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​ Chapter
One

 


“How are you feeling?” Marc inquired after he
and Bailey returned from their first run after Bailey’s clean bill
of health. “Just. A bit. Out. Of breath,” Bailey panted as he
stood, hands on his knees, gasping for air. “Tomorrow, I will feel
my muscles, I’m sure,” he added for good measure. Marc smiled; it
felt good to see Bailey happy and healthy again. After being
rescued from the dry well they had dumped him in, they had rushed a
barely alive Bailey to hospital. The doctor had told Marc to
prepare for the worst because Bailey had been in bad shape. Robert
Delossantos, and Alec Woods, Marc’s former lover, had tortured and
beaten Bailey to an inch of his life. He also had suffered a
severely damaged spine in the process. Even if he survived, Bailey
would never walk again. That was six months ago, and now they had
their first run.

 


“Come on, baby, shower, and food because I’m
starving,” Marc said as he opened the front door and stiffened.
“What is it?” Bailey asked as he was standing behind Marc. The
former assassin looked down, and Bailey did the same, and that’s
when he noticed a large manila envelope.

 


Marc bent and picked up the envelope. “Who
it’s from?” Bailey inquired as he followed Marc inside the house.
“My father,” Marc’s reply was short as he crossed the hall and took
the stairs. Curiosity piqued, Bailey hurried to follow his lover up
the stairs.

 


“Well, open it,” Bailey urged after Marc
stood in the middle of the room, staring at the envelope he still
was holding. “Will you get two bottles of water from the fridge?
Then I’ll open the envelope.” Bailey nodded, turned, and left, but
he returned a few seconds later. “That was fast,” Marc chuckled.
Bailey was curious by nature. He was standing in front of Marc,
arms crossed over his chest, without water bottles.

 


Marc slowly opened the envelope and took out
a card. Bailey frowned. “Let me see,” he said as he took the card
from Marc. The former assassin didn’t mind. After all, the card
came from his father because nothing good could come from that.
“Oh. It’s an invitation,” Bailey said sardonically.

 


“What’s it about?” Marc inquired; he would
let Bailey read the card because he wasn’t interested. “Well, it
says that your father is getting married,” Bailey beamed at Marc,
who chuckled. The former assassin eyed his lover, then he smiled
and said, much to Bailey’s astonishment, “What do you want for
breakfast.”

 


“Breakfast? We just got invited to the
wedding of the century, and you want breakfast?” Bailey exclaimed
mockingly. Marc raised one eyebrow, “Yeah, because I’m hungry,” he
replied as he went into the kitchen. Bailey trailed after him, card
in hand. “Don’t you want to see the card?” “Nope.” “Aren’t you a
bit curious?” The florist sounded flabbergasted, making Marc
laugh.

 


“Don’t act so surprised,” Marc chuckled.
“Well, that’s because I am. Are we going?” “Uh? Where to?” “The
wedding, of course,” Bailey replied as he slapped Marc playfully on
the shoulder. Marc opened the fridge and took the eggs from the
shelf. “Omelet?” he asked. “Uh, yes,” Bailey answered. “So, are we
going?” he asked again as he waved the card in front of Marc’s
face.

 


Marc knew that Bailey could be very
persistent; it was one of the many things he loved about him.
Nevertheless, Marc didn’t want to go and didn’t understand why his
father had sent him an invitation. The man hated his guts, and
Blake Senior couldn’t stand his son’s side.

 


“Do you want to go?” Marc asked before he
could stop himself. Bailey looked perplexed. “You let me decide if
we go or not?” he said. “Yeah, no. I was just asking you if you
wanted to go. It doesn’t mean that we’re going,” the former
assassin explained. Marc placed the eggs on the counter and cupped
Bailey’s chin. “You’re so cute when you pout,” he chuckled as he
gently brushed their lips together.

 


“Contrary to what you think, I don’t want to
go to the wedding at all. And, I don’t pout. I never pout because
it’s not cool,” Bailey said. Marc raised his eyebrows. “Good! Now
sit and be pretty while I cook breakfast,” he said as he motioned
to the breakfast table with his spatula.

 


Even though Marc pretended to believe that
Bailey didn’t want to go to the wedding, he knew different. The man
always wanted to know everything. So, it was a given that he wanted
to know why Blake Senior had invited Marc to attend the wedding.
Well, not only that, but all in all, the festivities would last a
week. Mr. Marcus Blake had invited his eldest son and his partner
to celebrate his wedding.

