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Chapter 1




Scott sat at the bar and watched the
other men and women. He didn’t care for beer, not the kind that was
served here, but he ordered it so that they’d not run him off. Not
that they could, for the most part, but people—humans—had a way of
making life difficult when they wanted. It mattered little to them
who or what they were up against.

Waiting for the man to come in that
was to meet him here, Fred, Scott thought of his life so far. He
had not a pot to piss in; not even a pot of any kind, really. And
that was the way he liked it. He had money, a great deal of it, but
no house, no car, not even a real paying job. He liked his life
like it was, without attachments or any kind of strings. It was why
he moved from one place to the other without having any
roots.

The door opened behind him and he knew
that it was Fred. He had an odor about him that even humans could
smell. Scott thought him positively repugnant…not just his smell,
but everything about him. Even his teeth were a shade of green that
made him want to ask if he’d been eating a field.

“I have a handle on her.”
Scott asked him what sort of handle he had. “The mother is in the
hospital now. And when she has the brat, the nurse is going to call
me and let me come in. Things are working out much better than you
thought they would.”

“Doubtful. It’s been my
experience, and I have a great deal more than you ever will, that
once things start to look good, you should look over your shoulder
for the next bad vibe. What hospital is she in?”

“Mercy. She’s been brought
in to be induced, or some shit like that. Something about the kid
being a little larger than they thought for her size. That made no
sense to me whatsoever. Women get fat when they’re having a kid,
even I know that.” Scott told Fred what they meant. “Oh. Well, why
don’t they just say she’s having a fat kid and that she’s too
little to do it on her own? You know what that means, don’t you?
The dick that planted him there was a little one.”

And again, Fred’s logic wasn’t
anything that he understood. The man was a wonder, saying things
that were so off the wall that Scott wondered if he even knew what
they meant. But Scott started thinking about the hospital
instead.

“Mercy Hospital is the one
that takes in degenerates, correct? I know that place. At one time,
the land that it sits on was farmland that belonged to a man who
raised cows.”

“There ain’t no cows there
now.” Scott said nothing as he took a sip of his now warm beer.
“There are a lot of cops hanging around though. I didn’t think
about all the crime in that place when I was there. Sure can get a
man hurt looking for information.”

“You’ve been paid enough.”
He thought about the baby he was about to take, and what he was to
do with it once he had it. Scott had no qualms at all about killing
people, but a baby was something way different. He wasn’t to drink
from it either. Just kill it and be done with it. “Wonder what they
want this kid out of the way for. You heard anything?”

“Nope. Just snatch it and
bring it to you. I’m guessing you have your orders too.” Scott
nodded. “I thought so. You’ve always been close mouthed, ain’t
you?”

Fred Hogan was anything but close
mouthed. Scott would bet money on the fact, too, that the nurse
helping him take the little boy knew all about why he needed it
done. And most of that would be lies. Fred knew less than he did,
and Scott knew very little at all.

The people that wanted the kid taken
and killed had only told him that it was a half breed. Nothing
more…not even a half breed of what two creatures. They wanted it
killed because those kinds of creatures out there would make a bad
name for them. He hadn’t any idea why that would bother anyone…he
was a made vampire himself. But he’d do what he was told, when he
was told, and reap the rewards that came along with it. Fred was
being paid, yes, but Scott was to get him to leave town as soon as
he had the child. It would keep him safe and hopefully away from
Devon’s fury.

“I’m gonna go out and
enjoy the night. I’m thinking that when that nurse calls me, I
should be close by. That way I can get it and get back to you
before anyone is the wiser. Oh yeah, I forgot. Did you know that
the momma isn’t taking the kid? She’s putting it up for some kind
of private thing.”

Scott knew that as well. That was why
he’d been called in instead of just killing the mom when she was
out and about. She was going to live simply because she didn’t want
the kid.

