didn’t go back to the demon realm, there should be no way Macaw could find him. 
Hopefully. 
Ash slid his hand around Ryan’s nape and pulled him in for a toe-curling kiss. When they broke apart, Ash teased Ryan’s bottom lip. “We’re in this together. You and I know how important a mate is, and there is no me and Warren or you and Warren. Got that? I’m still blown away that I have two mates, but I promise you I’m not going to do anything behind your back except try and repair the damage you did.”
Ryan had no choice but to trust Ash. He steeled his spine and bared his fangs. “If you fuck me over, there’s no place you can hide.” 
He might be acting submissive to Ash, but Ryan was anything but. He’d had a hard, grueling life and had plenty of enemies. Ash better make damn certain that he didn’t cross Ryan, or Ryan would unleash his wrath, regardless of the fact that they were mates. 
 
Chapter Three
 
The only way Ash could think of to have any contact with Warren was to go to the pizza shop. He wasn’t sure what he was going to say, but he had to find a way to break the ice. 
Thanks to Ryan, that wasn’t going to be easy. But Ash couldn’t be mad at Ryan. Not when he’d felt the pull—twice in one freaking day. He’d had to use all the strength he possessed in order not to pull Warren into his arms, to not stop his mate from running from him. 
Now he had the task of trying to convince Warren that Ryan wasn’t some unstable person. How the fuck was he supposed to do that? Even more complex, Ash had to explain his world to Warren, to make him believe that mates were real and that he belonged to Ash and Ryan. 
As soon as he walked into Antonio’s Pizza, Ash knew he had a battle on his hands. Warren was there, standing in front of the counter, wearing shorts that cupped his ass nicely. Ash’s gaze was instantly glued to his butt, and his cock went from limp to pounding hard in zero seconds. 
Jesus Christ. Ash’s thoughts went in every direction, and he forgot why he was even there. All he could think about was sinking his cock into—
“Ash? What’re you doing here?” 
Ash ripped his gaze away and focused it on Warren’s face. His surprised, gorgeous face. Ash cleared his throat and waved toward the counter like an idiot. He could feel how hot his face and neck were. No doubt Warren saw Ash’s redness, but Ash didn’t think Warren had a clue about his thoughts because his mate didn’t blush in return. 
Warren toyed with his bottom lip with his teeth as he turned, and fuck, his front was even more appealing than his ass. Someone needed to tell Warren about wearing looser shorts. Ash could see his bulge, and it was making his wolf go completely nuts. 
And now Ash was thinking about Warren being completely naked, about being squeezed between him and Ryan. He grabbed a menu off the nearest table and held it casually in front of him before Warren saw his rock-hard cock pushing at his denim jeans. 
“Came to eat.” 
“Hey, Ash!” Antonio emerged from the back with a huge smile on his face, his thick mustache resting on his upper lip like a ferret had crawled up there and died. It needed some serious trimming. 
“Hey, Tony.” Ash gave a nod. “Smells good in here.”
Ash moved to the counter and rested his arms on it, shielding his dick so Warren didn’t see how he affected him. Ash was leaning heavily, his shoulder almost touching his mate’s. 
As Tony talked, Warren was eyeing Ash, a suspicious look in those gorgeous jade-green eyes. Warren moved a few steps to his right, putting more distance between them. Ash had to stop himself from grabbing Warren and hauling the beautiful human against him. 
“Do you know what you want?” Tony asked. 
That was a loaded question. What Ash wanted was standing five feet away from him. He pictured bending Warren over one of the tables and fucking him until they were both too sore and out of breath to walk. Those erotic images weren’t helping his cock to soften. 
“I’m gonna look over the menu.” Ash showed Tony the one he had in his hand. “Don’t let me stop you from what you were doing.”
Ash was trying to drop a hint for Tony to return to the back of the pizza parlor. 
“Let me know as soon as you decide.” Tony turned and walked away. 
“I’m gonna see if he needs help.” Warren tried to round the counter, but Ash wasn’t going to let his mate run. 
“Wait.” He held up his hands but kept leaning toward the counter, concealing his boner. “I think we got off on the wrong foot yesterday.”
Ash had never had to struggle for words. Not when it came to closing a deal with a guy. He knew how to be smooth, how to lay on the charm, but damn if he wasn’t at a loss when it came to this tiny human. 
He could already feel Warren’s walls coming up, a rejection sitting on the tip of his tongue. “Ash—”
“I know you just dumped someone, but—”
“How do you know that?” Now Warren looked afraid, as if Ash was a crazy stalker like Ryan was. Ash knew he was screwing this up because he had to tiptoe with Warren. 
Ash wasn’t used to tiptoeing, and it was grating on his nerves. Fuck it. He was just gonna spell this out, and if Warren freaked out, Ash would deal with it. 
“Do you feel a connection between us?” Ash tried to start off as delicate as he could before he had to reveal what he was, as well as the nonhuman world right under Warren’s nose. 
Warren palmed his face and made a weird nose, and Ash wasn’t sure if his mate was aggravated or choking. He really was getting worried. 
“Not you, too.” Warren dropped his hand, and holy fuck, his eyes were filled with fire so hot that lasers should’ve shot out of them. Pissed was an understatement. “Do I have a sign over my head that points all the lunatics to me? I am sick and tired of dealing with men who don’t know boundaries. Didn’t I tell you yesterday that I’m not interested? What part of that can’t you understand?” 
Ash sucked at his teeth, taking it all in. Warren was a hollering mess, which drew Tony’s attention. The owner ambled from the back, looking between Ash and Warren. “Is there a problem?”
“Men!” Warren stormed out of the shop. 
“What did you do?” Tony looked concerned. “I’ve never seen Warren so angry.”
That went over well. Maybe if Ash’s day improved he could get a restraining order slapped against him. 
“I told him his shorts were too tight.” Ash left the shop, looking for Warren. He saw Warren walking down the street, heading right for Ryan. 
Wait. How the fuck was Ryan able to come out in sunlight? That shouldn’t have been possible since he was a vampire. Ash rushed down the sidewalk, trying to stop a nuclear explosion if Warren spotted Ryan. 
Too late. 
Ryan looked up and stopped dead in his tracks. He took a step back and then another before spinning around. Warren looked like he was about to run but stilled when he locked eyes with Ash. 
Shit. 
Warren twisted to his left and took off. Ash saw it coming before Warren did and flat-out ran to stop his mate from being hit by a car. The driver slammed on his brakes, and Warren would’ve been struck if Ryan hadn’t used his inhuman speed to grab Warren and pull him out of the way. 
Goddamn. Ash was literally screaming Warren’s name even though he knew his smaller mate was safe. His heart was drumming against his ribs. His wolf was howling to get to Warren. His feet felt like they were dragging as Ash closed the distance. 
The two were across the street, and Ryan had yet to let Warren go. He simply held him as Warren looked around, seeming shaken by what had nearly happened. 
Or the fact that Ryan had moved superfast, faster than any human could. He looked like his brain wasn’t computing the facts. 
After looking both ways, Ash jogged to where they stood. Ryan had a pinched expression, and Ash noticed how badly his hands were trembling as he let his arms fall to his sides. 
“Are you okay?” Ash asked Warren, even though he could see that Warren was perfectly fine. It was a knee-jerk question, which he was still waiting for Warren to answer. 
“He’s fine,” Ryan said in a strained voice. 
“I was there, and now I’m here.” Warren pressed his fingers to his chest. “How did I get here so fast? I don’t even remember doing it.”
Ryan opened his mouth, but Ash shook his head. Now was not the time. Warren needed to snap out of his puzzlement first.
“Weren’t you the one who was pissed that I didn’t disclose anything?” Ryan argued. 
Warren looked between them. “You two know each other?”
“We met last night,” Ash said. It was the truth, but he didn’t like the return of that fire in Warren’s eyes. Ash felt like he was gonna get blasted with Warren’s laser beams at any second. There wasn’t going to be anything left of him but his boots. 
“We need to talk,” Ryan said to Warren. “I know you’re pissed at me, but there’re things we need to discuss.”
“Both of you stay away from me, or I’m calling the cops.” Warren stormed away, and to be honest, Ash was afraid to follow the spitfire. He also didn’t want to make matters worse by stopping Warren from leaving. 
Ash turned to Ryan. “How are you outside during the day?” 
“Did I forget to mention I’m a half-breed?”
Ash sputtered. “I think that was too important to leave out of our earlier conversation.”
“Now what?” Ryan nodded toward where Warren was walking. 
Hell if Ash knew. For the first time in his life, he had no idea what to do about a guy. If Warren hadn’t been his mate, Ash would’ve left the mess alone. No one was worth this kind of headache.
But his mate was. Warren and Ryan were worth walking through hell because Ash knew on the other side was his one shot at happiness. He’d crawl over broken glass for a chance to be with them. 
“Now we find another tactic,” Ash said. “We just have to make sure he doesn’t have any weapons on him when we go to his house tonight.”
“Kid gloves off?” 
“We’re going to prove to him that we’re his mates.” Ash turned and looked at Ryan. “Wear a cup.”
Ryan chuckled, like Ash was joking. “You don’t really think he’ll try and cut our dicks off, do you?”
There was something about Ryan that screamed jaded. He had that world-weary look in his dark eyes. Ash was dying to ask what kind of life Ryan had led that made those shadows appear, but now wasn’t the time. 
Later. Later Ash would get to know both Ryan and Warren. He wanted to know everything about them since he would be spending the rest of his long life with them. 
“Do you want to take that chance?” 
Ryan grimaced. “I’ll bring a cup.”
 
* * * *
 
“This is why men can’t be trusted,” Warren said to Pie, as if she understood him. He paced the kitchen, so damn angry that he wanted to kick something. Warren wasn’t sure what to think, how to feel, what to say, or how to react. 
Ash knew Ryan. That should’ve been obvious since they were both alike. Men who wouldn’t leave Warren alone. Men who didn’t understand what “not interested” meant.
But Warren was interested, and how insane was that? He dropped into the kitchen chair and rested his head on his folded arms, groaning as he tried to examine why he was attracted to them. He didn’t even know Ash, and Ryan was too damn clingy, never giving Warren breathing room. Ryan had friends who gave him the creeps, and the guy bit during sex. 
Yet Warren felt like he couldn’t breathe without Ryan. And now his heart fluttered for Ash? Had Warren’s parents dropped him on his head when he was a kid? Was his brain permanently scrambled? 
Most importantly, why was he still nauseous? Warren hadn’t been able to kick that feeling all day, and he’d made sure he’d eaten. It was his nerves. It had to be. Warren just needed to calm down and think this through, evaluate his life, decide what to do about Ryan and Ash. 
Two hunks who weren’t mentally stable. What was there to decide? He needed to kick them to the curb and forget they even existed. Any smart man would have already made that decision. 
Clearly Warren wasn’t a smart man. 
Sometimes emotions were your worst enemy. They made you do things you normally wouldn’t do, like crave two men at the same time. Ugh, Warren was a hot mess. 
“Smack me around, Pie. Make me see reason. Tell me I’m being an idiot for wanting them both.”
Pie jumped into his lap and leaned up, pressing her paws against his chest. They rubbed noses, and she settled on his legs as he petted her. “I love you, too.”
Maybe he should get a dog. That might make Ryan think twice about coming over. It might even stop Ash from stopping by, though Ash had no idea where Warren lived.
Hello, if he’s friends with Ryan, he knows. 
Fuck my life. 
Pie hurled herself off his lap like she was in the Olympics and raced from the kitchen. Crazy cat. But she had a point. Warren needed to get off his ass and take a shower. There was no use sitting there lamenting about how screwed up things were for him. 
He was just going to stick to his guns and leave the two psychos alone. Warren was going to steel his resolve, no matter what either one said to him. No matter how good-looking they were and no matter what Warren’s body wanted. 
Warren headed out of the kitchen and stopped midstride when the doorbell rang. He prayed it was his uncle and not Ryan or Ash. Hell, Warren was praying it was a delivery guy who was bringing him food he’d forgotten to order. 
Now he was craving delivery. Chinese would’ve been fantastic right about now. Warren had eaten like crazy at work, but now he was hungry again. 
After he took a deep breath and told himself that he wasn’t going to cave if it was either man, he marched to the door and swung it open. Seeing Ash and Ryan standing shoulder-to-shoulder, huge muscles popping everywhere, and their handsome faces smiling at him, Warren’s resolve was tested. 
“May we come in?” Ash asked as he looked past Warren’s shoulder. Was he trying to see if Warren was alone? 
“We promise to behave ourselves,” Ryan chimed in. He crossed his heart and gave Warren the most innocent look he could muster, but all he ended up looking like was a wolf in sheep’s clothing. 
“Didn’t I say I was calling the cops if you two didn’t leave me alone?” His threat was about as convincing as a man in a business suit begging for change. Unconvincing and downright pathetic. There hadn’t even been any real heat to his words because his voice had wobbled. 
The two moved a step forward, and Warren took a step back. 
“Just talk.” Ash held his hands up, palms out. “There’re things you need to know about us, things that need to be said.”
Anger, fear, excitement, hunger, and nausea hit Warren at the same time. He began to sweat as the two stepped inside and closed the door behind them. 
He felt like he was in the presence of predators and he was the prey. He was trapped with them, with nowhere to run. Even if he attempted to haul ass out the back door, they would catch him before he escaped. 
Ryan moved to Warren’s right. “Don’t be afraid. I promise nothing is going to happen to you.”
“You’re in the safest place you could be right now,” Ash added.
Had they rehearsed their lines? Because they were in sync with each other. That made them more frightening. Warren took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Fine, but you two stay by the door.”
Warren moved to the kitchen entryway, giving himself enough room so he could run if he had to. Which he should do anyway, but a part of him was curious to know what Ash and Ryan had to say. 
He just didn’t want either of them coming anywhere near him, because damn it, he just might give in if he let either man touch him. 
You’re a total slut. 
“You look pale.” Ash’s gaze slid over Warren, and Warren shivered at the heated look. “Are you feeling okay?” 
“Do you need to sit down?” Ryan asked. 
“Stop it,” Warren groaned. “Stop acting like the two of you are one. It’s getting on my damn nerves. Just stop bouncing your sentences off each other.”
“Then I’ll talk,” Ryan said.
“Hell no.” Warren crossed his arms. “You’ve already proven to be unstable.” 
But so had Ash. Warren just wanted this conversation over so he could go throw up and take a shower. The nausea was getting worse. Indigestion? Nerves? Was he coming down with something? Had something he’d eaten at work been bad? The last meal couldn’t be it because he’d felt sick yesterday. 
Summer flu? Now that Warren thought about it, about two weeks ago he’d had severe pains in his gut. He’d chalked it up to bad sushi. But ever since then, he’d felt tired, achy, and queasy. 
“Come on,” Ryan said. “I wasn't that bad.”
“Seriously?” Warren’s jaw dropped. “You wanted me next to you so much that I was starting to think we were joined at the hip. You questioned where I was going, and one time you went nuts when my uncle called, convinced it was some lover I was hiding from you. No, buddy. You don’t get to stand there and say you weren’t that bad. And who the fuck bites people during sex?”
Warren glanced at Ash, feeling a bit embarrassed that he’d divulged that tidbit of information. They were strangers, and Warren normally didn’t discuss his sex life in front of others.
“Who?” Ryan asked with a slight snarl. “I’ll tell you who bites during sex.” Long fangs lengthened inside his mouth. “A vampire. That’s who.”
Warren’s eyes rolled to the back of his head as he fainted. 
 