 


Marc broke six eggs and started beating them,
then he added peppers, onions, garlic, and mushrooms and put the
mixture in the skillet. “That smells heavenly. You’re a good cook,
and I love food. It’s why we are perfect for each other,” Bailey
grinned. “You think?” Marc replied. “I sure do,” Bailey said.

 


Marc put the omelet on the plates, added
toast, and placed it on the table. “Thanks, babe,” Bailey said as
he began eating and noticed how hungry he really was. Well, he had
run three miles.

 


“Did you hear anything from Lucas lately?”
Bailey asked all of a sudden. Marc looked up from his plate. He
looked thoughtful. “No, I haven’t heard from him. We usually don’t
keep in touch,” he replied while putting a fork full of the omelet
in his mouth. “I like him. Maybe we can invite him for dinner
sometime?” Bailey suggested. Marc didn’t reply because even though
he was a former assassin, Lucas was not. Plus, as an active
assassin, Lucas didn’t do social calls. But he kept that to himself
because he knew how Bailey would like it if Lucas visited them.

 


“Oh, I totally forgot, but my father called
yesterday. He found an estate to his liking, and he bought it. It’s
right here in Madison Valley, isn’t that great?” Bailey grinned
widely. It was evident that he liked the idea of having his father,
Mario Delossantos, nearby. “That’s great, baby. It also means that
he’s retiring, which is what you wanted,” Marc replied as he gently
squeezed Bailey’s shoulders. “Yes. I can’t tell you how happy that
makes me. I still have so many questions,” Bailey said. He
especially wanted to know everything about his mother because she
had died much too soon.

 


They cleared the table and put the dishes in
the dishwasher. “What are your plans for today?” Marc questioned.
It was Sunday, and on that day, the Flower Hut was closed. “I don’t
know. We could invite my father for dinner; I’ll cook,” Bailey
beamed at Marc.

 


“You can’t cook, baby, but let’s ask him, and
I will cook dinner. How about that?” Marc said. The smile Bailey
gave him made Marc melt right then and there. He took Bailey in his
arms and kissed him, hard. Bailey parted his lips and moaned softly
when Marc’s tongue slid inside. The florist wrapped his arms around
Marc’s neck and pulled him even closer.

 


“We could do some shopping and have lunch at
The Star Lounge. They serve the tomato soup you like so much,” Marc
offered. “Good idea, but let me call my father first, okay?” Bailey
said as he went to get his phone, which was in the bedroom.

 


“Dad loves to have dinner with us, but he
asked if he’s allowed to cook,” Bailey informed the former
assassin. “Sure, why not? The man is an excellent cook,” Marc
smiled. “Alright, but we need to do some grocery shopping because
he needs ingredients we don’t have in stock,” Bailey grinned. He
laughed because Bailey knew how Mario hated to do grocery shopping.
“Of course, we will,” Marc smiled.

 


Marc and Bailey decided to go horseback
riding before heading into town. They rode side by side for a while
when Bailey opened his mouth as if he wanted to say something. But
then he closed it again. “What is it you want to ask, baby,” Marc
said as he reined in his horse.

 


“It’s just that I thought you would want to
accept the invite to the wedding of the century,” Bailey said. Marc
sighed because he knew where this was going, and Bailey was right.
He had every reason to accept the invitation to the wedding. It was
the perfect opportunity to look for clues and evidence that someone
had murdered his mother.

 


However, he was reluctant because he knew
that Bailey would insist on accompanying him. Marc suspected his
father of killing his mother. If that were the case, then it could
get dangerous for Bailey. There was no telling what the old man
would do to stop his son from exposing him as a murderer.

 


As if reading his thoughts, Bailey said,
“I’ll be fine. Plus, I trust you to keep me safe.” The former
assassin looked thoughtful at the man he loved more than anything
until his phone rang. “It’s Byron,” he said as he swiped his finger
over the display. Unfortunately, Bailey was only able to hear one
side of the conversation. But, he could tell that Byron had
received an invitation to attend their father’s wedding, as
well.

 


“If we attend the wedding, Byron will too.”
Marc looked at Bailey and said, “Is there a chance of you staying
here while I attend the wedding?” “Really?” Bailey said in
disbelief. Marc could tell that his lover wasn’t amused. “I thought
so. Well, that leaves me with two choices. One, I’m not going. Or,
I go, and you’re coming with me,” he said solemnly. “Damn right
because there’s no way I’m staying here,” Bailey nearly
growled.

