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			Dedication

			To my online family: Susie, Deb, Connie, Sibby, Janice, Tenn Bev, Tash, Jackie, Queen, Bev and Kari, this one’s for you.

		

	
		
			The devil’s child

			Will never want

			For the one who sees to its needs

			Is the one who

			Fed off its innocence

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Saint Anthony Parish, Louisiana 2011

			 

			The house at the end of the gated lane was completed now. Huge, white, and ornate, its splendor making the previous house standing in that exact spot for over two hundred years before its demise pale in comparison. 

			After his release from a three-month stay in a mental facility followed by a six-month stay in a flea bag hotel so as not to call attention to his return to the parish, Lawrence Hindel wanted to make it clear to everyone in Saint Anthony Parish, Louisiana he was not going to cower and hide. The growing rage eating at him for the senseless murders of his grandfather and others carrying the Hindel linage could not be contained much longer.

			Doctors at the mental hospital told him repeatedly that which cannot be changed must be accepted if the patient hoped to ever regain and strengthen his fragile hold on reality. However, Lawrence had a theory of his own. Wrongs, when perpetrated against the innocent, could not be accepted, and they most certainly would be avenged. 

			When he ran out of the house that day to see his beloved grandfather lying fatally injured on the ground at Jack Olivier´’s feet, the gun he had used to do the killing still in his hands, he had immediately fallen to his knees beside the body, only to be jerked to his feet and handcuffed. They did not see a man all but out of his mind with grief. They saw a man who had spent time in a mental hospital, and for the safety of all those present and society, that man had to be taken to jail then transported to a hospital for a mental evaluation. The long months of being watched like an animal only made him more determined than ever to show the silly doctors with their psychiatric gibberish that he was cured and ready for release back into a healthy society. 

			A reminder to the head of the hospital of the importance of the Hindel name and what it could mean in years ahead finally tipped the scales in his favor.

			Now he was back, and his big, beautiful house allowed him to begin anew the life he had been born into as the son of Jonathan Hindel, the pillar of Saint Anthony Parish society, and at long last escape the poverty-ridden sty he had forced himself to live in for the last six months. 

			The buzzer on the intercom interrupted his thoughts. 

			“Yes?”

			“We have a furniture delivery for you, Mr. Hindel.” A man’s voice came back to him.

			A grin spread across Lawrence’s face at the nervous tremor in the man’s voice, and he flipped a switch to open the gate. 

			Dressed in a short-sleeved white shirt, over which he wore a yellow button-up sweater to keep off the early morning chill, black slacks, and black shoes, Lawrence walked out onto the front porch. He watched as four vehicles drove slowly up the cobblestoned driveway. As they drew even with the porch, he waited for them to get out of the vans. He tried to slow down his breathing as the strong scent of fear wafted into the air. Quickly, he shoved both hands in the wide pockets of his bulky sweater, stretching downward on the garment in an attempt to hide the effects the alluring aroma was having on him. “Welcome to my home, gentlemen.” He extended an arm in the direction of the door. “If you will follow me, I will show you where everything goes.”

			A man carrying one end of a long and dark brown leather couch smiled as he passed Lawrence standing off to the side.

			Lawrence caught the smile and immediately returned the man’s friendliness. 

			“This is quite the house you have here, Mr. Hindel. You must be very proud.”

			Unlike the others who were dressed in jeans, shirts, and warm jackets, the young man who spoke up was dressed in a pair of tight jeans and a sleeveless tank top. Although on a par with Lawrence’s height and build, he was not as thin, and his arms showed the muscle tone of someone who lifted heavy objects on a daily basis. 

			Lawrence found himself becoming intrigued with the young man who looked to be in his early to middle twenties, noting his dark hair and eyes and overall good looks. Lawrence glanced at his own arms, noting their thinness and the light-skinned pallor of someone who spent a lot of time indoors.

			The man’s Cajun accent flowed with softness pleasing to the ear, and his quick smile drew Lawrence like a magnet. 

			The man on the other end of the couch smirked. 

			“Gaston, this isn’t the time to try and…make time. Case you don’t know, we have a lot of deliveries to make before the sun goes down.”

			Lawrence put up a hand, silencing the man.

			“I will not tolerate rudeness in my home. As I am sure you are well aware, employment in the parish is hard to come by, so if you wish to keep your job, you will apologize.”

			Lawrence’s sting, although difficult to accept, especially from one so much smaller and less manly, garnered but a slight sneer before being acknowledged. “Sorry, Gaston.”

