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To Paige. Mostly. 

Then to the rest of the Red Star Division, without whom my life would consist of mostly killing demons. Or driving Jackie. I really love driving Jackie.

And to my creators. They had the balls to let me see outside the world I live in. Thanks.
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Chapter 1




Paige held up a tiny outfit with a rainbow trailing a star, all of it glittering. In the same glittering letters, it read ‘Daddy’s Little Star’. 

More like Daddy’s little squirt, or Daddy’s little consequence. What was Dexx doing in a baby store? This was the last place he belonged. He was a demon hunter. He didn’t do baby stores. “Sometimes they take you seriously when you’re only poking fun.” 

″What?” 

Paige had been distracted more often than not with the babies. It was as if they ate part of her brain. Was that a thing? Maybe the zombie apocalypse had come about because a man had watched his woman carry his child. It made sense. 

″Nothing.” Because it really wasn’t funny when you had to explain the joke. He’d learned that the hard way. More than once. “I said your hair looks nice. That’s a perfect…. Uh, thingy.”

″Dexx.” Paige lowered her voice. 

He only agreed to go baby clothes shopping because there was nothing else to do. And she’d guilt-tripped him into coming. 

No pending cases at the Red Star Division. Dexx kind of ran the paranormal police department for Paige. It had been her idea, but since being back, the Elder Council had taken her and she was now more of a politician than a detective. 

Chief Tuck hadn’t even called in a week, and with their current relationship going so well—Chief Tuck really didn’t like it when Dexx’s cases broke the town—Dexx had no options but to go… shopping. 

For baby clothes.

People wandered around the Babies ‘R’ Us, shopping mid-morning on a Thursday. The tables were full of cute and colorful clothes, but it just wasn’t very fun.

″It’s nice, Pea.” Dexx smiled to show his approval. At least, he hoped so. “Are you sure you need me here?” He could be doing almost anything else.

″They’re your babies, Dexx.” Her dry look told him exactly what she thought of him abandoning her. 

But it seemed as if she was enjoying herself, which was odd and out of character for her. That had always been one of the things they bonded over. Neither of them liked to shop. 

″Well, yeah, but I thought I already did the hard part. I put them in there.” Dexx circled his arms around Paige, loosely holding her by the lower belly. He patted it, enjoying the warmth of her body against his. He loved the hell out of this woman.

Paige put her hands over Dexx’s. “It was definitely hard, but now the long, slow death happens. Middle management, mid-life crisis—although, you already have the car and grey hair.”

He didn’t have any grey. Did he? 

″Sympathy pregnancy is growing that belly too. You know, the after the hard part.” Paige smiled. Warm and innocent.

He wasn’t buying it for a second. “I hate you. Forever and ever. Hate.” He would never hate that woman, but her words rang with truth and that hurt. Maybe he could work out a little more.

″That’s the spirit, babe.” Paige turned and picked up a green outfit. “How about this one?”

″That’s a good one too.” Dexx left emotion out of it.

You should only mate when you expect cubs. Cub. Hattie sat up with her ears forward.

Shut up, fat cat. Babies don’t bother me. Shitty diapers do. Though, he’d survived Bobby, the baby he and Paige had inadvertently adopted. And mating for babies only? Screw that.

″What’s wrong, Dexx. This isn’t death row. It’s Babies ‘R’ Us.”

″It feels… I don’t know.” Dexx randomly picked up another outfit. “What are these called again?”

Paige flattened her lips and cocked her hip. “Onesie.”

″Onesie. They look awful constricting. I say we let Dexxie run around and grow fur.”

″Dexxie?”

″Sure, I sent the moon-shot, I name the conquered moon, planet… whatever it is.” Dexx watched for her expression to change. He loved poking fun, but she was starting to get a thicker skin and it was harder to get a reaction from her. 

″Yeah, in my universe Dexxie is vetoed. Have you thought about actual names yet?”

No. Of course not. “Just gave you one. You didn’t like it.”

″So, how about finding out the sex? Or Sexes?”

″I found out about sex when I was sixteen. Since then,” he gestured with a hand in front of him, bouncing slightly as if on a wave, “smooth sailing.”

″The baby’s sex, you ass.”

That’s what he was talking about. A reaction. ”No way. We don’t need to know until it claws itself out of your belly.” Dexx mimicked clawed hands pulling forward.

She gave him a blank look, then blinked. Once. “That’s kind of graphic.” She shook herself. “Why not? How are we going to know what color to paint the room?”

″Really? Those things won’t even spend a minute in that room for at least two months. We have time.”

″But how will we know how to decorate her room? Baseball mitts or princesses?”

Dexx raised a finger. “We don’t. We use car parts. Light fixtures with hubcaps. Screw a carb to the wall. We use gaskets for wall paper. It’s universal. No gender bending here.”

She opened her mouth.

He held up a finger to shush her. “Just ask Leah.” 

Paige’s fourteen-year-old daughter had been spending more time with Dexx in the garage lately. He was a little proud of her. Originally, he was going to teach her a few things and build her a car for when she turned sixteen. Instead, Leah was learning as much as he could teach her and she was rebuilding her car. 

″What if we need a pink hubcap? A blue carp?”

For Christ’s sake. She wasn’t going to be deterred. ”Carb. Car-buh. With a B. And, no, I don’t want to know.”

″Is it because,” Paige paused, no humor in her face, “you don’t want a ‘her?’”

″What? No! I don’t want to know if we have a boy or girl until I cut the cord. Cords. I want them to be a surprise.”

″I see.” She narrowed her eyes as they moved into the diaper aisle. “How about jock names?”

″Ugh. Why would we do that to our poor child? Children?” He was still struggling with the idea that he was getting two new kids at once. Yeah. He was going to be a great dad. “Name them Joe or Roger so they can hit their social peak when they’re in high school? No way.”

