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Chapter 1


“I can’t believe I’m at the farmers market with you right now,” Darby Sharp grumbled under his breath while shooting a displeased look at Jordan Sharp, his cousin and fellow natural-born werewolf, once every few seconds. “You told me it’s going to be a fun trip. So far, it’s anything but!”


Jordan rolled his eyes. “Can you stop complaining for just one measly minute? Don’t be such a grouch.”


Darby harrumphed and glared even harder at Jordan. “Well, excuse me for being pissed off at you for dragging me out of my warm and comfortable bed at such a crazy hour in the morning, and now, I’m stuck here at this overcrowded market with you and all of these other insane people. Most normal people will choose to snuggle underneath their blankets in their beds at home, especially when it’s not even eight o’clock yet on a fucking Sunday morning.”


Jordan chuckled while tilting his head back a little and inhaling deeply and loudly. “Come on, man. We’ve only been here for less than fifteen minutes. Tops. Take in the sights. Smell the air. Don’t you just love the freshness of spring?”


Darby frowned at Jordan. “Is something wrong with your nose? I’m actively trying not to breathe in the nasty stench from some of these people. Shower much?”


Jordan laughed when Darby shuddered in disgust. “You’re going to look as old as Grandpa George if you continue to scowl like that.”


Darby continued to scowl at Jordan, and he lowered the volume of his voice when he spoke next because he wanted to be as discreet as possible. “We’re werewolves. Our innate quick-healing ability protects us from shit like that.”


Jordan snickered. “I know, man. Just teasing you. Besides, Grandpa George may be nearly ninety years old, but most people will believe him if he claims he’s only forty.”


Darby snorted, but he didn’t bother to retort. Instead, he focused on doing his best not to bump against the other visitors at the farmers market because he was aware of his build. He knew he had to be careful, especially when he was around the non-supernatural folks. At six feet, three inches tall, he wasn’t the tallest person in the world, but he weighed two hundred and sixty-seven pounds of pure, bulky muscle everywhere. Even without his supernatural strength, he was already much stronger than most of the ordinary folks. He acquired his muscle by spending most of his spare hours at the local gym, and being a werewolf certainly helped him to gain muscle much faster than ordinary people.


Jordan was accurate in his assessment of Grandpa George’s youthful appearance, though. Darby was thankful that the supernatural folks were all blessed in that particular department as a result of the magic that was present within them. The one other thing they all shared was longevity. Literally. They could all live up to a minimum of five hundred years of age. Some were even immortals because magic had varying advantages, depending on the level and the type of supernatural folks they were. Shifters, including werewolves like both Darby and Jordan, were incredibly powerful physically. They moved fast, and they could cover a distance of at least two miles in the blink of an eye if they chose to do that. They were also immune to non-supernatural diseases because their quick-healing ability prevented them from contracting anything that would be detrimental to their health.


“What’s the real reason we’re here, by the way?” Darby asked Jordan when the silence between them had stretched on for way too long.


Jordan halted in his path and stared at Darby. “Uh, well, nobody really knows, man. Are you inquiring from a philosophical or religious point of view?”


Darby stood still and folded both of his arms over his chest before narrowing his gaze at Jordan. “Don’t be daft. I’m not wondering about the reason for our existence on the mortal plane. I want to know the true reason for us coming to this farmers market at such an insane hour.”


“Oh! I-I thought it will be fun for us to hang out.”


Then Jordan blushed, and he quickly turned away before walking off. However, Darby managed to glimpse at Jordan’s guilty expression prior to that. He snorted as he rushed forward and caught up with Jordan easily. After all, he was five inches taller than Jordan, and even at a normal speed, he had a longer stride than his cousin.


“Nice try back there, man, but you aren’t fooling me. You’re hiding something from me. Out with it.”


Jordan huffed. “Okay. Fine. There’s this beautiful girl. Her name is Patsy—”


Darby groaned in annoyance, cutting Jordan off midsentence. “For Luna’s sake! Are you telling me that you woke me up on my only off day of the week to…to what? Accompany you at the farmers market while you make goo-goo eyes at Patty?”


“Patsy,” Jordan corrected. “And don’t use Luna’s name in vain. She’s the goddess of the moon. Show a bit of respect.”


