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Dedication

 


To the real Valda LaRue! Thanks so
much for the use of your name. It was perfect and I hope you enjoy
your character. Sorry there are no Elvis’ in here but hopefully
Valda’s evilness will make up for it. Thank you again, your newest
fan, Kathi S. Barton


Chapter 1

 


Gab moved along the bodies one by one.
She had her sheet of pictures, of course, but sometimes another
vampire would sneak in and she’d take him out as well. When she
happened upon a face that looked familiar, she paused. Something
about him said to her “kill him.” But there just wasn’t enough
information to cause her to take out the silver coins. Moving on,
she thought of her job.

Right now she was a hunter,
a hired killer. But when she finished here, taking out the vampires
version of most wanted, she was going to have to go back to the one that paid the
bills. And that was in the business of fixing up cars. Being a
garage owner had its perks, and being able to do this when she
wanted to was just one of many.

When she finished putting the coins on
the bodies, she moved back toward the door. The man standing there
startled her.

“You’ve been killing us,”
he accused. She nodded. There was no sense in denying what she’d
been doing. Hell, she’d take out an ad in the paper if she wasn’t
afraid it would mess up her hunting ability. “That’s not very
sporting of you.”

“Really? And here I thought
it was damned nice of me.” She frowned at him in a mocking way.
“Oh, you mean to you? Well, sorry, but then I’m not out to make
your life any better, now am I?”

“I’m going to enjoy killing
you.” She snorted at him. “You don’t think I will? You’re nothing
but an arrogant human if you think that I cannot take you
out.”

“I’ve no doubt you’re going
to try. And you might even be able to hurt me a lot, but I’m still
going to kill you. Your kind has been fucking up the world long
enough.” She raised her hands when he took a step toward her. “I’m
only going to warn you once before I tell you that fucking with me
is not going to make you happy. It might me, a great deal as a
matter of fact but you’ll still be dead.”

“I think fucking you will
make me very happy.” His voice curled around her body like he’d
meant for it to do, she was sure, but she only hardened her resolve
and let the blades at her wrist slide forward. The sooner she got
this over with, the better.

He leapt at her quickly, but Gab had
had enough fights with vampires to know that they would and could
move before she could see them. Instead of hitting her like she’d
thought he intended, he slammed her against the wall with his
power. The long blade in her right hand skittered to the floor from
the impact and out of her reach. When he came at her the second
time, she was prepared and swung out her fist and felt it connect
with his mouth. Blood sprayed her face and she laughed at his
apparent shock.

“You bitch.” He spit out
more blood and glared at her as the wound healed almost
immediately. She hated that about vampires, their ability to heal
before she could. “And here I was going to play with you. Now? Now
you’re going to simply die.”

He came at her again, this time
swiping at her body in a low arch. She felt the tear in her skin
seconds before she sliced out with her blade. It made contact with
him as she finished her move. She knew because he screamed as the
silver tore into his body. Then he slashed out at her with his claw
and knew that he’d cut her again. Gab felt the pain of being ripped
open but couldn’t stop to look. Her side, she knew, was going to
need some major work to be put back together if she lived through
this.

Blood loss was making her
light-headed, so she jumped at him instead of backing off when he
came at her again. She’d learned long ago by playing video games
that it was better to move forward than retreat when something was
coming at you. It sort of took the punch out of their swing and she
could usually get a hit or two in on her own. When her blade
entered his body, he dug his long, sharp claws into her shoulder,
and it was all she could do to hang on to consciousness. The blood
loss and the pain was making it hard to stay focused.

“You’ll pay for this,
bitch.” She heard his hiss of breath as it left his body. Gab had
to move quickly now and rammed the blade upward into his chest
further. Gab knew the exact moment when it entered his heart. He
knew it too apparently because the look on his face told her that
she’d surprised him by killing him.

“Yeah, maybe. But you’ll
not be the one collecting.” The vampire’s hot breath moved over her
cheek just as he turned to ash. There were screams behind her,
plaintive screams that had her wishing she had plugs. The noise
from their fight more than likely waking the vampires before the
coins had a chance to work. But she didn’t care. If they chased her
now, they’d be just as dead. The sun was still shining in the sky
and she was getting the fuck out of here now.

Gab walked into the sun feeling the
heat of it almost immediately. She walked, or more likely
staggered, to her truck and slid under the wheel. Looking down at
the wound in her side, she cringed. This one was going to take her
a while to heal from. Driving carefully, she made her way back to
her small house.