There were all kinds of people around
her all the time now, he’d noticed. It had taken him the better
part of a month to figure out where they’d taken her when she’d
disappeared. One day, when he’d gone by the apartment where she was
living, she was just gone. And not only that, every bit of her
place had been devoid of even her scent. And that was what had
Scott worried the most. Someone had a lot of pull in this thing,
and he was afraid of who that might be.

Scott figured that there were any
number of vampires out there that would want a child. And it would
matter little to them if it were something else too. Some of them
were with humans that weren’t their mates, and needed to have their
nests filled up. Like having a child in the house would make anyone
happy. It had him at one time, but no more. Shuddering at the
thought of a little kid around, he thought of the two kids he’d
fathered of his own. Both long dead, but that didn’t lessen what
they’d made him feel like…a man of the world.

Scott had been a good man, or so he
thought. He was also a husband and father that had provided well
for his family. However, he didn’t find out until later that he’d
been a failure at that, to his wife. So one night, in a fit of
stupidity, he’d gotten himself turned around on the road and ended
up at a party. A bloodletting, he’d figured out later, and he was
dinner.

They hadn’t killed him, mores the
pity, but they had changed him into what he was today. He’d gone
back to see his wife and children, spying on them all during the
night. But for the most part he left them to assume, as did
everyone around, that he’d fallen off a cliff and was dead. Though
that didn’t mean that he left them on their own.

He provided for them as best he could.
Giving them what money he could steal or earn, he’d leave it on the
stoop. And sometimes he’d kill a deer or some other big game and
leave it as well. They were well fed, his family, and when he heard
that his son was sick, he went to the window to see if he could
help him. His wife, Margaret, was there waiting on him.

“I knew it was you.” He
stared at her from the darkness and said nothing. “You’ve been the
one leaving us food and money, haven’t you? Do you have yourself a
new whore, Scott? Someone to warm your bed? I hope so.” He moved
out of the darkness and stood before her. “So you’re one of them?
The night monsters? I should have known you’d not leave us to our
own. Why didn’t you just die, Scott? You never do what I need you
to do, do you? I had hoped that you’d die from their treatment of
you. But I guess I can’t be that lucky, can I?”

“You wanted me dead?” She
told him how she’d told the vampires that they could have whatever
came across them, and to not let it get to her. And that he was to
be found, no matter what. “You murdered me? You set them upon
me?”

“I did. And I’d do it
again if I could have.” He asked her why she’d do such a thing.
“You think I was supposed to live like this? That I wasn’t to have
two coins to rub together? To have children that I can no more
stand than I could you? Nay, Scott. I don’t love you. Never did.
You were just a means for me to leave my home. And once I was here,
I had plans all along to kill you in your sleep.” He had staggered
back then, his body just too shocked to do much more than let
himself fall to the ground. “Come here no more. I will not have you
around, and don’t be leaving any food either. I’ll not take it from
you now that I know that it is from you.”

“What of our children? You
are nearly starved now.” She said that she hoped that they’d die
first so that she could leave them in their beds and not return.
“You cannot mean that, Margaret. They’re just children, small boys
that had no part in you and me coming together.”

“Had I had the coin,
Scott, there would have been no children born at all.” She looked
at him then, and he could see the hatred that he’d never seen
before. “Now, go on your way and don’t bother us again. I had no
use for you then, and not now either. Be gone.”

He left her then, but kept a close eye
on the house. After several days he went back to see why there was
no smoke curling from the fires. No scents of meat searing in the
air. But what he’d seen there had left him broken. His wife hadn’t
waited for the boys to starve, she’d killed them
herself.

Scott had taken their small bodies to
the yard that night. After wrapping them in a thick blankets that
his own mother had made for them, Scott buried them deep in the
ground, and even made a marker for them both. His sons were not yet
seven and five, and they were dead by their own mother’s
hand.

It took him nearly a week to find her.
He wasn’t surprised to find her in bed with another man. What had
surprised him was who it was. He knew as surely as he saw them
together that he was his sire. And since he already knew that
Margaret had set him up to be killed by them, Scott had had no
trouble at all in murdering them both. Even the Council, newly
formed back then, had justified his killing of the man who had
changed him, without permission.

