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Chapter One

 

 

Chester sat in his car and stared at the house in front of him. His mate's house. The man who had saved his life, and then walked, without looking back. 

Sighing loudly, he ran a hand over his bald head and scratched it. Silas had told him under no circumstances was he to contact him, but Silas was his mate. How was he supposed to stay away from him? Everything in him pulled him to this place, to this man.

Chester remembered the day Silas had saved his life and walked away. Rescue Inc. had been called in on a missing person's search, and when they had located the missing woman, they'd found out she wasn't missing but a hostage of her ex-boyfriend who hadn't accepted the fact their relationship was over.

Chester had been shot while trying to negotiate the woman's release, completely unaware that she was already dead. He'd been dying when Silas had arrived at the hospital and changed everything between them, by giving Chester his blood and saving his life… and mating them in the process.

As a vampire, he'd known the moment he'd woken up that things were different between them. He could feel Silas in a way he never had before and walking away was not an option.  He had changed their relationship forever, and there was no turning back now.

Sighing again, he glanced at the area the house was in. Trees and fields surrounded it, the house standing alone in the middle of it all. It was more of a farmhouse with a porch that ran along the front and sides and a balcony over it. Chester noticed the double glass doors that led to it and wondered if that was Silas' room. It definitely looked like a master bedroom from the front.

How long was he going to sit in his car before he worked up the courage to go and see the man? He'd been in war zones, seen conflict, death, and destruction, yet here he was, unable to summon an ounce of courage to leave his car and knock on the front door.

"Shit," he muttered.

Rubbing his head again, Chester grabbed the handle and held it in a tight grip.

"Come on."

Finally mustering some courage to open the door, Chester stood, once again glancing around the area. It was so picturesque, a little slice of heaven, away from the pressures of the world.

He heard laughter and looked towards the house, noticing the two cars in the driveway. Something he'd clearly overlooked, and a horrifying thought entered his mind, one he hadn't even considered before.

"Shit," he muttered again. "He has someone."

Why hadn't he thought about that possibility? That Silas was already in a relationship? Why hadn't he even considered it before? No wonder he'd refused to have anything to do with Chester and their mating. No wonder he'd walked away and hadn't looked back.

He leaned back on his car and listened, hearing the muted voices coming from behind the house. The laughter sounded again, taunting him, and Chester gritted his teeth, his hands clenching into fists. His chest tightened, his heart pounding, and he fought the urge to go over and hit the other man. The man who had what Chester wanted. Silas.

Silas had only ever mentioned in passing an incident with a vampire, a bad relationship, but had never given him any details, telling Chester it was none of his business. Not that it mattered now, they had to talk after what happened in the hospital. Silas had irrevocably changed them, and Chester was certain Silas didn't understand the implications of the act.

You didn’t share blood with your mate unless you expected to complete the bond, yet Silas had, and then he’d walked away.

Pushing away from the car, Chester strolled over to the house. Sweaty palms and a rapidly beating heart went with him, causing Chester to swallow hard. 

He took the two steps onto the porch and hesitated before knocking on the door. He lifted his hand, curled in a fist, and paused staring at the worn red door. 

"Just do it."

Knocking, he took a step back and waited for Silas to answer. And he waited. And then waited some more.

Eventually giving up, Chester walked around the side of the house, and when he reached the back, he stopped and stared in shock, his eyes widening in surprise at the scene in front of him.

He never expected this.

Silas was playing football, not with another man, but with a teenager. A teenager who looked a lot like Silas.

Silas had a son.

❊❊❊

Silas heard the sound of footsteps approaching from behind and turned to see who was there. 

He stared at the sight of Chester and opened his mouth to shout when the football caught him on the side of his head.

"Ow! Fuck, Troy!" he shouted, grabbing his head.

"Oh my god, Pops. I got you good." Troy collapsed laughing on the ground, pointing up at Silas. 

He put his hands on his hips and glared at his son before looking back over his shoulder at Chester. He stormed over to him, knocking him back. "What the fuck are you doing here?" he demanded. "I told you never to contact me again."

Silas saw Chester glance between him and Troy and stepped in front of his son, blocking him from sight.

"You expect me to stay away after what you did? You must have known I'd want to talk to you, about us."

"No. I asked you to stay away, and I expected you to listen to me and to respect my fucking decision."

"Is this him, Pops?"

Without taking his eyes off of Chester, Silas said, "I need you to go into the house."

"Pops," Troy whined. "Come on!"

Silas glared at Chester then looked over his shoulder at Troy. "Now, please."

As Troy stomped off, Silas heard him mutter, "I miss out on all the exciting shit around here."

"Troy!" Silas glared at Chester and folded his arms across his chest. "Well?"

Chester glanced away. "You knew I would come."

"No, I didn't. I told you to stay the fuck away from me."

Chester shoved his hands into his pockets. "You started the bond between us. You must be able to feel it."

"Yes, I can, but I can ignore it too. You're alive. I did what I had to do, and now I want you to leave and never come back."

"Silas, look. You're my-"

"I'm nothing to you." Silas held his hand up stopping Chester's words. "Nothing. Now leave."

Silas turned to walk away when Chester grabbed his arm. Silas threw it off and spun back around, pushing Chester back. 

"Don't you touch me. Who the fuck do you think you are?"

"Your mate." Chester got into his face and glared at him, his eyes flashing red. "I only get one, and I'm not walking away until you tell me exactly why this won't work."

"Pops, listen to the guy!"

Silas glared at Troy, throwing his arms in the air. "What did I tell you?" Pointing back at the house, he said, "Get back in there."

"No." Troy shrugged, a grin on his face. "I want to hear what the vampire has to say."

Chester arched an eyebrow. "Vampire? My name's Chester."

"Don't really give a shit what your name is. You're a vampire." Troy shrugged again, but glared at him, slivers of red appearing in his eyes.

Silas heard Chester's sharp intake of breath, and he dropped his head, rubbing his hands over his face. "Troy."

"Pops." Troy shoved his hands into his pockets and continued to grin, but the red remained in his eyes as he glared over at Chester.

Sighing, Silas nodded his head towards the back door. "Come on in. Not like I have a choice, is it, Troy?"

"Nah, not really. Wanna know what the vamp has to say."

Silas walked to the door, grabbing Troy's shoulder and dragging him along. He heard Chester's footsteps behind him but didn't look back. He didn't want him here. He'd done what he needed to, he'd saved Chester's life, and that was it as far as he was concerned.

Pulling the screen back, he walked through the open back door and straight into the kitchen until he reached the refrigerator. Pulling it open, he grabbed two bottles of water and slammed it shut. He needed something far stronger than water, but this would have to do for now.

Handing one to Troy, he leaned back onto the counter and stared at Chester.

"So, speak," he demanded.

Taking several gulps of water, he watched Chester, never taking his eyes off him. A fucking vampire in his home. Yes, his son was one, but Troy was his blood, Chester wasn't.

Chester flicked his eyes over to Troy. "Maybe we should do this in private."

Silas shrugged. "Then you should have come to the Sheriff's office, not my home."

When he heard a drawer open, he glanced over at Troy and saw him grab a knife. He reached over and gripped his wrist, shaking his head slowly. Troy glared at Chester then back at him.

"No, Pops."

"Troy. He's only come here to talk."

"Yeah, I bet they all say that. Talk." Troy spat the word out.

"Troy," Silas warned. He wasn't talking about her in front of Chester. It was none of his fucking business.

He glared at Chester. "Speak, then get the fuck out and don't come back."

"You think you're strong enough to ignore the pull? We exchanged blood, Silas, you-"

 Troy snatched his hand free. "What? Pops! How could you?"

"He was dying, Troy."

"And? So fucking what? One less of the fuckers."

"Troy," Silas said wearily. "You are one of them."

"Screwed up fucking genetics." Troy continued to glare at Chester, who ignored him, his eyes on Silas.

"Your partner was a vampire, Silas. Why didn't you tell me?" Chester frowned, glancing between Silas and Troy.

"And yet again, it's none of your business, Chester."

"Yes, it is. We're mates."

"Go and don't come back. There's nothing for you here."

Silas gritted his teeth when Chester leaned back against the wall, hands in his pockets. "I'm not walking away. Not until we’ve sat down and talked about this."

"We don't need to hear anything you've got to say. Fuck off. Pops has told you to go, so go!"

Chester ignored Troy. "Silas, please. Let's sit down and talk about this."

"Fuck off!" Troy screamed, rushing at Chester.

"Shit, Troy, no!" Silas shouted, trying to grab Troy.

Troy dodged him and swung the knife at Chester, his eyes blood red, showing his anger and rage.

Chester knocked the blade aside, spinning Troy around and wrapping an arm around his throat. "Stop!" he ordered.

Troy continued to struggle as Silas stepped in front of him, taking the knife and grabbing his shoulders.

"Son, calm down. Come on. Deep breaths in and out. This isn't helping anyone. Come on, Troy."

Silas kept his eyes glued to Troy and sighed when the red slowly receded. Troy slumped forward and Chester released him, taking a cautious step back. 

Silas pulled him away, hugging him close and whispering, "I know how you feel, but he isn't her." Stepping back, he added, "Go to your room. Get some sleep."

Troy nodded and Silas hugged him again, kissing his forehead. When Troy pulled free, Silas watched him leave the room with one last glare at Chester and listened to him walk up the stairs and close his bedroom door.

Rubbing a hand over his forehead, Silas walked over to the table and sat down wearily in a chair. He heard Chester do the same and raised his head to stare at him from across the table.

"What happened?" Chester asked quietly.

Sighing, he leaned back. Watching Chester, he shook his head. What did it matter keeping it from him now? It was obvious Chester was here to stay. Maybe if he knew the truth, he'd realize there was nothing here for him.

"My wife was a vampire." Closing his eyes briefly, he opened them and added, "One day she attacked Troy, and he had to kill her."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

"What? She attacked her own son?" Chester could hear the shock in his own voice.

Silas nodded and rubbed his hands over his face. "Yeah. I was at work at the time. She knew it. That’s why she turned up when she did."

"Why?" Chester shook his head. Why would she attack her own son?

"I never found out. We'd split up, and Troy had wanted to stay with me. She'd become unstable, and I'd tried to persuade her to get some help. Even her mother asked her, but she refused. It got so bad that I took Troy and left, bought this place, and started to rebuild our lives."

"And she found you."

"I didn't know at the time, but she was feeding from Troy."

Chester sat upright in shock, his eyes widening. "What? No parent feeds from their child."

"Well, she was." Silas shook his head, looking down at the table, his shoulders slumped. "I should have known," he muttered.

"How could you? Troy would have kept it quiet. She was his mother."

"He should have been able to tell me, but I was never there. Always busy with work."

"How much do you know about vampires, Silas? Did you learn everything from her?"

Silas raised his head and Chester lifted his hand to touch him when he saw the look of defeat on his face. When Silas sat back, Chester dropped it, and Silas gave a small smile."Yeah."

"You wouldn't have known what was right and wrong where vampires are concerned. You only knew what she told you."

"I know that now. I've done my research, and I've seen someone about it."

"What about Troy?" 

Silas glared, refusing to answer. 

"Please, Silas. This could have damaged-"

"I know," Silas muttered harshly. "He's seen someone, and he talks to his grandmother."

Chester nodded. "I'm glad he has her."

"She loves Troy, and even though she loved her daughter, she hates her for what she did to him."

"Was there more than her feeding?"

Silas nodded, sighing deeply. "She took him out hunting."

"Hunting?" Chester furrowed his brows. God, not hunting humans. "Humans?" he asked quietly.

"Yeah."

"Did he kill any?"

"No, he wouldn’t, and she punished him for it." Silas stood abruptly and paced in front of the table. "How the fuck did I miss it? My own son was being abused right under my nose, and I did nothing."

Chester stood and grabbed Silas by his shoulders, stopping him. "Why would you expect a mother to harm her child?"

Silas shook his head. "I should have-"

They looked up at the ceiling when they heard an anguished scream.

"Shit. Troy."

Silas ran from the kitchen, and Chester stood still, not knowing if he should follow. 

He stepped out into the hallway, walking towards the front door when he heard the sobs. Troy needed his father right now, not some stranger.

He pulled a card from his wallet and left it on the side table for Silas. Maybe he would use it, maybe he wouldn't, but for now, there was nothing Chester could do but wait… again.

❊❊❊

Silas held Troy as he cried quietly. He always did this after a nightmare. Silas hoped this time he would tell him about it, but Troy never spoke about his nightmares. Even the therapist Silas had taken him to wasn’t able to get him to open up. Troy remained silent.

How could he help his son? How could he help his son beat his demons? He felt so useless, a stupid lump of flesh that couldn't even protect his own child.

"Stop, Pops."

Sighing, Silas murmured, "Tell me, Troy, please."

"Why? It wouldn't make any difference."

"How do you know? Please try, for me."

"Pops," Troy whispered. "I don't know what to do."

"Then tell me, Troy. Let me take this from you."

Troy pulled back and blinked his eyes, tears spilling over the edges. His face blotchy from crying, he looked at Silas. "Will you still love me?" he whispered. "When I tell you what happened, will you still love me?"

Silas gripped the back of his head and pulled him close so they could look into each other's eyes. "You are my son. Nothing you say will change that. I love you, Troy."

Troy's eyes flickered between his and then he closed them. "I killed him."

Silas reared back, his mouth dropping open. "What?"

"She made me, Pops. She was tearing him apart, stripping..." Troy cried out, dropping his head onto Silas’s chest. He gripped Silas’s t-shirt in his hands. "She was stripping the... the... he screamed so much, he..."

 Silas held him in a tight embrace, grieving what his son had endured and hating his ex-wife. "Shh. Stop, Troy."

"But Pops-"

"Where is he?"

Troy leaned back and continued crying. "Over by the barn."

They did more than hunt. Silas swallowed. God, so close. "Are there others?" Troy cried harder, and Silas closed his eyes. "I'll call the guys in."

"Will I go to prison, Pops?"

"No," Silas spoke firmly. "No one is taking you away from me."

"Pops..."

"I need to make some calls. Stay here, and I'll make you some hot chocolate."

"Pops-"

"Let me deal with this. I know what to do, okay?"

Troy nodded, and Silas helped him get back into bed and pulled the covers over him. "I'll just be a few minutes. I love you." He stroked his hand over Troy's head then left the room, pulling the door behind him, but leaving it open slightly so he could keep an ear out for Troy.

He walked downstairs and into the kitchen and collapsed to the floor, biting his fist to stop the pain inside of him from escaping.

Oh god, his son, his boy. If she weren't already dead, he'd kill her himself.

After a few minutes, Silas slowly stood and reached for his cell, dialing a number he knew well.

"Robert, it's Silas."

"Hey, boss. Thought it was your day off?"

"I need you to get the team out here. There's a dead body by the barn."

"What the... Silas?"

"Tina," was all he said. They all knew what she'd done. 

"Oh shit, Silas. How's Troy?"

Silas swallowed, the compassion and concern in Robert's voice touching him. "Not good."

"I'll get everyone together and we'll come straight over. Don't worry, Silas. We got you."

❊❊❊

Chester had driven no more than a mile when he was overcome by a wave of deep emotional pain. Not his, but Silas'. He pulled over, forcing air into his lungs, rubbing at the pain in his chest. What the fuck had happened?

He turned and drove back the way he came, back to his mate. He needed to be there with him and help him face whatever had happened. Shit, he hoped it wasn't Troy. He might not have children of his own, but he could feel the love Silas had for his son. It was so strong, so powerful.

He pulled into the driveway and stopped in front of the house. Getting out of his car, he ran up the steps and into the house. When he reached the kitchen, he paused, seeing the look of utter devastation on Silas' face.

"Silas," he muttered, walking closer. "What's happened? Is Troy okay?"

Silas stared at him, his eyes blank. "She made him... She made him..." 

Silas' head dropped, and Chester didn't hesitate. He pulled him close, holding him tight. "Whatever it is, I'm here for you. For both of you."

Silas gripped his jacket and Chester held him tighter. Silas' emotions were chaotic. Anger, pain, devastation. So many emotions were flying through him, he wasn't sure he knew what he was feeling.

He heard a sound behind him and turned, fangs dropping. No one was going to see his mate like this. He stood in front of Silas, blocking him from the officer's view. Officer Robert Weston. He remembered him now; they'd met a number of times.

He watched him swallow. "Silas called us in. We need to speak to him, Chester."

"What's happened?" Chester demanded, the words harsh due to his fangs.

"It's okay, Chester. I called them." To Robert, Silas said, "I don't know how many there are, Robert, but Troy said the body is by the barn."

"Shit, Silas. Did she make him?"

Silas nodded. "I know you're going to have to take him in." 

"Silas, he was twelve when it happened."

"They'll still need to question him and... fuck, Robert."

"I'll get the vampire council involved, Silas. It was a vampire who committed this crime, and it is a crime to involve a child. Do what the human laws tell you to, but I'll make sure the council is aware. Troy won't be left undefended."

Silas grimaced and then nodded. "I'll show Robert where Troy said he was buried."

Silas and Robert left the kitchen, leaving Chester on his own. When he heard the floorboards above him creak, he glanced up, staring at the ceiling. Taking a chance, he went upstairs and knocked on the partially opened door. Pushing it open, he saw Troy sitting on his bed, his head in his hands.

"Hey, Troy, it's Chester."

"Can they help me?"

Chester furrowed his brow then lifted them. "You mean the council? Yes, they can."

"I didn't want to..."

"You were innocent, and we are taught not to harm humans. We're stronger, faster, and sometimes, we can hurt humans without realizing it. Your mother would have known this."

"She's not my mom," Troy spat out.

Chester nodded slowly. "Okay, Troy."

"Am I gonna go to prison? I mean, will they charge me with murder?"

"Did you willingly kill anyone?" Chester didn't know all the details, Silas hadn't told him, but one thing he knew for sure, no matter what had happened, Troy wouldn't be left to face this alone. Fortunately, he knew just the person who could help.

Pulling out his cell, he called Jared.

"Hey, C. Another mission?"

"No. Look, Jared, I need to speak to Sacha. Is he there?"

"Is everything alright?" Jared asked, the concern evident in his voice.

"Yeah, I just need to talk to him."

"Okay, he's here now." There was a brief silence, then Sacha spoke. "Chester, are you okay?"

"Does your father still talk to the council?"

"Our council? Yes, he does. Why?"

"I need their help. Can you get your father to speak to them for me?"

"Of course, I can, but I need to know why?"

Sighing, Chester shared what he knew, which admittedly, wasn't much. He stopped talking when Troy stood and held his hand out for the cell. Explaining to Sacha what was happening, he handed the phone to Troy then sat back in shock as Troy told him everything he'd suffered.

He spoke quietly, and even though Troy wasn't his son, Chester's heart ached for him. To have endured so much, seen so much horror at such a young age and then to be forced to kill your own parent to save your own life. Chester shook his head. He couldn’t understand her, couldn’t understand why she would do that to her own child. Maybe he never would.

When Troy finished talking, he handed the cell back to Chester and sat on his bed staring out of the window.

"Hey, you still there, Sacha?"