Once there she sat in her truck for
several minutes, waiting for the dizziness to pass. She looked
down, her blood had soaked through her clothes and now pooled on
the seat―this wasn’t good. Moving gingerly out of the truck, she
made her way into the house. Once again she was thankful, as she
was every time she had to come home beat to shit that she’d opted
for the house way off the beaten path. Once in the kitchen, she
peeled off her clothes and dumped them into the trashcan as she
moved by it. Cleaning up was the first thing on her list of things
to do.

The shower water was stained a bright
pink as it made its way down her body and to the drain. Blood
poured profusely from all her wounds, but the one at her side was
the most painful. Washing as much of the blood away as she could,
she could see that the wound in her side needed stitches and turned
off the water after she’d cleaned it as best she could. It was time
to try and put herself back together again. As soon as the water
stopped running over the larger wound, she knew it was going to be
hard to close. The sucker just wouldn’t stop bleeding.

It took her nearly three hours to get
the stitches put in her side. Another hour or so to stitch up the
others. Putting herself back together this time wasn’t the worst
she’d ever done, but it was ranking right up there around the top
five. Taking some pain meds, she moved to her living room to sit on
the couch and let them do their magic.

Going to bed would have been a waste
of her time and the energy spent getting there would have been too
much. With the amount of pain she was in, she knew that going to
bed would have her tossing and turning and that too would hurt.
Instead, she opted for watching old reruns and eating some day-old
pizza that was on the table near her. Some things, she soon
realized, were better left to be had only hot. The pizza didn’t
settle as well as she’d hoped or it was the drugs. The pain from
her throwing up had her sweating bullets and cursing the fucking
vamp again. After brushing her teeth twice she made her way back to
the couch.

Settling down, she pulled her laptop
to her, answered the email from her dad and mom, and tried to
concentrate on what was going on with the show she was watching.
Nothing was working, so she leaned back on the couch and thought
about her day. She’d had a very productive one if she really
thought of it.

Three oil changes earlier today, along
with selling a set of tires to someone, wasn’t the highlight, but
it did pay some of her bills. For that she was happy.

There was the body work she’d been
doing for a client. He had the same passion as she did for old
cars, as well as restoring them, and she liked talking to him when
he came around. She’d gotten the fender almost perfect, and now all
she had to do was put it back on the car so it could be painted.
Then just after midnight she’d gone on a hunt. After finding the
nest she waited until they were all inside at nearly sunrise then
entered. Along with three vampires that had been draining a younger
woman she had gotten almost everyone on her list.

There had been ten photos on the sheet
she’d been given for this job, and she got all but three. The man
that had hurt her had been extra of course, and Gab hoped he’d
asked her why she’d killed him too. She didn’t know him well, but
he could be a real pain in the ass about stupid shit when it suited
him. She just might show him her wounds this time. Closing her
eyes, she tried to think of anything but the pain.

Gab had been collecting silver coins
all her life. It wasn’t until her brother had died that she’d found
a good use for them. Not that she generally didn’t get them back
she thought. But she had enough to use for some time if she didn’t.
Silva, the man she worked for always made sure she got them back
and that they were clean of anything that might have come off the
vampires. She’d discovered quite by accident that the coins were
the quietest way to kill a vamp.

Initially she’d use a stake like they
did in the movies. But she could only kill one or two before the
nest would wake and find her. That had been stupid and dangerous.
Once when a vamp had taken exception to what she’d been about to do
to him, she’d reached into her pocket and tossed the change at him.
She noticed almost immediately that he backed off, and the skin
where the silver ones touched burned deep. Yeah, it had been a
really stupid idea at the time, but she’d been cornered and
terrified. Now she used them most of the time.

To make her job easier and much safer,
she simply laid a silver coin over his or her eyes and moved to the
next picture on her list of vamps to take out. If she had enough
time, she would put one in their mouth to keep them from screaming.
She could do about a dozen before the first one would realize he’d
been poisoned. Plenty of time for her to get out of the nest and
well on her way. The silver would melt through their skin quickly,
and once it got to their brain, they were dead. It was the same as
having their heads lopped off. No brain, no body function. Then a
few days later, Silva would give her the coins back and another
sheet of pictures. Gab wondered if he’d give her a few days before
he gave her another list this time. He never asked if she was hurt
and she never told him how badly she was if she needed extra
time.