After that, Scott had wandered around
for a long time…several decades as a matter of fact. He had very
little use for coin, but would hire himself out as a mercenary when
he was approached. It had made him good money, enough that he could
do what he wanted, and he had a hell of a reputation. Anyone and
everyone that wanted something done that they were squeamish about,
he was the man to call.

But even that had grown to be boring.
He didn’t want to join a nest—he hated people too much—and vampires
for the most part were a whiney group of beings. They had to show
off their abilities and dress like they had not a care in the world
what people thought of them. When in reality they were the vainest
people ever made.

He looked to his left when the door
opened again. Quincey was the only vampire that he knew that was
more well-known than him. When Quincey stared at him, looking at
Scott like he knew he was up to something and what it was, Scott
felt his balls tighten up and his blood run cold.

“You should go home and
forget this.” He said he was a man of his word. “Sure you are,
Scott. But with this, you’d be better off just going back to your
lair and leaving it alone.”

“What business is it of
yours?” Quincey said nothing but moved down the bar. “I asked you a
question—”

He was at Scott’s throat before he
could even finish the statement, holding him up from the floor
without the use of his hands. Scott looked around. He’d get no help
from any of the patrons of this place. They were not seeing what
was going on. When he was set back down on his feet, Scott sat back
on the bar stool and waited.

“Do not presume that you
might ask me questions, or that you might demand anything of me,
Scott Huff. I will not just end your miserable life, but I will
make you suffer in ways that even you, with all your deeds, cannot
fathom.” Scott believed him. Not only that, but he knew that he’d
not just make him suffer, but would do so over a long period of
time. “Leave the child where it is. Nothing good will come to you
should you take it.”

“What makes this child so
special is that I was paid a large sum of money to snatch it, then
kill it.” Quincey nodded, and Scott felt the compulsion ride over
his skin when asked who he worked for. “I don’t know his name or
that of the firm that paid me. It’s a front.”

“Good to know.” Quincey
walked away again, and Scott wanted to run. Not just that, but to
meet the sun because he was that afraid. “Leave here. Don’t return,
Scott, or so help me, it’ll be the last thing you ever
do.”

Scott left the bar. He didn’t know
where to go, but there wasn’t any way that he could pass this up.
It wasn’t just the money he was going to receive, but the man who
had him doing it, he had a marker of Scott’s. That made it
impossible to refuse.

Several hundred years ago, Scott had
thought himself so powerful that he’d given tokens to those that
helped him. Coins really, that had been marked with his sword. All
a person had to do to use it was to give it to him. And then,
whatever he was asked to do, he’d have no choice but to do it. The
magic, the powerful magic that he’d had put on the coins, was as
strong as any that he’d ever used since then, or even before. He’d
been a fool to do such a thing, he knew that now.

When Fred found him, just beyond the
bar, he looked pale. It wasn’t until he was right atop him that
Scott could smell the blood. Fred didn’t just fall, but fell on
him. As soon as he saw the knife in his belly, a scalpel, Scott
knew that this was much larger than he’d been told.

“She’s had the brat.” He
asked him where it was. “Don’t know. Two men, they come in and took
it. They were ready too. Had all the stuff to take it
away.”

“What does that mean?”
Fred coughed, and blood poured from his mouth. “Fred, who did this
to you? Who killed you?”

“I don’t know…a man that
was sent by someone. He said to tell you his name, but I plum
forgot it. You should run.” Another cough and more blood, this time
thick and dark. “He said to tell you that he’s watching you. Am I
really dying?”

“You’re as good as dead.
When did you see him? Fred, when did you see this man?” Scott
wished he’d made Fred stay in the bar with him. He’d be alive had
he thought of that.