 


“I love you so much, baby,” Marc whispered
huskily. “Not as much as I love you,” the florist returned in an
evenly husky voice. They kissed, and Bailey nearly slid from the
saddle because both were still sitting on their horses. “I have
you, baby,” Marc said as he reached and grabbed Bailey’s arm to
prevent him from falling to the ground. Bailey still had to learn
how to ride a horse properly. And that he nearly slid from the
saddle after Marc kissed him wasn’t that strange.

 


After returning to the stables, they took
care of the horses and went inside to shower and change.


​ Chapter
Two

 


“To you, moving to Madison Valley, dad,”
Bailey grinned as he raised his glass. Mario and Marc raised their
glasses as well, and Marc repeated Bailey’s words without the word
dad. Mario had decided that he wanted to be closer to his only son.
Bailey was the only child left of Mario and Emily Delossantos. Marc
killed Fabian, Bailey’s twin brother, while still a hitman. The man
had been rotten to the core and would have continued molesting and
murdering children.

 


The Delossantos Family didn’t tolerate the
family attacking each other, let alone killing one another. Robert
had broken that rule when he went after Bailey. And Brendan,
Bailey’s rock, was killed when the car he was driving exploded. The
assassin, who was on Robert Delossantos’s payroll, killed the wrong
person. It should have been Bailey in that car, not Brendan.

 


So, that left only Bailey, and Mario wanted
to do right by his son; he wanted to get to know him. And Bailey
wanted to get to know his father. He was also curious about his
mother and wanted to know all about her. So, the former mob boss
had promised he would answer all of his son’s questions. Also, he
would share stories of him and Emily in better times.

 


“I’m delighted that you decided to move here,
dad. But, you still haven’t told us what property you bought,”
Bailey said as he sipped his champagne. Mario smiled. “Is one of
you familiar with the Little Oaks estate?” he asked. Marc frowned,
and Bailey’s eyes grew huge. “Really? You bought the Little Oak
estate?” he questioned, looking flabbergasted. Mario laughed as he
nodded. “That I did, my son,” he finally replied.

 


“That’s great because now you’re our
neighbor,” Bailey glanced at Marc, who still hadn’t said a word.
“Isn’t that great, babe?” Bailey and Mario were looking expectantly
at Marc. “Of course I like it. It’s just, I didn’t know that the
estate was for sale,” he carefully said.

 


Mario grinned when he said, “I didn’t force
the owner to sell if that’s what you’re afraid of. No, I made them
an offer they couldn’t refuse. When I said that I wanted to retire,
I meant it.” Marc nodded; that was good enough for him. He knew
that the former mob boss didn’t have reason to lie. If he did, then
he would lose Bailey for good. It wasn’t something that Mario
wanted to risk.

 


Dinner was pleasant; they ate and drank, and
Mario started sharing stories of better times when he and Emily
were still happy. Unfortunately, the evening was over far too soon,
and Marc invited his father-in-law for a nightcap. Apparently,
Mario didn’t want the evening to end as well because he accepted
the invitation. The night ended with Mario staying the night, much
to Bailey’s delight.

 


******

 


“Good morning, dad,” Bailey greeted his
father, who had already finished his first cup of coffee. “Morning,
son,” Mario greeted, smiling, but it didn’t reach his eyes, making
Bailey frown. “You smile, but it’s not a genuine one. Is something
wrong?” he inquired.

 


“Yes, this,” Mario said as he handed Bailey
the invitation to the wedding of Blake Senior. “What about it?”
“Are you planning on going?” the former mob boss asked. “I don’t
know because that’s Marc’s call to make,” Bailey said. Mario
nodded; he said, “The Blake Family is dangerous. You should stay
away from them.”

 


“Do you really think that they would hurt
Marc? I know that his father doesn’t like him, but I can’t imagine
that he would actually hurt him.” Bailey had trouble believing that
the Blake Family would hurt one of their own.

 


“Son, did you forget that Marcus Blake bailed
Shauna and her deranged friends out of jail. The same people who
wanted to see you dead,” Mario said. Bailey sipped from his coffee;
he didn’t reply because he had no answer. His father was right;
Blake Senior had freed Shauna and her psycho friends from jail. He
did hate Marc, and he would probably hate him too.

