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Chapter 1




Jake tried to read the paperwork he’d
gotten this morning about the couple. The man on the bed in front
of him had been hurt badly, so critically that it’d taken the
nursing staff and doctors twelve hours before he’d been put back
together. His sister hadn’t fared any better, but she was resting
comfortably while Cameron wasn’t. He seemed to be jerking
uncontrollably and moaning in pain most of the time.

Caitlynn, Cattie to those who knew
her, was just down the hall in a private room as well. The bullet
that hit her in the back of the head hadn’t been as serious as it
could have been. They were still working on that, but the man that
had brought them to this private hospital said he thought Cameron,
Cam to his friends, had called out to his sister which had her
ducking. The Hendersons had a great many people looking out for
them, and none were human.

“Where is my sister?” Jake
stood up, completely forgetting about the paperwork that he’d been
working on as it slid to the floor. “I don’t know you, do I? Where
is Cattie, and my mom and dad?”

“You’re at a private
hospital for now. Your sister is just down the hall, but I’m afraid
she’s not able to come in here to see you as yet. As for your
parents, your mother—a wonderful person, by the way—is in the
cafeteria having a cup of tea with my mate, and your dad was called
away. Something to do with his work.” The man nodded, then grabbed
his head and cried out. “Yeah, they said that you might want to
take it easy on moving around too much at first.”

Jake watched him struggle with the
pain, and the very little that he’d given him in the way of answers
to his questions. Jake himself still had plenty of questions, but
he could wait.

Cam had been out for several days now,
and it had been touch-and-go for both of them since Jake had been
called away from his home to help them. Whatever favors had been
pulled to keep these two alive had been more than a simple thing,
like saving their lives. It had to be so much more than that, he
thought, especially since Cam had been critical and Cattie in grave
condition when they’d been brought to him. Now they were both on
the mend, and it hadn’t been that long ago since their first
prognoses had been given to them.

“What did you mean that
Cattie isn’t able to come see me? They were supposed to keep her
alive.” Jake told the man that the people who had brought her in
had done all that they could. “If they’d done what I told them to
do, then she’d be up and around, and I’d be wherever she is. Where
is Howard, anyway?”

“The man that brought you
to me?” Careful this time, Cam nodded. “He told us when we were
notified to come and be with you and your sister, that he had to
take care of some loose ends. I didn’t think he was the sort of man
who shared well, so I didn’t ask. Would you like to go and see your
sister? Like I said, she’s doing better, but not as well as
everyone had hoped she would.”

“Yes. Can I be moved yet?”
Jake told him that it was up to him, but he’d take a wheelchair
until he was stronger. “All right. You said my mom was close? And
with your mate? Is she capable of keeping my mom safe?”

“He. And yes, he’s a
tiger.” Cam said that he was sorry. “No need to be. It’s something
that everyone does. Forrest, my mate, he said that they’re coming
up now. And I’m to understand that you have the ability to talk to
people, far reaching. I’ve been told to advise you to hold off on
that for a while. They need to see who they can trust
here.”

“All right.” The
wheelchair was brought in as Cam’s mom and Forrest joined them.
Once he was seated, which was not nearly as easy as it sounded, he
was taken down the long hall to his sister’s room. A couple came
out of the room just as they got there. “Cam, these are friends of
mine, Henry and Paddy. They’ve been keeping an eye on Cattie for
you. Henry is a wolf.”

Cam was rolled right up to the bed
when they entered the room. No one said anything to him, but Jake
had a feeling that the man was giving a bit of himself to his
sister. Howard, the man that had brought them here, had said that
Cam was very strong, and stubborn too. Just let him do what he felt
that he needed to. Jake looked at Forrest when he came to stand by
him. He asked if he’d heard anything more.

“Nothing as yet. I have
been reading over the reports on the grocery store.” Cam turned to
him and asked him what he’d heard. “Just bits and pieces. And your
friend, Howard, he’s been giving us what he can. I’m not sure, but
I think that he wanted to get permission from you before he told us
too much.”

“More than likely. What
did he tell you about me?” Jake told him there really hadn’t been
much, just that he was an FBI agent, his sister was a cop. “Nothing
about what I am? What I can do?”