Fred didn’t answer him. There was
nothing more he could do for the man, so he left him where he laid.
Scott pulled shadows around him tightly and walked quickly to his
lair. He was going to get answers, and he was going to get them
fast. This shit was going to get someone killed, and he thought it
might be him.

~~~

Jake sat in the back seat with the
baby in the car seat while Forrest drove them home. He’d taken the
back roads instead of the highway, and Jake had to laugh at the
slow speed he was going. He asked him if he thought they’d get home
before she was old enough to vote.

“You drive then, so I can
be back there with her. Christ, she’s beautiful, don’t you think?”
He did, and touched his finger gently to her fine cheek. “Her mom,
we’ll have to tell her about her, don’t you think? I mean, the
baby’s father was your dad, so I’m not sure what you’d say about
that. But we’re going to make sure that she’s well loved,
right?”

“Yes. I wasn’t sure what
to do when they said that her mom died on the table. Do you suppose
Stacy just gave up? The last time we spoke to her, she seemed
really down.” Jake looked at his baby sister. “Forrest, we’ll have
to keep her safe too. You heard what Quincey told us.”

“Yes, I did. And even if
he’d not told us about others trying to find her, we’d still care
for her.” Jake nodded and looked where they were at being home.
“We’re almost there. To be honest with you, Jake, I was afraid to
go straight home. After that man was stabbed in the hallway right
outside the delivery room, I just didn’t think the straightest
route was the best.”

“I agree. While I have no
idea what that was about, I don’t want to take any more chances
with her than you do.” He wanted to take her out of the seat and
hold her in his arms. Just to be assured that she was really
theirs.

They had found Stacy about three
months ago. She’d been living in a shelter then, her parents having
thrown her out when they found out that she was going to have a
baby. The poor little thing was younger than him and scared out of
her mind that the baby’s father would come after her.

It had taken them several trips to see
her before she confessed who the father was, and what he’d done to
her. As she sat there, sobbing out the story, Jake had held her
hand and told her how sorry he was, and then he told her who he
was. That nearly got him and Forrest, arrested. It wasn’t until
he’d had his attorney talk to her that she began to see that he was
nothing like the bastard that had raped her, repeatedly, over a
two-day period.

They had set her up in a nice
apartment, furnished with all the things that she wanted. Stacy
wasn’t greedy, nor did she want much in the way of money. Just
enough to keep her fed and healthy. Her plans for after the baby
was born were something they could never get her to share with
them. Now, Jake thought he knew why.

“Do you suppose we should
name her after her mom?” Forrest just looked at him in the mirror
in the car. “I mean, it would be nice, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know. There were
people there looking for her. Calling the baby Stacy might give
them a clue as to who she is.” That was very true. “I think we
should name her Jenna Beck Winslow, just like we
decided.”

“I miss her; my grandma
was the best there was. She’d be over the moon with her, don’t you
think?” Forrest nodded, both of them still raw about his grandma
being killed a few months ago. “My dad goes up for trial soon. You
think that is what got her spooked?”

“No, that’s not it. Can we
talk about it when we get home? I want to tell you what I know. And
to be face to face when we do it.” He asked if it was bad. “Yes,
some of it. But we’ll get through it. I’ve called a couple of
buddies of mine to come help us. They’re going to be here soon
enough.”

“I hope they know more
about babies then we do. I know we took those classes, but I think
this is going to be much harder than we thought.” Forrest laughed
and said he knew it was going to be. “At least we have those books.
Not that I think they’re much help either. But we have
them.”

“Mary said she’d help us
too. I know she has a lot of experience with babies.” The woman had
seven children, ten grandchildren, and two great-grandchildren. If
anyone had the knowledge, it would be her. “And I’m really glad
that you went shopping yesterday for diapers and such. We’ll be set
for a while. Doubtful anyone would come snooping around thinking
the two of us had a kid.”

It had been in the papers that he and
Forrest had opened a practice together. And in the same article, it
mentioned not only that Jake’s ex-wife had been a murderer, having