A twinkle entered her eye. She was totally pushing his buttons. “And if it’s a girl?”

″Girl-jock names?” Because he knew she was toying with him. “Tracy or Porche on the cheerleading squad getting pregnant before they’re a Junior? Pea, why’re you doing this to me?”

Paige chuckled. “I’m just having fun. You hair looks nice and your shoes are pretty.”

She seriously went there. Rainbow was the type of woman—as they’d discovered—who periodically needed to be told she was pretty. At first, Dexx had thought it was a weakness, but he’d since realized she was a tough woman and needed the positive feedback occasionally. “That’s not how you use it.” Though, that’s often what he did with Rainbow to diffuse a situation. If he saw she was about to melt, he told her she had pretty shoes. Usually, it worked. 

Paige grinned victoriously. “Got your pretty pink panties in a twist, didn’t it?”

″That only happened once.”

″Twice. That I caught you.”

″Once. In red. And once in black,” he muttered. He’d only been caught wearing silk underwear once though. Rainbow saw it when Hattie had gone full cat on him in the middle of town while chasing a perp. Silk just felt… good.

The store was busy for a weekday. It was strange how many people didn’t have a job to go to. “Kinda busy for a Thursday, isn’t it?”

″Not everybody has a job that keeps them locked to their schedule like we do. Don’t be a judgey ass, love.” Paige sighed at a box of diapers. 

Dexx pursed his lips. “Did those diapers do something to you?” 

″Babies are just so damned expensive. I was really looking forward to getting over this part with Bobby.” 

″Well, we’re still in the habit.” That’s all he had because the grown-up part of him had been looking forward to a life without diapers too. But, you know, baby. Yay. Very happy. 

She grunted and moved on. 

″So.” The question he needed to ask was difficult, but only because the thought terrified him. He was barely comfortable with being a shifter. He was about to father two witch babies. His babies. Dexx pulled the question past his walls. “Do you know what the little ones’ gifts are?”

″What, like super sarcasm? Or bullshittism?” Paige rubbed her eyes while staring at a wall of bottles. “We should still be fine here.” But her tone sounded pissed and he didn’t understand why. 

Maybe he’d gone too far with something. He replayed the recent conversations, but didn’t find anything worth noting. “I was leaning more towards Whiskey gifts. Though every Whiskey so far has super sarcasm, so…I guess that’s a thing now.” 

″You want to know if you’ll have a demon hunter as a son, don’t you?” Paige spun on her heel and headed down the aisle, turning into toys.

Dexx scooted behind her, a hand lightly at the small of her back. “No. I was wondering if you’re reading my mind, like Les did with Kammy. Or if you’re going to burst into flame or set my face on fire when you’re pissed.” 

The Whiskeys sometimes had kids who developed their powers in utero, and they could be manifested through their mother. But Leslie was the only one Dexx had seen do that.

″Why? Am I scaring you?” Paige drew down her eyes in a deep scowl.

″Uh, no babe. I’m, um—”

″You’re totally scared.” She chuckled, but it wasn’t a happy one. “And, no. I don’t know if they even have any witchy abilities. They’re shifters. Ancients, like I said.”

She’d gone to see some desert shaman or something in Utah and she’d “met” her twins. Neat trick, that one. But… were they shifters and witches? Or just shifters? And was that even possible? To have a shifter born from a witch that wasn’t a witch? He just didn’t know and it was making him nervous. 

Paige set her hand on a car seat and let her head fall back. She wore a jacket over her blouse, covering her service pistol. It just wouldn’t do to scare the mundanes wandering around the store with an armed pregnant woman. 

Dexx watched the other moms and dads wandering around the store. Well, they should be dads but they could be uncles or surrogate dads. 

Wow. He was being super judgey. But… he was the surrogate dad, the adoring uncle, the adoptive dad, and was about to be the sperm-donor dad, so…Yeah. He was being super judgey.

The thing that really bothered him was the normalcy of it all. The mundanes doing mundane things. It was all so boring. 

Nick and Rachel Whiskey had been his introduction into the paranormal world over a decade ago. Rachel had been a witch who understood what had happened to his brother when he’d been possessed by a demon. Nick, her son and Dexx’s best friend, had helped him cope using his empathic abilities. That had been his ticket to… not greatness. No, not that, but something more, like this was always meant for him. 

The only thing great about him was Jackie, his 1970 Dodge Challenger. Now that was great. And maybe a couple other things. Like Paige. 

But to be mundane. Ugh. That was a slow death.

Without ever seeing how she did it, Paige managed to fill their buggy with baby things. “Babe, don’t we already have all of this stuff? From Bobby?”

″We don’t have the little stuff. Remember the big boxes of Goodwill we got rid of when we moved here?”

″No.” So that’s what that stuff had been. He and Tru had just hauled it out to the truck and dropped the boxes off. 

″You’re such a man.” Paige huffed.

Dexx inhaled and smelled her rising anger. Time to nip that. “But I’m your man. I’m the best man in here. I might be the only man in here. Look all those guys. They’re… domestic.”

″So, are you. You just haven’t been trained yet. Les says you’re coming along slowly, but progress is being made.” She added insult to injury with a smile. “You even use the toilet on a regular basis now.”

Dexx returned the smile, if showing teeth was a smile. Because she really was just pushing buttons now. “I’m not a cat learning to use the litter box.”

A crash and screams sent him into defense mode. 

Dexx reached into his coat for his Eagle before he knew it. Firmly gripping the pistol, he barged toward the disturbance. 

There were more screams as he let his Eagle lead the way. 

A man froze in the act of getting up from a dislodged display of toddler toys.

Women screamed and covered their babies with protective arms as they saw the gun.

