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“Jonas, open up, man. We know you’re in there.” 

Jonas scowled in the direction of his front door undergoing a beating that would’ve splintered a normal door. If he’d wanted to talk to his brothers, he’d have opened the door already.

Half an hour and a lot of pounding later, he swore, and throwing down the complicated document about succession, he sprang out of his overpriced desk chair and stalked to the front door. He’d been struggling with the council of elders on the succession for two years now, and at last, things were coming to a head. Or they would if he could have some peace and quiet to sort through the latest proposal from the council.

Their mother would blame him for killing her younger sons, but in time, she would see the wisdom of his actions. He jerked open the door and glared at the two vampires who stood there, their fists raised. 

“Screw-ups, what do you want?”

“Mom said you are not to call us that anymore,” Casper, the younger one, said. He put that whiny tone in his voice because he knew it drove Jonas crazy when he acted like a child.

Jonas crossed his arms and waited. His two brothers lacked the ability to give information in short, precise sentences. Sometimes he found it hard to believe they were over fifty.

The two shared a look, the look that had given Jonas chills down his spine from the day each of them had learned to walk. They were twins, and he was convinced they could speak telepathically to each other. “Can we come in?”

“No.”

Jacob pushed back against the door that Jonas started to close. “Jonas, man, we don’t have time for your usual surliness. We, I mean, you, have got a big problem.” 

Jonas closed his eyes. If he had a cent for all the times he had heard that, he’d double his fortune. “I don’t have time to sort out your prob—”

“This is serious; we have to talk to you,” Jacob said without a hint of a whine in his voice.

Something in Jacob’s voice gave him pause but only for a moment. He did not have time for this. “Fix your own problems. Now, go away.” He tried to close the door, but they both threw their weight against it.

Jonas sighed. “Really? You think the two of you can stop me closing this?” His blood was different, had been since his birth. They shared a mother, but it was only Jonas who had blood from an ancient line.

“This is serious, Jonas; we’ll go to Mom if we have to.”

Trust Casper to use that card. It was their only weapon against him. Jonas let go and stepped back, enjoying seeing them nearly sprawl on the floor when the door suddenly gave way.

“Asshole,” Jacob.

“Bastard,” Casper.

“Feel free to leave,” Jonas drawled.

Instead of leaving, they stepped closer to him. It was the careful way they watched him and got close but not too close that chilled his blood in a way a vampire like him should never feel. What did they do now? The last time they’d been this panicked, some human female had convinced Casper that he had fathered a child.

“What have you done now? It better not be—” 

“No, I don’t date human women anymore. It’s not pregnancy stuff.” Casper’s eyes widened. “Well, actually it is, but it also isn’t.”

Jonas noticed that Jacob was carefully quiet on the topic of dating human women. He suppressed a sigh. He could forget about getting any more work done today. A dull headache started to throb in his skull. Which should be impossible—vampires didn’t get headaches. Except he had two six-foot-four constant headaches standing in front of him.

“Let’s hear it.”

Casper stepped back in the direction of the door. “We took some of your sperm and put it in a sperm bank, and then they used it to make a human female pregnant.” He spoke so fast, a human wouldn’t have been able to follow him.

Jonas stared at his brothers while his blood started to boil with unholy wrath. Seeing that he was a vampire, his blood boiling wasn’t impossible. “You did what?” he asked softly. 

The two idiots had the sense to take another step back. “We were all drunk that night,” Casper said.

“Which night?” But he knew. The night he turned a hundred. Marking the start of the seven years he had to sire an heir. With the council dragging their feet on changing the succession laws.

“Your birthday.”

“Even you were drunk,” Jacob said helpfully.

That night for the first time, he’d felt the weight of his position. He had relished his responsibilities and stepped up at the tender age of forty when his father died unexpectedly. He would sacrifice for his people, but he would not breed on command. “So help me, if you two don’t start to make sense right now, I’m removing body parts.” 

“We were all drunk that night.” The twins shared another uneasy look. “We laced the bottle with a drunk spell we bought off a witch.”

Yeah, this was going to take a while. If he didn’t kill them first. “Let’s forget about the witch for now. Tell me how I managed to get a human pregnant through artificial insemination. And stop saying we were all drunk. Get on with it.”

“That’s how this story starts. We were all drunk.” Jacob held up his hands, palms out, when Jonas took a step toward him. “All right, all right. Youweredrunkandyou passedoutandwecollectedyoursperm.” 

“You did what?” He could not have heard them right. If they did anything to him while he was drunk...

His brothers exchanged a look. “Remember that legend?”

“What legend?”

“The one about when a vampire from your bloodline glows, then he can produce sperm and offspring with any woman.”