 


Mario eyed Bailey intently before he softly
said, “You know that Marc’s mother probably is murdered, right?”
Bailey sighed because, yes, he knew about that. Marc had told him
what his mother’s last words had been. She had said that she was
dying, but it was murder. “Dad, if Marc and Byron attend the
wedding, I will be there as well,” Bailey insisted.

 


“I know that you will, son,” Mario said.
“However, know this, I might be retired, but if this family hurts
one hair on your head, then they will answer to me. I still have my
soldiers, and I won’t hesitate to mobilize them,” the former mob
boss added. Bailey knew that the man had meant every word, judging
by the expression on his face.

 


“Blake Senior knows that you’re my son, the
only one left. So, he should know better than to harm or threaten
you,” Mario said in a soft but dangerous tone. “I won’t let
anything happen to him,” said Marc. Mario contemplated Marc for a
long time before he finally said, “I know that you will do
everything in your power to keep my son safe. But, keep in mind
that your family is treacherous, unpredictable, and some of them
are so deranged that they don’t care if I would come after
them.”

 


“I know, believe me, I really do. But, I have
to attend this charade they call the wedding of the century. It’s a
perfect opportunity to investigate my mother’s death without anyone
questioning my presence,” Marc replied. “I understand. I also know
that my son won’t let you go alone,” Mario said. Then he addressed
Bailey. “I know that you will defend Marc with your life because
that’s who you are. Like it or not, you’re a Delossantos through
and through. We fight for and defend what’s ours,” Mario softly
said. “I’m a Delossantos, and I’m proud to be your son,” Bailey
said.

 


Then it dawned on Bailey what they were
talking about. “So, we’re going to crash a wedding?” he smirked.
Marc laughed; how could he not. “Yes, we are. But, if it gets too
dangerous for you, I want you to leave. I need your word on that,”
Marc said, and the expression on his face let Bailey know that the
man meant it. He was thinking of protesting for a moment, but then
he relented.

 


“What? No protest?” Marc said because he
expected that Bailey, at least, would try to change his mind. “No,
because then, you would stay here as well. And I want you to
investigate and find out who murdered your mother,” Bailey softly
said. Marc knew that Bailey thought of his own mother and was glad
Mario hadn’t killed her. However, Bailey knew that it was important
for Marc and Byron to know what exactly had happened to their
mother.

 


“Good morning,” Byron greeted as he filled
his mug with coffee and sat down next to Mario and opposite Marc
and Bailey. “So, are we going?” he questioned while carefully
drinking his coffee. “Yes, we go, which means that you two.” Marc
eyed first Bailey and then Byron, “Have one week to make
arrangements for your businesses.”

 


“No problem, I already instructed my sous
chef so she can take over,” Byron grinned. “She’s that good, uh?”
Marc said, frowning because he couldn’t imagine his brother
trusting someone else to do the job. Byron laughed. “Yes, she’s
that good. So, I only need to come in today, and after that, I’ll
start packing. So, I don’t need a whole week,” Byron looked
pleased, making Marc chuckle.

 


“Well, I also made arrangements. My assistant
is perfectly capable of managing the shop until I return,” a
smug-looking Bailey said. Mario looked approvingly at his son.
“Yes, you’re a Delossantos through and through,” he said proudly.
Bailey smiled, and at that moment, he felt ten feet tall. He never
thought he would feel that way, but yes, he actually was proud to
be a Delossantos.

 


“I’ll be on my way because I have much to do
before I can leave,” Bailey said as he rose from the chair and
headed for the stairs to shower and dress. “Same here,” Byron said
as he stood and headed toward his room, leaving Mario and Marc to
clear the table.


Chapter Three

​




 


“Are you ready?” Marc called from the bottom
of the stairs. “Almost,” Bailey replied from the bedroom, where he
tried to close his suitcase. “Need help?” a grinning Byron asked
from the door opening. “The damn suitcase is just too small. I
can’t get it closed,” Bailey panted. Byron stepped inside the room
and pressed hard on the trunk lid. “Lock it, quickly,” Byron said.
“What did you pack? Because your suits and the tux aren’t even in
there,” he added.