Well, crap. He may have overreacted. Whoops. Dexx put the gun away, his other hand out. “It’s okay, Troutdale Police.” He fumbled for his badge, but it wouldn’t come free. 

Too many hysterical mothers weren’t listening. They ran from the store, screaming about a man with a gun. Were all women like this when they were pregnant? He’d just told them was the police. They were safe.

Store security ran up with tasers at the ready, eyes wide. 

Really? Tasers? Those worked on, well nothing important.

″Put your gun down!” The younger guard’s voice cracked. 

His gun was already stowed. “Relax, Troutdale PD.” Dexx jerked at his badge that still hadn’t come free. 

The kid pulled the trigger.

The electrified spikes punctured Dexx’s skin at his abdomen and dropped him where he stood. The current made his muscles rigid and he couldn’t unclench.

Fucking tasers. 

That hurt.

Dexx vaguely heard Paige come up, telling the dispersing crowd and the security morons to relax. Troutdale PD.

The electricity abated.

Hattie was ready to eat somebody. The taser had jolted right through to her too. 

Dexx twitched on the floor a little longer as the electricity relaxed, giving him control of his muscles again. He got to his feet. It felt like electricity still coursed through him. Fucking tasers.

″I hope you’re ready to spend the night in jail, punk.” Dexx grabbed the security whelp by the collar. “In my jail.”

″Relax, Dexx.” Paige pulled his arm down. She was surprisingly strong, or he was weak. 

No, she had to be strong.

″It was an accident,” the kid said.

″How about you accidently lose some teeth? I’m with the police department, you little—”

″Dexx.” Paige had that tone. 

He could feel her alpha will on him, calming him, pushing down his rage.

The kid’s eyes were as wide as they could go. 

At least the store had cleared out. Nobody saw him get dropped to the floor. “Isn’t this assault or something?” That should be good for at least a night in the slammer.

″It would be if you hadn’t scared everyone by pulling your gun. Sometimes you should look before you leap.”

″How do you think I got here? It wasn’t braille.” His eyes had been wide open, but… perhaps he could have kept his weapon stowed. This cop stuff was difficult to learn. 

″It’s okay.” Paige read the security boy’s magnetic badge. “Edward. You just go back to guarding the store.” 

Edward nodded once and disappeared.

Paige’s lips quivered. Was that laughter she was hiding?

It had better not be. “Let’s go. I’m done with this place. Kinda hoping it burns down tonight.” Dexx turned from the scattered display to the entrance.

Dexx still had some jerky leg muscles, and his knee almost spilled him over more than once.

The community board at the door stopped him completely. A flyer for a car show was copied on a sheet of blue paper. It was for Saturday, and sounded like fun. Jackie hadn’t gone to a good show in quite some time, so maybe it would be just the thing they needed. 

Yeah. Cars and high octane. He ripped the flyer off the board. No. Fucking. Tasers.

Outside, Paige took his arm. 

He leaned on her a little. 

″You okay?”

″That little son of a bitch. That hurt.” This wasn’t one of his finest, most mature hours ever. He was about to be a dad. The sperm-donor kind. He should probably start acting his age a little. “Yeah, I guess I’m fine.” 

Paige raised her eyebrows and flattened her lips.

Dexx folded the car show invite and stuffed it into his back pocket. If he could keep from turning into an extinct cat, it wouldn’t get lost. Every time he shifted, he lost his clothes, his gun, his wallet, his badge, his knife. His phone.

″You’re a bit wobbly. It should wear off soon.” Paige was in the beginning of laughter. It could get uncontrollable.

That wasn’t what his ego needed right then. “Having fun?”

Paige broke. The laughter poured out of her. So glad she was amused.

″Just get in the car.” Dexx opened the door.

Paige got in, stifling more laughter.

Dexx got in on the driver’s side and started the car. “So, the next stop?” On the Hell tour. OBGYN. The fact that they had to make it an acronym was ominous enough. Like FBI or WAC. 

″That’s the plan.”

″You know where it is?” Dexx pulled out of the parking space and into the lot. 

Paige pulled her phone out. “Not really, but I have the webs.” 

Dexx pulled out into the street, and slipped through traffic.

″Hey, this isn’t a chase. And Tuck said to stop breaking the city.”

Even though they were in Portland, not Troutdale. 

Dexx followed Paige’s directions and pulled into the parking lot. A four-story building loomed over the entire campus. “I hate hospitals.”

″Good thing we’re here for me and not you.” Paige unbuckled. You can stay out here if you want, scaredy cat.”

″I ain’t scared of sh… of anything.” Because…babies. He should clean up his language. 

″Except a taser.” Paige grinned wide. “You can stay. If you need to.”

″Of course, I’m coming. Get out of my car.” 

Paige grinned again as he joined her on her side. 

″I still don’t know why this is necessary. Women have been having kids longer than electricity’s been around.”

″Yup. And the number of happy dads has increased with the use of it because, thanks to this, more of us survive. Stop crying and come on if you’re coming.”

He glared at her as they walked toward the building. It was going to take a lot more than two babies to take out his Whiskey witch. 










  
  
Chapter 2




The OBGYN was almost in Troutdale, so why they’d had to go to Portland in the first place. 

Dexx sauntered through the door Paige held open. He smiled playfully as he walked past. The office was tastefully decorated in bright wallpaper with expensive sofas and magazines spread out on a glass coffee table. 

Home and Garden, Woman’s Day, and a bunch of other super-flowery titles covered the table. Yuck.

Why couldn’t there be anything worth reading at any medical office? Nothing of interest caught his eye.

Paige checked in with the receptionist and began filling out the paperwork. 

Soft music played in the lobby. Covers of actual good music. Ugh. 

Nothing made an doctor’s office any better.

A bright graphic caught Dexx’s eye. He leaned forward and tugged one of the magazines. A copy of Muscle Car Today stared back. A single nugget of gold in the lobby. A real treat.