“No. Just enough to tell
you not to reach out to people if you can help it. And that you are
very powerful.” Jake watched him carefully. He didn’t want him to
weaken himself more by being out of bed. But Howard had told them
that if they took him right away to see her, he might rest easier.
“What are you, if I can ask?”

“I’m nothing that you’ve
encountered before. I’m a little of everything, and some of that is
pretty nasty shit. About twenty or so years ago, I was hit by a
car, completely my fault. The closest hospital was a clinic for
shifters. They sort of pumped me up with everything they had in
their arsenal to save my life.” He didn’t say any more, just kept
looking at his sister. “I’ve been on medical leave from the bureau
for some time now. They’re trying to convince me to come back, but
I just don’t have it in me anymore. It’s overwhelming, being what I
am.”

“My son is a good boy.”
Cam smiled at his mom when she spoke. “Both my children are good
people. And this thing that brought them here, I’m only just
hearing about it. What would you like to know? I can tell you what
I’ve heard from their father, but after that, he’ll have to tell
you. The store that you were in, it was a set up. Not for you—you
were just in the wrong place at the wrong time. But they wanted
Cattie gone.”

“I figured as much.” Jake
looked at Cam when he asked him why he’d thought that. “I’ve been
reading over reports of the incident. Most of what I have, its
things that not even your police have. A lot of it is from friends
I have that can move in and out of places that no one else can. Or
so I think. Anyway, Quincey, a vampire, has been looking around as
well. He said that your sister, Cattie, knows him.”

As soon as he said her name, she
looked at him. She had the most beautiful eyes, the color of very
old emeralds. Jake could see her pain—she wore it as if it were a
second skin, one that she’d gladly strip out of. When she glanced
at Cam, he could see the resemblance and the love they had for each
other. Trust too. Then something occurred to him.

“You’re twins.” Cam
nodded, and Cattie did as well. “You have a bond, too, that others
in your situation don’t have, don’t you? This arsenal you talked
about, some of it is in her as well.”

“Yes. You’re very good.
But yes, when I was on the bike, a regular bicycle, she was with me
when I was hit. I went up and over the car that hit me and landed
on my head. Cattie wasn’t hurt, but she didn’t leave my side. And
because of the bond that we had before, she shared some, but not
all of what I got.” Cam pushed his chair around so that he could
face them. Jake could see that he was mending quickly now, and so
was Cattie. “By the time my parents were notified, I had been hurt
for several hours. When they got to my side, the damage was already
done. As in they had already changed me because of how close I was
to dying. I’ve been laying low since I turned twenty-five. That was
when the shit really kicked in.”

“Cameron.” He apologized
to his mom. “You should want to make a good first impression. There
is no telling what might have happened to you had these people not
stepped in to hide you. But as I was saying, from what we’ve been
able to piece together, they were there to take out Cattie. For
what, we just don’t know at the moment. But when Cam walked into
the store, something that he hasn’t done in a while, they decided
to take them both out—as far as we can understand, anyway. The
robbery was just a ruse to get your sister to the
scene.”

“I was specially called to
hit the store. I was just going off duty when the call came in and
my boss told me to go with them. That he’d cover the overtime.”
Cattie looked at Jake, and he knew that she understood what he’d
done. Jake had already seen and talked to the captain of the
station through Henry, and his ability to talk to the dead. Shaking
her head, she asked him to confirm what he was sure she already
knew. “He’s dead, isn’t he?”

“Yes. Quincey. He said
that you’d understand.” Cattie nodded. She might understand, but he
didn’t. “May I ask why they wanted either or both of you dead? I
mean, I’ve been reading over some of the paperwork that was taken
from the captain’s desk, and he seemed to think you were an all
right person. He did have pressure from the higher ups, but that
didn’t call for killing either of you. I can only assume, and I
have a feeling that I’m right, they didn’t care for the number of
cases that you close. With the help of Cam, I’m
betting.”