Darby raised his eyebrows at Jordan. “Whatever. Dude, please tell me you’re lying.”


Jordan now had a sheepish expression on his face, and Darby huffed in exasperation. He couldn’t believe his luck. As a bookshop owner, he was busy Monday through Saturday from three in the afternoon all the way to eleven in the evening. The main reason for the unusual opening hours was because most of his clients were people from the supernatural community. Sunday was his only day off. Barring any emergency, he would never get out of bed on Sundays before twelve noon at the very least. Unfortunately, he was now stuck at a farmers market at eight in the morning because Jordan needed him to act as a wingman or something.


“Do me this favor, man,” Jordan said at last. “I’ll be forever grateful to you. I’ll even name my firstborn son after you.”


Darby scoffed. “You told me the same thing when you attempted to pursue a relationship with Angela, Julia, Christine, Lydia, Stephanie, Zoey, Vanessa, and Tess. I can also list the names of all the men you were attracted to, if you like. I still remember them all. How many firstborn sons can you have?”


Jordan had the decency to look embarrassed. “Right. I forgot. Uh, how about if I repay your favors by taking care of your bookshop for a week?”


Darby was instantly horrified. “I think I’ll pass. You’re an excellent accountant, but do you remember what happened the last time you were in my bookshop for two hours while I ran some urgent errands?”


Jordan’s cheeks reddened even further. “That was an accident!”


Darby arched his left eyebrow at Jordan. “A book falls on the floor. That is an accident. You somehow managed to knock down all the bookshelves. All of them! I had to spend hours fixing everything in the shop after I’d kicked you out.”


Jordan glared at Darby while covering his butt cheeks with both hands. “How can I forget? I think I still have your shoeprints on both of my butt cheeks even though that incident occurred like ten months ago.”


“Nine months, and you deserved so much more than a few well-aimed kicks in the ass. I had to repair three of my bookshelves because the metals were dented on certain parts.”


“I paid for them,” Jordan protested weakly.


“As you should,” Darby retorted.


Jordan nodded. “Fine. I’ll do your taxes for you. How about that?”


Darby rolled his eyes. “I’m already paying you to do that, but nice try.”


Jordan huffed. “Okay. How about if I do your laundry for you?”


“Last year, you mixed my whites with all of my colored clothes. I had to discard all of my white clothes because I couldn’t remove the stains from them.”


Jordan sighed. “Come on, man. What do you want from me? I’ll give it to you. Just help me out with Patsy.”


“Nothing.”


Jordan was obviously confused. “What?”


Darby inhaled deeply, as he pondered his sanity in doing yet another favor for Jordan, before exhaling slowly through his mouth and glancing in his cousin’s direction. “You don’t have to return the favors in any way, shape, or form.”


Jordan’s expression brightened up. “Really?”


“Yes!” Darby exclaimed in amusement while he slung an arm over Jordan’s shoulders. “Let’s get you a girlfriend. Maybe Patsy will turn out to be the woman of all your dreams. Then you can stop dicking around like a horny dog in heat.”


Jordan laughed. “It’s not my fault I’m so popular with the ladies and gentlemen.”


Darby snickered. “You’re a man-whore, but whatever. Let’s get this show on the road. The faster we’re done, the sooner I can return home.”


“Okay,” Jordan said before pointing to the left. “I know she has a stall near to the edge of the market, but I can’t recall the exact location.”


Darby shrugged. “It’s fine. I’m sure we can find it.”


“True.”


After that, the two of them made their way toward the area where Patsy’s stall might be at. All the stalls were essentially huge tents, and they all had tables at the front to display their goods on them. The closer they got to the edge of the market, the fragrance in the air grew sweeter. Darby wasn’t astonished when he noticed that the edge of the market had plenty of stalls that sold flowers. Some also had various kinds of herbs in the mix.


“Have you seen Patsy yet?”


Jordan darted his eyes all around the stalls at the edge of the market. Then he beamed widely at Darby before turning away and cocking his head at the last stall.


“That’s her!”


Darby followed Jordan’s gaze. Patsy was a pretty, petite woman. She was Jordan’s type for sure.


“She’s beautiful.”


“Yeah.”


