
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Blood Legacy

Every legacy has a bloodline...

By

Amber Anthony


Copyright © 2021 by Amber Anthony

WARNING: THE UNAUTHORIZED reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. 

Names, characters, and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author or the publisher.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

Thank you for respecting our intellectual property.

Paperback ISBN 978-1-7343822-3-5

eBook ISBN 979-8-2016708-8-7

Credits

Edited by

Michelle’s Edits

Cover Artist: Kelly Ann Martin, kam.design

Photography by konradbak (DepositPhotos), cokacoka (DepositPhotos), heckmannoleg (DepositPhotos)

Published by Amber Anthony

Printed in the United States of America

06222021

Blood Legacy, Tales from the Gaoler, Book Two

Isla Cathcart is a good Scottish woman. Gerry McIntosh is a good Scottish vampire. Ssh, don’t tell Isla he’s a vampire.

Isla’s extended family has a true claim to an ancient Scottish castle given to her twelve times grandmother by Henry VIII. How can she prove that ownership when it was stolen by royal bureaucracy and misogyny?

Enamored with bonnie Isla, Gerry recruits his vampire friends to help her. Ssh, don’t talk about those vampires either, or the fact that they own the international resorts that want to partner with the Cathcarts.

When Isla discovers Gerry is ‘undead’ all bets are off. Will their differences be the stake through their relationship?

Isla discovers there are good and bad vampires in the world. Can Gerry prove to Isla that while many vampires are crazy dangerous, he’s only crazy in love with her?

***
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TOP PICK PARANORMAL Author Amber Anthony puts the right bite to bed. Go up and click ‘Buy Now’ to find out what happens when Isla falls in love with a vampire. Every legacy has a bloodline.

Dedication


We dedicate this book to our loyal family of readers and peers who encouraged our return to the paranormal realm.

Thank you, Elaine, and Sharon for the Scottish perspectives! 

Thank you, Michelle for your second set of eyes.



Note: Whiskey vs. Whisky. Irish Whiskey and Scotch Have Different Production Processes. So if you are reading the word spelled two ways, yes... it will happen in this book..





Brenner’s Edicts for the Undead


❖  Vampires are the ultimate Doms.

❖  Stay out of mortal’s relationships, no good comes from intervening.

❖  Never get involved with mortal females, they break too easily.

❖  Emotional relationships with mortals are difficult, they can’t detach.

❖  Immortality is an illusion; vampires can be killed.

❖  The number one mannerism for appearing human: inhale/exhale, repeat.

❖  To be irresistible to donors, hang out with your fangs out.

❖  The first bite is the sweetest.

❖  Pale is the new tan.



The Vampire’s Golden Rule

It’s not the bite you get, it’s the bite you give.
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Prologue
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Saturday, 2nd January 1971 was like so many other mid-winter’s days in Scotland, damp, grey, and cold. Gerard McIntosh, his girlfriend, Fiona Duncan, and a new chum from the university, Conall MacCalla shuffled through the tight rows of seats at Ibrox Stadium. Today they were going to watch Rangers play Celtic in an Old Firm football game.

A grimy shroud of cigarette fog hung closely over almost eight thousand fans. Gerard chuckled. “I don’t know how they’re going to breathe down there on the pitch. What a dreich day!”

Conall, ever-ready with historical insight, scoffed, “Years ago coal soot and wood smoke would have been added to the tobacco fog. The air is practically pristine now.”

Fiona shot an accusatory glance at the college history professor. “So, we buck up and quit our bitchin’?”

Gerard wrapped an arm around his girlfriend and gazed longingly at her cameo-like profile. “Fi, when are you going to make me an honest man?”

Conall began reading the program. He sniffed at Gerard. “And a damn fine place to ask for her hand, don’t you think?”

Gerry grimaced. “I asked for that a week ago. Now I’m asking for an answer.” Gerry noticed the couple sitting in the row before them, shoulder-to-shoulder, holding hands and tilting their heads romantically close. During his chat about marriage, the teenage couple grinned and exchanged playful kisses. The girl, just a wisp of a thing, shivered under her Rangers jacket.

Conall sat with a heavy Rangers blanket folded on his lap. Gerry reached around Fi and tapped Conall. “How about you let the young lovers cuddle under your blanket?”

Conall and Gerry unfurled the colorful wool and leaned forward. “Would you two want to borrow my friend’s blanket?”