On the cover, an array of old cars were artfully set in a parking lot against a building backdrop. One of them was a Hemi ’Cuda. 

In big letters across the bottom, it read: Free Horsepower! We Show You How.

Dexx flipped open to the contents to see what could possibly help pull more ponies from under the hood. 

Paige stood and gave the clipboard back to the receptionist.

“Found something?” Paige sat next to Dexx on the sofa.

“Haven’t got that far yet, but I’m hoping.” Dexx turned to the article.

He agreed with the opening statement complaining about how manufacturers back in the day built cars for reliability, not the highest performance, even the high-performance version of each car. In later years, the aftermarket came in and released potential.

Paige insistently poked at Dexx. 

He looked up. “Yes?”

“Did you want to come with me?” She pointed her thumb at the door beside the receptionist.

Dexx flicked his eyes to the door propped open by a woman in purple scrubs. “Oh, yeah. Let’s do this.” He tossed the copy on the table and rose. 

Just when things were getting good. Oh well, Jackie had plenty of power. Would be nice to see if there was more he could do to her, though.

He and Paige followed the nurse to a height and weight station. Dexx flinched from a flat eyed stare as Paige had her weight taken, but her height was obviously not as soft a spot. 

The nurse led them to a room where she took Paige’s blood pressure, then instructed her to use the bathroom and pee in a cup.

When the BP cuff came off, Dexx held out his arm, “Can you do that to me?” 

Paige closed the bathroom door.

“Are you a patient?” The nurse asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Sure am,” Dexx said with one side of his mouth pulled high. “Once I waited six hours at the parts counter ’cause they said my pistons were in, but they were only on the way. They pushed me out an hour past closing. They said I was very patient.”

The nurse’s eyes went flat. “Are you a patient here?”

“Not really, but Paige wants the little ones on time. Although I am kind of excited to see the bean wiggle on the monitor.”

Redness colored the nurse’s blonde hairline. “Are you currently pregnant?” Her voice sounded clipped.

“Just the ones I put in Paige.”

“No.” The nurse’s cheeks went red, and she put the equipment away.

Cub, you are close to feeling that one’s claws. Hattie’s voice held a quiet laughter. 

I know, but sometimes these people need a little humor. I don’t think they get much of that.

Paige emerged from the bathroom with her cup full to the line indicated. The nurse helped her seal it, but not before Paige gave Dexx a look. 

That look. Dexx lifted a shoulder and tipped his head to the side.

“Come with me,” the nurse said, pleasant again. She showed them to a room with a high bed and a wide strip of paper stretching its length. A large roll cart laden with equipment, a monitor, and wires going everywhere sat on one side. 

That would be the baby detector. 

A second screen hung from the ceiling facing the bed. Probably didn’t have the Speed Channel.

“The doctor will be here in a moment. If you’re pregnant, lay on the table. We only need your pants unzipped and pulled down a scoche for this one.” She smiled pleasantly at Paige, but as she turned to leave, she smiled at Dexx. It was not the same smile.

I’ve still got it.

You are a foolish cub. Hattie laid her ears flat.

“You are a foolish cub.” Paige said, arms crossed.

“Hey, no fair eavesdropping on me and Hattie. That’s private,” Dexx said, wounded.

“It’s not private when you’re an ass.”

“Hey, I only have to grow older, I don’t have to grow up.”

“You may not get a chance to grow older if you don’t stop pissing people off.”

“Taser Face wasn’t my fault. I was trying to help.”

Paige grinned. “I’m totally using that. It’s never going to get old.”

“Shut up.” Dexx rolled his shoulders. The taser had left a low-grade buzz in his abs. It wasn’t pleasant, but maybe he’d get a six-pack out of it.

A knock sounded on the door and immediately afterward, it began to open.. 

“Busy,” Dexx called out immediately. He smiled as it shut.

“Dammit, Dexx.” Paige open her mouth to call her back.

“Shh. Wait. Let’s see how long it takes.” 

Paige started to frown, but a smile played at her lips.

Dexx counted to five before the knock sounded again, and the door opened hesitantly. “Miss Whiskey?”

“Yes,” she replied slowly. Her grin matched Dexx’s. She didn’t always play along.

The door opened fully, and the doctor poked her head around it. 

Dexx giggled as a relieved look crossed her face.

“Good one,” the doctor said. “I had to think about that.” She extended her hand to Paige. “Doctor Corsey.” 

Paige took the hand. “Paige Whiskey.”

“It looks like this is your twenty week? A little late for that isn’t it?”

“We’re busy a lot.”

“So, I hear.” She looked at Dexx, but there was humor in her brown eyes. “Okay, this shouldn’t take long. Are you the father or a well-wisher?”

Dexx wrinkled his brow. “Yes,” he said proudly.

Confusion crossed the doctor’s face, but she recovered quickly. “Good. Not enough fathers take an interest in their baby’s lives.” 

Paige just gave him a dry look and shook her head.

Doctor Corsey set about turning the machine on and entering data into the computer. “Is this your first?”

“No, I have one—two others.” 

Dexx knew why she tripped on that one. Technically, she’d only given birth to Leah, but by all the records, she’d also given birth to Bobby, the baby they’d adopted. He was a prophet and, thus, in danger from both demons and angels who were hunting for him. In order to protect him after his mother had been murdered, several angels and Ethel had set up false records making it appear as though Paige had given birth to him. It had taken quite a bit because, during her “final month,” she’d been in Louisiana solving a brutal murder investigation. 

Doctor Corsey stopped her typing and looked up. 

“The house has a lot of kids. Sorry.”

That was a crappy cover even for him. 

“Well, it’s common to be a little forgetful. We call it pregnant brain. It’s a thing.” She entered more info into the computer. Zero judgement on her face. 

