
        
            
                
            
        

    
	It was the Great Lie, and it could destroy the Vampire Nation.

	 

	 

	In First, We Kill All the Lawyers, vampire lawyer Donovan Trait survived repeated attacks by a serial killer. Now, after violating a marital agreement with the Vampire Coalition and several ancient Vampire Laws, Donovan and his newly-turned vampire bride are on the run.

	In exchange for permitting a pure-blood vampire to marry a turned human, the Traits had agreed to allow vampire scientists to monitor the conception and birth of their children. But when Judge Shirley Magnusen Trait turns up accidentally pregnant on her wedding day, the fury of the Coalition is unleashed.

	The tribunal recommends unacceptable punitive action and the Traits are forced to flee to a mysterious island of vampire nuns. The Traits are, by profession, seekers of the truth. But this time the truth may not set them free. In fact, it could start a revolution. Will the Traits escape the clutches of the Coalition and keep their babies safe? Or will their family be... eliminated?
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	To seekers of the truth. May it set you free.

	 


Chapter One: The Groom

	 

	 

	Donovan Trait pivoted and scowled.

	“You have the audacity to claim you bear no liability for your actions? You skimped on the smoke alarms and sprinklers and failed to install the required number of fire extinguishers in the apartment building formerly at Three Zero Two West Michigan Avenue. When a fire erupted in the middle of the night as a result of faulty wiring, my clients—eight entire families—were left homeless. Fourteen people were hospitalized. How can you possibly deny fault?”

	“Objection, Your Honor. Counsel is badgering the witness!” The defense attorney stood and planted his hands on his hips.

	Judge Hillary Lord’s bright red lips curved up into a cruel smile. “Actually, I have been admiring Counselor Trait’s restraint. Motion denied.” She narrowed her eyes and gazed at the witness. “Please answer the question, Mr. Livingston.”

	The witness glared at Donovan. “Because I didn’t know that the smoke alarms and sprinklers were faulty.” The man’s voice grew strident. “I was told everything was up to code. That the building passed all inspections. I have the reports. There is no indication anywhere that the building was not in compliance. I can’t fix what I don’t know.” The middle-aged owner sat back in the witness chair and a self-satisfied smile crossed his face.

	Donovan studied the man. He looked every inch a pretentious, successful businessman. Artfully arranged hair. A freshly shaved face. A tailored suit of fine quality. Shoes bearing the shine of expensive leather. Even his argyle socks screamed money. And his hands. It was clear that this man was a stranger to manual labor. The buff of his most recent manicure was evidence of that. Livingston’s only tell was the almost imperceptible twitch in his right eye.

	Not that Donovan needed the twitch to discern that the man was lying. Donovan Trait, one of Chicago’s hottest lawyers—according to Chi Town Magazine—was a vampire. Vampires could read humans like a book. The slight rounding of the pupils, the increased heartbeat, the stiffening of the joints. All were indications of a lie. The best actors in the world could not escape the laser focus of a vampire. After all, vampires were closer to humans than any other species.

	The only real difference occurred in the genetic code. Through a twist of cruel fate—for humans—a vampire’s senses were greatly enhanced and enabled them to detect even the slightest physiological changes in humans. Of course, that was not the only genetic anomaly. Vampires also had fangs—those pesky lateral incisors that emerged in times of anger or overwhelming sexual arousal—and an unfortunate lust for human blood. Thankfully, centuries of evolution had provided the Vampire Nation with the gift of control. They no longer needed to drain the blood of humans to survive. Vampire scientists had developed a pill that quenched that thirst and replaced the nutrients a human had formerly provided.

	Vampires were still in the closet to humans, of course, primarily because humans had displayed an unfortunate lack of tolerance for anything that deviated from the norm. The list of horrifying acts perpetuated by humans onto anyone deemed different was long and growing. New controversies surrounding the cross-gendered were the most recent atrocity, but history had proven that what humans feared, they destroyed. The Inquisition, the Salem Witch Trials, and the internment and concentration camps during WWII were all evidence of the resilience of human hate. That meant the introduction of what was considered paranormal—vampires, Weres, fairies, and such—could very well result in persecution and death. So, while vampires existed in the human world, they were loath to expose their origins. The risk was just too great.

	Donovan stalked to the plaintiff’s table and picked up a single sheet of paper. He pretended to read it, hiding his annoyance at the witness. Finally, he emitted a dramatic sigh. He turned and strode back to the witness stand. “Mr. Livingston, have you ever seen this?” He handed the paper to the witness and another to the judge.

	Livingston pulled out a pair of designer reading glasses and scanned the page. He paled and his lower lip trembled, but he responded, “This appears to be a copy of a check, written on the company account. But I don’t know what it’s for. I’ve never seen it before.”