The girl blushed furiously. “I didn’t realize how brisk the wind would be. Even my Kyle here can’t keep me warm.”

The boyfriend turned to Gerry. “I can’t keep her warm like I usually do... here in a stadium.” The young lass playfully swatted her boyfriend with mittened hands. 

Gerry and Conall spread out the blanket behind them. They stood and cocooned themselves, waiting for the game to begin.

While the tension played out on the football pitch, Gerry was distracted by everything around him. Fiona wasn’t returning his affectionate cuddles. Lost in conversation, she hung on Conall’s descriptions of a class he’d be teaching in the second term at the University of Glasgow. 

Clearly Gerry was the odd man out, the only one watching the game. The young couple huddled in Ranger colors, made out between playful whispers. When Gerry turned to his friends for conversation, he couldn’t get in a word. Fiona and Conall heatedly debated Scottish radicalism. Why am I even here?

At halftime, Gerard shamelessly eavesdropped on Kyle and Lyra’s hopefully devoted conversation. “You know it’s the only place in three countries where I can polish my skills. The family distillery needs that level of expertise. I need the education to keep the business alive. It’s our future.”

Lyra sagged closer to Kyle, nodding. “I know. And I want you to be the best master distiller in our land. It just seems you’ll be at the ends of the earth.”

“Oh, come on, girl. I’ll be home once a month and on breaks. You could travel to see me.”

Gerry grinned at the thought of a Scottish father letting such a bonnie lass leave for an unsupervised weekend visit with a boyfriend.

Kyle continued. “You have to work with my mum and dad on the new images for packaging. We talked about this; we each have a part to play. While I’m away, graphics school should be your greatest focus.” He kissed her lightly. “Just think, in a few years, we’ll be married and taking over the business.”

The young couple’s sweet regard and easy body language melted Gerry’s heart. Meanwhile, in his row, Conall stopped yammering about the politicization of Scottish nationalism and the professor’s eyes danced at the radical feminist next to him. 

Hands deep in his coat pockets, Gerry shivered. “Fi, give the man a break. Have either of you even watched the game?”

Fiona turned to Gerry. “I have no love for the sport. I came to enjoy the two of you and the pub dinner afterward.” She looked at the scoreboard and back at the crowd. “See, people are leaving already. We can catch the final score at the pub. You know Celtic will win.”

Ranger fan Gerry’s enthusiasm flagged. He recognized Conall was the target of Fiona’s flirtatious body language. Well, I’ve got my answer about a future union.

When the three stood up, the couple in front of them turned. Kyle offered the blanket. “Let us give you back your blanket.”

Conall waved him off. “Naw, it’s yours. You’ll enjoy it more than I.” The young couple looked between the game and the throngs of people pushing up stairway thirteen.

Lyra’s teeth chattered, and Kyle wrapped his arms around her. “Let’s go. You’re frozen and we’re losing. We’ll get something to warm you up.”
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Chapter One
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Isla Cathcart looked out the wall of glass at José Martí International Airport in Havana, Cuba. As she held her phone to her ear and listened to the dial tone, she watched the heat shimmer off the pavement outside. February surely was different here. Back home, Scotland was brittle, cold, and damp. When the family wanted to get away it wasn’t hard to choose the sunniest and least expensive destination their travel agent recommended.

The other members of her family collected the luggage, leaving her to make the last entreaty to the Crown Estate Scotland office before their holiday began. Isla dreaded the price of the international call, but it had to be made.

“Crown Estate Scotland, International Desk.” A deep voice answered. It was an unfamiliar voice, which was unusual since she called daily.

Isla paused. “Excuse me, I may have dialed the wrong number. Is this the Crown Estate in Scotland?”

His baritone rumbled. “Aye, this is the Crown Estate, you’ve reached the international desk. We come in at five. May I help you?”

Isla chuffed out a breath at having to repeat her monologue to this stranger. “They’re all gone?”

“Who might they be?” His voice was slightly amused. “You realize it’s after-hours here?”

Isla checked her watch and shook her head. “I forgot the time difference.” With an exasperated sigh, she began. “Well, maybe you could help me. What did you say your name was?”

“Gerard McIntosh, madam.”

She turned away from the warm glass and began her speech. “This is Isla Cathcart...” she heard his intake of breath and ground her teeth, Of course, he’s heard of me, “...of the Cathcart Estate claim.”