Chapter Four
 
Ryan used his inhuman speed to catch Warren before he hit the floor. He cradled his mate in his arms and carried him to the couch.
“Real smooth,” Ash bit out. “Did you not learn from your previous encounters with him? Why the fuck would you throw that out there like that?”
Ryan sat on the edge of the couch and looked down at his sleeping beauty. He couldn’t seem to get this mating shit right to save his life. Everything he did was the wrong thing, and more times than he could count, he wished he could hit a rewind button.
He looked up at Ash. His gorgeous, masculine mate. Ryan still couldn’t believe he had two of them, so opposite from one another. Whereas Warren was delicate and human, Ash looked like a damn warrior standing there, in control, seeming to know all the right words.
“How do you make this look so easy?” Ryan brushed his hand over Warren’s soft hair. “I just keep screwing this up, and you seem to come in and save the day.”
“Because I think before I speak.” Ash’s tone had gentled. “You have to remember that Warren has no idea about our world, and you have to move him into it more softly, not go psycho on him.”
Ryan fists convulsed in his lap. He’d never had patience and clearly no common sense. He wanted to get past the “getting to know you” phase and move right into the “we’re a comfortable triad” part of their relationship. 
Ash touched his shoulder. “He’s waking. Let me be the first face he sees so he doesn’t freak out or pass out.”
“Or call the cops,” Warren groaned as his eyes fluttered open. “Please tell me I imagined that. Please tell me you don’t really have fangs.”
Ryan chucked his thumb over his shoulder. “Ash has canines.”
Ash slapped Ryan’s shoulder. “What did we just talk about?” 
“I don’t want to be the only freak in the room,” Ryan admitted. He didn’t want Warren looking at him that way, like so many others had in his lifetime. Either afraid of him or loathing him. Ryan just wanted to be accepted, especially by these two. 
It was already killing him that Warren feared him, and Ryan wanted to make things right. He didn’t want either of them seeing the things Ryan tried so hard to hide, the ugly side of his life that filled him with shame, that he would do whatever it took to keep from them. 
“You’re not a freak,” Ash snarled. “You just need to learn relationship skills, buddy. Haven’t you ever been in one before?”
Ryan refused to answer that. Neither of them needed to know just how pathetic he truly was, how he didn’t deserve either man. 
“Are you two really talking about this right now?” Warren pushed himself to his elbow. “I feel like I’m gonna to be sick.”
Ryan reached out to help Warren sit up, but Warren jerked away from him. His wretched upbringing, the abuse, his violent way of life, none of that came close to gutting Ryan the way Warren’s continued rejection had. 
“I need…” Warren looked around and then up at Ash. “I’m not handling this too well.” He curled an arm around his stomach. “Did he say you had canines?”
“I’ll get some crackers,” Ryan grumbled as he got up and walked out of the living room. He’d been to Warren’s house enough times to know where the pantry was. He lingered after grabbing a sleeve. 
Ryan shouldn’t take this personally. Warren was human and scared. But fuck, Ryan wasn’t going to lie to himself. It was hard not to take his mate’s rejection to heart. 
Goddamn it hurt. Right in the center of his chest. He thumped his fist against the ache and told himself to man up. This wasn’t about Ryan. This was about easing Warren into their world, about showing him what being mated was all about. 
Hell. Ryan chuckled wryly to himself. He needed to learn what mating was all about, because this shit was insane. Two mates? Twice the work and twice the headache.
And twice the reward. 
That was if neither of them murdered him first. 
Ryan’s heart was in the right place. Too bad his actions and words couldn’t get it together. 
“Hey.” Ash appeared in the doorway, gripping the edge of the wall. His brows were pinched, and his dark chocolate eyes were a bit wide. “I think something is seriously wrong with Warren. We should get him to a doctor.”
“What do you mean something’s wrong with him?” Ryan nearly crushed the sleeve of crackers in his hand. “He was fine when I left him with you.”
He moved swiftly to the living room to find Warren curled into a ball on the couch. He was groaning, and his eyes were clamped shut. Even from where Ryan stood he saw the beads of sweat coating his mate’s face. 
“What’s wrong with him?” Ryan turned to Ash. 
“I don’t know. That’s why I’m calling Dr. Bjord.” Ash pulled out his phone. “Lift him as gently as you can and bring him to my SUV.”
Ryan bent at the waist and scooped Warren to his chest. He knew his mate was out of it because he didn’t protest Ryan touching him. He felt light as Ryan walked outside. Ash was already at the SUV, the back door open. 
Ryan slipped in, keeping Warren in his lap. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. We’re getting you a doctor.”
Warren whimpered and wiggled closer, resting his head on Ryan’s chest. 
“How’s he doing?” Ash looked at Ryan through the rearview mirror, concerned etched in his expression. 
“Warm. Too warm.” Ryan was trying his best not to panic. Warren needed him to be calm and in control. But fuck, humans were plagued with diseases, some so serious that Warren could be taken from them. 
“He’s going to be okay,” Ash said soothingly as he turned the corner. “Dr. Bjord knows all about our kind. He’s damn good at what he does.”
“But this is Warren,” Ryan said. “He better know how to fix our mate.”
Because if the doctor couldn’t, Ryan wasn’t sure what he would do. 
 
* * * *
 
The pain had come out of nowhere. It curled his stomach into agonizing cramps. Warren was sweating like crazy, and the urge to vomit sat in his throat. 
He was scared. Beyond scared. But admittedly, being in Ryan’s arms made what was going on less frightening. Seeing Ash take charge helped calm Warren in ways that seemed impossible in his tiny crisis. 
Warren hadn’t had the love and support growing up from the people who mattered most to a child. He’d had Uncle Morgan, and that was something, but Warren had never felt as if he truly belonged anywhere. 
He tried to remind himself that Ash and Ryan were totally wrong for him, that they were nuts. Ryan had proven that by saying he was a vampire and that Ash had canines. Completely bonkers. Right? 
“Follow me,” the doctor said when he met them in the front of the clinic. Warren was in so much pain that he didn’t care he was being carried like a wounded kid. 
He didn’t want Ryan to put him down. Warren needed to feel the safety of his arms as he was taken to an exam room. 
“Everything is going to be okay.” Ash kissed Warren’s forehead. “Ryan and I are right here, baby.”
Okay, this was getting too damn weird. Now they acted as though all three of them were together, as if they’d been that way for years. For now Warren relaxed in Ryan’s arms, blanketing himself with the guy’s protectiveness. 
“Put him on the table,” the doctor instructed. Warren had seen Dr. Bjord around town. The guy was handsome, with kind eyes and an easy smile. He was always with another guy who looked like he’d cut down anyone who looked the doctor’s way. 
And crap, that same guy came into the room. He was wearing a white lab coat and a scowl. He was clearly irritated that he had to be awake at this hour. 
Dr. Bjord laid a hand on Warren’s shoulder. “Tell me what’s going on.” He looked at Ash and Ryan. “Do you want me to clear the room?”
Ash started to take a step back, but Warren latched onto his wrist. “No, they can stay. It’s my stomach. I’m cramping badly and sweating.”
“Was this sudden?” Dr. Bjord grabbed an iPad from the counter and began tapping the screen.
“No, about two weeks ago it happened. Only it had been much worse. I just thought I ate some bad sushi from the gas station.”
Ash grimaced. “Never eat seafood from a gas station.”
“Never.” Ryan shook his head. “You’re just asking for trouble.”
Warren rolled his eyes. They were taking turns talking again. Did they even realize they were doing it? “Thanks. I wish you’d been in the gas station that day to stop me.”
“This started two weeks ago.” Dr. Bjord nodded. “And since then?”
“A lot of nausea. Some dizziness. And then tonight the pain was back. Can food poisoning last that long and come back like this?”
Dr. Bjord looked grim. “Not usually. Why don’t we run some tests and try to figure this out? You’re not afraid of needles, are you?”
Warren wasn’t going to admit in front of these big, strong men that he was terrified of them. It wasn’t having it in his arm. It was the anticipation of getting stuck with it. 
He shrugged. 
Ash kissed Warren’s cheek. “Want me to hold your hand?”
Warren looked aghast at him. “Go away.”
His cheek tingled where Ash had kissed it, and Warren had had to stop himself from leaning into it. One, hello, Ryan and Ash were his stalkers. Two, there were too many people in the room. 
Ryan chuckled. “He doesn’t want to look like a wuss.”
“A lot of people are afraid of needles.” Dr. Bjord set the needle and a clear tube on the bed. “Close your eyes if you want. It’ll be over soon.”
Warren glowered at everyone. “I’m not a wuss. Just get your needle poking over with and fix me.”
Dr. Bjord narrowed his eyes. “Did I hear you say please?”
Warren bit his lower lip and felt himself blush. “Sorry. Please.”
He might not have been raised in the best environment, but Warren did have manners. 
“If your mates will step aside, I can get this done,” Dr. Bjord said.
“Mates?” Warren noticed how Ash and Ryan stiffened. They looked at the doctor, and something passed between them. 
“Friends,” Dr. Bjord corrected. “I’ve been binging on UK reality shows. Don’t mind me.”
The guy was straight-up lying, but Warren didn’t get a chance to question him. Dr. Bjord shoved that damn needle into Warren’s arm, and Warren howled, jerking back. 
“Don’t do that,” Dr. Bjord chastised. “Do you want the needle to go where it’s not supposed to go?” 
“Do you need me to hold him down?” Ryan asked. The guy was dead serious. 
“Hold me down and I’ll slice your balls off,” Warren snarled. He looked wide-eyed at Ryan. “That just slipped out.”
Warren wasn’t trying to be difficult or pissy. He was in pain and didn’t want to be there. He might’ve felt the way he did about Ash and Ryan, but he truly did appreciate their swift action in bringing him here. He even appreciated their concern. 
As twisted as that sounded. 
“All done.” The doctor removed the needle. “See, simple and painless.”
A tiny trail of blood leaked out before the doctor cursed and grabbed some gauze, pressing it against where the needle had been. But Warren wasn’t watching the doctor. He was watching how Ryan had inhaled sharply. How his eyes had grown darker than they already were. 
No. Warren refused to believe he was really a vampire. They didn’t exist. He’d imagined seeing Ryan’s fangs. Warren was under a lot of stress, and his mind had played tricks on him. 
But that look…
The doctor patted Warren’s hand, drawing Warren’s attention away from Ryan. “I’m going to run some tests on your blood. If nothing comes up, we’ll figure things out from there.”
The doctor and his scary friend left the room. Warren looked at Ryan again then slowly peeled the gauze away. A droplet of blood popped up. 
Ryan clenched his jaw and turned away. 
“Testing him?” Ash asked. “That’s a dangerous game.”
Warren tossed the gauze at Ryan, and Ryan snarled as he moved to the door. He jackknifed, ignoring the searing pain in his gut. “You are a vampire!” 
“I told you that already.” Ryan breathed in and out, lifting his head as if to center himself. “Stop teasing me unless you want me to feed from you.”
Warren’s heart thrashed as he looked at Ash. “He really will bite me, won’t he?”
Ash scooted a chair to the bed and sat. “That’s why we needed to talk to you. I’m not sure how to go about this but to be completely honest. Ryan is a vampire. I’m a wolf shifter. We’re crazy about you because fate thought we’d be perfect together. We’re mates.” He chuckled, but the friendly sound didn’t do anything to calm Warren’s racing heart. “Not the UK kind. We’re meant to be together. That’s why Ryan acted like an ass when he met you.”
“I didn’t act like an ass,” Ryan defended.
“You were totally an ass,” Warren said. 
“Finding a mate is rare,” Ash went on. “Ryan handled the discovery all wrong, but his heart was in the right place.”
“You’re both nuts, you know that?” Warren threw his head back, and a burp of laughter escaped. “And I’m just as nuts because I believe this shit is true.”
Ash squeezed Warren’s hand. Fuck, Warren hated to admit just how much he loved Ash touching him. He was seconds away from asking the guy to crawl into the bed next to him. 
“When you’re ready, I’ll show you my wolf.” 
“When I’m ready, I’ll already be in a padded room.” Warren laid his head on the pillow and closed his eyes, wishing the pillow would stop making that crinkling sound. 
“Nah, you’ll handle this just fine. Most humans do. You’ll absorb and adjust.”
“To being with a vampire and a wolf?” Warren cocked one eye open. “On what planet? I don’t do ménages, and I don’t do furry.” He looked at Ryan. “And I don’t do anyone who likes to bite me.”
Warren didn’t care what the two said. When he got out of the clinic, he was moving away from Crazy Town. This was too much to swallow. 
“You weren’t saying that when I had my dick all up in your ass,” Ryan snapped. He blew out a breath and closed his eyes. “Sorry, I’m working on my outbursts. I’ve never had to censor myself so damn much before.”
“Keep reminding me that you’ve had him and I haven’t.” Ash scowled. 
“Will you two shut up?” Warren rubbed his temples. “You guys are giving me a damn headache.”
He was also shocked Ash was this pissed about not sleeping with him. Once again Warren thought Ash was too gorgeous to want someone like him. Had the sushi put him in a coma and Warren was dreaming all this? 
The doctor returned and looked between Ryan and Ash. He had a strange expression in his eyes. Warren wasn’t sure he wanted to know what the doctor had found. 
“I need to speak to Warren in private.”
“We’re not going anywhere,” Ryan snapped. “Just tell us what’s wrong with our mate.”
Dr. Bjord’s brows shot up. 
“We told him while you were running your tests,” Ash said. 
“Binging on UK reality shows?” Warren arched a brow.
The doctor chuckled. “It was a good cover, admit it.”
“Tell us what’s going on.” Ash grabbed Warren’s hand and held it. “We’ll deal with whatever is wrong with him.”
The doctor cleared his throat. “Warren is pregnant.”
Warren passed out again. 
 