“And you two believe that?” If only it was that easy.

Casper looked like an eager puppy; in Jonas’s opinion, it was not a good look on a grown vampire. Not even a young one like his brother. “Man, you were drunk and then you glowed. Just like the legend.”

“Yeah, we didn’t want to chance you never again having the opportunity to father an heir, so we helped you out.”

Jacob stepped forward to stand next to his brother. “We got home and passed out, and we sort of forgot about it.”

Jonas held up his hand. He’d address their convenient memory lapse later. His mind was stuck on the first part of their confession. “How exactly did you collect my sperm?” There was nothing else to do. His mother would be sad, but he’d have to kill his brothers. Slowly, painfully, and over an extended period.

“You glowed.” Jacob.

“Yeah, like a lightbulb.”

“You said that already. Start making sense. Now.”

The way they fell over each other to get away from him would be comic in any other situation. They exchanged uneasy looks. Again. “When you glowed, like in the legend, we thought we’d help you out so that you don’t waste your, uh, sperm. So, Casper got those takeaway containers that were left over from when we ordered food with your card.”

“Jacob helped,” Casper said quickly.

Jonas rubbed his aching head. He relaxed a little. Even if he had produced them, none of his swimmers would survive in a takeout box. “Let’s skip to the next part.” He fixed them with the stare that had ancient vampires quaking before him. “So help me, if either of you gave me a hand job, I will kill you.”

Looks of pure disgust from them. “No, man, we didn’t touch you. You spurted all over the place.”

“Yes, no touching—we collected,” Casper said helpfully.

Yeah, he was going to kill his brothers and hide the bodies. “I assume I was naked when this happened. Care to let me know why and how that happened?” He’d woken naked in his bed, but since that was how he slept, he hadn’t given it a second thought.

“Casper threw up all over you, so you took off your clothes.”

“And how did I become drunk enough to pass out? Did you put something in my drink?” He couldn’t unclench his jaw and had to speak between his teeth.

“When you glowed, it was lights out.”

“Yeah, like this.” Casper snapped his fingers.

He’d known it was a bad omen when his mother named his brother after a friendly ghost. “You were both drunk; how did you manage to get into the sperm bank in the middle of the night?” His memories of that night were a hazy mixture of drinking too much and then feeling the unusual need to sleep. He sure as hell didn’t see or feel any glowing.

“We broke in and entered it into the database.” Jacob looked uncomfortable. “We made up some information about you.” They were both invaluable for their hacker skills, but right now, he did not feel any appreciation.

Jonas hung his head until the back of his neck stretched uncomfortably. He didn’t want to know. He just didn’t want to know.

“And why are you telling me now?” A very bad feeling was starting to crawl down his spine like ice-cold blood. He slowly lifted his head so that he could spear his brothers with his gaze.

They shifted and exchanged uneasy glances again. “They don’t give the donors any information, so we set up a program on their computer that would send us a notification on the email we provided that the, uh, that it was used.”

A bit late for Casper to get squeamish now. “When exactly was it used?” 

“Months ago.”

Jonas closed his eyes and held up a hand. “Sperm cannot survive if it’s transported like that. I don’t have to worry that some human is pregnant with a half-vampire baby? Right?”

Silence.

“Right?” he prompted again.
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Chapter Two
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They shuffled their feet the way they used to when he got notes from their school. 

Casper fidgeted. “You see, the thing is...” His voice petered off, and he swallowed nervously.

Jacob took up the explanation. “The lady that got your sperm got pregnant, and now you have a child.” They were not as stupid as he first thought. They moved back all the way until they were practically out the door.

“A vampire female used a sperm bank?” he asked even as their expressions told him the answer. No vampire female would visit a human sperm bank. But a vampire male could hope. 

“No, uh, it was a human.”

“A very pretty one,” Casper said hastily. As if that would make a difference. “She has this amazing skin and red, really red hair.”

“I have a son. With a human mother,” he said through barely moving lips. He rubbed his eyes. “Wait, you said you got the email a few months ago. How can I already have a child?”

“It was born early,” Jacob said.

“But s...he’s healthy and everything; we checked,” Casper said eagerly.

“I have seven years left to produce natural offspring. Why would you do something as asinine as this?” They didn’t know about his plans for the succession. No doubt, even if they knew, they would’ve pulled the same stunt with his sperm. Maybe this was a dream, and he’d wake and his brothers would merely try to eat everything in his kitchen.

“We told you; we were drunk,” Jacob insisted.

“And you kept complaining about having to sire an heir, so we decided to help you out,” Casper said with an air of self-righteousness.
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