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  Chapter One


  


  “Holy fucking Jupiter, that is one fine looking man.” Dillon rested his chin in his hands as he watched Johnny Depp swing across the television screen. Dillon dreamily kept his eyes locked on those sweet succulent lips. Give him five minutes and he would…Dillon shuddered. All kinds of possibilities ran through his mind of what he could do in five minutes.


  He ground his cock into the couch cushion, wishing someone else would give him five minutes. Dillon was stretched out, belly down, as he watched the action playing on the screen, wondering why Rainerio, a fierce Demon Warrior, wouldn’t give him the time of day.


  Dillon sighed heavily as he imagined Rainerio on the screen instead. Man, his cock was getting hard as steel just thinking about the warrior in a pirate outfit. Oh yeah, he could plunder Dillon’s booty any time he wanted to. Dillon smiled as he thought of the different ways Rainerio could plunder him.


  “Stop molesting my couch,” Snooke said as he set the popcorn on the glass coffee table.


  “I wouldn’t have to hump the couch if a certain someone would molest me.” Dillon looked over his shoulder at Rainerio, who was sitting in the chair across from him. When the warrior ignored him, Dillon rolled his eyes and looked back at the screen.


  He lift his right leg, scratching his left calf with his foot as he imagined Rainerio getting out of the chair he was sitting in and blanketing Dillon’s body with all those strong and vibrant muscles.


  And Rainerio had plenty of them.


  Dillon glanced back over at Rainerio and then back at the television. No such luck. The warrior didn’t move a muscle. Dillon pressed down a little harder into the soft cushion, wishing a certain someone would help relieve his rock hard problem between his legs.


  How had he gotten into this mess anyway? He was human. These men were demons. They were two worlds apart, literally. All he had been doing was trying to help a friend out. When Snooke came to him, crying about screwing up the only chance he had with a gorgeous man, namely the warrior Kane, Dillon felt compelled to help him woo his man. He went from living a mundane life to living in a realm of weirdness.


  All because he wanted to help a friend.


  It wasn’t all that bad, though. All the warriors who lived in this apartment building were smoking hot ass men that one might find at a paradise resort, but Dillon only wanted one of them, and Rainerio didn’t seem interested one bit.


  He wasn’t even sure the masturbation fantasy sitting across from him was gay. Dillon shuddered at the thought of lusting after a straight man. What a nightmare that would be.


  Rainerio was well over six feet tall. He wasn’t an expert at height, but he would guess him to be around six five. That would be six five of pure muscle and totally lickable skin. Every damn inch.


  Dillon tore his eyes away from Mr. Make-My-Cock-Hard-in-Under-a-Second and looked back at the movie they had been watching.


  Why couldn’t he have a relationship like Snooke and Kane?


  Dillon looked over at the couple. They were sitting in their usual spot.


  


  


  Kane was in the chair and Snooke sitting between the warrior’s legs on the floor. Kane was running his hands through Snooke’s hair absently as they watched the movie, both looking content and happy.


  “I don’t know if I’m feeling this movie. I’ll never understand how a human can get shot at multiple times and never get hit, not once,” Rainerio complained as he slouched down in the chair. Dillon’s eyes zeroed in on the bulging crotch between the warrior’s legs and then averted his eyes. His mouth was watering to bite that bulge.


  “It’s just a movie, for entertainment,” Snooke replied.


  Rainerio waved his hand at the television while he shook his head.


  “But give me some realism.”


  “If you want realism, walk out of here and into the world. I, for one, enjoy a fantasy break where anything and everything is possible,” Snooke countered.


  “I guess.” Rainerio shook his head again as he sat back and became quiet.


  “I like the movie,” Dillon threw in. He waited for a response from his fantasy, but Rainerio ignored him.


  Once again, for the thousandth time, Dillon felt stupid for trying to talk to someone out of his league. Who was he kidding? He was too short, too skinny, and too nerdy. Why in the hell would Rainerio be interested in someone like him when the man could obviously have his pick of anyone he wanted?


  And Dillon was obviously someone he didn’t want.


  He got up from the couch, determined to save some of his dignity, and walked into the kitchen where his brown and black Australian Terrier, Tulip, lay asleep. “Hey girl.” Dillon bent down and scratched her behind her ear. “You want me, don’t you?”


  Tulip licked his hand and then rolled over, going back to sleep.


  Dillon sat on the floor next to her, feeling homesick. The warriors said he couldn’t go home to the human realm, that it wasn’t safe at the moment since some men came after Snooke and tried to kill him.


  


  


  Dillon had been in Snooke’s apartment at the time, so now the bad guys knew not only where he lived, but what he looked like.


  They were afraid the bad guys who broke into Snooke’s apartment to kill him would use Dillon against Snooke. It wasn’t so much that he was homesick as he was frustrated. He knew he could be happy here, as weird as this place was, if someone would give him the time of day.


  “Everything cool in here?”


  Dillon looked up at the man of his dreams. Was Rainerio really talking to him? “I miss home.”


  Rainerio sat his glass in the sink and then walked over to him.


  Dillon’s heart was beating out of his chest. He could hear blood pulsing in his ears as the warrior knelt down next to him. He tilted his head back and blinked up at the man who haunted his dreams, wondering if Rainerio was going to kiss him.


  “Cute dog.” Rainerio reached out and scratched Tulip’s belly. Her legs began to twitch as her tongue hung out. Dillon was envious of Tulip and the attention she was getting from Rainerio. “I think we can safely take you home when we get this mess straightened out. Just hang in there.” Rainerio smiled at him and stood. “It’s not that bad here.”


  Dillon watched one fine-looking ass walk away as Rainerio left the kitchen. He got up and wiped the dust off of his bottom. There was no use sitting here feeling sorry for himself. He did have friends in the building. Well, men that treated him friendly enough. That was better than having no one to talk to.


  Snooke and Kane were in their own little world since they had become a couple. The relationship was too fresh, and all Snooke did was stare dreamy-eyed at Kane all day.


  Dillon walked out of the kitchen, through the living room, and out of the apartment door. He walked across the hall and began knocking.


  This was the strangest apartment building he had ever seen. The counters and cupboards were built for these large warriors. He needed a stepstool every time he had to get something from the cabinet or even to use the sink.


  “Hey, buddy, come on in.” Phoenyx, another one of the warriors, stepped aside as Dillon made his way through the door. “I thought it was movie night over at Kane’s?”


  “I’ve seen it before. Besides, Rainerio acts like I don’t exist, and it’s hard sitting in the same room with him.” Dillon hated the fact that he spoke everything that came to mind. It made it hard to keep his own secrets. He’d been like that as far back as he could remember.


  When he had turned fifteen, he and his mother were shopping in a mall when he just blurted out how hot some guy was. His mother had stood there in shock. So had Dillon. That was the moment he knew he was gay.


  It had been like that his whole life. It made people wary of him.


  Who would want to be friends with someone who told all of their business? Not too many people did. That was why when Snooke befriended him Dillon had latched onto him for dear life.


  “I was just about to head to the store. Do you want to come along?” Phoenyx asked as he closed the refrigerator and walked across the kitchen.


  “That depends on whether we are walking out of here or if you are using the shadows.” The warriors used shadows to get from one place to the next. Any darkened corner would do. They had brought Dillon to the demon realm through a shadow, and he had tossed his cookies afterward. He preferred to travel the normal way, using real doors.


  Phoenyx chuckled. “We can walk.” He held the front door open for Dillon.


  “That’s a relief. I wasn’t looking forward to hugging the toilet.”


  And he really wasn’t. The whole walk through shadows thing made him queasy, and it wasn’t something Dillon cared to be.


  His eyes widened and his heart beat faster when he spotted Rainerio leaning against the wall right outside of Kane’s apartment.


  


  


  His arms were crossed over his chest, and he had a scowl on his face.


  “You could let someone know when you leave.”


  “I was tired of ogling you.” Dillon felt his face flush as he looked down at his shoes. Damn mouth.


  He heard Phoenyx chuckling behind him, and Dillon wanted to turn around and punch the guy. It wasn’t funny. He glanced up at Rainerio to see a thick brow arched in the air. “You still should have told someone.”


  Dillon crossed his arms over his chest defiantly. “I made it across the hall without having to fight my way to Phoenyx’s door,” Dillon quipped. “Although I had a close call from the bug that crossed my path halfway through my harrowing journey.”


  Dillon could hear Phoenyx laughing hysterically behind him. A hand landed on his shoulder and shook it slightly. “You’re funny as hell, little man.”


  Dillon narrowed his eyes on Phoenyx. “Don’t call me that. I may not have grown to epic proportions as you obviously have, but five foot nine is an average height for a human male.”


  Phoenyx’s eyes widened as he continued to laugh. “You are not five nine, my man. More like five six.”


  “Three stinking inches, big deal.” Dillon began to walk down the steps, feeling both men staring at his back. Who cared? He was the odd man out here, and he knew it. They didn’t have to keep reminding him. He grabbed the handrail and walked down the numerous flights of steps until he came to the exit.


  That was another bizarre thing. Anyone could walk out of the exit, but there was no way in. If anyone stood outside of the building, they wouldn’t see the door at the bottom of the steps. The only way in was through the shadows. Coming back was going to be fun. Dillon groaned. He had forgotten about that when he agreed to go with Phoenyx to the store.


  Dillon exited out onto the street, waiting for Phoenyx to catch up.


  He was surprised when he saw Rainerio exit with the warrior as well.


  


  


  For someone who wouldn’t give him the time of day, Rainerio sure stayed glued to his side. This confused the hell out of Dillon. It was as if Rainerio had personally assigned himself the role of Dillon’s keeper.


  Well, he didn’t need a keeper. He needed something more. Too bad Rainerio wasn’t willing to be that more.


  “Can we stop at Jake’s Java? I’m very thirsty, and they have that new flavor out, Peach Delight,” Dillon asked as he headed toward the coffee shop without waiting for an answer. His friend Chris worked here. He liked Chris. The demon was very friendly to Dillon.


  “Sure, why not,” Phoenyx said as he walked behind Dillon. Once they entered the coffee shop, Dillon hurried to the counter. Knowing Rainerio was right behind him was unnerving. He reached his right foot up and scratched his left calf as he placed his hands on the counter.


  His calves itched every time he became excited or nervous. It was a strange reaction his body had since childhood. At one point, he thought he may have gotten fleas from Tulip when he met Rainerio and his calves itched every which way from Sunday.


  He had tried various moisturizing lotions, but nothing seemed to help. “Hey, Chris.” Dillon smiled at the demon. “Can I try one of those peach drinks?”


  “Dillon, my man.” Chris smiled at him. “Of course you can. One peach smoothie coming right up.”


  Dillon tapped his fingers on the counter as he waited for his drink.


  When Chris brought him a very large cup filled with a smoothie and whipped cream on top, Dillon’s eyes bugged. “That’s pretty dang big.”


  Chris chuckled as he waved Dillon off. “On the house, buddy.”


  “Thanks.” Dillon plucked a straw from the container on the counter and peeled away the white wrapper. That reminded him. He needed to find a job. If he was going to stay here, he needed funds.


  “Are you hiring?”


  


  


  Chris looked at him in surprise before a smile crossed his face.


  “You’ll have to ask Jake, but I’ll put in a good word for you.”


  “Who’s Jake?” Dillon asked, and Chris pointed to a very handsome man talking with a customer. “Is every man drop-dead gorgeous here?”


  “Thanks, I didn’t know you found me hot.” Chris giggled.


  Dillon rolled his eyes. “You know what I mean.”


  “Most of the men are, but don’t tell Hondo I said that.” Chris winked at Dillon before starting another order.


  Dillon sucked on his smoothie as he walked over to the proprietor of Jake’s Java. “Excuse me, are you hiring?”


  The man stopped talking to the guy standing next to him and glanced down at Dillon. “Have you worked in a coffeehouse before?” he asked.


  No. Dillon had worked in a boring cubicle before, and he never wanted to go that route again. “I’m a fast learner.” He beamed up at Jake. “And Chris is my friend.” Dillon pointed over to Chris, who gave Jake two thumbs up.


  Jake looked hesitant as his eyes swung from Chris to Dillon. “I’ll give you a try. Why don’t you come in tomorrow morning at eight? We’ll see how things work out from there.”


  Yes! Dillon began to dance around. Jake stared at him with a bewildered expression on his face.


  “It’s called a happy dance.” Dillon giggled and then sucked on his smoothie.


  Jake chuckled, his eyes lighting up as he stared at Dillon. “I’m aware of what it’s called.”


  Dillon heard a low growl behind him. He spun around to see Rainerio staring daggers at Jake. This was interesting.


  He ignored Rainerio as he reached his hand out and shook Jake’s.


  “Thank you for giving me a chance. You won’t regret it. I hope.” He winced at his honest tongue and then hurriedly walked away before he could say something else stupid.


  


  


  “I got a job,” he said excitedly to Phoenyx as he raised his arms into the air and did his dance once more.


  “Good for you. Do I get free drinks now?” Phoenyx asked as he opened the shop door for Dillon.


  He snorted as he pointed a finger at Phoenyx from the same hand that was holding his drink. “Let me get in good with the boss first before you show up wanting anything free.”


  Rainerio growled again, but Dillon ignored him. Why should he care? It wasn’t like Rainerio showed the least bit interest in him. He sucked on his smoothie as he followed the warriors to the grocery store. He was in heaven thinking about his new job when someone grabbed his arm, stopping him in his tracks. “Hey,” he shouted.


  “You’re human.” The man sneered at him as his grip tightened.


  “And you’re an ass. Now let me go.” He tugged, but the man held firmly onto him.


  “I’d let him go if I were you.” Rainerio’s face was pulled back in raw anger as he stalked back toward Dillon.


  Dillon was transfixed by Rainerio’s expression. It was powerful and frightening. Hell, he wanted to let the man go who held him. It was that damn scary.


  The man hesitated for a split second before common sense prevailed, and he released Dillon. “I wasn’t aware he was with you.”


  “He’s not with me,” Rainerio snarled. “That doesn’t mean I will let you go around grabbing people.”


  Dillon’s heart sank. If he had just one thread of hope of being with Rainerio, the warrior had just cut the string. He openly rejected Dillon, letting everyone in earshot know that Rainerio didn’t want him.


  Dillon tossed his smoothie into the nearest trashcan and walked away, heading right into the store. He was humiliated and hurt. All the times he had thrown himself at Rainerio came flooding back to him.


  Dillon wanted to crawl under a rock from the embarrassing way he had displayed his attraction to the warrior.


  


  


  “Wait up, buddy.” Phoenyx caught up with him.


  Dillon shoved his hands in his pocket as he began to walk down the aisles aimlessly. “Don’t you have shopping to do?” He wanted to be alone, lick his wounds in private. He felt the tears prickling at his eyes but refused to allow them to fall.


  Phoenyx snagged a loaf of bread from the shelf. “Done, now let’s get you home.”


  Dillon knew that all the warriors were aware of how he felt about Rainerio. Phoenyx must be feeling sorry for him, and that was the last thing he wanted. Pity was something Dillon hated. “Do your shopping. I’m fine.”


  Phoenyx grabbed a few more things and then insisted he was finished. Dillon shrugged, feeling indifferent about the whole situation. He was tired of throwing himself at a man that didn’t want him. So what did it matter?


  He could feel Phoenyx watching him. He knew he was being a big sourpuss right now. Dillon had just been ecstatic about his new job only to have his euphoric bubble burst by Rainerio’s denial. It had hurt more than he cared to admit.


  “Is there anything you need or want while we are here?” Phoenyx asked as they walked down the aisle.


  Dillon shook his head. “Nothing that I can think of. Kane pretty much bought me all the things I would need.” He had everything at home as well in the human realm, but no one would let him go back and retrieve anything.


  “Then I guess we are officially finished here.” Phoenyx paid for his items as Dillon headed for the door. Rainerio was standing there as if he were guarding it. Dillon got a devilish idea and walked back over to Phoenyx.


  “There is one thing I do need.” He picked the item up and placed it on the conveyor belt. Phoenyx raised a brow, but Dillon ignored him. He plucked the item up once it was scanned and headed back toward the door, Rainerio watching his every move.


  


  


  “Here you go, big boy. We’re going to need these once you get your head out of your ass.” Dillon dropped the box of condoms into Rainerio’s hand as he walked out of the store. He giggled once he was out of earshot. Rainerio may have publically denied him, but Dillon wasn’t giving up. It had thrown him for a loop, but he was back on track now.


  Nothing was going to deter him from getting the man he wanted.


  Not even Rainerio himself.


  The warrior was going down. Dirty images plagued Dillon’s mind at that thought. God, he hoped Rainerio would go down. It would be such a tragic waste to not have those kissable lips wrapped around his cock.


  That image lead to another as his hole clenched at the thought of having Rainerio fuck him senseless. It had been too long, and Dillon was going out of his mind with want. If Rainerio didn’t get his act together soon, Dillon’s cock would fall off from so many jack-off sessions. It wasn’t working anymore. He needed a rock-hard cock to play with—that wasn’t his.


  Dillon cursed when he realized he needed a warrior to get back into the building. So much for his dramatic exit.


  He waited a block over as Phoenyx and Rainerio caught up to him. Rainerio was staring at him strangely, but the box of condoms wasn’t in his hand. Oh well, can’t blame a guy for trying.


  He glanced up at Phoenyx and saw a smile tugging at the guy’s lips. So he had seen what Dillon had done. Good. Maybe that would make Rainerio take notice and do something about it. His balls were going to fall off it he didn’t get some of that hot-ass warrior soon.


  Dillon groaned. Why was he acting like a sex-starved pervert all of the sudden? That wasn’t him, and that wasn’t who he was. Rainerio was driving him mad. Dillon turned onto King Kennedy and headed for the apartment building.


  It was dark out, but it was always dark out here. The sun never came out in the demon realm. That didn’t bother Dillon. He was one of those rare humans who actually liked the nighttime. If he didn’t hate the damn cold so much, he would have moved to Alaska where it was dark all the time, or mostly. He had heard somewhere that it was.


  “Are you ready to go through the shadow?” Phoenyx asked as he held his hand out.


  “Hell no. I need to get some of those queasy pills to take whenever I have to.” Dillon raised his hand to take Phoenyx’s when Rainerio inserted his hand in between, grabbing Dillon’s tightly.


  Well, well, well, maybe the condom trick really did work.


  Dillon began to dance around. “Happy dance.” He beamed up at Rainerio when the warrior quirked a brow. “I knew you would come around.”


  Rainerio snorted as they walked to the side of the building. Dillon smashed his eyes closed as the familiar feeling of wanting to vomit overtook him. There had to be a better way. His free hand clamped onto Rainerio as dizziness swamped him.


  “You’ll get used to it over time,” Phoenyx informed him as he set the grocery bags onto the countertop.


  Dillon hated to let Rainerio’s hand go. It was large, warm, and felt oh so good wrapped around his. Rainerio tugged, and then tugged again, trying his best to extract his hand.


  “But I don’t want to.” Dillon pouted but released him.


  “Spoilsport.” He grabbed a few boxes and helped Phoenyx put his groceries away. Dillon had to use a stool to reach the cupboard, but at the moment, he didn’t care.


  “Can I speak with you out in the hallway?” Rainerio asked Dillon.


  “You can do more than speak with me.” He sat the box down and looked over at Phoenyx. “I’m going to follow him and see if I can’t get laid. Sorry to run.”


  Phoenyx shook his head as he waved Dillon off. “Good luck with that.”


  Dillon walked around the large island and happily followed Rainerio out of the door. As soon as Rainerio shut it, he had Dillon against the wall. Rainerio grabbed Dillon’s wrists, pinning them to the wall behind him as Rainerio inserted his leg between Dillon’s thighs, making his eyes roll back from the pure pleasure he was experiencing.


  Rainerio leaned close and growled into Dillon’s ear. “I don’t know what you are up to, but you are playing with fire, human.”


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Two


  


  Rainerio was going out of his mind with want. He had been enchanted with the little human since laying eyes on him. Dillon was feisty, sexy, compact, and driving him crazy. Especially his dirty little mouth. It turned Rainerio on big time.


  Dillon tensed for a moment and then a slow, seductive smile crossed his lips. “You don’t scare me, Rainerio. I can handle you, I think. I hope. If not, I’m sure as shit gonna have fun trying to.”


  Dillon never ceased to amaze Rainerio. He kept his face stoic, refusing to allow the human to see how much he really was affecting him. “You need to get it out of your head. It’s never going to happen between us.” He released Dillon while every nerve ending in him screamed to haul the man to his apartment and fuck him until neither of them could walk properly.


  Dillon pointed up at Rainerio as his foot rose to scratch his calf.


  “I’ll have you, Rainerio, if it’s the last thing I do. You are going to be in my bed. Mwuahaha.” He walked off and slammed Snooke’s apartment door.


  The human was off his fucking rocker. Rainerio stared at the door for a moment before he jogged upstairs to his apartment, wondering what he was going to do with Dillon. It wasn’t that he didn’t want him. Hell, Rainerio was itching to fuck him into next week. But he had seen Chris and Snooke be used against their mates.


  Dillon wasn’t his mate. There was no way he could be. He was human, after all. Did fate pair demons with humans? Rainerio shook his head at his straying thoughts. He knew one thing for sure, though.


  


  


  It would drive him crazy if someone tried to use the human against him.


  The warriors had enemies that would stop at nothing to harm or kill them. Rainerio couldn’t understand for the life of him how Hondo let Chris work in such a public place. And now Dillon was going to work there, too? That didn’t set well with him at all.


  Rainerio took a shower and then headed upstairs to Panahasi’s apartment. He took a seat as he listened to the leader tell them about the dead man they found down at the Black River. He had no clue who the guy was, but he could see Kane’s lips had thinned. “The man was someone that had frequented Diablo’s Club.”


  “Did you know him?” Rainerio leaned over and whispered to Kane. The warrior gave him a short nod.


  Rainerio left it alone for now. He would find out after the meeting who the victim was. His mind went back to Dillon. Admittedly, he had been shocked when Dillon had placed the box of condoms in his hand. They were in his dresser drawer in his bedroom now. Not that he needed them. Demon Warriors couldn’t give or get human diseases. They were there as more of a keepsake.