Dexx shared a look with Paige. That was too close. 

Doctor Corsey finished with the computer and picked up a bottle. “We have a warmer, but sometimes it’s still a little cold.”

“Oh, the joys of being a woman.” Paige folded the corners of her jeans in and pushed them down a little. She raised her shirt.

Doctor Corsey squirted a liberal amount of the fluid on Paige’s lower belly, right on the baby bump.

“Nope, not too cold,” Paige said.

“Perfect. Now, if you look at the monitor, we can see junior.” Corsey slipped a plastic looking cover on a white wand and rubbed it on Paige’s baby bump. 

Squiggly lines in black and white up on the monitor made no sense to Dexx. The picture was in a sharp V, but was meaningless.

“I don’t get it.” He squinted his eyes and cocked his head.

“Well,” Corsey said, “he’s being a little stubborn.”

“It’s a boy? I didn’t want to know that.”

“I haven’t got a good picture yet, Mr. Whiskey.”

“It’s Colt, not Whiskey.” Dexx flattened his lips at Paige. 

She was trying to keep her stomach still and laugh at the same time.

“Ah, there you are,” Corsey said triumphantly. “Little bean was being difficult. Oh, look. There’s two of them in there.”

“See, you are the father.” Paige kept her eyes on the monitor.

“Shh, I’m trying to see.”

Doctor Corsey looked at Paige. “You aren’t surprised?” 

Paige shook her head. “Had a feeling.”

Corsey went back to the monitor with a shrug. “Looking good. All the pieces are there.” The doctor drew out her words as she moved the wand around.

Dexx couldn’t see anything except two bean shaped… somethings.

The doctor scrubbed around a while longer, giving different views of the babies. That’s all Dexx could see of the growing humans.

Paige said she already knew their sexes and what spirit animals had chosen them, but he’d informed her then he didn’t want to know, and he was holding to that. He wanted it to be a surprise. 

“Did you want a picture?” The doctor asked wiggling the wand.

“Yes,” Paige answered immediately.

“And you didn’t want to know the sex?”

“No,” Dexx said the same time Paige said yes.

“Okay, Mr. Whiskey, if you would like to turn around?”

“It’s Colt.”

Paige stifled a giggle.

“Of course it is,” the doctor said, still looking at her monitor. 

Dexx turned away from the monitor for a second. “Okay dad, you can turn around.”

“Really? You’re done?” 

“Yes, you can turn around, Mr. Whiskey.”

“Colt.” The woman’s forgetfulness was getting old.

“You have a choice now, Miss Whiskey, for all intents and purposes, we’re done here, but if you would like, we can look a while longer.”

“Let’s look some more. I really didn’t get a chance to look at the others.”

“Very good, we can do that. Now, as for dad, do you plan to be a big part in junior’s gestation?”

“Huh?” That came from left field.

“Talking to them , playing and so forth? You can even listen to the heartbeats if you’re so inclined.”

“Heartbeat? So that’s what it is.”

“Yes, Mr. Whiskey, their hearts are one of the first organs to form. Cardiac cells start working only days after conception.”

″Colt. Mr. Colt.”

“If you press your ear on her left side, you’ll be able to hear the babies’ heart clearer as time goes on.” The doctor slid the wand on Paige’s left to demonstrate where he could find the heartbeat.

“Good to know.” Dexx stepped back and crossed his arms. “So, I’m counting about a hundred and thirty-six or so beats per minute. Is that right?”

“What?” Doctor Corsey’s eyes opened wide. “How do you know that?”

Paige turned a warning look at Dexx. Nobody outside the paranormal community was supposed to know about paranormals or shapeshifter, but she’d been calling him Mr. Whiskey since she’d stepped in and it was irritating him. After his taser attack, he wasn’t feeling very mature. 

“Research. You can find anything on the web. Except cheap airfare. That’s expensive everywhere.” Dexx smiled. 

Too bad he couldn’t shift. She’d remember his name then.

Doctor Corsey continued to look at Dexx from the corner of her eye while still studying the monitor. “Like I said before, everything looks normal, as babies should—”

He saw a baby’s arm—or maybe a leg—change. It shrunk and reformed into something else. It looked like a bat wing, if he had to guess, then it was back to… whatever it was to begin with. Doctor Corsey tried to zoom in on the spot, really digging into Paige’s belly.

“I thought I saw…”

“It’s Dexx.” Paige put in, perhaps too quickly. Paige must have seen it too. “He can try the patience of a stone.”

“I can. I really can.” He put on his best smile, it usually worked on women. 

The doctor did a double take at Dexx, then went back her computer, confusion all over her face. She gave her head a slight shake and moved the wand around more. Nothing out of the ordinary showed in the mass of confusion on the screen.

“Well,” the doctor said as if remembering there were other people in the room, “I think everything looks good in there, and I’m all done here. Your next appointment should be made for a month from now. You can schedule that with the receptionist before you leave.” 

“Great.” Paige nodded with a pinched smile. 

Doctor Corsey pulled the latex cover off the wand and threw it away, and handed Paige a towel. “Due to your age and the fact that you’re carrying twins, there are a few more blood tests I’d like to run when you come back, so I’ll need you to fast next time.” 

“Okay.” Paige said as she took it and cleaned off the gel from her stomach.

The doctor smiled warmly at him. “I’ll just let you get cleaned up. It was nice to meet you.” She didn’t take her eyes off of him until she left the room. 

Maybe a little too much charm.

“I really don’t know how you do that.” Paige was pulling up her pants, and having a little difficulty with the zipper. “And now I feel fat. Great.”

“How I do what?”

“How you…” Paige gave one final pull on the zipper and buttoned the top. “Just smile, and no matter how much of an ass you’ve been, they just fawn all over you.”