			Lawrence turned, his light green eyes crinkling, and he winked at the handsome young man who moved his head so as not to be observed by the others and mouthed, “Thank you.”

			Placement of the furniture went smoothly until they were, at last, finished and ready to leave.

			“I don’t know `bout you, but I’m ready to get the hell out of this mausoleum. Whole Goddamn place includin’ its owner gives me the creeps.” He turned, looking at Gaston as he walked into the room. “Bet you could stay here all night, though, couldn’t you, Gaston?” Danny Roberts grinned at the other men as they cleaned up the boxes in readiness to leave.

			“I think you should shut your mouth and do your job for once, Roberts. Maybe if you held up your end of the job, it might make it less stressful on the rest of us.”

			Roberts started forward then stopped as Lawrence walked into the room. “Looks like you are all finished here, so I guess you can be on your way.” 

			The men grabbed up boxes, stuffing smaller ones into larger ones and tidying up the room.

			“Gaston, could I speak to you out in the hall, please?” 

			“Run along, peter nipper,” Roberts whispered as Gaston walked past him.

			“Why do you always have to give him a hard time, Roberts?” one of the men breathed. “You know he can’t help what he is.”

			The other men shook their heads, walking away. 

			“It sounds as though you have a very judgmental individual as a workmate. That has to make your job quite difficult.”

			“He’s no joy, that’s for sure,” Gaston agreed. 

			“How long have you worked with him?”

			“I guess I been with Vern’s Furniture about a year now.” He followed behind Lawrence as he walked down the circular staircase. “Like you said earlier, jobs are hard to find.”

			Leading the way across the front room, Lawrence walked into a spacious kitchen. “Have a seat.” He directed him to one of the stools pulled up to a wide island in the middle of the floor. “I’ll get us both a soda.”

			“I usually ignore people like Roberts, knowing they’re just ill-bred and can’t help how they think. But sometimes it gets pretty hard to turn a deaf ear and pretend they don’t exist.” He reached out, taking the soda, and as their hands touched, they both felt a warm tingle shoot up their arms.

			“Does Roberts live around here?” Lawrence’s voice was low and personal.

			“We’re roommates.” 

			Lawrence’s dark head whipped around to stare at him. “How in the world did you ever get paired up with the likes of Roberts for a roommate? I would think working with the man would be punishment enough, but to have to go home with him is asking too much of yourself, Gaston.”

			“I don’t have any money.” He looked away as a warm flush of shame crept up his throat to his face. “Danny’s uncle Vern owns the furniture store, and he lets the two of us have the apartment above the shop real cheap.”

			“Gaston—I’m sorry, do you mind if I call you by your first name?”

			“No, not at all. My last name is Laufett.” 

			“As I was saying, if you were offered another place of employment, would you think about it?” The words shot out of his mouth before he had a chance to think about them.

			For a moment, his hopes leapt forward before coming back to the real world where he was forced to live. His dark eyes moved to linger on those of the man watching him. “I can’t think about changing jobs right now. In fact, it will be at least another year before I can think about change.”

			“Why’s that?”

			“When I first came to the parish from New Orleans, I was dead broke. Vern advanced me enough money to live on and was taking it out of my check each week until I had him paid. Then when Danny suggested we room together above the store, I had to get another advancement to pay my share. We both signed a two-year lease on the place, and if one of us breaks it by moving out or quitting the store, then we have to pay Vern a thousand dollars.”

			“And, of course, the signed lease and the promise to pay up if you default is safely tucked away at the furniture store.”

			“No. He keeps all his important papers in his safe at home. He don’t even need the money.” Gaston threw up his hands in frustration. “He lives in a nice big house over on Magnolia Street.”

			“It’s mostly those who have money who always want more.” Lawrence reached out, placing a comforting hand on Gaston’s shoulder.

			“Vern Roberts would be…” He clipped his words as he saw Danny walk up to stand just inside the kitchen. 

			“We’re ready to roll, Gaston. We still have deliveries.”

			Lawrence quickly removed his hand. 

			“Yeah, I’ll be right out. Just talking with Mr. Hindel for a few moments.” He got off the stool to hold out his hand to Lawrence, then followed Roberts out of the room. 

			Danny kept a tight lid on his thoughts, knowing his uncle would not enjoy a complaint from a customer as rich as Lawrence Hindel, so he simply walked around the van to the driver’s side to get ready to leave. 

