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About Pay The Ferryman

By reader demand, the story of how Nick and Damien met.

Three years after the events of Sabrina’s Clan, Nicholas Sherwood’s friends and loved ones gather for Christmas in the Scottish Highlands.  Sabrina and Riley meet a stranger identical to Damien, forcing Nick to examine his past.

Don’t miss out on this short bonus story, part of the paranormal romance thriller Stonebrood Saga series reviewers call edgy, vividly captivating, delightfully wicked and erotic.

Warning:  This story features two super hot alpha vampire heroes and MM sexual play.  Do not read this book if frank sexual language and sex scenes offend you.
No vampires or demon hunters came to harm in the making of this book.  Gargoyles have been added to the official hunt list, however…

This story is part of The Stonebrood Saga:
1.0:  Carson’s Night
2.0:  Beauty’s Beasts
2.1:  Harvest of Holidays*
2.2:  Unbearable*
3.0:  Sabrina’s Clan
3.1:  Pay the Ferryman*
3.5:  Hearts of Stone (Series Boxed Set)

*A Stony Stories tale:  Short stories featuring the characters and situations from the Stonebrood Saga

A vampire gargoyle urban fantasy romance story.



Praise for The Stonebrood Saga

A new world full of action, mysterious sexy men and stubborn heroines that will sure have readers desiring more and more of.  Book Lovers Inc.

Delightfully wicked and erotic. I loved every minute of it.  Don’t miss out on this was a wonderful read. Night Owl Reviews

Vividly captivating paranormal thriller that is infused with edgy suspense, dark passion and an extreme emotional depth that immediately grabs the reader and never lets go!   The Romance Studio

A paranormal lover’s wicked delight.  Literary Nymphs


Chapter One

Aviemore, Scottish Highlands, Present Day.

By four that afternoon, all four men had run out of inventive ways to distract two small girls and were growing more desperate by the minute. Nick vaguely wished Riley and Sabrina would return from their Christmas shopping early. Her return would resolve the issue almost immediately. He didn’t let the thought fully form because even in his own mind, the wish sounded like whining.

The idea of an eight-hundred-year-old vampire asking for help from two humans was utterly ridiculous.

Except that Damien, who was far, far older than Nick, looked just as stressed and anxious when Chloe’s constant requests for her mother turned into a temper tantrum, then a flood of tears that didn’t seem to want to taper off, even when Nick picked her up and laid her against his shoulder, where she always liked to cuddle.

When Riley, Damien, Chloe and he had arrived at the big old Victorian house on the outskirts of Aviemore three days ago, Brandy and Chloe had adored each other instantly. Brandy, the elder, had taken Chloe under her wing, leading the smaller girl around by the hand, introducing her to the mysteries of the old house, the rambling garden out the back and the glen beyond that.

By the end of the first day, Chloe had already begun to imitate Brandy’s thick Scottish accent and words, asking for a bosie instead of a cuddle and calling her shoes gutties.

It had left the six adults with nothing more complicated to do than catch up on the details of their lives which hadn’t been shared over the Internet in the last three years. It had been a very pleasant three days free of work concerns, for Nyanther, Jake and Sabrina had arranged for their handful of corporations to run with minimal supervision for the week leading up to Christmas and into the new year.

This morning, Riley and Sabrina had announced they were heading into Inverness, the nearest big shopping center, armed with a long shopping list and a packed lunch.

Riley kissed Nick’s cheek. “You’ll be fine with the girls. Make sure Chloe goes down for a nap this afternoon. She’s still get over her cold.”

“We’ll be fine,” Damien had assured her, as he pulled her over into his lap.

“Brandy is great with Chloe, anyway,” Jake said.

Sabrina looked at Riley and Nick got the impression she was trying to not smile. “That’s great. So, you four experts will have them fed, bathed and ready for bed when we get back, hmm?” She kissed Ny and Jake, then nudged Riley’s arm and picked up her bag and pulled out car keys.

Neither woman laughed until they reached the car, but all four men left sitting at the breakfast table with Chloe and Brandy between them were vampires, with extended hearing.

Neither little girl reacted, however. Chloe calmly ate her toast from both ends, licking the jam off her fingers in between bites, while Brandy pushed the book that was her first grade vacation reading across to Ny for help.

Nick had figured the day would end as calmly as it had begun, except that after lunch, when he went looking for the girls to put Chloe down for a nap, neither of them were to be found.

“They wouldn’t be out in the forest, would they?” Damien asked nervously.

“Brandy knows not to go beyond the stream,” Jake said. “If they were outside, we would be able to see them from this window.” He peered out, a deep frown between his brows.

They started searching through the house. It was a large house. In Victorian times, it had belonged to a peer of the realm, as a weekend lodge for hunting and off-season socializing. Even so, a house had defined limits and even two small girls couldn’t hide in it forever.

By three that afternoon, though, all four men were dusty and frustrated. They met in the big front room by the lace curtains, to compare notes. That was when Brandy and Chloe walked into the room, hand in hand. Chloe was crying.

“She wants her mummy,” Brandy said.

Nick swept Chloe up in his arms, as Ny and Jake fussed over Brandy.