 


“You could have packed the larger one,” Marc
said as he walked into the room. “Larger one? Do we have a bigger
suitcase?” Bailey exclaimed. Marc nodded as he entered the walk-in
closet and returned with a larger suitcase. “Oh, that’s wonderful;
now I can pack the rest. Thank you,” Bailey pulled Marc close and
kissed him on the cheek.

 


“Be quick because we don’t want to miss our
flight,” Marc said. “Miss our flight? How? It’s your plane, so you
decide,” the florist replied. Marc sighed because Bailey was right;
it was his plane. “Well, I don’t want to arrive late, preferably
before dark,” Marc said. Bailey frowned because Marc sounded
irritated, and that wasn’t like him.

 


“Is something wrong?” he questioned
carefully. Bailey didn’t like Marc’s expression because he had seen
it many times when the man was still an assassin. “Nothing’s wrong.
But we need to go,” Marc said as he gently kissed Bailey on his
soft, full lips. Bailey repacked his clothes and toiletries and
closed the suitcase. Marc already had taken their suits,
button-downs, and tuxedos to the car because they were transported
hanging so that they wouldn’t get wrinkled.

 


They had almost reached the airport when
Marc’s phone rang. “It’s Celia,” he said before swiping his finger
over the screen. After a short conversation, Marc ended the call
but didn’t elaborate. “Well? Are you going to enlighten us?” Bailey
huffed because he needed to know what Celia had said. Bailey always
wanted to know everything; he was so inquisitive. It was why Marc
hadn’t informed him right after his conversation with his
sister.

 


He parked the car in the hangar that housed
his plane and opened the door to get out of the vehicle when Bailey
stopped him. “Why did Celia call you,” he nearly growled, making
Marc chuckle. “She called me to let me know that our rooms are
ready, and she wanted to know when to expect us,” Marc informed his
lover. “Oh,” was all Bailey could muster. He wanted to reply, but
he didn’t know what to say. Had he expected that Celia had
uncovered some kind of murder plot?

 


“Come, baby. Let’s board the plane,” Marc
said as he took the suitcases out of the trunk. Byron was already
on board and was sitting in one of the comfortable-looking chairs.
He even had fastened his seatbelt. “Well, aren’t you eager to
return to the nest,” Marc joked as Bailey, and he, entered the
plane.

 


“Baby? Wake up; we’re almost there,” Marc
gently squeezed Bailey’s shoulder. When Bailey didn’t respond, he
kissed him on the forehead. That got a reaction because Bailey
wrapped his arms around Marc’s neck and brought their mouths
together. Marc couldn’t resist, and their tongues connected. “Not
again. Get a room,” Byron said, but his words held no heat.

 


Marc chuckled as he gently pushed a
protesting Bailey back into his seat. “Fasten your seatbelt, baby.
We’re about to land,” Marc urged as he sat down.

 


Celia had offered to pick them up from the
airport, but Marc had declined. So instead, he had rented an SUV
because he wanted to have a car ready, just in case he needed
Bailey away from the house. “Holy shit,” Bailey whispered when the
mansion came inside. Marc raised an eyebrow as he looked in
question at Bailey. “You were right; it’s hideous, it’s, it’s, a
monstrosity indeed,” he whispered. Both Marc and Byron laughed. “I
must admit that it’s a hideous building. I never noticed it before,
but man, it’s ugly,” Byron said.

 


“This building is typical for people who have
more money than God. It’s huge, yes, but it doesn’t feel welcome,”
Bailey tried to explain how he felt as best as possible. “Yeah?
Well, wait until you see the inside,” Marc chuckled. “It gets
worse?” “Oh, yeah.”

 


Marc parked the car at the side of the
mansion, and they exited the vehicle. A radiant Celia opened the
massive door and welcomed them. She hugged first Byron and then
Marc. Finally, she looked at Bailey. “You must be Bailey. Welcome;
finally, we meet each other. Come in, please,” she was beaming at
Bailey. It was apparent that Celia was intrigued by Marc’s
lover.

 


Celia took Bailey by the arm and guided him
inside. “We’ll see you later,” she said as she took Bailey’s hand
and pulled him after her. “Well, she likes him,” Byron said. “Yeah,
but I’d rather have him where I can see him,” Marc replied. “He’s
safe with Celia,” Byron said reassuringly. “I hope so because if
not, I’ll tear the place apart and everyone who tries to stop me,”
Marc growled.