  He sat there listening as visions of tying Dillon down played in his mind. Rainerio could feel his cock growing at the mental picture. He remembered sitting in Kane’s apartment and watching the love-struck fool daydream about his mate. Now Rainerio knew how Kane felt.


  But he wasn’t trailing behind Dillon with his nose wide open, not like Kane’s had been.


  Rainerio glanced up at Panahasi when the leader began to speak again. “I’ve been working with Diablo. From what we’ve gathered, the guy who was killed was working for Marino Malone. It seems he doesn’t like to pay for completed jobs. He kills his hired help off instead. The troll fought to keep the mystery dead man away from the Black River and paid the ultimate price.”


  Kane spoke up. “He wasn’t a mystery man.”


  


  


  “You knew him?” the leader asked as everyone’s attention focused on the warrior.


  “I didn’t know him personally, but he came on to me a few times at Diablo’s. I even took him to one of the back rooms,” Kane replied.


  Rainerio heard the resentful way Kane was speaking, as if he blamed himself. Sparks of anger practically shot from the man’s eyes.


  “I’m sorry to hear that, Kane.” Panahasi nodded toward the warrior and then turned back to the rest of the group. “Marino’s attempt at using the river to free those locked in the detention cells failed, which tells me he’s close to unlocking the crystal he stole from Falcon’s Fortune Bank if he took a chance at using the river. We need to find out where he is and get the crystal back before the creatures locked in the underworld escape.”


  “How do we find him?” Takeo, another demon warrior, asked.


  “We’ve searched every known and a few unknown places he frequents.”


  “I have the keeper working on a solution to our problem.”


  Panahasi sat at the bar, picking up the newspaper. “And as usual, the story was front page news.”


  “I don’t get how Sexton is finding things out. He couldn’t possibly know what’s going on every second of every day,” Rainerio said.


  “I agree. There’s something more to that man than we know. I just haven’t figured out what, yet.” Panahasi began to glance at the newspaper, the Daily Demon.


  It pissed Rainerio off to know that someone was getting one over on them. They were warriors, able to use powers to fight harder than any other, help the citizens of Serenity City with their everyday lives, and save most from having their damn souls sucked out of them. They were an elite group. So why in the fuck were they sitting here on their collective thumb?


  There had to be a way to find out why chaos was breaking out all over their city. Rainerio knew for a fact that every single warrior was angry as hell that Marino had the crystal—the one thing that had the ability to unlock the cells besides the keeper—and all kinds of strange occurrences were happening.


  It felt like the old times, before the keeper was made judge and jury, and when criminals caused havoc and mayhem throughout the city. The demon warriors were born from those dark times, the need for the bad guys to be reined in. It wasn’t as bad as back then, but if they didn’t get a handle on things, it would be.


  “One more thing before you go.” Panahasi poured a glass of whiskey, his favored drink, taking a sip before continuing. “Maverick, the Alpha of the Timber wolves, called me to his realm. He said that humans were coming up missing. The reason he thinks demons are taking them is because he witnessed a human being taken and the kidnapper walked through a portal.”


  “How?” Takeo jumped up as if his ass had caught fire. “Only warriors can use shadows.”


  “Whoever it was must have used the Black River to get to the human realm and then marked his entrance close by. And used that same portal to get back here, if this is where he took the human.”


  “But we haven’t seen anything unusual,” Rainerio interjected.


  “Not as far as an explosion in human visitors.”


  Panahasi sipped his whiskey, studying everyone in the room. “I’m sure whoever is doing this isn’t allowing them to walk around freely.”


  Rainerio watched Takeo take off at lightning speed, heading straight into Panahasi’s hallway and disappearing.


  “Where the hell is he going?” Hondo asked.


  “He has a human friend he is helping out. I’m sure he is going to check on him,” Panahasi answered.


  “I knew he was knocking boots in the human realm.” Hondo chuckled.


  Rainerio waited to see if the leader was going to correct the warrior, but Panahasi seemed to ignore the outburst.


  


  


  Panahasi adjourned the meeting, telling them to keep their eyes and ears open for any possible leads on Marino or the missing humans.


  Rainerio walked out of the leader’s apartment and found himself standing in front of Kane’s apartment door. He wasn’t sure why he was letting the little human get under his skin.


  Dillon was outspoken, sassy, and crude. Everything he avoided in a bed partner. So why was he so damn fascinated with the man?


  Dillon was like a car accident. Rainerio couldn’t watch, but couldn’t look away. As much as he tried to stay away from the little loudmouth, he kept coming right back to him.


  He wanted to pull his hair out in frustration. Rainerio kept to himself, liked his solitude—other than when he was working—and Dillon would blow the recluse in him away if he allowed the human into his life and bed.


  He was jerked out of his thoughts when Kane’s apartment door opened and Dillon walked out with his dog, Tulip.


  “I see you came to knock on my backdoor.” Dillon giggled as he closed the apartment door. “It’ll have to wait, though. Tulip has to tinkle.”


  “How were you going to get back in?”


  Dillon twisted his lips as he looked deep in thought. “Guess I forgot about that part. Looks like you’re coming with me.” Dillon turned and began walking the dog down the steps.


  Rainerio cursed but fell into step beside him. He didn’t like being alone with Dillon. The human would feel a need to converse, something Rainerio wasn’t looking forward to.


  “So, did you throw the condoms away, or do you have one in your pocket?” Dillon asked as they exited the apartment building. He slowed, allowing Tulip to sniff around. “I can’t be up too late. I start my new job tomorrow at Jake’s. So we may have to indulge in just a quickie.”


  


  


  How did they go from walking a dog to talking about sex? “We’re not sleeping together, Dillon.”


  “Oh my, say my name again. It sounds so sexy coming from you. Is that an Italian accent I hear? We’ll have sex. It’s only a matter of time, my sweet.”


  This damn human was impossible. No matter how many times he shunned Dillon’s advances, the short human kept coming back for more. Rainerio looked around, wary that they were being seen together. He didn’t want the little loudmouth to pay for being seen with him. “Is she finished yet?”


  “Nope.” Dillon walked on. They walked across the street to the park while Tulip tended to her business. Rainerio watched the young men shooting hoops just on the other side of the brush. There was a basketball court that seemed to stay occupied by players.


  He glanced down as Dillon bent at the waist, picking up Tulip’s droppings in a small plastic bag. His face screwed up in disgust.


  “That’s gross.”


  Dillon shrugged. “It’s part of being a responsible pet parent.” He carried the tied-off bag over to a trashcan and dropped it in. Rainerio could feel his body shudder at the idea of picking anything up that came out of a dog’s rear end.


  Tulip began barking, pulling at her leash when a two-headed poodle passed by. The vampire walking the dog smiled at Dillon and walked his poodle closer. “I’ve never seen a one-headed dog before.”


  His fangs gleamed as he smiled.


  Rainerio’s hackles rose as he stepped closer to Dillon. “And I’ve never seen a two-headed one before,” Dillon said with delight. “Do they have two separate personalities, or is it one dog with two heads?”


  Dillon bent over and scratched behind the poodles’ ears, all four of them, as Tulip sniffed every inch of the damn dog.


  “Mitzy and Mickey are two separate personalities,” the vampire stated proudly. “I’m Peter.”


  


  


  Dillon straightened and shook the vampire’s hand. “I’m Dillon, and this is Tulip.” He pointed down to the terrier, who was licking both the faces on the poodle. Rainerio watched Peter closely. Being a demon warrior, he had enemies aplenty and he trusted no one besides the demon warriors.


  “So is your poodle a he or a she?” Dillon asked.


  “Both.” The vampire looked surprised. “Isn’t Tulip?”


  “Holy guacamole. You have a transgender dog?” Dillon walked around the two-headed pooch, trying to peek at the dog’s underbelly.


  Rainerio wanted to laugh. He had to admit, Dillon’s manners were refreshing to see. He was used to everything in the demon realm.


  Looking at things through Dillon’s eyes made him see the world as if he were a new spectator as well.


  Living as long as he had, things had become mundane and stale.


  That was why Rainerio enjoyed his hermit status. There wasn’t anything new out here. But being around Dillon was changing that, and the change was making Rainerio uncomfortable.


  Peter stared at Tulip, tilting his head sideways, trying his best to be nonchalant about his curiosity. He straightened when he saw Rainerio watching him, his pale face turning slightly red.


  “This is so cool.” Dillon giggled. “Maybe we can make a playdate for them.”


  “A play what?” Peter asked.


  “You know, get together so the three can play together.”


  Peter nodded as he smiled. “I think they would like that.”


  Rainerio didn’t. He stood there fighting the protective and possessive feelings that were making him want to step in and grab Dillon, showing the vampire who the human belonged to. Rainerio took a step back, exhaling slowly. First Jake, and now Peter. Why the hell was he feeling so jealous? Dillon wasn’t his and he had no right to feel this way.


  


  


  “I have to work tomorrow. I start my first day at Jake’s Java. If you come by, I can let you know my schedule and we can set up their date from there.” Dillon looked pleased as punch…and so did Peter.


  “I’ll do that,” the vampire practically purred.


  Rainerio felt a growl trying to rip from his chest. He placed a hand on Dillon’s shoulder, something out of character for him. Since when did he try to show ownership over another?


  “See you tomorrow, Peter.” Dillon waved as he walked Tulip from the park. “Okay, hottie. Take me back in.”


  Rainerio slid his hand around Dillon’s, taking him back to Kane’s apartment where he temporarily lived until it was safe for him to go back home. Rainerio was still fuming that two of Marino’s men had found out where Snooke lived and tried to go after him. When Dillon witnessed it all, they had no choice but to bring him here.


  Until they knew Dillon was out of danger, he was stuck here, under watch and protection.


  Rainerio wanted to argue about Dillon’s new job, about the human being out in public, but Dillon had gone to Panahasi about it, and the leader said he didn’t see a problem with Dillon working there. Jake would protect the human and Chris, Hondo’s mate.


  Once again Rainerio felt the green-eyed monster trying to break free when he thought of how Dillon and Jake had hit it off. He released Dillon’s hand when the little guy’s cheeks puffed and his hand slammed over his mouth. His complexion was viridescent as he ran to the bathroom.


  Lightweight.


  Rainerio knelt by Tulip, scratching behind her ears while Dillon came out of the bathroom and sat down, taking deep breaths to still his queasiness. “I have ears as well. Want to scratch behind mine? I’ll even tap my foot out as you do it.”


  “We’re not sleeping together, Dillon,” Rainerio stated. He had to protect Dillon. What if anyone connected him to Dillon? His skin crawled at the thought of the little bugger being harmed.


  


  


  “So your lips say, but your body knows it wants me.” Dillon sighed as he turned the television on. “I wish your brain would catch up with your cock. I’m horny as hell and tired of waiting.”


  Rainerio had to breathe through that statement. It was true. His body wanted Dillon in the worst possible way. He could feel his cock growing erect as he imagined filling the uninhibited human’s mouth with something other than words.


  “I’m heading out.” Rainerio stood and walked from the apartment.


  If he stayed, he might just take Dillon up on his offer. Why couldn’t he understand that Rainerio was just looking out for him? He’d never seen anyone as persistent as Dillon.


  


  


  * * * *


  Rainerio walked with Hondo to Jake’s. The other warrior was going to check on his mate, and that was the perfect excuse for Rainerio to check up on Dillon without the human knowing what he was up to.


  He had paced half the morning worrying about Dillon being out in public on his own. Okay, maybe not on his own, but Rainerio wasn’t there to make sure no harm came to him.


  He walked into the shop to see Dillon working with Chris. They were laughing and making coffee as Snooke, Kane’s mate, was chatting with them from the customers’ side of the counter.


  To anyone else, it looked like a normal day at Jake’s. To Rainerio, he saw trouble lurking in every corner. There was an older human woman sitting and chatting with a shifter, very suspicious. There were two elves reading over in the corner where two sofas sat, very suspicious. Rainerio growled when he spotted Peter standing off to the side talking with Jake. Very fucking suspicious.


  The poodle wasn’t with the vampire, so why was he here? Dillon smiled at him and shot around the counter, carrying a cup with him. “I have a cup of green tea for you. I hear it’s great for the libido. I don’t know how true that is, but maybe it’ll get you off your ass and make you take me to bed.” Dillon beamed at him, a hopeful gleam twinkling in his cobalt-blue eyes.


  Rainerio took the tea as he leaned close to Dillon’s ear. “We’re not sleeping together.” He wanted only Dillon’s ears to be privileged to his words. Jake and Peter didn’t need to know his stance on things.


  He needed everyone to think he had nothing to do with Dillon, but the thought of either of those men pursuing Dillon made his blood boil.


  “So your lips say,” Dillon sang. “You’ll tap this ass, and I can’t wait,” he announced as he sashayed back behind the counter, throwing Rainerio a come-hither look.


  Rainerio didn’t know what the hell to do about him. Dillon was impossible. As Rainerio took his first sip of the tea, he had visions of fucking Dillon for three straight days. He mentally chuckled. No tea could help him. He was already in a constant state of readiness around the little bugger. The tea was good though. Dillon seemed to know what he was doing here.


  Hondo walked away from the counter after talking with all three men. He had a satisfied look on his face as he approached Rainerio.


  “All’s good.”


  Rainerio nodded, hating to leave the coffee shop. Peter was still talking with Jake, but they both looked over toward the counter. The urge to yell “mine” was strong, but Rainerio hurried away. No one could connect the two. It wasn’t safe for Dillon.


  “I’ll never understand why you just don’t go ahead and tag Dillon. He can’t stop talking about you, and you seem to have that hungry look in your eyes every time you look at him,” Hondo commented as they walked the streets in hopes of hearing anything about Marino.


  “I won’t have him used like Chris and Snooke were.”


  Hondo snorted. “No matter what you do, he’s associated with us now. If our enemies want to use him, they will, whether you sleep with him or not.”


  


  


  He knew what Hondo was saying was true, but he wouldn’t risk it.


  Besides sex, Rainerio was starting to feel something toward the little human, something other than lust. The emotional ramifications of a relationship terrified Rainerio all the way to his core.


  Liking Dillon was one thing. Falling hard for him was another.


  Rainerio couldn’t understand how one man had such a devastating effect on him. Dillon wasn’t even his type. Rainerio like his men quiet, and Dillon was anything but. Still, he knew deep down he was interested, more than interested.


  “I say you should fuck him and get it out of your system. It just might help you. Lord knows you lead a monk’s life as it is. Maybe it’ll get that stick out of your ass.”


  “I do not have a stick up my ass.”


  “Right, you’re the party animal. Maybe fucking Dillon will help your sense of humor. It seems to have dried up with your balls.”


  Hondo laughed as he dodged Rainerio’s flying hand.


  Rainerio had no intention of justifying Hondo’s vulgar mouth with an answer. It wasn’t anyone’s business what was happening between the two, or not happening, and he wanted to keep it that way, for Dillon’s sake.


  “All I’m saying is, if the dude is willing.”


  Okay, now Hondo was baiting him, and he knew it. “Do what? Fuck him just because he is offering? Chris was up under your nose for one hundred years before you even thought about making a move. Everyone saw how he felt about you, everyone but you.”


  “Don’t bring my mate into this.” Hondo stopped walking and turned to face Rainerio. “Keep him out of this.”


  “Why? You don’t seem to have a problem bringing Dillon into this.”


  “He isn’t your mate.”


  “So that makes it okay to treat him like a Saturday night special at Diablo’s?” Rainerio could feel his self-control slipping, and that was never a good thing. He took a deep and cleansing breath, purging his anger. “Look, just drop it, okay?”


  “Fine, whatever,” Hondo groused. “But you need to talk with Dillon. He thinks the moon shines just for you.”


  Rainerio ignored Hondo’s exaggerating ass. Sure, Dillon had the hots for him, but it didn’t go any deeper than that, and he was glad it didn’t. Things could get complicated if he did feel that way.


  “This walking the beat shit is boring. How the hell are we going to find out anything by just strolling around?”


  Rainerio was thankful for the change in subject. His bark of laughter surprised them both. “Maybe we could go rough up Torky and Ace Boogey. They seem to know everything that goes on around here.”


  Hondo chuckled. “We could, but Panahasi said they were off limits. I’ll never understand his bizarre-ass relationship with those two. It’s as if he’s their father the way he protects them.”


  “I guess we could go around and ask the business owners if they’ve seen anything suspicious going on around their place.”


  Hondo grabbed the door of Eryck’s Electronics, holding it as Rainerio passed through. “That’s a good idea. It’ll keep you busy while Dillon goes out on his date with Peter.”


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Three


  


  Dillon hurried from Jake’s as Kane took him, Snooke, and Chris through the shadows. He fought the queasy feeling as he ran to his closet to find something to wear. It wasn’t every day that he was asked out to dinner by a vampire.


  Would Peter even eat? Dillon realized he didn’t care. He was finally going out somewhere—besides to the grocery store.


  Something he had been dying to do since he had arrived in this topsy-turvy world. With his clothes laid out on his bed, Dillon ran to take a shower. He was to meet Peter outside in thirty minutes.


  The vampire hadn’t told him where they were going. He said it was a surprise. Dillon felt giddy as he hurriedly scrubbed his body. It didn’t sit well with him that Rainerio wasn’t the one taking him out, but the warrior had made it quite clear that nothing was going to happen between them. So why should he wait around?


  Peter was a nice guy, funny and warm. There was no reason he shouldn’t take the man up on his offer. If he waited around for Rainerio to ask him, he would need a cane and dentures. Pampering himself with lotions and spritzes, Dillon declared himself sexy and ready.


  “I won’t be long,” Dillon said to Kane and Snooke as he walked by them. They were in their usual spot, Kane in the chair and Snooke sitting at his feet. They seemed at peace that way. Dillon wished Rainerio would come around in his way of thinking, but it seemed hopeless.


  “Phoenyx will be keeping an eye on you at a distance,” Kane informed him.


  


  


  “What! I don’t need a damn babysitter. I’m twenty-four years old. That’s old enough to know whether I want to get fucked or not.” He huffed as he walked toward the door. He wasn’t planning on sleeping with Peter, but the news of a chaperone ticked him off.


  “You’re still getting a sitter,” Kane called out as Dillon slammed the door behind him. Lo and behold, Phoenyx was waiting in the hallway.


  “Ready?”


  “Hell no. I don’t need anyone watching me and my date. What if he makes a move on me? Are you gonna cuff him?”


  Phoenyx burst out laughing. “Not likely. I won’t say I’ll look the other way either. Just don’t fuck on the restaurant table, and it’s all good.”


  “What if I do? You gonna pull his cock from my ass?”


  Phoenyx stopped on the stairs as his mouth dropped to his chest.


  “You really do have a brain-to-mouth deficiency, don’t you?” he asked in astonishment.


  “I’ve been called worse.” Dillon knew what he said was crude, but he was trying to make Phoenyx turn around and walk away. Too bad it didn’t work. Dillon stepped outside, seeing Peter waiting for him with a smile.


  He knew they wouldn’t be getting intimate. As handsome as the vampire was, he wasn’t Rainerio. His heart wouldn’t be in it. “You look edible.” Peter held his arm out for Dillon to grab hold of.


  “Thanks. Just try not to eat me.” He giggled.


  “I wouldn’t dream of it.” Peter patted his hand as they walked down King Kennedy. His eyes rounded when they ended their walk at a restaurant called Malcor’s Melting Pot. It looked very expensive and fancy.


  “Are you looking to get laid?”


  Peter chuckled as he held the door open, Dillon walking through.


  “I wasn’t, but I wouldn’t turn you down if you offered.”


  


  


  “I just might if you keep treating me so special.” He beamed at Peter as they were seated.


  They looked over their menus and ordered their food as Dillon chatted away. “So how are my favorite two dogs?”


  Peter sat back and smiled, his arms lazily perched on the back of the booth. “They’re fine. I have to say, they were quite taken with Tulip. Mickey kept barking and scratching at the door once we arrived back home.”


  “Tulip fell over and conked out. She gets that way after a potty walk.”


  Peter leaned forward, staring Dillon directly in his eyes. “I’ve never met anyone like you before, Dillon. It’s refreshing to meet someone so honest. I’d love to get to know you better. Too bad someone has already stolen your heart.”


  “Are you talking about Rainerio?”


  Peter nodded as he slid his hand across the table and took Dillon’s into his. “I can see how he looks at you. As if you are the only man in a one hundred mile radius. He’s got it bad for you, Dillon.” Peter gave a soft laugh as he went on. “Why are you out with me?”


  Dillon smiled as he squeezed Peter’s hand. “For one, you’re a damn fine looking man. Grrr.” Dillon suppressed the chuckle. “And to be honest, I wanted to get out. You probably won’t score with me. I only want one man. But the problem is, he has made it clear that he doesn’t want me.”


  “Have you told him this? Were you clear about your intentions?”


  “I think telling him how many ways he could fuck me was very clear.”


  Peter threw his head back as he laughed. Dillon laughed right along with him. “You are refreshing, Dillon.”


  “Thanks, I just showered,” he teased the vampire.


  


  


  * * * *


  


  


  Rainerio was consumed with rage as he paced in front of Malcor’s. He saw Peter take Dillon’s hand and the way his eyes softened as he spoke with the human. They were looking awfully cozy together.


  “So are you going to go in there and get him or wear the sidewalk out by pacing the whole time?” Hondo asked as he leaned against the building, Phoenyx standing off to the side smirking.


  Rainerio’s fists clenched when he saw Peter lean into Dillon, whispering into his ear and then Dillon blushing. He tore the door open, stomping across the restaurant.


  Dillon’s eyes grew wide as he noticed Rainerio. “You have a date here, too?” Dillon asked sarcastically.


  Ohhh, was he asking for a spanking. Dillon’s lips stretched into an indolent smile as he stared up at Rainerio. His blood pounded in his ears as his eyes locked onto the entwined hands. Rainerio stormed back out of the restaurant as he began to pace again.


  “Damn, I’m glad I wasn’t on the receiving end of that glare of yours.” Phoenyx rolled his eyes as he crossed his ankles. Hondo snickered.


  “Shut up,” Rainerio snapped as he tried to figure out what to do.


  He walked back through the door and then spun around and walked back out. There was no doubt he was making an ass of himself, but he was confused as hell about what he was feeling.


  “If nothing else, this is entertaining.” Phoenyx chuckled.