He heard a throat clear then Sacha spoke. "That poor boy… I'll call my father straight away and get back to you as soon as I can."

"Thanks, Sacha."

He hung up and sat next to Troy on the bed. From where they were sat, they could see the cordoned off the barn, and more officers arriving.

"Will they take me away?" Troy asked, his eyes never leaving the scene outside.

"They will probably have to take you away for questioning, but don't answer until you have a lawyer present. You need a vamp lawyer too."

"Why? What does it matter now? I killed him."

"You were a child, Troy, and from what I heard you tell Sacha, you ended his suffering. She would have done far worse to him if you hadn't stepped in."

"I didn't know what to do. I was so scared."

They sat in silence watching the men work outside when Troy said, "That was when she tried to kill me."

"Because you killed the human."

"Yeah. Said I'd betrayed her."

Chester shook his head. "I don't-"

Troy grabbed his arm. "I don't want to be a vampire. Can you make it go away?"

Chester looked into Troy's watery eyes and slowly shook his head. "It's who you are. Don't let her take away how special you are. We aren't all like that."

"I don't want it." Troy pushed away from Chester and paced in front of him. "I don't want it."

"Troy," Silas said as he entered the room.

"What good is it having him as a mate when he can't help me!" Troy shouted, pointing at Chester.

"What?" Silas glanced between them, a frown marring his features.

"He doesn't want to be a vampire," Chester told him.

"Troy, we've talked about this."

"No, Pops. I'm gonna go to prison because of her."

"Look, we do need to go to the office. Robert's going to ask you some questions-"

"Wait. I have a vamp lawyer coming. He needs to be represented by both a human and vampire lawyer." Chester stood in front of Silas. "I know you don't want this," he muttered, "but let me help you."

"Why?"

"Because you're mine and so is Troy. Mine to protect."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

Silas paced his office, watching the clock. Every second felt like an entire day. Troy had been in the interrogation room for hours, but he wasn't alone, and he had Chester to thank for that. The vampire hadn't left his side at all, providing him with the quiet support that Silas had desperately needed.

His son was in there, being questioned, revealing the truth about his life with Tina, and Silas hated every second of it. How did he miss the signs? Why hadn't he seen what his wife was doing to their son? How had he been so blind? God, he was-

"No, you're not," Chester said.

Silas closed his eyes when he heard Chester's words. Fucking blood exchange. He opened his eyes and looked over at Chester, shaking his head. "Stop it." He didn't want Chester using their connection.

Chester walked over to him and kissed him. "No."

Silas took a step back, wiping his lip. "Why?"

"You needed it, and you're my mate. I'm not going to stop when you need me, even if you think you don't."

Silas opened his mouth to reply when the door opened, and Troy walked in. "Troy." He looked like shit. Pale skin, red-rimmed eyes, and Silas walked over to him, pulling him close. He felt his arms come around his waist and hold him tight. Troy's body shuddered in his arms and Silas held him tighter, trying to give him the strength that Troy needed.

He looked at the man—no, vampire—who came in behind Troy and closed the door. "He'll be fine," he told them, putting his briefcase on the floor.

"You sure?" Silas almost collapsed, and he might have if Chester hadn't stepped behind him, putting his hands on Silas' shoulders.

"Yes. He'll have more questions to answer, but for now, he's free to go."

"And the family of the victim?"

"Will be informed. They might bring a private prosecution, and if that happens, we'll support you, but for now, Troy’s free to go. Take your son home, Sheriff."

"Thank you, Mr...."

"Romeo Bamber, and you're welcome. Don't hesitate to call me if you need me."

"I will."

"Romeo. Great to see you again." Chester shook Romeo's hand. "Thanks for coming out."

"We're always here for you when you need us, Chester. How's the business?"

"Good. We have another team now to help with the workload."

"Walk me out, and we can talk some more." Turning back to Silas, Romeo said, "It was nice to meet you and your son, Sheriff. I wish it were under better circumstances, but please call me if you have any questions. I'm always available."

Chester touched Silas' cheek, causing his eyes to widen. He watched them leave the room, and when the door was closed, he pulled Troy back and looked at him. Pale, blotchy skin, no doubt from crying, Troy stared back and gave him a weak, wobbly smile.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

"Actually, I feel better, Pops. Like I'm not carrying everything."

"I wish you'd told me sooner."

"I know, but I was scared, Pops." He glanced over at the closed door. "He likes you."

Silas sighed. "We're mates. Apparently, that's how it works."

"Does it feel different from with her?"

Her. Tina. His mother.

"Yes. I loved your mother, well, before, but I can feel Chester, like he’s a part of me." He shook his head. "I don't know how to explain it, Troy."

"Don't, you know, not try because of me."

"What? Are you telling me to give Chester a chance?" Silas smiled, watching the blush on Troy's skin.

Troy shrugged and mumbled into Silas' chest.

"Come on, let's go home."

"Look, Pops. Could I go to prison? I'm eighteen now."

"You were twelve when it happened, and there are mitigating circumstances. That Romeo guy seems to think everything's okay now and if not, they'll be there to help us."

"Some way to start a new… whatever it is you two have."

Silas chuckled. "Yeah, whatever it is. So, burger and a beer?"

"Pops!"

"One, Troy. I think we deserve it, don't you?"

Troy smiled. "Just one."

❊❊❊

Chester watched as Silas and Troy left the Sheriff's office and smiled, seeing how close they were.

"He's your mate," Romeo said.

Chester's smile widened. "Yeah, he is."

"Kid’s strong like his dad. He'll need to be to overcome what the mother put him though."

"That bad."

Romeo sighed. "Unfortunately, I've heard worse. Doesn't matter what species you are, we're all capable of horrendous acts." Romeo tapped the roof of his car. "Anyway, I've got a vamp counselor coming over to see him."

Chester watched Silas drive away. "Is there anything I can do?"

"You've not got it easy, Chester. Troy's been damaged. He hates who and what he is. I imagine the dad will have issues too."

"Yeah, he has, and you’re right about Troy. He doesn’t want to be a vampire."

"I'm not surprised, poor kid." Romeo opened his car door and said, "My advice would be to take it slow. Be there, offer support, but don't push it. Let him come to you, and in time, he will."

Chester snorted. "Not likely."

"He will."

"Romeo by name." Smirking, Chester added, "Romeo-"

"Fucking Shakespeare." Romeo slapped Chester's back. "Later."

Chester got into his own car and drove over to Silas'. He saw the area around the barn cordoned off and sighed, remembering what Troy had said happened there. He left his car and knocked on the door before walking in, finding Silas and Troy sitting in the living room drinking a beer. Neither said a word when he sat on the sofa with them, and Chester took that as a plus.

"Beer's in the refrigerator."

Chester nodded, got up and grabbed three bottles then handed one to Silas and Troy. Silas immediately took the bottle from Troy.

"One only. You're not legal yet."

"Shit, come on, Pops!"

"Nope." Silas drank his own, ignoring Troy's glare.

"Shit's not fair." Troy sulked, arms crossed over his chest, bottom lip stuck out.

"Tough."

Chester sat back in his seat and closed his eyes, letting the day wash away. What a day. He'd never expected this to happen. Silas had a son, and he was a vampire. Slowly shaking his head, he opened his eyes and glanced over at father and son. 

Both had dark hair, but where Silas had green eyes, Troy's were blue. A clear blue, like some Mediterranean ocean where you can see the sand through the water. Both pale skin, a contrast to his own much darker complexion.

Broad across the shoulders and a slim waist that tapered down to narrow hips, Silas was everything he looked for in a male. Tall too with big hands. Oh yeah, Chester had noticed the hands.

"I'm going to bed, Pops."

Troy stood and stretched, and Silas stood next to him. "You'll be okay?"

Troy hugged Silas quickly. "I'll be fine, Pops. I know where you are."

"And you will come." Silas gripped Troy's shoulder, looking him straight in the eye.

Nodding, Troy whispered, "I will."

Once Troy left the room and Silas had sat back down, silence descended.  Chester and Silas stared at each other. Chester coughed and fidgeted in his seat, making Silas smile.

"Stop enjoying it," Chester muttered.

"The big, hard man, nervous to be alone with me." Silas chuckled, peeling the label from his bottle.

Chester stood. Fuck Romeo's advice about waiting. He strode over to Silas, who looked up at him, eyes widening with every step he took. When he reached him, he straddled his legs and leaned down until there was only an inch between their lips.

"I'm not nervous, Silas."

He closed the distance and slid his lips over Silas'. He pulled back, watching the pleasure on Silas’ face, and grinned before leaning down to kiss him again. Silas' lips opened and their tongues touched, making Chester moan as they tangled together.

Silas pulled back and pushed Chester away. "I can't."

Chester nodded. He understood, but he wanted Silas to know he was there, waiting for him. "When you're ready."

"Troy comes first, Chester."

"Always." Chester furrowed his brow. "He's your son and, fuck, he's gone through some shit with your ex."

Silas looked at him steadily. "Who was a vampire and now my mate is a vampire. Troy isn't ready."

"I'll wait. However long, but I'm not leaving, Silas. I only get one mate, the other half of me, and I'm not walking away from that. I want what other bonded couples have. I want that connection, and you've given me something I never thought I'd have."

Silas frowned. "What?"

"A son."

❊❊❊

Silas stared at the closed door. Chester had left soon after, but Silas was stuck to the spot. A son. He'd given Chester a son. 

Scratching his head, Silas turned and walked the stairs to his bedroom and over to the doors that led to the balcony. Opening them, he stepped out and sat on one of the wicker chairs he kept out there.

The sky was clear, and the stars shone brightly. This was his place, a place he came to think and relax after the stresses of a long day at work and raising a child alone. Now, he had a mate, another stress to add to the list.

What was he going to do? Chester was right when he said he only got one mate and Silas wasn't that selfish to deny him a chance of happiness. He knew how important they were. Tina had often talked about them, but more in a mythical sense than actual reality. 

Silas knew how rare mates were and how few had found theirs and bonded. Now Chester had found his in Silas, and he was scared. He could admit that. Scared about how this would affect him and his relationship with Troy.

The last thing Troy needed in his life was a person who represented the horror he'd experienced. He'd kept the secret of what had really happened that night he'd killed Tina to himself for years. A huge secret that must have felt like he carried the weight of the world on his young shoulders.

Maybe Chester appearing in his life had caused Troy to reveal it. Maybe seeing another vampire and knowing exactly who Chester was to Silas had caused Troy to open up. Whatever the reason, it had helped Troy to open up, revealing the secret he'd kept hidden for years.

Now, Troy needed time to heal, and he needed Silas, his pops.

His cell beeped and Silas glanced at the screen, seeing a message from Chester.

Don't over think it, just let it happen. I'm here for you both.

Snorting, Silas placed his cell on the small table in front of him. He wasn't going to respond. He knew Chester would be able to sense muted emotions from him, so he would sense what Silas was going through, and as his mate, Chester responded, offering support.

Sighing again, Silas stared at the night sky. "Why? Why him? Why a vampire?"

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

Silas took some time off work and took Troy camping. They needed time away together to reconnect, and Silas didn’t want Troy at the house while the police carried out their investigations around the barn. Troy wasn't a hunter as such, preferring to fish, and so they spent many hours talking quietly as they waited for the fish to bite.

At night they'd sit around the campfire talking about life in general, making s'mores as Troy opened up more about what Tina had done. 

Silas would sit next to Troy and let him tell Silas both the good and bad times. And there had been good times. When Troy was first born, Tina had loved him so much and showered him with attention and presents. She adored Troy but somewhere along the line that changed.

Silas couldn't even pinpoint the time when everything had changed. It had come on so gradually, and by the time he'd realized something was wrong, Troy had ended her life.

No child should have to go through what he had, and no matter what the future held, Silas would always carry the guilt with him. Troy was his son, and he hadn't protected him when he needed him the most.

It felt like a weight on his shoulders, a heaviness across his chest, and every time he looked at Troy, he saw the son he loved more than anyone else, but also the child he'd failed.

Chester continued to message him, asking how they both were and if they needed anything. He always made sure Silas knew he was there for both of them, not just as his mate. He also informed him that a counselor had been assigned to Troy, but Troy was adamant he wasn't going to speak to her.

He didn't want anything to do with vampires.

When they discussed his feeding, Troy lost his temper, screaming that he didn't need to feed. Troy told Silas that he’d manage, but it soon became apparent, a couple of days into the camping trip, that Troy did need to feed and when he saw the bag of blood Silas had packed, he'd stormed off, screaming at Silas.

He did eventually return to feed, but the glare he threw Silas' way told him exactly how he felt about it.

"Troy, you're a vampire, and you need to feed. It doesn't matter how many times you deny it, it's genetics. It's who you are."

"I don't want it," Troy screamed.

"I can't change it," Silas said wearily. "It doesn't matter to me. Human or vampire. You are my son, Troy, and I'll do whatever I can to protect you."

"Well, you've shown how fucking good you are at that, haven't you?"

Troy stood over him where Silas sat on a log, glaring down at him.

Taking a deep breath in, Silas ignored the comment. "Troy, you’ve fed before."

"Well, I don't need to, so I'm not going to and you can't make me."

"For the love of..." Silas muttered. "Troy, you're eighteen, not eight. Stop acting like a child and feed."

"Fuck. You." Silas stood watching Troy storm off through the trees. "Fuck you, Silas!"

Silas gritted his teeth, hands clenched into fists, and counted to ten and then to twenty.

"Fucking kids." His cell beeped, and he glared at it. "Fucking Chester and his supernatural shit."

He stormed over to it and dialed Chester's number. "What?" he shouted.

"Hello to you too, Silas. Such a lovely, warm greeting. I'm fine, thank you. How are you? Oh, things aren't too great-"

"Shut it." Silas ran a hand through his hair, breathing heavily. "I'm sorry."

"What's wrong?" Chester asked quietly. "Tell me, Silas, let me help."

"He's refusing to feed."

He heard Chester's sigh. "Have you made an appointment with Gloria?"

Gloria, the vampire counselor assigned to Troy.

Silas snorted. "What do you think? He's more likely to scream abuse at her than sit and speak."

"Then let him. Keeping it all bottled up won't help him. I thought you were having a good time."

"We have been, Chester, but as soon as the feeding issue comes up, it sets him off."

"He fed a couple of days ago, so why the issue now?"

"I think every time he needs to feed, he's going to go through this. No matter how hard he tries, he can't deny what he is, and he hates it, Chester. He hates being a vampire."

"It will become easier. Troy needs to feed more at the moment because of everything he's going through. Give it time, Silas."

"Once a week was okay, but every two days is too much for him right now."

"Then he needs to calm down and talk to someone. His body is out of whack, and that's why he’s feeding more."

"I know, I know." Silas sat on the log and dropped his head into his hand.

"Do you want me to come out there?"

"I don't think that's a good idea right now, but thanks for the offer."

"You need to calm down too, Silas." There was a pause in the line, and then Chester said, "I wish I was there."

Silas closed his eyes, feeling Chester. "So do I," he whispered. 

"Soon, baby."

He looked at the cell in his hand and watched the screen darken to black. He did want Chester there, and Silas swallowed, his stomach developing butterflies. This must be the bond. Since the blood exchange which saved Chester's life, it had grown stronger, and Silas was struggling to hold back his own needs.

He needed Chester, but he had to be there for his son first.

Troy walked through the trees at that moment and sat next to Silas on the log. "Sorry," he muttered.

Silas put his arm around Troy's shoulder and hugged him to his side. "Nothing to apologize for."

"I need to feed, Pops."

"I know. It's in the tent for you. I set it up earlier."

"Pops, I... I don't know..."

"Shh, we'll get through this together, Troy. Go and feed."

Troy left him, and Silas heard the zipper on the tent being pulled down. Troy would need several minutes to get ready to feed, so Silas walked towards the lake they'd camped by, to give him the space and time he needed.

"Why, Tina? Why?"

Silas sighed, knowing he'd receive no answer, and stood waiting for his son to finish.

❊❊❊

Chester closed his front door behind him and dropped his bag to the floor. Rescue Inc had been called in when a river had burst its banks, and it had been a long, hard three days.

The new team had arrived the day after they had when they'd realized the enormity of the situation they faced. Everyone had worked well together, like a well-oiled machine, and Chester was proud of Rescue Inc’s great reputation. They'd worked hard to earn it, and now, all that work was paying off.

If they continued to be this busy, it wouldn't be long before he and Alejandro had to consider more people.

Ale was now office based. Even though he'd recovered from the gunshot to his thigh, they’d both realized they needed to have their own command set up. Ale came to the locations with them but remained behind, setting up base command and helping with the overall operations to ensure the right information was passed on to the team.

After the shootout that left three of them injured, they knew they couldn’t put their lives into the hands of others any longer. It had been close, too close, and next time it could be fatal.

That was how they'd managed to get the other team pulled in as quickly as they had. Ale had seen how the situation was developing and called them in, for which Chester was grateful. Too many civilians had been caught up, and if the other team hadn't arrived when they did, more lives would have been lost.

The weather hadn't helped. Between one minute and the next, it had deteriorated to the point that they had barely been able to see through the deluge. They themselves had been forced to pull back at times until there was a lull and it was safe for them to go back out and continue.

Now he was home, but it wasn't the place he wanted to be. Silas and Troy were his home. That was where he wanted to go, but he couldn't. Troy was nowhere near ready for him to be a part of their lives and even though Chester understood, he was desperate to be with his mate.

His house felt cold and empty, devoid of life, and as he walked through the rooms, his footsteps were the only sound he could hear. One day, he would leave here and be with his mate, his family, but sadly, that day wasn't today. Chester didn’t want to be here. He wanted to go to the place in his heart he called home.

Silas must have sensed his loneliness as, seconds later, his cell rang and Silas' name appeared on the screen.

Grinning, Chester answered. "Babe."

His grin widened when he heard Silas' sigh. He hated Chester calling him babe and had told him not to call him that. "Chester."

"I've just got back. Wanted to come to you."

"I know."

"How is he? Has he been to see Gloria?"

Two weeks had passed since the camping trip, and Silas had worked hard to change Troy's mind about seeing a vampire councilor.

"Twice now. Troy screamed at her for a full ten minutes during the first session and the second session, he sat in sulky silence."

"All I'm hearing is that he went."

Silas chuckled. "He certainly did, and I actually think he felt better after screaming at her."

"How was she?"

Silas laughed outright. "She patted him on the back and said she looked forward to seeing him again, so of course next time he said nothing."

"Kids." Chester laughed too, shaking his head at Troy's behavior.

"Troy. He can be a stubborn kid when he wants to be."

"Like his dad." Chester grinned. Damn, Silas could be just as stubborn.

"Chip off the old block."

Chester sighed. "When can I see you?"

"Chester-"

"I know, Silas. I'm just asking for a few minutes… just to see you. It's been close to three weeks since we last saw each other. I need to see you, Silas, and I know you feel the same way."

"Troy's back at high school tomorrow. Come over then."

"Tomorrow then." Silas hung up, leaving Chester with a smile on his face.

Chester threw his cell on the sofa and fist pumped the air, and then quickly looked around to make sure no one saw him. He laughed, happiness flooding through him. He was finally going to Silas. His body felt so light, he was sure he was floating, the huge crushing weight he'd carried lifting from him.