killed her own mother, but that he was gay. Nothing much had been
said about it, and because of it, they had a lot more work than
they could handle at times. The gay community was supporting them
in a big way.

Mary, their housekeeper, met them at
the door. She was so excited for them too, and when they’d moved
into his grandma’s house just after the funeral, she had asked to
come with them. The other staff, much older than he had realized,
all retired except for Thomas, Grandma’s butler and good
friend.

After getting Jenna settled in her
crib, the two of them fussed in the nursery. Jake knew what they
were doing…waiting for her to wake up and need them. And they
wanted to be the first to help her. But Mary came in, shooed them
out, and told them to find something to do. He and Forrest went to
the living room but took the monitor with them. They would not let
her down.

“Okay, what I know. Or
heard. Quincey is keeping an eye out on things for us. And the
reason might surprise you. I know it did me. You have a younger
half-brother.” Jake leaned back on the couch and asked how old he
was. “Just a few years younger than you. He’s been notified of your
father’s arrest, and that your grandma left it all to you. He wants
his share.”

“And Jenna? What does she
have to do with this?” He didn’t answer him when Thomas brought
them in some scones and tea. Jake wasn’t ready to enjoy them just
yet. When what was happening and why occurred to him, he didn’t
even wait for Thomas to leave but blurted it out. “He wants her
murdered, then he’ll come after me. For the money.”

“Yes, that’s it.” Forrest
played with his cup but didn’t drink either. “I guess your father’s
name isn’t on the birth certificate. But this guy has had tests
done to prove who he is to him. Your father was a real fucker, just
in the event you didn’t know that. Anyway, your grandma found out
about this bastard son before she was murdered. And it wasn’t until
this morning that I was told about it.”

Jake wasn’t sure what to say. Or even
to do. Protecting his sister was going to be something that he’d
devote his life to, but to have his own flesh and blood out to
murder them both, her only an infant not even a day old, was almost
too much. It made him think that the man was more like his father
than he ever wanted to be.

“Do you have anything on
him? His name?” Right then, the monitor went off and they both
stood up. “You go. I need to digest this information. If you bring
her down, that’ll be good too. Just...I don’t know what to think at
the moment.”

“All right. But here is
what I have on him. And it’s not pretty.” Forrest started out of
the room and stopped. “We’ll be all right, Jake. I have friends
coming to help us out with this mess.”

Jake certainly hoped so. Right now all
he could think about was how his life had been full of murderers
and murderesses, and he’d been the only sane one in the bunch.
Besides his grandma and Forrest, of course.

“Oh, Grandma, I miss you
more and more every day. What am I going to do now? What are we
going to do now?”


Chapter 2


Henry didn’t want to leave his home.
Not today. More than likely never. He was in mourning, and it was
tearing him apart to be out in the public right now. His mom had
passed away last week, and it hurt him more than he could have ever
thought it would.

She’d been the only person in the
world who had been right by his side when things went to shit.
Telling him that it mattered little to her what he was, who he
loved, so long as he was happy. There had been few lovers in his
life, but not a one of them had ever passed her test. They didn’t
love him well enough, they were too greedy, or, and this one made
him smile, they were much prettier than he was and that wouldn’t
do. He looked at the headline on the latest newspaper.

“At least they’ve given me
a rest.” Henry had been on top of the world in his acting career.
He’d never made any kind of secret of his love life. Not even when
he’d been as famous as all the other big names. But someone had
claimed that he’d taken them to bed against their will, and that
was all it took.

Even though it had been proven, over
and over, that the man was a liar and that he had faked the
pictures that he said he had of them together, Henry was finished
as an actor. If he was honest with himself, he thought that perhaps
he might have been before this hit. Bored.

Boredom was nothing that he would have
claimed before all this. He was sick of having roles that portrayed
him as a lover of women. A semi-swashbuckling sort of hero. He knew
it was his good looks that had done that. But women were worse than