“I didn’t do anything. I was just me. And she kept calling me ‘Mr. Whiskey.’”

“That’s what I liked about her. And now you ruined her.”

“Not my fault she fell for it.”

“Well, just so long as you know, I’ll hunt you down if you ever go astray.”

“Stray is the very definition of cat, and I’m the biggest there is.” Dexx held his hands out to his sides.

″A-stray. Not, a stray. I’m a jealous woman, Dexx, and a witch. I won’t wait for karma. I am karma.” Paige patted the button of her pants.

“I know this all too well. I’ve been nearly killed, oh… too many times to count since I first started looking at you as… a woman. I figure karma is a female, and she wants me too.”

“Shut up, you stray, fat cat.” Paige stepped into Dexx and wrapped her arms around him. 

He hugged her close. “Only I get to say that.”

“Of course. Whatever you say.” Paige said the words, but he didn’t feel any sincerity out of her. She raised up on her tip toes and kissed him. 

Dexx kissed her back. She really was the only woman for him. No matter how much he liked to look at all the others.

“You are going to have to grow up, you know.”

“Hey, all I have to do is—”

“Grow older, not up. Yeah, I got the memo. But it won’t work forever. This is your third and fourth child.”

“I don’t think Leah counts. I never changed her diapers.”

“You’ve been around in some of her formative years, and I wasn’t. She trusts you as much as any dad.”

Dexx shrugged it off. “Nah. She’s a fair hand in the garage, but I’m only uncle Dexx. Just like a father, but cooler.”

“If you say so.” Paige led the way out of the ultrasound room.

Paige’s phone rang as the door closed behind them. A simple whistle. She answered it immediately. “Whiskey,” she said, all business.

She sounded so official, so grown. Which was why she got to run the Red Star Division. When she was around, of course.

“Yes, I can be there in an hour. I’ll have to grab a few things, and I can—” She paused and listened to the other person. 

Dexx couldn’t hear the other end of the phone quite clearly, but it sounded like Paige was being called away again. For more elders’ bullshit. 

“Okay. Email me the details.” She hung up. 

They were always calling her to fix problems they couldn’t. Because she was a witch, and none of them were.

“I have to go, my lovely man.”

“I heard. More shifter problems they need a witch for?”

“I love you,” Paige said as Dexx’s phone rang.

Dexx ignored the call. It wasn’t in his contact list. He picked up the copy of Muscle Car Today as they left the office without making a follow-up appointment.

After all, neither one of them knew if she’d make the next visit. Not with her schedule. 










  
  
Chapter 3




Dexx followed Paige out to the parking lot. “We need to talk about what happened up there.” 

Paige didn’t look at Dexx. “About what?”

“Can we even go to a mundane doctor? Our babies are shifting in the womb.” And then another thought struck him. “Does it hurt?” 

Paige scowled. “It feels like I have two babies growing inside me.” 

“But…claws?” 

“Other mothers—the furry kind—do this all the time.” 

“But they’re not as fragile as… humans.” 

Paige shrugged. “Maybe I’m not, either.” 

Dexx’s phone rang again. The number wasn’t one he recognized. Must be a salesman. Those people were some of the lowest scum, but only because he usually bought what they had to sell. He swiped the red icon.

“Did we need to go back to the house?” Because he didn’t know. Sometimes, they picked her up. Sometimes, she had to go to them. The elders didn’t always accommodate her when they summoned her.

“No, they’ll send a car to the station.”

He walked to the driver’s door and paused. “Our babies are witches, too, aren’t they?”

“Probably,” she said softly. “Most witch families don’t necessarily have witch children, but for as long as we have records, all Whiskeys have had witch children.”

Dexx opened the door and got in. The sun had warmed up the metal of the car door enough that it was past warm but not quite hot. Soon, it wouldn’t be pleasant to hang an arm out the window.

Paige was going to have a witch-shifter babies. What would that look like?

He started the car and they left for the station.

Dexx’s phone buzzed in his palm. That same number came up again. Dexx blew out his cheeks. When would they learn?

Dexx swiped open the call and put the phone to his head. “Look, I don’t know who you are, but take me off your call list. I don’t want any now, and I won’t ever want any, so stop calling.”

“This is Director Lovejoy of the Federal Bureau of Investigations. Am I speaking to Dexx Colt?”

Oh shit. Oops. “Sorry, Director Lovejoy, I’ve been getting a lot of calls that I don’t want lately.”

“I was able to put that together. Thank you.” She sounded like she was about to chew rocks and spit concrete.

“What can I do for you?”

Paige’s eyes widened. She mouthed, “What does she want?”

Dexx wrinkled his forehead and shrugged with a shoulder.

“I have a crew in Portland investigating a bank robbery. It’s quite strange, and I know you have some expertise in tracking hard-to-find… suspects. I want you to check it out.”

Oh yes, hard-to-find suspects like a djinn that came too close to killing him and his nephew, Tyler. A djinn that he happened to work with on a daily basis and who had framed the entire Red Star Division. That kind of hard-to-find.

“Well, I don’t know that this is right up my alley, but I’d be happy to help. Don’t you have a bunch of people that do this sort of thing, though?” 

Paige was going to wear a hole in his seat if she kept wiggling. He batted at her arm to stop. 

She jutted her chin out and lifted her brows.

“Not really. I need you to get to the First Bank of Portland as quickly as you can.”

“Should I bring Paige along? She has more… equipment than I do.”

“It’s my understanding that she’s been called away on other business.”

Wow, news traveled fast. “She just got the call about five minutes ago. How do you know already?”

“I need you down at First Bank of Portland. I need you there as quickly as you can get there without unnecessary public property damage.”

Wow, news really did get around. “No problem. I’ll be there in thirty.”

“Good. If you have anyone you trust, you can bring them with you.”