He was seeing his mate tomorrow, and Chester couldn't wait.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

Silas paced the lounge floor waiting for Chester to arrive. He wiped his sweaty palms down his thighs and straightened his shirt again.

"Shit," he muttered, chuckling at his own behavior.

He wasn't some kid going on his first date. He was a man, and he was going to spend sometime with Chester. He wasn't going to think about the mate part. It was too soon for that. 

He closed his eyes, imagining Chester. Tall, broad, dark-skinned and a bald head and, my god, when his eyes turned red, boy, did Silas' body react. What puzzled him was that he never reacted this way to Tina. Yes, knowing she was aroused, aroused him, but when he saw Chester's eyes... instant erection.  It was like his eyes flipped a switch in him, turning him.

What on earth would they talk about? Did he actually want to talk to him or was he going to let go of the tight rein he had on his emotions and just fuck him? Fuck a vampire, was he crazy?

Silas grimaced. He was pretty sure if they fucked, Chester would bite him, claim him, making the bond fully complete.

Troy was nowhere near ready to have that happen. Chester wouldn't be happy waiting on the sidelines if they'd bonded. No, he'd want them to be together, be a family, and Troy would leave before that happened.

God, how could this be so fucked up?

Troy came first, no matter what, but how long did Silas put his own life on hold, denying the part of him that was craving Chester?

He heard a car come up the drive and walked to the front door, swinging it open and watching Chester get out and slam the door shut.

He swallowed hard as Chester's long legs ate up the distance that separated them, and when he reached Silas, he stepped back, letting Chester in, and closed the door behind them.

They stared at each other, Chester’s eyes blazing red. Chester grabbed Silas’ shirt, slamming their bodies together. Silas only had seconds to realize what was happening before Chester's lips covered his. He groaned into the kiss, opening his mouth and sucking in Chester's tongue, his hands gripping his biceps.

Chester pushed him back against the wall and Silas grunted as he made contact. Their tongues tangled and Silas moaned. God, he needed to feel him all over him, skin on skin, nothing between them.

His hands moved down, frantically pushing up under Chester's T-shirt, trying to get to the hot skin underneath. He could feel the hard muscles moving under his palms as he caressed him; he was so strong and so powerful. Silas wanted to strip him naked and run his tongue all over, tasting every inch of him.

Chester's unzipped Silas' jeans and pulled the sides apart. Grabbing his dick, Chester stroked it, rubbing his thumb over the wet head, smearing the precome around. Silas groaned loudly when Chester tightened his grip.

"Fuck, Chester. Yeah, like that."

Chester's tongue plunged into his mouth as his hand stroked Silas' hard flesh. Silas' hands moved over Chester's back, then to his front, finding his nipples and plucking the nubs.

Chester stroked harder, and Silas threw his head back—

"What the fuck!"

Silas pushed Chester away, spinning around and stuffing his dick back in his pants. "Troy-"

"What? The minute I'm back in school, you're fucking him?"

"Hello, Troy."

"Fuck off, Chester."

Silas turned back around. "Hey, I'll have less of that."

"Oh no." Troy pointed at Chester. "Anyone but him."

"Troy. What do you want me to do? Ignore him?"

Troy dropped his bag to the floor. "Well, yeah, actually I do." Troy hissed at Chester.

"After he helped us. I didn't raise you-"

"That's right, you didn't. She did and look what happened. You were never fucking here-"

"Don't speak to your father-"

Troy spun around, jabbing his finger at Chester. "Shut the fuck up! It's got nothing-"

Chester pushed Troy against the wall and Silas stared at them, shocked. Troy's eyes glowed red, his fangs fully descended. Silas had never seen him so angry. 

He hissed at Chester, trying to bite him, flinging his fist at Chester's face, the blow luckily just glancing off him. Chester grunted and spun him around, making Troy face the wall, putting his wrist in front of his face.

"Come on. Do it, Troy."

Troy immediately struck, biting deep, causing Chester to grunt. Troy's hands gripped Chester's arm, keeping it in place.

"What?" Silas stepped closer, eyes wide as he stared at the scene in front of him.

"When did he last feed?" Chester grunted again.

"Yesterday. I gave Troy a bag-"

"He didn't have it then." Chester held Troy, who was now drinking more slowly. "I know Troy hates what he is, but he needs to feed. This is what happens if he lets it go for too long."

"But, I..." Silas' eyes dropped to the floor. "I thought he had," he murmured. "I thought he had."

Chester stepped back and Troy pushed past them, running upstairs and slamming his bedroom door shut. Silas watched Chester lick his wrist, sealing the wound closed. 

"I'll go and talk to him," Chester muttered as he lifted his head from his wrist.

"No, I-"

"No." Chester grabbed his shoulder. "He doesn't need his pops right now. I'll deal with this. Trust me, Silas. He might hate me, but he needs another vampire right now."

Silas didn't say a word and Chester nodded once, then jogged up the stairs after Troy. He heard the door open and then Troy screaming.

"Shit," Silas muttered, dropping his head. This wasn't what he expected to happen. Not at all.

❊❊❊

"Get the fuck outta my room!"

"No," Chester said, closing the door behind him.

"You didn't even fucking knock! Who the fuck do you think you are? Get out! Now!"

"Nope." Chester walked over to the bed and sat down. "Not going anywhere."

"You black motherfucker! Fucking bloodsucker!" Chester raised an eyebrow. "Murderer!"

"Now, I draw the line at that. I haven't murdered anyone."

"Really? Pops said you were special forces or some shit. Bet you slit hundreds of throats and drank their blood."

"You really need to stop watching those films, boy."

"Boy?" Troy's glowing red eyes bulged.

"Well, you're acting like a child, so..."

"You fucking cunt!" Troy stomped his foot.

"And we're back to the name calling."

"And I've got a fucking long list of them."

"Yeah, I know. I'm black, a vampire and gay. I'll just get comfortable while you scream them at me." Chester moved up Troy's bed, resting against the headboard.

Troy's mouth dropped open, and he waved a hand at Chester. "Get off my bed. For fuck's sake, you've got your boots on my bed."

"That's it?" Chester sighed. "You need to apologize to your pops."

Troy crossed his arms over his chest and glared at Chester. "I call him pops, not you." 

Chester closed his eyes, muttering, "No wonder I'm not a parent." Louder, he said, "Please apologize to your father."

"No."

"Why? It wasn't his fault."

"He should have been there! He left me with her!"

"Your mother. He left you with the one person he thought would never hurt you. How is that his fault, and didn't he also take you away?"

Troy stared out of the window, giving Chester the silent treatment.

"Troy."

"It isn't, okay."

"Okay, so you need to-"

"I don't need to do anything."

Chester shot up of the bed, crossing the floor and grabbing Troy by the shoulders. Fuck this patience shit. "Do you think he deserves it? You screaming abuse at him, you abusing yourself by not feeding? Don't you think he's suffered too, knowing he left you with her and that you were forced to kill her?" He shook Troy. "Don't you think he wishes every single fucking day that he'd seen something, known something, so he could have saved you from all this?"

"I know, all right!" Troy shrugged him off. In a quieter voice, he asked, "But who else do I have to blame?"

"No one, Troy. She's dead, and you need to move on with your life."

"You're just saying that cause you want to fuck Pops." Troy rubbed his eyes. "Gonna need to bleach my eyes now."

"How do you think you got here?"

"The fucking stork! I don't want to think about them having sex. Do you?"

"Er, no. I don't want to think about your parents-"

"No, your parents."

Chester blinked seeing an image of his parents in his head, then grimaced, which caused Troy to laugh. "Thanks for that, Troy."

"Now you know how I feel." Troy grinned, then nodded towards the door. "The blood’s in the bathroom."

"Why didn't you feed?"

Troy shrugged, a blush covering his cheeks. "I was hoping being half vampire..."

"You're not half. Vampire genetics wins. Always."

"Yeah, I know."

Chester sat on the bed and patted the spot next to him. Troy rolled his eyes but sat down. "What if I wasn't here, Troy?"

"I know. But I’d never hurt Pops."

"Not intentionally you wouldn't, but you need to have control. If you go too long between feeds, then you're going to attack someone. You're a vampire, Troy. You can't change that, so you're going to have to find a way to accept it."

"It's just..."

"What?"

"What if I'm like her?" Troy whispered the question, looking away, and Chester's heart ached for him. No child should have to ask a question like that about themselves.

"Could you ever do what she did?"

Troy reared back, eyes widening in horror. "Fuck no!"

"Then that's your answer. It’s as simple as that."

"You don't know for sure."

"No one does. No one knows what's going to happen tomorrow. You just get up and live each day the best way you can."

"Wow, great words of wisdom."

"Hey, if you were looking for a pretty little speech, you're shit out of luck."

Troy grinned. "Poor Pops. He really does like to give me these long-winded speeches."

Chester winced. "Ouch."

"Yeah. Sometimes I thought my ears would bleed."

"Not me."

"I'll come to you then when I piss Pops off."

"So, I can come over then?"

Troy rolled his eyes again. "You're mates." He fiddled with his T-shirt. "Will I have a mate?"

"Yeah, you will. He or she will be perfect for you."

"Really? Even though Pops is human?" Troy looked at Chester with such hope in his eyes that Chester was unable to stop himself from reaching out and gripping his hand.

"You're a vampire, and we get mates. All of us, even you."

They both looked at the door when they heard a knock on it and Troy walked over to Silas when he stepped in. "Sorry, Pops."

Silas held him, smiling. "It's okay. You feeling better now?"

Troy nodded. "Yeah, but no sex where I can see you. I still feel sick."

"Hey, you wouldn't have seen anything if you'd been at school, which is where you should be now." Silas looked pointedly at Troy.

"I know, but I didn't feel right."

"Because you didn't feed."

"I know, and I'm sorry."

Silas hugged him again. "Just look after yourself, Troy."

"I will, Pops."

Chester quietly left the room and went downstairs into the kitchen. He checked the cupboards and refrigerator, pulling several items out. He'd make steaks for them tonight. Troy would need the meat after the emotional day he'd had.

He'd spotted a grill out back and, wrapping the potatoes in tinfoil, he took everything outside and began cooking. He put the steaks in a marinade, and as the food cooked, Chester made a salad. As he was finishing it off, both Silas and Troy walked in.

"Steaks are marinating, and the potatoes are on the grill."

"You didn't have to do this." Silas walked over and quickly kissed the back of his neck.

"I wanted to. You two okay now?"

"Me and Pops are good." Troy opened the refrigerator and pulled out a soda and two beers. "Steaks. My favorite."

"Mine too." Chester agreed. "Nice and bloody too."

"God no," Silas said. "Medium rare. You two can sit together on your side of the table."

They finished preparing the meal, and once cooked, sat outside to eat. Chester told them about his various missions with Rescue Inc. and Silas told them funny stories of incidents he'd been called out to assist. Even Troy had things to add to the conversation.

When Chester was ready to leave, he walked to the front door, Silas following.

"You don't need to go."

"We both know what will happen if I stay. I know you can feel it."

Silas nodded. "Yeah, I can."

They stared at each other for a moment before Chester closed the gap and slowly kissed Silas. He stepped back and Chester touched Silas' cheek then walked away, leaving Silas behind.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

"Hey, Robert. Have you got a minute?"

"Sure. Let me save this report I'm working on, and I'll come straight over."

Silas walked into his office, keeping the door open, and sat behind his desk. Looking at the paperwork piled high on his desk, Silas wondered why he'd returned. Couldn't one of his deputies have attempted to do some of it? Just one report?

Robert came in and Silas nodded to the door, which Robert closed. Sitting across from him, Robert glanced at the paperwork, winced, and looked away.

"What's been happening while I've been off?"

"We've had a spate of burglaries, a few car jackings, muggings, but nothing too serious. No rapes, murders."

"Gun crimes?"

Wincing again, Robert said, "Old man Harrison threatened to shoot the Macgregor boys."

"Jesus." Sails muttered. "What for now?"

"Stealing." Robert grinned. "Said if they were going to steal his apples to make cider then the least they could do was give him some to drink. I think he was more pissed that he didn't get any cider then the fact they took his apples."

Silas chuckled. "Is he still making his moonshine out in the old barn he doesn't think we know about?"

"Of course he is. Last batch wasn't too bad either." Robert shrugged. "He doesn't even notice it disappearing. Thinks he drank it."

"So, these house break-ins. How far along are we?"

"I've spoken to the usual people, and I honestly don't think it's any of them. My guess would be an outsider."

"Any newcomers, people passing through?"

"No, that's just it, but we have found signs of camps around Blackbear Forest."

"Camps?" Silas frowned.

"Yeah, though not in the designated areas. I've increased patrols and thought about hiring some temporary deputies but wanted to run it past you first."

"You've been investigating it. Do we need more manpower?"

Robert frowned then slowly nodded. "We've had some questions regarding the investigation and how it's progressing."

"Right, okay. Get the men you need and reassign where necessary. When was the last break in?"

"Last week. The Somervilles. The reports are, er, in that pile." Robert pointed to the pile of paperwork that threatened to topple over at any minute.

"Great." Silas sighed, rubbing his head. At least the paperwork would take his mind off Chester.

"How's Troy doing?"

"He went to see the vampire counselor. Screamed at her then sat in silence."

Robert winced. "Ouch."

"Yeah, at least he's reacting. She seems to think it's what he needs to do. She's patient."

"He's been through some shit."

"What about the family of the man you found? Anything on them?"

"I went and spoke to them, the O’Connells, and explained what had happened. They were happy to have their son home so they could bury him. I gave them the card that vampire solicitor left and told them to call him because he was dealing with it. They buried him a few days ago."

"Jeremiah Hawkins, twenty-two years old." Silas knew the details. Would likely never forget them.

"It wasn't Troy's fault or yours. I knew Tina, and I never saw this coming. I don't think any of us did."

"She was my wife, Robert, I should have spotted something. We were drifting apart, and she was different, but I put that down to the problems in our marriage, not a mental health issue with her. I should have seen something was wrong, that there was something off about her, but I didn't, and Troy paid the price for my failure."

"It wasn't your failure. None of us knew. We're trained to spot the warning signs, and Tina didn't exhibit any. If there are no signs, how can you tell there's a problem?"

Silas shook his head and glanced at the picture on his desk. Taken years earlier, in happier times, it was a picture of all three of them. Why he'd kept it, Silas couldn't answer. 

Sighing, he reached over and lifted it up. He turned it over, opened the back and pulled the picture from the frame.

Staring at the picture, he raised his eyes to Robert and slowly ripped it up.

Robert sighed and stood. "I'll leave you alone, Sheriff. Let me know if you need anything else."

Silas nodded and watched Robert close the door behind him before glancing back over at the pile on his desk.

Groaning, he muttered to himself, "Better get started."

❊❊❊

Looking at the utter devastation around him, Chester briefly closed his eyes. Jared stood next to him staring at what was once a trailer park. A tornado had come through, ripping the place to pieces. 

When it had been deemed safe, emergency services and rescue teams had descended on the area, searching for signs of life.

Opening his eyes, Chester watched Tank and his dog, Dodge, search nearby.

"We got here quick enough. I have hopes on this one."

It wasn't the first time they'd been called into an urban search and rescue and each time they attended one, it filled Chester with dread. They had a limited timescale to find survivors and with every passing hour, that number decreased.

"Right, guys. Split up into teams and search the areas we've been provided. I don't need to remind you to be careful."

Chester moved off with Jared and Miguel and spent the next few hours searching through rubble, debris, and personal belongings. They were lucky and found some survivors in amongst the ruins, but for others, it had been too late. The highs of finding someone alive, destroyed by the lows of discovery of the dead. Seeing children amongst those who had perished tore at Chester’s heart, but he had to push it to one side; there was work to be done. He would grieve later, but for now, he needed to keep searching as there were others waiting to be found.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

The need to be with Chester clawed at Silas, and he struggled to get through each day. As Sheriff, he was lucky that he had plenty of distractions, and whilst dealing with so many people, he was able to keep relatively busy, but the down times were the hardest. The nights were harder still.

Dreams filled with visions of Chester. So vivid and full of color. Both of them touching, and kissing, and fucking. Silas would wake, hard and aching, remembering every sight, touch, and smell. God, he needed him. 

He spent far longer in the shower now relieving the constant ache and heat and arousal, and it still wasn't enough. He still needed more.

Five days. Silas hadn't seen Chester in five days. Chester and Rescue Inc. had been called out to help in a missing person case, and even though Silas was proud of his mate, he still missed him. 

Even Troy had called him out on it one morning when they'd been sitting at the kitchen table eating breakfast.

Dropping his spoon into his cereal, Troy said, "Just call him, Pops! Man, I'm sick of seeing you with that look on your face."

Silas sighed. "Troy, he's busy. You know that."

"Then message him or something and he'll get back in touch with you when he can."

"You know, if we mated, I could talk to him telepathically."

Troy sat up straight. "No shit."

Silas chuckled. "Language, Troy, and yes, we could. No problems with signals or broken cells."

"Awesome." Troy grinned. "When I find my mate, can I do that too?"

Silas blinked. Oh no, that wasn't happening for a long time. "Years, son. Years."

"Of course it'll be years. I want to have some fun before then."

What? "Fun?"

Troy smirked. "Condoms, Pops. I know all about protection."

"You are not having sex until I say you can."

Troy stood and grinned at him. "Too late, Pops."

Silas smiled, remembering Troy running away, laughing hysterically. His son better not have had sex, but if he had, condoms. He was far too young to be a grandparent. He thought back to when he was Troy's age and grinned. Oh, he'd been young when he'd started having sex too.

Now, he stood waiting for Chester to arrive. Troy was staying out for the night at a friend’s house because he didn't want to hear 'you two going for it' as he put it. Silas had put fresh bedding on the bed and had showered, making sure he was clean everywhere. There were plenty of condoms and lube by the bed.  Just the thought of what they were about to do filled Silas with excitement, lust, and worry.

If they did this, their relationship would change even more, and even though Troy appeared to be okay with it now, when it actually happened, would he change his mind?

When Chester's car pulled into the driveway, Silas watched it approach the front of the house and pull to a stop. Chester got out, grabbed his bag, and walked over to him.

Their eyes locked, and as Chester reached him, he dropped his bag, and asked, "Are you sure you want this?"

Was he? Yes, he was. He wanted this, wanted Chester. He wanted the connection he already felt developing between them, and most of all, he wanted to stop fighting the need he constantly had for this vampire. He wanted Chester, and he wanted him now. No more waiting.

Nodding, he answered, "Yes, I am."

❊❊❊

Chester closed his eyes. At last.

Opening them once again, he stared into Silas' green ones, and when Silas took his hand, he let him lead the way.

When they reached Silas' bedroom, Chester noticed the supplies on the cabinet. "Prepared," he muttered.

"Yeah."

Chester noticed the slight trembling in Silas' hands, and he gripped them in his own, pulling Silas to him.

"Kiss me, Silas."

Silas made a small sound and brought their mouths together. Chester opened his lips, letting Silas' tongue in, and closed his eyes when they touched. 