“Yes, that’s right. But
that was what you were supposed to find.” Quincey came in and
kissed Cattie on the forehead and shook the hand of Cam. They were
both getting better—the cuts on her face were nearly gone, and Cam
was standing up now. Quincey handed him another thick file as he
continued. “That is curtesy of his home. There is a room that no
one found when they were searching his place after he was killed.
And to the public, so that you know, he committed suicide. But he’s
been dirty since before he got out of the police academy. And more
than likely before then.”

“Why?” Everyone turned to
Paddy when he asked the question. “I know a great deal about how a
house is run and have even been in on a dirty one or two in my
career. But this one, it seemed to be on the up and up without
anyone on the take. And believe me when I tell you, I looked hard
to find it. There just didn’t seem to be anything
there.”

“For the most part, the
majority of the cops were on the up and up, as you called it. There
were only a few, the captain for one, that were dirty. His dirt was
going to take down the entire place, sadly. And we think, just from
what we’ve found out recently, that he needed Cattie dead to get
her out of the way of something coming soon. Or at least that’s
what I’ve surmised so far.” Cattie got out of the bed and started
stretching and moving around the room while Quincey continued. “But
as to why they wanted her dead, I’ve not been able to find out much
more than that she was the target in all this. Sadly, a lot of
people lost their lives when the building blew. But their families
are being well compensated.”

“So, let me get this
straight, because this is just too much at once for me.” Jake
smiled at Forrest when he winked at him. “So, this super cop,
Cattie, is a target for some reason. These people, I’m assuming the
ones that wanted her dead, are robbing a store to bring her on the
scene. I’m assuming that they were going to kill her off, and make
it look like she was shot in the line of duty. Then her brother
shows up, another super person, and it all goes to shit. But, as
far as the public is aware, both of them are dead as well. Correct
so far?”

“Yes, but you’re missing
one important element. No one—no one on her force nor those that I
worked with—is aware that I’m anything more than a man who had to
take some time off to heal from a job gone south.” Jake could see
the pain on Cam’s face. “I shot and killed a kid. Not that it was
an accident—it was him or me, quite literally. When he pointed the
gun at me and fired, I returned it, and he was dead and I was shot
too. I’ve been healing since then. It’s been about eight months now
and I have no intention of going back.”

It was so final that no one said
anything. Jake could understand it better than most, not wanting to
go back to the same thing day after day. Going into partnership,
both business and personally, with Forrest had given him a much
better outlook on his whole life. And he loved Forrest for
it.

~*~

Cam walked the halls of the place they
were staying. He’d come to figure out that it wasn’t a hospital, at
least not now it wasn’t. The place had been closed down years ago,
but still operated quietly when it was needed. He’d have to ask
Howard if they needed any funding to keep it afloat. He knew that
without this place, he and his sister would be dead.

There were no other patients in the
place but him and Cattie. The staff that was there—very few now—was
all in some way involved with keeping the public in the dark about
what sort of place it was. Quincey, he knew, now owned not only the
building, but also about five hundred acres that surrounded it. Cam
came to the conclusion that not only was it not known to the people
that were nearby, but they didn’t know that there was even a
building within the electrified fencing.

“I’ve been thinking.” He
smiled at his sister when she came out of the room she’d been in.
“Don’t say it. I’m really confused about what is going on with my
job. I mean, who would want to go to this much trouble to see me
dead?”

“You mean besides me?” She
punched him in the arm. “I’ve been thinking on that too. You said
that your boss, Captain James, told you to go on this mission, even
though you were supposed to be getting off. I wish I could have a
long conversation with the bastard to see just how much money he
made off of this. And see if hell takes that kind of
currency.”

“I think we can get that.
But you’re right, it seemed strange to me, even when the call came
in. I mean, we’re not the kind of cops that goes out on this sort
of thing. We’re the ones that go after the scum of the earth, drug
dealers, as well as prostitution and counterfeit shit.” She looked
around to see if their mom was close. Even though they were both in
their early thirties, they were terrified of their mom—with good
reason. She was their mom, but she had a mean streak in her when
they didn’t live up to her expectations. “Why did he think that I
wouldn’t have questioned him about it?”