The alarm going off startled her
suddenly awake. Gab hadn’t even realized she’d fallen asleep if she
hadn’t simply passed out and started to get up to shower. The pain
coursing through her body had her seeing stars, and she moved a
good deal slower to get dressed. Another perk of owning her own
shop was that if she wanted to, she could take a few days off,
which she decided to do. Then she remembered that she had to let
the guy in to pick up his car to have it painted, and got dressed
to go in.

“Fucking bastard.” She
cursed the vamp again and again as she tried to pull on her shoes
without screaming. Settling on some boots that were as old as she
was, she made her way to the truck, only to have to go back in the
house to get a few rags. The blood from last night had soaked deep
into the seats, but still remained wet enough to soak her if she
sat on it. Tossing the rags over the stain, she slid into the truck
made her way into Gab’s Lube Job.

~~~

Jimmy wasn’t thrilled about having to
take the car in for repairs. He’d been in the middle of a nice
argument with Kaleb when Kennedy had come into the room. She’d been
complaining about the noise the car had been making for days now
and asked him to take it in to have it looked at. Jimmy would do
just about anything for the lioness, and this was no exception. She
was his best friend’s mate, and the two of them had been very good
to him.

The truck out front of Gab’s was
blocking one of the bays and he had to drive by the garage and come
back at the other angle. He pulled up near the only door and let
the old car run in the event the garage was closed. Then he saw the
man inside and wondered what was so funny. Even from where he was,
outside the building he could hear the guy’s laughter. The guy was
dressed in a suit and laughing as if the guy standing next to him
had told the best joke. Smiling, Jimmy went inside the doorway,
only to find that the guy telling the joke wasn’t a guy but a
woman. And she was gorgeous.

“We’re not really open
today. If you want to leave your vehicle here, that’s okay. We can
get to it in a few days. Otherwise, you’ll have to come back.”
Jimmy glanced at the man who had moved closer to the woman as she
spoke. For some reason, Jimmy thought that he was protecting her.
“We should be open again on Monday.”

He had no idea why it bothered him
that the man was there and she was telling him to go away, but he
moved more into the bay where they were all standing. “It’s making
an odd noise and my…boss is going to have a baby. I think her
husband just wants to make sure that it’s nothing that’ll get them
hurt.”

The woman looked at the man and then
back at him, as if getting permission. When she nodded and moved
toward the back of the bay, Jimmy went outside again. When the bay
that hadn’t been parked in front of opened he drove the car around
and waited. She told him to pull it in slowly. Jimmy looked hard at
the man who was still hovering over her and sent him a hard
warning. Jimmy still wasn’t sure why he cared but he did. The girl
was probably this guy’s kid or something.

By the time he was finished pulling in
the car, the other man had left for which Jimmy was thrilled to
see. The Camaro that had been in the bay they’d been standing near
was now being covered up and he wondered briefly who it belonged
to. Jimmy got out of the car after she told him to pop the
hood.

“It’s the transmission.”
Jimmy watched as she leaned into the engine area. “It sounds like
it’s shot. Probably needs to be overhauled.”

“You can tell that by just
looking?” She nodded, then shook her head. He started to ask her
what she meant when she explained.

“Been doing this for a
while, and I know the sounds it makes. I can overhaul it for your
boss if she wants, but it’ll be expensive. I’d say replace this car
if they can afford it. A car this old is going to need parts that
I’ll have to pay shit tons for, if I can even find them.” She moved
to the office and Jimmy followed her. There was something about her
that made him want to protect her. Jimmy leaned against the wall.
She sat at the desk for about half a second, and then stood up with
a groan. She moved into the bays and he followed her.

“So, what
are you?” He wasn’t sure why he’d asked her that, and expected her
to tell him to get the fuck out of the garage, but she simply
stopped for a second before walking to the car in the other bay,
the one furthest away from him.

“A
mechanic.” She stared at him, and Jimmy had the overwhelming urge
to squirm. He’d not felt this way around a woman since he’d been a
pup in grade school.

“What
else?” She had no scent. That alone made his wolf stir with
caution. The woman simply had to be something more than just a
mechanic. And his wolf wanted answers as badly as he
did.

She shook her head and
went back to leaning in the car. “I pump gas when I have to.