 


“So, you finally decided to come?” said a
cold voice. Marc turned to face Gloria McCallum, his father’s
fiancé. The woman hated Marc, and she didn’t like Marc’s other
siblings. “Well, as best man, I need to be here, right?” Marc said,
looking very serious. Gloria paled, opened her mouth, but closed it
again.

 


Marc ignored her after that; he didn’t give
Gloria the chance to find her voice and reply. Byron chuckled. Of
course, Marc wasn’t his father’s best man. Even if the old man had
asked him, the former assassin would have declined.

 


“That was fun,” he said. However, his smile
vanished when Marcus Blake Senior showed up in the great hall.
“What did you say to Gloria to upset her?” he questioned instead of
greeting his two sons. The man sounded furious, which didn’t
impress Marc, though. “Hello, father. I’m fine, thank you. And, how
are you? Already nervous about the wedding ceremony?” Byron said,
much to Marc’s amusement.

 


Blake Senior glanced around the hall. “Where
is that friend of yours?” he asked. “You mean my lover? Celia is
giving him the tour,” Marc smiled. “Why? Do you want to meet him?
Well, you will see him at dinner,” Marc added while he still was
smiling.

 


“Well.” Blake Senior began, then he turned
and stalked off. Marc looked at Byron, who looked just as stunned
as he felt. “What happened just now?” Byron softly said. Marc shook
his head because he had no clue. His father had never been lost for
words. The man always had an answer for everything; it made him
such a good businessman.

 


“I’ve never seen the old man lost for words,”
Byron said. “Maybe he’s just getting old,” Marc replied. As he
headed for the stair to take the luggage to his room. “Oh, Marc?”
He sighed as he turned to face Gloria. “Your friend’s room is at
the end of the hall. Just so you know where to put his things,” she
said, turned, and left.

 


Marc continued his way upstairs and put his
and Bailey’s luggage in his room. He shook his head as he thought
about the crazy woman. Bailey, staying in another room? No freaking
way. What had she been thinking, stupid woman?

 


“Hey,” said a voice from behind him. Marc
smiled, but as he turned, his smile vanished. “What’s wrong, baby?
Did anyone hurt you?” Marc was immediately on high alert. “I don’t
know. I don’t feel so good; maybe I should lie down for a while,”
Bailey yawned. “Of course, baby. Do I need to call a doctor?” Marc
said as he guided Bailey to the bed.

 


He helped undress him, and Bailey slid under
the covers. “You go and greet the rest of the family. I’ll try to
get some sleep. I’m so tired,” Bailey yawned, turned, and closed
his eyes. Marc, however, didn’t leave. Bailey looked ill, which
wasn’t good. Had something happened while he was with Celia?

 


He went into the adjacent bathroom, took his
phone, and dialed his sister; Celia told him that nothing out of
the ordinary had happened. They had encountered Erica and Rodney,
but they had behaved themselves. Rodney had even shaken Bailey’s
hand as he had introduced himself.

 


The moment Marc sat down, someone softly
knocked on the door. Marc stood and crossed the room, he glanced at
Bailey, but the man didn’t even stir. When he opened the door, he
saw Celia standing. Marc stepped outside and quietly closed the
door. “What’s wrong with Bailey? Is he ill? He was perfectly fine
when I left him,” Celia said.

 


Marc frowned. “What do you mean, you left
him? When was that?” he said. “Well, I left him about thirty
minutes ago. Why?” Celia looked flabbergasted. “Marc? What’s going
on? Is Bailey alright?” she inquired. “No, he’s not alright. He
joined me ten minutes ago and said he didn’t feel good. Celia, he
moved like he was drunk,” Marc growled.

 


Celia looked worried, and Marc knew what she
was thinking. He now knew that he wouldn’t let Bailey out of his
side. From now on, either Byron or he would guard Bailey.

 


Celia had left, and Marc leaned against the
door because he needed to calm himself before entering the bedroom
again. It was where Byron found him.

 


“What’s wrong with you? You look like you
could eat kittens for breakfast,” Byron said as he saw Marc. Marc
didn’t say anything but motioned for Byron to follow him into the
bedroom, where Bailey still was fast asleep.

They went into the adjacent bathroom, where
Byron grabbed Marc’s arm and turned him, so they were face to face.
“What’s going on?” he said, looking grim now. “I think that someone
somehow poisoned Bailey,” Marc said, keeping his voice low so he
wouldn’t wake his lover.