“Did you?” She said that
she had tried, but he was practically shoving her out the door.
“I’ve been thinking on why I was there too. You know as well I do
that I don’t go out unless it’s dire. I mean, being out of lettuce?
I haven’t any idea why it was so urgent that I go out then. I was
thinking that your nervousness of this called out to me in some
way, and that’s how I ended up there. Even though you didn’t
contact me, I still felt the need to be with you. I wasn’t even
surprised that I’d walked into something. Understand?”

“Yes. And so you know, I
did think about you while I was waiting on things to be set inside.
I was worried about what you’d think of me being there.” He nodded
and took the turn at the next left. He needed to regain his
strength, and this was helping. “So, this thing that we can do—I
guess we can add being able to contact each other without
contacting each other.”

“I’ll put that on our to
do list.” He moved down the hall, her beside him every step of the
way. “Cattie, what do you think of the people that are here? The
couples. Why them? I mean, it’s not like they’re anyone we’ve dealt
with before. I’ve been wondering why Quincey, or even Howard for
that matter, had them come to help us.”

“Have you talked to Howard
yet?” He said that he’d not. “Me either. I did remember seeing him
there, when we were taken away, but not much before or after that.
Quincey has been telling me for a while now that I need to beef up
my own security. I guess he was right.”

“Yes, I’d say that he was.
By the way, you had a lovely funeral. Did you see it on the
television?” Cattie said that she’d purposely not watched it. “The
mayor had so many good things to say about you, though he sort of
glossed over me being killed too. I think that the bureau had asked
him to do that. I’ve not tried reaching out to him yet. Have you
contacted anyone?”

“No, I’m trying to lay
low.” They were picking up speed as they came down the next
hallway, almost at a jog. “Cam, I have to say, I’m a little worried
about Mom and Dad—especially Dad. Did you hear that he got called
away last night? Why? The man has been retired for years. Why are
they calling him out on jobs after all this time? I have a feeling
that it’s not work and he’s in trouble again.”

He knew, but he didn’t want to tell
Cattie just yet. Cam, too, had been laying low, but he was much
better at searching minds than she was, so he had been picking
brains for the last several hours.

Cam turned the next corner and came to
a sudden stop. There stood Howard. Cam hadn’t seen the man in weeks
before he’d called to him to come for Cattie. He looked worried,
overworked, and closer to his age. The man was ancient, but you’d
never know it to see him. The magic of being a vampire had kept him
looking much younger than he really was.

“I’ve some news for you
both, but I’d rather wait until the troops are here to listen in
too. Jake and Forrest have been taking good care of the two of
you?” They both said that they had and asked when they were going
to get out of there. “Not for a while yet. I like you both being
presumed dead. I think in the long run it will keep you alive
longer. What did the doc say about your noodle, Cam? Anything come
up?”

“Nope, just as brainy as
ever.” He had hit his head in the bike accident, and it had been
why the people at the clinic had poured all they had into him. His
brain—unlike most people, Cam used every part of it. That was
the magic that
he’d gotten when he’d been hit by the car. “I do have a couple of
questions for you concerning the others here. Not anything bad, but
I would like to know why them. Why now?”

“I can answer that one for
you. You remember Jenna Winslow?” They both said that they did.
“She was the long-lost daughter of Quincey. And Jake, he’s the
grandchild of Jenna, and great-grandson of Quincey. The child that
they’re raising is half-sister to Jake. The line of familiarity is
why he trusts them more than he does even me. And we go back
further than anyone I know. Forrest was her attorney and is the
mate to Jake. The other two are good friends to them both. That’s
the connection to all four of them.”

“So, Quincey has them come
here to take care of us and make sure that—what? We’re not killed.
Doesn’t that put them in harm’s way? I’d hate to see them hurt
because of this crap.” He agreed with his sister, but Howard had
more. “They’re immortal? Because of their connection to Quincey? I
guess that makes sense.”