“Aye, madam. However, your agent is out of the office. Were you looking to drop your claim? I can pass that along.” 

Is he dismissive or what? I’d like to grind his bones for bread. “No, I’m pressing our claim. I’ve heard there’s a new bidder.”

The man’s tone was evasive. “I’ve not heard about that, madam. A local claim is not in my purview. I’m sure if you’d care to call back tomorrow, your agent would be available.”

Why don’t I believe him? Those words rolled off his tongue reflexively. “So, there is a new interested party.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to.” She could sense his irritation. “I’ll make that call as you suggested, and I’ll tell them Mr. McIntosh was of no help.” 

“And they will believe you as once again, I’m not privy to your claim.”

She clicked off the call as her family approached with full luggage trollies.

****
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ON THEIR SECOND DAY, the family discovered the beauty of their five-star hotel in Havana, posed in stark contrast to the local neighborhoods. The warm breezes became stifling when Isla and her younger brother Bram, interested in the lives of the locals, left the resort.

The real Cuban island was comprised of a colorful melding of paved streets giving way to cobblestone side streets. Clowders of stray cats meowed pitifully for handouts. Women sat, some with pushcarts, some with boxes selling fruit, and woven straw souvenirs. The more industrious families offered home-cooked meals in their front yard. The fragrant food drew the adventurous for a meal cooked on hotplates in a living room.

Bram looked at his watch and then at the cleanest of these home restaurants. “Shall we give it a go?”

Isla narrowed her eyes and pulled her brother to a wall of woven palm fans. Hiding behind a colorful fan, she made a face. “You’re off your head if you think I’m eating street food.” She purchased the fan and walked off from her brother. He trotted behind and pulled her a couple of blocks to a real restaurant on the fringe of the neighborhood. “This is my style, mojitos, and tapas.”

The brother and sister ordered, and while their drinks were mixed at the colorfully lit bar, the couple next to them smiled and leaned in their direction. The debonair man spoke first. “I can tell by your accent you’re Scottish. We’re on our honeymoon from Toronto. We’re thinking of heading to Scotland next.”

Bram extended his hand. “Hope you don’t mind the cold this time of year. We’ve escaped with our family for a week. Where are you lodging?”

The honeymooners smiled expansively. “We’ve rented a villa for the month. It’s absolutely royal. It’s been just us for two weeks. You should drop in.”

Isla watched without comment and thought, that doesn’t bode well for the marriage.

Drinks and food came and went, and still, the honeymooners talked. She felt like she couldn’t look away from the Canadian’s eyes. She’d only had one drink, but she was mesmerized. She stole a glance at Bram. Their holiday unhinged her usually buttoned-up brother. His posture in the chair was ultra-relaxed, and his gaze dreamy. Truth be told, she felt the same, and then she felt nothing at all.

Sometime before the stroke of midnight, she swatted at a buzzing mosquito and realized she was lying on a poolside lounge chair at her resort. Snoring loudly, Bram laid on the chair to her right. How much did I drink?

****
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GERARD MCINTOSH, UNBEKNOWNST to his employer, the Crown Estate, was a tall strapping vampire of eighty years. He stared at his reflection as he poured his evening’s breakfast. The hair’s getting a little long, Gerry. He ruffled the coarse waves of auburn hair off his forehead as he grinned his swoon-inducing smile. Perpetually thirty, he felt at the top of his game. 

His game was about managing the international desk of the Crown Estate of Scotland. It was a vast collection of lands and holdings across the country, the proceeds of which were sent to the Treasury.

As he tied his necktie, he thought about the negotiations with an Australian group angling for wind farm property to test an innovative design. His vampire’s gift of discernment allowed him to scent such things as fear, confusion, and bravado. This was how he closed the contract when the Aussie group held their meeting in Glasgow. With vampire skill, he closed a fifty-year lease at a hefty profit. 

When he pulled his liquid breakfast from the fridge, he noticed he was running low. After work, before he went to ground tomorrow morning, he would need to contact Fluid Mart, which was one step below mortals buying groceries from Asda. He sighed. How he missed the Gaoler in Edinburgh. There he could tap a living pint and stay for the night. 