  Rainerio glared at Phoenyx as he glanced back into the restaurant.


  Dillon and Peter were smiling as they talked, looking as though Rainerio wasn’t outside throwing a hissy fit. This was not like him.


  He always kept a distance when it came to lovers or potential lovers, never letting his feelings show.


  Lovers?


  Oh hell, he had definitely lost his mind. How did he go from being interested in rolling around with Dillon to…to what? Becoming an obsessed jackass?


  


  


  “If you aren’t going to do anything about it, then let it go. Don’t ruin Dillon’s date because you can’t make up your mind,” Phoenyx said with attitude.


  “Let’s go.” Rainerio walked away, leaving Hondo and Phoenyx behind as he walked aimlessly around. He was not going to show anyone that he had feelings for the human. It was too dangerous for Dillon. If any of his enemies witnessed him back there, Dillon’s life would be in danger.


  Hondo caught up with him, steering him toward Bernard’s Buyback’s. “Let’s stick to the plan and question a few people. Phoenyx is watching him.”


  Rainerio walked to the used video store, damn near tearing the door from its hinges as he walked in. Hondo pushed him against the wall and pointed at him, giving him a warning look as he approached the counter.


  Fine, he would stay put. It wasn’t any sweat off of his back. He leaned his head back, letting out a long breath as he brought his anger under control. Phoenyx was right. If he wasn’t going to do anything about it, then he needed to let it go. Rainerio leaned against the glass window, feeling like a total moron for the way he had acted.


  Dillon deserved to be happy, even if it wasn’t with him. The pair did look happy together. He wished Dillon the best of luck with Peter.


  Who the hell was he kidding? He wanted to rip the vampire’s throat out. Rainerio walked outside, needing the fresh air as he attempted to clear his mind. What was wrong with him? He felt achy and needy. And what the fuck was with the butterflies in his stomach every time he saw Dillon?


  Rainerio growled when he spotted Leam across the street with Falcon, the bank owner. Leam’s brother was taken to the underworld, locked away for sucking people’s souls out, and every since then, Leam had a hard-on for Chris, Hondo’s mate.


  Rainerio jogged across the street as the pair argued. He was going to get to the bottom of this. Although they knew Marino had the stolen crystal, the crystal that had the ability to let its possessor walk to the underworld and release any prisoner they chose to, he still wanted to know why Leam was in league with Falcon.


  He made it twenty feet from them before Leam noticed him and took off running. Rainerio began to run after him when Falcon stepped in his path.


  “Get the hell out of my way.”


  Falcon glared at him as he shook his head. “Have you found out who stole the crystal from the Valuable Vault?”


  Oh now he was interested? When it first disappeared, Falcon had done everything to hide that fact from the warriors. “What’s with the concern?”


  “I just want back what rightfully belongs in my bank. I don’t take kindly to being made a fool of.”


  Too late, Rainerio realized what Falcon was up to. Leam was nowhere in sight. “What the hell is going on?” He stepped closer to the griffin-shifter. “Why did you stop me from chasing Leam?”


  “I don’t know what you are talking about. I merely stopped you to inquire about the crystal.”


  Rainerio had it up to his ears with everyone’s bullshit today. “I will find out what’s going on between you two. And when I do, I’m nailing your ass to the wall.”


  Falcon turned his back on Rainerio, speaking over his shoulder as he headed back to the bank. “Good luck with that, warrior.”


  


  


  * * * *


  Dillon woke from his dreams, feeling a presence in the room. It was still dark out. He mentally rolled his eyes, remembering that it was always dark here in the demon realm. Even with an abundance of streetlights and the lighting from businesses and residences, it was still night.


  


  


  “Did you sleep with him?” Rainerio asked angrily as he walked into Dillon’s bedroom from the shadowed corner.


  “Jealous lover?” He sat up and wiped his eyes as he stared at the warrior. “I didn’t know you were into role-playing. Hang on, I need to get into my role.” Dillon planted his feet on the floor. Only a sheet across his lap covered his nudity. “Oh, wait. That’s right. This isn’t a role but my fucked-up reality. Because we’re not lovers.” He snapped.


  “Why do you care, you screwed-up demon warrior, jerk, butthead?”


  Rainerio was across the room in seconds, pulling Dillon to his feet. The sheet slipped away, revealing his steel shaft that was erect and proud, tapping at his belly. He cursed it for showing its enthusiasm at the wrong time. “I told you that you were playing with fire, human.”


  “And I told you I could handle it, I think…I hope.” Keep it together. Don’t say something stupid and screw this up. He’s interested. It’s in his eyes.


  “We’re not sleeping together, Dillon.” Rainerio once again repeated himself like a broken record. Only this time, there was no conviction behind his words. It was almost a plea. Dillon pushed Rainerio’s hands off of his body, backing away.


  “Then why are you here asking me about my private life, hmm?”


  Dillon crossed his arms over his chest, watching Rainerio watch his cock. “If you aren’t interested, then me going out with that sexy vampire shouldn’t bother you.”


  “It shouldn’t, but it does.” Rainerio glanced up at Dillon and then looked back down at his raging hard-on.


  “I don’t get you, Rainerio. I’ve done everything I could possibly think of to get you to notice me. You ignore me like I’m a bug buzzing around your head, but then you show up like a jealous lover. What gives?” He lifted his right leg and scratched his left calf. His skin around his calf felt like a thousand tiny ants were crawling all over it. He was excited and nervous as hell at the same time.


  


  


  “I’ve noticed you.” Rainerio’s voice dropped to a husky whisper as he closed the distance. Dillon’s breath caught as Rainerio pulled him up into his strong arms.


  “Holy crap, you’re all muscles.” Dillon wrapped his legs around Rainerio’s waist, holding onto the warrior for dear life. If Rainerio changed his mind right now, Dillon was going to beat him with his hard dick.


  “Why can’t you let me be?” Rainerio asked as his fingers dug into Dillon’s ass cheeks. “You insist on taunting me, tormenting me. We can’t do this, Dillon.”


  “We’re both adults. I don’t see what the problem is.” He whimpered as Rainerio’s hands glided across his ass, his fingers teasing his crease. “You want it, I want it. That equals two to me.”


  “What you most desire isn’t always good for you,” Rainerio said as Dillon ran his hands through the long, cocoa-brown hair. The warrior kissed his temple, making Dillon close his eyes in pleasure.


  “I need to feel some part of you inside of me,” Dillon softly pleaded as he pulled on Rainerio’s hair.


  With a satisfied sigh, Dillon felt a strong, warm hand separating his cheeks, a finger circling around his entrance. Bearing down on Rainerio’s finger, Dillon tried to impale himself all the way.


  Rainerio growled in his ear as he nipped the shell of it. “I say when you get more.”


  Dillon nodded rapidly. “Okay. I can handle that. Now give me another. I need another finger.”


  Dillon’s skin stung when Rainerio smacked his ass. His head spun from the sensation as Rainerio added a second finger. The spanking was well worth it as the large fingers scraped across his naughty spot.


  He was barely hanging onto the edge as Rainerio added a third finger.


  “Oh, jeezus.” Dillon emphasized the word as tiny rockets went off inside of him. Rainerio was going to send him to another world, he just knew it. He fisted a handful of Rainerio’s hair as the warrior fucked him crazy with his fingers.


  


  


  “You want to feel my cock in your ass, don’t you?” Rainerio’s voice was thick with passion, and he was moving, walking slowly to Dillon’s bed.


  Rainerio’s eyes locked with his now as he was slowly lowered to the bed. Dillon clenched his ass cheeks, unwilling to let the large fingers desert him. They felt too perfect, too right, just where they were. “I want to feel something in my ass, preferably your dick.”


  Dillon groaned when the warrior pulled his fingers free. Rainerio tossed his clothes aside as Dillon took in all the muscled glory of the warrior. “Now that is one fine-ass-looking body. Give me some of that horse-hung cock.” Dillon wiggled his fingers at Rainerio, feeling impatient as ever.


  Rainerio smacked him on his bottom again. “Ow, what was that for?”


  “Your dirty mouth.”


  “You know you like it.” He smiled smugly at the cock-diesel warrior.


  Rainerio raked Dillon with his chocolate-brown eyes, making him shiver at such a seductive look. Dillon hooked his knees with his hands, pulling his legs back and giving Rainerio a display of what he had to offer.


  Rainerio licked his lips as he crawled onto the bed and lined his cock up. Dillon became frustrated when Rainerio didn’t enter him. He already knew that they didn’t need condoms, Snooke had tipped his ear about that, so what was the hold up? Panic set in as the idea that Rainerio might have changed his mind made Dillon worry. “What’s wrong?”


  Rainerio manacled Dillon’s wrists as he brought them over his head, locking them within his large hands against the mattress.


  “Nothing. Let the natural lubricant do its job.”


  Dillon shuddered at Rainerio’s deep voice. It was soulful and erotic. “Natural?” This was getting better and better. Dillon barely held on as he waited. He could feel the muscles to his entrance start to relax as something wet slid down his crease. “That is so damn cool.”


  He sighed.


  Rainerio lowered his head, taking Dillon’s mouth in their very first kiss. Rainerio was claiming his lips like a possessed man. Dillon was all for that. His tongue explored the recesses of Dillon’s mouth as his fingers tightened around Dillon’s wrists.


  The warrior was mastering him, and Dillon couldn’t have been happier. His head fell to the side as Rainerio nipped down his neck, biting into his shoulder. Dillon’s hips bucked as Rainerio kissed away the pain.


  Dillon’s ankles dug into solid, muscular flesh as Rainerio finally entered him. He gasped for air as the large cock grazed over his naughty spot and kept going. His fingers clenched and unclenched as the small bite of pain turned into the most astounding pleasure ever imaginable.


  “Dillon. Hell, Dillon.” Rainerio looked as though he was begging with his eyes for Dillon to do something. They looked tortured and lust-filled at the same time. His powerful thighs inched up a little further, making Dillon’s ass raise higher.


  Rainerio’s lips touched Dillon’s nipples with tantalizing possessiveness as he began to move inside of Dillon’s ass. He behaved as though he were a starved man, his lips sucking on every inch of Dillon’s body as he tried to eat him alive.


  Dillon’s head thrashed from side to side, his breath coming out in rough pants as Rainerio fucked him harder. The warrior’s muscled thighs thrust him forward, making Dillon cry out with unquenchable pleasure.


  “Oh god, Rainerio.” A feeling of utter closeness washed over him.


  Dillon felt as though he were inside of Rainerio’s body, like they had become one.


  The warrior’s head snapped back as he stared down at Dillon with widened eyes. “This can’t be.”


  “What? What can’t be?”


  


  


  Instead of answering him, Rainerio tried to fuck him through the mattress and into the apartment below them. Dillon was lost, wrapped up in the agonizing pleasure that seemed to take over his mind, body, and soul.


  Never in his life had he felt such crippling hedonism. He was taken from that room and shot straight to heaven where Rainerio was making him wish this could last forever.


  Rainerio hitched his thighs up further, hitting his naughty spot on every damn stroke. Dillon pulled at his wrists, trying to free them so he could dig his fingers into Rainerio’s honed muscles.


  He arched his back and cried out as his cock exploded onto Rainerio’s chest. The warrior slammed his mouth on Dillon’s as his hips jack-hammered into Dillon’s ass.


  Dillon felt like he was free-falling. He was in a place of pure bliss as Rainerio showed how masterfully he could take Dillon. The warrior practically balled his body around Dillon’s as he shouted into Dillon’s neck, his hot seed filling Dillon’s channel.


  Dillon pulled in ragged gulps of air as their sweaty bodies lay entwined. Rainerio hugged him tighter, burying his face into Dillon’s hair as he inhaled deeply.


  He knew Rainerio would take him to another world, and that was where Dillon felt like he was at right now. He finally had the big bad warrior in his bed.


  “I can’t.” Rainerio shook his head as if fighting something. Dillon didn’t understand what was going on. They had just shared the best sex on the planet.


  “Can’t what?”


  Rainerio shook his head as he held on to Dillon, his flagging cock still buried deep inside of him.


  All kinds of possibilities ran through his mind as Rainerio’s breathing started to even out. He allowed Rainerio to pull him to his chest as the warrior rolled to his side and held on to Dillon.


  


  


  The warrior was fighting some kind of internal battle. Dillon could see it in his eyes as he glanced up at him.


  He wanted to help, but didn’t know what to do since Rainerio wouldn’t tell him what was wrong. Dillon knew that asking wasn’t going to produce any answers. The large man had proven that theory time and again.


  “Promise me you’ll keep yourself safe.”


  Of all the things he expected to hear after mind-altering sex, that wasn’t one of them. Dillon nodded his head as he stared up at the most gorgeous man he had ever seen. “I promise.”


  Rainerio tucked Dillon’s head under his chin as they fell asleep.


  Dillon blinked, feeling as though he had just closed his eyes mere seconds ago. But that couldn’t be true. Some time must have passed because when he opened his eyes, he was alone.


  Rainerio had left him.


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Four


  


  Dillon was pissed as hell. It had been a full week, and Rainerio still hadn’t shown his face. He sat at one of the tables in Jake’s, his chin resting in his hands as he used his lunch hour like he had done all week, watching the door for Rainerio to show his cowardly face.


  He wasn’t the fuck ’em and leave ’em type and didn’t appreciate Rainerio playing him that way. Dillon felt used. If he judged Rainerio by his actions, all he wanted was some booty. What a bastard.


  “He’ll show up,” Peter tried to reassure Dillon.


  “I appreciate the support, but I’m done with chasing after him. If this is how he treats his conquests, then I have nothing else to say to him.” Dillon could feel himself growing angrier by the minute, and then it fizzled out. Rainerio had made it perfectly clear time and again that he didn’t want Dillon.


  He needed to accept that fact and let it go. At first he had grown worried when he couldn’t find the demon warrior after their night of blissful lovemaking, but everyone assured him that Rainerio was fine.


  Dillon felt stupid for throwing his body at the warrior. The only thing Rainerio did was fuck him to prove he could, and then left him drowning in his own cesspool of self-pity. “I think I’m going to go back to the human realm. I’ll just move so no one can find me. I’ll be out of danger, and everyone will be happy, everyone except me.”


  “I don’t like that idea. What’s there waiting for you?” Peter asked as he patted Dillon’s hand.


  “Nothing,” Dillon begrudgingly admitted. He had no family or friends. Snooke had been his only friend. Without Rainerio, Dillon would be alone anyway, no matter where he went. It was better to leave this realm and all of its memories behind.


  Memories his mind was trying to forget. It would do him no good to dwell on that one magnificent night they had together, a night where no one else mattered but him and Rainerio. The warrior had treated him like a precious gift, and now he was being tossed away like a used toy. Dillon stood, marching right over to Jake. “I’m heading home, Jake.”


  His boss nodded his head in understanding. Dillon had told him what happened and why he was so blah lately. “Come back when you feel better.”


  “I don’t think you understood me. I’m going home to the human realm. I can’t be here anymore.” Dillon knew he could use the Black River to go home. Chris had explained to him how to use it. All he had to do was think of where he wanted to be as he entered it, and he would end up there.


  “I really think you should weigh your options. There are a lot of people who have grown very fond of you.”


  Dillon waved Jake off, unable to cope with anything right now.


  “Fondness got me screwed and left with a wet ass. I’m through with fondness.” Dillon walked out of the coffee shop. All he had to do now was go get Tulip, and then he could be on his way.


  Dillon circled around the apartment building twice as he tried to figure a way in. He knew there was no door visible from the outside, but he was reluctant to call any of the warriors for help. They would only try and talk him out of his plans to vamoose.


  Dillon swung around when he heard a noise behind him. The man standing on the side of the warriors’ apartment building looked familiar. Wait, wasn’t he the guy that grabbed him in the grocery store and called him human? What was he doing here?


  “You’re human.” The man repeated what he had said last week.


  “No, I’m a fucking green leprechaun looking for me pot o’ gold. Have you seen the idiot who stole it?” This was too easy. He was pissed as hell already at the way Rainerio had used him and then went on to his next conquest, so why not take it out on this repetitive fool?


  “You’re human,” the man said again as he pulled Dillon by his arm, hauling him to the back of the building.


  “Oh hell. You really are a fucking idiot. I know the demon warriors, and they’re gonna kick your ass when they find out you took me.”


  The man’s eyes narrowed on Dillon as a slow and lecherous smile pulled his lips back. “I’m counting on that, human.”


  


  


  * * * *


  Rainerio chased the chameleon-shifter down. They had finally gotten wind of who was posing as other people of Serenity City.


  Rainerio and Takeo had been after him for a full week. He almost got away twice, but they’d managed to get back on his trail.


  Rainerio put on a burst of speed as he leapt through the air and tackled the son of a bitch. He was tired, hungry, and missed Dillon like crazy. It had shocked him when he bonded with the quirky human. He quickly got over his shock and tried to fuck his mate into next year.


  Rainerio had decided in that moment to stop fighting the inevitable. Dillon was his, and Rainerio was proud of the fact. The only thing that sucked about that night was the fact that he had to leave Dillon’s bed when he felt the tugging. Someone was losing his soul, and it was up to the warriors to stop it.


  What clued them in on the person running around pretending to be someone he wasn’t was when he came face to face with himself. The bastard looked just like Rainerio. Once he got over the initial shock, the chase was on.


  He’d left a note on Dillon’s dresser explaining that work called him away and that he would return to his arms as soon as he could.


  The thought of being with his mate again had him yanking his neutralizing cuffs out and slapping them on the chameleon-shifter’s wrists. “There is someone eagerly awaiting your arrival.”


  The shifter struggled against Rainerio and Takeo’s hold. “Please don’t take me to Panahasi.”


  “You should have thought about that before you screwed with people’s identities,” Rainerio snapped as he and Takeo stood on either side of the shifter, walking him back through the shadows and emerging into the demon realm. They walked right into the leader’s living room, depositing the shifter at Panahasi’s feet.


  “Shift,” Panahasi commanded.


  Rainerio watched his mirror image slowly turn to his true form.


  Everyone gasped at the man lying at the leader’s feet.


  


  


  * * * *


  Peter bit his nails as he walked briskly to the warriors’ apartment building. He had followed Dillon as soon as he left the coffeehouse.


  Unfortunately, he had lost him as well. There was only one place he could go before he left, to get Tulip.


  He knew right away that the human was an excellent pet parent and wouldn’t leave the one-headed dog behind. Peter only hoped he got there in time before Dillon disappeared forever. There had to be a way to talk him into staying.


  Dillon wasn’t thinking clearly, and Peter refused to believe that Rainerio had used him. The warrior’s eyes held too much fascination and love when he looked at the human to just bang him once and then walk away. There was something wrong, and Peter was determined to figure it out before he lost his friend.


  Now all he had to do was find a way into the building. Peter paced back and forth, finally walking around the side to have a look-see. It wasn’t like he had ever had any contact with the warriors, except Rainerio at the park and then at the restaurant. He thought he was going to pass out when the demon warrior had stormed over to their table. Thankfully he stormed away just as quickly. He might be a vampire, but he wasn’t stupid enough to think he could beat a warrior.


  Peter stiffened when he saw someone carrying an unconscious Dillon over his shoulder. He hid beside a Dumpster as he watched the guy walk around the corner. Slipping from the side of the blue container, he hurried down the side of the building and peeked around the corner.


  He wasn’t good at tailing anyone. Losing Dillon in the first place proved that. Peter sucked at being a vampire and was tired of being ridiculed by his own kind, so he stayed to himself. Until Mitzy and Mickey wanted to play with Tulip.


  That had changed everything.


  He hunched down behind some bushes as he watched Dillon being taken into the back of Malcor’s. If he hurried, he could warn Rainerio and hopefully save the crazy human. Peter stood, spinning around and running back in the direction he had come.


  Time was of the essence, and he needed to find a way into that building.


  


  


  * * * *


  Dillon woke up with a throbbing headache. He wasn’t sure what had happened or where he was, but it wasn’t his human apartment or Kane’s. Dillon looked around, finding himself in a dark and drab room.


  He curled his legs to his chest, wondering why he was here. The man from the grocery store. The memory came flooding back to the front of his mind. Why did the man keep saying he was human? What was so special about that?


  Dillon looked around at the clutter. It had to be a storage room.


  There were crates and boxes stacked all around him. There were even some cleaning supplies stored off to one corner. His head snapped up when he heard voices coming from the other side of the door.


  


  


  Scooting off of the blanket he was sitting on, Dillon crossed the room and pressed his ear to the door, trying to hear what was being said.


  The voices were muffled like he was underwater. Dillon pressed his ear closer, holding his breath, hoping that would help.


  He became frustrated when it didn’t help and he still couldn’t hear what was being said.


  The sad part about this whole screwed up situation was that everyone probably thought he had returned to the human realm. He had been in a snit about it at the coffee shop.


  No one was going to look for him.


  Dillon sat back on the ratty blanket that had been spread out beneath him. He hugged his legs to his chest as he looked around. It was a windowless room that held no hope of him escaping. There was a naked lightbulb hanging from the ceiling to illuminate the room and a door. How was he going to get out of this mess? He would figure that out as soon as he figured out what mess he was in.


  Dillon jumped when he heard the door handle rattle. He’d be scared if he was kidnapped in the human realm, but in the demon realm…he was terrified. His throat started to close up with abject fear as his heart started beating out of control. He prayed someone would take care of his Tulip once his body was found.


  He caught the yelp before it escaped his throat as the door swung open. He cupped his hand above his eyes, trying to let them adjust to such blinding light. Although there was a naked bulb overhead, it was dimly lit. Dillon blinked a few times before his vision adjusted, and he saw the man from the grocery store standing there with a sadistic smile on his face. “You’re human.”


  Dillon felt his temper shoot through roof. It was bad enough he was stuck in this realm with a man who had used him and tossed him aside, but now he was fucking kidnapped by the repeating parrot?


  Hell no, wasn’t happening. He knew he couldn’t beat the large man, but he sure as hell was going to give him a piece of his mind. “I get it, I’m human. Can we move on to the next topic, or are you going to stay stuck on stupid?” He rose from the floor, glaring at the man as he put his hands on his hips. It wasn’t much of a tongue lashing, but Dillon was beyond pissed right now.


  “Next topic?” The man looked a little too pleased with the situation. Dillon felt a chill run down his spine as the man stepped into the room. “The next topic is draining you for your human blood.”