* * * *
 
Ash blinked several times, trying to make sure he’d heard the doctor correctly. He almost slapped his palm against his ear to dislodge whatever was making him misunderstand the news. “Come again?”
Gavril waved a hand at Ryan but was looking at Ash. He enunciated his words slowly as though Ash were fucking daft. “He’s a vampire. I’m assuming he’s from Christian’s lineage since he knocked your mate up.”
The room fell completely silent for just a second before Ryan staggered back, his hand pressed against his gut. He looked just as stunned as Ash felt. “I’m only half vampire.”
Ash looked down at Warren’s hand. All three were mates, yet he couldn’t help but feel jealous. Ryan had had time with Warren, had bonded with him, and Ash felt like a third wheel coming in on the late end of things. 
He stood and walked out of the room. Ash needed some fresh air to digest it all. He didn’t know Ryan or Warren, not really. Fate thought they would be perfect together, but what if fate had gotten it wrong? What if his attraction to Warren was simply that? Attraction. 
Ash had fed Ryan, and some good head had come out of that, but who was to say they were mates? Again, it could be simple attraction. Powerful attraction, but maybe that was all it was.
Ryan and Warren were about to start a family. Where the fuck did Ash fit into all of that?
He walked outside exhaling while scrubbing a hand over his head. Shit just kept getting complicated. He’d seen the way Warren had instantly curled into Ryan when the vampire had scooped him up and carried him to the SUV. 
There was no denying their bond, even if Warren was frightened of it and resisted. But Warren had shut Ash down at every turn. If Warren was feeling the pull with Ash, wouldn’t there be some kind of sign? Wouldn’t there be some kind of attraction?
He wanted to walk away. His legs ached to get moving. What was holding him back? Warren would be fine with Ryan. They needed each other. What they didn’t need was some wolf shifter getting in the way of their budding relationship.
Ash started down the street, heading toward Pump. He’d had the night off, but loud thumping music, slinging drinks, sweaty hot guys, and the scent of sex in the air was exactly the kind of distraction he needed. Maybe he would even fuck a twink or two in the bathroom to get Warren and Ryan out of his system and get his head on straight. Ash wasn’t about to risk his heart. Not today. 
He’d already been fucked up every which way in the past, and Ash didn’t want a repeat. 
 
Chapter Five
 
Ryan wanted to go after Ash. He hadn’t liked the hardened expression in Ash’s eyes when he’d walked out of the room. Ryan had turned leave when Warren stirred and opened his eyes. 
“Hey there.” Dr. Bjord smiled at Warren. “Welcome back.”
Ryan felt as though he was being pulled in two different directions. He needed to see what was going through Ash’s mind, but he also needed to be there for Warren. 
In another life, Ryan would be celebrating becoming a father. The three of them would have been the perfect triad. Shit just didn’t seem to be working out that way. Warren wanted nothing to do with him, and Ash was on the run. 
A perfect home life, any kind of home life, didn’t seem to be in the cards for Ryan. He stood by the door, leaning against the wall and wondered if Warren even wanted to see him after the news the doctor had just given them. 
Fuck. He’d gotten the human pregnant. Now he knew how a lot of human males felt when their girl told them she was pregnant. Only the humans could’ve used protection. 
Not vampires. Not any nonhuman. Condoms didn’t prevent pregnancy. At least that was what Ryan had heard. 
“He’s back among us,” the assistant said. 
Ryan hadn’t appreciated the assistant’s snarky reply earlier. His lineage to Christian had been a shock to Ryan considering he had no idea who his parents even were. 
He’d grown up on the streets, fighting for everything he’d needed just to survive. In doing so, he might have done some questionable things to get by, but Ryan didn’t consider himself a bad person. 
“Tell me you mixed the tests up and this is all some weird dream,” Warren said. “I can’t be…god, I can’t even say the word.”
“I’m sorry, but the test is right,” Dr. Bjord said. 
The longer Warren talked, the more Ryan’s heart sank. There wasn’t going to be a flowery ending where all three lived happily ever after. There was no such thing in Ryan’s life. Happy was as unfamiliar and foreign as the comfort of a loving parent. 
He looked away, trying not to take what Warren was saying to heart. This was all new to him, too. His mate had no idea vampires and shifters even existed an hour ago, and now the doctor was telling him that he had a baby growing inside of him. 
Warren was taking all of this better than Ryan would have if he’d been the one sitting on that exam table. 
“I’ll let you two have a moment,” the doctor said. “This is a lot to digest.”
Wait, the guy was leaving Ryan alone with Warren? Ryan felt like he was going to lose it at any second. The stress. The chasing after Warren for the past few days, of being dumped, of meeting Ash, and now… 
A baby. Ryan was not ready for that shit. What did he know about taking care of someone so helpless and tiny? 
“Tell me what planet I’m on.” 
Warren’s soft, meek voice pulled Ryan’s head out of his ass and drew his attention to his mate. Ryan was sweating bullets, and maybe he was the one who would pass out next. 
“Not earth.” Ryan moved closer to the bed, shoving his hands into his pockets, and hoped Warren didn’t start screaming at him. Ryan was never any good with emotional men. This one he couldn’t run from, not like Ash had done. Someone needed to stick around for Warren, and lucky him. 
Warren took a deep, cleansing breath. He nodded and looked as though he was steeling his backbone. His raised his chin and looked Ryan right in the eyes. Ryan wasn’t sure what that look was about and was too afraid to ask.
“Okay, I believe you. You’re a vampire, and Ash is a wolf shifter, and you knocked me up. Now what do we do?”
Ryan didn’t trust Warren’s sudden acceptance. The other shoe was going to fall at any second. Some strange tick would start under Warren’s eye and he’d crack and Ryan would be buried deep under his mate’s meltdown. 
“I’m not sure.” It was the god’s honest truth. What did he know about mating and babies and making plans? Ryan had lived his life on the fly, never knowing what he was going to do until shit happened to him. 
“Where’s Ash?” Warren looked around and then down at the floor, as if Ash was lying down there. 
“I’m not sure.” 
Warren gave a throaty grunt as he slapped his lap. “You’re not helping me right now.”
“What do you want me to say?” Ryan asked. “I’m just as blown away about this as you are. My brain is stuck on stupid, and I don’t have the first clue what to say or do.”
“Fine.” Warren crossed his arms over his thin chest. “I’ll take charge. First.” He jabbed a finger Ryan’s way. “You’re going to stop going overboard. Got that? No more smothering me with your attention. A guy needs room to breathe. I don’t mind cuddling, but we’re not joined at the hip.”
“I’m working on that,” Ryan admitted. 
“Second, and most importantly, I don’t like being in charge, so pull your damn boots straps up, find Ash, and you two figure this insane mess out. Now, I want to go home.” He paused then added, “And I’m starving.”
Ryan could do food. That wasn’t a problem. He could master feeding Warren. All that other shit? They needed Ash. “We can stop at Pump. Other than that, I have no idea where to look for him.”
Warren’s brows knitted together. “You don’t have his phone number?”
Ryan hadn’t thought to get it. This was why he didn’t need to be responsible for other people. Ryan had never done long-term, so it hadn’t occurred to him to get Ash’s number. 
Warren groaned. “I’ll be fine here. Go find him and bring me back some food.”
“Are you sure?” Ryan didn’t want to leave Warren by himself. 
“I’m sure. I don’t want to run around town with you trying to find Ash. I’m still a bit queasy. I’d rather stay here and let you do all the leg work.”
Without thinking, Ryan leaned in and brushed his lips across Warren’s, waiting for his mate to shove him away. But Warren didn’t. He sighed into Ryan’s mouth like he was welcoming him home. 
Ryan took the kiss deeper, cupping Warren’s face. When they pulled apart, Warren looked a bit dazed. 
“I’ll be right back. Don’t you dare go anywhere.”
“I’m not going anywhere.” Warren yawned. “I just might get more rest. Don’t wake me unless you have some food in your hands.”
Ryan waited a few beats and then left the clinic, praying Ash was at Pump. Because like he’d told Warren, if their mate wasn’t, he had no clue where to look. 
 
* * * *
 
You are the worst person in the world. Ash was standing there with a hot, raring-to-go twink ready to whatever he wanted him to, and nothing. Not even a twitch in his dick. Ash couldn’t think of partying, trying to get laid, or drinking because the weight in his chest was crushing. 
This wasn’t what he wanted. The hazel eyes that stared eagerly didn’t melt his heart or make him want to go out of his way to please the guy. They were just eyes in a sea of faces that danced in the club. 
Ash hadn’t even caught the human’s name. 
“So, you were saying?” The guy tried to get closer, but Ash took a step back, scrubbing a hand over his face because he was frustrated with himself. He was handling things all wrong, and he knew it. 
Since when did he walk away from problems? Since when did he ever tuck tail and run? He was the guy who was always handing out advice, always there with his rock-hard shoulders for anyone who needed to lean on them. 
And when the most important guy, one of them, had a bomb dropped in his lap, how had Ash handled that? He was in a fucking gay club trying to get his dick sucked by Mr. Eager. 
“We could go out to my car.” His voice was soft, alluring, and Ash’s wolf sniffed and turned its head. The twink pressed his hands against Ash’s chest, and from the corner of his eye, Ash could see Prince watching. 
That was another issue Ash wasn’t going to dwell on. Not when he was trying to get the guy in front of him to back off. He grabbed the human’s wrists, and the twink must have taken that as an invitation because he leaned up, going for Ash’s lips. 
Before Ash managed to take another step back, there was a big wall of angry flesh pulling the twink away. Hard muscles, eyes so furiously hard that they could’ve been made of stone, and a clenched jaw that had the muscles in his neck standing out. 
“Mind telling me why he was pawing you?” Ryan shoved Ash against the wall at his back. Ash spotted one of the bouncers cutting through the crowd to get to him. Bayne’s jaw was set, and he looked as if he just might murder Ryan when he reached them. 
Ash shook his head and held his hand up. Bayne stopped but didn’t turn away. He watched them, making sure Ash didn’t need his help. Which Ash didn’t, but it was Bayne’s job to protect everyone in the club, especially the employees. 
Even if Ryan slugged Ash, he deserved it. “Why’re you here?” 
“Why aren’t you at the clinic?” Ryan shot back. “Tell me you’re not the kind of guy who bails when things get complicated. Tell me I’m not mated to a fucking asshole.”
His voice was dripping with fire and accusation. Ash felt Ryan’s anger beating against him like a furious storm, but his concern shifted. “Where’s Warren?”
Ryan dropped his hands from Ash’s chest then wiped his hand across his face and glared at him. “Why do you care? You left, remember?”
“Why should I stick around?” Ash had told himself that he wasn’t going to say shit to either of them, just let them have their life together. But he was shocked at the pain and anger that pulsed against his chest. “You two are starting a family together.” His words weren’t cutting anymore. In fact, Ash sounded like a kicked, jaded puppy. “What do you need me for?”
A wry bark of laughter escaped Ryan. “I’m sorry I forgot to bring you a gift.”
His words made no sense. “A gift for what?”
“Your pity party. Do you think you’re the only one feeling as if life just kicked you in the balls? I didn’t even know I could get him pregnant. I’m the one who should be running away from this, but instead I have to hunt you down because Warren is wondering where the hell you went.”
“Ryan—”
“Man, fuck you. You can keep your ass here and have whatever guy you want to suck your dick if walking away from us is that damn easy.” Ryan turned, pushing his way through the crowd. 
Bayne eased back. 
Prince tried to hide a smirk as he watched Ryan storm out.
Right now an ant felt bigger than Ash did. He’d made the wrong choice at a defining moment in his relationship with Ryan and Warren. 
“Was that your boyfriend?” 
Ash looked down and saw that the twink was back. Did he have a death wish? If Ryan returned, he'd kill the short human. 
“Yeah.” Ash moved around him and headed for the door, nodding at Bayne as he passed him. When he stepped outside, Ryan was there, his arms crossed, staring across the street.
Ash was stunned to see he’d stuck around. 
“I’m still here because I’m trying to cool off before I go back to Warren,” Ryan said. “I’m also struggling with how to tell him our mate ditched us and was trying to get laid not even an hour after he finds out we’re going to be fathers.”
Ash didn’t know what to say. He had no defense, and he was wise enough to keep his mouth shut. 
“That baby is just as much yours as it is mine, Ash.” He turned, and Ash saw the gentle fear in his eyes. “And I could use all the help I can get to figure this out.”
Ash curled an arm around Ryan’s neck and rested his forehead against his mate’s hair, taking Ryan’s scent into his lungs and breathing him. “I’m not going anywhere.”
“Good, because once we get Warren settled, I’m beating your ass for what I saw in there.”
“Nothing happened.” Ash curled his other arm around Ryan’s solid, warm body. “I couldn’t even get my dick interested, not the way it was interested in you.”
Ryan elbowed him. “Nice try, but you’re not off the hook.”
Ash pulled back and rubbed his ribs. “Just don’t tell Warren. He’s already dealing with enough right now.”
“He wants us to figure out what to do next.” Ryan started down the street, and Ash followed. “He says he doesn’t want to be in charge.” He stopped and looked up at Ash, and holy hell, Ash couldn’t resist pulling his mate to his chest and kissing him. 
Ash might not want to fall for Ryan or Warren because he’d had his heart shattered in the past, but he had a feeling he had no choice in the matter. Not when Ryan kissed Ash like he mattered, like Ryan wanted this mating just as much as he did. 
Ash’s cock was hard by the time they pulled apart. Now he knew it wasn’t broken. It just didn’t want anyone but Ryan and Warren. “Is Warren still at the clinic?”
He was trying hard to ignore his raging hard-on. All Ash wanted to do was shove Ryan against the nearest wall and fuck him until they were either arrested or couldn’t walk. 
But they needed to get back to Warren. Ash didn’t like leaving him by himself. Not when Warren probably felt as though he had the weight of the world on his shoulders. 
“I swear,” Ryan said. “I don’t like—” He stopped talking and walking and looked around. His fangs were showing, and his eyelids dropped to slits.
“What?” Ash looked around. “What is it?”
“How did he find me?” 
“Who?” Ash was getting tired of asking questions. He wanted Ryan to spit it out. His mate had a dark veiled expression as he took up a fighting stance. “Goddamn it, Ryan. Tell me what the fuck is going on.”
“Demon.” That one word was spoken ominously. “The bastard who’s been trying to track me down. He shouldn’t have been able to find me in this town.”
Ash’s jaw tightened. “We’re gonna talk later about you keeping shit from me.”
The guy who stepped from the shadows beside the building they’d been passing made Ash groan. They were in for one hell of a fight. He was thick as fuck, beefy hands the size of dinner plates, and his thighs were at least three of Ash’s. 
His eyes glowed red as his nostrils flared. 
“Macaw,” Ryan snarled. 
“Did you think you could hide from me forever?” 
Ash looked around. The street was deserted, except for a few cars on the other side of the park. Having a demon materialize on the street was bad. Worse, Ash wasn’t sure he could defeat the demon. 
They possessed powers that shifters and vampires didn’t have. Ash didn’t want to know what powers this guy had. Cadeym, one of the demon warriors, could produce lightning in the palms of his hands. He could pull it from the air, too. Phoenyx, another demon warrior, had the power to heal, even if that person was on death’s door, with a single teardrop. 
Then there were evil demons who used their powers to hurt and kill. 
Like this guy. 
Their best bet was to run, but that opportunity had come and gone when Macaw grabbed Ryan around his throat and lifted him from the ground. Ryan hissed as he clawed to no avail at the demon’s hand and wrist.
Ash shifted into his wolf and attacked, biting into the demon’s leg, tearing flesh from bone, but Macaw still wouldn’t let Ryan go. His mate was turning an odd shade of red, and Ash was desperate to get the vampire away from the demon. 
He shifted back to his human form and picked up a cement trashcan from the curb, slamming it into Macaw’s back. The demon stumbled forward then turned and glared at Ash. “You’re next.”
Shit. What would it take to stop him? That trashcan had weighed a ton. Ash jumped onto Macaw’s back and put him in a headlock, trying to make the demon go to sleep. 
When that didn’t work, Ash shifted back to his wolf and used a dirty move. He clamped his jaws down on the demon’s nuts. No matter the creature, that was a foul move no man could just ignore. 
The demon howled and released Ryan. Ash’s mate dropped to his knees, scratching at his throat, gasping for breath. Ash let Macaw go, and the demon stumbled backward, into the shadows.
And then he was gone. 
Ash helped Ryan to his feet. They needed to get out of there. One, the demon might come back. Two, Ryan was naked, and Ash didn’t want any humans calling the cops on him. 
“Are you all right?” Ash checked Ryan’s throat. There was immense bruising, but nothing a feeding wouldn’t take care of. He just needed to make sure that Macaw hadn’t done any damage to Ryan’s throat. 
“Do I look all right?” Ryan stood and swayed. Ash held on to him until his mate was steady on his feet. “Let’s get moving. I want to get to Warren.”
They hurried down the street but stopped just outside the clinic. “Here, feed from me.” Ash offered his wrist. “You need to heal those bruises so Warren doesn’t ask any questions. He’s already freaking out about vampires and shifters. I don’t think he’s ready to find out that demons exist.”
Ryan snorted. “There you go again, trying to hide things from him.”
“For now,” Ash argued. “I do plan on telling him the other things that are in our world, just not yet.”
When Ryan sank his fangs into Ash’s wrist, goddamn. Ash wanted to fuck him right there on the street. Those sweet lips dragged at Ash’s skin, almost like a caress. It took all his strength not to touch Ryan. 
His mate sealed the wound and licked his lips. Right in front of Ash’s eyes, he saw the bruises fade and then disappear. 
“Better?” Ryan asked.
“Gone.” Ash couldn’t conceal how much he’d enjoyed letting Ryan feed from him. He was naked, and he had a boner from hell. 
Ryan looked at Ash’s erection. “If you hadn’t gone to someone else to get your rocks off, I might’ve taken care of that for you.”
He walked into the clinic, leaving Ash standing there naked and needy. 
 