“Quincey told me that up
until a few weeks ago, he’d been protecting his grandson, Jake. He
kept him in the dark, and those around him, about the fact that
he’s more vampire than human with some of his magic. As soon as
Quincey removed the protection, right after Jenna was killed, he
talked to him about it and then took the protection away. Jake has
become good with the magic—a great deal of it, I guess—that he
inherited from Quincey, but he’s still getting used to it. Jake and
Forrest both took it fairly well. And the baby sister, she’s not
all human either.” Cam said that was a lot for anyone to take in.
“You don’t know the half of it, I’m afraid. Jenna, if you recall,
had been murdered by her son, father to Jake. Jacob has been
sentenced to five life terms for his part in not just his mother’s
death, but a few other things that had been unearthed by his son.
It’s a long and terrible story, but you can see where the
connection is now.”

“Sounds too messy not to
be true.” Howard nodded at him. “All right. That explains that. But
how much longer are we going to have to be hidden away? While I
like it here because there aren’t a lot of people, I’m going just a
little stir crazy. I know that Cattie is as well.”

“We need to keep you dead,
as I said, for just a little longer. But you’ll be happy to know
that as of yesterday, there is a track that Quincey had put in for
the two of you to run on. And there is equipment that you can use
to get some of your strength back in the lower levels.” Cam thanked
Howard. “Don’t thank me, it was Jake. He said that he knew that you
two were getting antsy.”

By the time Jake and Forrest got
there, he and his sister had ordered their lunch. The kitchen here
was five-star, Howard told them, and to order whatever they wanted.
The magic again, he was told, would get them just about anything
they wanted. Cam took them up on that offer and ordered a thick
steak and all the trimmings. Cattie did the same, but she ordered
pie too. His sister loved the treat. He thought that she might like
it better than she did him at times.

They were sitting at one of the large
tables in the dining room when Howard came in to have a talk with
them all. He had news, none of it good, but it was things that they
had to hear. His dad showed up about an hour after the meeting
started, and he looked broken. Instead of asking him what had
happened, he touched his mind to see what else their father was
hiding from them.

His dad had been in trouble before—a
great deal of it. While he loved the man very much, he didn’t
really trust him, and hadn’t for a long time. It was just after
Cam’s last day of work, all those months ago, that he’d begun to
see his father in a different light. And had it not been for Cam’s
intervention, they would have lost their family home, Mom would
have been out on the streets, and Dad would have been in
prison.

When Dad looked at him, Cam let him.
He didn’t hide the fact that he didn’t want his father around him.
He knew that he should have talked to Cattie about him, let her
know what he was up to now, but he’d been putting it off for some
time now. Cam supposed that he hoped that his father would change.
He had, but not in a good way. Orval Henderson was in way over his
head, and it was going to get him killed if he didn’t get his shit
together. And Cam knew that it was going to be next to impossible
for him to pay off the debts that he’d racked up, gambling on
everything this time—including his children’s lives. His dad
figured that Cam had gotten him out of it once, and that he’d
continue to do so. But he wouldn’t. Not again.


Chapter 2


Rick wasn’t sure what he was supposed
to be doing here. He’d been asked by his buddy and longtime friend,
Forrest, to come by his house—that he had a gig for him. Rick
hadn’t had a gig of any kind for years now and getting a call from
Forrest out of the blue, like it had been, couldn’t have come at a
better time. Pressing the doorbell, he listened to the tune that
seemed to echo throughout the house. Beethoven.

Rick and Forrest had grown up
together. Not in the sense that they’d been children that had been
close. No, they’d figured out that they were gay at the same time,
leaning heavily on each other throughout their teenage years and
on. Rick had thought himself in love with Forrest at the beginning
of their relationship—and in a way, he had been. But not the kind
of love that made them “in love,” but one that was much stronger
and tighter than most married couples had. They were, and would be
forever, lifelong friends.

“May I help you, sir?” He
grinned at who he thought was the butler. The man looked like he’d
been fighting with a dust rag and lost. “We’re clearing out one of
the large rooms in the barn today, as well as looking for lost
treasure. The masters of the house, they’re out there
now.”

“So, I can see. Did you
find every cobweb and have it attach itself to you? Or are there
more yet that you’re looking to find?” The gentleman smiled and
invited him in. “I’m Richard Whitehall. I’m here to see Forrest
Stout.”