 


Byron narrowed his eyes. “What do you mean?
Who would want to hurt Bailey? Hell, they don’t even know him,” he
said, looking confused and angry at the same time. “No, they don’t,
but this is not about Bailey; this is about me. Someone is
hell-bent on driving me out of the house,” Marc whispered while
peeking inside the room to check on Bailey.

 


“What are you going to do about it?” Byron
questioned. “Right now, I make sure that Bailey is safe. Then I’ll
chase down the one who dared to touch what’s mine,” Marc said.
Byron nodded; he didn’t reply because what could he say?


Chapter Four

​


“Marc? Marc?” “I’m here, baby,” he said as he
switched on the lamp that stood on the bedside table. “Did I
actually fall asleep?” Bailey asked as he pushed himself upright.
Marc eyed him intently; he debated whether to tell Bailey his
suspicions or lie. Marc had chosen the first because lying was
never good in a relationship. He would lose Bailey’s trust for
sure.

 


“You did fall asleep, but I think someone
somehow managed to give you sleep medication,” Marc’s voice was
careful, his expression guarded. If Bailey wanted to leave, then
they would go. However, Marc didn’t want to leave, at least not
before he knew who had murdered his mother.

 


Bailey was fully awake now, and he was
frowning. Marc knew that Bailey needed time to let things sink in.
This was such a moment, and he was quietly observing his lover.
“Why?” “I don’t know, but I will find out,” Marc promised. Bailey
nodded; he said, “Good, because I have a few questions for that
person.”

 


“Are you sure you don’t want to leave?” Marc
began. “I’m sure. Someone somehow managed to give me stuff that
made me sleep. I want to know who and why,” Bailey replied, his
voice steady, and there was determination in it as well. Marc was
proud and concerned at the same time. Bailey wasn’t used to dealing
with murderers and people who wanted him dead.

 


Bailey wanted to say more, but his phone
started ringing. “It’s my father, so I’ll better take this,” he
said as he swiped his finger over the screen. “Hey, Dad, what’s
up?” he said, silently listening to what his father told him. When
Bailey went white as a sheet, Marc took the phone.

 


“I can’t believe he did that,” Bailey
whispered. “Well, you and me both, baby,” Marc softly replied. He,
too, was stunned and confused. “It shows us how mentally ill the
man actually was,” Byron said. They were sitting on the spacious
back deck, drinking coffee, and talking about the phone call.

 


“I don’t want it. I don’t need it. What was
he thinking?” an upset Bailey mumbled until Marc took him in his
arms, which calmed him immediately. “I don’t have the answers for
you, baby. But, I do know that he was insane, just as Shauna.” “And
Alec,” Byron interrupted. “And Alec,” Marc echoed.

 


“Dad will see if he can find out more about
Robert’s will,” Bailey informed them. Then he eyed Marc. “What do
you think I should do? I mean, after all, it was your house,”
Bailey said. Marc sighed because this was a complication he didn’t
need right now. “I’ll refuse it if you want. It’s really no
problem,” Bailey said. Marc wanted to tell Bailey to refuse the
inheritance altogether, but something in his voice made Marc
hesitate.

 


The former assassin looked intently at his
lover. “What is it, baby? You know you can talk to me about
anything,” he softly said. Bailey, of course, knew that, but this
was different. This was about Marc’s past with Alec. Mario had
called his son to inform him that Robert had left a will. The sick
bastard was the one who had bought the mansion where Marc and Alec
had lived. The same house Marc had found the body he thought had
been Alec.

Even though it was an expensive estate, it
was sold very quickly, which should have raised red flags. If Marc
hadn’t been so devastated over the loss of Alec, then he probably
would have inquired about the buyer. It was, after all, a costly
estate that was sold for eight million dollars. So that it was sold
within two weeks should have raised red flags. Well, that was water
under the bridge now.

 


Marc looked thoughtful. “What’s on your
mind?” Bailey asked. Marc told Bailey and Byron about how quickly
the mansion had been sold and that he, at that time, hadn’t cared.
All he had wanted was to sell the estate and get as far away as
possible from everything. Bailey understood. Even though Alec was
dead, it hurt to know that Marc had loved him so much.

 


“I can’t tell you what to do, baby. It’s your
call,” Marc softly said. Bailey was curious about the estate, but
if Marc wanted him to refuse it, he would do so. “So there must be
a reason why Robert left that particular house, or estate, or
whatever you want to call it, to you. But, then again, the man was
insane, really insane,” Byron said.