Chapter Six
 
Warren was taking this better than he thought he would. His mind was still turbulent, and he felt as if he were in some bizarre dream, but at least he hadn’t passed out again. He was sitting on the side of the bed, his hands on either side of him, his legs dangling as he waited for Ryan to return with Ash. 
There was this shadowy part in his head, a ledge, and Warren was close to stepping off it as he cracked from all of this. But he held himself back, trying to reason with himself to calm down and mull over everything that had happened so far. 
Pregnant. Jeez, that was the last thing he was expecting from his sickness. Hell, it hadn’t even been on the potential-things-wrong-with-him list. They were all just quacks. All of them, from the doctor to his assistant to the two guys who said that Warren was fated to be with them forever. 
A vampire and a wolf.
A bark of laughter had him throwing his head back. Now he was staring at the ceiling as he counted the small dots in the ceiling tile. He was trying to pick out patterns when the door opened. 
It was Ryan. Alone. No Ash behind him. 
Disappointment swelled inside of Warren. He didn’t even know Ash, not really, and he missed him like crazy. And Ryan? As badly as Warren wanted to ditch him, for Ryan to leave him alone, he couldn’t deny the relief he felt that Ryan was back. 
“Hey, hey.” Ryan moved to stand in front of Warren and used the pads of his thumbs to wipe right under Warren’s eyes. Warren hadn’t realized tears had welled up and spilt over. “No sad faces, shrimp.”
Warren tried to crack a smile, but he couldn’t get his mouth to produce one. So he cleared his throat and forced himself to stop acting like a baby. “I was just expecting you to find Ash.”
Warren didn’t want to think about the fact that he was now with two guys. Uncle Morgan was going to flip his lid. He’d already had a hard enough time when Warren had told him he was gay. It had taken Morgan a while to come to terms with it, but he’d finally accepted it and they were in good standing with each other. 
This might take him a decade to accept. 
And a baby? That would be harder to explain. If Warren were truly pregnant, he’d just have to tell Morgan that they’d adopted. 
“What’s going on inside your noggin?” Ryan asked. “Talk to me.” 
Warren frowned. “Where’s my food? You weren’t supposed to come back without some food for me.”
“It’s three in the morning,” Ryan argued. “No place is open. If you wait about two hours, I can get you something from the diner.”
The door opened again. This time it was Ash. Warren’s jaw dropped as he looked him up and down. “Why the hell are you naked?”
Holy fuck! Warren just might pass out again from the sheer beauty of his body. Ash had swollen pecs and a six-pack Warren wanted to lick. He wanted to run his fingers through Ash’s beard, grab the silky strands of his hair while Ash kissed the air right out of Warren’s lungs. 
“I think he’s glad to see you.” Ryan chuckled. “His eyes are bugging out of his head.”
Warren forced his mouth to close and ripped his gaze away from Ash’s stunning body. No, he hadn’t peeked at Ash’s cock. If he did, he just might spread himself on the bed and beg Ash to fuck him, but Warren had gotten himself into enough trouble doing that. 
Enough trouble. Like getting pregnant. Jeez. Warren felt faint again. It was something he couldn’t even wrap his head around, so he shelved the thought for another time. Right now he just wanted to get home. 
Ryan walked over to the counter and started looking through drawers. His brows were dipped and his mouth set in a grim line. 
“What’re you doing?” Warren asked. “Are you trying to steal bandages or gloves?”
“I’m looking for a set of scrubs Ash can wear.” Ryan looked up, and Warren could tell there were plenty of dirty thoughts circling in his mind. “He can’t leave here like that.”
Warren slid from the bed and searched the cabinets on the other side of the room. The best he could find was a gown. He grabbed two of them. “Put one on backward so your butt is covered.”
Ash looked as though he was getting too much enjoyment out of this. His smile set Warren’s heart to racing. God, he was so freaking handsome. 
“Afraid I might get too many propositions?” He took the gowns and put them on, covering his gorgeous body.
Ryan snarled, and Warren had no idea why he’d done that. He was looking murderously at Ash. 
“What am I missing?” Warren looked between them. “What’s going on?”
“Lover boy was sexing up some twink at Pump.” Ryan looked thunderous enough to shoot fire from his eyes. Warren’s jealousy overtook him, and he glared at Ash. 
“Tell me that’s not true.” And it hurt. Hurt like hell to think of Ash hitting on some stranger. Warren wanted to kick him in his balls. That bombshell rocked him, and he saw red.
“You’re an asshole,” Ash snarled at Ryan. “I thought we discussed telling him some other time.”
“I don’t believe in secrets,” Ryan said then snapped his mouth shut.
Ash gave a maniacal laugh that would’ve given anyone the shivers. “Really? Are you serious? The guy who kept the biggest secret of them all? You’re going to stand there and get righteous with me?”
Warren was getting a damn migraine. “What was Ryan keeping secret?” He wasn’t sure he even wanted to know. This night already had been too damn strange for words. 
Ash crossed his arms and gave Ryan a death stare. “He has a demon after him. We barely got away with our lives.”
Demon? Had Ash just said demon? Warren wobbled slightly and had to grab the bed to steady himself as his head spun so fast he thought it would unscrew and fly away. “Demon?”
Lord Jesus. If there was ever a time to pass out, it was now. But thankfully Warren stayed upright. He didn’t want to have to spend the night in the clinic if he fainted one more time. 
Ryan crossed the room and shoved Ash against the chest. “I thought we agreed it was too soon for him to find out about demons.”
“If you hadn’t opened your big mouth, we wouldn’t have gone this far,” Ash argued back. Ash turned and looked at Warren. “Nothing happened at the club. It was a stupid mistake that I regret, but absolutely nothing happened.”
“Only because your dick wouldn’t get hard,” Ryan snarled. “I’m surprised that twink wasn’t already on his knees sucking you off when I got there.”
“Stop!” Warren rubbed his temples. It was like dealing with kids. “Both of you just shut up. Please. You’re pissed at each other and lashing out, but you’re also blowing my mind, which hasn’t even recovered from the first bombshell.”
Warren was surprised he wasn’t in a straitjacket already. He stepped between them and thrust at their chests to separate them before they started throwing punches. “I want to go home, now.”
Warren didn’t wait for an answer. He stormed from the room, striding toward the exit with purpose. If he had to, he’d walk home. He was so mad that he didn’t even care he’d just found out there were other things that existed. If a vampire, shifter, or demon wanted a piece of him, he’d bitch-slap them. 
But he didn’t have to walk. Ryan and Ash followed right behind him. Ash used his fob to unlock his SUV before Warren even got to it. He opened the passenger door and climbed in, slamming it shut. 
It was just his freaking luck that fate had decided that two grown-ass men who acted like children were perfect for him. Warren disagreed. By the time the night was finally over, he just might kill both of them. 
 