Darby gave Jordan a gentle shove in the direction of Patsy’s stall. “Go get her, tiger.”


Jordan gulped. “I don’t know how to start a conversation with her.”


Darby was instantly bewildered by Jordan’s statement. “What do you mean? You flirted just fine with all the women and men before Pat—holy Luna! Patsy is your soul mate, isn’t she?”


Jordan had a terrified expression on his face now. “Yeah. Uh, surprise?”


“It definitely is,” Darby answered. “Why didn’t you tell me earlier? I wouldn’t have given you such a hard time if I knew about it. Finding a soul mate is rare and amazing. Congratulations, man!”


“I know, and thanks,” Jordan responded, but he remained rooted on the spot. “I still don’t know how to proceed, though.”


“Buy a bouquet of the flowers she’s selling. Tell her you’re buying it for your mother,” Darby suggested. “Remember to drop a compliment or two on how beautiful all of Patsy’s flowers are. That should be enough to get the conversation rolling.”


“You think?”


Darby snickered. “Yes, and don’t look like that.”


“Like what?”


“Like you’re about to puke. Relax, man!”


“Easier said than done. I’m seconds away from peeing in my pants. Patsy is my soul mate. What if she hates me?”


“She won’t,” Darby consoled Jordan while sounding as confident as he could. “Just be your usual charming self, but don’t overdo it.”


“I guess I can try that. I hope it works.”


“It will. If she’s your soul mate, then you’re definitely hers.”


“Patsy isn’t a werewolf like us. She can’t smell me and know that I’m her soul mate.”


“But she’s a druid,” Darby pointed out while continuing to look in Patsy’s direction. “I can sniff out her brand of magic all the way from here.”


“Me, too, but—”


“Take the first step, man,” Darby interrupted. “Find a way to get her out on a date with you. Maybe a nice dinner at one of the restaurants downtown. You’re loaded. You can afford an expensive meal for two easily. Give her a good impression of you at least. Then you can take her out for a walk at the park before slipping the fact that you’re each other’s soul mates into the conversation. She’s not an ordinary human so I’m sure she won’t freak out over something like that.”


Jordan was quiet for a moment before he nodded at Darby. “Right. I can do this.”


Darby patted Jordan’s back once. “Yeah. I’ll wait for you right here. Go get your mate, man!”


Jordan straightened his back and walked toward Patsy’s stall with a determined expression on his face. Darby observed Jordan for a minute or so. Initially, Jordan seemed rather tense. However, he appeared to relax after a short moment. Darby was thrilled when Jordan and Patsy were gradually able to chat with each other at ease. After that, he averted his gaze. He didn’t want to keep on staring at Jordan and Patsy because that would be weird and creepy. Instead, he decided to walk around a little bit and visit some of the stalls. He was already at the market anyway. Moreover, judging by the elated expression on Jordan’s face as he chatted with Patsy, Darby had a strong feeling his cousin would want to stay for at least an hour. Maybe even longer than that.


When Darby reached a stall that sold many types of tea leaves, he was initially assaulted by the various scents that came from them. Additionally, the air was also filled with several other odors and fragrances. His olfactory sense was on overdrive. Then, all of a sudden, he detected something in the air that caused the saliva to pool in his mouth. He sniffed the air incessantly. There was a mixture of eucalyptus and peppermint from somewhere nearby, and as strange as it might sound, the scent aroused him. His cock hardened within seconds. He could feel it straining and throbbing against the front of his pants, and his erection was forming an obscene bulge, but he couldn’t do anything about it. Moreover, it wasn’t his fault that he was an extremely well-endowed man, and he honestly had no idea that the combination of eucalyptus and peppermint could be so sexually enticing to him.


Darby stood in front of the stall for what felt like an eternity. He did his best to ignore his pulsing erection, but it was impossible. He had never been so desperate for relief in his entire thirty-two years of existence. He couldn’t stop imagining burying his cock inside a tight, warm hole and pumping away until he shot out multiple loads of cum. A tiny part of his brain wondered if he had somehow been cursed with a horny spell or something similar, but if that was the case, there was nothing he could do about it. He required the assistance of a magic user to break the spell, and the only one he was aware of who was present at the market was Patsy, but he couldn’t make his way to her in his current condition, especially since he could feel his control slipping away. A feral and aroused werewolf would be dangerous. Darby was doing his best to somehow regain a bit of his self-control when somebody made his or her way into the stall through the opening at the back of the tent. Two someones, and both were men. One had dark-brown eyes and hair while the second man had green eyes and dark blond hair.