Consort Group International, that owned Gaoler clubs all over the world, knew how to roll out the reddest of red carpets for the undead. Mortals sought escape from daily drudgery through fantasy flings feeding vampires. Oh, those were the nights. He could visit Fluid Mart for a fresh feed, but students looking to earn a little mad money weren’t the tastiest. Too many boxed dinners and fast food. Gerry sighed again. He had a few more months to wait for his holiday at Erne Castle, the CGI resort.

He was delighted when Adam Lachlan, the Erne Castle Resort Manager, dropped by the office to inquire about Cathcart Castle in Girvan. Of course, it would be more than a year before the vamp-friendly resort would be up and running. Perhaps his friend would include him in the screenings for the donor pool. 

Gerry’s trousers stirred at the thought. Down, boy. It had been months since his most recent mortal girlfriend stomped off in a fury. She wanted a taste of forever in the worst way. With her? Forever would have been in the worst way. He wished her luck across the pond.

****
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LAST NIGHT ISLA WAS shocked to awaken poolside next to her brother. This evening, thanks to her headache and the spell of amnesia, she drank sparingly. Whatever she had at the neighborhood bar left her feeling weak, and dizzy, with a pounding heart and terrible thirst. She was not ready for another go-around tonight. Nor was she ready for a tipsy dunk in the pool with her sisters.

The rest of her family, especially her brothers, seemed to have no such hesitation. The two tables to their left were guzzling tall fruity drinks and, judging by their drunken songs, they sounded like fellow Scotsmen. Bram jokingly referred to them as fellow liquor warriors and raised his glass to toast the fifty-something man. “To our wives and girlfriends—may they never meet.”

The man grinned lasciviously and nodded, swallowing down his red drink. Drew, Bram, and Ian tossed back shots of Cuban rum.

Ian shook his head and stuck out his tongue. “This is rubbish.” He spat out to the side. “Drew, your family makes fine Scotch. What are we doin’ drinking this shite?”

Drew nodded emphatically. “More’s the pity. We couldn’t bring our own into the resort. How else do they sell this?”

The sultry woman with the man at the next table cocked a head their way. “What’s this I hear about some nectar of the gods? Did you say you own a distillery? Where is it?”

Drew smiled drunkenly. “Only the most beautiful castle on the water. Cathcart Castle in Girvan.”

“Sure, and we’re from Glasgow.” The man chuckled. “What’s the name of your drink?”

Ian fumbled for a business card. “You should be talking to me. I’m in charge of distribution. We service all the pubs. Our brand is Cathcart Royal Bobcat.”

The man smacked the table. “I’ve had your Sherry Oak 12 Year.” The man waved a hand at the pool bar’s server. “Server, bring us Scotch Whisky.” He turned to Drew. “Cathcart? Why is that name familiar?”

Isla rolled her eyes. Here we go. Bram fisted the table, and the umbrella shook. “It should be familiar, Cathcart Castle, and we are the Cathcarts, though the bloody crown won’t acknowledge us. Without our own Isla Cathcart and her service to Henry VIII, there would be no Cathcart Castle.”

Ian nodded. “Aye, they make us beg and lease back our own property. At least the bloody crown doesn’t charge us for the spring in the cellar.” He put a finger to his lips. “Shh, that’s what makes our Scotch so bloody good.”

Drew took away Ian’s shot glass. “That’s enough for you, lad. You’re giving away company secrets.”

Isla’s gaze caught the stranger’s steelier gaze, and he glanced away from the only sober eyes in the Cathcart family. “We don’t want company secrets. Let me ask you, have you been on a night fishing trip here?”

Maisie’s husband, Ian, shook his head brightly. “Yeah, I love night fishing. My family are professional anglers.”

The woman at the other table batted her eyes at him. “There’s no time like the present. We can have fishing rods in our hands in thirty minutes.”

Isla thought it quite remarkable that the ship’s crew danced around their newfound friends as if they were benefactors. She was the only family member sober enough to wonder why something bordering on a yacht was a charter fishing boat. The boat was exquisitely set, with three teak fighting chairs along the stern. Isla consistently refused drinks from the waitstaff as she watched them dance and laugh with the crowd. She did finally accept a flute of champagne as the boat headed out to sea with her brothers belted into the chairs.

The captain raised his flute in the air. “To Hemingway!” Isla toasted with the crowd and finished her flute.

****
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SUN FILTERED DIRECTLY into Isla’s grey eyes, and she blinked them open only to find herself in a bed, groaning. She turned her face into the pillow and realized it was a hospital bed. How did I get here? 