Chapter Seven
 
Ash carried Warren into the house. After his wildfire attitude leaving the clinic, he’d fallen asleep on the way home. They were at Warren’s house, because Ryan said he didn’t have a home and Ash’s apartment wasn’t big enough for the three of them.
He placed Warren in his bed and removed his shoes, setting them aside while Ryan went to the kitchen to whip up something to eat. Ash stood there staring down at Warren, still amazed about all of this. Two days ago he’d been a bachelor just living an ordinary life, paying bills and enjoying hookups. 
Now he had two mates and a baby on the way. Talk about a curveball thrown straight to his head. He needed to man up and stop looking at this situation as Ryan and Warren starting a family. It didn’t matter to him who the father of the child was. They were all in this together, and that was what he needed to focus on. 
Besides, if he left Ryan to raise the babe, there was no telling how he’d fuck that up. Not saying that Ryan wouldn’t give it his all, but Ash wasn’t the only screw-up in this triad. Ryan had a lot to learn, especially about relationships.
Ash mentally snorted. Like he was a fucking expert. He’d allowed some bastard to charm him, seduce him, to let Ash feel like the luckiest man in the world before he’d stabbed Ash’s heart and shattered it. 
He’d trusted the wrong guy and had become jaded from the experience. That was why Ash did only one-night stands. He refused to invest his heart in anyone. He didn’t have a choice now, even if he and Ryan were off to a rocky start. 
But Ash saw the uncertainty in Ryan, the insecurities, an almost boyish innocence to the man that he tried to keep hidden under an armor of jabbing words and surliness. 
“Did I fall asleep?” Warren shot up as though going to sleep was a sign of weakness. “I didn’t mean to. Are we still going to the diner?”
“What you’re going to do is get some rest while Ryan finishes cooking.” Ash reached for the snap of Warren’s pants. “I’ll wake you when the food is done.”
“But Ryan can’t cook.” Warren lifted his hips and allowed Ash to shimmy his pants down his thin, pale legs that held a smattering of hair. They were the perfect legs to wrap around someone’s waist while being fucked. “I’ve had his cooking. Have you?”
“How badly can he mess up eggs and toast?” Ash reached for Warren’s shirt and lifted it over his head, tossing it aside. Warren’s reedy chest made Ash want to run his palms over it, to tweak those nipples that were already hard, to suck on each of them until Warren was moaning and begging. 
“You’ll see.” Warren looked up at him, and Ash’s cock went from flaccid to hard as nails in a matter of seconds, pounding under his gown, tenting the material to show Warren just how much he wanted the human.
Warren’s gaze fell to where Ash’s cock was poking at the gown. He smiled. “How can you make a hospital gown look so damn sexy?”
Ash grunted. “I feel like I’m wearing a damn dress.”
Warren nibbled on his lower lip. Watching his teeth catch his lip wasn’t helping the situation. Ash was trying to be a gentleman, trying to make sure Warren got the sleep he needed, trying not to rip off the damn gown and join him in bed.
“Then maybe you should take it off.” Warren looked up at him from under his thick lashes, his jade-green eyes growing dark with pure lust. Ash stood there, unmoving as Warren rose to his knees and slipped from the bed. He circled around Ash, untying the back of the gown and pushing it off Ash’s shoulders. 
Warren came back around and looked Ash up and down. The front of the gown was doing nothing to hide his chest and groin, or his erection. It stood at full salute, throbbing, aching for Warren to wrap his soft-looking lips around the head. 
As if reading his mind, Warren lowered to his knees. Ash’s cock jerked as he waited to see what Warren would do next. 
Warren palmed his balls as he used his other hand to grip Ash’s dick. He licked at the head, his pink tongue sliding across to draw the pre-cum into his mouth. Ash hissed, running a hand over Warren’s blond hair, and clenched his jaw at the fervent need to come. 
Ash normally didn’t have an easy trigger, but the sight of Warren on his knees with Ash’s cock between his lips and the way he massaged Ash’s nuts was getting to be too much. 
He cupped Warren’s chin, ran the tips of his fingers over the smooth flesh, knowing that his mate had finally given in to the pull, the obsessive need to be near your mate, to please them in any way. 
Warren’s scent of pure sunshine, of warmth, and the smell of honey clung to the air, and Ash drew in a shuddering breath, telling himself over and over again to gain control of his body. He was so damn close already.
“You are a beautiful creature,” Ash said as he brushed his knuckles over Warren’s cheeks. “Suck me, sweetheart.”
Ash’s fingers caressed Warren’s jaw, almost begging his mate to show him just what he could do with his lips. Warren leaned forward, engulfing Ash’s cock into his mouth. Ash groaned out his pleasure as Warren swallowed the erection to the root. Using his tongue, Warren laved the tender depression beneath the swollen crown and then tongue-fucked the tiny slit, licking away the salty taste of Ash’s desires. 
“So perfect,” Ash groaned. His orgasm was cresting, and Ash could no longer hold back. He strangled Warren’s hair in his hands as he fucked his mate’s mouth, emptying his seed down Warren’s throat. 
Ash exhaled and blinked several times before he reached down and lifted Warren from the floor. He laid his mate on the bed. “Lube?” 
“Top dresser drawer.”
As Ash walked to the dresser, he pulled the other gown off. Now he felt normal, as if he hadn’t escaped from some loony bin, running the streets with nothing but a gown on. He grabbed the lube and returned to the bed. Warren had removed his underwear and lay there staring up at Ash. 
He really was a beautiful sight. 
Warren’s eyes sparkled like dark gems, telling Ash what Warren truly wanted. Ash leaned forward, placing his hands on either side of Warren’s head, his cock brushing along Warren’s crease as he ran his tongue over his mate’s parted lips. Ash reached up and touched Warren’s moist lips, the pads of his fingers running along the smooth and soft skin.
Warren nipped at his fingers.
With a wink, Ash used the lube to coat his fingers before easing two of them inside Warren’s tight hole. 
Warren arched his back. “Oh my god. That feels so fucking good.”
“Trust me. It gets better,” Ash teased. “This is nothing compared to how you’ll feel once I have my dick inside of you.”
Warren didn’t answer him. He was too busy writhing, pressing his hands into the headboard above him, and sinking his ass down on Ash’s finger. 
Ash wasn’t sure how much longer he could hold out. The sight of Warren undulating in pleasure had him ready to come again. Already Ash’s cock had hardened, painfully throbbing to sink into Warren’s ass. 
Finally, Ash removed his fingers and pressed his cock against his mate’s entrance. Warren’s eyes rolled upward, his hips pressing down onto Ash’s length. 
Ash didn’t move, allowing Warren to take control. 
He may be claiming the human for the first time, but Ash had no doubt who was the one in charge. Ash didn’t mind. He liked seeing the spitfire come out of Warren. 
But hell if the man didn’t feel good wrapped around his dick. All he could do was shudder and close his eyes when he felt his cock enter the tight, wet heat. It was Ash who groaned, his arms shaking as he placed his hands on Warren’s bent knees. He was overwhelmed at the feeling of being inside his mate and the look of pure ecstasy on Warren’s face. 
“You feel so good inside of me,” Warren said as he hitched his hips higher. 
Ash was fighting not to plunge deep inside Warren. He could feel his wolf rising, trying to take over, but Ash refused to allow this to happen. And then Ash almost lost his mind when Warren clenched his inner muscles, encasing Ash’s cock in a tight viselike grip. 
When he felt his cock bottom out, Ash was damn sure he was going to lose his mind. There was no other way to describe the growing madness inside of him. Ash began to move inside Warren once his cock was completely buried, slowly at first, pulling almost completely out and then pushing back in.
Then Ash felt it. A solid wall behind him. His first instinct was to attack, but Ryan’s scent invaded his lungs. 
It was sweet torment to feel Ryan’s hand brush down his back. Ash looked down at Warren, who was looking wide-eyed at Ryan. This was all new to them, a ménage coupling. Ash wasn't sure what Ryan planned to do. He’d never let anyone top him before. Ever. And his hackles were rising. 
“Afraid to get fucked?” Ryan whispered into Ash’s ear. “Don’t worry. I won’t steal your virginity, at least not tonight.” He tapped Ash’s hip. “Turn him onto his hands and knees.”
“For what?” Warren looked like a deer caught in headlights.
“For all our pleasures,” Ryan replied. “My first reaction to seeing Ash fucking you was to tear his throat out. I had to remind myself that he had just as much right to you that I have. Now we’re all going to enjoy this, shrimp. Trust me.”
Ash hesitated. 
Ryan narrowed his eyes. “You can be in charge of our everyday lives. I don’t give a shit and don’t mind conceding to you. But when it comes to sex, I’m the one calling the shots. This is my domain. Do you have a problem with that?”
Ash snarled as he eased out of Warren’s tight heat. “I do when you put it that way. All you had to do was say please.”
“You burned breakfast, didn’t you?” Warren said. “That’s why you’re so pissy right now.”
Ash held back his laugh. Now that he wasn’t fully focused on Warren, he smelled the burned toast. “Yeah, he did.”
“Shut up,” Ryan grumbled as he undressed. 
As Warren flipped to his hands and knees, Ash watched as each piece of Ryan’s clothing was taken off, revealing his gorgeous muscled body. 
Shit. Ash felt like the luckiest man alive. He had Warren, who was pocket-sized and perfect, and he had Ryan, someone who could take a pounding without Ash fearing he’d hurt him. 
Ryan flexed. “Like what you’re gawking at?”
“He’s shameless,” Warren muttered. “Just so you know. He loves showing his body off.”
A twinge of jealousy erupted in Ash. Warren already knew Ryan, had already slept with the vampire, while Ash was coming in late to the game.
Ryan snagged his hand around Ash’s nape and yanked him forward, kissing him so fiercely that he nearly split Ash’s lip. “No need to be jealous, babe. We’re all in this together.”
He wasn't sure how Ryan had known what he was thinking. 
“That was so freaking hot,” Warren said. “I mean I’m nervous as hell about sleeping with two guys, but damn, you two are beautiful together.”
Ash smiled against Ryan’s lips. “He thinks we’re hot.”
“Let’s show him how hot he is,” Ryan said. 
They turned and looked down at Warren. 
“Uh, why are you two looking like you’re about to devour me?” Warren backed up on the bed. 
“Because we are. Ryan has already claimed you. Now it’s my turn to bind our souls together.”
Warren’s brows went up. “What do you mean he claimed me?”
Ash wasn’t sure what he was going to do with Ryan. The guy had screwed up his mating with Warren. He hadn’t even told Warren that he claimed him. 
Ryan spread his arms. “That’s not entirely true. I only fed from him in tiny little sips. Technically I haven’t claimed him yet. At least I don’t think I did.”
“Are you serious?” Ash asked. 
“No, I’m just kidding around about the most important thing in my life,” Ryan shot back. “I didn’t fully drink from him, so I’m not sure if I did.”
“But you sure as fuck knocked me up,” Warren complained. 
Ash was getting a goddamn headache. He grabbed Warren’s ankles and pulled his mate back to the middle of the bed. “Then we’re doing this right.”
Warren yelped as Ash rolled him to his hands and knees. Ash got behind his mate, spread Warren’s cheeks, and drove his cock back inside his mate. 
Warren cried out as Ryan got onto the bed, positioning himself at Warren’s head. “Keep opening your mouth like that.”
Groans filled the room as Ash fucked Warren’s ass and Ryan fucked Warren’s mouth. Holy fuck. It was the most erotic thing Ash had ever done. He wondered how it would feel to be filled from both ends.
That thought shocked him. Ash had never wanted to be fucked before. The thought had never entered his mind before now. But as he watched Warren writhe between them, shoving his body backward to take Ash’s cock, thrusting forward to swallow Ryan’s shaft, the images of him being in the middle wouldn’t go away. 
He looked to where he and Warren were joined, watching as his cock moved in and out of Warren’s ass. Fuck, the pleasure was making his wolf go insane. His claws tried to slide free, but Ash fought to keep them retracted. 
What was this human doing to him? Shit. The feel of Warren’s muscles gripping Ash’s cock was mind-boggling. He couldn’t stop watching their connection. 
Until Ryan grabbed Ash and pulled him forward, once again kissing the breath right out of him. Ash slid a hand up Warren’s back, trying to make him feel like he was a part of this kiss, that he wasn’t forgotten as Ryan ate at Ash’s mouth, sucking Ash’s tongue in and teasing it. 
“I still remember how your dick tasted in my mouth,” Ryan whispered. “Want to suck you off so badly.”
Ash growled as he recalled them in his SUV, him feeing Ryan, both of them getting each other off. 
“Later.”
Ryan pulled back and carded his fingers through Warren’s hair. “Fuck, baby, you got me ready to come.”
Warren groaned around Ryan’s cock and then pulled the long, hard shaft from his mouth. “I want to taste you.”
Ryan hissed as Warren swallowed him again. Ryan’s eyes rolled back, and he thrust forward, punching his hips in and out of Warren’s mouth before his muscles strained and his jaw clenched. 
The vampire shouted, strangling Warren’s hair. Ash feared he’d pull clumps out as he came.
And what a fucking sight Ryan was as he climaxed. Ash gripped Warren’s hips, and as soon as Ryan pulled back, Ash blanketed Warren’s back and sank his canines into the soft skin of his shoulder. He felt their bond instantly snap into place. 
Warren cried out, thrusting backward fast and hard. Ash jerked and buried himself deep as his orgasm swept him under. He pulled his canines free and licked the wound closed, panting and gasping for breath. 
He kissed Warren down his spine then pulled back and eased out of Warren’s body. No sooner had he moved away than Ryan settled behind Warren, who was still shaking and shivering from his release.
“How the fuck are you hard again?” Ash asked. He shouldn’t be surprised. Not only was Ryan nonhuman but Warren could make a guy stay hard. 
Ryan winked at him as a smirk surfaced. “Told you I’m the pro in the bedroom.” 
At least he didn’t have a problem with his damn ego. That seemed to be just fine. 
Ryan drove inside Warren and picked up a punishing pace, his fingers digging into Warren’s sides as sweat glistened on Ryan’s forehead. Ash moved closer and took Warren’s mouth in a tender, slow kiss, tasting Ryan on the man’s breath. 
Then Ash maneuvered himself under Warren, taking Warren’s cock into his mouth. He lapped at the cum that still clung to the head, suckling until Warren became hard again. 
The beauty of youth. At least that was the case for Warren. He wasn’t sure how Ryan had such stamina. 
“Oh my god,” Warren groaned. “You guys are killing me.” 
“You can handle it,” Ryan said. “Just hang on for the ride.”
Ash smiled around Warren’s shaft then licked a path up to the head, taking him back down his throat and repeating the action. 
Warren keened as he wiggled, trying to fuck Ash’s mouth as Ryan fucked Warren’s ass. It wasn’t graceful, but it was fun. 
Ryan struck, sinking his fangs into Warren’s neck. Ash knew this because Ryan had bent over and Warren had shouted. Ryan and Ash still had to claim each other, but Ash could wait. Right now they were expending too much energy, and Ash was already whipped. 
Warren convulsed as his seed shot down Ash’s throat. Ash drank every last drop before pulling back. He stretched out and watched as Ryan extracted his fangs and licked the pinpricks closed. 
A few more thrusts and Ryan was coming, throwing his head back as he gritted his teeth. 
Ash could watch him for hours. The sheer beauty, the intimacy, the erotic moment that they would continue to share for a lifetime. Things might not be perfect between them right now, but if they kept sharing moments like this, Ash was sure they’d work the rest of their kinks out. 
 
Chapter Eight
 
Warren had never been this sore in his life. On top of that, when he’d woken up, he’d run straight to the bathroom to get sick. God, he felt like he was dying. Who could survive all this sickness? All Warren wanted to do was lie on the cool floor and sleep.
But Ash wouldn’t let him. He came into the bathroom and flushed the toilet, wiped Warren’s mouth, and lifted Warren into his strong arms as he carried him to the living room. 
If Warren didn’t feel so freaking queasy, he might have enjoyed the pampering. 
“Keep an eye on him while I make something to eat,” Ash said. He glared at Ryan. “You’re no longer allowed in the kitchen.”
“Burn one breakfast and you won’t forgive me,” Ryan quipped as Ash walked away. He turned to Warren and winked. “I hate cooking. I’m glad Ash is taking over.”
Ryan dropped onto the sofa and pulled Warren’s head onto his lap. “How’re you feeling?” 
“Strange,” Warren admitted. “Just a few days ago I was running from you, and now look at me.”
Warren had adjusted easier than he thought he would. He felt a connection to Ryan, as well as Ash, and couldn’t imagine kicking Ryan to the curb again. His heart hurt just thinking about it. 
“Is that bacon I smell?” Warren lifted his head and sniffed. “Oh my god, he’s cooking breakfast late in the afternoon. I could kiss him.”
Warren could eat breakfast food all day. It was his favorite meal. 
“How about you kiss me instead?” Ryan asked. “I’m hungry for your lips.”
Warren grimaced. “I didn’t get a chance to brush my teeth. Ash pulled me out of the bathroom too fast.”
Ryan helped Warren off the couch and steered him toward the bathroom. He brushed his teeth, gargled with some mouthwash, and looked at himself in the mirror. 
God, he looked awful. His skin was too pale, and his eyes were bloodshot. Warren could use some more sleep, but he wanted to go back to the festival today before he had to start his shift later. 
“I want to go to the festival,” he said when he emerged from the bathroom. “I think I need some sunlight in my life.”
“That’s up to Ash.” Ryan tried to grab Warren around his waist, but Warren backed up.
“What do you mean that’s up to Ash? Since when do I have to check in with him when I want to do something? I’ve been living my life perfectly fine before you two came along. I don’t need permission to do a damn thing.”
Warren spun on his heel and headed toward his bedroom to get dressed, thankful Ryan hadn’t followed him. Now Warren was irritated, and he didn’t want to be in a foul mood. It was a gorgeous day outside, and he wanted to enjoy it, preferably not be pissed off at his mates. 
He grabbed some underwear then returned to the bathroom and showered, loving how the hot water beat at his sore muscles. All Warren could do was sigh as the tension in his body disappeared. He felt like a new man by the time he got out and toweled off. 
After putting on his clean underwear, Warren opened the bathroom door, the steam following him out. In the hallway were Ryan and Ash. Two mountains with their arms crossed.
“Don’t start with me,” Warren warned. “I’m going to the festival and then to work. Neither of you lugheads is going to stop me.”
“No, we’re not.” Ash nodded. “We’re going with you. Just as soon as you eat.”
Warren’s stomach picked that moment to grumble. When was the last time he’d eaten? He couldn’t remember, but the smell of bacon and eggs wafted toward him, and Warren’s mouth watered. “Let me put some clothes on first.”
He dressed, his mates leaving him alone. What were they going to do now that they were together? Would Ryan and Ash move in with him? That was the only possibility since Warren owned his house and there was plenty of room for all three of them without feeling crowded. 
And a baby? Warren still thought that was farfetched, but he was with a vampire and a guy who could change into a wolf. How much more bizarre was it for him to be pregnant?
He had a sinking feeling that it was true, and that freaked Warren out. He took a few calming breaths, telling himself not to get worked up. Damn it. He was going to enjoy his day, no matter what.
 