  


  


  * * * *


  “Sexton.” Panahasi growled the reporter’s name. “At least now we know how you’ve been getting your stories out so quickly.”


  “I thought you were a vampire,” Hondo said with disdain. “How the hell can you be a chameleon-shifter?”


  Sexton knelt at the leader’s feet, looking like a deer caught in headlights but not saying a word. Rainerio felt half sorry for him. The shifter looked as though he was going to shake his skin from his bones he was trembling so badly.


  Sexton’s emerald-green eyes looked at every demon in the room.


  They were filled with fear as he turned back around to face Panahasi.


  “I didn’t do anything wrong, Panahasi. I swear.” His voice was as shaky as his limbs. When the neutralizing cuffs began to rattle from Sexton’s frightened state, Panahasi nodded for Rainerio to take them off.


  His leader didn’t have to say the words. Working around him for thousands of years, he knew what Panahasi wanted without a word uttered. Rainerio shoved the cuffs into the holder on the side of his jeans, anxious to go see his mate. He knew he had to wait until business was conducted here, but the wait was killing him.


  “Then tell me why you pretended to be Deandre and tried to steal that man from the side of Diablo’s.” Hondo took a step closer to the shifter. “I remember you faking the funk about being one of us warriors and taking that soulless body away.”


  


  


  Sexton scooted up an inch on his knees as he moved closer to the leader. “I wasn’t trying to do anything bad. I wanted to get him help. I just lost my way.”


  “Liar!” Hondo shouted. “You also pretended to be the owner of the Pancake house and Rainerio, twice.” Hondo pointed his finger at Rainerio. “Why?”


  “Marino,” Sexton said so softly that they barely heard the name.


  “What does he have to do with this, Sexton?” Panahasi squatted down, getting eye level with the shifter. “Talk to me.”


  Sexton shook his blond head. Tears were streaming down his face as he wiped them away with the hem of his shirt. “He’ll kill me if I tell you.”


  “News flash. He kills anyone he hires instead of paying them,” Hondo bit out. “So don’t keep quiet thinking you’re gonna hit the mother lode.”


  “No.” Sexton shook his head vehemently. “I didn’t do it for money.”


  “Then why?” Panahasi asked in a tender tone. Rainerio backed away slowly. He knew that tone. It went one of two ways. Either the leader was genuinely helping the shifter out, or he was getting all the information he could before killing him on the spot.


  Normally they took bad guys down to the underworld to the keeper. The keeper was judge and jury, deciding who was guilty or innocent. If found guilty, the accused spent the rest of his lives reliving his crimes, over and over again.


  But on the rare occasion, Panahasi was the judge and jury, executing the guilty where he stood. Rainerio glanced at the other warriors, noticing them slowly backing away as well.


  “He said he would kill my brother if I didn’t do as he said.”


  Sexton wiped his face once again as he knelt before Panahasi. “I’m not lying to you, I swear.”


  


  


  The leader reached his hand out, helping Sexton to his feet.


  Rainerio held his breath, waiting to see what Panahasi was going to do.


  “I want you to go with Phoenyx. He’ll keep you hidden while we work this out.”


  Sexton nodded as Rainerio let his breath out. The reporter stopped in front of him, bowing his head. “I’m really sorry for impersonating you.”


  He didn’t know what to say. The apology was sincere. Rainerio could tell by the tone of Sexton’s voice. “Just don’t let it happen again,” he chastised lightly. Okay, so he was turning into a softy.


  Rainerio’s head snapped to the side when he heard his name being called. It was like a distant echo. He pinpointed the caller, using the shadowed hallway to walk through. To his surprise, Peter was pacing back and forth in front of the building. He’d stop every few seconds to shout his name at the top of his lungs.


  “What do you want?” Rainerio snapped as he walked closer. He didn’t like this guy. Although Dillon was now his mate, Peter still went out on a date with him. That made Peter one of Rainerio’s least favorite people in his book.


  “I know you don’t like me because I dated Dillon. Get over it. He chose you. That’s not why I’m here.” The vampire shoved his hands into his front pockets, glaring at Rainerio.


  “You have five seconds to tell me why you are here before I walk away.” He was itching to get to his mate. He didn’t have time for this bullshit. The pissing contest was over. He had won.


  Peter pulled one of his hands from his pockets and pointed it accusingly at Rainerio, anger evident on his face. “You know, I should have called someone else’s name. After the way you left him crying his eyes out, you don’t deserve Dillon.”


  “What the hell do you know about what happened between us?”


  Rainerio’s step faltered when Peter’s words finally sunk in. “Wait, what do you mean crying? When was he crying? Why was he crying?”


  Peter let out an aggravated growl from his throat. “What the hell is wrong with you? I tried to tell myself you weren’t that big of an asshole. The way you looked at him contradicted what you did.” Peter raked his eyes disapprovingly over him. “But from the way you are acting now, I’m having second thoughts.”


  “Will you just tell me what the hell you are talking about?”


  Rainerio had been gone for a week. Maybe Dillon had decided he no longer wanted him. Why would his mate be crying? None of this was making any sense.


  “Fine. If you want me to air your dirty laundry out here on the street. How could you fuck him and then just disappear? Don’t you know that man is in love with you? He’s walking around with his heart ripped out of his chest.” Peter held up his fists, as if readying for a fight. “I outta knock you on your ass for treating him that way.”


  “I don’t have a fucking clue what you’re talking about, Peter. Now stop acting like a dick and tell me what’s going on. I didn’t fuck him and leave him as you so eloquently put it. Not that it’s any of your business, but I had things that needed taking care of. I left him a note.”


  Peter blinked at him as his fists lowered. “You did? He didn’t mention a note.”


  “Shit.” The pieces fell into place in Rainerio’s head. If Dillon didn’t find the note, then he would think that Rainerio had just up and left after the best night of his life. This was so fucked up. “I have to go.” He spun on his heel. There was a lot of explaining to do. If Dillon didn’t find that note, he was sitting somewhere distraught.


  Rainerio couldn’t have that.


  “Wait!” Peter shouted.


  Rainerio rounded on the vampire. “I don’t have time for this bullshit. My mate needs me.”


  “Holy shit, your mate? Did you tell him that?”


  


  


  “No, and that’s why I need to find him.”


  Peter shook his head as he grabbed Rainerio’s arm. He looked down at the vampire’s fingers with a raised brow.


  “Whatever. Look, he was at the coffee shop sitting there depressed as hell. He was talking about going back to the human realm and relocating so he could put all of this behind him.”


  Rainerio yanked his arm away and headed for the side of the building. He had to stop Dillon from disappearing from his life. The sexy little bugger wasn’t going to get away from him. “How long ago?” he shouted at Peter from over his shoulder.


  “He’s not there.”


  Rainerio came to a halt, spinning on the vampire. “I don’t have time for these fucking games. Tell me where he is.”


  Peter pointed to the end of the building. “I followed him, wanting to talk some sense into him. I lost him for a minute, but when I caught up with him, some guy was carrying Dillon over his shoulder…and Dillon was unconscious.”


  Rainerio roared as he spun around and repeatedly punched the dumpster that was sitting to his right. He felt his control slipping.


  “Tell me you know where Dillon is,” he growled between clenched teeth.


  “I do. I followed them so I could get help.”


  Rainerio’s head snapped to the side, glaring at the vampire.


  Peter’s quick thinking was the one thing that just saved his scrawny ass.


  “Then take me to him.”


  “Don’t you think we should get some backup? Just in case we stumble onto a bigger problem.” Peter shrugged as he took a step back. “It couldn’t hurt. You never know.”


  Rainerio knew Peter was talking sense. His mind wasn’t in the right frame right now. He was fighting to maintain control.


  


  


  Rainerio grabbed his cell, punching in Panahasi’s number. He glanced at Peter, watching him closely. If this vampire had anything to do with Dillon’s kidnapping, he was going to kill his sorry ass.


  “I need help. Dillon has been kidnapped.”


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Five


  


  Dillon struggled against the restraints on his arms and legs. He could feel panic set in as the goon who kept stating that he was human laughed at him from across the room. “You can’t get out of that, but it is fun to watch you struggle.”


  A fearful tremor crashed over his body, but Dillon wasn’t going to give the man the satisfaction of knowing how terrified he truly was. It seemed to give him too much pleasure. “I may not have a medical license, but I’d be willing to give you a free autopsy, asswipe.”


  The man roared with laughter as he shook his head, his hands landing on his hips. “I think you are going to be the one who gets the free prize.”


  That didn’t go so well. Dillon’s fear spiked to new levels when another person came into the room. The man looked menacing and smug. “I see we have another donor.” The newcomer walked across the room and started rifling through the cabinets before setting a very large needle down on the counter.


  “You’re not sticking that damn thing in me,” Dillon shouted as he struggled against his restraints. He spat toward the man holding the one thing Dillon feared the most. God, he hated needles. Any time he had to get a shot, the doctor had to knock him out first with nitrous oxide gas. This guy had no clue just how much Dillon hated them.


  He’d rather be tossed into a pit with a thousand snakes than allow this fucker to stick him.


  “Oh, I’m sorry, you said I’m not gonna do what now? I’m going to do more than stick you, human.” The man curled his lip as he stepped closer to Dillon. “I’m going to drain you.”


  


  


  “No!” Dillon shouted as he thrashed his body around, trying his best to break free. The needle looked twenty feet long in Dillon’s eyes. He shouted as the leather straps cut into his wrists and ankles, but he wasn’t giving up.


  “You see, I’ve found that humans have something in their DNA that binds with my new drug. It enhances it and makes it more potent. The problem is, I need a lot of it.”


  “You sorry sack of shit. If you stick me with that needle, I’ll…I’ll make you pay. Rainerio will kill you for this!” Dillon shouted with vengeance.


  The man chuckled. “I’ve been watching you. Where is your warrior? I haven’t seen him around in a week. I think he got what he wanted and left you high and dry.” The man tied a rubber tourniquet around Dillon’s upper arm. “I don’t think he’ll be saving you.”


  Dillon screamed until his voice was hoarse, and nothing but a crackling sound was heard now. The sadistic bastard had jabbed him with that needle. He could feel his heart beating so hard, he thought it was going to explode.


  He began to hyperventilate. Sweat broke out over his entire body.


  A trickle rolled down the side of his face. The needle was taped into place as Dillon watched the clear tubes turn red with his blood. It ran from his arm into a large bag hanging from a pole, draining him. It was taking the very thing he needed to live.


  Dillon watched in horror as the bag began to fill. He was no expert, but he knew it shouldn’t be draining him so quickly. Bile rose to the back of his throat as he became nauseous. Pinpricks stabbed him all over his body as the bag became heavier with his blood and his body became lighter. He felt weak, exhausted.


  “I want to thank you ahead of time for your donation.” The man patted his shoulder as Dillon strained to keep his eyes open. His vision blurred, making it hard to see what was going on. How were they draining him so quickly?


  


  


  Dillon licked his lips as his mouth began to dry out. A single tear slid down the side of his face as he wondered why Rainerio had deserted him. He had hoped in his heart that Rainerio actually cared for him. Dillon had been a fool. And to make matters worse, everyone thought he had returned to the human realm.


  No one was going to save him. No one.


  He blinked a few times, trying to make out the shadowy figures in the room. A light buzz began to ring in his head as Dillon fought to stay conscious. The temperature must have dropped in the room because he could feel his teeth chattering.


  “Dillon.”


  He turned his head with great effort. He was so damn tired.


  “Dillon.”


  Dillon heard the voice as if it were a far away echo. It was the last thing on his mind before he was swallowed by the darkness.


  


  


  * * * *


  Rainerio threw open cupboards and snatched open drawers, desperately looking for something to clamp off the tube. He found a pair of hemostats and attached them as he yanked the needle from Dillon’s arm.


  Chaos reigned all around them as the warriors fought desperately to take down Marino and his men. When Peter had led them to Malcor’s, Rainerio knew this wasn’t going to be easy.


  Marino, for some unknown reason, was immune to their powers.


  Kane couldn’t freeze him, Hondo couldn’t burn him, and he could even see Einarr, who was presently invisible.


  Rainerio, for the moment, ignored them all. His mate lay there unconscious, his life essence trapped in a fucking banana bag. He had no clue how to reverse this, how to return Dillon’s blood to his body.


  “Phoenyx!” Rainerio shouted as he quickly unbuckled his mate from the straps that held him down. Dillon looked so fragile lying there unconscious. He didn’t look like he was close to death. He looked like he was in a peaceful sleep.


  Rainerio could feel his muscles stretching, growing, as he began to double in size. His powers weren’t as handy as some of the other warriors’. No, his powers allowed him to double in size and take on the strength of ten men. The room quickly began to shrink as his body grew to a massive size. Rainerio laid his overly large hand on Dillon’s chest, feeling the faint but present beat to his heart. It wasn’t beating in a normal rhythm, but was struggling to continue giving Dillon life.


  The redheaded warrior was at his side. He pulled Dillon’s shirt up, showing his slightly blue-tinged skin as he made a tiny incision in his chest, right above his heart. Phoenyx leaned over Dillon’s body, a single tear escaping his eye as it traveled down his face, dangling from his chin, before dropping into the small cut.


  The warrior rejoined the fight before Rainerio had a chance to thank him. Carefully, with strained control, he pulled Dillon from the table, holding him close to his heart as he looked around the room.


  His arms tightened around his mate as he watched the warriors slowly overtake the men who were out to kill his mate.


  Rainerio looked down at Dillon’s limp body. He looked so tiny, so fragile. Minutes had passed, but the coloring hadn’t returned to Dillon’s complexion. It was still ashen, blue.


  “Panahasi.” Rainerio’s voice boomed in the small room. His size had given his voice an unrealistic depth that rattled his own chest. “He isn’t healing.”


  The leader nodded as his superhuman reflexes countered every move his opponent was making. Panahasi took down the man in one fluid motion, using his blade to slice across the man’s exposed throat.


  “I’ll be back.”


  Rainerio watched as the leader threw his hand open and a portal appeared to his right. Before Panahasi could step through, Marino lunged for the counter, grabbing a needle and injecting himself.


  


  


  Rainerio’s mouth fell open as his jaw slightly unhinged, roaring at the man trying to grab the bag of Dillon’s blood from his hands.


  Rainerio kicked his large and powerful leg out, trying to keep Marino away from his mate, but the fucker sidestepped his efforts.


  Panahasi was across the room in a flash, struggling with Marino to keep him away from Dillon’s bag of blood. Whatever Marino had injected himself with seemed to make him stronger. The man became more aggressive, fighting with unbelievable strength as more warriors joined in to take him down.


  Rainerio wanted to set Dillon down and help, but he feared leaving his mate unattended even for a second. Panahasi charged toward Marino, tackling him as he threw punch after punch, inflicting damage but only gaining a small measure of leverage.


  Wayland and Deandre intercepted two of Marino’s men as they fought to keep them back. He saw one man levitate in the air before flying across the room and knew Einarr was the one fighting him.


  Donnchadh and Cadeym were fighting three men as Kobe and Takeo took down the two men that had attacked them.


  Panahasi roared, rolling from Marino as he got to his feet, kicking out before Marino got his footing and knocking the bastard into the portal the leader had open just moments ago. But before he fell through, Marino reached out and grabbed two vials from the counter.


  When the portal closed, swallowing Marino, Panahasi turned to the room. “Get home, now.”


  The leader grabbed the remaining vials and injection needles from the counter as he opened another portal and followed the warriors and Dillon.


  Rainerio set Dillon on Panahasi’s couch as he shouted at the room. “He’s not healing. What’s wrong?”


  Phoenyx stood there shaking his head slowly as he looked at Dillon’s slumped over body. “That’s never happened before.”


  Rainerio dropped to his knees, pulling Dillon to his chest. His size had returned to normal as he held his mate. Panahasi disappeared, reappearing seconds later with a disheveled-looking vampire next to him.


  Prince Christian, the only vampire who can convert anyone into a vampire themselves, crossed the room and shoved Rainerio out of his way. “It’s close. Even I may be too late.” Christian glanced at everyone before settling his eyes on Rainerio. “If I change him, he may hate you. Not everyone wants to live badly enough to endure being a vampire.”


  “Just do it!” Rainerio felt his entire body convulsing in rage. He didn’t care if Dillon hated him for the rest of his life, he would be alive.


  Christian nodded and then struck, exchanging life fluids with Dillon. His mate didn’t have much to give, but from Rainerio’s understanding, he didn’t need much. He saw the subtle move, Christian slicing his wrist and then laying it over the incision Phoenyx had made. Rainerio looked around, but no one else seemed to have noticed.


  No one except Panahasi, who was watching Rainerio with saddened eyes.


  Rainerio broke the eye contact first. He looked down at Dillon’s sleeping form, waiting. Christian sealed the wound at Dillon’s neck and slid his opened wrist behind him as he stood. “It’s a wait and see game now. I’ve never tried to convert someone with only a spoonful of blood left in his body before. He’s a fighter, I’ll give him that.”


  Christian closed his silken robe and spoke as he tied it off. “It’s good that he is living here. The constant darkness will help him adjust. He’ll need to feed as soon as he wakes up. Does he have a mate?”


  Rainerio stood and situated his body between the room and Dillon. “He does.”


  A few eyes rounded, but everyone remained silent. Christian nodded. “Take him to your home. Be with him and help him through this. Feed him when he needs fed. But be warned, he could awaken to such hatred for what he has become that he refuses your offering. If he does, he will die. A newly converted must drink often for the first week of his new life. He is a babe, care for him as such.” Christian turned to Panahasi. “I am ready.”


  The leader escorted Prince Christian from the demon realm as Rainerio lifted Dillon into his arms and took him to his apartment. He pulled the covers back and gently laid Dillon onto his bed before going around his home and turning all the lights out. The vampire hadn’t said anything about lights hurting Dillon, but he wanted to make Dillon’s awakening as comfortable as possible.


  The idea of Dillon drinking from him didn’t disgust him. It made him feel honored that he could give his mate life. He’d do whatever it took to keep the little human, correction, vampire alive.


  Rainerio sat on the edge of the bed as he took Dillon’s relaxed hand in his. He noticed that the abrasions from the straps on his wrists and ankles were gone. No sign remained that his flesh had been abused.


  He breathed a sigh of relief that what Christian had done was working. Rainerio pulled his shirt over his head and went to the bathroom to retrieve a rubber band. He secured his hair, making sure nothing was obstructing his neck. Dillon would need to feed as soon as he woke up, and Rainerio wanted to make sure nothing was in the way.


  Walking back to the bedroom, Rainerio kicked his shoes and jeans off before climbing into bed. He wasn’t sure what he should expect, but he wanted to be ready. He pulled Dillon’s shirt off and then divested him of his jeans as he lay down.


  Dillon lay on his back, his lips slightly parted as Rainerio watched him. He jumped a fraction, startled when Dillon’s eyes suddenly popped open. He watched with bated breath as Dillon stared at the ceiling as he sniffed the air. His nostrils flared out repeatedly as his little pink tongue darted out of his mouth, licking across his bottom lip.


  


  


  Rainerio wasn’t sure what came over him, but he pulled his bound hair aside as Dillon turned his head to stare at him. He bared his neck, waiting.


  Dillon’s lip pulled back as he snarled. With quickness three times as fast as the mate Chris possessed, Dillon was at his neck, sinking his fangs into his flesh. Rainerio gasped as his hands clamped onto Dillon’s head and hip. His cock filled with lightning speed as Dillon slid over his chest, impaling his body onto Rainerio’s cock as he drank deeply.


  Rainerio didn’t have a chance to move his hips before his cock exploded inside of Dillon’s ass. His back arched as he cried out, Dillon drinking from him savagely. He knew in the back of his mind that he needed to stop Dillon. His mate was out of control and threatening to drain Rainerio of his blood.


  “Enough!”


  Rainerio grabbed the covers and fanned them over his and Dillon’s naked body. Christian was standing at the end of their bed.


  His eyes were as black as night as he circled around, looking down at Dillon as he continued to drink.


  “I said enough, babe.”


  Rainerio snarled at the vampire’s words as Christian reached his hand out and laid it on the back of Dillon’s head. “Drink no more.”


  Dillon whimpered but removed his sharp fangs from Rainerio’s neck. He felt a loss as soon as his mate pulled away.


  As his head cleared, Rainerio realized that he had been willing to be drained for his little vampire. It shocked him that he had succumbed to his mate’s needs so quickly and willingly.


  “I feared this might happen,” Christian said as he ran his hand over Dillon’s head. Rainerio noticed from the corner of his eye that Panahasi was standing in the doorway of his bedroom.


  The leader crossed the room to stand at Rainerio’s side. “He needs another donor, or he will drain you. Your mate has lost entirely too much blood and is now in the grasp of bloodlust. If he does not take from either me or your leader, he will kill you.”


  White hot raged filled him at the thought of Dillon drinking from anyone else. He was to supply his mate’s needs, no one else.


  “Rainerio,” Panahasi said his name from beside him. “Let me feed him.”


  Rainerio balked at the idea of Dillon becoming turned on as he drank from his leader. He didn’t share, and he wouldn’t start now.


  Dillon was his, no one else’s, and Rainerio knew he didn’t have it in him to watch his mate have sex with anyone but him, not even his esteemed leader.


  “He will die,” Christian gently reminded him.


  Rainerio glanced down at Dillon, seeing the pain in his mate’s eyes as he panted heavily. His fingers were digging into Rainerio’s chest as his fangs snapped close to Rainerio’s face.


  “I can’t.” Rainerio’s voice caught as he looked from Christian to Panahasi. “I can’t watch you fuck him.”


  Panahasi’s eyes rounded for a moment before he composed himself. “I do not wish to have your mate. Let him lie as he is while he drinks from my wrist. Let him enjoy your body as I feed him.”


  Rainerio closed his eyes for a moment as he nodded. When he opened them, Christian was at Panahasi’s side, slicing his leader’s wrist with an elongated nail, guiding Panahasi’s hand toward Dillon’s mouth.


  His mate’s eyes grew as he sniffed for a second, and then he latched his lips onto Panahasi’s wrists. Rainerio felt violent fury fill him as his mate moaned while drinking from another. His body began to grow, his anger out of control.