“Yes, my lord. He is out
in the barn with Lord Winslow. I’ve only come in to put on some
supper for tonight. My name is Walton.” He shook the man’s hand
when he took his jacket. “They’ve been expecting you. I shall ring
down there and see if they’re coming up, or if I should send you
down. There is quite the do over things right now.”

When he was asked to follow him, Rick
took the time to look around. Christ, this was a big fucking house.
He wondered if they’d bought this house with the intentions of
never seeing each other, or if they were planning to invite the
neighborhood over to stay with them. Laughing slightly, he followed
the older gentleman into the kitchen.

And here was the heart of the house,
he realized. There was not just warmth, but also a hominess that
he’d not felt in a home, including his own, for a very long time.
While Walton made a call, presumably to the barn, Rick wandered
through the kitchen to the dining room. He realized his mistake
then. The house seemed to warm him like nothing had in a very long
time. This house was completely filled with warmth and love. He
could see himself living here, if ever given the chance.

“Rick?” He turned when he
heard his name. He was hard pressed to tear his eyes from the view
out the large window to see his buddy. “You made it. Christ, I’ve
missed you so much. Come on out, I want you to meet my mate,
Jake.”

They caught up, never that hard of a
thing to do between the two of them, as they made their way out to
the barn. And when he saw the monstrosity that Forrest had called a
barn, he paused in entering the place and smiled at him.

“This isn’t a barn. This
is a storage unit for every animal ever born—you know that, don’t
you?”

Laughing, Forrest put his arm over
Rick’s shoulders and guided him into the barn and out the other end
of it. There were no animals in the place, but there were a great
many other items.

The place had been used as a storage
place for a long time, if the boxes covered in dust were any
indication. There were crates that were still sealed up with old
straps, and baskets that had lids on them that he’d seen in other
countries when he’d been visiting. And there were plastic bags,
most of them without as much dust as the rest, but just as neatly
put in the large barn.

Rick saw the other man before he saw
them. Jake was a good-looking man. Well, it was more than that—he
looked like a man that Rick thought he could be great friends with.
His smile was easy, his manner of doing the simple task of digging
in the dirt was classy. Rick had never thought that he’d consider
digging with a shovel as classy, but this man had it in spades.
When Forrest said the other man’s name, he came toward them with
the same ease he had in shoveling. Rick could only see that he was
happy, and in love with Forrest.

“You must be Rick. I’ve
heard so much about you.” He shook his hand and felt the connection
immediately. “I’m only just getting used to this magic stuff, so
don’t tell me what you are. I’m trying to work it out on my own.
You’re a shifter. No, that’s not it. You’re more. An elite shifter,
correct?”

“Yes, that’s right.
Forrest told me that the two of you had gained some extra since
you’ve been together. I love your home. It’s beautiful, what I got
to see of it.” Jake told him that he was staying with them for a
while, so he’d get the chance to see it all. “I thank you. But
since I have no idea why I’ve been ordered to come here, let’s just
play it by ear when it comes to me intruding in your
home.”

“We have some work that
you can do for us. I hope, anyway.” No one elaborated, so Rick
asked about the digging. “Ah, well, a friend of ours—you’ll get to
meet them too—can see ghosts, if you can believe that. Anyway, he
was talking to one of them, and was told that there is a can of
some importance buried back here. We didn’t realize until a couple
of days ago that this barn was built on the foundation of the one
that had been here centuries ago. So, we’re having fun trying to
find it. But what we have in mind for you is the book Paddy is
writing.”

Rick looked at Forrest as Jake
continued on about the book and the ghost. He wasn’t sure what he
was supposed to say, but he couldn’t help him with the book. He
wasn’t going down that way again.

Just about five years ago this month
he’d been taken apart by the literary world. His book, one about a
shifter and his lover, had been a solid hit. Movie deals were being
tossed around, and there was talk of some big names wanting the
lead part in the movie. Then, an ex-lover had said that he’d
written the book, and Rick had stolen his work. It had taken him a
great deal of cash to get out from under the lawsuits that were
hurled at him. In the end, he’d
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