* * * *
 
Ryan felt exposed out in the open. He didn’t like it at all. The only good part was the fact that Macaw was a demon, which meant he more than likely was lying low since his corporal form faded in the sunlight. He was probably waiting for nighttime before he attacked again. 
That gave Ryan time to try and relax, to do his best to make sure Warren had a good time. Besides, when was the last time Ryan had let his guard down and laughed? When was the last time he enjoyed his day? 
“You’re not going to get it,” Ryan teased as Warren aimed the fake gun toward the row of ducks. “You’ve already missed twice.”
“Thanks for the encouragement,” Warren said. “I’m gonna get it. Just watch me.”
Ash stood on the other side of Warren, shoving a corndog into his mouth. Since they’d arrived at the festival, all Ash had done was eat. He’d already consumed a bag of cotton candy, a large pretzel, a big box of popcorn, and two bratwursts. Where the fuck did he put all that food? 
Ryan slid his hand down Warren’s back. “Just breathe in and squeeze the trigger. And aim for the ducks. Don’t forget to aim for the ducks.”
Warren glared at him. “Back off. You’re wrecking my concentration.”
Ryan swatted Warren’s ass, and then Ash swatted it. Warren wiggled and slapped at them before bending back over to shoot. He missed all three times. 
“Let me show you how a pro does it.” Ash handed Ryan his corndog. “I’m not giving it to you to eat. Hold it for me.”
As soon as Ash bent over, Ryan downed the corndog, licking his lips and wanting another one. He glanced around to see if he could spot the hotdog stand when he noticed a guy watching them a little too closely. 
“We’ve got eyes on us,” Ryan said so low that no one but Ash heard him. 
Ash gave a slight nod to say he’d heard Ryan and then shot the gun, hitting all three ducks in a row.
“Show-off,” Warren grumbled. “I could’ve done that if you two hadn’t been molesting me.”
Ash accepted the small stuffed frog and handed it over to Warren. “I know you could’ve done it.” He slung his arm around Warren’s neck as they turned to walk away. 
Ryan had his eyes on the guy who kept watching them. He was far enough back that he thought he was hidden, but Ryan’s eyesight was too damn good to miss him. 
His attention was pulled away when Warren leaned up and kissed him. His mate chuckled. “Your breath smells like hotdogs.”
Ash growled. “I told you not to eat it.”
“I’ll get you another one. Stop bellyaching.” Ryan looked to where the guy had been, but he was gone. Even so, he still felt eyes on him. 
“Do you know who he is?” Ash whispered while Warren looked around, oblivious to their conversation. 
“Never seen him before.” Ryan looked around, scanning the crowd, but the stranger hadn’t shown himself again. “I’m gonna find him and see why he’s so interested in us. Keep Warren occupied.”
Ash nodded. 
Ryan slipped away, walking between the stands, moving past the rides, and passing the outhouses. It was if the stranger had vanished into thin air. The sensory overload was easy for him to handle. Vampires were damn good at seeing things at a faster rate than humans. 
But the guy was gone. 
He saw Ash and Warren looking at wind chimes. Ryan had spotted one on Warren’s porch, and it hadn’t been there before. This was where he must’ve gotten it.
“Ash wanted to look,” Warren said guiltily. “I swear. It was his idea, not mine.”
Ash chuckled. “Calm down, shorty. I don’t mind adding to your collection.”
“It’s one chime,” Ryan pointed out. “I wouldn’t consider that a collection.”
“Then all three of us pick out the one we want,” Ash said, making the young girl behind the table beam. Ryan picked one with bright colors and a red teardrop on the string. It was the biggest chime the girl had. 
“We can put these on the back porch.” Warren seemed bubbly about the idea, which made Ryan smile. He liked seeing Warren happy. It was better than his mate yelling at him and telling him to get out.
He placed his hand at the small of Ryan’s back as the girl boxed their chimes. Ash leaned over and kissed Ryan’s neck. “These are perfect.”
Ryan started to say they were just wind chimes, but the look in Ash’s dark eyes stopped him. “They are.” 
Ryan knew he’d said the right thing when Ash kissed him softly. His gut twisted into knots, and Ryan groaned as he felt himself blush. 
Ash chuckled. “Don’t hide it. I like that I affect you this way.”
“You’re a cute couple,” the girl said. 
“We’re a cute couple.” Warren pointed between the three of them. “Don’t you dare leave me out of this. Not when I have to put up with all their crap.”
The girl giggled. “It’s rare you see three people together. You guys are good-looking. Thanks for making my day and buying my stuff.”
“The pleasure was all ours,” Ash said. He gave her a charming smile before they walked away. God, Ryan felt light on his feet, and that had never happened before. Not with his way of life. Everyone always had an angle, was always looking to get over on someone. 
It was nice to know Ash and Warren didn’t want anything from him. Except his cock. He chuckled. 
“What?” Warren asked. “I want to laugh too.”
Ryan leaned in so the people around them couldn’t hear what he was about to say. “I was just thinking how fucking good you looked with my dick in your mouth and Ash’s dick in your ass.”
Warren’s face turned a bright shade of pink as he whipped his head around. “Why is that funny?”
“I wasn’t laughing because it was funny.” Ryan kissed Warren’s cheek. “I was amused at how much I enjoyed our time together.”
“Oh.” Warren smiled. “Me, too. I-I liked what we did.” 
“Good to know.” Ryan slung an arm over Warren’s shoulders as Ash placed a hand at the small of Ryan’s back. Of course they got curious looks, but Ryan didn’t care.
For the first time in forever, he was happy. 
 
* * * *
 
Warren was in the backyard admiring the wind chimes dangling from the ceiling of the porch. They were evenly spaced and looked spectacular. He still couldn’t believe that Ash had bought him one of the ones that had cost forty bucks. 
Ryan’s had cost sixty. It was the one in the middle, bright, beautiful, and made Warren smile every time he looked at it. Ash’s chime had more masculine colors, deep greens, dark blues, and a few crimson reds. There was a wolf hanging from the string, which was befitting. 
Warren’s was made up of pretty colors and had a rose on the string. A rose, a wolf, and a teardrop. Somehow that seemed poetic to Warren. He closed his eyes and listened to the breeze. All the tubes were made of crystal, which made them tinkle in harmony. 
“Mind telling me what the fuck is going on?”
Warren’s eyes flew open at the sound of his uncle’s voice. He shot up in his chair and looked around. Ryan and Ash were inside, out of sight. “What do you mean?”
Morgan marched up the steps, and even at this distance, Warren smelled booze on his breath. 
“I saw you today with those two guys. Honesty, Warren. Two men? Could you make yourself out to be any more of a whore? It’s bad enough I have to deal with the fact that you’re gay, but you’ve got to get greedy?”
His words were like a slap to the face. Warren had never heard such vicious things come out of his uncle’s mouth. It was like a stranger was standing there insulting him. 
“Why don’t you sit down so we can talk about this?” Warren got up and took a step closer to him. “I can explain—”
“Explain?” Morgan’s head snapped back. “What the fuck is there to explain? You’re letting two guys fuck you. You can’t get any nastier than that.”
Warren clenched his jaw. Who was Morgan to judge him? It wasn’t as if his uncle led a pure and clean life. He barely staggered the line of decency on most days. Warren had loved him regardless of his shortcomings. But this? He wasn’t sure how to handle it. 
Morgan clomped up the steps and grabbed Warren’s upper arm, shaking him. “You listen to me, boy. You’re gonna stop parading around town like a slut. You’re gonna act like you always do, single, humble, and show some respect for yourself.”
He rattled Warren around as Warren tried to dislodge his arm. “You’re hurting me!” 
“I’m gonna do more than that if I catch you with those fellas again. You better act like a fucking saint.”
The back door slid open, and Ash and Ryan stepped out. Ash snarled as he grabbed Morgan and threw him down the steps. Ryan looked Warren’s arm over before he turned, baring his fangs.
“No, stop!” Warren couldn’t let them kill his uncle. Morgan wasn’t even in his right frame of mind. He was liquored up and spouting off at the mouth. “That’s my uncle.”
Ash had his arm in the air, as if ready to plow his fist through Morgan’s skull. He turned and frowned. “This is your uncle?”
“Get off me,” Morgan snarled as he staggered to his feet.
That didn’t stop Ryan from moving forward and grabbing Morgan by his shirtfront, rattling him even harder than he’d shaken Warren. “You treat family like that?” Ryan snapped. “I catch you laying a hand on him again and nothing is going to save you. Got that?”
Ash didn’t look as if he’d calmed down. He towered over Morgan. “You touched our pregn—” He snapped his mouth closed, but Warren knew what he was about to say. 
Morgan had touched their pregnant mate.
“You better thank Warren, because he’s the only reason we’re not tearing you apart and burying your body,” Ryan snarled. “Now get the fuck out of here and don’t come back until you’ve got your head screwed on right.”
If that were the case, Warren would never see his uncle again. He watched as Morgan stumbled away, but not before he gave Warren the death stare. 
Ryan pressed his teeth into his lower lip. “Man, I want to go after him. I want to tear his fucking heart out for touching you.”
He practically vibrated where he stood. Warren was afraid to go near Ryan. 
“Are you hurt?” Ash looked over his arm. “You’re bruising.”
“I bruise easily.” Warren looked, and yep, the shape of Morgan’s hand was an angry red on his upper arm. 
“Fuck it, I’m going after him.” Ryan started forward, but Ash jumped in his way, grabbing him. 
“It’s Warren’s uncle. We can’t kill him.”
“Why not?” Ryan asked, and Warren feared he’d get away from Ash and go after Morgan. His eyes were dark, his jaw was clenched, and he looked as if he’d just walked out of Hell for retribution. 
“Please.” Warren hurried over and placed a hand on Ryan’s arm. “He’s the only family left that I talk to. When he sobers, he’ll be sorry. Just let it go.”
Ryan’s features softened as he looked down at Warren. “I can’t let it go when someone hurts you. I just can’t. You have no idea how important you are to me. Jesus fucking Christ, you’re carrying my kid. He put his hands on you. I should’ve torn his heart out already.”
“Do you hear that?” Warren asked, trying to change the subject and hoping that it worked.
“Hear what?” Ryan asked.
“The wind chimes. Just close your eyes and listen to them.”
Ryan scowled.
“Close them,” Warren demanded. 
“There’s no calming us down, shorty.” Ash still appeared livid, as if he would join Ryan if Ryan took off. 
“You, too,” Warren said to Ash. “Both of you listen to them.”
With grunts of irritation, they closed their eyes. Warren did, too, but he kept a hand on each of them in case they wanted to take off. When he opened his eyes, Ryan was staring down at him.
“How do you do that?” 
“What?” Warren asked.
“Take the fire right out of me.” 
Ash opened his eyes, and he looked more relaxed. Warren was relieved. He didn’t want to have to go up against these two in order to defend his uncle. 
He wasn't sure Morgan was worth it, but Warren didn’t want his death on his hands. 
“All right. We’re calm,” Ash said. “Your uncle gets to live for another night.”
Warren wished Morgan knew how lucky he was and the bullet he’d just dodged. If his uncle ever came at him like that again, he wasn’t calling his mates off. 
 
Chapter Nine
 
Ash was cleaning up after dinner, satisfied that he’d talked Warren into calling off from work. It would be a battle to get him to quit his job, but Ash and Ryan were going to talk to him about that. 
Just not tonight. After a nice dinner, Ash planned on relaxing with the two. Kind of a getting-to-know-each-other thing in the living room while they surfed for something to watch on the television. 
As Ash stacked the dishes in the dishwasher, a solid heat blankets his back. Ryan’s scent invaded his senses, like spicy leather and hot male that crawled inside Ash’s lungs. The warmth and power against his back, the light kisses on his nape. 
“You’re sexy when you’re doing dishes.” Ryan teased Ash’s earlobe with his teeth. “I want to bend you over the counter, in front of the dishwasher, and have my way with you.”
“Should I put on a maid’s uniform?” Ash teased.
“Nah, you just gotta be naked.” His hand slid down Ash’s back and cupped his ass. “Don’t be so afraid to give it up for me. You’d be amazed at how good it feels to get fucked.”
“You’d be amazed at how good it feels to have a clean kitchen.” Ash bumped his elbow into Ryan’s gut. “Let me finish up in here.”
“Don’t be running scared.” Ryan’s laugh was soft, erotic, setting Ash’s blood on fire. “I can have Warren suck your dick while I’m fucking you if that’ll make you feel better.”
Ash’s heart was racing. His hand shook as he set a plate in the dishwasher. He wasn’t gonna lie. He was intrigued by Ryan’s offer, but a large part of him was railing against the idea of giving anyone that much power over him. Ash considered himself an alpha male, a manly man, the one in charge, not the one lying flat on his back unless a male was riding him. 
“I’m not gonna pressure you.” Ryan backed away, taking the heat with him. I miss it already. My back feels cold without him there. 
“We need to make a nursery.” Ash had no idea where that had come from or why he’d said it. He honestly hadn’t given any real thought to the baby growing inside Warren. He’d defended Warren against his uncle, had nearly blown a gasket that their pregnant mate had been handled so roughly, but deep consideration? Not yet. Ash hadn’t let his mind go there. Not on a serious note. 
Ryan looked toward the floor, a pensive expression in his dark eyes. Ash wanted to yank Ryan into his arms and hug the fear right out of his eyes. But he didn’t. Clearly there was something on Ryan’s mind, and Ash let him work it out. “Do you think we’ll be any good at it? I mean being fathers. I’ve never had one, so I have no clue what I’m doing.”
And the getting-to-know-you session had begun. “Where was your father?”
Ash dropped a pod into the dishwasher and closed it, waiting for Ryan to gather his thoughts. Depending on Ryan’s childhood, this might turn into a heavy topic. Ash was ready for it. He had broad, thick shoulders, and helping other people with their problems was what he did best. 
“I grew up on the streets, fighting for everything I needed to survive. No one really told me what happened to my parents. I lived in an orphanage until I was twelve. Then I struck out on my own because being on the street was better than living with strangers who wouldn’t know kindness if it bit them on the ass.”
Ryan shoved his hands into his front pockets, as if embarrassed that he’d revealed so much. Ash had a feeling that Ryan didn’t let his softer side, his vulnerable side, out too often. 
“So, yeah. I’m kinda worried I’m gonna suck at this father thing.” Ryan reached over and hit the button to start the dishwasher. “A nursery. That’s sounds pretty cool.” He wiped his hand under his nose and cleared his throat. “I wish we knew what color to decorate it with.”
Ash wasn’t going to press Ryan to divulge anything else. It wasn’t as though Ash poured all his emotions out. He bottled them up, too. “You got us now,” he said. “One crazy triad where the boss is shorter than both of us.”
Ryan chuckled. “He is a spitfire. I want to piss him off on purpose just to see him wind up and go.”
Ash leaned against the counter and pulled Ryan to him, enveloping him in his arms. “We’ll stumble through this. There’re three of us. How badly can we fuck this up?”
Ryan looked up at him, and Ash could tell his mate had something eating at his brain. “This baby is just as much yours as it is mine. I don’t ever want you to think you don’t fit into this.”
Ash sighed. “That was my insecurities guiding me to the club. I let them take over, which I shouldn’t have.”
When Ash looked toward the kitchen entryway, he saw Warren standing there, his arms crossed defensively over his stomach, as if he wasn’t sure he was allowed to join them. 
“We have a little watcher,” Ash whispered. 
Ryan turned and grinned. Ash could tell by the look in Ryan’s eyes that he cared deeply for Warren. The human was starting to grow on Ash too. 
“Eavesdropping?” Ryan asked. 
“No.” Warren quickly shook his head as his cheeks turn a pretty pink. “I was just wondering where you two were. I wasn’t trying to listen to your conversation. But…um…I did hear a bunch, and I’m sorry your life was so crappy, Ryan.”
Ash swatted Ryan on the ass. “Come on, we have some TV to watch and some talking to do. By the time we go to bed, I want to know all about both of you.”
He grabbed Ryan’s hand and led him toward Warren. 
Ash stopped as his ears perked up. Ryan hissed, showing his fangs as Ash shifted into his wolf. Warren screamed as Ryan shoved their mate behind him.
The glass in the sliding door that led to the back porch shattered seconds before Macaw dipped his head and stepped inside. 
 