Things had gone downhill from there. Nothing seemed to soothe Chloe. She fretted and fussed and cried in between.

Damien held his hand against her forehead. “She’s a little warmer than she should be. That’s probably not helping.”

“Tylenol?” Nick suggested.

Damien frowned. “Riley doesn’t like using it unless she really has to. Let’s wait and see.”

That was when Nick wished, in the darkest corners of his mind, that Riley and Sabrina would hurry up and get back home. He walked up and down the room, rocking Chloe as she sniffed and sniveled, while Jake and Nyanther were putting together a supper for Brandy, out in the old kitchen at the back of the house. Damien tried to get Riley on her cellphone one more time.

“Finally,” Damien muttered, making Nick’s heart jump.

“Where are they?” Nick said.

Damien looked at the screen, then got to his feet. “You’re not going to believe this.”

Nick heard the crunch of gravel outside and looked out the window. The big Land Rover was pulling up in front of the house. He held back his exclamation of relief and patted Chloe’s cheek. “Mommy is home, sweetheart.”

She lifted her head. Her cheeks were red. So were her eyes. “She is?”

“She’ll be here in just a moment,” Nick assured her.

Chloe twisted to look at the door and Nick turned so she could see it squarely.

Damien rested his hand on Nick’s shoulder and went out into the corridor to the front door, to open it and help with packages, as the two women unloaded shopping bags from the back of the Land Rover.

Then Riley hurried into the room. Behind her, Nick could hear Sabrina talking to Damien by the front door, her musical voice rising and falling with the cadences of the highlands. Even in three years, she had taken on some of the local inflections and accent.

Riley gave him a small smile, as Chloe held out her arms toward her. Riley picked her up and smoothed her hand over her cheeks. “Honey, you look all used up!”

Chloe nodded. “I want a story.”

“You want to go to bed?” Riley glanced at the grandfather clock in the corner of the room.

Chloe nodded again.

“You’re not hungry?”

This time, Chloe shook her head.

Riley glanced at Nick and he thought he could see accusation in the glance. Maybe his guilt was producing the suspicion. He was just glad Riley was there.

Riley brushed Chloe’s hair out of her eyes. “How about a bath and then a story, sweetheart?”

Chloe nodded.

Riley looked at Nick again. “I’ll put her to bed. You need to go out into the kitchen. Sabrina can tell you.”

“Tell me what?”

Riley rolled her eyes. “That’s what she’s going to tell you.” She sailed away, with a competent air.

Nick squared his shoulders with a gusty sigh and headed for the kitchen. The front hall was empty. Lined up along the wall was a long row of shopping bags with brands printed on them that Nick didn’t recognize.

He could hear everyone in the kitchen, talking in low voices.

“But it’s early!” Brandy said, her young voice lifting up over the others.

“You can read for a while, or watching something on your laptop,” Sabrina said. “It sounds as though you need some quiet time after this afternoon’s adventure.” Her voice was firm. “Go on up now, honey.”

Brandy came through the kitchen door and grimaced at Nick. “I’m being sent packing. It’s not fair.”

Nick held himself to a smile. Laughing at the girl wouldn’t help her feel any less indignant. “At least you’re allowed to read. It could be worse.”

She scowled at him, her pert nose wrinkling and stalked toward the stairs.

Nick went into the kitchen.

All four of them—Sabrina, Ny, Jake and Damien—were sitting at the big oak table. The remains of Brandy’s supper were pushed to the other end.

Nick dropped into the chair Damien pulled out for him.

“Start again, Sabrina,” Damien told her.

Sabrina looked at Nick. “I was just telling them about the man we saw this afternoon, at the Victorian Market. It was kind of creepy, actually.”

“What man?”

“Well, for about three minutes, both Riley and I would have sworn blind that the man was Damien. Riley even walked up to him and grabbed his arm to find out what the hell he was doing in Inverness when she had left him home in Aviemore looking after Chloe.”

“He really looked that much like me?” Damien asked.

“He really did,” Sabrina said. “As I said, it was a bit creepy. He’s got slightly shorter and neater hair than you, Damien. I noticed it straight away and figured you’d got a haircut while you were out. It’s what we both thought…that you’d come into Inverness for it. His eyes, his face, even his hands, were exactly you.” Sabrina licked her lips. “Then he started talking.”

“Scottish accent,” Ny said, his voice rumbling.

“Worse. He used Gaelic and he seemed really pissed at us.” Sabrina frowned. “Then he dropped into thick English and said he didn’t know us from a bar of soap—that’s what he said. Riley apologized and explained he looked like her husband, so sorry. Then we got the hell out of there. I don’t think I’ve ever felt quite so stupid.”

Riley’s hand fell on Nick’s shoulder and squeezed. He got to his feet and pushed her gently into his chair.

“That’s it?” Jake asked, frowning. “Someone who looks a bit like Damien?”

Nick cleared away the dishes at the end of the table and put them on the stone sink, then sat in the only remaining chair.

“No, really. It wasn’t just a passing resemblance,” Riley said. “If I didn’t know they were one of the few myths that don’t really exist, I would have said he was a
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