Sometimes I’ll even sweep the floor. And if the day hasn’t been a
total loss like this one has been so far, I can go home with more
money than I came in with. Why?”

“Are you
a human?” She paused and glanced
his way again without moving from the car. Jimmy started to stand
from the wall he’d been leaning against when she turned to him. She
didn’t look amused.

“Are
you?” He shook his head. She watched him, and this time he did
shift on his feet. “I see. But you’re not vampire because the sun
is out, so you must be something else. Not that I care, mind you.
You haven’t done anything that makes me have to kill you, yet
anyway. You’re going to be fine so long as you keep it that
way.”

As she turned back to the
car, he leaned back against the wall. He wished she didn’t smell so
powerfully of gasoline and grease. A scent of something sweet came
from her occasionally that would make his beast growl when he got a
whiff of it, but he didn’t have a clue as to why. She wasn’t even
dressed like a woman. Her clothes were ill-fitting and
dirty.

When she spoke again, he
stood there for several seconds before he asked her to repeat
herself. He’d been so wrapped up in what she was dressed like he’d
missed it.

“I said
your car can stay here until Thursday. But just call me if they
decided to scrap this one. I might be on a job, and I’d hate for
you to waste your time.”

He’d been dismissed. It
might have been funny, but he did leave her alone for now. He’d
have to have someone find out about her and this place before he
came back though. And he would, if for no other reason than to see
what he could find out about her. There was something so…he wasn’t
sure but there was something.

Jimmy was moving toward
the woods just behind the garage when he heard a gunshot. Pausing
he looked around to see if he could see anyone, but he just knew it
was the girl and that she was in trouble. She’d either been playing
with a gun and it went off or someone was robbing her. Either way,
he had to save her ass.

As he ran into the
building then into the bay she’d been in, he nearly fell. There was
blood everywhere. Jimmy started to call out for her, and that’s
when he realized he didn’t know her name and for some reason he
didn’t think she looked all that much like a Gab. Jimmy started to
reach for Samuel when he saw a pair of feet lying just in front of
the car he’d brought in. Slowly, he moved closer to see who it was
and knew immediately the man was half human and half
vampire.

Jimmy also knew he was
dead without having to check his pulse. The neat hole in his
forehead said it all. He heard her speaking and moved toward the
sound being as quiet as he could. Jimmy realized she was talking to
someone, but he couldn’t see who. Then she cried out in pain and
Jimmy told Samuel to get his ass there.

“She’s
in trouble. I have to see to her.” Samuel
told him to be careful and that he was on his way.
“There’s a vamp here too. Dead. You might want to
tell Stephen.”

Jimmy didn’t remember
moving, but he was in the room when she cried out again. The large
man that held her had blood on his shirt as well as his face. Jimmy
wondered what the fuck had happened in the two minutes he’d been
gone.

“Let her
go.” The man laughed at him. “I don’t want to have to kill you,
but—”

“She
ain’t gonna hunt us no more.” Jimmy thought about pointing out the
double negative, but doubted the man would understand the humor.
Especially since he’d just claimed she was indeed going to hunt
again. Then it occurred to him what he’d said.

“Hunt
you? What? You work for the police?” She rolled her eyes, and he
frowned. She certainly didn’t look like she could be someone who
repo-ed cars, but how the hell was he supposed to know. And he was
sure it was a good deal more than what he thought this half breed
vamp was talking about.

“Not
exactly.” She groaned when the big man jerked her hair. “Why don’t
you run along? I’m sort of in the middle of something right now and
you’re fucking up my ability to finish it. If you go now, I’ll tell
your boss that I’ll look extra hard for those parts for her
car.”

Jimmy crossed his arms
over his chest. She could not be serious. She was telling him to
get the hell out and to leave her alone with this asshole. She was
fucking nuts.

“You want
me to go away?” She nodded even as the rogue yanked her head back
more. “And what will you do? Fight him off, then finish with the
transmission on the car?”

“It’s an
oil change if you must know, but yeah, I suppose so. But I really
hoped you’d be out of here. I sort of work—”

“What the
hell are you two going on about? In case you didn’t see this, I’ve
got me the bitch right where I want her.” The man jabbed the knife
into her throat and blood poured from the small wound. Jimmy hadn’t
even seen the knife until then. “She and I have some serious
business to conduct. And you’ll have to wait your
turn.”