* * * *
 
“Run!” Ryan shouted when he turned to Warren. There was no way he could take down this beast if he had to worry about Warren’s safety. It would take Ryan’s and Ash’s combined might, and that still might not be good enough. 
Instead of turning and running, Warren was all fists and fury as he rocketed forward with a strange war cry echoing on his throat, all balls and no brawn, ready to take down the demon who’d invaded their home. 
For a heartbeat Ryan couldn’t move, too stunned, his brain having a hard time processing what was going on. Even the wolf at Ryan’s side cocked his head. 
Then Ryan bolted into action, using his inhuman speed to grab Warren around the waist and haul him off his feet, racing back just as Macaw swiped a beefy fist at the air where Warren’s head was seconds ago. 
“Your little ragtag team is no match for me.” Macaw’s red eyes glowed darker, revealing his rage. Ryan’s heart was about to give out, beat right through his chest at what Warren had just done. He’d never been so paralyzed, so afraid before as he thought of the damage the demon could’ve done if he’d struck his mark. 
Warren was human, fragile, small, and fuck, under any other circumstance, Ryan would’ve enjoyed unleashing Warren’s wrath. But not against Macaw. What the hell had gotten into Warren’s head? Where had all that bravery come from? 
Macaw charged forward, knocking into one of the kitchen chairs and leaving it in splinters. Ryan pulled Warren all the way into the living room, the wolf hot on his heels. 
“That’s the demon,” he said to Warren. “Don’t you ever go up against him again.”
Warren paled. “That guy’s a demon? I thought he was just some asshole breaking in.”
“He is.” Ryan made it to the front door, but Macaw was gaining fast. Ryan could run at his inhuman speed, but he would be leaving Ash behind, and no fucking way was he going to do that. 
So Ryan threw his head back and shouted, “Phoenyx!” 
Macaw stopped dead in his tracks. He looked around the room, his size eating up the space. Ryan wished he’d thought about calling the demon warrior when Macaw had attacked them on their way back to the clinic. But he’d been too pissed at the idea of Ash cheating on them and hadn’t had a clear mind. 
Macaw’s grin was malicious as he turned back to them. “Help isn’t coming.”
He grabbed for the wolf and caught him by the tail. Ash snarled and bit at the demon’s hand, but damn, that was a beefy hand, and Macaw easily punched Ash away. 
The wolf went down, whimpering as he lay there on the floor. White-hot anger filled Ryan to see Ash lying there injured. The wolf shook his head, got to his feet, but staggered as he walked into the wall.
Macaw had knocked the sense out of Ash. Warren started toward Ash, but Ryan pulled him back. He didn’t need his pregnant mate in arm’s reach of the demon. Warren wouldn’t survive a blow the way Ash had. 
“He’s hurt!” Warren struggled in Ryan’s arms. “I need to get to him.”
“Let him go,” Macaw taunted. “Let him come at me again.”
Where the hell was Phoenyx? They’d been working together to track Macaw down so the demon warrior could put Macaw back in Hell where he’d escaped from. Phoenyx should’ve known that Ryan wouldn’t call out his name for any other reason. 
Warren’s heat was beside Ryan, thumping against Ryan’s body to remind him that he was there. His face was scrunched up, twisted in a mask of fierce protectiveness. It was good to know that Warren didn’t faint every time he was under stress, but now wasn’t the time for his bravery. 
Ryan jabbed a finger at the demon, his patience gone. “I didn’t do anything to you. I don’t even know why you’re after me.”
“No?” Macaw let out a deep, booming laugh. “You’re a fucking liar. We had a deal, and you reneged. You went to the demon warriors and lied on me. And for that, you’re gonna pay with your life.”
“You made a deal with a demon?” Warren’s brows were in his blond hairline. “Why would you do that?”
Even Ash looked their way at Macaw’s accusations. Ryan should’ve kept his mouth shut. He shouldn’t have said one goddamn word, because now Warren and Ash would demand to know what was between Ryan and Macaw.
Shame. That was what it had boiled down to. Ash was right to think Ryan a screw-up. That was all he’d ever been, and his dealings in the dark were now coming to light, baring his retched soul in front of the two men who meant the world to him.
Two men that Ryan didn’t want to lose. 
“Go ahead.” Macaw crossed his thick arms. “Tell them about our deal, bloodsucker. When Ryan didn’t answer, Macaw grinned. “Tell them how you—” 
“Don’t!” Ryan vibrated with rage and drowned in humiliation. A storm brewed inside him as he glared at Macaw. It was the past, before he’d meet Warren and Ash. Something that probably would’ve been forgotten about if Phoenyx hadn’t cornered Ryan after Ryan had…
After getting the demon warrior involved, Macaw had become relentless, tracking Ryan down with a vengeance.
“What is he talking about?” Warren asked. “How you did what?”
No. Ryan wasn’t going to do this. He wasn’t going to let the demon shatter his world. He’d fight tooth and nail to shut him up. 
“How he—” Macaw’s words were cut off when Ryan ran at him, his claws extended, trying to plunge his hand into the demon’s chest so he could rip out his heart. 
Ash had been hurt because of this. He’d been knocked silly, his brain rattled, all because Macaw was…because he was pissed that Ryan had cut out before the deal had been done. 
“Ryan!” 
Ash’s deep commanding voice wasn’t enough to stop Ryan’s rage, to stop Ryan from trying to end Macaw. But Macaw was a huge son of a bitch, and he knocked Ryan clear across the room. Ryan hit the wall so hard that pain exploded in his head. He crumpled to the floor, pressing his palms against his temple. 
Words were garbled. People had become shadows. The room rocked heavily from one side to the other. It felt as if his eardrums had been busted, and something wet was trickling down his hand. 
Ryan tried to get up, tried to get back to his mates, because Macaw would torture them just for fun. But he couldn’t because he was unable to get to his feet. 
Something moved past him. A hand brushed his back. Ryan looked up, and all he saw were glowing eyes. Macaw? Phoenyx? Ryan worked his jaw from side to side, pressed his hands against his ears, tried to make himself focus, but nothing worked. 
Everything was shadows and movement and indistinguishable voices, which were growing louder by the second. A roar. A wave crashing into the shore. 
A hand on his arm. Words that he couldn’t make out. 
Ryan collapsed onto his back, hitting his head against the floor. The pain was real, deafening in his ears, pulsing at every angle of his head. 
Then everything fell blissfully silent. 
 
Chapter Ten
 
“He’s bleeding from his ears.” Warren crouched down in front of Ryan to protect him while Ash and some guy who’d shown up in his living room fought the demon. It was a battle that was wrecking Warren’s living room, but he didn’t care. He just wanted Ryan to wake up. 
“Come on.” Warren shook him, but Ryan didn’t stir. That worried the hell out of Warren. Ryan had flown across the room and had hit the wall so hard that there was a huge hole left behind. 
And now he was bleeding. Warren wasn’t sure what to do, so he grabbed his phone from his pocket and dialed Dr. Bjord.
“Dr. Bjord speaking,” he said when he answered.
“This is Warren Prickett. I need you at my house right away. Ryan was hurt, and he’s bleeding out of his ears. There’s some demon in my living room that Ash is fighting with some stranger who appeared out of a corner. I’m worried about Ryan. He’s not moving, and I don’t have a way to get him to you.”
“Let me have a look.”
Warren screamed when the doctor suddenly appeared beside him. He crouched down as his assistant rushed over to the fight and…Warren’s jaw dropped. He blinked several times to make sure he was seeing what he was seeing. 
The assistant had tackled the demon, and then a bright light filled the room, nearly blinding Warren. The crazy part was the fact that Dr. Bjord didn’t bat an eye. He was busy flashing a small light into Ryan’s eyes. 
“What the hell,” Warren whispered. 
When the light faded, the demon was gone. 
“I assume you wanted him in Hell,” the assistant said. “Because that’s where I sent him.”
“Where were you half an hour ago?” Ash griped. “The son of a bitch cut me deep.” 
The assistant looked Ash over. “You’ll live. Stop crying like a baby.”
Ash snarled. The redheaded newcomer laughed. “Thanks for the save, brother.” 
Warren looked at the doctor. “What just happened?”
Dr. Bjord spared Warren a glance. “My angel mate just sent a demon to Hell.”
“Oh.” Warren’s brain nearly short-circuited. Angel? Demons? Vampires? Shifters? Was there other creatures he was missing? Did he want to know if others existed? Was the world spinning in the opposite direction?
“Take a deep breath,” Dr. Bjord said without looking at Warren. He was too busy examining Ryan. “It’s a lot to take in, but trust me, after a while you won’t even blink at new revelations. It’ll become your standard norm.”
Warren wished he could believe it. He was tired of the craziness and wanted something resembling normalcy in his life. As normal as things could be with a vampire and wolf and a baby on the way. 
“He’s going to need to feed to heal his head trauma,” Dr. Bjord said. “I can’t let you be a donor since you’re pregnant. I might have to hook him to an IV and just give him blood since he’s not conscious to feed.”
“How is he?” Ash asked when he joined them. Fuck, he was naked, and there were people in the room, though they didn’t look the least bit interested in Ash’s nudity, as if they saw things like this all the time.
Dr. Bjord repeated what he’d told Warren. 
“I’ll donate,” Ash said. “Hook me up to a line.”
“They’ve had enough bullshit for one night.” The assistant pressed his hand against Ryan’s head. “Don’t you dare yell at me for taking a shortcut.”
Dr. Bjord glared at him. “We’ve talked about this. You can’t keep fixing people, Gavril. You yourself said there are rules.”
“That I can break when I want to.” Gavril backed up. “Now can we go home? I wanna finish watching our show.”
“This is entertaining,” the redhead said. “I could’ve just dropped a tear into him and gotten the same results.”
Warren had no idea what they were talking about. What results? What the flip did a tear have to do with anything?
Ash must’ve seen the confused look on Warren’s face. “Phoenyx is a demon warrior. He has the power of healing.”
Warren sat on his butt, his legs too shaky to support him any longer. Did Ash just say the redhead was a demon? But weren’t all demons evil? Warren looked up at Phoenyx and tried to see anything evil in his eyes, but there was nothing but humor and kindness in their green depths. 
Ryan stirred, grabbing Warren’s attention. He smiled and leaned forward, so damn relieved to see his eyes opening. “Hey, handsome.” Warren fought back the tears as a burning lump formed in his throat. “How’re you feeling?”
Ash knelt on the other side of Ryan as the doctor and his angel vanished into thin air. Nope, Warren wasn’t going to think about that. He was going to completely ignore what they’d just done for sanity’s sake.
“Now as bad as I felt before I passed out.” Ryan pushed to his elbows and looked around. “Where is Macaw?”
“Back in Hell,” Phoenyx said. “With a little angel help.”
“It’s over?” Ryan fully sat up. There wasn’t a trace of blood left behind. Warren would forever be grateful to Gavril. 
“Lie down,” Phoenyx said to Ash. “Let’s heal that gash of yours.”
Warren bristled when Ash lay down. He was still butt naked, his junk hanging out for Phoenyx to ogle if he wanted to. But he didn’t. He knelt on one knee, his face close to the gash in Ash’s side, and allowed a tear to drop. It landed in the wound, and Warren gasped as he watched the jagged skin begin to stitch itself back together.
“Why do you guys hide in the darkness? Do you know how many people are in desperate need of your healing powers?” 
“Just as there are people with hearts of gold, there are others who would exploit us,” Phoenyx said. “Labs that would dissect us, study us, governments who would use us for their ill intentions. We hide to survive, but we also thrive.”
“Thanks for coming.” Ryan got to his feet and looked down at Ash. “Get your sexy ass up and get some clothes on before I have to remove Phoenyx’s eyes.”
The demon warrior snorted. “You could try, but your mate is sexy as fuck.”
Warren chuckled as Ryan snarled and Phoenyx jumped out of the way when Ryan tried to smack him. 
“I’m out of here. Pleasure working with you, Ryan.” He gave a lazy salute before he walked out the front door. 
Warren turned his attention to Ryan. “You’re going to tell me why Macaw was after you in the first place.”
Ryan’s smile faded, and a veil fell over his eyes. He held his hand out and helped Ash to his feet. 
“You know there’s nothing you can tell us that’ll make us turn our backs on you,” Ash said. “And you were the one who said we shouldn’t have secrets.”
Without a word, Ryan walked into the kitchen. Warren sighed. He already knew being with Ryan wasn’t going to be easy. He was sweet, loving, but also closed off. He would need a crowbar to open the guy up. 
“Have patience.” Ash kissed Warren’s cheek. “He’ll come around. We’re too irresistible for him not to spill his secrets.”
“Yeah, in about ten years.” Truth be told, Ryan never had to tell them what he was desperate to keep to himself. Everyone had secrets. Warren was fine with that. He just didn’t want Ryan to feel as if he had to hide anything for fear Ash and Warren would judge him. 
Warren and Ash looked at each other when they heard tired, broken laughter coming from the kitchen. “I think he’s finally losing his mind,” Warren said. “Do you think that angel healed everything in his head? He might’ve missed something.”
Still freaking naked, Ash headed toward the kitchen. Warren was right behind him. Ryan was seated at the table, a cup of coffee clutched in his hands. Tiny bubbles of laughter erupted as he shook his head.
“Ry, are you all right?” Warren asked. “Do I need to get Dr. Bjord back here?” 
“Hey, talk to us,” Ash said. “Tell me what’s going on inside that brain of yours besides traumatic injury.”
Ash took a seat, but Warren knelt down beside Ryan. 
“I don’t know how you two deal with me. I’m a complete fuckup, and I nearly got you two killed because I was too ashamed to tell you that I whored myself out because I was broke, with nowhere to stay, hungry, and desperate.”
Ryan rubbed his face with his hands then stared up at the ceiling. “Now you know my shame. If you two want this mating thing without me, I understand.”
Warren was taken aback. Not because of Ryan’s confession but because he thought he was disposable. “Weren’t you the one who said I had no idea how you felt about me?”
Ryan gave him a sideways look. “Yeah.”
“So when you’re embarrassed by something in your past, you’re first solution is to ditch us? Haven’t we gone through that already with Ash?”
“Hey, keep me out of this,” Ash said. “It was a moment of temporary insanity.”
Warren stood and jabbed a finger into Ryan’s arm. “You knocked me up. You said we were mate, that we were meant to be together. Was all that bullshit, something you made up to get me into bed?” 
The longer Warren talked, the angrier he became. How dare Ryan think he could easily walk away. “Am I that disposable?” 
“No,” Ryan said without hesitation. “The fuck? I was still after you even after you dumped me. I was obsessed with you, still am. You’re no more disposable than the beat to my heart that I need to survive.”
“That was nice,” Ash said. “Smooth.”
Warren glared at him. “We’re having a moment here. If you’re not going to help, go get some clothes on. Your dick is distracting.”
“Then the two of you get naked so we can all be distracted. I’m over this conversation. Whatever Ryan did to survive, it’s in the past. I’m ready to move on to more interesting topics, like your lips curled around my cock.”
“Now that sounds like a damn good plan,” Ryan said. “I could use some nakedness underneath me.”
Warren sniffed. “I thought you wanted to leave.”
Ryan shoved from his seat and yanked Warren to him so fast that Warren yelped. “You can’t get rid of me that easily.” He pressed a kiss against Warren’s lips. “You forgive me for bringing so much drama?”
“I’ll forgive you if you fuck me properly.”
“Deal.” Ryan released him and damn near ripped his clothes off. He moved so fast, using his inhuman speed, that one second he was clothed and the next he stood there in his birthday suit. 
“Damn, I wish I could do that,” Warren said. 
Ryan pressed himself to Warren’s front. Ash was at Warren’s back. He was sandwiched in and shaking in anticipation. Raw power surrounded him, the heat, the muscles, of the two sexiest men on the planet. 
This would be only the second time he’d been with two men, but Warren had a vivid imagination. He just wasn’t expecting Ryan and Ash to strip him right there in the kitchen. 
“Up you go.” Ash lifted Warren and laid him right there on the table. Warren pushed to his elbows. 
“Right here?”
“The better to eat you.” Ryan wiggled his brows. 
“How’re we going to do this, Ryan?” Ash asked. 
Warren had a feeling he was in deep trouble. 
 