“Oh, shit!” the green-eyed man exclaimed before rushing closer toward Darby. He cupped both of Darby’s cheeks with his ice-cold hands. A part of Darby instinctively knew the green-eyed man must be a vampire, but for some reason, he felt safe. That gesture from the vampire also helped to cool Darby down a little. The cold from the vampire’s hands made for such a wonderful contrast to the heat that was consuming him everywhere else. At the very least, he was able to focus his gaze on the gorgeous vampire who was touching his cheeks. “Hey, look at me. Are you okay?”


“Not really,” Darby replied, but he found it difficult to enunciate his words properly.


“Right. Okay. We will have more privacy inside the tent. Do you think you can climb over the table? I don’t know what your name is, but I can tell you’re a werewolf. I’m Riordan Bloodworth, and I’m a vampire,” Riordan introduced himself before pointing at the other man, the incredibly good-looking man with the dark-brown hair and eyes. “He’s Dillon Lynx, and he’s a witch.”


Darby was relieved to hear that. “Darby Sharp, and yes, I think I can manage to get over the table.”


After that, he waited for Dillon to clear the table by removing the baskets of tea leaves before mounting it. Under normal circumstances, he could have easily jumped over the table, but there were too many non-supernatural folks around at the market. He might be close to losing his self-control, but he still had the presence of mind to be aware that he couldn’t afford to reveal the existence of supernatural folks to the world at large. There were too many narrow-minded non-supernatural folks around. Darby knew the supernatural folks might be hunted if they were exposed. The risk would be too great.


Seconds later, Darby almost fell from the table as he attempted to get down from it. Fortunately, Dillon and Riordan caught him in the nick of time. He somehow succeeded in wrapping his arms around the waists of both men, and his chin landed on Dillon’s shoulder. Then his eyes widened when he smelled Dillon’s scent. It was eucalyptus. His cock grew impossibly harder. He quickly turned toward Riordan before pressing his nose against the vampire’s neck. He inhaled deeply the scent of peppermint in Riordan’s blood, and his dick felt as if it was becoming harder than a chunk of diamond. He knew what was wrong with him now. Riordan and Dillon were his soul mates. He was aware all werewolves reacted differently when they found their soul mates. That was if the werewolves were fortunate enough to find their soul mates. Some would turn into mushy cowards like Jordan. In Darby’s case, he felt as if he was transforming into a sexually depraved beast.


“Breathe in deeply,” Riordan whispered against Darby’s ear.


Darby was taken aback, and he pulled away slightly from Riordan. “You know?”


Riordan nodded. “I’m a vampire. I was born more than a thousand years ago. I’ve seen many things throughout my existence on this planet. This may also not be the right time to inform you, but your blood smells divine. It sings to me. It makes me want to hump against you, bite down on your neck, and take a sip of your delicious blood.”


Darby was amused even though he was still very horny. “Why don’t you?”


“Because I have better control over my reaction than you do. It comes with age.”


Darby snorted. “Okay.”


Riordan grinned. “Don’t fight your instinct. It’s futile. Take what you need from Dillon and me. You have my consent.”


“And mine,” Dillon added.


Darby glanced at Dillon. “Are you sure you know what’s going on?”


Dillon grinned. “I’m a witch. I may not be omniscient, but I’m fully aware of what’s happening to you. You’re not the first werewolf I’ve encountered. Besides, I’ve heard tales about the things that may occur when a werewolf first gets a whiff of his or her soul mate.”


Darby was relieved for a second or two before the desperation struck him again. He gasped as he embraced both of his soul mates and inhaled their scents deeply. They drove him mad with lust. He was about to relinquish his hold on his soul mates and undo his pants when they beat him to it. He moaned softly when he felt both of their hands stroking his dick.


“Fuck! You have such a massive cock,” Riordan muttered softly into Darby’s ear. “I can’t wait to feel it inside my ass.”