Dexx pulled up one side of his lip. That was a strange thing to say. “I’ll be there as soon as I can.” Dexx hung up the phone.

“What did she want?” 

“I guess there’s a bank that was robbed. First Bank of Portland, and they want me to check it out. And I can bring someone I trust. Normally, I’d say that was you, but since you’re hopping a plane, that won’t work. Oh yeah, and she knew you were hopping a plane.”

“Doesn’t surprise me. She knows a lot more than we think she does.” 

“That’s kind of scary. The government knowing so much about your life.”

“That’s the community we live in. There have to be more rules for us since we’re more than a normal person.”

“Still, I think it’s a bit much.”

Paige just flattened her lips together. They didn’t agree on how much the authorities should know about their lives.

Dexx pulled into the rear lot of the station, the gate rolling back smoothly after he punched in his code. 

Dexx led Paige through the door separating the hallway from the front work area. 

Tarik, a djinn, was talking quietly with Rainbow Blu at her desk. Tarik looked Middle Eastern, though he didn’t have an accent. He was the oldest man Dexx knew. He wouldn’t admit how old he was, but as a djinn, Dexx would bet he was ancient. 

But he’d changed after their last case. Tarik had been possessed by an entire horde of djinn. After they’d exorcised the demons… Tarik wasn’t even sure was a djinn anymore. 

Rainbow Blu was a rusalka, a creature who lured people to the water to drown them. Or, at least, that was the common story. Mostly, she had a really weird connection to water and could feel death. She was petite, had gorgeous skin tone, and an afro that made a lot of white girls Dexx knew jealous. 

Ethel, their forensics examiner and only mundane, had a chair pulled up on the side of Rainbow’s desk, listening. She was taller, rounder, and so white, she almost glowed in the dark. She didn’t fraternize with the sun much. This month, her blonde hair was tipped in pink, but her lips, nails, and eyeliner were as black as she could make it. 

Michelle Gomez picked at the vines nearly covering her desk. She was smiling like the vines had told her a joke. They might have. She was a dryad and they could be having a conversation for all that Dexx knew. She was the only person on his team with any police experience, besides Paige. They’d been detectives together in Dallas. 

Greta Van Sant sat at her desk, tapping a pen on a file folder, clicking the ink cartridge in and out. Being a Valkyrie, she probably thought they should be doing more busting heads and less time waiting around. That’s what made her Dexx’s favorite.

Greta, who preferred to be called Frey, was tall, lithe, gorgeous, and looked more like a Viking princess warrior. Or an Amazon. Whichever kicked more butt. She was that.

Dexx stepped into the office that had once been Paige’s and was now mostly his, and sat down in his chair. That frikkin’ security guard’s taser shot still ached. Maybe they should look into those things. If it was effective against him, it should be pretty good against any shifter. 

Hattie bristled.

Laughter poured in through the open door. Right on que. 

Paige was probably telling them about the trip to the baby store. 

“See how much you like it when I shoot you with one!” he shouted to them.

More laughter came through the door.

Dexx growled as he rose from the chair. He had to get to a crime scene. Revenge would have to wait. “Hey, Gomez. Are you busy?”

Michelle’s head jerked up. “Not really. Why?”

“I need you to come with me into town. Seems we have a bank robber they want us to take a crack at.”

Michelle looked puzzled. “Wouldn’t Paige be better at that than me?”

“Sure, but I don’t think she can scour a crime scene long-distance.”

Paige grimaced. “I have to go away for a few days.”

Rainbow’s eyes fell to the desk. “But you’re always away.”

“Dexx only burned the house down the one time. You’ll be okay, I promise.”

That time had almost ended the Red Star Division for good. A pack of djinn and an angel tried to kill them in a bid to take over the world. They would have succeeded too, except Dexx had the reluctant help of other angels. Mike Jones—Genael—was a cursed angel. Michael was plenty pissed when he found the deserter.

“So, how about it, Gomez, you ready to check out a bank?” 

Frey looked like she was going to stand and offer herself, but a raised eyebrow from Dexx stopped her. She was far too ready to do the fun stuff, but not the work-part of work.

“I can finish my paperwork when I get back,” Frey offered lightly.

“Stay and do your paperwork. Gomez, you’re with me.” 

Michelle put down the vine and grabbed her jacket. 

“Pea, I gotta go. Lovejoy wants me there as soon as possible.”

“I heard. Just don’t break the city.”

“Won’t let that one go, will you? Everyone keeps saying that, and it wasn’t my fault. Those were all other people. Mostly.” Dexx pulled her up into a tight hug and kissed her. Where would she be going this time?

“I don’t want to keep you, go solve a robbery.” Paige broke away and stood next to Rainbow. Tarik’s striking blue eyes flicked between the two of them. 

“I’ll see you when you get back, Pea. I love you.”

“I love you too. Go.” Paige shooed him away with a gesture.

“Come on.” Dexx motioned to Michelle with a jerk of his head.

Outside, they buckled in and set off for First Bank of Portland.

Gomez mapped the address, and it came up on the far side of the city, in downtown Portland. Traffic was as horrible as Denver on any given day. Dexx hated traffic. Too many people pressed close together, like New York. Both places he wouldn’t mind never seeing again.

Dexx made two passes in front of the bank before finding a place to park. There were simply too many FBI rigs to allow for yet another car. Luckily, a spot opened up on a side street and Jackie had a nice shady space to cool off in.

The bank lobby crawled with agents in dark glasses and dark blue coats emblazoned with the large letters of the FBI on their backs. The area was closed off with crime scene tape and posted guards.

As Dexx approached with Gomez, one of the FBI agents held up a hand. “Closed.” 