Before Jimmy could say
anything about the moron’s comment, he was gone. Not gone but dead
gone, a silver blade still quivering in his chest. The woman was
standing there with another silver blade in her hand and her back
to him. Christ, had she really moved that fast?

“You
killed him.” She laughed a short bark of laughter. Then she turned
to him slowly. “Christ, you’re hurt.”

Blood poured from her
shoulder and waist. He wasn’t sure why, but he didn’t think the
dead men had done it to her but it had happened before they had
arrived. She seemed to favor her left leg too when she moved toward
him. Jimmy could tell she wasn’t any happier with him than the dead
man had been with her.

Jimmy took a step toward
her and then one back. He was taking another back when he hit the
counter behind him. She stopped advancing on him as
well.

“I was
hurt yesterday. Or the day before, I can’t remember.” She staggered
to the desk and leaned heavily on it. “I’d very much like it if you
left now. I’ve got a lot of shit to do today.”

Jimmy didn’t point out
that all she was going to do today was bleed to death. But he had a
feeling she knew that. As she sat down, he moved toward her. Right
now her safety seemed much more important than the blade she still
held in her hand. Jimmy knelt down in front of her and put his hand
on her wrist.

“Your
pulse is slowing.” She nodded and rolled her eyes. “I want you to
know that there is help on the way. And that you’ll be in good
hands when they arrive.”

“I don’t
need any help.” Her voice was low now, and he had to listen hard to
hear her. His hearing was excellent, but she was fading fast.
“There’s another man in the bay. I killed him as
well.”

Jimmy nodded. She went
limp, and he started to pick her up when she opened her eyes and
stared at him. He had a feeling she had no idea he was still there.
When she focused on his face she smiled slightly before speaking
again.

“There’s
this man named Silva. I don’t remember his first name. He’s a vamp
too. A pain in my ass, but then all of them are hungry pricks only
out for themselves. Tell him I didn’t just kill these two. It was
self-defense.” She closed her eyes again. “I don’t know how to
contact him.”

“I know
him.” She nodded, and this time when she started to slide out of
the chair, he picked her up and laid her on the floor. He was
tearing open her tee-shirt when the door to the office crashed
open. Stephen Silva stood there looking like an avenging
angel.

“She’s
been hurt.” Stephen nodded and moved toward them, and Jimmy felt
his wolf growl low. Stephen stopped. “I don’t know why I did that,
but please stay back unless you plan to help
her.”

“I’ll
help her if you’ll allow it. I can’t be here long, but long enough
to give her enough blood to survive. It’s all I’m able to do for
her.” Jimmy had a moment to think on that. So the two of them had
an arrangement. Then Stephen was leaning over the girl and tore
open his wrist, but instead of giving it to her to drink from, he
only dropped a few droplets into her mouth.

“I don’t
suppose you know what happened to her.” Stephen only stared at him
as he licked his wounds closed. “I guess that’s a no. She told me
to tell you that she didn’t have a choice in killing these two. I
suppose if I asked you about that I’d get nothing
either.”

“She
works for me. Not that she’s happy about it, but she does it
anyway. Other than that,” Stephen shrugged. “You’ll have to ask
her. And don’t be surprised if she tells you to fuck off. She tells
me often enough.”

Samuel arrived when the
medics did. She was being transported to the clinic and not the
regular hospital for which Jimmy was grateful to find out. Stephen
said he’d pay all her bills, but he wanted her to have the best and
there, he knew, she’d get it. She was still out when they closed
the doors to the ambulance.

“Her
name. What is it?” Stephen looked at the shop behind him as they
stood in the parking lot. “You’re not going to tell me she’s Gab,
are you?”

“She is.
Gabriel Parker. According to her, there was a mix-up at the
hospital and her name was changed when put on her birth
certificate. I think someone just had a good sense of humor.”
Stephen smiled at him as he continued. “What is she to you?
Mate?”

“Christ,
no. I just brought Kennedy’s car in to be looked at. Nothing more.
I just happened to be here when this shit went down.” Stephen
nodded and moved away. When he disappeared, Jimmy looked around for
a way to get to the clinic to see to her. Not that he knew what he
could do but still he wanted to make sure she was getting cared
for. Samuel offered him a ride to the hospital, then he’d take him
home. Jimmy decided it would be better than walking and hopped into
his car to follow the ambulance out.


Chapter 2

 


Wiley watched his daughter sleep.
She’d not moved in over three hours and he was concerned. Actually,