			Just as Gaston was bending to get in the vehicle, he felt something put into his hand. Without looking at the folded piece of paper, he simply stuck it in the pocket of his jeans to read later.

			Alone now, Lawrence walked over to the portable bar and poured himself a glass of white wine, his thoughts uppermost on the young man who had just left his home. For no reason, he felt a smile move across his face, and he allowed it to grow.

			Seating himself on the leather sofa, he stretched his legs out straight on the matching ottoman. 

			In the quiet, he brought forth the face of the man he had just been talking with. How easy it would be to start up a relationship, or at least a fling. His life was so lonely, especially now with all his people no longer on the estate. He had a beautiful house, plenty of money, but there was no one in his life to share it with. In his middle thirties, he was still young. 

			He smiled, thinking of the young man who had seemed interested in getting to know him better. Then the smile disappeared. He couldn’t start up a relationship with someone. Not unless they were like him. Besides, just like everyone else around the parish, he had to have heard the Hindel name. Less than a year had passed since a lot of the children had disappeared, never to be found. It was in all the papers and on the news.

			He sipped the wine, but it left him wanting. He knew what he needed, and with the new moon coming the next night, he knew his need would be met. His heart pounded and his mouth hungered for the wild taste of raw flesh. 

			Getting to his feet, he walked across the floor to the drawer where he kept the new phone book and turning the pages until he came to the names beginning with the letter R, he ran a slow finger down the list until he came to the name Roberts, Vern and the address. His heart soared, and he knew the new moon could not come soon enough.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Jack Olivier´ looked into the face of his son, and his heart swelled with love and pride. How could someone so small have such an effect? He laughed as he noticed Seelah had dressed their son in the same color jeans and black pullover sweatshirt as he was wearing right down to the same color and brand of tennis shoes. Jack snuggled him close, inhaling his clean soap and water smell, and dropped a gentle kiss atop his dark head. 

			His life was so blessed. He had a beautiful wife and now a son, not to mention a big, handsome German Shepherd named Lugar to come home to each evening. They had toyed with the idea of moving to the country, but neither really wanted the move. Their nice house, only a block away from his best friend and his family, made the decision to stay put even stronger. His job as a detective paid well, especially in these troubled times of no employment, so he had no reason to worry about his family’s health and well-being.

			Wrapping his arms around his son in a gentle bear hug, he whispered, “I love you, Donny.” The ringing of the telephone had him reaching to answer it. “Hello.”

			“How’s your day off going so far?” Donavan Hays asked him.

			“Great. In fact, I was just gonna call and see if you and the rest of the family would like to join Seelah, Donny, Lugar, and me for a big ice cream celebration down at Spiggley’s Ice Cream Parlor? We’ll eat out on the patio, so Brandy and Lugar will be welcomed too.” He laughed as the big German Shepherd knocked his hand up in the air at hearing his name. 

			“What’s the occasion?”

			“Well damn, man, I thought you would have heard by now.” Jack’s voice filled with surprise. “We’re celebratin’ the fact that Donavan Matthew Olivier´ has the best daddy in the whole wide world!” 

			Laughing outright, Donavan replied, “I seem to remember that has been mentioned a time or trillion.”

			“So are you and the family in?” Jack grinned then added, “Hold on a minute, someone wants to talk to you.” He put the phone up to Donny’s ear. “Say hi to Uncle Donavan.”

			“Unca,” a small voice squealed into the receiver.

			“Hey, Donny!” Donavan’s voice came back. “How’s my favorite namesake today?” 

			“He’s laughing and sending a sloppy kiss to you.” He ran a hand over the receiver. “So find out if you all want to go and call me back. I’ll go tell Seelah we’re headed for the ice cream parlor.”

			“No need to ask. We’ll be ready to fall in behind when you go by. Just beep the horn.”

			“We’re headed where?” Seelah walked into the room. 

			“Spiggley’s. Donny wants to celebrate having the best daddy in the whole wide world.”

			“And what about his mommy?” Seelah snuggled her son in her arms. “Isn’t she a marvel too?”

			“Of course, that’s why you’re invited.”

			Seelah laughed and quietly in her mind thanked God for all the blessings He had bestowed on not only her but her son and husband as well. She knew that if not for the grace of God and the Holy Ones, this day may not have been possible. Unwilling to allow dark intrusions to take hold of this moment of happiness, she held their son out to his father. 

			“If we’re going to celebrate, then I better get ready. Males have it so easy. A comb through the hair, a quick wipe with a warm washrag, and they’re ready to go. I’ll bring the comb and the washrag to you in a moment,” she told him, walking off down the hall to the bath.