The kiss was slow but thorough, with Silas' tongue touching, stroking, and sliding against his. God, he knew how to kiss. Chester moaned. He loved kissing. He loved fucking too, but kissing was an art, and so many men didn't give enough time to it. They were usually too busy trying to get to the main event.

They moved slowly towards the bed, Silas leading them.  Chester undid his shirt, pushing the buttons through the holes until it hung from his shoulders before standing back and breaking the kiss. He ran his hands over Silas' chest feeling the hair tickle his palms. Damn, Silas was covered, very different from his virtually hairless chest.

Chester pulled his T-shirt off and dropped it to the floor. Silas' fingertips trailed over his chest and down his abs. Chester could see and feel the slight tremor in them.

He kissed Silas' neck, feeling the artery pulse under the skin, and had to fight back the urge to sink his fangs into him, to taste him. Patience, he told himself. Soon, it will happen soon.

"Are we really going to do this?" Silas asked, leaning forward and licking Chester's nipple.

"What do you think?"

"Oh, little head is doing all the thinking right now."

Chester burst out laughing. "Little head?"

Silas shrugged. "I want to fuck you, Chester, anyway I can."

Chester groaned and grabbed the back of Silas' neck, pulling him closer. "You can," he whispered across Silas' lips.

They both moaned as they kissed again, and Chester closed the distance between them, feeling Silas' hot skin on his own. Silas moved them over to the bed, and Chester let Silas push him down on it. 

He stared up at him as Silas slowly stripped, tantalizing Chester with every inch of creamy flesh he revealed. And the hair, god, was the man hairy. Chester loved the idea of feeling it rub all over his skin, of running his fingers through it and feeling it on his face when he licked and bit Silas' body.

Naked, Silas stood in front of him, letting Chester's eyes search his body. Chester sat up and kissed Silas' abs, running his cheeks over the hair, like he'd wanted to when he first saw it.

Silas' fingers gripped Chester's head, pushing his face into his abs. "Chester," he moaned as Chester licked his skin.

Silas stepped back, pushing Chester flat on the bed and kneeled between his legs and unlaced Chester’s boots, pulling them off along with his socks.

Chester watched him, enjoying the way Silas' muscles moved as he stripped him. When he reached the button of his jeans, Chester bit his lip and lifted his hips to let Silas pull his jeans and briefs down and off his long legs.

Now Chester was naked too, and they looked at each other, eyes roaming each other's bodies.

"Chester," Silas whispered, his hand reaching out and gliding over his chest.

"Come here," Chester murmured, reaching a hand out to Silas.

Silas took it and let Chester pull him down on top of him. Chester lifted his legs over Silas' hips, locking his ankles together and closed his eyes as Silas' tongue traced his lips. He arched up, feeling their hard dicks sliding against each other.

"Chester," Silas muttered again, kissing him again and again, tongue pushing into Chester's mouth to tangle with his tongue.

Both moaned, and Chester tightened his legs around Silas. Silas ground their hips together as they kissed, the move slow as his hips swiveled around before pushing down and circling again.

They continued to kiss, hands gliding over their sweat-dampened skin, hips arching and grinding.

Even though Chester wanted nothing more than to feel Silas sink his dick into his ass, he loved the slow, gentle touches, their hands sliding over each other's bodies, worshiping each other. They would get there eventually. They both wanted it.

The kiss deepened, and Chester grabbed Silas' hips and rolled them over. Now on top, he leaned up and stared down at his soon to be bonded mate.

Silas’ skin was flushed, pupils dilated, the green virtually gone, as he panted, his chest visibly moving with each breath he took. Chester had never seen a more perfect man. 

"Are you going to stare at me all day, Chester?"

"No, I'm going to suck your dick and then you are going to fuck me."

Silas inhaled sharply. "Suck my dick, Chester."

Chester grinned and dropped down, pushing his tongue into Silas's mouth and grinding his hips on Silas. Silas arched up and groaned harshly, sucking on Chester's tongue, making him shiver.

He moved away from Silas' mouth, kissing along his jaw and down his neck, pausing over his rapidly beating artery and licking along it before sucking up a mark. "Mine," he muttered.

He felt Silas' chuckle and smiled in response. Moving further down, he closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, breathing in Silas’ scent. Fuck, Silas smelt good. Really good. Like Chester could lie in it and soak in his scent.

He moved over his chest and rubbed his face in all the hair. Man, Silas was really hairy, and Chester loved it. He turned his head, licking over Silas' nipple. Blowing across it, he watched it harden, the nub pebbling. He flicked it with his tongue and groaned when Silas' fingers gripped his hair. 

He sucked it into his mouth, his tongue running over it, his teeth teasing the nub.

"Fuck, yeah, Chester. Just like that."

Chester continued to tease the nub, lashing it with his tongue. The hard flicks caused Silas' fingers to tighten further, pulling on the strands.

Chester moved to the other one, biting the nub, and Silas jerked beneath him, groaning loudly.

"Harder, Chester."

Chester grinned, letting his fangs drop. "Watch." When Silas glanced down at him, his eyes widened at the sight of Chester's fangs. He scraped Silas' nipple with them, watching goosebumps appear on the skin and then nicked the skin.

Blood bubbled to the surface, and Silas panted. Chester licked the blood then moved down scraping his fangs over the skin, nicking it in some places and sucking the blood that welled up to the surface.

Silas moaned every time, and the sound encouraged Chester to continue. It seemed Silas like Chester biting him.

He continued to do just that as he moved down Silas' chest and abs, licking and sucking and scraping his fangs over him.

Silas' body jerked, shuddering and shivering with every touch. Soon his body was covered in red marks, and Chester loved seeing his stamp of ownership on him.

Sweat covered their bodies and Chester moved up Silas once more until he leaned over him. "Mine," he muttered, kissing him deeply and letting their tongues twist together.

Chester pushed his hand between them, sliding it down Silas' body until he reached his dick. His thumb smeared the copious amounts of precome that oozed from it over the head and his fingers and gripped the hard shaft, stroking it slowly.

Silas shivered beneath him, muttering, "Harder, Chester."

"Slow and soft, Silas. I'm in charge for now. Let me enjoy you." He scraped his fangs over Silas' neck, and Silas cried out, his body shuddering.

"Fuck, Chester."

"You like being bitten, don’t you? Just wait until I do it when we're fucking."

Chester didn't wait for a response but dropped down and licked up the side of Silas' shaft. He kissed the head then sucked it in, moaning when Silas' taste burst over his tongue.

He sucked more into his mouth until his nose hit Silas' pubes, humming softly as he pulled up slowly, keeping the seal tight.

He glanced up at Silas, seeing his head arched back, and knew he would do it. He tilted his head slightly and ran a fang down Silas' dick, waiting until he was halfway up, before sinking them into the vein that ran along the side.

Blood flowed into his mouth, and a second later, Silas came, just like Chester knew he would. He swallowed, moaning at the taste of his mate as more come shot into his mouth. He loved Silas’ taste, and he wanted more.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

The second he felt Chester's fangs pierce his dick, he knew he'd come. The small bite of pain morphed into such intense pleasure that he arched back, crying out. His hips shuddered, come pulsing from him into Chester's warm, wet mouth.

He panted harshly, the sound echoing around his bedroom, and eventually, he dropped back on the bed, his limbs languid, lying where they fell.

Chester grunted above him, and he opened his eyes, watching as Chester pumped his dick in hard strokes. He groaned when Chester did and watched ropes of come shoot out and cover his abs. Chester was marking him in more ways than one.

Blood and come.

Chester dropped on the bed next to him, his hand smearing his come over Silas' abs.

"I'm going to need a shower."

"After you've fucked me, then we can shower together."

"I'm not twenty anymore, Chester."

"Neither am I, but"—Chester grabbed Silas' hard dick—"this wants more."

Silas grinned. "Looks like you're good for my libido."

Chester grinned back, kissing him hard. "Ready to pound my ass?"

"Damn, you say the sweetest things."

Chester burst out laughing. "I've waited a long time for you, Silas. I'll take you any way you want."

Silas reached up and palmed Chester's cheek. "It's not going to be easy."

Shrugging, Chester kissed him again. "Life isn't, but no matter what happens, I'm here."

Silas pushed Chester back and rolled on top of him. Sitting on top of him, he traced the scar on Chester's shoulder. "Afghanistan," Chester said.

He let his fingers move to the pink scar on his chest. "You almost died."

"You saved me."

"So close..." To his heart. So close to losing him and Silas would never have known what they might have had.

"But you saved me, Silas. I'm here because of you."

Silas kissed him, letting their tongues roll together. He lay down on top of him, Chester spread his legs, and they moaned as their dicks touched. So hard and smooth, rubbing together.

He moved down, kissing the scar on Chester's chest, feeling his hands on his shoulders pushing him further.

Chuckling, Silas went and was soon leaning over Chester's dick. He let the tip of his tongue trace over the slit then down the shaft.

"Tease," Chester grunted above him.

When Silas reached his balls, he sucked one into his mouth, moving his tongue all over the wrinkled skin. Hollowing his cheeks as he sucked on Chester’s ball, he hummed, enjoying the taste. Chester’s hips moved and Silas held them down, controlling Chester’s movements.

Silas let Chester’s ball slip free from his mouth and moved to the other one, using his lips and tongue to suck and pull the skin. He pushed Chester's legs wide and then lifted his balls up so he could lick further down but stopped just short of his hole.

"Fucking tease, Silas."

Silas licked back on up, pushing Chester's nuts together and opened his mouth wide to suck them both in together. 

Chester's hips bucked again. "Fuck, Silas."

He sucked them as his thumb rubbed up and down Chester's perineum. Every time he did it he could see Chester's dick bob on the air. 

Keeping his thumb there, he let Chester's nuts fall free and moved up, sucking the now wet, purple head into his mouth. He closed his eyes, groaning when he tasted Chester's precome, and swirled his tongue around the head and down his slit.

Chester cried out, jerking in response as Silas worked his tongue over and into his slit. Chester's body shuddered, and Silas moved up so he was over Chester's dick and opened wide, letting more of his shaft in his mouth.

It had been years since he’d deep throated a man and he couldn't take as much as he wanted, but he hummed around the hard flesh in his mouth, hearing Chester groan loudly above him.

Reaching over, he grabbed the lube, and when he went for a condom, Chester said, "We don't need them."

Silas pulled off Chester's dick. "I don't have unprotected sex, and I know the whole vampire/disease thing."

"We're mates, Silas. We don't need them."

"Chester-"

"Silas. Would I ever endanger you?"

Silas leaned over and kissed him. "No, you wouldn't."

Leaving the condom, Silas opened the lube and poured some on his fingers. Chester spread his legs, and Silas paused to stare.

"Damn, Chester."

He moved forward running his fingers over Chester's hole. It had been years since he'd had sex with a man and now this time was with his mate.

He lay down between Chester's legs, seeing his hole pulse. He leaned forward and licked it, moaning at the taste. Strong, musky, all man, all Chester.

He licked again, the tip running around the wrinkled skin. He wanted to take his time and enjoy this, make sure Chester was mad with lust.

Leaning closer still, he ran the flat of his tongue over the hole several times then up the perineum and back down again. He licked and sucked and bit, marking Chester, making him his. He loved rimming and could spend hours doing it, driving his partner insane.

He used the tip to tease, running it over the hole and along the edge. He used the flat to lick and lather and his lips to kiss and suck. He constantly moved, never staying in one spot, teasing Chester and pushing him higher. 

Chester constantly moved, his body unable to stay still under the onslaught. Silas ran his hand along Chester's abs feeling how damp they were. 

He moved his hand down and pumped Chester's dick, using his fingers to smear the copious amounts of precome over the head.

When he knew Chester was relaxed, he slipped his tongue in and fucked him with it before pushing a finger in, twisting it until he hit Chester's prostate.

Chester arched up of the bed. "Fuck!"

Silas grinned and continued to fuck him with his tongue whilst pushing in a second finger, using both to rub his gland repeatedly.

Chester's limbs twitched, his dick leaking, and his hole was clenching around his tongue and fingers.

When he pushed another finger in, Silas removed his tongue and watched Chester's hole clench and relax as his fingers fucked him.

The lube and saliva helped them glide in and out of Chester's ass smoothly, and Silas knew he'd be spending a lot of time rimming and finger fucking Chester. His ass was made for this.

"Please," Chester begged.

Silas pulled his fingers free and quickly lubed up his rock-hard cock, then moved over Chester. He stared at his hole, and ran the head of his dick over it, pushing in a little then pulling out.

Chester moaned above him. "Come on, Silas. Stop teasing me."

Silas grinned up at him and pushed in, not stopping until his balls slapped Chester's ass.

Chester's eyes squeezed shut, and he clenched around Silas' dick.

Silas stayed above him, his arms shaking from the effort to remain still when all he wanted to do was fuck his vampire.

When he eventually felt Chester relax, he pulled out and slammed back in. 

"Fuck, like that."

Silas grinned again, lowering down until he lay on top of Chester. "Legs around me, Chester."

When Chester's legs gripped his waist, Silas kissed him hard, thrusting his tongue into Chester's mouth. He moved his hips and let go, pummeling Chester's ass.

They both moaned, and Silas grunted with every thrust into Chester's willing hole.

"Hard, Silas. Fuck me hard. I want to feel it."

Silas groaned, pushing back and kneeling between Chester's legs. He grabbed them and lifted them over his shoulders, pulling Chester's hips off the bed. He dropped back down over Chester, folding him virtually in half and fucked him hard and fast, pounding into him.

Sweat dripped from his hair and face, dropping down onto Chester as Silas stared into his glowing red eyes, seeing his fangs.

He licked across them, hearing Chester groan. They both panted, the air heavy with the sounds of their flesh slapping together, their grunts and moans.

Chester's hands squeezed his shoulders, arching up into every thrust, giving as much as he got.

When he knew he was close, Silas pushed Chester's legs off his shoulders and bent his head.

"Do it. Now."

He cried out when Chester's fangs pierced his skin then shuddered, losing control of his hips when he came. Every shot of come that left him caused his body to jerk, and he felt Chester tighten around his dick when he too came.

He lay on top of Chester, feeling the pulls on his neck, and closed his eyes as his body cooled. His heart raced in his chest and he panted harshly, but through everything happening with his body, he felt the connection.

Chester's emotions flowed over and through him as he hummed softly. He could feel Chester's satisfaction at finally bonding with him, the after-effects of an intense orgasm, and the wave of tiredness that swept through him. He also felt the overwhelming love Chester had for him.

When Chester pulled free and licked his neck, Silas leaned back, staring down at the vampire who was now the other half of him.

He ran his hand over Chester's bald head and simply looked at him.

Hey.

Silas grinned, hearing Chester's voice in his mind.

"Hey," he whispered.

Chester smiled back. "I've always wanted this. Since the time I knew what mates were, I wanted one, and now I have you..."

Chester's eyes glazed when they filled with tears, and Silas bent down kissing them when they fell.

"Shh. Don't. We have years to get to know each other and piss each other off."

Chester snorted. "I'm pretty sure we'll piss each other off at some point."

Silas gently pulled free and grabbed some wipes and cleaned Chester, but he had to admit, watching his come slip out of Chester's hole made him feel possessive as hell.

Unable to stop, he leaned forward and licked across Chester's abused red hole, groaning at their combined taste.

"Fuck, Silas."

Silas continued to rim him, cleaning him, and slid a finger in, licking around it. 

"Another," Chester muttered.

"How many can you take?"

"All of it. Your whole hand."

Silas looked up at him, his eyes widening in shock. "What?"

"Handcuff me to the bed, Sheriff, and fist my ass." Chester's eyes glowed, and Silas was riveted by the sight. Chester loved this.

Swallowing hard, he asked, "What do I need to do?"

"Handcuff me first, and I'll tell you."

Silas almost fell off the bed and glared at Chester when he laughed. He went to the drawer he kept his items in and pulled out his handcuffs. Twirling them on his finger, he asked, "You want these?"

"Fuck, yeah." Chester's eyes glowed, his hard dick bobbed, and precome dripped from the slit. 

They’d both had two orgasms, and it looked like they'd be having another.

"Get over here, Sheriff, and cuff me."

"Should I wear my uniform?" Silas teased.

Chester growled. "Yeah. Arrest me, Sheriff, and punish me."

Silas ran into the bathroom and grabbed some towels then his uniform and dressed, noticing Chester's eyes never left him, and he growled when Silas picked up the cuffs and strolled over to him.

"You're under arrest, Chester."

Chester grinned. "Good, Sheriff. Make me pay."

Chester raised his arms over his head, and Silas cuffed him to the bed frame then stepped back, his eyes roaming over Chester's body.

Chester lifted his legs to his chest. "You're gonna need lube."

"Gloves?"

"What do you think? Wanna feel your hand fuck my ass, Sheriff."

Silas groaned and rolled his shirt sleeves up. Once they were clear, he poured lube on his hand, making sure it was covered.

He moved between Chester's legs and ran his wet fingers over his red hole.

“How do I do this?”

"The usual way at first. One finger then two then three. When you have four fingers in, you need to tuck your thumb into the palm of your hand and slowly slide it in."

"How long since you last did this?"

"A few months before I met you."

He followed Chester's instructions and panted with excitement as Chester's hole swallowed four fingers. Chester twitched and moaned, his body constantly moving.

"More," he whimpered. Silas paused. He'd never done this before, and he didn't want to hurt him. "You won't. Feel me, Sheriff. You'll know if it gets too much."

He moaned and closed his eyes, Chester's pleasure, lust and excitement rushing through him, and the next thing he knew his hand was in Chester ass.

Chester was crying out, his head rolling on the pillow. "Fuck me with it, Sheriff!"

Slowly at first, he fisted Chester, eyes widening that Chester's ass could take the whole of his hand. He only did it twice before Chester's back bowed and he screamed, jets of come shooting from his untouched dick.

Silas removed his hand and flipped him over. He pulled his hips up, before frantically unzipping his uniform and shoving his dick in, hammering into Chester's abused hole. Chester screamed again and moved back, meeting him with every thrust. Silas' teeth ached, and he couldn’t stop himself from biting into Chester's shoulder.

When Silas came, it was only a dribble, having already come so much today, but the intensity rocketed through him, and Chester's flowed back. Their combined emotions built and Silas saw dark spots in his eyes. He collapsed over Chester, both of them falling to the bed.

They lay panting, and when Silas could move, he pulled free from Chester and tugged the keys from his pants, uncuffing him.

"Shit," he muttered when he saw the marks on Chester's wrists.

Chester pulled them free, looking at them with a grin. "Fucking great."

His eyes still glowed, and Silas leaned over him, knowing what he needed. Chester immediately struck, hard and fast, and Silas moaned at the wash of pleasure that flowed from Chester into him.

He only took a couple of mouthfuls then pulled free, licking the wound closed.

"Wow, Sheriff."

"Yeah."

They lay next to each other on the bed, staring at the ceiling. "When's Troy back?"

Silas smiled hearing the happiness in Chester's voice. "Tomorrow. Why?"

Chester rolled on top of him, kissing him deeply. "So we can carry on fucking."

"Give an old man a break!"

"You're my mate, so your stamina will match mine."