Her younger sister, Caitrin, moaned in the next bed over. “I’m feeling slaughtered. What did we do last night?”

Isla held onto her aching head, just the movement of her shoulder-length auburn curls hurt. “I only drank one glass of champagne. What is it about this island?”

Caitrin shook a finger at her older sister. “Here we think we’re self-respecting Scots and we can’t stand up to fizzy juice.”

Isla sat up and realized she was in a hospital ward entirely populated by her family. “Drew! Wake up.” Her eldest brother Drew moaned and turned over. “Hello, anyone?”

****
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DR. RAMON ORTEGA ADJUSTED the lens on his microscope. “That explains it. These people have elements in their blood we can see rebuilding your cells. That’s causing the rejuvenation.”

The geriatric voice barked, “Why, what is it about their blood that differs from all the others?”

Ortega looked through his microscope again and rubbed at his forehead as he spoke. “I’m hazarding a guess that something they ingest in their home environment supplements your healing. The longer they’ve been here, the less potent the response.”

Samuel’s voice through the phone was typically demanding. “Then if you’ve gained all the data you need, Doctor, we must return them to their home environment. I plan to look thirty by summer.”

Ortega frowned, understanding his discovery meant he was heading for damp Scotland. He sighed. “If that’s your wish, you need to come up with a plan.”

Samuel tsked harshly. “Doctor, you need to come up with a plausible explanation why they need daily blood draws. I’m not a physician.” His ironic laughter left Dr. Ortega cold.

****
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A PETITE NURSE DRESSED in white slacks and a top with a nurse’s cap trotted into view. In accented English, she soothed. “Please don’t excite yourself, miss. Dr. Ortega will be in to see you soon. All the members of your family are recovering well.”

Isla stared. “Recovering from what? Where are we?”

“You are in Clínica Central in Havana. You’ve been here a week and the doctor will tell you more.”

Within two hours, the family was awake and ate a hearty breakfast. Drew paced the room in seersucker slippers and a robe. “Where are my clothes? Why am I here?”

A doctor wearing sharply creased linen slacks and a pristine lab coat walked to the center of the room. “Good morning, I am Dr. Ortega. You are all members of the Cathcart family, am I correct?”

“Aye.” Drew watched him suspiciously.

“You were brought in suffering from abdominal pain and weakness. Our initial assessment was food poisoning, but that proved to be an incorrect diagnosis.” The doctor walked up to Drew. “Will you be the family spokesperson?”

“Aye, I will.”

“Are you aware you and the members of your family are suffering from a condition called hemochromatosis?”

Drew looked baffled. “Hemo—what?”

“It’s a disorder of the blood. Your body stores too much iron and this can lead to liver failure, cancer, and heart disease.” 

The family members gawked at each other. Drew barked back, “We’ve heard no such thing.”

Maisie, the eldest sister, cried, “The only complaints any of us have ever had is a touch of arthritis here and there. Drew, here, has a fluttery heart.”

Dr. Ortega nodded wisely. “Both symptoms of this disease.”

Always the drama queen, Caitrin yodeled, “What do we do now, are we bound to die?” 

The unflappable Dr. Ortega smiled benignly. “We’ve already begun your treatment. We drew therapeutic amounts of blood from each of you daily. You see, the treatment for hemochromatosis is frequent blood draws to rid your body of excess iron. Other than that, no treatment is necessary.”

Drew frowned. “But for how long?”

“For the rest of your lives. Do you have resources in Scotland to do daily blood draws?”

The family looked at each other in confusion. “I have no idea.” Drew began. 

Isla cut him off. “We have a national health service, surely they can help us.”

Dr. Ortega pursed his lips. “Ah, yes, the UK’s health system. I’m afraid their financial limitations may be a problem. From what I’ve heard, they don’t approve daily draws. Especially for a family of your size.” He sighed and turned to leave. “Well, that’s a shame. I’ll arrange for your discharge in the next hour.”

Drew burst out with what everyone else was thinking. “Wait, you can’t send us out of here without a plan.”

Ortega looked sympathetic but indifferent. “I’m not sure what you think the people of Cuba can do to help you. You need to return to Scotland and find your own answers.”

“What if this happens again?” Maisie demanded. “We all blacked out. On a boat. In a strange country. You must help us explain this to our doctors at home. They’ve all missed something!”