			* * *

			Seated in chairs on the far side of the patio in case any of the other customers might be afraid of the two large German Shepherds lying beside the table, Donavan looked around at all the parents and their small children and felt a slight pang of envy. Then he glanced down at Donny as he sat playing with Brandy and Lugar, and he laughed out loud. 

			“I was feeling a little old there for a moment seeing all the little ones here, but now that we have Master Donavan here to share, I’m back to enjoying my youth again.” He smoothed a hand down over the all-but-flat stomach he had acquired from working out at the gym and laughed. “Looks like we’re all in a jeans, sweatshirt, and tenny runners wearing mood today.”

			“Okay, so there’s a slight chill in the air, but you know as well as me, it wouldn’t be a family outing without Brandy and Lugar along to share in the fun. Yep, just one big happy family!” Jack said, trying not to get emotional. He knew how easily all their lives could have taken a different direction than the ones they were enjoying now.

			Seelah reached out, squeezing Jack’s hand as it lay on the table, and smiled.

			A waitress walked up to the table, her bright, young face taking in the closeness of the two families, and she grinned. “I’m a little surprised to see so many out on the patio today. It’s been a little breezy,” she said, bending down to ruffle the head of each dog.

			“Aren’t you two a couple of beauties!” she laughed. “I love Shepherds! I want one so bad, but I live in an apartment, and the super wouldn’t hear of it.”

			“If we couldn’t have ours, we would be looking for another place to live,” Barbara spoke up.

			“I get so upset when you hear people put them down. Saying they’re dangerous. I don’t believe that for a moment.” She watched the little boy climb onto the back of the female to bounce up and down, and all the dog did was enjoy the attention.

			“It isn’t the fault of the animal; it’s the fault of the owner,” Donavan told her. “If an animal is treated right, then that animal will go out of its way to treat those living in its environment with love and loyalty.”

			With a final pat, she took their orders then left to go and prepare them.

			“She seemed like a nice person,” Jenny said, glancing around the area. “I wish everyone felt the way she does about German Shepherds. Some people even compare them with wolves. Saying they will turn on people they’ve been with for years.”

			“Some people are full of…” Jack broke off his words as Seelah nudged him.

			A deep rumbling growl sounded in the throat of both dogs, spurring Jack to pick Donny up in his arms as the dogs lunged to their feet.

			“What’s the matter with you two?”Jack pushed back his chair.

			“They smell danger, Jack,” Seelah told him, taking Donny from him in case he needed to have his hands free.

			“What kind of danger?” Barbara pulled Jenny’s chair over closer. 

			“That kind of danger,” Donavan breathed, getting to his feet to stand beside Jack as two men walked toward their table.

			Jack’s hand fondled the .38 he had stuffed in the back of his belt. His dark eyes watching each step the men took as they neared their table.

			“Oh my God!” Seelah breathed. “It’s Lawrence Hindel.”

			“Yeah, I heard the puke was tuned loose,” Donavan said, his eyes never leaving the pair.

			As though a hand had been placed in front of him, Lawrence stopped. “My goodness, it’s Detective Hays and Jack. Good day to you,” he greeted them in his soft, girlish voice, holding out his hand then dropping it back to his side as neither man acknowledged his greeting. He stepped back as Brandy and Lugar walked forward.

			“Those dogs look dangerous,” Gaston murmured, backing away only to feel a protective arm slide around his shoulders.

			“It’s all right, Gaston,” Lawrence assured him, removing his arm and looking around. “These two men are detectives, so I am sure they have trained their dogs to listen when they are told it is all right that no danger lurks nearby.”

			“Depends on which side of the fence you’re on, Hindel,” Jack said, his eyes never leaving those of the man in front of him. 

			“Yes…well…I can see you are having a pleasant day with your families, so my friend and I will get out of your way and allow you to continue.” He had taken but a few steps when he stopped and, turning, stood looking at Donny. “You have a very handsome boy, Jack.” A bitter tone crept into his voice as he recalled what part this child could have played in transporting his father’s spirit back to this plane. “You and your wife are to be congratulated.”

			Without warning, Jack jumped, grabbing Lawrence up by his throat and squeezing. “You evil son of a bitch, you know better than to look at my son.”

			Quickly, Gaston moved to help Lawrence get loose from the irate man trying to strangle him. “Are you out of your mind? Turn him loose!”