"Oh. Shower sex?

"Wanna ruin my ass?"

"Yeah."

"Fuck. I'm dirty, Sheriff. Need you to clean me."

Silas laughed as Chester pulled him up from the bed and towards the bathroom.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

Chester winced when he moved but still grinned. Silas was a fucking god in bed, and Chester was going to feel him for at least a week. He'd lost count of how many times Silas had fucked him through the night and at no point had Chester complained. He'd needed Silas in a way he'd never needed anyone before. Silas was his mate, the other half of his soul.

Still asleep, Silas snored quietly next to him, and Chester rolled his head on the pillow and stared at him. His mate, and even though his ass was sore, he wanted to climb that hard body and ride his gorgeous dick again.

Humming, Chester sat up, pulling the covers down to reveal the dick his mouth watered for and leaned over it, sucking it into his mouth and moaning at the intense flavor that flooded his mouth.

Silas' hand rubbed his bald head. "Didn't you get enough," he muttered, his voice hoarse from sleep.

Pulling free, he shook his head. "No. Waited too long to have you." He bent down and licked the head again, sucking the precome that seeped from the tip.

"You must be sore."

"A good sore. No, a great sore."

When Silas' dick was hard, Chester threw his leg over Silas' hip positioned himself over it and slowly dropped down. When Silas' spongy head touched his abused hole, Chester gasped and bit his lip. He knew it would feel good, and rotating his hips, he sank down on Silas, moaning as he pushed into his ass.

He winced slightly at the pain but then leaned back and rocked his hips, moving up and down. Silas' dick hit his prostate, and even though it was sensitive, it still felt fantastic.

He moved slowly, enjoying the fullness in his ass, and stared into Silas' eyes.

Silas sat up carefully, and Chester leaned back so he could wrap his legs around Silas' waist. They kissed slowly, tongues licking into each other's mouths.

"Love you," Chester muttered in between kisses.

"I know."

Chester grinned then leaned back in Silas' arms, moving slowly. "I think this is my favorite place."

"What? My dick in your ass?"

"Hmm. Yes."

They stopped talking, and Chester hummed, enjoying the slow, lazy morning fuck. There was nothing better than having just-woken-up sex when you're still sleepy and warm.

Small movements on Silas' dick, making sure his gland was rubbed just right, quickly brought Chester to the edge, but he wasn't quite ready to fall over yet.

They kissed leisurely, lips and tongues moving over each other, kissing mouths and skin, sliding along jaws and down necks to suck and bite. Silas licked the bite he'd given Chester the night before, and Chester moaned. He'd loved Silas biting him and wanted him to do it more. He wanted everyone to know who he belonged to. Silas.

"Bite me, Silas. I want to feel you."

Silas licked his shoulder, and Chester groaned when his blunt teeth bit into his flesh. Yes, it hurt, but when Silas finally broke the skin, Chester's body shuddered. The shared blood deepened the bond between them and Chester could feel him in a way he'd never dreamed possible.

Both Donnie and Jared had told him how it felt, but to experience it was far, far different. Silas licked the blood that oozed to the surface and glanced up, their eyes meeting and holding.

"You are one kinky vampire."

"This is nothing, Sheriff. Just wait until you try sounding."

Silas licked up his neck and kissed his lips. "Can't wait."

"I know I can't."

They kissed again, and Chester moved faster. Silas gripped his ass cheeks and helped him move on his dick. 

They breathed each other in, not really kissing now, just open mouths touching and tongues licking. Both moaned when Chester tightened his hole around Silas' dick.

"Close," Silas muttered, lips sliding across Chester's.

Chester moved faster, squeezing Silas' dick again, and he felt it thicken in his ass before hot pulses of come filled him. Silas moaned, his head dropping to Chester's shoulder, hands tightening on Chester's ass as he fucked up into him.

Silas dropped back on the bed, and Chester lay over him, hard dick trapped between them. Silas grinned up at him then rolled them over, his dick slipping free from Chester's hole. Chester grinned when Silas moved down and sucked his dick into his mouth. He punched his hips up, arching back as Silas sucked him.

A minute later, he also came and groaned loudly watching Silas swallow his load. "Fuck, Sheriff."

Silas swallowed one last time, licking the head, then moved up Chester's body, kissing him along the way. "What is it with you calling me Sheriff?"

"When we're in bed, you're the one in charge, so you're the Sheriff."

"You never-"

"I tried it, of course I did, but I prefer being held down and fucked."

Silas grinned. "I enjoy doing the fucking."

"I noticed, and I'm not complaining." Chester smiled. "You know Troy's back, right?"

Silas blinked. "What? I haven't heard him."

"I did. He's in the kitchen."

Silas slumped on Chester. "Great," he muffled into Chester's neck.

Chester chuckled and rolled them over then ran his fangs over Silas' vein. He heard Silas' muffled 'do it', and he pierced the skin, letting the blood flow into his mouth. Swallowing a few times, Chester sealed the wound closed and kissed the skin. "Love how you taste."

Silas hummed. "Shower then breakfast?"

"And face the son."

Silas groaned again. "Don't remind me. God, I hope he didn't hear anything."

Chester laughed. "Only one way to find out."

❊❊❊

Walking into the kitchen behind Silas, Chester inhaled the scent of freshly cooked bacon.

"I'm starving, Troy."

Troy grunted. "Yeah, I heard you work up an appetite."

Chester chuckled, slapping Silas on the shoulder. "I knew it."

"Yeah, cause every kid wants to come home and hear the parents going at it." He took a sip from his glass of water and leaned back on the counter. "So, are you moving in now?"

"Troy!" 

"Nah, it's okay, Silas." Chester watched Troy stare at the glass in his hand. "It'll happen when we're all okay with it."

Troy shrugged. "Sure."

"Troy. You knew this would happen one day but only when you're okay with it."

"I'm just... not sure."

Silas leaned on the counter next to Troy. "What about?" Troy shrugged, not answering Silas. "Troy."

"I don't know, okay! I don't know how I feel about all this. He's a vampire and... and I know..."

"I'm not going to hurt him, Troy. Mates are the most important person to a vampire, and one day you'll experience it. I'm not going to take him away from you either. He's your pops, and you two are a family. I just want to be part of that too."

Troy sighed and nodded. "I know but... I can't help how I feel."

"It'll take time, Troy, but I know once you get to know me better you'll realize that I'm not that bad."

Troy grunted. "Well, you can't be that bad. I could hear both of you as soon as I walked in."

Silas blushed, and Chester grinned. Shrugging, he said, "Sorry."

"Don't worry. One day it'll be me."

"I don't think so," Silas spluttered out.

"Pops, I'm eighteen, almost nineteen. I leave for college in a few weeks. I'll make sure I have plenty of condoms, so don't worry about any babies turning up."

Silas spluttered again, and Chester burst out laughing. "Oh man, he's got you there. Didn't you go a little..." Chester laughed again, catching the look on Silas' face.

"I'd stop laughing, Chester. Now you two are mated that makes you pops number two."

Chester grinned. "Always wanted brats."

"Who you calling a brat!" Troy looked offended then laughed. "Oh, the look on your face then."

"Troy," Silas warned. "Let him get used to the fact he now has a son, then you can laugh at him."

"I'll catch you guys later, got to study for exams."

Chester stepped in front of him when he went to leave the kitchen. "Troy. Are you okay with this?"

Troy stared at him and then shrugged, glancing away. "No, not really, but that's not your fault."

He pushed past, and Chester let him go, looking over at Silas. It felt like Silas' heart was breaking as he watched his son leave the room and Chester walked over, hugging him close. "Give him time."

"I know this isn't going to be easy. He swings from being okay one minute to wanting to kill you the next, and I never know which one I'm going to be faced with."

"I'm the thing he hates. We knew this would happen."

"I just wish things could be different." Silas frowned, shaking his head. "Why did she do it, Chester? I just don't understand why. And to force Troy as well? Was she trying to make him like her? Make him see humans as food and nothing more? I'm human. Is that how she saw me?"

"I don't think we'll ever know the answer to that, Silas, but from everything you've told me, Tina loved you and Troy. I don't know what happened to her to change that."

"Have you ever come across it before? A vampire that hunts and kills humans?"

"Yeah, of course I have, and the opposite too, where gangs of humans would hunt vampires down and torture them and I still don't know why. A psychiatrist might be a better person to speak to."

Silas nodded. "I just-"

He stopped talking when Chester's cell rang. Chester saw Ale's name on the screen and sighed. He'd just returned from a call out, he didn't want to go on another.

"Ale."

"Sorry, Chester. You're needed back here. I'm calling everyone in on this one."

"Bad?"

"Group missing in the mountains including kids."

"Shit. Okay, I'll be there as soon as I can."

Chester hung up, and Silas asked, "What's happened?"

"Mountain rescue. A group of people missing, including kids."

"Shit."

"Yeah. I've got to go in. Ale's got us all in on this one, and he's right. The more people we take, the greater the chance of finding them."

Chester reached for Silas, and they kissed quick and hard.

"Go and get your things. I'll make you a coffee to take with you."

Chester arched a brow. "Nice and domesticated."

"Fuck off."

Chester chuckled and pulled Silas down, kissing him thoroughly. When he stepped back, they were both panting.

"Love you."

Silas smiled. "I know. Go and get ready."

Chester grinned and jogged from the kitchen. As soon as they found the missing group, he was coming home to Silas and Troy.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

 

"Have you tried sending pictures yet?"

Silas stared open-mouthed at Jeremy. They'd met up for a coffee to talk about what they knew about being mates.

"We haven't really tried talking to each other," Silas admitted.

Chester had left so quickly the morning after they'd bonded that they hadn't discussed whether it would be okay for Silas to contact him. He was sure it would be, but he didn't know how to do it, and the last thing he wanted to do was distract him when he was busy.

"You haven't? Oh my, you're in for a treat."

Grinning, Silas finished his pastry. "These are so good, Jeremy." Silas pushed his plate to one side and leaned on the table. "So, what's the treat?"

"Well,—" Jeremy glanced around the coffee shop, "—once you can talk over various distances, try sending Chester images. You know, dirty ones."

"I take it you’ve tried."

Jeremy nodded quickly. "Donnie stormed into the house, and I had the best night ever."

"So, we're talking..."

"Dirty ones, Silas. Listen." Jeremy rolled his eyes. "Okay, I was jacking off and made sure to tell and show Donnie what I was doing."

"Right, TMI, Jeremy, but I guess it worked."

"Fuck, yeah. Like I said, best night ever."

Silas sat back in his seat and smiled when Amber came over and topped up their coffee. "I just think of Chester, and he'll hear my thoughts."

"Kinda. You need to think about him and channel your thoughts to him."

"Channel?" Silas furrowed his brow staring at Jeremy. Channel? What the-

"Try it. Go on. Think about Chester and follow that connection you have, you know the one that's in your chest."

"Er, okay." Silas closed his eyes and felt the connection that had developed since bonding and 'thought' to Chester. Chester.

He waited a few seconds, and not getting a reply, he opened his eyes and shrugged. "Nothing."

Jeremy frowned. "Try harder."

Now it was Silas' turn to roll his eyes. "I don't know if I did it right the first time. How is trying harder going to help?"

"Ugh! Just try." Jeremy waved his hand at him, and Silas chuckled. He'd learned early on that Jeremy wanted everyone to be as happy as he was with Donnie and considering his past —his ex-partner was abusive— he'd come a long way in accepting his relationship with Donnie. In fact, they were blissfully bonded.

Closing his eyes again, he reached out, trying to feel his connection to Chester. He felt stupid and could feel his cheeks heat up, but for Jeremy, he'd try. Chester.

When he still heard nothing, he opened his eyes and shook his head at Jeremy, who sat back in his chair muttering under his breath.

"I'm sorry, Jeremy. Maybe it's-"

Sheriff.

Silas blinked, his mouth falling open. "Oh, my."

Jeremy's fist pumped the air. "I knew it."

You can hear me.

Yeah, I can.

What's the situation?

Tornado Alley. Again. Dead, missing, devastation. Will be here for at least another day. Miss you, Sheriff.

What was it about Chester calling him Sheriff that now made his dick harden? Probably all the times he screamed it when Silas had been fucking him.

Miss you too. Come home safe.

Will do.

Silas blinked several times. "Wow, that's... that's... wow."

"Amazing, isn't it? You should speak to Sacha too. He's Jared’s mate, a vampire too, but knows so much about this, like the blood exchange." Stirring his coffee, Jeremy added, "Sacha should speak to Troy. He could help, you know."

"How?" Silas would take any help that was offered. Troy's mood swings were unpredictable, and he knew it was affecting him because he needed to feed more often.

Jeremy shrugged. "He knows so much. He could answer questions we can't and if he doesn't know, his father will. They come from Europe and know the history."

"Okay, I'll speak to Troy about it."

"Did you know vampire numbers are decreasing?" Silas furrowed his brow, shaking his head. "Sacha and his father, Alessio, are investigating it. They think it might have something to do with the lack of mates."

"Makes sense." Silas agreed. "Tina and I tried for years, and we only had Troy. We wanted a brother or sister for him, but it never happened."

"But you weren't mates."

"No, we weren't, but we loved each other."

Jeremy reached across the table and touched his hand. "I'm sorry, Silas, for everything."

"I wish I'd seen it."

Jeremy gave him a small smile. "So do I."

Now, Silas felt like shit. "God, I'm sorry, Jeremy."

"No, don't be. If none of that had happened, I would never have met Donnie. Going through all that shit with Patrick was worth it because I have my mate and I wouldn't swap him for the world."

"Everything's still new with Chester, and Troy is being... difficult."

"Of course he is. He's the very thing he hates, and now another one is coming into his life. He must look in the mirror and hate what he sees. The eyes, the fangs, even the way he moves will tell him he's different. And we haven't started on the whole sense and speed thing."

"Shit, Jeremy. I'm failing my own son." He dropped his head, sighing deeply. He just didn't know what to do to help him.

"No, you're not.  You're his dad, and you want to protect him, but you're too close. Sometimes someone who is on the outside sees more than those on the inside."

"Donnie is lucky to have you."

Jeremy grinned, popping another piece of pastry into his mouth. "Yeah, he is."

They grinned then laughed. "Thanks, Jeremy."

"Anytime, Silas."

❊❊❊

Crawling into bed next to Silas, Chester spooned behind him, shivering when his cold body touched Silas’ warm one. He heard Silas grumble, but his hand came over and pulled Chester's arm over his waist.

"Missed you," Silas mumbled, voice distorted by sleep.

"Missed you too. You don't mind?" They'd never talked about him coming here when he returned home, and Chester didn't want to cause any further problems with Troy, but he needed to be with Silas. He needed to hold him and feel him against his body.

"No, it's fine. Go to sleep, Chester. We can talk more tomorrow."

Closing his eyes, Chester sighed and was settling down to sleep when he heard a crash from downstairs. Both he and Silas jumped up, both reaching for their weapons.

"You check on Troy, and I'll go downstairs."

Silas nodded, and they carefully opened the bedroom door. As Chester stepped out, he saw Troy's door opened and nodded his head, telling him to go back inside. Troy's eyes dropped to the weapon in his hand and flashed red, his fangs dropping.

Silas rushed over to him and pushed him back into his room, closing the door behind them. Chester crept down the stairs and paused at the bottom, glancing around the corner. When he saw Tank, he stepped out.

"What the fuck are you doing here?"

Tank almost dropped the beer in his hand. "Fuck, Chester. Don't do that."

"Answer the fucking question. My mate and son are upstairs."

Tank sighed, pulled out a chair and sat down. "Bitch threw me out."

"Kylie?"

"Yeah."

"So, why come here?"

"I followed you and waited until I thought you'd be asleep."

"What the..." Chester held his hand up, shaking his head. "No, don't. How much have you had to drink?"

Tank swayed on the seat and squinted at the bottle in his hand. "One, maybe two."

"Chester. You know him?" Silas asked from behind him.

"Yeah, I do. Silas meet Tank. Where's Dodge?"

"Prob on your sofa."

"What's a Dodge?" Even Chester heard the growl in Silas' voice.

Tank grinned, his eyes slightly glazed. "Dodge is a dog." Tank nodded. "A bloodhound."

"There's a dog on my nice, clean leather sofa?" Silas gritted his jaw. “Chester, sort this shit out, or I'll shoot someone."

Chester ran a hand over his face, sighing at the same time. "Tank, man. Why not call?"

"I didn't want to bother you."

"So you thought breaking into my fucking home where my son lives was better?" Silas shouted.

Tank jerked and had the grace to look sheepish. "Sorry?"

"Pops! Why is there a big dog drooling all over the place!"

Silas stabbed a finger at Chester. "Sort this shit out, or I swear the dog gets it!" As Silas stormed out of the kitchen, he heard him shout, "Didn't I tell you to stay in your room?"

"Sorry," Tank hiccuped then went pale.

"Shit, Tank."

"I don't feel so good."

Chester hauled Tank to his feet and barely managed to get him to the bathroom before he vomited. Chester made sure he wouldn't fall over and left the room. He could see blood, guts and gore, but vomit? He heaved a number of times then breathed slowly, trying to calm his stomach. When he had control, he walked into the living room to find Troy on the floor with Dodge's head in his lap.

Dodge's tail thumped the floor, and Chester knelt down, stroking his head. "Where's your pops?"

"Making up the spare bed."

"I'm sorry, Troy."

"He broke up with his girlfriend, yeah. He needs a place to sort his head out."

"Who are you and where is Troy?"

Troy grinned. "I'm not some heartless kid. It sucks when someone breaks up with you. Stacy dumped me. Didn't even get to first base." 

"Don't say shit like that around your pops."

Troy stood and stretched. "At least he isn't a vamp," he muttered, walking from the room.

Sighing, Chester also stood, ignoring the cold nose butting his leg. Tank staggered in, still looking like shit. "Silas is making up a bed for you now. Come on, I'll show you where it is."

Chester led Tank and Dodge upstairs to the spare bedroom and found Silas making the bed. He stopped and glared at Tank and when he caught sight of Dodge, he muttered something under his breath.

"Bed's made," he said, storming from the room.

"Sorry, man."

Chester shook his head. "Bathroom's door opposite this one. Don't throw up in here. Silas will shoot you."

Tank grumbled something, but Chester couldn't care less what it was. He left the room, not bothering to close the door, and walked back into Silas', finding him in bed already and leaning up against the headboard.

"So, what's going on?"

Sighing, Chester crawled into bed and lay down with his head on Silas' chest. "Split up with his girlfriend, and she kicked him out."

"And he breaks in here because..."

"He's drunk and not thinking straight. Shit, I didn't check the doors."

"I did."

Chester yawned and sighed when Silas ran his hand over his head. "'M tired, Sheriff."

"Go to sleep. I'm sure Tank and the dog will be here to greet us in the morning."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven

 

 

Chester sat in the kitchen reading the news on his tablet. He heard the sound of heavy footsteps and then the distinctive sound of Tank throwing up.

"Lovely," Silas muttered. "Just what I want to be listening to when I'm eating my breakfast."

Troy snorted. "At least you didn't hear him during the night. It got so bad his damn dog ended up in my room." As he spoke, his hand drifted below the table.