Dr. Ortega hesitated. “Well, there might be help from one sector. I don’t know if they would be willing. They run a private research institute now.”

“In Scotland? Isla questioned.

“In Ayr. They retired there. They are quite elderly.”

Bram threw up his hands. “There are six of us, one of us can’t learn to draw blood? Ridiculous. Let’s get out of here.” He threw off his covers and began searching through drawers. “I want my clothes.”

Isla shook her head. “But we’re not trained for that, it’s dangerous. Who are these retired men, do they have traveling nurses? All of us can cover the costs.”

The doctor shook his head solemnly. “Your blood will require monitoring, not just drawing.” He thought for a moment. “Allow me to contact the doctors. I should have an answer, eventually. I can mail you the information.”

Isla raised a halting hand. “Doctor, I don’t believe you understand our situation. We live in a small village with one health clinic. Sometimes it takes weeks to earn an appointment...”

Ortega raised a patient brow. “If you insist. Let me make an urgent call. For a case such as yours, I would make myself available to the doctors. We may publish a study together.”

Drew dug his hands into his robe pockets and looked at the small man sternly. “Get us out of this hell.” His family cast judgmental looks his way. “Please.”
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Chapter Two
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February 10th, Gerry closed the top of his BMW convertible and made his way to the office. The day was overcast, and he’d fed well that afternoon. It was a great day to ride with the top down. What could go wrong? He expected CGI’s earnest money to be waiting for him when he arrived. It was a Friday, and he thought he’d make an impromptu trip to Erne Castle for a bit of a bite this weekend. Shooting his cuffs as he exited the carpark, he turned up the brick walk to the office door. 

With some concern, he heard nearly running footfalls and panting breath headed in the same direction. Gerry opened the door and held it for whoever was behind him.

That turned out to be a lass in a flurry of tartan from her pencil skirt to her shawl flying behind her. Standing statuesque, her lovely face framed by the softest shade of an ivory angora cowl sweater, she was a ‘force.’ Chestnut spiral curls had not yet settled from the speed of her movement. In certain lights, the grey in her eyes was dense enough to appear reflective. The effect was startling in a mortal, but a vampire could never miss the blush of emotion in her cheeks and lips. As the woman propelled into him, her urgency was a cloud surrounding her.

“Allow me.” He bowed his head slightly.

“Thank you.” She raced past him. She halted at the receptionist desk, and at finding it unmanned, she turned to Gerry, fists on her hips. “Oh, bloody hell.” She looked at her watch and her entreaty rose to the angels. “I cannot bloody believe I didn’t reset my watch after I came off holiday.”

Gerry’s grin spread as her curls settled to frame her rosy cheeks. “Who are you looking for?” Gerry scanned the empty office.

“I was looking for Ms. Browne at the Southern Scotland desk.”

Gerry gestured at the room of vacant chairs. “She would have to be a wee one to be here. I’m afraid you’ve missed her. My co-worker and I are the only agents after five o’clock.”

She looked so distressed; he was prompted to offer. “Is there anything I can do to help?”

“I wanted to drop off our earnest money cheque for Cathcart Estate. Can you accept it?”

“I’m afraid I don’t have access to the vault. Are you from CGI?”

Isla drew herself up to her full five-foot-eight height and narrowed her grey gaze at the stranger. “Perish that thought. I am a true descendant. Isla Cathcart was my twelve times great grandmother.”

Gerry moved within the office, going to his desk, powering up his computer, and dropping his keys in a drawer. Sliding out of his wool jacket, he hung it and then turned to her, straightening his waistcoat. “And of course, you have proof?”

“I would have proof, that is, I could have proof if the Queen would release Henry’s letters patent.”

Gerry tilted his head at her. “Have you applied to the Palace?”

She snorted and refolded her shawl over her shoulders. “Yes, of course. The Palace ignores us.”

Gerry strolled toward the front door. “Oh, my, what a shame, but I’m afraid you will have to come back Monday during normal business hours to drop off the cheque.”

Isla gave him side-eyes. “Your voice is familiar. I think it’s the condescension. What’s your name?”

Gerry’s brow rose as he bit his lower lip. “Gerard McIntosh.” He stood stiffly, his thumbs in his trouser pockets. 

Her finger shot at him. “You’re the one.” Isla narrowed her eyes ominously. “I rang here from Cuba and got you. What a waste of an international call.”