			Jack shoved Lawrence away from him. 

			“I’m all right, Gaston, please, just…I’m all right,” he said, gently removing his hands from his shoulders. “This is simply an old feud between the authorities and the Hindels. I was wrong to stop and speak.” 

			“You’re damn right you were, you whinin’ little slug. Now crawl the hell outta here `fore I beat the shit outta you in front of your bitch!” Jack’s eyes skimmed over Gaston, letting him know he knew what was going on.

			“Hey, man, I don’t even know you. But I think you’re bein’ way too hard on my friend here.” Gaston stepped in front of Lawrence. 

			“You know what?” Jack walked forward, poking a finger in Gaston’s chest. “If you’re smart, you will simply turn around and walk away from here and this piece of puke you think you need to stand up for.”

			“Guess I’m not smart then.” Gaston swung, catching Jack on the side of his jaw to send him reeling backward. 

			Coming forward, Jack removed the .38 from the back of his belt, laying it on the table in front of Donavan. “You just made a big mistake, Pimple Dick!”

			“Jack, let it go for now,” Donavan told him. “We both have family here.”

			“Let it go? Are you serious? This little prick just threw a punch.”

			“I know, and if we weren’t with our families, I’d tell you to wipe up the floor with him, but this isn’t the time or the place to take care of it.”

			“I’m glad to see you are able to contain your partner, Detective Hays. You may recall the advice my grandfather offered some time back and think about getting Jack some professional help for his temper.”

			“Get the fuck out of here, Hindel, before I shoot you myself,” Donavan warned, uncaring of his language in front of the females present.

			At Hays’ words, Lawrence placed a hand on Gaston’s shoulder. “I think it is time we left, my friend. I have already experienced the unfairness when it comes to the Hindel family.”

			As the two walked away, Donavan looked around the now empty patio. “One thing you can say for us, we sure know how to empty a room.”

			* * *

			Walking into the house, Lawrence tossed the car keys on the island in the kitchen.

			“Let’s go in the living room, Gaston, and I’ll pour us both a drink.”

			“I can’t believe the police in the parish are allowed to behave this way. That detective was ready to fight us both.” 

			“The vendetta between the Hindel family and Detectives Donavan Hays and Jack Olivier´ goes back a long way.” He finished pouring them both a glass of Brandy. “What you saw earlier is nothing compared to what has happened to my family and to me.”

			Gaston reached out, taking the drink to set it on the table in front of him.

			Instead of sitting on the couch, Lawrence opted to seat himself in the chair beside the hearth. He wanted to keep a clear head, and he knew if he sat near Gaston, he would not be able to do that.

			“If you don’t mind my asking, what started this feud?”

			“My father, Jonathan Hindel, was a very important man in the parish. Any time there was a need for a donation, he was the first one they came to. If something needed to be added, such as a new wing on the hospital, my father was the one who put up the money for the project.” Lawrence lifted his glass to his mouth, taking a deep swallow.

			“Your father sounds like a very giving man. I’m surprised the parish don’t show your family more respect knowing how much donations help in these matters.”

			“Gaston, how long have you lived in the parish?”

			“I was born in New Orleans, and as I told you earlier, I have only come to the parish recently. Why?”

			“Have you ever heard the Hindel name?”

			“Just when Vern got your order to fill your new house up with furniture from his store. He told us you were very rich and to treat you nice, so if you were ever in need of more furniture, you would come back to his store.”

			“Hmmm, living in New Orleans, I’m surprised you never heard the name. A lot of our family lived there, and I am pretty sure some still do. Did Vern mention any trouble in the parish attributed to the Hindel name?”

			“He did say there were a lot of rumors flyin’ around about the Hindel estate. That it was supposed to be haunted and…oh yeah, somethin’ about disappearin’ kids awhile back.” He threw back a large swallow of his drink. “I don’t listen to that bullshit. Stories like that are made up to scare the weak-minded.”

			“The disappearance of the parish children is what started the feud. The detectives and a lot of the people in the parish believe those rumors are true.”

			“I don’t believe them, Lawrence. I would bet my life you could never hurt children.”

			At the mention of the missing children, Lawrence felt his hunger rise up, and he briefly closed his eyes to better bring the smells and tastes of those unforgettable nights to the forefront of his mind. He could hear again the frightened screams and knew their fear would add to the richness of their blood and give the raw flesh of their bodies that wild taste he knew he could never get enough of no matter how long he stayed on this plane. Also, he knew what these memories would have on his own personal needs and desires. Opening his eyes, he stood and holding out his hand, he waited as Gaston finished his drink, then left the couch to join the man offering to still and satisfy the hot cravings burning within their loins.