"Don't think I haven't noticed you feeding the 'damn dog,' Troy."

"Pops. Dodge is hungry. Whatshisface didn't bring any food for him. What, I'm gonna let him starve?"

Chester chuckled. "Give it up, Silas."

"I don't need your help," Troy muttered darkly.

"Troy. Apologize to Chester."

"Fuck, no! Just cause you're fucking him doesn't mean I have to play nice with the bloodsucker."

Silas sighed. "Is that how you see yourself, son? A bloodsucker."

Troy glared at Silas, pushed his chair back, and stormed from the kitchen. 

Silas groaned, dropping his head into his hands. "What am I going to do with him?"

"Make sure he keeps seeing Gloria for a start. Has he always been like this?"

Silas winced, shaking his head. "No."

Chester nodded. "Me."

"I don't think us being mates helps things."

"Should I stay away for a while?"

Smiling, Silas leaned back in his chair. "Think you can?"

Chester grinned, eyeing Silas. Licking his lips, he said, "Nope, but I'll try."

"What? Meet up in some seedy motel for an hour to fuck our brains out?"

"As long as you-"

"God, coffee," Tank croaked behind them. He staggered over to the machine, stared at the knobs and dials, and groaned. "I have a coffee pot at home. Why do you need one of these?"

Standing, Chester walked over to him. "Here, I'll make you one. Go and sit down. You look like shit, and have you had a shower?"

"Fuck off, Chester. I've showered. Fuck, I'm never drinking again." He slumped in the chair and put his head on the table. "Oh my god, that feels good." He rolled his head slowly from side to side.

Silas stared at Tank then slowly raised his eyes to Chester. Chester shook his head, sighing deeply.

"Hungry?"

"God no. Just coffee, that's all I need." He lifted his head, his bloodshot eyes scanning the room. "Where's Dodge?"

"Probably with Troy," Silas muttered. When Tank looked blankly at him, Silas narrowed his eyes. "My son. Troy."

"Oh right. Yeah, I don't remember him. Sorry."

Chester placed the coffee in front of him. "Here, Tank. Drink your coffee."

"Oh, thank fuck."

He lifted the cup and sniffed loudly then drank it all. Chester shook his head, got up again and grabbing Tank's now empty cup, walked back over to the machine to make him another one.

"So, Kylie," Chester asked, waiting for the machine to finish.

"Don't wanna talk about it," Tank muttered, then said, "She dumped me."

"Why? I thought you two were good?"

"We were."

Chester leaned back on the counter, folding his arms over his chest. "And?"

"I'd had a drink with friends, and when I got home, she started asking me about some guy."

Chester raised an eyebrow. "Some guy?" he prompted.

"Yeah. When we were on the last search and rescue, I met some guy. Seemed nice." He shrugged his shoulders. "I don't see what the deal is? So I've been messaging with him."

"Who is he?" Silas asked, leaning his elbows on the table.

"Just some vamp. Like I said, he's a nice guy. We got talking and swapped numbers. He knows about Kylie. We're just friends."

"He's a vamp who happens to make friends with you. Why?" Chester asked. He had a suspicion he knew why this vampire had made friends with Tank.

"I don't know. Met him at the hospital where he's a doctor. We got talking. I don't know what the fucking problem is?"

"Was he involved in the treatment of the people we rescued?"

Tank frowned. "Er, don't think so. I think he was walking past us in the hallway and stopped to talk to me."

Chester and Silas shared a look. "He just stopped to talk to you?" Chester raised his eyebrows at Silas, who shrugged in return.

"Yeah. He's a nice guy. We have fun."

"So, you've met him since then?" Chester's mouthed 'mates' to Silas, who gave him a slow nod.

"I just said so, didn't I. Jeez. What's with all the questions? You sound just like Kylie! I met a guy, and we're friends. That's it, but Kylie accused me of cheating on her. Me!" Tank pointed to his chest. "After what I went through with Simone, I'm the last person who is gonna cheat, and Kylie knows this. She's just being a bitch."

Chester shook his head at Silas. No, she'd just figured out something that Tank hadn't, and Chester wasn't about to tell him. Let Tank discover it on his own.

Dodge padded into the kitchen and Tank grinned. "There's my boy." He bent down and rubbed Dodge's head then groaned and sat back up, leaning on the table. Breathing deeply, he muttered, "Fuck. Never drinking again."

Chester chuckled. "Until next time."

"Nope, never. It really doesn't taste as good coming up as it did going down."

Silas grimaced. "Thanks for that." Standing, he walked over to Chester and kissed him. "I'm off now. See you later?"

"Sure you will." Chester stood and pulled Silas in hugging him. "Catch some bad guys for me."

Kissing him again, Silas muttered, "Or not. Handcuffs." He waggled his eyebrows, and Chester grinned.

Walking away, Silas shouted over his shoulder, "And make sure my bathroom is clean."

Tank grunted. "It is."

Chester watched Silas leave, or rather, his ass. The uniform might be a horrendous brown color, but the pants fit Silas' ass like a second skin.

"Stop staring at him. You can fuck him later." Tank groaned and put his head on the table again but dropped his hand to stroke Dodge, who was nudging it. "I'm still here, boy."

Sitting at the table, Chester asked, "So, he's a friend?"

"What do you want me to say, Chester? That I like the guy and it freaks me the fuck out? I've never looked at a man and thought about fucking him."

"Never?" Chester stared at Tank, seeing the blush develop on his neck and cheeks.

"Okay, maybe once or twice at school. But I didn't do anything about it. I didn't have to. I had plenty of pussy to fuck."

Chester winced. "Thanks for that."

"What do you want me to say, Chester? I'm struggling enough as it is! I want to fuck him, and I'm..." Tank trailed off, then added in a much quieter voice, "Scared. I'm scared, Chester."

Chester leaned forward, putting his hand on Tank's arm. "There's nothing to be afraid of, Tank."

"That's easy for you to say. You've been gay your whole life."

"So you're bisexual. I don't see what the issue is here."

Sighing, Tank shook his head. "My parents are the problem."

Grimacing, Chester leaned back in his chair. "Still that bad?"

"You've met them. They're racist, homophobic, vampish... vampophobic… is that the right word for it?" Shaking his head, Tank continued, "If you aren't white, middle class, churchgoing, straight, and human, and there's probably more I can add to that list, then they don't want to know."

"So, if you continue getting to know-"

"I lose my family, Chester. Yeah, that bad."

"Shit, Tank. I'm sorry."

"Not your fault. I'll figure something out."

"Do you want to be with him?"

"I know where you're going with this, Chester." Tank stared at him. "You're thinking we're mates, aren't you? I asked him, and he didn't answer, so yeah, there's a good chance we are mates."

"What are you going to do about it?"

"Nothing and he knows this."

"Tank-"

"Stop, Chester, okay. I know. Just... stop, please."

Chester nodded, and they sat in silence, Chester wondering how on Earth Tank was going to ignore his mate.

❊❊❊

Sitting in his office, Silas glared at the mound of paperwork he still had to get through. Had it bred overnight? The fucking pile was huge now. Maybe he could stare it into submission.

There was a knock on his door and Silas looked over at it as Officer Clarence poked her head through. "Silas, Graham's here."

He raised his eyebrows. "Graham, as in Tina's father, Graham?"

"Yeah." She bit her lip.

"Shit," Silas muttered, rubbing a hand over his face. "Best send him in."

The door closed and Silas inhaled sharply. Shit, Graham was the last person Silas wanted to see. He hadn't been anywhere near them after the whole situation with Tina had ended. What did he want now? Why come here after all these years?

There was no knock on the door. Graham walked in like he owned the place and closed it quietly behind him. He surveyed the room, curling his lip up in disgust, and walked over to sit opposite Silas.

"Graham."

"Silas."

"What can I do for you?"

"I've come for my grandson. He needs to learn our ways." Graham stressed the word 'our' and Silas stiffened.

"You mean vampire ways, Graham."

"Yes, I do. Troy needs to immerse himself in his true heritage, and you are unable to provide it. You're merely human."

"You're right, I am merely human, but my mate isn't."

Graham blinked, but his face remained blank. "You've mated? I don't think so."

"I have, and my mate is showing Troy what he needs to know about being a vampire."

Graham scoffed. "Silly boy. What could a female show a male vampire?"

Silas grinned. Oh, Graham was going to love this. "Who said anything about my mate being female, Graham?"

That got a reaction. Graham's eyes widened and his skin flushed. "A man? You've mated to a male vampire? Ridiculous."

"No, it isn't. Chester's a fantastic mate, and I'm proud to have him as mine. He'll teach Troy everything he needs to know."

Graham slammed his hand on the desk, his eyes flashing red. "I won't have it. No grandson of mine will be exposed to this. I want him, and I'll have him."

"Isn't that Troy's decision? He's eighteen, so I'll tell him you came over. What he does with that is up to him."

"He is still a minor until he is twenty-one under vampire law."

"Luckily, we follow human laws, so as I said, I'll tell him you came over and let him decide."

Graham surged up, knocking the chair over. Leaning on the desk, he closed the distance between them. "Listen to me, human. I will have my grandson back. Pack his belongings. I'll pick him up tomorrow."

Silas. What's wrong?

Not now, Chester.

The door opened, and Chester walked in. "Hi, Silas."

Graham turned and hissed at Chester. "Get out. You have no right to be in here."

Chester grinned, showing off his fangs. "Hi, I'm Chester. You are?"

"Chester," Silas intervened. "This is Graham. Troy's grandfather." He gave Chester a look, and Chester grinned at Graham.

Holding his hand out, he said, "Hi, Graham. I'm Silas' mate and Troy's other dad."

Graham knocked the hand away. Glaring at Silas, he said, "Make sure Troy is ready. I'll pick him up tonight."

"As I've said, Graham. It will be Troy's decision, not yours."

"You will do as I have told you to or suffer the consequences."

Chester rolled his eyes. "Please. Just get out of here, or I'll report you to the council for harassing humans."

"You'll do what? You're nothing but a pathetic excuse for a vampire. We are the dominant race here, not them." He pointed at Silas who shrugged. "I will have my grandson."

Graham stormed from the room and Silas shouted, "Lovely to see you again after all these years, Graham."

"Wow, I forgot those kinds of vampires still exist."

"Chester-"

"Don't, Silas. I'm pissed you didn't tell me what was going on, but I wasn't going to sit out there and let you deal with him alone. We're mates now, so we face these situations together."

"Chester-"

"Don't." Chester rubbed his fingers over his bald head. "What a shit. Seriously, he thinks he can use the old laws to get at Troy? Man, we got rid of them decades ago."

"Are there still some used today?"

"Well, sure. No hunting humans, no preying on humans. The ones that protect you from us." Chester shrugged. "We are stronger and faster. We could do a lot of damage if we wanted to."

Silas slumped in his chair. "Can he take Troy?"

Chester snorted. "Course he can't. He's bullshitting you."

"No, Chester that's not what I asked."

"You mean, take him?" 

Silas nodded. "Why now after all these years?"

"How long has it been?" Chester came around the desk and sat on the edge, taking Silas' hand in his own.

"God, before shit happened with Tina. He wasn't impressed that she'd demeaned herself with a lowly human. He came over once after Troy was born and that's it."

"Do you think he talked with Tina?"

Silas shrugged. "I would say no, but now, who knows."

"I say, tell Troy and let him decide. He's old enough, and then you're not hiding anything from him."

"I don't know, Chester. What if he decides to go?"

"Then arrange a meeting between them. Tell them both you're not going to send your son off to someone he doesn't know."

"Chester-"

"Trust me, Silas. I've done this before."

Silas stared into Chester's eyes then slowly nodded. "Okay. I'll give it a try."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve

 

 

Chester winced at the screaming he could hear coming from the living room. Even though Troy was reacting exactly as Chester had thought, listening to him and Silas shouting at other wasn’t what Chester had wanted.

Tank had left with Dodge as soon as it had started, leaving Chester on his own. When the front door slammed shut, he winced again and looked up as Silas stormed into the kitchen.

"That sounded good," Chester muttered.

"Oh, fuck off."

Chester arched an eyebrow. "Love you too, mate."

Silas grunted, walking over to the refrigerator and grabbing a bottle of beer. Chester watched him chug it down then grab another one, slamming the door shut.

"Fucking shit."

"Takes after you then."

Silas pointed the bottle at him. "I am not impressed."

Shrugging, Chester leaned back in the chair. "It went exactly as I thought it would. He hates vampires. The last place he's going to go is to Graham and be surrounded by them."

"Yeah, I know, but I was worried for a few seconds at one point. Fuck, I hope Troy doesn't do anything stupid."

"Get drunk, crash a friend’s house. Do what teenagers do."

Silas snorted. "I can live with that."

Chester stood and walked over to Silas, taking the bottle from his hand and placing it on the counter. He pulled Silas close, nuzzling his neck and placing a kiss there.

"Mmm. I wonder what you want."

Chester grinned against Silas' skin. "You. I want you to make me feel you."

"Bed?"

Chester straightened, still grinning. "Table?" He glanced over at the kitchen table then back at Silas.

Silas grinned. "Lube?"

Pulling a packet from the back pocket from his jeans, Chester licked up Silas' neck. "Already taken care of."

Groaning, Silas pushed Chester over to the table and took his mouth in a punishing kiss. 

Chester grunted then moaned. He could feel Silas' arousal build, and it ramped his up. He leaned back and pulled his T-shirt off then grabbed Silas' shirt, pulling it open and grinning when the buttons pinged off.

"Caveman," Silas muttered.

"Fuck me, Silas."

Silas undid Chester's button and pulled down his zipper. Chester helped, pushing his jeans and briefs down over his hips and turned around, leaning over the table and sticking his ass in the air.

"Fuck, Chester," Silas growled, his hands grabbing his ass cheeks and pulling them apart. "Look at that hole waiting for my dick to fill it."

"Less talk, Silas, and more fucking." Chester could feel Silas' breath on his ass and hole. He wanted Silas to be pushing into him and fucking him hard. So hard he felt it for days.

"Patience, Chester."

Chester was about to shout at Silas when Silas' tongue licked around his hole. "Fuck," he muttered, his head dropping onto the table.

"Soon."

Silas' tongue circled his hole then stabbed into it. Chester cried out and reached back, pulling his ass cheeks further apart. Silas fucked him with his tongue and then pushed two fingers in alongside.

"Ugh, Silas. Fuck me," Chester begged.

Silas' fingers found his prostate and rubbed across it, his tongue stabbing in and out of his ass. Chester shivered, ecstasy flowing through him. Fuck, he loved rimming, giving and taking, and Silas knew what he was doing.

The tongue and fingers left him and were replaced by the blunt head of Silas' thick dick. Chester groaned when Silas pushed in, feeling it fill him. He moaned when Silas grabbed the back of his neck, forcing him onto the table.

Fuck, he loved Silas controlling him. He stroked his dick, precome dripping onto the table as Silas hammered into him. Hard and fast, just how he liked it.

"Gonna, gonna," Silas gasped behind him.

Chester grunted when Silas slammed into him, then pulled out to slam back in. Silas shuddered behind him, then rested his head between Chester's shoulder blades, panting harshly.

Chester moaned, his dick painfully hard. Silas pulled out and rolled Chester over and then dropped down to his knees, sucking Chester's dick into his mouth.

Chester cried out, his legs trembling.

"What the fuck!"

Chester jerked as Silas stood, pulling his pants up. "Troy-"

"You've got a fucking bedroom! And over the fucking table. I eat off of it."

Chester pulled his jeans up, shoving in his now soft dick. He could hear Troy ranting behind him and looked over at Silas, wincing when he saw the look of horror on his face.

"Troy-" Chester started, but Troy cut him off.

"You, shut it. I'm not interested in anything you've got to say."

"Troy, stop this," Silas demanded. "I'm an adult with my mate and when you get one of your own-"

"Oh, fuck off, Pops." Troy waved his hand at him. "If I'm gonna be like you two, fucking all over the house, then that shit isn't gonna happen."

"I hope it does," Chester murmured.

"Why? So you can laugh at me? I'd rather be dead."

"Now, Troy-"

Troy stormed out of the kitchen and Silas chased after him, shouting his name. Chester walked over to the window and watched them arguing by the cars. Troy was pacing, his arms waving in the air then pointing towards the house.

Silas was holding his hands out in front of him pleading with his son and Chester could feel how much this situation was hurting Silas.

"Shit," he muttered. This was the last thing they needed.

Troy eventually got into his car and sped away, leaving Silas staring after him. His shoulders dropped, and Chester reached out to him.

I'm sorry.

Silas glanced over his shoulder back at the house. We should have been more careful.

Chester nodded. Where is he going?

Out to think. He'll be back later.

Silas walked back into the house and Chester met him in the hallway, hugging him tightly. "We'll fix this," Chester promised.

"How?"

Chester remained silent because he couldn't answer Silas' question. He didn't know.

❊❊❊

Silas tried calling Troy again, growing more frustrated as time passed. Okay, so maybe they shouldn't have fucked in the kitchen, and then Troy wouldn't have walked in on them.

Groaning, Silas dropped his head in his hands and muttered, "Fucking stupid."

Stop, Silas. It's done, and now we need to fix it.

He's not your son.

There was no response, and Silas growled. "Shit."

I'm sorry, Chester. I didn't mean it.

I know.

Silence again and just when he was going to contact Chester, Troy barged into his office. 

"Troy! I've been trying to contact you. Where have you been? You didn't come home last night."

"I'm fine, but I need some money."

"What for? You need to go home, Troy. I'll speak to you when I've finished."

"No. I'm eighteen now, so I'll do what I want."

Silas stood abruptly. "I'm still your father and while you are living under my roof-"

"Guess I'll leave then, yeah. Fuck you, Silas."

"Troy Bailey, you get your ass back in here-"

Troy flipped Silas off and continued out of his office, Silas following. They walked through the small main office, ignoring the stares directed their way.

Once outside, Silas grabbed Troy and swung him around. "What the hell is wrong with you?"

Troy pushed him away. "I've had enough!" He screamed. "I don't want to live like this anymore. Why her? Why do I have to be like her?"

Silas stood still, shocked, his mouth falling open. "Troy," he whispered, reaching up to cup his face. "You're my son."

"No, I'm not. I'm a vampire, and I hate it."

"I love you, Troy. It doesn't matter to me that you're not human. You are my son. Mine, Troy."

"And now you're mated to one," Troy muttered bitterly.

"Vampires don't choose their mates and you know I didn't make things easy for Chester. I didn't want to be the mate of a vampire. I felt the same way you do, but now I am mated to him, I understand how important they are.  But you are my son, and you are never going to be second best."

"Pops, Chester's your mate-"

"You are my son." Silas grabbed Troy by his shoulders and stared into his eyes. "Do you know what Chester said to me before we mated?" Troy shook his head. "He said I'd given him something he never thought he would have. Do you know what that was?"

"No," Troy whispered.

"A son, Troy. He sees you as his son. All he wants is for you to accept him, accept us, and we can be a family. Is it going to be easy? Fuck, no. I'm sure we'll all butt heads, but we can at least try, can't we?"