Gerry raised an index finger to her. “Once again, a problem with time zones. You know, phones do not take the place of a quality time piece.” He tapped his antique Rolex Oyster watch. Isn’t she fiery? Look how red her cheeks get. What do I have to do tonight other than sit around and wait for the phone to ring? 

The front door opened and his co-worker, another member of the undead, twenty going on ninety-three, strolled in with two travel mugs, talking on his Bluetooth. Seeing a mortal with Gerry, Randall stopped short. “Oh, we have a guest, I’ll ring you later.” He nodded to Gerry and Isla. “I do beg your pardon.” 

She waved a hand at the young, blond man. “He has manners.”

“Let me redeem myself and take you for a glass of wine or a brandy?” Gerry reached for his jacket.

Isla spoke to the stranger and waved a hand at Gerry. “Can you believe him?”

Randall looked between the two of them and his brows v’d. There was an edge to his voice. “On so many levels, I find him unbelievable.” His light tone returned. “But the bistro across the street does a very pleasant tea. They have a nice sherry.”

Gerry felt her scrutiny as she hefted her purse on her shoulder and combed back a few stray curls. “Oh, why not?”

“Really? Suddenly I’m no longer the spawn of Satan?”

As the two of them walked out the front door, Isla mumbled. “No, I’ve dated him.”

Gerry halted at the door as Isla’s foot hit the walk and he spoke in subtones to Randall. “If anyone calls, take a message.”

Randall, still holding both travel mugs of A positive, narrowed his eyes as the door closed.

****
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THE WARMTH OF THE BISTRO greeted them first through the glow of the mullioned windows. Gerry swung open the door and ushered Isla inside. He led them around the crowd and into a corner table. Isla looked longingly at the burning hearth half a room away. She removed her gloves and briskly rubbed her hands. He didn’t seem to feel the cold.

The older woman server cocked a hip tableside and smiled at Isla “Welcome to The Kind House, I don’t believe I’ve served you before.” The grey-haired lady pulled a pen out of her pocket and waited. With a grin, she turned to Gerry. “Mr. Mac, good to see you with a friend.” Her head bobbled in Isla’s direction. “Your usual for two?”

Isla’s jaw dropped. “Do you usually order for the table?” Her words stopped the server in her tracks.

“Miss Isla has not had time to peruse the menu, but you may bring the sherry.” The woman nodded with a chuckle. 

Isla studied the man, not the menu. His posture at the table was virile, with one hand resting on his thigh, the other over his unused menu. The size of his fist gave her a shiver. With his rugged good looks, he resembled a warrior capable of wielding the two-handed Claymore with grace and speed. The thought of seeing him on a battlefield with no shield made her quiver. She wondered if those full lips ever said anything other than ‘no.’

When she delayed in paying attention to the menu he prompted. “See anything you like?” His long finger tapped the plastic menu between them. “It’s all hearty.”

“I’ve eaten, the sherry will be fine.”

He nodded. “My thought exactly.”

When the sherry arrived, they touched glasses in a silent toast and sipped. Gerry put down his glass and leaned his chin on his palm.

Why does he have to be so dreamy? Is that his sensitive pose?”

“Alright. Tell me honestly now,” he tapped his finger on the table and his brows v’d, “why do you want that broken-down wreck of a castle? Three-quarters of it aren’t livable. You couldn’t borrow enough to make it so. What’s the point?” His finger drilled the table.

I’m going to grab that finger and snap it off. Isla held the glass to her lips as annoyance gripped her. “It’s my family’s land. It belongs to us.”

“I understand clan pride. But pride doesn’t pay the bills. Erne Castle in Kildare was in ruins and my client not only renovated the estate but now the entire county is thriving. He never could have done that if CGI weren’t behind him.”

“CGI, so you are in cahoots with them.” 

“Hardly. I told you before, I’m not involved. My point is Richard Hiatt, who is a billionaire in his own right, would not have had the money to turn that property if the assets of CGI were not behind him.”

“I should have seen how you’d be involved with those perverts.”

“Perverts?” Gerry inserted a finger into his starched shirt collar and crooked his neck. “Have you frequented Erne Castle?”

“See there, you admit it.” She pointed a finger at him, raised her hand to the server, and held up her empty glass.

Gerry grinned as he nodded for a second round. “You’re listening to rumors. Who would say such a thing, except competitors?”