			Much later, as Gaston slept, Lawrence left their bed to ready himself for what he had been yearning for all day.

			Walking across the room, he pulled the cord to open the heavy drapery. The full moon shone down on him, and he reveled in its touch. He turned to make sure Gaston still slept, and seeing his body motionless in the large king-sized bed, he smiled, knowing he had at last found a mate he could stay with.

			Walking out into the night, he allowed the shower of moonlight to fall over him, bringing forth the changes his body needed to make him whole.

			The ground beneath his feet felt good as he covered the miles between his house and that of the man he was going in search of. He was young, and his body rippled with taut muscles as he moved ahead with little effort.

			The house was in his sights now, and his heart picked up speed at the thought of feasting at last on what he craved most. It had been so long. Now he didn’t have to wait any longer. He could enjoy himself at his leisure. 

			Slowing his steps, he moved to the back door and, to his delight, found the door unlocked. He moved into the house and, sniffing the air, followed the smell up the stairs until he came to the room where he detected the smell the strongest. He moved quietly to the bed and was glad to see only one body stretched out in a deep sleep. 

			He reached out, nudging the body. He didn’t move but inhaled a loud snore into the quiet. With one sharp nail protruding from his claw-like hand, he sliced open a bare arm. The man in the bed woke, but before he could draw in breath to scream, his throat was sliced open, allowing a gush of warm, red blood to spurt out into the waiting mouth covering the wound.

			At last, he was enjoying the warm, sweet taste he had been craving. He continued to satisfy his thirst until he had his fill, then knew it was time to feast. The lanky body before him would fulfill his need, and the only other thing that would make this night complete was having Gaston there to enjoy the feast with him.

			Lawrence knew he must hurry now and get back to the estate, so when the first rays of dawn brought about the rotting change from werewolf back to a normal human man, he could shower and try to get rid of the sickening smell of decomposition clinging to his body.

			Lawrence was already in the kitchen, brewing a pot of coffee and taking a pan of homemade cinnamon rolls out of the oven. He remembered how much his grandfather had enjoyed his rolls after a night of debauchery, and he smiled into the silence.

			“Good morning,” Gaston breathed, coming forward.

			“Good morning to you, Gaston. You’re looking well-rested,” Lawrence told him, pouring him a cup of coffee. “I will have a sweet roll ready for you in just a moment.”

			As Lawrence set the cup of coffee in front of him on the table, Gaston covered his hand. “Thank you.” 

			Lawrence drew the back of his hand down the side of Gaston’s face. “So what do you want to do today? It’s Sunday, and we have the entire day free.” He moved over to the coffee pot.

			“My time is yours. Whatever you choose to do, then that is what we will do,” he said, reaching into this pocket to withdraw his ringing cell phone. 

			“Uh-oh, there goes our day.”

			“It’s Danny. What the hell could he want on a Sunday?” 

			“Don’t answer it. His uncle might want you to come in and work in the store,” Lawrence said.

			“Naw, it has to be something else. We never work on the weekend.” He flipped the button on the phone. “What’s up, Danny?”

			Lawrence acted as though he wasn’t listening to the conversation going on around him.

			“What the fuck…are you serious…I mean, what the hell happened?”

			“What’s wrong, Gaston? Is something wrong with Danny?”

			Gaston put the phone against his chest. “Danny’s uncle Vern was murdered during the night. Someone killed him while he slept.”

			“Oh my. That’s not good,” Lawrence offered, getting to his feet. Suddenly, he was very hungry, and he pulled open the door to the fridge to take out bacon and eggs and hash browns and a bottle of orange juice.

			“Yeah, Danny, I’ll be right there,” Gaston told him before turning off the phone.

			“I will have us a nice big breakfast ready in no time.” 

			“Uh, nothing for me, Lawrence, thanks. I told Danny I would come home and help him deal with what’s going on. He’s already called the police.”

			“Oh, okay. I guess you know best about what you should do.” His voice echoed his disappointment, but not wanting to force his opinions on such a new relationship, he pasted a smile on his face and started putting away what he had taken out of the refrigerator. “Who found the uncle?”

			“His wife. She spent the night with one of their kids and had just come back early this morning and found him dead in their bed.”