  “Don’t,” Panahasi warned. “You’ll only harm Dillon. Let go of your anger. I’m not fucking him. I’m feeding him.”


  Rainerio focused on his mate, forgetting the other two were in the room. He spread his legs, planted his feet, and thrust hard into Dillon’s tight ass. His mate’s nails dug deeper into his flesh as he began to slam his body onto Rainerio’s painfully erect cock.


  Rainerio’s head fell back as he moaned, grabbing Dillon’s hips fiercely, letting his mate fuck him. Dillon was like a beast unleashed.


  The covers fell away as Dillon leaned back, impaling his tightly muscled hole over and over again. Rainerio opened his eyes to see Dillon still drinking.


  He knew Panahasi could take the blood loss. He was thousands of years older than any one of the warriors, with powers none of them fully understood. Rainerio watched the intimate act of drinking as Dillon undulated, taking his pleasure from Rainerio.


  Rainerio was never one to exhibit his sexual encounters in front of anyone, but the rage that had consumed him fled. He was the only one that would take pleasure in Dillon’s body. With this knowledge, Rainerio thrust harder, snaking his hand through Dillon’s blond hair as his mate drank. He grabbed Dillon’s erection with his free hand, stroking his mate as he saw the flames in Panahasi’s eyes grow brighter.


  No one could be unaffected by this, not even these two strong leaders. Christian reached over and brushed Dillon’s head, his mate releasing Panahasi’s wrist. The two quickly left the room. Rainerio wasn’t sure what they would do, and didn’t care. Dillon was fed, and his needs were being met.


  To hell with anyone else.


  Dillon’s head rolled on his shoulders as he swiveled his hips, his fangs showing as he groaned. Rainerio had never seen a more erotic sight then his mate taking his own pleasure.


  Their bodies were in exquisite harmony with one another as Rainerio rolled, placing his mate under him. Dillon finally locked eyes with Rainerio. Pain and longing settled in them.


  “Why did you leave me, Rainerio?” Dillon asked as he wrapped his legs around Rainerio’s waist. “What did I do wrong?”


  


  


  Rainerio cupped Dillon’s face as he stroked his cock into Dillon, using long strokes. “I didn’t leave you.”


  Dillon’s eyes turned to ice as he dug his nails into Rainerio’s flesh, lifting his legs higher. “Yes you did,” he snarled.


  Rainerio leaned back onto his knees, pulling Dillon up with him.


  He wrapped his arms around his mate as he hitched his hips, pressing his lips into Dillon’s temples. “I left a note, love. I would never leave you, believe me.”


  Dillon wrapped his arms around Rainerio’s neck. The pleasure was pure and explosive as Dillon sank his fangs into Rainerio’s neck.


  He cried out, taking Dillon faster. “I didn’t leave you.”


  Dillon released his neck, shouting as his seed painted his and Rainerio’s chests. Rainerio fell forward, hammering into Dillon until shards of light exploded behind his eyes, blinding him for a moment as he came hard. He held Dillon to his chest, riding out the waves of his orgasm as his mate licked the wound at his neck.


  “I didn’t leave you,” he whispered as he cradled Dillon’s head to his chest.


  Dillon pushed hard at Rainerio’s chest, pulling his legs from under them and rolling off of the bed. “You left me! You left me, and now look at what I’ve become. This is your fault, Rainerio, and I’ll never forgive you for this.”


  Rainerio watched his mate storm from his bedroom. His chest was tight with grief at his mate’s hatred. He had never seen so much disgust held in anyone’s eyes before. In doing his job, in leaving his mate behind to find the shifter, he had lost him.


  Rainerio slammed his fist into the mattress as he cried out in anguish. His pain thundered through the room as he lifted his head and shouted to the ceiling. He swung his arm out, knocking everything from the nightstand as he sobbed.


  He had left his mate vulnerable, and now Dillon was paying the ultimate price. His every instinct was telling him to go after Dillon, but he knew he had to let his mate work this out in his head.


  


  


  Going to him right now wouldn’t help either of them. Rainerio crawled from the bed, slowly walking to the bathroom.


  He started the shower, climbing in, and prayed the heated spray washed away his pain. He had left a note. How could everything have gone to hell? He had left a damn note.


  Rainerio hung his head as the hot spray ran over his body. His hands clenched at the thought of never holding Dillon in his arms again.


  He had to prove to his mate that he hadn’t just up and left him, not like Dillon thought. Where had the piece of paper gone?


  Rainerio shut the water off and quickly dried his body with the large white towel. He needed to go to Dillon’s room and search for the one piece of evidence that would prove he hadn’t abandoned his mate.


  Rainerio wrapped the towel around his waist, determined to find that note and prove his innocence, and then help his mate find his footing in his new life.


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Six


  


  Dillon lifted his lip as he stared at his pointy teeth in the mirror.


  They didn’t look too bad. What angered him was the fact he would have to suck blood for the rest of his life. That was disgusting. His mouth still held the metallic taste from Rainerio.


  He didn’t want to be a vampire. He wanted to be human. Dillon loved being human. His hand lifted, pressing against his chest. He discovered that his heart was still beating. That was a good thing.


  Stepping back from his bathroom mirror, Dillon took in the full view of his upper body. It was paler than before, but it still looked the same.


  The blue of his eyes had been saved. They weren’t black like in the movies. Thank goodness for that. Dillon loved his blue eyes. So the only thing that had really changed was the fact that he was undead and he had sharp canines that helped him drink blood.


  He turned sideways, lifting his arms in the air. Well, he did look a bit thinner, but that was a plus. Dillon walked out of the bathroom as he slammed the door closed behind him.


  The sound ricocheted through the bedroom, giving him a loud reminder that, if he were dead, he wouldn’t have been able to do that.


  He knew deep down that he was grateful to be alive. It had just taken him by surprise when his mind cleared and he was sucking on Panahasi’s damn wrist. The guy was nice…but yuck! He was more embarrassed when he realized he was having sex while others stood by and watched.


  Dillon felt terrible for what he said to Rainerio, but the man shouldn’t have fucked him and left him. He did rescue him though.


  


  


  Dillon groaned as he flopped down on his bed. He was so damned confused. He missed Rainerio and hated him at the same time. Left a note, my ass. If the warrior had left a note, why didn’t he find one?


  His head snapped up when he heard a throat clearing. Rainerio stood in his bedroom doorway with a white towel wrapped around his tanned hips. “God, you look scrumptious.” Dillon kicked himself for letting that slip.


  “Do you mind?” Rainerio pointed to his dresser. Dillon shrugged, watching the warrior look around. He opened drawers and rifled through Dillon’s belongings before moving to the side of the dresser and pulling it away from the wall. Rainerio leaned in before settling back on his haunches. He held his hands up, a small piece of paper tucked between his index and middle finger.


  Dillon pushed from his bed, begrudgingly walking closer before snatching the note. He glared at Rainerio before opening the folded paper.


  


  Had to run. Someone needs the warriors’ help. I’ll be back in your arms before you know it. Your Mate, Rainerio


  


  Dillon looked up at the warrior and then back at the note. Mate? “I don’t understand.” Dillon stared at the paper, afraid to look at the man kneeling before him.


  “About what?” Rainerio asked gently.


  “What’s a mate?”


  Rainerio crossed his arms over his legs before looking up at Dillon. “It means that you belong to me, and I to you. Fate paired us.”


  His hands began to tremble as the paper became wet with his tears. “I thought you left me.” Dillon sniffed, standing there feeling so alone.


  


  


  “I’d never leave you. Even if we weren’t mates, I’m not that cold-hearted.” Rainerio reached his hand out and Dillon moved closer.


  Dillon wiped his eyes as he moved another inch closer. “But I’m a vampire now. Are we still mates?”


  “You could turn into a poodle with two heads, and we would still be mates.”


  Dillon nodded. He glanced around the room, wondering if that were really true. “I don’t want to be a vampire,” he whispered.


  “I had to make a split-second decision, love. I chose you.”


  Rainerio tapped Dillon’s chest with his finger. “No matter what you became, I wanted you in my life for all eternity. I’m sorry if that sounds selfish, but I would make the same choice again if I had to.”


  Dillon shook his head. “That doesn’t sound selfish. I am grateful, I just…I don’t know.” He cried when Rainerio pulled him into those strong arms. Dillon laid his head on Rainerio’s shoulder, wrapping his arms around his neck and holding on for dear life. “Did we really have sex in front of everyone?”


  He could feel his mate’s body shake with laughter as Rainerio pulled back and cupped his face. “I’m afraid so. I didn’t like it either, but you were fed, and that’s the important thing.”


  “Will we have to do it every time I feed? Have other people watch?”


  Rainerio growled, “No. That was a one-time thing. You’d lost too much blood and needed to replenish it. No one is going to see your pretty little ass again.”


  It was Dillon’s turn to growl. “He stuck me with a needle. I hate needles. Make him pay, Rainerio.”


  His mate gave him one short nod, his cocoa-brown eyes turning dark with fury. “He will pay for what he’s done to you.”


  “You’re one hot tamale when you’re vengeful.” Dillon giggled and then remembered his parting words. “About what I said.”


  Rainerio pulled Dillon into his arms as he stood. “Forgotten.”


  


  


  Dillon left it alone. Rainerio wasn’t the guilty party here. It was that needle-stabbing bastard who would feel Dillon’s anger. He threw his head back and laughed as Rainerio nibbled at his neck. “You’re tickling me.”


  “I would have missed that laughter most of all.” Rainerio buried his face in Dillon’s neck, inhaling deeply.


  “I told you I would have you in my bed,” Dillon teased as Rainerio sat on the bed.


  “That you did.” Rainerio ran his lips over Dillon’s neck, making him shiver with need. “I’m glad I gave in.”


  “You couldn’t resist my charms. Was it the box of condoms?”


  Rainerio laughed as he hugged Dillon. “That wasn’t the deciding factor, but it went a long way in convincing me.”


  Dillon sighed, wondering what his new life was going to be like.


  


  


  * * * *


  Snooke and Chris sat in Panahasi’s living room, waiting for the leader of the demon warriors to tell them why they were there.


  It was Snooke’s uncle that was causing so much trouble. Maybe the leader was going to make him leave. He wouldn’t like it, but he wouldn’t blame him either. Snooke scooted closer to his mate, Kane, as he worried his hands in his lap.


  Kane reached over and stilled his hands, caressing them with his large fingers. Snooke gave him an appreciative smile as he looked back at Panahasi.


  “I brought you up here to let you know what’s been going on.”


  Panahasi sat at the bar, sipping his trademark whiskey as he looked first at Chris, then at Snooke. “As you may know, Dillon was kidnapped and drained of nearly all his blood. Prince Christian had to convert him to save him.”


  “We heard,” Chris interjected, “but what does this have to do with us?”


  


  


  Panahasi smiled. “Patience, Chris.”


  Now Snooke’s curiosity was really piqued. He sat forward, listening intently.


  “He is different. I wanted you two to see him as he is. If you have any problems with vampires, let me know now.”


  “He’s my friend. I don’t care what he is,” Chris stated.


  “I agree,” Snooke added.


  “That’s what I wanted to hear,” Rainerio said as he walked into the room with Dillon at his side. “He’s my mate, if you didn’t know this already.”


  “Cool.” Snooke smiled at the paler man. If he thought Dillon was lacking sun before, holy crap. But Snooke decided to keep that to himself. It wouldn’t help his friend to hear something like that.


  “You don’t mind?” Dillon looked between the two. “Because if you do, say something now. I don’t want you talking behind my back.”


  “Why would we mind?” Chris asked. “You’re our friend.”


  Snooke noticed Dillon scooting closer to Rainerio. “If you can handle us being demons, we can handle you being a vampire.”


  “I never thought of it that way.” Dillon’s brows furrowed as if in thought. His eyes lit up after a second as a smile crossed his face. “In that case.” Dillon crossed the room, jumping on the couch and attacking Snooke playfully. “I vant to suck yer blood.”


  “Knock it off, fangs.” Snooke laughed as he covered his head.


  “You bite me and I’m going to make you eat garlic.”


  Dillon giggled as he climbed off the couch, the warriors chuckling. Dillon’s face grew serious as he looked over at Panahasi.


  “Can I eat garlic? I hope so. I love it, except when I have to kiss someone.”


  Rainerio growled as he pulled Dillon into his arms, holding him possessively to his chest. “The only person you are going to kiss is me.”


  


  


  Snooke smiled at the barbaric display. Kane often acted that way with him, and it was a big turn-on. He could see in Dillon’s blue eyes that it affected him the same way.


  “Do you know why they were trying to steal Dillon’s blood?” Kane asked.


  “I do.” Panahasi nodded. “After a lot of digging and many questions, I found the answer. It seems the same problem is rampant in the human world. According to Alpha Maverick, the drug is called Liquid Wrath. It masks the scent of paranormal creatures while giving them a high. The side effect is extreme aggression.”


  “That must be what Marino injected. He became violent as hell afterward, strong, too,” Hondo said from the couch.


  “I believe so. But the disturbing fact of this drug is that if humans inject it, they die.”


  “Fuck,” Rainerio whispered.


  “The main and most needed component is human blood. That is why humans are coming up missing in the human realm. Marino isn’t taking it from them like a blood bank donation. He’s draining every last drop from them.”


  Snooke became uncomfortable when everyone looked at him. He didn’t have anything to do with how evil his uncle was. He didn’t behave like that and never would. That was one of the reasons Marino had beat him every time he laid eyes on Snooke—that and the fact that he was gay.


  “He won’t have a need for Dillon anymore since the blood that runs through his veins is no longer human. We need to find him quickly though. Marino took two vials with him and still possesses the crystal. He’s lethal right now, holding all the cards.” Panahasi finished as he swallowed the rest of the amber liquid. “Go find him.”


  The warriors left with their mates. Snooke wondered how he was related to Marino. He knew his uncle had some twisted ways of thinking, but he never knew just how evil the man truly was.


  


  


  * * * *


  “Look at you.” Peter held his arms wide open as Rainerio and Dillon walked into Jake’s Java. It had been nine days since Dillon had his life changed forever. Rainerio still couldn’t believe he let Dillon talk him into coming back to work.


  His argument was that it wasn’t safe for his mate to be out here, and Dillon’s counterargument was that he was already a vampire, no longer on the “most desired” list.


  “Mine!” Rainerio snapped at Peter.


  The vampire rolled his eyes at Rainerio. “Let me let you in on a little secret. As cute, funny, sexy, witty, sexy—”


  “You said sexy twice,” Rainerio cut in.


  “True, but my point is, he’s not my type. I already have my sights set on someone, so take your growling somewhere else. Dillon is my friend.” Peter gave Dillon a hug, sticking his tongue out at Rainerio.


  Rainerio, feeling spunky, returned the gesture. Now that he knew Peter didn’t have his sights set on his mate, they were cool. There was one other person he needed to make perfectly clear about Dillon’s status. He knew he was being possessive and pissing all over his territory, but Rainerio had almost lost Dillon once. He wasn’t going to take any shit from anyone else.


  He approached Jake, sticking his hand out. “I don’t think we’ve been formerly introduced. I’m Rainerio, Dillon’s mate.”


  Jake’s eyes lit up with merriment as he shook Rainerio’s hand.


  “I’m not a poacher and wasn’t even considering Dillon. I’m Jake.”


  Rainerio felt lighter at heart. He’d misinterpreted both Peter and Jake’s intentions. “Since Dillon is back at work, I need to ask a favor.”


  Jake clapped him on the back as they walked further away from everyone. “No need. I’ll keep a close eye on him. I already watch Chris for Hondo.”


  


  


  Rainerio wanted to laugh. All that shit Hondo had talked this morning about how soft Rainerio was becoming and the big badass was having his mate babysat as well. What a shithead.


  “Thanks.” Rainerio gave Jake his personal cell number instead of the number the citizens called when they needed the warriors’ intervention on a more community-wide level. Jake took it and shoved it in his pocket.


  “No problem.”


  Rainerio left the coffeehouse, feeling better about his mate being out in the public eye. Knowing Jake was watching over both of them would help set his mind at ease and let him do his job more efficiently, although a part of him would always worry about Dillon.


  He met up with Hondo and Takeo, following up on a tip they received about Marino. He looked smugly at Hondo as they made their way to Serenity Savings. He wanted to needle the warrior about being soft as well, but he let it be. Rainerio knew how Hondo felt.


  They entered the bank, looking around. Rainerio watched the tellers behind the counter and the various people walking here and there. All seemed normal.


  They received an anonymous tip that Marino’s money was being run through this bank. Rainerio couldn’t believe that the uptight Falcon Harrington would do something to break the law. It wasn’t his style.


  The person who had placed the call wanted to remain anonymous, but Hondo recognized the voice. It was Marino’s little elf boy toy.


  They all wondered, even Snooke, why the elf didn’t just up and shimmer away. If he was so hard-pressed to take Marino down behind his back, why was he still with the bastard?


  Granted, the information helped them out tremendously, but what was the elf getting out of this? Rainerio noticed one of the tellers watching them closely. His eyes darted between the three and then back down at the counter.


  


  


  “What is this?” Falcon demanded quietly as he approached them.


  “Whatever you are here for, can’t it wait until after banking hours?”


  “Actually,” Takeo said, returning the same irritated tone, “we’ve come for you. Panahasi would like to have a word with you.”


  Falcon faltered in his step. His eyes darted between the three before smiling at the nosey tellers behind the counter. Falcon nodded and then walked over to a young man dressed exactly like Falcon, only the young man looked out of place in such an expensive suit.


  The guy seemed more like a jeans and T-shirt kind of person.


  The proprietor of Serenity Savings walked back toward the warriors, a tight smile on his face. “I’m ready.”


  The three followed Falcon to his office. The bank owner turned the lights off, bathing the office in darkness. The warriors had no problem seeing as they grabbed Falcon and walked into Panahasi’s living room. It was the only room they were allowed to enter in the leader’s home unannounced.


  The leader was sitting casually on his sofa, staring over at the large floor-to-ceiling windows that had an amazing view of the city below. Panahasi looked lost in thought as they stood by the bar.


  “I hear you’re helping Marino to filter his money through your bank,” Panahasi said without turning his head. If Rainerio wasn’t misreading his leader’s expression, Panahasi looked melancholy.


  Falcon stiffened, giving an undignified snort. “I would never do such a thing.”


  “That’s not what we were told,” Rainerio snarled. “We were told that Marino is being funded by some anonymous source and that you are helping him hide it in various accounts.”


  “No one is smurfing in my bank!” Falcon shouted at the group.


  His fists curled at his side as he glared at each and every one of them.


  He stood there looking downright pissed. Rainerio would have burst out laughing if the situation wasn’t so serious.


  


  


  To see the uptight bank owner ruffled was comical. His nose flared in a flapping motion as his cheeks turned a bright red. The griffin-shifter had been taken out of his usual control.


  “Then I need you to find out who it is, discreetly. I don’t want the person knowing that were on to him. We need a way to trace Marino.”


  “If someone is conducting illegal business in my bank, count on it.” Falcon huffed at Panahasi as he brushed his hands through his dark tresses. He looked like he was trying to gain some of that control back.


  “It’s done.” Panahasi waved a dismissive hand, never once looking their way. Rainerio left Hondo and Takeo to deal with the indignant shifter as he walked to his apartment.


  He walked into an eerily quiet apartment. Rainerio walked from the living room to his bedroom to find Dillon kneeling by their bed, his shoulders shaking as he quietly cried.


  “When did you get home?” Rainerio asked softly as he approached his mate.


  Dillon jumped, his head turning to look up at him. “I left early. The warrior Wayland brought me back since you were working.”


  Rainerio knelt beside his mate, running a crooked finger up his cheek and capturing his tears. “Why do you cry?”


  Dillon shook his head as he stared down at his hands, which were lying in his lap. Rainerio had a feeling he knew. His mate had refused to feed from him regularly since he was converted and drank from him and the leader.


  “Are you thirsty?” Rainerio wiped the other side of his face as he stared into Dillon’s cobalt-blue eyes.


  “N–no.” He shook his head again, but Rainerio could see the hunger in his eyes. He was staring longingly at Rainerio’s neck.


  Christian had told him that Dillon needed to feed often. His poor baby must be starving. Grabbing Dillon under his arms, Rainerio sat his mate on the bed.


  


  


  “Eat.” He knelt before Dillon, tilting his head and exposing his neck. When Dillon hesitated, Rainerio reached up and cupped his neck, pulling his mate down until Dillon’s face touched Rainerio’s skin. “Eat.”


  Dillon cried out as he sank his fangs deep into Rainerio’s flesh.


  His cock became instantly hard as Dillon milked his blood from his body. His mate wrapped his arms and his legs around Rainerio as he sucked at his neck.


  “Oh fuck,” Rainerio cried out as Dillon began to hump his stomach. He reached into the waistband of his mate’s pants, yanking them down as he did the same to his own. Rainerio laid his mate on the bed as he lined his cock up to Dillon’s hole, letting the natural lubricant do its job.


  After a moment, and straining to hold onto his control, Rainerio slid into Dillon’s body. His eyes closed as he luxuriated for a few short seconds, enjoying the feeling of feeding his mate’s thirst and sexual need.


  Dillon was the first to move, rocking his hips as he drank. He whimpered until Rainerio took over and fucked him down and dirty.


  His cock hammered into Dillon’s tight ass as he held his mate’s head to his shoulder.


  Dillon released his hold, licking the wound closed and then continuing to bathe Rainerio’s jaw with his tongue.


  “Hell, baby.” Rainerio grabbed Dillon’s hips, hammering into him as his cock sunk deeper. He reached between them, palming Dillon’s shaft as he stroked the thick member.


  “Make me come,” Dillon cried out.


  “Okay, love.” Rainerio doubled his efforts, pounding Dillon’s ass as he ran his thumb over Dillon’s shaft.


  Dillon writhed beneath him, his body movements growing frantic as his lips parted. He shouted as Rainerio’s hand was filled with his mate’s seed.


  


  


  Rainerio thrust a few more times before he, too, came in a blinding wave of ecstasy. He stood, panting as he turned and fell on his back, pulling his mate close to him.


  “I’ll spank your ass if you let yourself go hungry again.”


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Seven


  


  Dillon looked around his apartment once more to make sure he didn’t forget anything. It felt odd being in the human realm after spending two months in the demon realm. This alternate sphere was the one that felt foreign to him now.