* * * *
 
“Lying right here,” Warren said as he wiggled on the hard table. “I can hear you two.”
“Then you know the pleasure we’re about to unleash on you,” Ash said. 
Ryan grinned when Warren glanced down at Ash, his eyes wide.
Ash winked at Warren before he took Warren’s cock into his mouth. Ryan stood there fascinated. It was like his very own porno was playing out right there in front of him. His breathing ragged, Ryan ran the tips of his fingers across Ash’s stretched lips. He inhaled sharply when Ash’s tongue lashed out to swipe over Ryan’s fingers.
That gave Ryan an idea. As Warren thrashed on the table, crying out and hitching his hips, Ryan wet his fingers and then inserted two into his own ass, stretching himself for Ash’s invasion. As he did this, he bent, licking his way over Warren’s wrinkled sac.
“Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!” Warren kept repeating that cluster of words as his hips punched upward. When Ash slid his lips up Warren’s cock, Ryan took a swipe at the base, and when Ash swallowed Warren, Ryan went back to sucking at the man’s balls.
They worked up a rhythm as Warren went rigid.
“Stop fighting it,” Ryan said. “Just let go.”
Ash wet his fingers, separated Warren’s cheeks, and slid them inside the man’s ass.
Warren howled as his legs spread and his hips jerked, and Ash took his shaft down to the root. Ash’s throat muscles worked, and Ryan knew his mate was swallowing Warren’s seed.
Ryan had to grab the base of his cock and squeeze to stop himself from exploding. The sight of Ash swallowing, the scent of Warren’s release, and the excited energy in the room nearly shook Ryan apart.
When Ash pulled back, Ryan moved quickly, settling between Warren’s quivering legs.
“I got the olive oil,” Ash said as he moved from the table and went for the counter, leaving Warren lying there still wiggling. Ryan held out his hand, waiting for Ash to wet his fingers. When he did, Ryan inched his slick fingers inside Warren.
“Ohmygod!” Warren thrashed his head from side to side.
Ryan chuckled. “Think he’s enjoying this?”
“I think he is,” Ash said with a grin. “Now it’s your turn. Bend over.”
Ryan’s heart sped up as he bent over Warren, claiming the human’s lips as he worked his fingers inside the man’s body. Ryan panted as Ash’s thick fingers entered him.
He moaned into Warren’s mouth as Ash stretched him, kissed Ryan along his spine, and gave gentle bites to his butt.
A part of his brain kept screaming that Ash was about to claim him. All three would finally be complete. There would be no walking away for any of them. Not that Ryan wanted to leave.
In truth, it had felt good to get that off his chest, although he was still ashamed of what he’d done. What he hadn’t told the two was that he hadn’t gone through with it. He’d taken Macaw’s money and fled. It wasn’t so much the sex but the principle, and that was why Macaw had come after him.
That and the fact that Phoenyx had bent Ryan’s arm when he’d seen them together, forcing Ryan to help him. That had pissed the demon off, and that was when Macaw had gone on his rampage. 
Did Ryan feel guilty for duping the guy even though he was a demon who’d escaped Hell? Yeah, he did. Lesson learned. 
Ash’s masterful tongue at Ryan’s hole made all rational thoughts flee. He wanted to get fucked so badly that his fangs descended.
He nicked Warren’s lip, drawing in that tiny amount of blood as he licked and sucked at the man’s mouth. Warren didn’t seem to notice. He dug his hands into Ryan’s short hair and tugged at the strands as he devoured Ryan’s lips.
The little human had had his first taste of sex with two men, and it seemed he couldn’t get enough. Ryan grinned into the hungry licks Warren was giving him.
And then Ash pulled his fingers free. Ryan did the same. He held his hand out, and Ash dripped the oil onto it. Ryan didn’t bother to ask why Ash hadn’t gone to the room to get some lube. He knew the reason why. Neither of them had been willing to take those few seconds to leave the room. 
Ryan lined the head up to Warren’s stretched hole.
In one fluid movement, he buried himself deep inside his mate. Ryan closed his eyes and forced himself to remain still. Not only did he have to allow Warren’s body to adjust to the invasion but he didn’t move as Ash slowly entered him.
The dual sensation of being filled and filling Warren was mind-blowing. Ryan buried his face into Warren’s shoulder as he pressed a kiss to Warren’s neck. “You okay?”
“S-so full.” Warren panted as his nails dug into Ryan’s back. God, he felt so fucking amazing. 
Ryan also wanted to feel his cock fill Ash. The question was, would Ash bottom, or would he remain a dominant top? Ryan shoved all that aside as Ash filled him completely.
“You move,” Ash said. His hands dug deeply into Ryan’s sides. “Set the pace.”
Ryan nodded as he pulled almost completely out of Warren and then thrust back in. As he moved, Ash caught the rhythm and moved in sync.
Ash’s cock stretched Ryan to the limits. The hard shaft brushed over his prostate, making sparks of electricity shoot through Ryan’s body. Ryan’s hands were on either side of Warren’s head, and Ash had pulled Warren’s legs upward, holding them in place as the three moved together.
Ryan smiled down at Warren, teasing the man’s chin with his teeth. “Feel good?”
“I can’t even…it’s just…oh, hell.”
Ryan chuckled. “It seems our little human can’t form two words with a dick shoved in his ass.”
“Neither should you,” Ash said as he started pounding into Ryan’s ass. With his cock buried deep in Warren and Ash’s cock in his ass, Ryan felt himself spiraling close to the edge.
“Come for me, Warren.” Ryan sank his fangs into Warren’s neck, splashes of blood coating his tongue. The human cried out as his hole clamped down on Ryan’s cock, making movement almost impossible. Warren’s hole was too damn tight to begin with.
Ryan bucked as he tried to bury his cock farther. Ash was fucking him in a frenzy. When the wolf shifter sank his teeth into Ryan’s flesh, it was over.
He came so hard that a kaleidoscope of stars burst before him. His body shook as his seed erupted deep in Warren’s ass. Ash released Ryan’s shoulder, howling as his cock pulsed.
Seconds later, Ash pulled free and then collapsed on one of the chairs. Ryan eased out of Warren then snatched Ash to his feet. He sank his fangs into Ash’s neck, sealing their bond. 
Ryan had already felt a connection to both men, but it had grown deeper, their souls melding as one. Never before had he felt this close to anyone, and Ryan finally felt as if he’d found a home. His home. Shared with the two men who meant everything to him. 
“I love you,” Ash said as his hand ghosted down Ryan’s back. “I feel it in my heart. So the next time you talk about walking away, I’m beating your ass.”
“I love you, too.” Ryan had never said those words to anyone, and it felt freeing. So much so that he chuckled and hugged Ash to him. His wolf, his human, and soon his child. What more could Ryan ask for? 
When Warren remained quiet, Ryan looked over Ash’s shoulder to see the man fast asleep.
“Lightweight.” Ryan chuckled. “Let me grab him and put him to bed.”
Ash turned those chocolate-brown eyes on Ryan. “I’ll join you in a second. I want to lock up.”
Ryan snorted. “And tomorrow we can start repairing the house, starting with the hole in the wall the size of a vampire.”
“I guess I’ll have to dust off my carpenter skills,” Ash teased as he scooped Warren into his arms and cradled him against his chest. They looked perfect together, and Ryan was the luckiest man alive that they were his. 
 
* * * *
 
It had been three months since all that shit had happened. Ash was glad it was behind them. They were getting along a lot better, although he and Ryan still went at each other’s throat from time to time. That was what happened when two dominant males lived together. Warren was constantly chewing them out, too. 
At the moment Ash was in the kitchen, putting together lunch. Ryan was at the table on his tablet, and Warren was somewhere in the house, his belly big making him waddle everywhere. 
It was the cutest sight Ash had ever seen. He was so freaking glad he hadn’t thrown all this way and cheated on his mates that night at Pump. He would’ve missed out on the best thing to ever happen to him. 
While Ash waited on the coffee to percolate, someone knocked on the back door. He looked at Ryan, who looked at him. 
“I ain’t getting up,” Ryan said. “I’m in the middle of a game.”
With a roll of his eyes, Ash walked to the door and opened it. You’ve got to be kidding me. A growl rumbled in his chest as he stared at Warren’s uncle. He hadn’t seen the guy since he’d grabbed Warren, and Ash was seconds away from slamming the door in his face.
If he didn’t, he just might kill the asshole. “What do you want?”
Morgan sneered at him, looking Ash up and down with a withering glare. “I came to see my nephew. I see you’re still around.”
Ash was seconds away from killing the idiot. God how he was tempted, how he wanted to teach the jerk a lesson. “You don’t get to see jackshit after what you did to him. Considering yourself lucky I didn’t put a hurting on you.”
Ryan appeared at Ash’s side, a similar growl erupting in his throat. Only Ryan bared his fangs. Fucking show-off. “You’ve got some nerve coming back here.”
“You two can’t tell me who I can and can’t see. Warren is my nephew, and if I want to talk to him, I will!” Morgan stared closely at Ryan’s mouth. “What the fuck are you?”
“I got this,” Ryan said. “Let me take care of him.”
“Not if you’re going to kill him. Warren is already emotional enough. I don’t need him crying for days on end.”
They’d been waiting on Warren hand and foot, catering to his every need. Warren might’ve complained about being smothered, but Ash knew he enjoyed every second of it. 
And now Morgan was here to disrupt their lives? Hell no. Not if Ash and Ryan had anything to say about it. 
“I’ll bedazzle him.” Ryan winked at Ash. “No killing involved.”
“You’ll do what to me?” Morgan swayed, and his breath smelled like straight booze. 
“I just need his full attention,” Ryan said. He moved a step closer and stared right into Morgan’s eyes. Ash had heard of vampires doing this, but he was fascinated to see it up close. 
 “You didn’t stop by Warren’s house today. You didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. In fact, you’re going to stop by tomorrow afternoon and apologize for your wretched behavior. You accept that your nephew is gay, happy he found two men to love him. You’re also going to stop drinking.”
Warren moved in behind them. Ash cursed, hoping his mate didn’t stop Ryan from what he was doing. 
“And gambling,” Warren said under his breath.
“And gambling,” Ryan repeated out loud. He looked at Warren. “Anything else?”
Warren shook his head. 
Ryan turned back to Morgan. “Now go home and sleep it off. Come back tomorrow with a happier fucking disposition.”
Morgan spun around and walked away. Ryan closed the door, a happy smile on his face.
Ash scowled. “Have you ever done that to me?” 
“Nope.” Ryan went back to the table and sat down. Why didn’t Ash believe him? He’d started to grill Ryan when Warren cried out, clutching his stomach. 
“Oh my fuck this hurts!” Warren went to his knees, and Ash jumped into action. He helped Warren up as Ryan reached for his phone, calling Dr. Bjord. The guy looked ready to freak out. Ash already had Warren to worry about. He didn’t need Ryan being of no use.
He got Warren to the bedroom and lay him down, stripping his clothes off and covering him with a sheet. 
Ash was shocked he was being so calm when internally he was freaking out. Warren grabbed his wrist and yanked Ash to him. “If Ryan ever gets me pregnant again, we’re neutering him.”
Ash had learned to just agree with Warren. He nodded, although he was never going to go through with that. “Just breathe, baby. We’re going to get through this.” He kissed Warren’s forehead. “Have I told you how much I love you?”
“I love you, too,” Warren wailed. “Now get this baby out of me!”
An hour later and Ash was smiling down at their daughter. She was perfect in every way, just as his mates were. She had Ryan’s dark hair but Warren’s jade-green eyes. 
Ash already knew he would be keeping a loaded shotgun in the house for when the boys started noticing her, because she was their princess and no one would ever be good enough for her. 
“You did amazing.” Ash kissed Warren’s cheek. “So damn amazing.”
“Better than I did,” Ryan chuckled. “I nearly passed out twice. I would’ve been tied with you, shrimp.” Ryan gave Warren a quick but thorough kiss. “I love you.”
Warren smiled, holding their baby girl to his chest. He had tears in his eyes as he looked at her with such love and pride. “I love you both. Now let me get some rest. Giving birth is grueling.”
Their family was finally complete, and Ash felt as if he were on cloud nine. Three men and a baby girl. Or more accurately, a wolf, a vampire, and a spitfire human, who would protect and love her as well as each other. 
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