 


Bailey looked at Marc to see what he wanted
him to do. As much as he wanted to tell Bailey to refuse the
inheritance, Marc knew it wasn’t his decision to make. Bailey’s
phone rang again; this time, it was Keith.

 


“Well, hell. I’m so confused right now. What
did Robert want to achieve with this?” Bailey whispered after he
ended the call. “Well, as Byron already said, the man was a
lunatic. So, who knows what Robert was thinking when he changed his
will,” Marc said. Bailey drank his coffee and made a face. “Cold
coffee is disgusting,” Byron chuckled. Bailey agreed
wholeheartedly. “I’ll get us some fresh hot coffee,” Byron said as
he stood, took the three mugs, and went inside.

 


“Not for me; I’ve had enough coffee. But,
would you mind making hot cocoa?” “No, not at all,” Byron replied.
He really didn’t mind because he knew that Bailey wasn’t a coffee
drinker. But, the man loved his hot cocoa.

 


“So, just to ensure that I understand
everything correctly,” Marc began. Bailey eyed him, and when he
didn’t say anything, Marc continued. “Robert changed his will right
before he was killed. He left my former estate to you, plus a huge
amount of money.” “Five million dollars, to be precise,” Bailey
interrupted.

 


“Then he left his apartment that he bought
shortly before his death to Keith?” Marc said. Bailey nodded. “That
he did,” he replied. “Well, I’m very curious about what comes
next,” Marc said. “Me too,” Byron chimed in as he put two mugs with
fresh, hot coffee and one cup with hot cocoa on the table.

 


“So am I,” Bailey said, and that was the
truth. He wanted to accept his inheritance, not because of the five
million that came with it. He didn’t give a damn about that. Bailey
didn’t care about money. No, he wanted to go to the house and
investigate. See why Robert had left him Marc’s former estate.

 


Bailey looked at Marc, and the former
assassin saw determination, and he knew what Bailey was about to
say. “I’ll accept my inheritance.” “I know, baby. And whatever you
want to do with the estate, I’m behind you,” Marc said, and he
meant it.

 


“Are you sure? I mean, you and Alec lived for
quite some time in that house. And I know.” “I know what you want
to say,” Marc interrupted. “But you’re wrong. The moment Alec went
after you, I was done. You are my future, my life. Life with Alec
was, well, different. With you, it’s so much better,” Marc said.
Then he took Bailey’s face in his hands and looked him deep in his
beautiful eyes.

 


“You taught me what real love is. What we
have is special. What Alec and I had was nothing compared to what
you and I have. So no, it won’t be painful to see the estate
again,” Marc said before brushing their lips together.

 


Bailey smiled; he knew that Marc had told the
truth, and it was like a heavyweight had been lifted from his
shoulders. “First, we need to survive the family,” Byron joked. So
they stayed outside until it was time to change for dinner. Bailey
had bought several new suits and crisp white button-downs and ties
to go with it. He didn’t want to give the Blake family reason to
disapprove of his clothes.

 


Marc had told him that he should wear what he
wanted during dinner, but Bailey had disagreed. He stood in front
of the full-length mirror and nodded. Yep, he looked fine. No one
could say that he didn’t have style. Bailey knew Marc’s father
hated his son and thus hated him probably too. Well, screw him and
this Gloria person.

 


Bailey was dressed in a dark blue Gucci, a
crisp white button-down, and a dark blue tie with tiny golden
specks. “You look stunning. God, you’re so beautiful,” Marc
whispered as he came to stand behind Bailey.

 


Together they stood in front of the mirror,
looking at one another. “You look pretty awesome yourself,” Bailey
said as he eyed Marc. Then, a soft knock on the door let them know
it was time to go downstairs and join the rest of the family for
dinner.

 


“Hey Byron, you look fantastic,” Bailey
complimented his brother-in-law. Byron was immaculately dressed in
a black Armani, dark gray shirt, and black tie. Marc was dressed in
a black Armani suit as well. But he wore a white shirt under it and
a black tie with dark gray stripes.

 


“Look at us; we are ready for the catwalk,”
Bailey joked. Marc and Byron chuckled because Bailey was right; all
three were dressed to the nines. “Well, let’s go and see how happy
everyone is to see us,” Byron said.
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