	Donovan cocked an eyebrow to convey his disbelief. “Truly, Mr. Livingston? The check is for one hundred thousand dollars. How, as CEO of Livingston Construction, could you possibly be unaware of such a large amount? Surely, you aren’t in the habit of gifting random people?”

	Livingston shook his head. A slight sheen of sweat emerged on his forehead. “I have no earthly idea what this check is for.”

	Donovan chuckled. “Mr. Livingston, the check is written to Ronald Santuro. Do you know who that is?”

	“I do not.”

	“Would it surprise you to learn that he is a clerk in the office of the Cook County Building and Inspections Department?”

	Livingston shifted uncomfortably in the witness chair. “Of course, it would. I just said I didn’t know him.” He peered down his nose at Donovan, his glasses now balanced on the very tip of that extremity.

	Donovan nodded at the paper Livingston held. “Whose signature is on the check, sir?”

	Livingston flushed. “Well, mine. But this is one of those stamp thingies my secretary uses. She signs all of the company checks. That’s her job.”

	Donovan grinned—his best gotcha smile. “Your secretary is Barbara Brewer, is it not?”

	“Yes. Has been for about fifteen years.”

	“Fifteen years? So, you knew her before her marriage to Jonathan Brewer?”

	“Well, yes. I attended her wedding. Why does that matter?”

	“Because Ronald Santuro is her brother. Her maiden name was Santuro.”

	Livingston shrugged. “I did not remember that.” He again peered down his nose at Donovan. “Are you suggesting my secretary has been embezzling funds?” His face screwed up in disdain. “No, that can’t be true.”

	Donovan laughed. He turned to the jury and winked. “Actually, your secretary is willing to testify that this check was prepared upon your instruction, signed upon your instruction, and delivered upon your instruction. She will also testify that she contacted her brother upon your instruction and arranged a meeting, at which you offered her brother one hundred thousand dollars to expedite the paperwork for several building projects, including the very apartment building at issue in this lawsuit.”

	The jury and those sitting in the gallery gasped. Donovan planted his feet directly in front of Livingston and gazed at him. He cocked his head. “Tell me, Mr. Livingston, did you bribe Ronald Santuro to overlook your failure to comply with the building codes of Cook County?” Donovan held up his hand. “Before you answer, I should inform you that Mr. Santuro has been arrested for accepting bribes in his capacity as a public servant.” Donovan checked his watch. “Exactly fifty-four minutes ago. So, let me ask again, Mr. Livingston. Did you pay Ronald Santuro one hundred thousand dollars to overlook your failure to comply with the building codes during the construction of the apartment building formerly located at Two Zero Three T wo West Michigan Avenue?”

	Livingston bowed his head, slunk into his chair, then mumbled something.

	Judge Lord frowned. “I’m sorry, Mr. Livingston. I didn’t get that. Nor did the jury. Please restate your answer. A little more clearly this time.”

	Livingston hesitated. Then he slowly raised his head. His expression was one of fury. He glared at Donovan and spat, “I refuse to answer on the grounds that it might incriminate me.”

	Donovan grinned. “Thank you, Mr. Livingston. Your Honor, I have no further need of this witness. I move that that this notarized copy of a check made payable to Ron Santuro be entered into evidence as Plaintiff’s Exhibit Twenty-Three.” He paused, then smiled. “The plaintiff rests.”

	The judge nodded. “We’ll resume the proceedings in one hour.” She prepared to slam down her gavel on its sound block, but paused and pointed to defense counsel. “I hope defense counsel has the good sense to pursue a settlement before we return.”

	 

	Donovan entered the chambers of Judge Shirley Magnusen. “Darling, I’ve missed you.” He bent over and planted a kiss on her lush lips.

	Shirley laughed. She tossed her wavy blonde hair over a shoulder and her deep blue eyes gazed at Donovan. Her mouth curled up into a playful smile. “It’s only been four hours since you saw me last. Four hours since you sent me off to work with a glow and an overstimulated heart. And that was after a long night filled with sensual delights. I thought you’d stay away for at least a day so I could recuperate.”

	Donovan smiled. “Livingston’s lawyer begged me to settle over lunch. I got him to cough up a million for each displaced person plus medical fees and resettlement costs. Damn fool even threw in attorney’s fees, which I will distribute to my clients. Case closed. So, I have the rest of the day off.” He knelt next to Shirley and stroked her leg, running a finger under her skirt. He cooed, “I thought we could play house.”

	Shirley blushed and placed her hand over Donovan’s, stopping its ascent. She sighed. “Unfortunately, I have a full docket this afternoon. With Judge Heffernon on maternity leave, we are all picking up the slack. I have no time.”

	Donovan frowned. “How unfortunate. Perhaps you should have taken the day off before your wedding.”