  He gathered up Tulip’s toys as the last of his boxes were taken to Rainerio’s apartment. These warriors could make a mint if they opened up their own moving company. They just walked into a shadow in Dillon’s old apartment and walked right into Rainerio’s.


  How cool was that?


  He couldn’t linger too long here. He had to work in the morning.


  Unpacking was going to be the hard part. Dillon hadn’t realized how much stuff he had that he couldn’t part with once he began to pack it all.


  Dillon walked through the apartment and shut off the lights, ready to leave this world behind. Rainerio took his hand, giving it a light squeeze as Dillon closed his eyes. He no longer vomited when he walked through a shadow, but he still felt the tightening of his stomach. The queasiness made him belch as he walked into his new apartment, his new life.


  Dillon let go of his mate’s hand, directing the other warriors on where to set the boxes. Once the boxes were divided up into the appropriate rooms, Dillon sighed. Now the real fun would begin.


  “Do you need any help?” Rainerio asked as he stood in the doorway. Dillon smiled at the gentle giant leaning against the doorframe. He had been correct when he thought Rainerio was the one for him. He just had no clue they were mates and his life would turn upside down. As chaotic as it seemed, he wouldn’t have it any other way.


  “No, I have it.” Dillon started in the bedroom. Although Kane and Rainerio had purchased new clothes for him, a lot of his favorites still needed unpacking and stored away. Tulip came bouncing around into the bedroom, yipping as she jumped up on the bed.


  “Get down, girl, you know better.” Dillon lifted her from the bed and placed her on the floor. “Go play with Daddy while I get this done.”


  Tulip tilted her head in the air, as if giving him an undignified sniff as she trotted off. Crazy dog. Dillon pulled out the clothes, hanging them in the closet or storing them in the dresser as the boxes slowly emptied and the closet and dresser slowly filled. Once he had everything done, he broke down the boxes and stored them flat to take out to the Dumpster.


  Dillon laid out an outfit for work in the morning before grabbing a pair of pajama bottoms and walking into the bathroom. The hot shower felt good after the long day he had had.


  He leaned his head back, allowing the water to fill his mouth before swishing it around and spitting it toward the drain. His muscles began to relax as the spray pounded his body like a light massage.


  The glass door slid open as Rainerio stepped in. Dillon smiled as his mate pressed his naked chest into Dillon’s back. Rainerio was much taller than him, and his hard shaft pressed into Dillon’s lower back. “Mmm, a wet vampire in my shower looking good enough to eat.”


  Oh god. Dillon felt like he was melting as Rainerio’s hands explored his body. His right hand skated up his back, stopping at his shoulder as his mate began to ease the tension in his muscles. His left hand spanned across Dillon’s stomach.


  Rainerio turned him around, grabbing the base of his cock. He ran his fingers under Dillon’s chin, his thumb running across Dillon’s lower lip. “Suck me off.”


  


  


  As Dillon lowered to his knees, he kept his eyes locked on Rainerio’s. The cocoa-brown eyes darkened as Dillon licked his lips.


  Rainerio tapped Dillon’s lips with the head of his cock as he pulled Dillon’s hair back lightly. He opened wide, accepting the large prick between his lips.


  Rainerio hissed as he watched Dillon lap at the head, sucking it back into his throat. His head swam at the salty taste of his mate’s pre-cum. Dillon flinched when his fangs dragged across Rainerio’s flesh. He was about to pull away to apologize when Rainerio growled.


  “Do that again, babe.”


  Dillon hesitated for a moment before relaxing his throat, raking his sharp canines along Rainerio’s cock as he pushed forward, his nose touching pubic hair.


  Rainerio groaned as he rocked his hips, starting a slow fuck in and out of Dillon’s mouth. His fingers tightened in Dillon’s hair as he cupped Dillon jaw. “Damn, baby. Your mouth is so hot, so sweet.”


  Sliding his hand between Rainerio’s powerful legs, he held Rainerio’s balls in his hand, rolling them around as he began to hum.


  They drew tight to his mate’s body as Dillon worked his throat muscles, feeling the soft sac pull tight against Rainerio’s groin.


  Rainerio pulled Dillon’s hair hard as he shouted, hot seed spurting down his throat. Dillon pulled back and ran his tongue over the head of Rainerio’s cock, cleaning it as Rainerio breathed in and out raggedly.


  His mate picked him up, spinning him around as he pinned Dillon to the wall, driving his still hard cock into Dillon’s ass.


  Dillon clawed at the tiles as Rainerio lifted him off of his feet, wrapping his arms around Dillon’s body, taking him hard and fast.


  His feet scrambled until they settled on the ledge, his fingers digging into the grout. Rainerio clamped his teeth down hard on Dillon’s shoulder as he power-drove into Dillon’s ass.


  “Fuck me!” Dillon’s cock exploded, his cum shooting onto the wall as Rainerio slammed Dillon’s ass down on his dick. For the second time, Rainerio shouted, hot cum filling his ass as his mate’s movements became irregular, his footing slipping from under him.


  Dillon yelped as he and Rainerio went down.


  His back hit Rainerio’s chest as his arms shot out instinctively, trying to grab air.


  “Are you okay, Dillon?”


  “Are you?”


  Rainerio’s chest rumbled as he laughed. “I’m good.”


  “Me, too,” Dillon giggled as he tried to get up. Once he got to his feet, Rainerio grabbed the handle to the soap dish, pulling himself up.


  He leaned down and kissed Dillon before turning the shower off and sliding the door open.


  He towel dried Dillon as he stood there obediently. Rainerio smacked his ass. “Get to bed. You have to get up early.”


  Dillon wiggled his ass before walking into the bedroom. God, he loved Rainerio.


  


  


  * * * *


  Rainerio walked into Diablo’s with Takeo and Kobe. The two warriors walked next to him as they made their way to the bar. The crowd parted as people always did when a warrior walked amongst them.


  The warriors appreciated the respect. No one really knew them, and that was the way they liked it. If everyone knew all the aspects of what they could do and what they did, their jobs would be harder, and they would be less effective.


  Rainerio took a seat as the other two warriors sat on a stool on either side of him. “Do you think he will show?” Kobe asked as he scanned the crowd while leaning his back against the bar.


  “That’s what we’re hoping for,” Rainerio answered as he looked at every face in the club. Roxy was once again on stage, strutting his moneymaker as the crowd went wild.


  


  


  “He’s hot.” Kobe nudged Rainerio as his head jerked toward the stage.


  Rainerio shrugged. “If you like high maintenance men.” They were waiting to catch the teller from the bank—the one who watched them carefully as they talked with Falcon—making some sort of contact with Marino.


  Falcon had tipped them off, stating that he had gone over the books and found that one of his employees had tampered with the records of one of their clients. After digging further, he connected Marino’s name to the teller. It hadn’t been easy. Marino had done a thorough job of hiding the fact that he owned the accounts.


  Now they waited for the crooked teller to walk in. After watching him for a week, learning his habits, the warriors knew the guy would be here tonight. He seemed to be addicted to Roxy, just like every other male in the place.


  Rainerio accepted the beer Diablo slid across the bar to him. They nodded to one another before he turned back toward the throng of partiers.


  Kobe grabbed his crotch as he eyed one of the patrons. “I think I found a willing body,” he said as he stood. “I’ll be back.”


  “Okay, but if the guy shows up and you aren’t here to question him, that’s your neck if Panahasi asks why.” Rainerio took a drink from the bottle as he watched Roxy work the crowd.


  “Shit.” Kobe sat back down. He didn’t look too happy about passing up a chance at a quickie.


  “We are here to work, not to play,” Takeo reminded the other warrior. “Once we are finished, you can stay and play all you want.”


  “Gee, thanks,” Kobe grunted.


  One of the twinks that worked the crowd came sashaying over, eyeing all three with a lust-filled gaze. “I could take all three of you if you’d like...at the same time.”


  He wasn’t the first guy to see a warrior and come running.


  Rainerio would have taken him up on it any other time, but he was mated now and not interested in the least. “I’m taken, but you could ask them.” He nodded toward the other two.


  The twink looked disappointed but beamed up at Takeo. “How about you, tall, dark, and lethal?”


  Takeo smiled down at the man but shook his head. “I have no interest tonight.”


  All the warriors knew that Takeo was seeing someone in the human realm. They just didn’t know if it was sexual or not. Even with the warrior’s answer, Rainerio was still left guessing.


  “I thought you just said business first?” Kobe asked.


  Rainerio chuckled as he took a drink of his beer. He lowered the bottle as he smacked his lips. Damn it tasted good. “I was fucking with you. Go, but don’t be long.”


  “Give me five.” The twink looked pissed at Kobe’s response. He was probably hoping for more time and maybe an invite home that would never come.


  Kobe was on the hunt for his mate. Rainerio could be wrong though. If the guy turned out to be Kobe’s mate, then all hell would probably break loose. Kobe would kill anyone who came near the twink, just as any one of them would with their own mates. Problem was, the twink was a little too well known here, and Kobe wouldn’t tolerate anyone touching him.


  But, once the warrior found out that the guy wasn’t his mate, he’d move on, as he usually did. Rainerio straightened when he spotted the teller walking into the club. He elbowed Takeo, nodding toward the man as he made his way closer to the stage.


  They both sat back and watched him drool over the stripper.


  Rainerio became antsy after sitting there for over an hour, but nothing happened. He missed Dillon and wanted to get home, crawl into bed, and wrap his body around his little vamps. Kobe took two more guys to the back, but was now sitting next to him yawning. “Is he gonna talk to anyone or jack off again?”


  


  


  “I swear, if he jerks off one more time, I’m gonna slap the cuffs on him.” Rainerio growled.


  Takeo chuckled next to him. “I wouldn’t put my cuffs anywhere near the teller’s hands.”


  Rainerio grunted. “You have a point.” He sat back, wishing something would happen. Rainerio wanted to get home to his mate already.


  The show finally ended. It was about time. Rainerio never thought he would think it, but he’d had enough of seeing other men strut around. Since mating Dillon, he was no longer interested. It didn’t bother Rainerio to be with only one man. It meant his days of hunting for his mate were over, which he wouldn’t have any other way.


  Now all that was available to the patrons was the bar. The crowd moved away from the stage, either milling about or going to the bar for a drink. They watched the teller look around before sliding off into a back room.


  The three warriors moved closer, watching to see who went in next, or, who came out. When minutes passed and nothing happened, all three approached the door the teller had gone through. Rainerio put his ear to the door, but heard nothing.


  “I think we need to see who he’s partying with,” Rainerio said as he twisted the handle. The door flew open, but the room was empty.


  They searched every corner of it, but the teller was gone.


  “What the hell?” Kobe asked. “I know I saw him come in here.”


  “He did,” Rainerio said as he surveyed the room, “but someone helped him out.”


  


  


  * * * *


  The three warriors were back to teller duty the next day. Only this time they followed him directly from the bank. Falcon had wanted to fire the guy, but Panahasi had talked him into letting the teller work there just a little longer so they could track down Marino.


  


  


  Rainerio stared up at the street sign as they waited on the teller.


  He thought of his parents, something he hadn’t done in eons. Why he was thinking of them now, he wasn’t sure.


  His mother had been a caring parent, raising him with a loving hand. It was his father that Rainerio did his very best to stay away from.


  To say the man wasn’t happy with his preference for men was an understatement. He harped about Rainerio being a chosen warrior and the status it brought to their home. His father refused to acknowledge his happiness in men. He even went so far as to try and marry him off.


  Thankfully Panahasi had come to his home and informed his family that he was ready for his training. His father was pleased by the news, and pissed off by it as well. He wanted his son married before he went into training.


  Rainerio was grateful Panahasi got him out of there in time. He hadn’t heard from his father since. His mother, on the other hand, called him once in a while to check on him. When his father wasn’t near, of course.


  He was jerked out of his thoughts when Kobe tapped his chest with his hand. Rainerio looked up to see the teller emerge from the bank, look around, and then started walking in their direction. He knew the man hadn’t seen them, but if they didn’t move soon, he would.


  They slid to the shadows, watching as he passed them by. Once he was far enough ahead, they came out of hiding and followed him.


  They knew he dealt with Marino on a monetary level, but they weren’t too sure how often the two had contact.


  It didn’t make sense to any of them how the teller disappeared from a room with no windows. The only thing they could surmise was that someone shimmered him out. So either the elf was playing both sides, or Marino had been there.


  “He better not give me a day of shopping to follow. I’m still getting over my boredom from last night,” Kobe griped as they followed him to King Wings. They waited off in the cut as the teller ordered his food and then took a seat.


  Rainerio leaned against the brick building behind him. He hated surveillance work. It was boring as hell. But one did find out a lot about someone by tailing them.


  When the teller finished his food and exited the wing joint, they followed him to the grocery store.


  “I swear, if he doesn’t do something interesting soon, I’m gonna tackle him just to liven things up,” Kobe complained. Rainerio agreed, but they couldn’t allow the teller to know that he was being followed.


  As bad as he wanted to do exactly what Kobe had suggested, Rainerio knew they couldn’t.


  “We’re not on vacation here,” Takeo reminded them. “Our job is to follow him and catch him making contact with Marino.”


  “And what if he doesn’t?” Kobe asked. “Then what? We follow him around for the next month? No offense, but I have better things to do with my life, like live it.”


  “What’s gotten into you?” Rainerio knew that Kobe wasn’t a patient warrior, but he was acting a little too fidgety. Kobe was the youngest of all the warriors, with some more maturing to do, but he was grown enough to know how to do his job. All this whining and complaining wasn’t like him.


  Kobe shrugged as they waited on the teller to emerge from the store. “I thought I found my mate last night. I was pretty damn sure he was the one. But there was no binding.”


  “I’m sorry to hear that, Kobe. It’s a hard road to travel when looking for your mate. A lot of meaningless hook-ups are a part of it.”


  Kobe spit on the ground as he looked away from Rainerio. He could tell it was taking its toll on the warrior. It was an inborn need in demons to want their mates. Rainerio didn’t even want to think of the men he had slept with in order to find his. He couldn’t believe he had almost passed him up when he refused to sleep with Dillon. That would have been the worst decision he would have ever made.


  Thank goodness the small man had been insistent and pushy.


  Rainerio knew he wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer anyway.


  Dillon had fascinated him from the moment he laid eyes on him in Snooke’s apartment.


  “There he is,” Takeo pointed out. The teller walked out of the store, a few bags in his hand. They followed him to his apartment building where the guy stayed for the rest of the night.


  


  


  * * * *


  Dillon smiled when he felt Rainerio’s hard chest melt into his back. He was unpacking boxes, putting things away when he felt his mate against him. “How’d it go?”


  Rainerio kissed a path down his neck as he sighed. “Nothing exciting. He’s in for the night.” His mate reached into one of the boxes and pulled out a small family album. “Do you need any help?”


  “No, it’s helping to occupy my mind from all the crazy shit going on in this world. I don’t plan on spending too much more time doing this. I have a collection of movies set up for us to watch. I’m calling it the ‘Hunky Gorgeous Men Marathon.’ Too bad you won’t be starring in it.”


  Dillon giggled as Rainerio dropped the album on the bed and picked him up, nipping playfully at his neck. “I don’t think I want you watching hot men all night.”


  “I’ll only attack you when it’s over.”


  “Then by all means, watch away.”


  Dillon laughed this time. “I thought you would change your mind.” He shook his head at his mate, wearing a smile on his face as he dug back into the boxes. He frowned when he pulled out a gold pendant necklace. It wasn’t something he remembered having.


  


  


  “That’s nice, family heirloom?” Rainerio asked as he stepped beside Dillon.


  Dillon stared at the necklace, the gold sparkling, even in the dimly lit room. It was very beautiful, but not his. “I’ve never seen it before.”


  There was a locket at the end of the chain. He palmed it, ready to open it and see what was inside when a large hand covered his, stopping him from revealing the contents.


  “If you don’t know where it came from, then I think it best you don’t open it.”


  Dillon looked down at his palm once Rainerio’s hand was removed, wondering where it could have come from. He looked into the box, pushing things aside, but the only other contents in there belonged to him.


  “I have heirlooms, but I know what each piece is. I’ve never seen this before.” He held it up, watching the tiny heart spin around. It wasn’t a “meh” piece, but a brilliant “wow” piece. It didn’t look tarnished or fractured anywhere.


  “I think I should take that.” Rainerio held his hand up. Dillon wasn’t going to deny that he was very curious as to its contents. There may be nothing inside the locket, but there may be something to reveal where it had come from.


  Reluctantly, he handed it over to Rainerio. Living in this realm and dealing with the strange inhabitants, one couldn’t be too sure what something was. It looked like a locket, but in this ass-backward place, it could be a key to a portal or a damn bomb.


  He didn’t want to wait around until the damn thing exploded. It may be tiny, but tiny things often carried a powerful punch.


  “I’m gonna give this to Panahasi and let him figure out what it is. Are you sure you’ve never seen it before?”


  Dillon shook his head. “I’d remember something as stunning as that.”


  His eyes stayed with the trinket as Rainerio held it up for examination. It had strange symmetrical designs on it, crisscrossed and looped to elegant curves. The piece reminded Dillon of something a woman would wear back in the times when jewelry was handcrafted and an art. It looked dated.


  “I’ll be back. The quicker I get this out of here, the safer I’ll feel about it.”


  Dillon nodded, watching as Rainerio disappeared. For some strange reason, his head seemed to clear once the piece of jewelry was out of his sight. He was able to think more clearly now.


  Why on earth did he feel drawn to the darn thing?


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Eight


  


  Rainerio snap-grabbed the teller’s shirt as he emerged from the backroom of Diablo’s, Takeo and Kobe rushing the room. He heard curses ring out as the warriors came back into the hallway. They didn’t look too happy, which told Rainerio all he needed to know.


  Marino had gotten away.


  Shit!


  His night seemed to be getting better by the hour. This surveillance shit was wearing on his nerves and he was ready to slam the teller into a fucking nearby table. Rainerio was tired and horny, not a good combination when dealing with someone who aggravated the hell out of him.


  “He was there but was already vanishing when we came in,” Kobe announced with a bit of anger in his voice. Rainerio didn’t blame the guy. He was getting tired of the cat and mouse game as well. It was wearing on him. He absently wondered what Dillon was doing right now. Rainerio would give anything to get this piece of shit to the leader and go see his baby.


  Rainerio pulled the teller from the club, taking him to the shadows. “Since you want to play go-boy for Marino, you can play tell-all to Panahasi.”


  The teller’s eyes rounded as he shrank back. “No. I swear, I didn’t do anything wrong.” The teller squirmed as Rainerio hauled him to the side of the building. He was tired of playing games and very tired of following this dickhead. The teller was going to spill all to Panahasi or take a trip down to the keeper.


  Rainerio grinned evilly.


  


  


  The teller may not be guilty of anything, but the trip was sure to scare the hell out of him and make him think twice about who he kept company with.


  Rainerio was aware the man may not have had a choice, but he could have come to them when Marino approached him. That would have solved a lot of headaches over this tailing bullshit.


  “Okay…okay. No need to manhandle me. I’m going.”


  Rainerio wanted to throttle the little snot. “I honestly hope you don’t think this is some sort of game. You have a lot of explaining to do.”


  “I swear, it wasn’t my fault—” Rainerio shook the teller, hoping it silenced him and relieved that it did. He had heard about every story out there. This man would be no different. It may come in another form, but a lie was a lie.


  “Save it for the leader. I could care less.” The only thing on Rainerio’s mind was dropping the piece of shit off and going to check on Dillon. He was at work where Jake was not only keeping an eye on him, but Chris as well.


  It didn’t matter.


  He wanted to see with his own eyes and maybe get a kiss from his mate. He was itching to touch Dillon, and it had only been a few short hours since the sexy little man had been writhing under him.


  His cock was getting hard just thinking about the blond-haired beauty. Damn, Dillon affected him like no one else ever had. It wasn’t only the mating thing. Rainerio knew deep down that Dillon was his kind of man through and through. He had thought he wasn’t before sleeping with the man, but Rainerio was only thinking that because he was fighting the attraction.


  Having his mate taken from him once was enough. He was determined to make sure it never happened again. And if watching dickheads like the one in his grasp kept his mate safe, then he would spend his time tailing them.


  It just sucked to be away from his mate.


  


  


  He handed the teller off to Takeo when his phone started vibrating in his pocket. Rainerio grabbed the phone, keeping a close eye on the guy. Even though Takeo had him, he wasn’t taking any chances. He could see sneakiness written all over the man’s face.


  He placed the phone to his ear, taking a deep breath to calm himself. This teller man was pissing him off. “Rainerio.”


  “This is Jake.”


  The hairs on the back of his neck stood up and a cold chill ran down his spine. This couldn’t be good. The only time Jake was to call him was if something was going on.


  “Hello.” Rainerio said it slowly, as if speaking that way could slow down time, could make whatever was going on cease to be happening.


  “I don’t mean to call you, but I need you to get down here. Something funny is going on with Dillon.” The tone of Jake’s voice made Rainerio race into the shadow next to the two warriors and the teller, appearing at the coffee shop just as Jake spoke into the phone.


  “Hurry.”


  Rainerio’s jaw dropped as the phone slowly lowered from his ear.


  His hand hung in midair with the phone attached to it as he stared at his mate. No fucking way!


  His mate was fighting Chris behind the counter to get his own clothes off. Chris was battling with him to keep Dillon’s pants on while Dillon was trying to bite Chris and yank his jeans down. His shirt was already gone, his naked chest in plain view. Rainerio growled at the creamy flesh that was revealed for all to see.


  Mine!


  Rainerio raced around the corner of the counter, snatching Dillon off of his feet as he rushed in the direction from where he had entered the shop. “Let me know what’s going on,” Jake shouted as Rainerio disappeared with his battling mate.


  He didn’t have time to answer the man. He was too busy stopping his mate from tearing his damn clothes off.


  


  


  “Dillon, stop,” Rainerio commanded, but his mate kept right on pulling at his jeans. He was acting like a madman. He wasn’t sure what was wrong, but Dillon wasn’t acting like himself.


  Rainerio growled when he saw the gold necklace around Dillon’s neck. He wasn’t sure how he had missed it before, but the damn thing sparkled as it sat on Dillon’s chest.