			“That had to be a shock. Did Danny say how he was killed?” Lawrence kept his face turned away so Gaston would not see the pleasure he was deriving from hearing all about the murder.

			“Danny said it looked like a wild dog got into the house somehow and attacked him, although that doesn’t make sense. No dog could get into a house with the door shut. Vern had more sense than to leave his door open all night.”

			“Well, I’m sure the police will find out what happened.” He turned as Gaston made ready to leave. “Gaston, I don’t mean to make light of such an obviously terrible tragedy, but now that you are no longer bound to the lease Vern had you and Danny sign, what would you say to coming to live here with me? You could help me keep up the house and grounds, and for doing so, you would be paid and have this house to live in.” He was afraid to turn around in case his answer turned out to be less than he hoped it would be.

			“That’s a very nice offer, Lawrence, and I will certainly give it some thought, but right now, I need to concentrate on helping Danny deal with what he has going on.”

			“Of course, Gaston, of course.” He tried to swallow his disappointment. “I was simply trying to lighten your load of not having to worry in case you find yourself out of a job now.”

			“I doubt that will happen. Danny’s Aunt Shirley will make sure the furniture business is not interrupted. She likes money too much to allow that. She keeps the books, so she knows what is what concerning the financial end of the business.”

			“And she will be sure and uphold the lease you had to sign too,” he murmured almost to himself.

			“I can guarantee you she will do that.” Gaston grinned. “She knows about every penny that goes out of that place. So if someone killed poor old Vern because of a debt owed, they can forget about it not being upheld. All they would do is find themselves going to court and believe me, she would be the winner when it was all said and done.”

			“I wouldn’t bet on that if I was you, my newly found friend,” Lawrence said beneath his breath.

			“I’m going to be taking off now, Lawrence,” he told him, walking across the floor to give the other man a big hug. “If you’re going to be home later, I’ll give you a call and let you know what’s what. Maybe we can get together later this evening if you would like.”

			“I would like that very much, Gaston. I don’t know about your feelings, however, to me, last night meant something.”

			“It meant something to me too, Lawrence. For the first time in a long time, I was with someone who made me feel whole again.”

			Lawrence turned, his face lighting up at Gaston’s words. “I feel the same way. So many times, I wished for someone to come into my life who would want to be with just me. Not for my money or what I could give them or do for them, but someone who wanted to be with me.”

			“It was a lucky day for me the day you walked into Vern’s store. A lucky day for him too since his wife is going to need all the money she can get now to lay him to rest in the style he would want.”

			“I will be waiting for your return,” he told him as Gaston walked from the house. 

			Alone now, Lawrence tried not to let his newfound happiness take him over. There was a chance Gaston would not want to move in with him and be the mate he longed for. 

			Another thought crept into his mind, interrupting his fantasies of a perfect life. The way Vern was killed would most likely lead Hays and Olivier´ straight to his doorstep.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			“I feel bad about showing my ass in public like that.” Jack berated himself. “Real great example to set for Jenny. Donny had no idea what was going on, but he still shouldn’t have been subjected to such an ugly scene.”

			“You know, it’s funny, but I was just as angry and forthright as you this time involving a confrontation with a Hindel. You know how careful I was before about making sure we acted like professionals. After what happened to Jenny, all bets are off. Now, if they get in my line of fire, they’re fair game.”

			“I know, Donavan. Still, though, now that I have a son, I need to get a tighter hold on my temper. Maybe Hindel has a point on my getting some counselin’ for anger management.”

			“I would like to see one of those know-it-all counselors deal with a Hindel. Hell, they’d be sitting in the corner pulling their pud, sucking their thumb, and playing switch within a week!”

			“I don’t doubt you’re right.” 

			The jingle of his cell phone interrupted their thoughts on the ongoing dispute with the Hindels. 

			“Now, what the hell’s going on?” Donavan breathed, seeing the call was from the station. “Detective Hays.”

			Jack got to his feet to go see what the rest of the family was up to on the patio. As he pulled open the glass door, he heard Seelah’s laughter.

			“Poor Brandy, she looks like me about nine months ago.”

			“I know what you mean.” Barbara grinned. “The last month is the hardest. You feel like you need a tourniquet tied around your belly to keep it up off the floor.”

			“Oh, come on now, you couldn’t have been that big.”

			“I wasn’t, but it felt like any minute everything was going to fall out.”

			“I think a woman is at her most beautiful when she’s pregnant,” Jack spoke up, sitting down on the end of the lounge Seelah was relaxing on.