Dexx narrowed his eyes behind his sun glasses. Government types. Always assuming they had authority over everyone. Dexx pulled his badge out. “Red Star Division. I got a call to come check out the scene. This is my partner, Detective Michelle Gomez.”

“Red Star? Sounds like a bad TV cop show. Get out of here before I have you removed.” The agent wasn’t really a nice guy. Dexx was going to call him Agent Douche.

“I got a call from Director Lovejoy to come down and take a look.”

“Never heard of him. Now scram.” Agent Douche dropped his hand to his holstered pistol.

“Dexx,” Michelle touched his arm. “I think we should go.”

Something ticked at Dexx, urging his inner alpha to rise to the surface. It clawed at him, raging like a caged animal. Agent Douche was an alpha. 

Agent Douche’s nostrils flared as if he’d just made the connection as well. 

“Dexx?” A man in a suit asked from a group of agents. “Dexx Colt?”

Dexx looked past Agent Douche to Oliver Eastwood, the head of the Eastwood coven since Merry Eastwood had been put away in elder prison. Hopefully forever.

“Hey, Olli.” With great force, Dexx pushed down his alpha instincts to tear Agent Douche’s throat out.

Oliver reached the tape. “Let him through.”

“I got orders to keep everyone back.” Agent Douche didn’t appear as though he was going to calm himself down anytime soon. 

“And I sort of own the building you’re standing in. Let ’em pass.”

Agent Douche and Oliver had a staring contest, then the agent shrugged and stood to the side. 

Dexx and Gomez ducked under the tape. “Who’s in charge here?” Dexx asked after they shook hands. 

Oliver had a good grip for living a privileged life. “Special agent Chu. He’s inside. Come with me.”

The bank was like many others he’d seen through the years. Wide strips of carpet led to the teller stations. Polished red stone was everywhere else, set with planters filled with healthy plants. A tree reached for the high ceiling next to a window. Paige would love it. 

The photographer was still there snapping pictures of things they thought were important. 

If Dexx had been called and this was his kind of case, the pictures wouldn’t be much help.

Oliver introduced Dexx to the agent in charge. “Agent Chu, this is Dexx Colt. He said he got a call?”

Chu was a short man with close-cut cropped hair and dark eyes. He wore a gun on his hip that looked too big for him, but at least he seemed familiar with it. 

Dexx smelled confidence on the man’s scent. He didn’t twitch with nervousness like a newbie. He had experience. 

“Director Lovejoy call you? She said she had a local coming down to help. Don’t know what you can do that we can’t, though.”

“I guess we’ll find out. I’ll just have a quiet look around with my partner.” 

Chu nodded once and turned to Oliver. “We have the break-in timed about five this morning.”

Gomez backed off to the side with Dexx. “Do you know what we’re doing here? It looks like they have it well in hand.”

“Maybe they do, maybe they don’t. Chu said the robbery was about five this morning, so there weren’t any hostages and no note with ‘this is a stick up’ on it. My guess is that we need to use our abilities as not-mundanes. Meet me here in five minutes and we’ll compare notes.”

Michelle nodded but didn’t move. She lost focus, obviously in tree-mode.

Okay, Hattie. Tell me about what happened here.

I can tell you nothing, cub. This is your world, not mine.

I’m hating you a little bit right now, fat cat. 

Hattie said nothing else, but she remained alert. 

Dexx slipped by the agents wandering through the bank. What could he find that they wouldn’t? What was he even— whoa. That was different. A cold scent. Inhuman, but not like a demon. It was gone. 

Dexx looked at each of the FBI. They were all mundane.

Dexx stood behind the counter. 

Michelle hadn’t moved from where he left her against the wall. 

Look for something out of the ordinary. Something easily overlooked. What could or would that look like?

The scent came back, choppy, mingling with mundanes, but it was there. And again closer to the vault. Made sense it would be there, since it was robbed.

“It was one of ours, wasn’t it?” Oliver said quietly beside him.

Dexx hadn’t even noticed him sneaking up. “It’s looking more and more that way,” Dexx agreed. “Do have any idea who it could be?”

“No. The safe is warded and spelled, so it should be next to impossible for anyone to break in.”

“It’s not anymore.” Dexx stood straight next to Oliver. He was a good-looking man in his suit with his perfect face and hair.

Are you showing off? Hattie was amused.

No, I’m not. This guy’s a poof. I don’t need to show off. But I could.

You are. Hattie was poking buttons. 

Am not. Anyway. Can you feel anything? That smell is strange. It’s cold, foreign.

I feel like I should know it.

The vault was single large room next to the safety deposit room. A finned vent at the top of the wall connected the rooms together for ventilation. That could have been compromised, but it was far too small for a human and a long drop for anyone who could fit through it. 

The scent was heavy inside the vault. Whoever it was stayed there for a while. 

Two agents walked through, twisting past Dexx without acknowledging him. 

Dexx peered up at the vent. A couple of the fins looked stretched open, like a kid’s playful fingers got to it. Probably nothing. 

“How much was taken?” Dexx asked. Oliver watched him closely.

“Two and a half.”

“Million?”

“Give or take some. We won’t have an accurate count for a few days.”

Damn, that was a lot of money. Nobody deserved to be robbed more than the Eastwood witches, but two and a half million was a certifiable ass-ton of cash.

And whoever did it didn’t leave any evidence. Except for a strange scent.

Dexx left the vault and checked the deposit room. The vent on that side was above the security boxes. Dexx peered up at it. The same little stretch in the fins. Hm. Maybe it was a manufacturing defect.

Dexx’s phone cried, “Taste the rainbow. Taste it!”

He swiped the green button to accept Rainbow’s call. “Yeah,” he said before he got it to his ear.

“Dexx, it wasn’t me.” Rainbow said flatly.

“What wasn’t you?” He didn’t have time for twenty questions.

“There’s a body.”

Well, shit.
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