most gay men he knew. Not all, but a few of them. Gossipy, vain,
and wanting more than he had to give them. Which was
sex.

He looked at the instructions he’d
been given to meet with his buddy and longtime friend, Forrest.
Forrest was the man that had helped him over the biggest hurdles
when it came to being gay. Henry hadn’t come out, so to speak,
until he met up with the other man. But after he did, becoming
happier than he’d been previously, they’d kept in touch…less and
less lately, but they had reached out when they could. Then the
call had come in about needing his help.

Before becoming an actor, Henry had
been a good detective. Not a great one, not without his bit of
something extra, but he’d been able to solve more cases than not.
He supposed that was why he’d played some kind of gun toting person
in his movies. The one that always rescued the damsel and killed
the bad guy. He knew just how to hold the gun and fire it without
looking like an idiot who had no idea what they were
doing.

But he didn’t want to go to see his
friends right now. He would, he thought—Forrest and Jake were his
buddies, probably the only ones he had right now—but he would go
and help them. Laughing, Henry thought he was sounding just like
the other gays he was making fun of all the time with his
mom.

Packing what he needed, Henry was glad
now that he’d bought his home and paid cash for it. He didn’t have
a flashy home…just a two-bedroom ranch that he and his mom enjoyed.
They had an ocean view, if they stood up on the house with a ladder
and a long telescope…but they could see it. He had a place now that
he could fall back on. As well as the money that he’d invested
wisely, knowing that his looks wouldn’t be something that he could
cash in on forever. He just hadn’t realized it would be over
already.

The trip to the airport was quick. He
could fuck with people’s mind into not seeing him; a gift from
someone he’d helped a few years ago. It was exhausting, this bit of
whatever it was, so as soon as his flight was called and he
boarded, Henry pulled his hat down over his eyes and slept. Things
would be better in the morning, his mom used to say.

The trip was over before he woke up.
The gentle touch to his arm made him think of his mom, and he
smiled up at the woman. She smiled back and handed him her phone
number as she told him that the plane had landed. Tucking it in his
pocket, he grabbed his overnighter and left the plane. As he walked
by the trash can in the small lobby, he dropped the paper in it. He
didn’t have time for entanglements anymore.

Forrest was there waiting for him. He
was with a good-looking man and was holding a car seat. Henry
started laughing even before he got to them. He knew Jake from long
ago but was surprised to find him being a mate to Forrest. A great
surprise, he thought.

“Henry, you remember Jake
Winslow, don’t you? Jake and I have another surprise for you as
well.” He lifted the car seat up and pulled the blanket off the
baby, and just like that, Henry fell in love. “This is our
daughter, Jenna. She and Jake are half sister and
brother.”

“Wow, what a beautiful
little girl. And you named her after Jenna. Man, that woman could
peel skin off a lemon and never make a face. But I loved her very
much. I was so sorry to hear about her passing.” Jake thanked him,
as did Forrest. “You guys are doing all right then? I mean, it
looks like you are.”

“We are, really. We’ve
been settling in to be a couple and all that goes with it. But now
we have an issue I was hoping you could help me with.” Henry nodded
and looked around. No one seemed to have any idea who he was, and
he liked it. “But, we also want to visit with you, and hope that we
can convince you to sell out what you left behind and come stay
with us. We have lots of room for both you and your
mom.”

“I don’t know. I didn’t
tell you before, but my mom passed last week. She had a massive
stroke, and died a few hours afterwards.” They both hugged him,
telling him how sorry they were to hear that. And Henry knew that
from these two it was sincere.

“You should just stay with
us then.” Jake took the carrier from Forrest and they headed for
the car. Henry had no luggage but the carry on, so it was a simple
matter of just leaving. As soon as he was outside, he knew why he
loved this part of the world. The air was much cleaner.

The drive was punctuated with laughter
and a little sorrow. He told them of his mom’s last moments, and
they told him the joys of being parents. He couldn’t wait to see
them in action, the two of them just learning how to change diapers
and get up in the middle
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