	Shirley rolled her eyes. “With your mother’s help, everything is set. Flowers, food, the minister. The only problem will be the press and the paparazzi. I know the wedding of one of Chicago’s Most Eligible Bachelors and the winner of the Hottest Lawyer title five years running is big news, but the media is already camped out at the church. Reverend Billings has repeatedly called to complain. He claims they have been very disruptive.” Her hand swept his body. “Those reporters can’t resist you. Over three hundred years old and you’re still hot. Those piercing blue eyes, thick black hair, a body sculpted by the Gods, and an appendage for pleasure that ensures I will never again bed a human...”

	Donovan grinned. “You think I’m hot, almost-wife? Why, that pleases me deeply. And what about you? You give every bombshell in history a run for their money.” He again ran a finger along Shirley’s upper thigh. “Jean Harlow, Veronica Lake, Diana Dors. You put their bodies to shame. All curves, all of the time.” Gently, Donovan raised her skirt and spread her legs.

	“Donovan, I don’t think...”

	“Oh hush, almost-wife. I just want a taste. Something to take with me while I spend my afternoon lollygagging, waiting for you to come home.” He pulled her lacy black panties to the side and inserted a finger into her pussy. “Already wet, yet you have no time for a sensual encounter?” Donovan clucked his tongue. “You would put the law ahead of sex? Maybe I should reconsider my marriage proposal.” He again ducked between her legs and swiped her lips with his tongue. His fingers played with her clit, then dove inside her. One finger, then two, then three.

	Shirley moaned and began to buck against his mouth. Then she grabbed Donovan’s head and yanked him closer to her mound. She squirmed and emitted sounds of ecstasy as her almost-husband drove her to the brink.

	Donovan grabbed Shirley’s hips and drew her clit into his mouth. He sucked on the tiny button until it became hard and stood at attention. Then Donovan reached around Shirley’s hips and sought her nether hole. He pushed his finger inside.

	Shirley squealed and shuddered. An expression of exquisite pleasure crossed her face. She cast an adoring gaze at her almost-husband. Then she simpered and sank into her chair, spent.

	Donovan pulled his head from her center and ran his tongue across his lips, licking up her juices. Deftly, he reached into his coat pocket and removed a handkerchief. “I am tempted to leave all this evidence of your orgasm on my face, but I am afraid your secretary would throw a fit because I distracted you.” He wiped his face, then grinned. “Admit it, almost-wife. You needed a break.”

	Shirley giggled. “I suppose I did. How wonderful that I have someone to remind me when these little interludes are necessary.” She straightened her skirt and repositioned herself in her chair. Shirley’s expression turned stern. “Now what about Reverend Billings? With your afternoon off, I need you to contact him and calm him down. I don’t want a no-show minister at my wedding.”

	Donovan sat on a leather couch facing Shirley’s desk and continued to wipe her juices from his face. When he finished, he offered it to her.

	Shirley shook her head. “I’m about to kick you out of here so I can get ready for my afternoon on the bench. I just hope I don’t lapse into any post-coital malaise.” She pointed at Donovan. “Now, about Reverend Billings...”

	Donovan chuckled. “It’s not like the old bastard can’t handle it. In the centuries since he was ordained, he has married world leaders as well as movie stars, and some very wealthy businessmen. He is used to the hoopla. He won’t admit it, but he loves the attention.”

	A puzzled expression crossed Shirley’s face. “Centuries? Is he a vampire, then? One of us?”

	Donovan smirked. “He’s a Were. A Wereserpent. Kind of ironic, considering Satan appeared as a serpent in the Garden of Eden and was responsible for the human race’s loss of innocence. Now, a serpent spends his days trying to save humans from themselves. There’s a disconnect somewhere.”

	Shirley’s eyes narrowed. “Funny, I thought vampires weren’t religious. Yet you know the Bible?”

	“I’m afraid God struck the first blow when he forbade the drinking of human blood. We are clearly one of God’s children. No one really knows our true origins. Some believe we bear a witch’s curse, others that our blood was tainted by a bat, and still others believe we are, actually, defective children of God—that when He played with the human race to introduce disabilities and mental defects, his genetic engineering was off and he created vampires and Weres.”

	“And what do you believe, darling?”

	Donovan puffed out his chest. “All myth, of course. We may have what humans consider genetic defects—our fangs, our sensitivity to the sun, our allergy to silver, and of course, our lust for blood—but those have to be weighed against our assets. Our superior intelligence, our enhanced senses, and our long lives. We clearly have a leg up on humans, and unlike that species, we have adapted and adjusted to changing times. Our scientists have created successful solutions to our sensitivity to the sun and our blood lust. And a little social engineering refocused the use of our fangs. They are weapons when in danger, but also tools for sexual pleasure. The only time our fangs emerge is when we are threatened or aroused.” Donovan waggled his eyebrows. “And I haven’t heard any complaints from my luscious wife-to-be.”