"Pops," Troy said brokenly. Tears slipped from his eyes and Silas pulled him in, holding him tightly. "I don't know if I can."

"We can try together, Troy. We can try."

❊❊❊

Silas and Troy left the station and spent the afternoon together, fishing at a local lake. They didn't say much, but the silence was comfortable, and Silas simply enjoyed being able to sit and spend time with his son.

So much had changed for them in such a short period of time and Troy had been hiding a secret, so huge Silas was amazed that he'd managed it. He was also hurt that his son felt that he couldn't tell him the truth. Had he failed as a father? Had he failed his son?

"No."

Silas glanced over at Troy. "What was that?"

"I said no. I can see the look on your face, Pops. It wasn't your fault, none of it."

"Go on then. Tell me what I'm blaming myself over?"

"Everything. Tina, me, the man I killed. All of it."

Sighing, Silas asked, "Why didn't you tell me?"

"I didn't want you to stop loving me," Troy whispered.

"Oh, Troy. I could never stop loving you."

"But I'm like her, Pops."

"Tina loved you, Troy. I don't know what happened, but I know she loved you."

"I'm scared I'll end up like her."

"Never, Troy, I'll never let that happen," Silas spoke vehemently. 

"Promise," Troy asked in a small voice.

"Always, Troy. I am always here."

Troy leaned against Silas, and he put his arm around his son's shoulder. "I love you, Pops, just don't go around telling everyone I said that. I've got an image to maintain."

Silas chuckled. "Your secret’s safe with me. Oh, and Troy? I love you too."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen

 

 

Several days had passed after Troy and Silas had settled things between them, and Chester was enjoying the growing relationship between him and Silas, but also the tentative one developing between him and Troy.

Troy was spending the night with friends to give them time together, or as he put it, 'time to screw.' Silas had grumbled and blushed, but Chester had laughed, and while Silas was busy tidying up, he was planning their night.

He'd been to his house and brought back his black bag that contained his toys. He cleaned them and laid them out on the bed, ready for when Silas came upstairs. He had an idea of how he wanted to spend their night, but Silas had to agree.

Chester liked to play, and he liked certain aspects of the BDSM lifestyle. No, he didn't want to be whipped or flogged, but gagged, tied up, and spanked were all things he enjoyed. As a vampire, he also enjoyed blood play, but had only acted that kink out with other vampires. How would Silas react and would he cut himself for Chester's pleasure?

He'd purposefully left his blood play bag at home, and it would remain there until he and Silas had talked about it. Silas had to be comfortable with it too.

Silas walked into the bedroom as Chester was stripping, and he wandered over to the bed, staring at the items placed on it. He picked up the large purple dildo and turned to stare at Chester, his mouth opening and closing several times.

"You can get this up your ass?" he asked, incredulously.

"I've had your fist in my ass. What do you think?"

The dildo was a good ten inches long and four inches wide. Silas stared at it again and swallowed hard. 

"Jesus," he whispered. "How?"

"A lot of practice and lube, but we aren't going there yet. I wanted you to see what I have so you know what I like."

Silas coughed to clear his throat and Chester grinned. He'd shocked his mate.

"So, dildo's, vibrators, various cuffs." He picked up a long, stainless steel pipe. "What is this?"

"That's a sound, and you use it on my urethra."

"I... what?"

"That is for later too. Much later." Chester stepped close to Silas. "This is what I like, but if you don't, then that's fine. I can live without it as long as I have you and before we did any of it, we would go somewhere so you can see what it's like."

"Like a club?"

"Yeah, but only if you want to." Chester palmed Silas' face. "Both of us have to agree."

"Okay. I don't mind going to a club, but I won't do anything that could potentially hurt you. I need to learn too."

Chester smiled. "Thank you."

Silas shrugged and grinned back at him. "I like the idea of trying new things. I want to experiment and push our boundaries. I won't want it all the time, but yeah, occasionally we can." Silas stepped back and looked Chester up and down, and ordered, "On the bed. Hands and knees."

Chester shuddered at the commanding tone of Silas' voice. He knelt on the bed and glanced over at Silas, who now stood naked staring at Chester's ass.

"Fuck, Chester," he muttered, walking over to run his hand over the firm cheeks.

Chester whimpered at Silas' touch. Damn, his mate could make him come alive with a simple touch. He was desperate to feel Silas slide into him and fill him up. He couldn't wait for Silas to hammer his hole. God, he loved it when Silas was incomplete and total control.

"Please, Silas," he whimpered again. He needed his mate's touch.

"Patience, Chester."

Chester groaned, dropping onto his forearms. Silas stroked and squeezed his ass cheeks, pulling them apart and blowing on his sensitive hole, causing Chester to shiver in response.

When Silas' tongue stroked over it, Chester moaned and gripped the covers in his hands. He didn't want Silas to tease him tonight. He needed to feel his mate.

"Silas," he begged. "I need you."

Silas didn't respond, but Chester moaned when cold lube ran down over his hole. Silas rubbed it around then speared him with two fingers, shoving them in and out of his ass. 

Chester cried out, loving the roughness and wanting more.

Silas pulled his fingers out. Chester whimpered at the loss but then cried out when Silas slammed his dick in. His body shuddered, his hole pulsed, and Chester fucking loved it.

Silas didn't start off slow. He pounded into Chester, gripping Chester's hips and leaned over Chester's back, licking across the back of his neck.

"I love fucking you," he grunted. "Love feeling your hole grip my cock."

Chester groaned. "Fuck me, Silas. I want to feel you."

"Oh yeah?" Chester nodded. "Then you'll get what you want."

Chester cried out when Silas pummeled him and he thrust back onto Silas' dick, the sounds of the skin slapping echoing around the bedroom. Silas didn't slow down, but leaned over him, forcing Chester to lay on the bed.

"Spread those legs, ass in the air."

Chester moved into position and closed his eyes as ecstasy flowed through him. Silas hit his prostate every time, and Chester lay there, letting him own his body. 

His fangs descended, and he looked back over his shoulder, gasping at the almost feral look on Silas' face. Sweat covered his skin, his lips pulled back from his teeth, his eyes glued to Chester's ass. 

"Fuck, I love watching your ass stretch around my cock. Fucking love it, Chester. So dark and fucking gorgeous."

Chester moaned. He loved dirty sex talk and Silas made no secret about how much he enjoyed Chester's body.

"Silas," he murmured.

"Yeah, mate. Gonna fuck you harder now. Need to feel you squeeze my dick."

Chester whimpered and buried his face into the pillow, grunting with every pounding thrust into his ass.

"Fuck, yeah. Your ass, mate."

Sweat dripped onto his back to mingle with his own, and Chester panted, struggling to get air into his lungs.

Suddenly, Silas pulled out and spun Chester over onto his back. He grabbed Chester's legs, throwing them over his shoulder and shoved his dick back into Chester's hole. He leaned over Chester, almost bending him in half, and kissed him hard, his tongue thrusting into Chester's mouth.

Chester moaned into the kiss, loving the demanding hardness. 

Silas pulled back, muttering, "Bite me, Chester."

Chester growled and lunged forward, piercing Silas' flesh and drinking his blood. Silas cried out, his hips jerking before pushing into Chester's ass and staying there. Chester moaned and shuddered, his dick shooting ribbons of come between them. He eventually lay on the bed breathing heavily.

Silas collapsed on top of Chester and Chester wrapped his arms around him as he licked the bite marks on Silas' neck. He panted harshly, his chest heaving with every breath, and he held his mate, nuzzling his neck and kissing across his shoulder.

He loved Silas so much, it was almost impossible to put into words.

"I love you too, Chester." Chester closed his eyes, an itch developing in them. "Shh. I've got you."

"I love you so much, Silas," Chester mumbled. "So much."

Silas held him tighter and turned his head, kissing Chester's lips. "Always, Chester."

❊❊❊

Silas looked up from the report he was reading when his cell rang. He glanced at the screen, his frown deepening when he saw Troy’s number. Troy was rock climbing, and Silas wasn’t expecting to hear from him for a few more hours.

"Hey, Troy. What's up?" he asked, when he answered.

Static on the line caused Silas to wince and pull the cell away. He carefully listened in, not hearing every word Troy said.

"What? Troy, the line’s bad. I can't hear you."

"... accident..."

"Accident?" Silas stood. "Where are you?"

"... Ridge... hurt..."

"Which one, Troy?"

The line dropped, and Silas immediately redialed his cell, but all he heard was beeps.

Silas. I can feel how worried you are. What's wrong?

Troy just called, but the line was bad. Something about an accident and one of the ridges.

Did he go alone?

He did today. Wanted to clear his mind, but he's an experienced climber, and his strength is phenomenal.

He's a vampire. If he is injured, he'll need help. GPS on his cell?

Yes! I'll track it now and let you know.

Silas quickly logged into Troy's cell to check the location. Riley's Ridge. "Shit."

Of course Troy would climb one of the more challenging mountains in the area.

Riley's Ridge. Shit, Chester, it's a tough one.

He'd want to challenge himself. He's a vampire, Silas, he'd need something more difficult.

Well, he picked one of the worst. It's going to be hard to get to him before nightfall.

I'll call in the team. We've done this before.

Please hurry, Chester.

I'm on it, Silas. He's my son too.

Chester broke the contact and Silas paced his office, waiting for an update. He knew Chester would have Rescue Inc. arrive as soon as possible, but every minute Troy was up on the ridge injured was a minute too long. Silas didn't know how badly Troy was injured. He could be bleeding to death up there.

Silas flung open his office door and stormed out of the precinct, ignoring the startled looks thrown his way. He jumped into his Jeep and sped out of the parking bay, heading to Riley's Ridge. He needed to be closer to his son.

It took him almost an hour to get there and when he did he saw Chester, Jared and Donnie already there and checking equipment.

He quickly parked and ran over to them.

"We have the most rock climbing experience, so we're gonna head up there now. Stay here, Silas, and let the others know when they get here. Ale is about five minutes away."

Silas nodded, running a hand over his head. "Chester-"

"We'll get him back, Silas."

Silas nodded again but followed Chester everywhere he went. Eventually, Chester grabbed him by the shoulders and gave him a not-so-gentle shake.

"I know you're worried, I am too, but you need to calm down and focus. Let us use our training and do our job."

"I know, Chester. I just can't stop it."

Chester gave him a bruising kiss. "Stay here. Ale should be here any minute now. We're heading up. Tell Ale we're on the usual channel."

Chester gave him a final kiss, then he, Jared, and Donnie walked away towards the Ridge. Silas had overheard their plan and knew at some point they would spread out but remain in sight of each other.

Alejandro arrived, and Silas passed on the information. Ale immediately got down to work, contacting Chester for an update.

Time slowed to a crawl and Silas couldn't stand still. He paced around the parking lot, constantly reaching out to Chester for updates. He knew he should let Chester do his job, but that was his son up there, who was injured and hurt.

Silas. I've found him, but we're struggling to reach him. It looks like he slipped down the rock face and landed on a ridge. I'm going down to him, and Donnie is arranging for air support.

Silas legs almost gave out when Chester spoke, the relief so strong that Troy was alive.

How is he?

Says leg's broken. I'm going down now.

"Silas! Look up?"

Silas frowned at Ale but did as he asked and saw what he'd missed. The weather had changed. "Shit."

"Yeah. I'm pulling Donnie and Jared back, but Chester is staying with Troy. He has the equipment to keep them safe until air support can come in and get them."

"What? You can't leave them up there!"

"Chester is trained for it, and they're both vampires. They can handle this."

"But Troy's injured."

"Chester will keep him safe."

"No! You can't leave them both up there. Do something."

"Silas. The weather is worsening." As he spoke, the first drops of rain hit the ground and then the downpour hit them. "Shit. Tell Chester to take cover until this weather clears. I need to find out where D and Jared are."

Ale ran back into his truck and Silas jogged over to his Jeep.

Chester.

I have him in the tent. It's secure. He told me to tell you not to do anything stupid.

Chester-

This is my job, Silas. I'll keep us safe. Trust me.

I do, but-

Silas. Deep breaths. I can feel your panic and worry.

Silas closed his eyes, breathing deeply until he felt some form of control. Chester. What can I do?

For now, nothing. Ale's sorting things out down there. Once the weather is clear enough, we're coming down.

Love you. Keep safe. Tell Troy I love him too.

Will do. Sit tight, mate, we'll be home soon.

"Not soon enough," Silas muttered. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen

 

 

Chester lay next to Troy in the portaledge tent and made sure he wrapped the sleeping bag around them both. Troy groaned, his leg either fractured or broken, and Chester tried not to move it unnecessarily.

"How long?" Troy asked.

"Need to wait for a break in the weather and then the pilot can come. Too much wind and rain to risk being this close to the ridge.

Troy nodded, his clammy skin pale in the light. "Want to go home."

"I know. Not long now. Have those meds kicked in?"

"Yeah, they've taken the edge off."

Chester reached over and touched Troy's forehead and cheeks.

"Here." He put his wrist in front of Troy's mouth. "Feed. It'll help speed up recovery."

Troy groaned. "Don't wanna."

"I know, but you need to. Trust me on this one, Troy. You don't want to go too long without feeding when you're injured."

"I know. I can feel it, but you're like, my pops’ mate. It just doesn't feel right, you know."

Chester smiled but waved his wrist in front of Troy's mouth, watching his fangs descend. "Your body is telling you what you need. We can talk about the sex issue later."

"Ugh! Why did you have to mention sex? Now all I can see is you and Pops on the kitchen table. Jeez, I needed to bleach my eyes after that!"

"Well, I hope it was educational," Chester deadpanned.

"Seriously! Educational! Are you fucking joking?" Seeing the smile on Chester's face, he muttered,  "Oh yeah, you're so funny, Chester. Splitting my sides here."

Chester chuckled and gave Troy a pointed look. Troy rolled his eyes then closed them as his fangs slid into Chester's wrist. Chester looked away. The last thing Troy needed was Chester watching him feed.

How is he? Silas asked.

He's feeding right now. He'll need more blood when we arrive at the hospital. What's the update on the weather?

Another couple of hours and it should be clear enough for a rescue.

Good. I can feel the temperature dropping, and Troy needs to remain stable.

I should be there with you both.

No. I couldn't work if both of you were at risk. Stay safe for us, and I'll bring our son home.

Love you.

Love you too.

Chester broke the contact and glanced at Troy, who had finished feeding. He pulled his wrist back, and a quick glance showed Troy had sealed the bite.

"Thanks."

Chester looked over at Troy. "What for?"

"Coming up here."

"I wasn't going to leave you. I know you don't like the fact Silas is my mate, but he is, and that makes you my son. What father leaves his son alone when he needs him the most?"

Troy looked away, a faint blush covering his cheeks. "Yeah, okay."

"It's just the way we work. We know that if we are fortunate to meet our mate, then they may already have a family and family is very important to us. Meeting Silas and you has given me the family I've always wanted."

"I feel like I don't know so much."

Chester sighed. "You didn't have the best teacher, unfortunately."

Troy didn't say anything, and they lay in silence, listening to the wind and rain howl around them. The wind buffeted the tent and Chester moved over, holding Troy closer to the cliff face. Even though they were on a ledge, the position was still a precarious one.

Troy also moved closer, groaning when he had to move his injured leg. "Shit," he muttered.

"Not long now."

"Hurts," he mumbled.

"I know, Troy. Not much longer, I promise."

"Tell me about you and Pops. You love him, right?"

Chester grimaced. He wasn't one to talk about feelings, but this was his son... "Yeah, I love your pops. He's my other half, my soul. You'll experience it when you find your mate, Troy."

"I don't want to. Don't say anything, Chester, but I hate what I am. I know I can't change it, that I have to get over it and move on and all that shit, but I can't."

"I don't know what you went through, Troy, but I'm here for you. You can ask me anything about vampires, and I'll answer it honestly."

"Do you hunt?"

Chester blinked rapidly, surprised by the quick question. "No, we don't. We did years ago before we revealed ourselves to humans, but our council banned it. A ban I agree with."

"Then why did she do it? Why did she make me watch? I was a fucking kid, and she forced me to watch her do shit."

"I'm sorry, Troy. I can only guess that she was suffering from some form of mental illness. Vampires suffer from them just like humans do. We're no different."

"Why didn't she get help? She must have known."

"Maybe she didn't know. Sometimes the sufferer isn't aware they have a mental illness until it's too late."

"I just don't know, and I hate it, Chester. I hate knowing I'm part of her."

"She loved you. Don't forget that. No matter how it ended, she loved you."

"I know," Troy whispered. "That's what makes it so hard. She hurt me. She was supposed to protect me, and she didn't."

"It wasn't your fault, Troy, and neither is being a vampire the reason why she did what she did. A human could easily pick up a gun and shoot at random people. Don't blame what happened on what you are."

"That's easy to fucking say."

"I know, and I'm so sorry you went through all of that. Learn from it, Troy. Become a better person. When we get back home and you've healed, we'll start your training. It will help with your control and how to manage your hunger."

Troy didn't respond, and Chester listened to the weather outside. They needed to get off this mountain soon, otherwise Troy's leg would take longer to heal. Chester closed his eyes and hoped for a break in the weather

❊❊❊

Silas sat in the truck with Ale, Donnie, and Jared waiting for the weather to change. His injured son was on that mountain and Silas felt helpless. His chest ached to be there, and he tapped his feet constantly.

He tried not to contact Chester because he knew he was concentrating on keeping Troy and himself safe, but he couldn't help it.

"How are they?" Jared asked.

"Troy fell asleep about twenty minutes ago. He's had meds and fed. Chester said they need to get off the mountain soon."

"Yeah, especially with a broken leg. Don't want to risk further injury or infection," Ale muttered, rubbing his chin with his hand. "The latest update says another hour, maybe less, then we can try to airlift them out."

"Shit, another hour," Donnie growled.

"We'll get them out, D."

"I know, but I hate sitting here doing nothing. They're stuck up there, and we're sitting on our hands here. Fucking weather!" 

"None of us likes sitting here doing nothing, but we won't be able to help them if we go rushing up there and get injured or worse."

Donnie sighed. "I know. I'm just..."

"I know exactly how you're feeling, D. We all feel the same way. As soon as we can get them off that fucking mountain, we will."

"He's never going up that mountain alone again. Can't believe he did it. I know he's pissed, but to do this." Silas shook his head. "Once I know they're safe, I'm grounding Troy for the rest of his life!"

Ale chuckled along with Jared and Donnie. Silas grinned back at them, then sighed as he watched the rainfall.

Chester.

He's still asleep. How's the weather down there? It doesn't sound as bad here.

I think it is slowing down. Not too long now, Chester. I love you.

Love you too. I'll bring our son home.

Silas closed his eyes then told the guys what Chester had said.

"You know, it does look a bit brighter," Donnie said. He opened the door and stood outside. Poking his head back in the truck, he told Ale, "Call them in. They can work in this."

Ale nodded and got on his cell. Silas listened into the call, needing to know what was happening.

When he finished, Silas asked, "Well?"

"On route. Ten minutes out. Let Chester know."

Closing his eyes, Silas concentrated on Chester. Chester. Ten minutes then you're out.