“Mine, too,” Dillon said while winking at Darby.


That did it for Darby. The images inside his head of him thrusting his dick into his soul mates’ holes were too much for him to handle. His whole body stiffened, and he gritted his teeth mere seconds before he opened his mouth widely and let out a wordless gasp. Then he came again and again, painting a portion of the ground inside the tent with streaks of his creamy cum, and it felt as if he would never stop ejaculating. However, he eventually did, and he panted in relief as he leaned against Dillon and Riordan. He tried to smile at them, but he abruptly felt dizzy. His vision dimmed soon after. The last thing he remembered was the concerned expressions on Dillon’s and Riordan’s faces. After that, darkness overtook him.





Chapter 2


Dillon stood next to Riordan inside the tent and folded his arms over his chest while he observed a man named Jordan, who claimed to be Darby’s younger cousin, fussing over the unconscious werewolf like a mother hen. Jordan had rushed into the tent about ten minutes ago, a short moment after Darby had fainted. Initially, Jordan had been obviously furious at him and Riordan, presuming they had done something bad to Darby. However, Jordan’s expression had quickly turned into something that was a mixture of shock and disgust when he smelled the overpowering stench of cum in the air inside the tent. Dillon had explained to Jordan that he, Riordan, and Darby were soul mates. Jordan hadn’t seemed fully convinced, but at the very least, he appeared to be reserving his judgment for the time being while they waited for Darby to regain his consciousness.


“Come on, man. Wake up!” Jordan half yelled at Darby, who was now lying on a couch that Dillon had spelled into existence, while kneeling on the ground and slapping his cousin’s cheeks lightly. “You better not die on me. I’m not afraid of your father. He will probably roughen me up a little with his claws, but I’ll heal. Your mother is terrifying. You know that, too. She won’t even bother with her claws. She will grab her favorite spatula from the kitchen and shove it up my butt hole before drilling me a new hole with the rounded edge. That will hurt like fucking hell.”


Dillon bit his lower lip in a desperate attempt not to howl loudly in amusement so it came out as a snort instead. Riordan, on the other hand, burst out laughing like a hyena, and Dillon had to kick his boyfriend’s ankle to get the man to stop.


“Sorry,” Dillon mouthed the word to Jordan who was now glaring at him and Riordan.


Jordan huffed before turning his gaze back toward Darby. Right in that instant, Dillon noticed Darby’s eyes fluttering open slowly. He and Riordan rushed toward Darby almost simultaneously. Darby groaned softly before darting his eyes back and forth among Jordan, Dillon, and Riordan. Then he blushed.


“Shit! This is mortifying.”


Jordan scoffed at Darby. “Imagine how I felt earlier when I saw you leaning against both Dillon and Riordan, and you were knocked out cold to boot. Meanwhile, I had to bear witness to your two oversized ding dongs and one mighty club hanging out over your pants while inhaling the foul odor of your cum with my sensitive nose. Yuck!”


“Lucky you,” Darby shot back. “That must be your only opportunity to look at a real man’s balls and dick in real life.”


Jordan pretended to gag. “No, thanks. That’s fucking nasty, man. You’re my cousin, for Luna’s sake. I’m not interested in your junks. I’m also relieved that I didn’t have to tuck them back inside your pants. Dillon and Riordan volunteered to do that for you after we had placed you on your back on the couch.”


Darby scowled. “Trust me when I tell you that I’m glad you didn’t put your hands anywhere on them. You sleep around so much, you probably have cooties everywhere, including your hands.”


Jordan’s eyes widened. “Are you implying that I’m a slut?”


“If the shoe fits.”


Dillon snickered softly for the next few moments while Darby and Jordan continued to argue with each other. He could tell Darby and Jordan were close.


“Should we stop them?” Dillon asked Riordan.


Riordan grinned. “Are you kidding me? Hell no! This is pure entertainment at its best.”


Dillon chuckled. “They’re hilarious, aren’t they?”


“Duh! The only thing missing right now is a big bowl of popcorn. Oh, and maybe a bottle of coke.”


Dillon beamed at Riordan. “You’re the only vampire I know of who still eats and drinks regular human food and beverages out of spite and obstinacy. You know those things don’t provide you with any energy whatsoever, right?”
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