			“Is that a hint, Jack Olivier´?” Seelah glanced over at Barbara, whose eyebrows, too, were raised in question.

			“No, sweetheart, it wasn’t. Well, not at this time it wasn’t. Maybe in a few years, we can bring up the subject again.”

			“Jack,” Donavan called out, standing in the doorway, “could I talk to you for a minute inside?”

			“Uh-oh, sounds like police business,” Barbara said. “I have a feeling we’ll be cooking dinner inside instead of on the barbeque.”

			Her words were no sooner spoken than both men stepped out onto the patio.

			“The station just called. We have to go to work, hon.” Donavan leaned over, dropping a quick kiss on Barbara’s head.

			As Jack lifted Seelah to her feet, she felt a jolt of complete evil slam into her mind. Pictures of a man lying in a blood-soaked bed, his dead and horror-filled eyes staring out into the room as police searched for evidence. “I don’t believe this is all starting over again.” She shook her head and started to reach for her son but dropped her hands, not wanting him to be near the evil assaulting her mind. “I can’t go through this again, Jack.” 

			“We’re going to find out what happened. Maybe Hindel isn’t even involved with this one, sweetheart.” Jack tried to calm her fears.

			Seelah stood, her eyes staring straight ahead as she looked inward to see what she needed to know. Within moments, the face of Lawrence Hindel floated into her mind.

			“Hindel did it. He went over to the man’s house and slaughtered him while he slept.”

			“Come on, Jack, we need to get going. The police are already at the scene.”

			“Have to go, baby. I would prefer that you stay here with Barb and Jenny. I don’t want you and Donny to be by yourselves if it turns out Hindel is on another rampage.”

			“We’ll be all right,” Barbara spoke up, coming forward. “You two get going before you get in trouble with the brass.”

			Donavan stopped in the bedroom to get his loaded .44 from the drawer in the nightstand. Usually, he kept the gun out in the open, but since Donny had arrived in their lives, he wanted to keep it out of the way.

			“I guess we can stop wondering if Hindel’s on the prowl again. Seelah wouldn’t see him if he wasn’t the one at the heart of this.” He pulled his .38 from his belt to double-check the chamber. Seeing a bullet resting in all the slots, although he already knew they would be, he stuffed it back in his belt. “Saying Hindel’s at the heart of this one too’s probably a poor choice of words. I doubt if the poor bastard he took out has a heart or most of his body left.”

			“Let’s just go see what we find. I’m not doubting Seelah has it straight. I just want to see it for myself.” Jack pulled the seatbelt across his chest and clicked it into place.

			As Donavan turned the key, he hesitated a moment, turning in the seat. “Why the hell didn’t you have the forethought to take out Lawrence at the same time you took out Rafael? Could have saved us having to go to work on our day off.”

			“You don’t think I wish the same damn thing?” Jack flicked Donavan’s seat belt. “Don’t want you to get a ticket.” 

			Donavan pulled the seatbelt into place and gave Jack a sideways glance.

			“When I shot Rafael that day for knockin’ the hell out of Christina Crawford, all I could think `bout is destroyin’ the son-of-a-bitch once and for all. His hittin’ her was the last thread holdin’ my sanity intact. Evil fucker was right up there with Jonathan when it came to needin’ to be taken out.”

			“That was always a regret of mine. I wanted to be the one to end Jonathan. So just in case we get the chance, remember Lawrence is mine.”

			“Tell you the truth, I wouldn’t get my hopes up on that one blossomin’ out. At the rate the Hindels are fallin’, somebody might just beat you to the punch. Wonder how long he’s gonna wait before he turns his little fuck buddy into the same evil piece of piss he is? That is if he hasn’t done it already.”

			They pulled up in front of a three-story brick then waited a moment before getting out of the car. “This is going to bring back some bad memories, Jack, so steel yourself.”

			“Let’s just get on with it. The sooner we know what we’re up against, the sooner you can go over and shoot the shit outta Hindel.”

			The house was beautifully furnished: thick rugs on the floor, fresh flowers in a vase on the dining room table and gracing each end-table in the immaculate living room. Everything in the house bespoke pride and good taste. 

			“Mrs. Roberts.” Donavan walked into the front room. “I’m Detective Donavan Hays. I’m sorry to hear about your husband.”

			She barely nodded and didn’t lift her head. 

			“I understand you are the one who found him?”

			Another nod, but this time her head lifted, and she looked squarely into Donavan’s dark brown eyes. “I walked into the bedroom and saw him
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