he was terrified, but he was trying his best to be brave for his
wife. Janice wasn’t taking this as well as he was. He looked over
at her now.

“She’ll be fine.” Janice
nodded once and kissed Gab’s hand before laying it on the bed
again. She’d been doing that since they’d arrived two days ago.
“The nice doctor told us that she had lost a great deal of blood
and that—”

“I was standing right next
to you, Wiley. I heard every word that nice man said. What I didn’t
know and still don’t is how she managed to get so injured when we
were promised that she’d be fine doing what she’s doing. How does
one get so hurt working as a mechanic?” He didn’t answer her
because, frankly, the same questions had been going through his
mind as well. Wiley was afraid he knew the answer as well as his
wife did.

“She’ll tell us as soon as
she wakes up. It’s probably nothing more than something hit her
while she was working on an engine.” Janice glared at him, and he
decided to brave the truth with her. “I think she’s doing something
on the side and that she’s doing it because of Rusty.”

Janice nodded and picked up Gab’s hand
again. This time when she kissed it, she held it to her cheek. When
she finally looked at him, Wiley could see that she thought the
same thing.

“I knew that she’d not be
able to leave this alone about Rusty. She was more hurt than we’d
all thought her to be. She probably blames herself.” Wiley nodded.
He thought his daughter also knew more than she’d told them…a great
deal more.

“His death was hard on all
of us, but her finding him…her seeing him leap? That was just too
much for any of us. Especially her.” Wiley had his doubts about the
way Rusty had killed himself as well, but didn’t speak of it. They
had enough going on right now. Instead, he asked her about the
doctor. “Did you know that the doctor that is caring for her is
recently married? I was talking to him this morning and he said
that he and his wife were expecting their first child.”

Wiley looked at his little girl and
wondered if she’d ever settle down. He didn’t think she would any
time soon, but he still dreamed of having grandchildren to hold and
play with. Smiling, he thought of all the fun at Christmas they’d
have spoiling them. Wiley glanced at Janice when he felt her
staring at him. That woman could read him like a book.

“You get those thoughts
right out of your head right now.” He started to ask her what she
meant when she answered his unspoken question. “She’s not going to
be having any children if anyone finds out she’s got a doctorate in
Behavioral Science and owns a garage. Men will think she’s
nuts.”

“They more than likely do
already.” They both stood when Gab spoke. She licked her lips three
times before she attempted to speak again. “What are you doing here
anyway? I thought you were going on that cruise?”

“We went last month,
darling. I sent you all those nice pictures from our cell phone.”
Gab nodded at her mom. “We came as soon as that nice doctor called
us.”

“What doctor?” When she
looked at him she looked panicky, and he found that he wanted to
grab for his gun. It had been years since he’d done that, and
wanting to do so now scared him not just a little. “How did I get
here?”

“Doctor Murray. He said
you’d been his patient before.” When Gab sat up, he could almost
hear her pain. Her face contorted three times before she let out
her breath. “Baby, I don’t think you’re well enough to get up
yet.”

“I have to go. I have to
get home. I have stuff to….What did this Murray guy look like?” He
nodded as Janice answered her.

“Tall, dark haired, and
very handsome. I think he’s on call right now because he told us
he’d be back later this evening. The poor man said he’d been on
call all night.” Gab moved to the edge of the bed just as the door
behind Wiley opened. When Gab snarled, it was everything Wiley
could do not to cringe from her. The doctor seemed to think she was
funny for some reason.

“I told you to stay out of
my life. That was our deal. You give me what I need and I do the
job. Nothing else.” The doctor took her wrist, and Gab jerked it
from him. “What are you telling my parents?”

“Nothing. And our deal was
I help you stay alive. I did. You were dying when I got there.” She
looked at him as the doctor continued. “It’s a horrible thing to
get hurt on the job as you did, but even worse when you don’t tell
your boss when you’re hurt.”

“Gab?” Wiley took a step
toward his daughter when she laid back. He knew she was hurting
when tears started to flow down her cheeks. He hated to see her cry
more than he did anyone. A nurse came in and gave her a shot in her
IV. Gab didn’t protest at all, and that worried him more than
anything.

“I want to be alone.”
Janice started to protest, but Gab held up her hand. “I have to
talk to the two of you later, but right now I have to speak to
him.”

They
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