Make sure the hospital is ready for Troy. He'll need to go into surgery as soon as we get there.

How is he?

Still sleeping and I want him to stay that way for as long as possible.

I know. I'll see you soon.

Turing to Ale, Silas said, "Chester knows. Now what?"

Ale shrugged. "We wait. Once the team has them, we'll drive over to the hospital and meet them there."

"Okay."

The next thirty minutes were some of the worst in Silas' life. The fact he couldn't do anything but sit and wait in the truck grated on his nerves. He fidgeted in his seat, earning him a hard look from Ale, but he didn't give a shit. That was his mate and son stuck on that mountain somewhere. His injured son.

When Ale finally started the engine, he sighed in relief, slumping in the seat.

"They're on route to the hospital. Troy's stats are good, but he will need blood."

"And Chester?"

"He's fine. Concerned for Troy. Fractured leg and stuck on a mountain puts a lot of pressure on a vampire who is still learning how to control his impulses. Don't think I'm having a go at you, Silas, you did the best you could with what you had available. From what Chester has told me, Troy's a great son and a credit to you."

Silas nodded, but didn't say anything. He wanted to be at the hospital now, not god knows how far away. The damn truck was fucking slow.

When Ale finally pulled into the parking lot, Silas jumped out before the truck had stopped moving. He ran over to the emergency department and straight up to the desk.

"Sheriff Bailey," the nurse greeted him. "We've been expecting you. Please follow me."

Silas followed her through the doors leading into the hospital. "How's my son Troy, and Chester?"

"Troy went into surgery for his leg. X-rays show the tibia has a displaced fracture and will need surgery to correct. Chester is fine and waiting for you."

"Some others are coming behind me. Can you please make sure they are brought here?"

The nurse frowned. "It's not policy-"

Glancing at her name tag, Silas said, "I know, Nurse Adams, but they were there and helped to rescue Troy and Chester."

"I'm not promising anything."

"I'll tell the doctor I sneaked them in."

Sighing, the nurse nodded, pointing her finger at Silas. "Okay, but I had nothing to do with it."

"Nothing at all." Silas kept a straight face. "Thank you for all your help, Nurse Adams."

Nurse Adams gave him a quick grin then blanked her features. Pointing at the door behind them, she said, "Mr. Monroe is in there waiting for you."

"Thank you."

Silas opened the door and stepped in, closing it behind him. Chester lifted his head up from his hands and quickly stood.

"Silas."

Silas strode over to him and pulled him into a tight hug. "Shit, Chester. You two scared ten damn years off me."

"We're fine. Troy's strong and sensible. He'll be okay."

"Surgery, shit. No parent wants to sit around while their kid’s having an operation."

"You're not alone, Silas. I'm here with you."

"And the others."

Just as Silas spoke, the door burst open and Ale, Donnie, and Jared rushed in. 

"Chester-"

"How's Troy?"

"Thank fuck!"

Chester lifted his hand to stop the questions. "I'm okay, yeah, and Troy will be fine once they fix his leg."

"So it is fractured?" Ale asked, walking over to them and sitting in one of the plastic chairs available. "Shit chairs," he muttered.

"Displaced fracture of the tibia," Chester told him.

"No other bones were broken?" This question from Jared.

"No." Chester shook his head.

"Lucky kid," Donnie muttered, leaning back against the wall.

"So, now we wait," Silas murmured, leaning into Chester for support. 

"We wait."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifteen

 

 

Several hours later, Silas and Chester stood in a recovery room watching Troy come around from the anesthetics. The surgeon came in, smiling as he walked over to them.

"Surgery went well, and I'm expecting a full recovery. Mr. Monroe is young and healthy, so I would say you're looking at around four months of recovery. I would recommend starting physical therapy as soon as he can."

Silas nodded, holding his hand out to shake the surgeon’s. "Thank you so much."

"You're welcome. My details are on the forms, so if you have any questions, please contact me."

The surgeon left the room and Silas stood next to Troy's bed, watching the nurse check his vitals. It wasn't long before Troy groaned and his eyelids fluttered open.

"Pops," he croaked.

Silas reached for Troy's hand, holding it in his own. "I'm here, son."

"Thirsty."

Silas glanced over at the nurse who gave him a cup with ice in it. "Only a small amount."

Silas took a piece. "Here, Troy."

Troy opened his mouth and moaned when the ice touched his tongue. "That's so much better."

"How are you feeling?"

"Like shit, Pops."

"Troy," Silas warned.

"Pops, I broke my leg and was stuck up on a mountain and then once I was airlifted to the hospital, they operated on me. I feel like shit. I'm so not looking forward to the meds wearing off."

Troy closed his eyes, and his breathing deepened. Silas reached over and smoothed his dark hair away from his head. He sat next to the bed, holding Troy's hand in his. 

Chester pulled up a chair and sat next to him, both remaining silent. At some point, Troy was moved to a ward and Silas and Chester went home, promising Troy they'd be back the following day.

Troy had fallen asleep before they'd left and the nurse had promised Silas she would call him if anything happened. He still didn't want to leave, but Troy needed to sleep.

Chester drove them home, and when they walked in, the house was strangely silent. Maybe it was knowing that Troy was in the hospital, not in his room or barging around the house causing chaos, and there wasn’t much Silas could do.

Silas collapsed on the sofa and finally let go of the tight rein he'd had on his emotions. He dropped his head in his hands, his shoulders shaking as the tears fell, and when Chester hugged him, he went willingly, needing the comfort of his mate.

Chester never said anything, but Silas could feel his love through their bond. When he finally stopped, he lifted his head and Chester kissed him.

"I could have lost both of you," he murmured brokenly.

"Shh, you didn't. We're both safe, and soon Troy will be back home making us both his slaves."

Silas chuckled, nodding his head. "Yeah, ordering us around."

"Cause he can't do it with a broken leg." Chester smiled. "He's probably plotting what he can make us do right now."

Silas smiled and reached out to touch Chester's face. "Thank you for saving him."

"He's my son too, Silas."

Silas leaned over and rested their foreheads together. "He is, Chester."

"Come on. Let's go to bed. It's been a long and emotional day, and you need to rest before Troy gets home."

Silas let Chester lead him to their bedroom and watched as he stripped him. "When are you moving in?"

Chester glanced over at him. "Whenever you want."

"Tomorrow. We'll go and get what you need tomorrow."

"I'll rent my place out too."

Silas nodded and got into bed, pulling the covers over both of them when Chester joined him. He snuggled into Chester's side, sighing deeply and closing his eyes.

"I love you, Chester. I know I haven't been the easiest of mates, but you have no idea how grateful I am that you waited for me to pull my head from my ass."

Chester chuckled. "You were worth the wait, Silas. I know you've had a difficult time and Troy is your priority. I understand that, Silas."

Silas leaned up and kissed Chester slowly but thoroughly. "Love you," he muttered against Chester's full lips.

"I love you too, Silas. Go to sleep and tomorrow we'll visit our son."

❊❊❊

Chester hid a grin as he watched Silas and Troy argue. Troy had been home a week, and they were already fighting. Sure, everything had been okay for the first few days, but the inactivity was getting to Troy and he was taking it out on Silas.

"Pops! I can't walk. I broke my leg!"

"That doesn't make you an invalid. You've got crutches, boy, use them."

"What if I fall and break my other leg? 

"You'd have to get up off your lazy ass to risk that!"

"But I've got a broken leg! A broken leg! I can't do anything. I'm disabled."

"Now wait just a fucking minute, Troy Bailey." Silas glared at Troy and Chester had to turn away before he burst out laughing. "You are not disabled, and I know for a fact that there are disabled people out there who work damn fucking hard." Pointing at Troy, Silas added, "Stand up and be a man, or vampire, and Move. Your. Ass."

"Pops. Don't you care anymore? I'm injured," Troy whined. "Look at my leg."

"You'll be looking at the floor while I spank your ass in a minute. You're not too old for it, Troy."

"I'm fucking eighteen, and that's child abuse."

"You're an adult!" Silas roared.

At this point, Chester stepped in. "Why don't we all calm down and have a coffee?" Two sets of eyes glared at him, and Chester smiled as he stepped back. "Or maybe not."

"I'll make the coffee. You talk to your son!" Silas stormed out of the living room, and Chester looked at Troy, who was smirking.

"Troy."

"Dad," Troy said in a singsong voice.

Chester chuckled. "You can be a little shit at times. You know all Silas wants for you is to get better."

Troy shrugged. "I've got to milk it for as long as I can. I'm going to college soon."

"So, don't you want to enjoy the time you have with Silas before you go?"

"Stop making sense, Chester, it's annoying." Troy sighed. "I hate feeling like this, you know. I can't do anything."

"As a vampire, we might be able to cut down your recovery time to three months or less, but it will mean getting off your ass."

"Really?" Troy said hopefully. "How?"

"Exercise and regular feedings. When I was shot, I was close to death, but Silas' blood saved me."

"But Pops is your mate."

"Yeah, but as a vampire, having access to his blood sped up my recovery time. Trust me, Troy, exercise, blood, and a good healthy diet will get you back on your feet. And anyway, don't you want to be back on your feet for your birthday?"

Troy sighed but nodded. "Okay. I'll try."

"Coffee and a coke for you," Silas said as he returned from the kitchen.

Troy smiled and took the can. "Thanks, Pops."

Silas grunted. "Be nice now, Troy. What do you want?"

"Pops! I'm hurt. How could you think such a thing?"

Chester burst out laughing. "You two are funny. Silas, Troy has agreed to do physical therapy with me, but it will be slow. He needs to let the bone heal to the point it can take his weight without causing further injury. He's a vampire so with a proper diet and regular feedings, he'll get there sooner."

"See, Pops. I'm going to be walking soon."

"Great. No more listening to you whine then."

"Remember when you broke your arm? Man, you whined like a-"

"Troy!"

"Oh my god, Silas. You broke your arm?" Chester asked.

"Yeah and complained every day," Troy told him gleefully. "You should have heard him-"

"Troy. That will be enough."

"But, Pops, I haven't even started!"

"Go to your room." Silas pointed at the stairs.

"How?" Troy pointed to his wheelchair.

Chester could actually hear Silas grind his teeth. "Why don't we go out back on the porch and I'll put the grill on and cook us some food."

"Steak. Bloody," Silas said, glaring at Troy.

Troy ignored the stare and wheeled himself out of the living room. Chester stepped in front of Silas and smiled.

"He sure knows how to rile you up, mate."

Silas growled. "Damn kid was born to make me mad."

"Of course he was. He's your son."

Silas grunted. "Damn straight he is."

Chester laughed when Silas walked away and quickly dodged the cushion that Silas threw at him. 

He paused, looking around his home, and smiled. He had everything he'd ever wanted; a mate, a wonderful son, and a warm and loving home.

When he heard shouting start from the back, he grinned. Yeah, he loved living here.

Epilogue

 

Two months later

 

Chester laughed, watching Silas and Troy argue over the grill. He sat next to Alejandro who had a huge grin on his face. 

"Are they always like this?" Ale asked, watching the pair argue.

"Pretty much. It's fun to watch."

Ale snorted. "I bet it is."

"No, it is. They'll argue and then forget about it. I think Troy is trying to get all the arguments in before he leaves for college. I know Silas is going to miss him."

"You too."

"Fuck, yeah. I have a great son." Leaning back in his chair, he asked, "What about you? No man on the scene?"

"Nah. Blew the last one off." 

Chester snorted. 

"Shut up. He was too whiny and demanding."

"Maybe you should stop going for needy boys, and maybe, you know, have an actual relationship."

"I have a type that I like and I don’t do relationships."

"Yeah, we know. Blond, brown eyes and very short."

Ale shrugged. "It's what gets my dick hard." Ale smiled, watching Donnie and Jeremy. "So, you and Silas."

"We're great. Better than I ever hoped. He's perfect for me."

"Even your kink?" Ale knew Chester like no one else, well, accept his mate.

"Yeah." Chester grinned, remembering the night before. Silas had fucked him while dressed in his uniform. That was after arresting him and punishing him.

"That grin says a lot."

"We have fun."

"Are you going to introduce him to any clubs?"

"We've talked about it. I want to take him to a few demonstrations first, but he's willing." Chester smiled watching Silas and Troy hug. "I have everything I wanted, Ale."

He did, and he would be forever grateful. A mate, a son, and a home. What more could he ask for?

❊❊❊

Ale walked into the kitchen, laughing at Chester and Silas. It was great to see them both happy and at ease with their mating. They'd had a few bumps along the way, but now that everything had settled, they were great together.

Troy was leaving for college in a few days, so they were throwing a party for him. Ale had yet to meet him; as soon as Troy had seen him for the first time, he'd disappeared.

He stumbled a little and grinned. Maybe he should have stopped a beer or two ago. Finally, finding the bathroom door, he turned the handle, but it didn't open.

"Five minutes," came a muffled voice from inside. Sacha.

"More like ten, Sach." Jared.

Ale shook his head and walked up the stairs, opening the first door on the left he came across. He knew that the door on the right was Silas and Chester’s room.

Not paying attention, he staggered into the bathroom to take a piss and moaned when he emptied his bladder.

Flushing the toilet, he washed his hands and walked back into the bedroom, stopping when he saw Troy.

"Hey, kid. What's up?"

Troy didn't say anything but stood and stepped closer until they almost touched.

"Why do you smell so good?" he asked, leaning closer to sniff at Ale's neck.

Ale pushed him back. "Hey, stop that kid."

"I'm not a kid. I'm a man." Grabbing Ale's hand, he pushed it onto his hard dick.

Ale snatched his hand back. "What the fuck are you playing at?"

Troy opened his eyes, and Ale stepped back. The red glowed in them and Ale couldn't look away.

His back was slammed into the wall behind him, and he instinctively reached out and grabbed Troy by the shoulders, trying to push him away.

Troy knocked them off and leaned against him, their bodies touching, and Ale tried again to move away.

"Stop it, kid. I'm too old, and your dad would kill me."

Troy ignored him and sniffed along his neck again. "Smell good."

"If you need to feed, I'm sure there's blood somewhere." Troy fisted his hair, tilting his head to one side, and Ale struggled to get free. "No, Troy."

"Can't stop. Got to-"

Ale jerked when Troy's fangs sank into his neck, and his vision faded out. In the distance, he could hear moaning followed by the sounds of clothes tearing, then he cried out, a tight heat wrapping around him. 

The most powerful orgasm he'd ever had flooded through his body, and he bucked at the weight on top of him, trying to get closer, wanting to prolong the deep, intense connection as reality disappeared.

At some point, Ale became aware of sunlight filtering in through the blinds, and he blinked, turning his head away. The weight on top of him moved, sliding off, and he looked at the person next to him.

"Troy," he whispered.

Troy lay curled on his side, his body shuddering, and Ale could feel his pain.

Sitting up, he gripped his shoulder, pulling him over and staring into his tear-streaked face. 

Troy blinked up at him, then whispered, "I'm sorry."

Ale straightened and finally glanced around the room and then back at them.

Their clothes were strewn around, and they were both naked. Ale's heart pounded in his chest, sweat breaking out over his body and he swallowed hard.

"Did I-"

"No, you didn't."

"But, we had sex, yeah?" 

Troy nodded. 

"Fuck, I don't... shit. Fuck, Troy, I'm sorry."

"You don't feel it, but you will," he muttered brokenly.

Ale opened his mouth then closed it slowly when he realized what had happened.  "Mates?" he whispered, incredulously.

"I didn't know. I just knew I had to feed from you and... have... you."

Ale sat there unable to say a word. His mind was a chaotic mess as images of them together flooded in along with Troy’s despair and pain. Fuck, he didn't want this.

He shook his head and moved further away. "Troy..."

"I know you don't want me," Troy muttered. "I can feel how revolted you are about it."

"It's not that. I'm almost as old as your dad! We can't be mates. I'm no fucking good for you."

"We are." Troy moved off the bed and stood naked with his back to Ale. "I'm sorry you feel this way, and I wish it could be anyone but you." Troy straightened his shoulders. "Get dressed and get out. We can forget this happened and we don't have to see each other again."

Ale shook his head. "I'm not stupid, Troy. I know you need my blood-"

"Ship it to the college."

"What about sex, Troy?"

Troy shrugged, still facing away. "I'll figure something out."

"Troy-"

Troy spun around and glared at him, his eyes flashing red. "I know you don't want me, okay. I know this is a huge fucking inconvenience to you. I can feel it—" Troy punched his chest "—here. So, get dressed and fuck off."

"At least tell me you've had sex."

Troy snorted. "Well, I have now. Thanks for that."

Ale dropped his head into his hands. Fuck, a virgin. "Troy-"

Troy got in his face and muttered, "Get the fuck out." His eyes glowed red when he spoke, and Ale finally nodded.

"Okay, but we need to sort out blood-"

"I'll message you and let you know when I need it. I can supplement from other blood sources. Get it bagged and sent to me."

Ale nodded and dressed quickly. When he reached the bedroom door, he turned to Troy. "Troy, I'm-"

"If you say you're sorry, I'm gonna lose my shit."

Ale stared at him for a long time, but neither spoke, and eventually, he nodded again and left the room.

Downstairs, he walked into the living room and collapsed on the sofa. He rubbed his chest, feeling Troy's pain and misery, and closed his eyes. Shit, a fucking kid. He was mated to a fucking kid, and he was the son of one of his closest friends. How the fuck did this happen? Why on Earth would they end up as mates?

And more importantly: What the fuck were they going to do?

 

The End

Thank You

 

Thanks for reading Mine to Protect and waiting patiently for Chester and Silas to sort their mating out!. I’d be grateful if you could leave a short review on Amazon. Your support really does make a difference and I read all the reviews personally so I can get your feedback and make this book even better. 

Book four, Mine to Keep is written and ready for release, and I’m writing book five, Say You’ll Be Mine.

I can’t wait for you all to read these books!

Thanks again for your support and if you want more information or sneak peeks, join my Facebook group and sign up for my newsletter.

Facebook: 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/MegsSSBs/

Newsletter:

http://bit.ly/2p4aROT

 

About the Author

 

Megs Pritchard lives in England and is a mother to two small boys. When she isn’t working or being mummy, she is busy writing about complex characters that know the harsh realities of life but want a HEA.

A lover of M/M and M/F romances she believes everyone deserves to be happy, healthy and loved.

Growing up in a military family, Megs has travelled Europe and has a great deal of respect and gratitude for all the men and women who have and who still serve. Her dream job was to be a Bomb Disposal Expert and even had her own ‘kit’ when she was younger.

She is currently working on two MM series: Rescue Inc., and Falling in Love and MF series, Evolution.

Books by Megs Pritchard

 

Valentine’s Surprise - Standalone Novella

Growing Pains - Standalone Novella

 

Crossing Desires Series:

Awakening

Struggle

 

Terrible Twos - Standalone Novel

 

Second Chances Series:

Take A Chance

New Beginnings

The Bonds Within

Breaking Free

 

Rescue Inc

Mate of Mine

Forever Mine

Mine to Protect

 

 

 

Contact Information

 

You can learn more about Megs’ writing at:

 http://www.megspritchardauthor.com
cover.jpeg
MFGS

’7/_\7' A T T