  “How did you get this?” He yanked it from around Dillon’s neck, staring at it as it dangled from his hand. His mate stopped attacking his jeans and began to attack Rainerio. Small black nails grew from the tips of his fingers as Dillon tried to shred him apart.


  “Dillon. Stop,” he shouted, pinning his mate’s arms to his chest.


  Rainerio kept a tight hold on him as he walked backward and ended up in Panahasi’s apartment. He tossed the necklace at the leader as he pinned Dillon to the couch. His mate struggled, his face glistening with sweat.


  “Did you give that back to him?” he shouted as Dillon tried to take a bite out of him. He yanked his arm away and repositioned it away from his mate’s sharp fangs. “He tried to strip at work.”


  Rainerio grabbed Dillon’s wrists and placed them above his head as he blanketed his mate’s body. He could feel Dillon shaking beneath him.


  The leader looked at the necklace in his hand as he shook his head. “No. I had it sitting on the bar, waiting for the keeper to come and retrieve it.” Panahasi walked away, disappearing from sight.


  Once his leader was nowhere to be seen, Dillon stopped fighting to get free and began to panic.


  His chest was expanding and contracting at an alarming rate as Dillon’s eyes darted around frantically.


  “Rainerio,” he called out in a hyperventilating tone. His mate was filled with fear, and it showed in his eyes. The pupils were huge as Dillon looked around wildly.


  


  


  “Are you with me, baby?” He ran his hands over Dillon’s blond hair. His mate took a deep breath and nodded. “Can you tell me what happened, love?”


  Rainerio’s heart broke at the lost and frightened look in his mate’s eyes.


  Dillon’s fingers curled into his shirt, his eyes begging Rainerio to help him make sense of this. “I don’t…I don’t remember,” Dillon cried as his fingers dug through Rainerio’s shirt and into his flesh.


  Rainerio sat back on his haunches and let his mate sit up, watching him for any signs of combativeness. “I was working behind the counter with Chris, having a good day. We were talking and laughing, and then I was here.” Dillon looked around like the room held the answer.


  He took a deep and calming breath before settling his eyes back on Rainerio.


  Rainerio wanted to know what the hell was going on. No one should lose part of a day. It was very strange, and he had a feeling the necklace was a huge part of it. “You were wearing the necklace, sweetheart.”


  Dillon looked up at Rainerio with a frown. “What necklace?” His hands reached up and felt around his neck for the necklace that was no longer there.


  “The gold one you found in your box yesterday, with the heart pendant attached to it.”


  Dillon bit his bottom lip as he shook his head. “I don’t remember any necklace, Rainerio. What necklace?” he asked, his voice gaining a hysterical pitch. “What’s going on? Why can’t I remember getting here, and why can’t I remember a necklace?”


  “Calm down.” Rainerio pulled his mate tightly to his chest. He wanted answers to those questions as well.


  


  


  * * * *


  


  


  Dillon kept fingering his neck every five seconds, making sure there wasn’t a necklace there. He couldn’t understand what had happened, but if Rainerio said there was a gold necklace around his neck, there must have been.


  He quickly put away the dishes that his mate had used for dinner.


  Dillon had tried to eat the food, only to throw it right back up. It was useless to try again. Even though the smell was delicious and teasing, he knew he couldn’t go for a second attempt.


  “Why are you washing them?” Rainerio asked as he walked into the kitchen and pressed his back into Dillon’s. God, his mate felt so good standing behind him.


  “It gives me something to do, but if you keep humping on me like that, I’m sure I can find something better to do. Like ravage your body.”


  Tulip picked that moment to come into the kitchen barking, making her needs known. Rainerio chuckled as he bent at the waist and hauled her up into his arms. “I’ll take her out.”


  “Don’t forget I have a ravaging appointment when you get back,” Dillon called out as he let the water drain from the sink. He wiped the counter down and swept the floor, waiting for his mate to return.


  Dillon ran into the bedroom when he was done with the kitchen and took the world’s quickest shower. He dried off quickly and then ran into the bedroom, lying across the bed, trying his best to look sexy. He lay on his side, with one leg propped up and his head resting in his hand.


  Okay, that won’t do. Dillon turned over on his back and spread his legs wide, palming his cock as he heard Tulip bark. He closed his eyes, waiting for Rainerio to join him, when he felt the bed move and then his face being dampened with a wet tongue.


  “Tulip! No, girl, you have to go. You can’t see Daddy having sex. That’s just wrong. Now go.” He shooed her away only to see Rainerio standing in the doorway chuckling.


  “Looks like she beat me to you.”


  


  


  Dillon wrinkled his nose. “Don’t even joke like that. And close the door so she doesn’t have a heart attack when her big daddy tries to kill her little daddy.”


  “Kill?” Rainerio asked as he shut the bedroom door.


  “I sure hope so.” Dillon rolled to his hands and knees, wiggling his ass around. “Make me feel like I’m dying and going to heaven.”


  Dillon watched Rainerio’s eyes darken and smolder with desire. It was the hottest thing he had ever seen. His fangs pierced his bottom lip as he watched Rainerio slowly undress, revealing his tanned and succulent skin.


  Dillon’s gums began to ache as Rainerio climbed onto the bed and bent down between his legs, giving one long lick between his cheeks.


  His head dropped to the pillow as Rainerio circled his tongue around Dillon’s hole, pressing in slightly and making him moan.


  He jerked when he felt a finger enter him, and then Rainerio began to tongue-bathe him again. Oh hell, it got better and better every time with his mate. His knees slid apart as Rainerio lapped at his skin.


  Hands cupped his rear, kneading his cheeks as Rainerio delved his tongue deeper into Dillon’s hole. His eyes rolled as his lips parted. He knew now that his mate was going to try and make his wish come true. Dillon was going to see heaven.


  His body shivered as Rainerio’s finger twisted and his hot spot was grazed. “Another, another,” he chanted.


  He was bearing down on Rainerio’s thick finger, gasping when his mate added a second. Rainerio didn’t need to stretch him with his fingers—his cock pulsed a lubricant that naturally relaxed his tight entrance—but to feel his mate’s fingers playing with him so erotically was what he was after.


  He was barely hanging onto the edge as Rainerio tongue-fucked him and then alternated with his fingers, making Dillon’s mind turn to mush.


  


  


  Dillon was able to take an unsteady breath when Rainerio’s tongue left his entrance and began to lick its way down to his ball sac.


  He fisted the sheets as Rainerio’s tongue swirled around, teasing each orb.


  His hand moved down to encircle his cock, but Rainerio’s hand pushed it away. His body was coiled tight. He needed the release. “I need it.”


  Rainerio removed his fingers and tossed Dillon around, making him land on his back as Rainerio reinserted his fingers and sealed the head of his cock between those luscious, pouty lips. Dillon’s legs fell to the side as one large hand stroked his cock and the other fucked his ass.


  Rainerio’s tongue ran over the tiny slit, drawing his pre-cum out, leaving Dillon shaking with pleasure. His balls ached to release his seed as Rainerio took him to the back of his throat.


  Dillon clenched his teeth, trying to stave off his impending orgasm, wanting to come as Rainerio fucked him hard and deep, but his body had other ideas. Sultry sounds spilled from his lips as Rainerio worked his cock like magic.


  Dillon panted through clenched teeth as a powerful sensation ripped through his body, “Yes! Suck me, Rainerio, suck me down your throat,” Dillon cried as his body exploded like a nuclear bomb.


  Incoherent words started leaving his lips, making his shout hoarse as Rainerio drank him down.


  His back hit the bed as Rainerio pulled Dillon’s cock from his mouth, a wide grin on his face. “Did I kill you?”


  “Uh-huh.” Dillon nodded, feeling like he was boneless and unable to give a real reply. His legs were flipped over Rainerio’s arms as his mate got to his knees and scooted closer to Dillon.


  A soft little wail left his lips as Rainerio plunged deep, his cock sinking all the way to the hilt. He bucked and surged, his body responding to his mate’s even though his mind had long ago left him.


  


  


  Rainerio’s thrusts became vigorous as his hips moved faster and faster. He quaked in Rainerio’s arms as his mate’s mouth sought his out and found it. A maelstrom of sensations bombarded him as Rainerio’s tongue swept through his mouth.


  Dillon dragged a hand over the flat planes of Rainerio’s abdomen, feeling the muscles tighten as his mate’s cock assaulted his ass.


  Rainerio broke the kiss, his lips resting by Dillon’s ear. “Scream for me,” he whispered. His voice was thick with passion.


  Dillon grabbed his mate’s shoulder, his back coming off the bed as he arched. A kaleidoscope of sensations exploded inside of him, his cock detonating like a bomb. His orgasm was wrenched from him as he screamed Rainerio’s name.


  Rainerio growled, pushing Dillon’s legs higher, making them damn near touch his head, as he pounded their flesh together, the sound echoing off the wall and ringing in his ears.


  His mate was on a mission. His eyes narrowed as sweat built up on Rainerio’s face, making him look like he’d just come from the shower. His jaw was set, his lips thinned as Rainerio gave one, two, and then a third thrust, his body going rigid as his head fell onto his shoulders, and he shouted to the ceiling.


  Dillon could feel hot pulses of seed shooting into his ass. His back fell to the bed as his body suddenly lost the ability to move.


  Rainerio leaned down, panting as he laid a quick kiss on Dillon’s lips. He fell to the side, grabbing Dillon and pulling him close.


  Dillon could hear his mate’s heart thundering, matching his own.


  He yawned and curled into Rainerio’s warm body as he slowly closed his eyes.


  He felt Rainerio moving around and then a sheet was draped over him. Dillon threw his leg over Rainerio’s abdomen as he cuddled close and drifted off to sleep.


  


  


  * * * *


  


  


  Dillon lay there waiting for the alarm to go off, enjoying the feel of his mate wrapped around him. He thought about what Rainerio had said earlier.


  No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t remember a necklace. It ticked him off more than he had let on. Dillon didn’t like anyone controlling him.


  Panahasi had told him that when they drained his blood, that was when they must have kept a small amount to use against him.


  It didn’t make any sense. The plan to use the necklace to control Dillon, according to Rainerio, had failed right from the beginning.


  There really was no point in it.


  Whatever, and whoever, was doing this had a lot to answer for in Dillon’s book.


  He’d find out who the culprit was if he had to search for the next ten years.


  Dillon reached over and shut the alarm off as it began to buzz.


  The one bright spot in his life, aside from his mate who brightened up his world, was working at the coffeehouse.


  He loved being there with Chris and Jake. But he’d have to watch his back now, and his front. No one was going to make a fool of him again.


  Dillon slid from the bed and padded to the shower, enjoying his morning already. He wrapped a towel around his waist as he rubbed another one through his hair.


  “How do you feel this morning?”


  Dillon smiled at Rainerio. “Good. I feel like my old self again. Horny and happy.” He giggled as he tossed the towel in the hamper.


  “Now if you don’t stop staring at me like I’m a steak, I’ll be late for work.”


  Rainerio chuckled as he backed out of the bathroom. “We wouldn’t want that.”


  “No, we wouldn’t. Now go away while I get dressed. You know you can’t resist my naked butt.”


  


  


  Rainerio purposely patted Dillon’s ass before leaving the bedroom. Dillon rolled his eyes as he walked over to the closet and got dressed. When he opened the bedroom door, Tulip was yapping at him.


  “I know, girl. Daddy will take you for a long walk when I get home. Maybe Mitzsy and Mickey will join us.”


  He found his mate in the kitchen sipping a cup of coffee. “Man, I miss that.” He smiled as he filled Tulip’s doggy bowls.


  “Sorry.” Rainerio crossed the room and dumped his cup in the sink.


  “Hey! There’s no need to do that. Just because I can’t indulge in it anymore doesn’t mean you have to suffer. Don’t do that again.”


  Dillon huffed as he grabbed Tulip’s leash. “Now take me outside so I can let her potty.”


  Rainerio rinsed his cup and grabbed Dillon’s hand, having him outside and across the street at the park in seconds. Tulip sniffed around, taking her time as usual. Dillon watched his mate as his dog tended to her business.


  “Okay, what’s bothering you?”


  “I hate that your life has changed so much. If it hadn’t been for us demons, you would still be in the human realm, ignorant and happy.”


  Dillon chuckled. “Being ignorant would make me happy?”


  Rainerio growled. “You know what I mean. This is why I fought being with you for so long. I didn’t want you being used against us. Now look what has happened.”


  “What? I found my mate? That’s the only thing that has happened. And mind-blowing sex, let’s not forget about that. That alone was worth the trip to Weirdville.”


  “How can you be so optimistic about all of this?”


  Dillon followed behind Tulip as he listened to Rainerio go on and on. “Well, I could run around here being pissy and angry, or I could deal with what has happened to me and make lemonade.”


  “Lemonade?”


  


  


  “When life gives you lemons, you make lemonade.”


  “Humans are some strange creatures.” Rainerio shook his head, as if trying to understand Dillon’s analogy. He didn’t think his mate ever would. Rainerio looked at the glass as being half empty and Dillon saw it as half full. Talk about a strange pairing.


  Maybe not. Maybe Dillon was just what Rainerio needed.


  Someone to show him that life was full of all kinds of little surprises.


  Hopefully getting Rainerio to see the rainbow flag in everything wasn’t going to be too hard of a task.


  Somehow he doubted it though.


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Nine


  


  Constantine watched the keeper walk past his cell. He swore one of these days he was going to get out of here. His fingers curled around the bars in his door as he stared out into the corridor. It had been six months since he had been imprisoned here.


  I will be there soon, brother. Get the necklace from the keeper.


  Constantine’s eyes widened as he heard his brother’s voice. His eyes tried to scan the dimly lit corridor, but he saw no one but the keeper.


  How the hell was he supposed to accomplish that? Had his dear old brother forgotten that he was locked behind bars?


  He grabbed his head as another memory assaulted him, taking him back a few years. Sweat trickled down his temple as Constantine battled to regain his focus on the here and now. There was no other choice. He had to. His brother was sending him a message, and he needed to focus.


  Constantine’s fingers gripped the bars tighter as he heard a loud explosion, saw the keeper roar as he headed back his way, and then…his cell opened.


  There was no stopping to question what was going on. He pushed the door open and dove for the keeper, grabbing the necklace from his hand. Constantine took off in the opposite direction, unsure where he was headed, but away from the creature that guarded these cells seemed like a pretty good idea.


  Malcor’s. Meet me at Malcor’s.


  


  


  Constantine heard his brother’s voice whispering through the darkness again. He followed the loud noises until he was close to the way out.


  Malcor’s. Meet me at Malcor’s.


  


  


  * * * *


  Rainerio grabbed Dillon when he saw the warriors running from the apartment building. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but it didn’t look good.


  Nope, things were sure to be on the downslide when he saw Panahasi appear.


  “Get your mate upstairs,” Kane shouted. “Then meet us down by the Black River. It’s overflowing onto the banks.”


  Rainerio froze for a moment, unable to move.


  God no!


  Marino must have found the secret to unlocking the crystal. The warriors knew what it would take, but they’d prayed Marino never found out. He was Snooke’s uncle and one bad seed if Rainerio had ever seen one.


  Dillon scooped Tulip up as Rainerio grabbed his mate and headed upstairs. This wasn’t good. Not good at all. He let go of Dillon and headed for the door. “Stay inside, love. It’s not safe for you to be out.”


  “O–okay.”


  Rainerio sighed and walked back over to his mate, cupping his face and kissing him. “The Black River is overflowing. It means the crystal has been used and the cells are being opened. This apartment building is the safest place for you to be right now.”


  “Can I go to Snooke’s?”


  “Good idea. I’ll take you there, and then I have to go.” He didn’t like the way his mate was shaking as he grabbed his hand. Dillon’s skin had gone a shade paler, and he clutched Tulip a little too tightly.


  


  


  He hated scaring his mate, but he wasn’t going to lie to him.


  Dillon needed to be aware of the dangers.


  Rainerio coaxed his mate to the door, taking him to Snooke’s apartment.


  “Is he okay?” Snooke asked when he opened the door and looked at Dillon.


  “I’m not sure. Can he sit with you while I’m gone?”


  “Sure.” Snooke opened the door wider to allow them to walk through. “I’ll keep him company while whatever’s going on. Chris is in the bathroom, but we can entertain each other for a while.”


  Rainerio felt better knowing Dillon was going to be with someone. He didn’t like the idea of his mate sitting alone in their apartment. Even with Tulip to keep him company, he still would have been scared.


  “Thanks.” Rainerio kissed his mate before heading down to the Black River. Rainerio couldn’t help but worry about his mate. He was usually a chatty, happy little guy. But lately he seemed off.


  He knew it was a lot to take in, everything that had happened to him. Rainerio just hoped he would be back to his old self soon. He missed the spunkiness.


  Rainerio had gotten to the river to see all the warriors pacing the bank. “Why aren’t we taking a proactive stance here? Are we just going to wait for the shit to hit the fan?” he asked.


  “We can’t seem to get in.” Kane pointed toward the river that was slowly overflowing the banks. The last time this had happened, all hell had broken lose in Serenity City. That was thousands of years ago, and Rainerio wasn’t looking forward to a repeat of the times back then.


  He noticed some people gathering around the grassy area, far enough back, but probably not far enough if anything came out of the murky waters. “Shouldn’t someone tell these people to get the hell out of here?”


  


  


  Wayland nodded, taking it upon himself to do crowd control.


  Maybe Rainerio should have done it. Having something to do would have kept his mind off of his mate.


  “What’s going on?” someone shouted from the top of the bank.


  No one in this city was old enough to remember the battle that had taken place so long ago. When the city was overrun with depraved creatures out to torture and maim. They didn’t remember the terror most people lived in back then.


  Rainerio did, and he would do anything in his powers to make sure it didn’t happen again. The worst had been Crypt. The creature was hell incarnate. It had taken all the warriors, including the leader to imprison him.


  He prayed that Crypt hadn’t been released.


  Hours passed, but nothing happened. The river stopped its trek up the bank, and all was silent. Rainerio was edgy, wishing something, anything, would happen so they could get this over with.


  The waiting was killing him.


  “I don’t remember it taking this long the last time this happened,” Hondo said as they sat on the grass embankment.


  “Me either. Something’s not right,” Rainerio answered.


  “What if no one has been released? I mean, surely someone would have come out by now,” Kane stated as he sat down next to them.


  “No, someone has or the river wouldn’t have overflowed. I just think they got smart this time and are waiting for us to go away,” Rainerio said.


  “But what about the keeper? Where is he? Shouldn’t he be fighting with us?” Takeo asked.


  “Maybe he’s battling whoever released the prisoners. I can’t understand how we’re unable to get down there. That’s never happened before.” Rainerio rubbed his chin, wondering what Panahasi thought of all this. He turned to look at the leader, but the large man was busy talking to the other warriors.


  


  


  “I don’t like it,” Kane complained as he leaned back on his elbows. “Something just isn’t right.”


  “I wonder how long we’ll have to sit here and wait.” Rainerio wanted to go check on the mates, Dillon in particular. He could see Hondo and Kane looking in the direction of the apartment building, feeling the same way he did.


  


  


  * * * *


  “Do you think they’re fighting right now?” Dillon asked Snooke.


  “Hard to say. I’ve looked out the window a few times, but I don’t see chaos reigning. It seems normal out there.”


  Dillon snorted. “If you call anything here normal.”


  “It’s not that bad here, is it?” Chris asked from the couch. “I’ve been to the human realm. You aren’t missing much.”


  Dillon slouched down. It hadn’t been much, but it had been familiar. The human realm was where he had been born and raised. “I do like it here. But tell me you wouldn’t be a little leery if your world had been turned upside down in such a short time.”


  “True,” Snooke agreed. “But you have to find something here you like.”


  Dillon giggled as his thoughts wandered to his mate. “There is someone who makes it very interesting.”


  “And who would that someone be?”


  Dillon’s head snapped around to see Rainerio, Hondo, and Kane standing by the kitchen door. He looked back at Snooke and Chris, glaring at them. “You knew they were standing there, didn’t you?”


  Chris blushed as he laughed. “Busted.”


  Rainerio and the other two warriors chuckled as Dillon felt his body flushing. “And who keeps it interesting for you?”


  “You, of course. No need to fish for compliments. I’ll hand them to you freely.” Dillon beamed up at his mate.


  “And I’ll gladly take them.”


  


  


  “What happened?” Snooke asked the warriors.


  “Nothing.” Kane took a seat in the chair, Snooke sitting on the floor between his legs. Dillon had seen them sitting like this all the time, but he still wondered about it.


  “We can handle it.” Chris pouted. “I promise not to go running out to fight anyone.”


  Hondo growled and pulled his mate from the couch. “I know you won’t. But like Kane said, nothing happened. We waited, but no one showed. Panahasi has four of the warriors guarding the river.”


  “I’m tired.” Dillon whispered into Rainerio’s ear when his mate squatted down by him. It had been an exhausting day with too much excitement for his blood.


  Rainerio lifted Dillon into his arms, taking him to their apartment.


  “You know, I can walk just fine.”


  His mate grunted, pulling Dillon higher up into his arms. “Not if I can carry you.”


  “Goodness me, I feel like a southern belle who is swooning.”


  Dillon rolled his eyes as his mate laughed.


  “You can swoon, baby.”


  “In your dreams.” Sheesh, one would think his mate actually wanted a fainting man. Well, that wasn’t him. Of course, he didn’t complain when Rainerio began to undress him. He liked that.


  “Wha—” He watched, stupefied, as Rainerio tucked him in and then left the bedroom.


  Men! He’d never understand them. From the way his mate was looking at him, he thought he was about to get his groove on.


  Dillon tossed the sheet aside, walking out of the bedroom in search of his mate. He found Rainerio sitting naked in a chair, staring off into space. Dillon climbed onto his lap and rested his head on his mate’s chest.


  He hadn’t considered the day the warrior had. Now he felt like a selfish little twit. Rainerio began to rub his back, but kept staring at some fixed object only he had a sight on.


  


  


  A long time passed before any words were spoken. Dillon was feeling content to just sit there and be a comfort piece for his mate.


  “I hate that you’re caught up in all of this.”


  Is that what was bothering his mate? He hoped not. Rainerio had bigger things to focus on. “I’m okay. Honestly.”