	Shirley grinned. “You know, I am a bit of an experiment. I have experienced thirty-two years of life as a human, and after my turning is complete, I will live out the rest of my life as a vampire. I am one of the few who will truly know the advantages and disadvantages.” She peered through her thick brown eyelashes at Donovan. “What if I made the wrong choice?”

	Donovan’s eyes widened. “Surely you are not regretting your turning? It can be stopped, but it can’t be reversed. You have already completed four treatments.” Panic filled him. The Vampire Coalition had mandated Shirley’s turning as a condition of their joining. Shirley had knowingly and willingly consented to a forced turning—the substitution of her human blood with a synthetic that mimicked vampire fluids and contained the stem cells and other genetic material of a vampire. “Ye Gods, please tell me you haven’t changed your mind. I don’t think I could survive without you. I... I... I...” Donovan buried his head in his hands. “Please, Shirley. Don’t...”

	Shirley giggled. She stood, pulled Donovan into her arms, and laid her head onto his chest. “Darling, you just made me come in the middle of the afternoon. No way am I giving that up. Besides, you know you’re the only one for me. I am in, lock, stock, and... er... fangs. I love you. Only you.”

	Donovan cupped her chin and drew her lips to his. His desire for her was overwhelming. He had finally found that missing piece. The one thing that had eluded him throughout the centuries. Donovan didn’t know what the future held, but he did know he wanted Shirley at his side.

	His fangs lightly brushed her lips as his arousal became clear. Shirley angled her neck, and he nipped down to her lush breasts. With due care, of course. It wouldn’t suit for his lovely fiancée to bear fang marks on the bench. Thankfully, the robes she wore covered most of his love bites. And when aroused by the lovely Shirley, he did enjoy unleashing his fangs.

	Shirley moaned and drew Donovan closer, but a sharp rap on her door pulled them back to reality. She blinked, as if to wipe the sensual haze from her mind.

	Then her secretary called, “Judge? Time for court. And time to send hubba-hubba hubby on his way.”

	Regret filled Shirley’s eyes. “Unfortunately, I...”

	Donovan kissed her soundly. “No worries, my darling. Tomorrow you’ll be mine, all mine. At least in the human world.” As he walked away, he sang in his rich, melodious voice, “I’m getting married in the morning...”

	 


Chapter Two: Wedding Jitters

	 

	 

	Shirley gazed into the dressing room mirror. This was her day. The day she married the man she truly loved. At least in the human world. Some might say he was too old for her. After all, he was over three hundred to her thirty-two. Fortunately, her hot, sexy husband didn’t look a day over thirty-five, the year he had chosen to stop the aging process. While humans wasted billions on the search for a Fountain of Youth, born or pure-blood vampires were able to choose the day they stopped aging. It was a process Shirley didn’t quite understand, but his parents had stopped aging at sixty, and his sister at thirty-eight. When Shirley completed her forced turning, she would never age past thirty-two.

	While she would be the envy of her friends, Shirley was well aware that eventually, she would be unable to disguise her inability to age. Donovan had been forced to move almost every ten years, and now she would be forced to join him. The thought of starting over continuously was daunting, but necessary if they were to keep their true nature under wraps. Perhaps one day humans would accept vampires in their midst, but as a judge, Shirley had learned that humans had a huge capacity for intolerance. It was rife in their civilization. First, it was educated women and people of color. And then, while those two groups continued to struggle, certain genders, sexual preferences, disabilities, and income classes became objects of discrimination, scorn, and disdain. Humankind could not accept their own. How could they be expected to welcome other species?

	Shirley shook her head and sighed. Vampires were guilty of intolerance as well. Non-pure blood vampires were called half breeds and treated poorly. She would face that same disrespect. And women. Well, women weren’t protected at all, not like in the human world. While vampires had evolved physically and genetically, they had not evolved sociologically. They still believed women were inferior intellectually. They mandated that women should blindly submit. Not a single woman had ever served on the Vampire Coalition, their governing body. Donovan’s sister, Marilyn, an appeals court judge in the human world, had been permitted to fill in for Donovan while he pretended to recover from an attack by a serial killer, but her opinions had been given no credence. They had been outright ignored.

	Shirley smiled to herself. Donovan’s sister was a firecracker. She had purposely stopped the aging process three years after Donovan so she would be his elder—after a life as his younger sister. And she was determined to shatter the glass ceiling in the vampire world, even though it was considered unladylike.

	Shirley intended to be right beside her. She was fortunate to be marrying someone more supportive of women. Shirley knew Donovan would fight at her side for her rights and those of other female vamps. He was a gifted lawyer, someone who swayed juries and judges with his keen
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