  Rainerio wrapped his strong arms around Dillon, resting his chin on Dillon’s head. “I know, babe. It still doesn’t mean I don’t worry about you. If things go the way they did the last time this happened, it won’t be safe enough to leave the house.”


  Oh. Dillon wasn’t sure he liked that. Sure, being cuddled with Rainerio was great, but he did need his space to socialize and have a bit of fun. He liked working at Jake’s, and the idea of giving that up didn’t set well with him.


  But he would if it meant giving his mate peace of mind. “What happened last time? You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”


  Rainerio rubbed his chin back and forth, his fingers making small circles on Dillon’s skin. “Serenity City used to be anything but serene.


  Thousands of years ago, dark creatures roamed the streets, terrorizing the inhabitants. It took the combined forces of the demon warriors to hunt them down and lock them up. There was one who almost defeated us, and I’m afraid he may be one of the creatures released.”


  This didn’t sound good at all. Dillon didn’t want to know but was too curious not to ask. “Who?”


  “Crypt. He’s nothing like any of us has seen before. He’s evil incarnate and has a nasty ass temper to boot. The man is pretty damn powerful. This is why we’ve been hunting Marino down relentlessly. If he got free, this realm would become hell.”


  Yeah, he really wasn’t liking this bit of news. Not only would his freedom be taken, but Rainerio would be in danger. For the first time in Dillon’s life, he was happy, and he didn’t want to lose that. “Isn’t there anything you can do besides sit around and wait?”


  Dillon could feel Rainerio’s head shake back and forth. “I’m afraid not, love. For some reason, we can’t get down to the cells.”


  


  


  Dillon’s heart sunk to his toes the more his mate told him about what was happening. It seemed like an impossible situation. How were they going to fight against odds such as those Rainerio described to him?


  He began to fear for Rainerio’s very life. What if this Crypt person got out and killed his mate? It was more than Dillon could handle. Hot tears slid down his cheeks. He didn’t want to be in a world without Rainerio. The man was his everything.


  “Don’t cry, love. It isn’t over until we’ve won. And I don’t plan on losing.” Rainerio held him close as Dillon listened to the strong heartbeat behind Rainerio’s chest. “I still have those condoms.”


  Dillon smiled through his tears. “Really?”


  “Yep, I kept them as a reminder of a hot little human who wouldn’t take no for an answer.”


  Dillon twisted his lips as he stared up at his mate. “Like you didn’t want me, too.”


  “I did, very much. But I was afraid you would be used against us. It seems my worries came true.”


  Dillon glanced up at his mate when he felt Rainerio’s erection pressing into his hip. He wiggled around until the tip of his mate’s cock was resting at his entrance. Dillon moaned when he felt the hot little spurts of lubricant wet his hole.


  “That is such an advantage.” He panted as Rainerio wrapped his hand around Dillon’s cock. He was going to get as much loving from his mate as he could before things got to crazy around here.


  Dillon wanted his mate to know just how much he loved him. He knew from the moment he had laid eyes on Rainerio that he was the one. His head tilted back as Rainerio lifted his chin, capturing his lips in a blazing kiss that stole Dillon’s breath.


  “Have I ever told you how much I love your body?” his mate asked as their lips parted and his thumb rubbed over the head of Dillon’s cock.


  


  


  Dillon shook his head, feasting his eyes on Rainerio’s kiss-swollen lips. He wanted to taste them again.


  His tongue shot out, licking his bottom lip as he leaned up, grabbing Rainerio’s hair and pulling him back down so he could taste a bit of heaven.


  Rainerio jerked his cock slowly, and then moved his hand lower to push inside of Dillon. Oh hell, it always felt so good when his mate filled him. Rainerio was large, taking up every inch in Dillon’s ass.


  He sat sideways on Rainerio’s lap, his body enjoying the feeling of Rainerio’s hand on his cock and his shaft in Dillon’s ass. There was nothing in the world like it.


  Dillon tried to wiggle around, to fuck his mate back, but in this position, it was almost impossible.


  “I’ll do all the work. I want you to lay back and take pleasure from it.”


  Oh, Dillon planned to. He reached up and hooked his hands around Rainerio’s neck, kissing his mate as Rainerio thrust his hips.


  Dillon’s ball sac was pulled and tugged on by Rainerio’s hand, making his cock harden even more.


  Rainerio’s large hand was making his chest rise and fall rapidly.


  He was close. Oh god, he was so damn close.


  His mate slid his hands into Dillon’s hair, tugging it back as he latched on to Dillon’s neck, sucking up a bruise and nipping at his flesh. His head fell back as Rainerio feasted on his skin.


  The large hand around his cock was stroking him faster as Rainerio fucked him harder. Dillon cried out as his seed spurted out.


  His body jerked as Rainerio’s hips snapped in frenzy.


  Rainerio roared, his head falling back as he held onto Dillon, pounding into him. Dillon collapsed against his mate’s chest, pulling in ragged gulps of air.


  His mate nuzzled his neck as Dillon dozed off.


  


  


  * * * *


  


  


  Rainerio got up slowly, carrying his mate to bed. Once he had Dillon settled, he walked to the bathroom, wetting a cloth and bringing it back to clean his mate. When he was done, he tucked Dillon in, tossing the wet towel at the hamper before grabbing a pair of pajama bottoms and quietly closing the bedroom door.


  Rainerio took a deep breath, wondering how he was going to keep his mate safe. He didn’t care how optimistic a few were. He knew the worst was yet to come.


  The only thing he could do was wait and enjoy the time he had with Dillon. He slid the pants on, walking over to the bar on the other side of his living room. Rainerio grabbed a tumbler and filled it with scotch, taking his glass over to the window as he watched the city below him.


  He prayed chaos wouldn’t break out. The citizens were happy, for the most part, and it was a great place to live.


  The images came back to him.


  A city so long ago with boarded up windows and different species leaving the city left and right. No one wanted to live in a realm of chaos back then, and he couldn’t blame them.


  He took a sip of his scotch. Rainerio wouldn’t have stayed either if he hadn’t been a warrior. It was brutal times back then.


  He turned his head when someone knocked at his door. That was unusual. Most of the warriors had no respect for privacy and just barged in by one of the many shadows that decorated his apartment.


  Rainerio crossed the room, looking back to make sure the bedroom door was shut tight before opening his front door. Takeo stood there, looking as proud as ever.


  “May I come in?”


  Rainerio nodded, walking away from the door as he sat down on the couch. Takeo came in, closing the door behind him as he joined him.


  “Does it bother you what is happening?”


  


  


  “Of course it does.”


  Takeo glanced at the closed bedroom door before speaking. “I want to bring someone here to the demon realm, but now it may have to wait.”


  Rainerio looked up at the warrior. It wasn’t like Takeo to openly express his feelings. It felt weird.


  “Who?”


  Takeo sat back and draped his arm over the back of the couch. “A human friend of mine.”


  “Your mate?”


  Takeo shook his head, sadness filling his eyes. “No, I don’t think so. I don’t know.”


  Rainerio sat the glass down on his coffee table as he rested his arms on his thighs. “Then I wouldn’t suggest bringing him here right now, Takeo. It’s too dangerous.”


  “I am aware of this, but it’s dangerous where he is as well. Not as much as here, but I would feel better if he were with me.”


  This wasn’t at all like Takeo. He normally stuck to his own self.


  In the whole time Rainerio had known him, he’d never even seen Takeo with another person.


  “It’s a tough choice.”


  Takeo nodded. “I know. But it is a choice I will have to make soon.”


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Ten


  


  “I feel your cock sexually harassing mine.”


  Dillon slipped from the bed and ran to the bathroom door. He turned to his mate with a wicked smile on his face. “No nooky right now. I’ll be late for work.”


  Rainerio was up and across the room within seconds, his massive form looming over Dillon. “You’re not going.”


  “Oh really?” Dillon flashed him a smile and then turned toward the bathroom. “Wanna bet?” He slammed the door as he cut the shower on. Once he showered, he walked back out into the bedroom to see Rainerio standing in front of the closet, his arms crossed over his chest, telling Dillon with his body that he wasn’t budging.


  “I’ll go to work naked if you don’t move.” The smug smile dropped from Rainerio’s face.


  “Be reasonable, babe. It isn’t safe for you.”


  “You said it yourself, nothing happened. Now move before I’m late.”


  “But Dillon.”


  “I’m not remonstrating with you right now,” Dillon sang as he walked out of the room naked. At least he could walk out of the apartment building. Getting back in was going to be tricky if Rainerio stayed upset with him.


  Where was he going to put his phone if he didn’t have any pockets? Oh well, he’d have to ask Chris to call Hondo so he could get back in.


  Rainerio snarled darkly behind him. “If you try to walk out of here naked, I’ll spank your ass.”


  


  


  Oh, now that sounded promising. Too bad he didn’t have time to try out Rainerio’s threat. It could be fun. “The only thing you’re gonna do with my ass right now is watch it walk right out the door.”


  Dillon squealed and shot to the door when Rainerio gave chase. As fun as this was, he didn’t have time.


  He grabbed the door handle, ignoring Rainerio’s protests. Dillon didn’t get far. Rainerio had him off his feet before the handle was turned. “Fine, get dressed.”


  “Oh, but it would have been such an interesting day if I had gone to work naked. Think of the tips I would have made,” he teased.


  “Think of how many people would have lost their eyesight when I gouged their eyes out,” Rainerio countered the tease.


  “Fine, put me down. I’m gonna be late.” Dillon cut him a wide berth once Rainerio let him go. He could see his pajama pants tenting.


  This must be turning him on just as much. What a waste of a perfectly good erection.


  Dillon had to hurry up and get some pants on. It wasn’t like he wasn’t affected by all this play either. He was sporting a woody big time. He loved the sexy growl Rainerio gave when he was turned on.


  It made being responsible very hard. And his cock, too, for that matter.


  Rainerio reached into his waistband, palming his cock and pulling it free, wiggling it at Dillon in an enticing manner.


  Fuck. That was hot. Lord, the man was pulling out all the guns this morning. If Dillon didn’t get out of here soon, he was gonna drop to his knees and pay homage to that fat-ass cock.


  He gulped and pulled his shirt over his head when he saw the pre-cum gathering at the head of Rainerio’s cock. So not fair!


  Dillon shoved his feet in his shoes and practically ran to the door.


  “If you still have that out when I get home, I’ll suck you until the fat lady sings.” Dillon winked and shut the door behind him.


  


  


  God, that was close. Another thirty seconds and he would have been flat on his back with his legs raised high in the air, begging his mate to fuck him senseless.


  Now he had to go to work with a raging hard-on. Thanks, love.


  “Wait,” Peter shouted from a few feet away. “I’ll walk you to work.”


  “Not you, too. I swear, I feel like I’m back in grade school with my mom shadowing behind me. She didn’t think I knew, but I did.”


  Dillon pouted as he walked to work. He knew Rainerio was close behind. It was who his mate was, and he wouldn’t expect anything less of the man.


  “Whatever that means.” Peter laughed as he caught up with Dillon.


  “Are you babysitting me, too?” Dillon added with a lift of his brow. He heaved a sigh when Peter had the nerve to blush. “So you are.”


  “You’re my friend, and I’m worried about you. There’s talk around here that the prisoners are going to escape from the cells.”


  “How—” Dillon let it go. How the hell did Peter know about the detention cells? And how did he know what was going on? Nothing happened yesterday, according to Rainerio, so how did people know about the swollen river? What the hell was going on around here?


  They entered Jake’s, Dillon taking a look around. It looked normal. He wasn’t going to worry about it until he had a reason to. He didn’t like worrying. It never got him anything but a big, massive migraine.


  Not something he wanted today. He smiled at Chris behind the counter, seeing that Hondo had let him out. “Did you have to argue to get here?” he asked as he tied the apron around his waist and clocked in.


  “You have no idea.” Chris rolled his eyes as he set up for the day.


  “I thought I was going to have to knock Hondo out and hide the body.”


  


  


  “Same here. I threatened to come in naked if Rainerio didn’t move away from the closet and let me get dressed.”


  Chris laughed as he set up the special treats in the display case.


  “That would have been interesting.”


  “My thoughts exactly. I guess Rainerio didn’t want everyone to see my ass because he moved away from the closet. Although he did try to bribe me with sex.”


  Peals of laughter rang out as Chris laughed. “Hondo did, too.”


  “Men.” Dillon snorted as the first customer entered the shop. “I was thinking about catching a movie. You and Hondo want to double date?”


  “Sure, they have a horror showing that I’ve been dying to see.”


  “Great. But if I pee my pants, don’t blame me. I don’t do horror very well.”


  The rest of the day went by in a blur of serving drinks and joking around with Chris. Snooke stopped in at lunch, Kane guarding the door. He didn’t feel so bad now. It seemed all the mated warriors were being cautious. Rainerio had stopped in the shop five times during the morning.


  “I’m gonna go back and shower. We’ll meet you at your place,” Dillon said with a joyous smile when Hondo and Rainerio showed up at quitting time right on the dot.


  He made it home without incident and took a quick shower.


  Dillon was actually excited about going out and was surprised that Rainerio had so readily agreed. He must be feeling the tension around here as well.


  They all needed a break.


  


  


  * * * *


  Rainerio watched his mate get ready for their double date. It worried him that they were going out. What if something happened while they were out on their date?


  


  


  All sorts of scenarios ran through his mind, but he wasn’t going to disappoint his mate. Dillon had looked too excited, jumping around like a puppy as he told him about the movies.


  How could he argue with that?


  Fear still tightened his chest, made him feel edgy. Rainerio would do anything to keep his little mate safe.


  “I’m almost ready,” Dillon called out from the bedroom.


  Rainerio had an urge to lock the bedroom door and not let Dillon out until this whole mess was settled. He knew he couldn’t do that, but it was tempting.


  His breath caught in his throat as Dillon strutted out of their bedroom, looking good enough to eat. Rainerio’s eyes followed his every move, looking from his tight, waist-hugging jeans, to his midriff top.


  He’d never seen his mate dressed up before, and his cock sat up and took notice. Rainerio had to press the palm of his hand into his erection, which didn’t help. “Damn, baby.”


  Dillon pirouetted around. “You like?”


  “Hell yeah.” He circled his mate, wanting desperately to strip those clothes away and fuck him into the next millennium. How had he gotten so damn lucky?


  “Okay now, drool master. Let’s go before I have to peel your eyeballs from my ass.” Dillon headed for the door, a hot and horny Rainerio close behind. Boy, the wicked thoughts tumbling through his mind right now.


  He was going to have lots of fun unwrapping his mate tonight.


  Maybe if he was really good, he could get a strip tease.


  Rainerio groaned. This was going to be a long evening. They met Chris and Hondo in the hallway, Chris looking just as spectacular as Dillon. They were just going to the movies, right? Rainerio felt underdressed in his jeans and T-shirt.


  


  


  He stared down at his combat boots, noticing the scuffmarks and a couple spots of splattered mud. Rainerio noticed Hondo doing the same.


  His eyebrow rose at the other warrior, but Hondo just shrugged.


  They followed their dates down the stairs, knowing how much Dillon hated using the shadows.


  Rainerio, along with Hondo, wanted to use the shadows to get there, but the two men walking in front of them had insisted on a nice leisurely walk.


  His eyes scanned the entire street as he walked beside his mate.


  No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t relax.


  Dillon tugged at his hand, a scowl on his face. “Relax. This is our time out. No warrior stuff.”


  He caught Hondo snickering and glared at him. It wasn’t like he was being Mr. Perfect. His eyes were darting around as quickly as Rainerio’s were. The fucker just hadn’t been busted yet.


  They made it to the movie theater, enjoyed the screams and blood, Dillon cringing next to him the whole time. Rainerio wrapped a protective arm around him while fighting not to laugh. The movie was B-rated at best. How did Chris watch these damn things and become frightened? Hondo had told him that his mate was a horror film junkie.


  Too bad it wasn’t something decent.


  Rainerio and Hondo waited for their mates outside of the men’s room. “That sucked.”


  Hondo chuckled. “That’s what Chris loves to watch. I stopped questioning it a long time ago.”


  Their eyes snapped up, locking onto each other’s when Rainerio felt the all too familiar tugging in his chest. Someone was getting his soul sucked out.


  Shit!


  Rainerio barged into the bathroom, seeing the two men at the sink washing their hands. They were laughing and talking, being normal.


  


  


  Rainerio hated killing the mood. He had very indecent plans for his mate in that hot-ass outfit.


  “We have to go.”


  Dillon looked to protest, but one shake of the head from Rainerio quieted him. They filed out of the bathroom, heading for the dark movie theater. “I hate to bring our evening to an end, but duty calls.”


  “I understand,” Dillon said, but his face told a different story. He could see the disappointment in his mate’s eyes.


  Rainerio cupped his face, gave him a quick kiss—because anything longer would make it hard to leave—and then whisked his mate back home.


  Hondo met him in the hallway along with Takeo as they followed the pull. They ended up behind Malcor’s with a man who had the glazed-eyed look from getting his soul taken from him. There wasn’t a being around to account for what had taken place.


  “This is fucked up,” Hondo cursed.


  “Do you think it has anything to do with the river?” Takeo asked as he picked the body up.


  “The way things are going around here, I wouldn’t rule it out,”


  Rainerio commented as he scanned the area.


  Takeo left with the body as Hondo and Rainerio had a look around. Something seemed off to Rainerio. It was just a gut feeling, but it was there in the pit of his stomach.


  They walked around to the front of the restaurant, people watching. Rainerio noticed Ace Boogey on the other side of the restaurant, nodding for him and Hondo to come over there.


  He slapped Hondo’s chest and jerked his head toward Ace. Hondo followed him as Rainerio’s head snapped around in all different directions.


  “What’s up?”


  Ace Boogey backed further down the alley between Malcor’s and Diablo’s night club. “There’s something strange going on around here.”


  


  


  “Tell me something I don’t know.”


  Ace wrinkled his face as he looked between the two. “I’m only trying to help out. Torky would have my ass if he knew I was helping you.”


  “Did you see who assaulted that guy behind Malcor’s?” Hondo asked.


  “Yeah, and it wasn’t pretty. The guy just slammed the other one into the wall and took his soul. It was disgusting.”


  “So, who was it?”


  Ace looked around, as if checking to see if they were alone. It made Hondo and Rainerio do the same. When Rainerio looked back at Ace, he looked a little peaked. “Marino’s brother has escaped. He’s worse than Marino. They are trying to keep it quiet, but Constantine has a nasty little habit with soul sucking. He gets off on it.”


  Rainerio cursed. He knew something wasn’t right. Marino had figured a way of releasing prisoners without using the river. “Do you know if any more escaped?”


  His biggest concern was Crypt. If the warriors didn’t know about Marino’s brother, then there was a good chance that more had gotten out.


  “I know for sure Gammy got out.”


  Hondo punched the brick wall as a long slew of curses escaped his lips. “Chris is in danger now.”


  “What about Crypt?” Rainerio asked Ace.


  “Who?”


  Maybe they had half a chance that Crypt was still locked away if Ace hadn’t a clue who they were talking about.


  “Thanks.” Rainerio and Hondo hauled ass back to the apartment.


  They both checked on their mates before rushing to Panahasi’s apartment. There were other warriors already sitting in the living room.


  


  


  “I know.” Panahasi nodded as he paced the length of the living room. Rainerio had never seen the leader this agitated before. It was unsettling to say the least.


  “I just spoke with the keeper, and he’s on a war path. Three people escaped. Marino found the way to unlock the crystal and went after his brother. In the process, Gammy and Crypt escaped. He used black magic to create a diversion while Constantine got away. It seems that necklace was planted for Dillon to find. Marino wanted me to take it down to the keeper. It was a fucking setup.”


  Rainerio sank onto the couch. His worst fear had come true.


  Crypt was free.


  


  


  * * * *


  Dillon woke to light kisses on his neck. Rainerio pulled him closer as he held onto him. He could tell right away that something was wrong.


  “What is it?”


  Rainerio shook his head, lining his cock up as he explored Dillon’s body. He could tell Rainerio was trying to get lost in the moment, so Dillon dropped the subject.


  He lay on his side as Rainerio kissed his nape and then his shoulder. There was a need he felt coming off of his mate in waves.


  Dillon bit his bottom lip as Rainerio pushed into him, grabbing his leg and pulling it up, draping it over his thigh.


  Dillon grabbed Rainerio’s arm, holding onto it as Rainerio bottomed out. “I love you, Dillon.” Rainerio kissed the side of his neck, burying his face as he inhaled deeply.


  “You’re scaring me,” Dillon responded as Rainerio rocked in and out of him.


  “I know.”


  Dillon still didn’t push the subject. He let Rainerio get lost in his body. If that’s what his mate needed, Dillon would give it to him.


  


  


  The sultry groans that spilled from his mate made Dillon forget the troubles Rainerio brought to their bed and lost himself in the act.


  The warmth of Rainerio’s hot flesh was intoxicating, making his body respond in ways only his mate could bring forth.


  He cried out as Rainerio grabbed his cock and stroked it until Dillon’s seed splashed the sheets. His mate wasn’t too far behind, biting his blunt teeth into Dillon’s neck as he grunted and whined.


  Rainerio panted as he tucked Dillon’s head under his chin. They were silent for a long time before Rainerio spoke.


  “A few have escaped.”


  Dillon’s breath caught in his throat. He knew his mate was coiled tight since the river had started to overflow, this being the worst possible scenario.


  “Who?” It wasn’t like he would know who Rainerio was talking about, but he wanted his mate to feel like he was interested, and he was.


  “Constantine, Gammy, and the worst of the lot, Crypt.”


  Dillon knew from hearing the warriors talk that the last named was going to take all their efforts combined to recapture.


  He fell quiet.


  What was there to say? He was just now accepting his life as a vampire, and then a warrior’s mate. Dillon had a feeling that things were going to get worse before they got better.


  Rainerio hugged him close, letting him know he wasn’t alone.


  Dillon turned in his arms and wrapped his body around his mate’s, letting the demon warrior know he wasn’t alone in this as well.


  No matter what happened, Dillon would stick by Rainerio’s side and help him through this. He loved the man with all his heart, had from the moment he laid eyes on him.


  Dillon let out a sigh. Whatever was going to happen, he knew he was one lucky man to have found Rainerio.
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