Their sherry arrived and this time, Gerry reached into his breast pocket, removed a small dropper vial, and added four drops of a red liquid to his drink. “Vitamins.”

Holding her new glass in both hands, she leaned into him and whispered. “Well, I heard they have some kind of orgy room in the cellar.”

Gerry held his glass by the stem and swirled his ‘vitamins’ in his sherry. “I visit a few times a year. Would you like to go with me?” He held up a halting hand. “Not that we would have sex.”

Her gaze was stony while she thought, Why not? Am I so forbidding, so unappealing? When he did not speak, she sipped silently. Moments ticked by. “The audacity of a place where people meet and then go directly to have sex.” When she shook her head, she felt the top would blow off. He had the gall to smirk at her and his tongue swept his bottom lip as if he were about to speak. “You approve?”

Gerry shrugged. “Aye, in the old days, one had to take one’s chances at a pub and go on to find a room. Seems tidier this way. Much more discreet.”

The thought of falling into this kind of tryst and having it come off seamlessly boggled her mind. A smile came to her lips as she imagined walking into such a room on the arm of the man across the table.

Gerry raised his glass to drink, and her smile caused him to point “You’re thinking about it aren’t ya?”

Primly she squared her shoulders. “I believe your point was the enterprise was backed by significant capital we don’t have.”

Gerry nodded. “That was my point. But it doesn’t have to be if your claim holds up, maybe you’d partner with an organization like CGI?”

She negated that with a shake of her head. “I believe your imagination is running away with you.” She gave a little snort. “As if I would go to a sex club.” He took out his phone and scrolled. “What are you doing?”

“I’m marking the date when I learned you were a prig.” 

“Ach!” Her vibrated outrage. 

Gerry raised a brow. “I’ll count the days until that ice begins to thaw.”

Isla stood and looked down her nose at him. “Don’t hold your breath.” Walking away, she didn’t understand the odd smile on his face.

****
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THE PRIVATE JET ARRIVED under a full moon at Glasgow Prestwick Airport. The ground crew pushed the air steps up to the door as the taller man argued with his companion in a sing-song patois. “I will walk down these stairs if I have to crawl. I’m done, I tell you.”

The more infirm of the two men sat fidgeting with the blanket over his knees in his wheelchair. “Go ahead, waste that energy. When will you feed like that again?”

The jet’s crew worked, eyes down to the brother’s arguing. “We have enough from the blood draws in Cuba to sustain me. Now, we need to know why you’re still in that chair.”

The other sniffed. “Fine. I can’t tell you anything.”

Walking haltingly to the Range Rover, leaning on an ebony cane, the man waited for the attendants to carry his younger, but older-looking, brother Jonas down the stairs and place him into the SUV.

One dusky hand covered his face as they buckled him in. “It’s too much. Too much pain from the plane, down the stairs and into this car. I need to feed.” As an attendant arrived with a travel mug, he gratefully accepted it. “I curse our headstrong sister.”

Samuel settled himself next to Jonas. With a smirk and raised brow, he shook his head. “She is no longer headstrong.” His laugh was demonic and cut off by a coughing jag.

Jonas chuckled. “You’re right there, brother. She no longer has a head.”

Samuel grunted. “Her final concoction of Humanité was nothing like what we used. Where did we go wrong?” He looked to their companion physician.

Dr. Ortega raised a brow. “Gentlemen, the last quantity of Humanité was five years dormant when you sent it to be analyzed and reproduced. Your Poppa had all research destroyed and let me remind you, I did not recommend using what was recreated from the simplistic report you received from that cockamamie lab.”

Jonas tapped a bony finger on his knee. “That cockamamie lab was the only resource we had, and we needed the revenue.”

Ortega shook his head. “Your revenue must have dwindled significantly when your buyers began decaying to the point of decrepitude.”

Samuel waved a dismissive hand. “Luckily, we have mortals who desire their party drugs. Those are far simpler to deliver with far better revenue.”

Jonas threw back his head and growled. “How could we know one use could have such debilitating effects?”

Ortega shook his head. “The formula you’ve recreated is pernicious.”

Samuel narrowed his faded eyes. “Now at last there is hope. Look at me. A week ago, I could barely feed. I looked like Methuselah. Now, I could pass for ninety and it’s all because of this family and their healing blood. My question is, do we need their blood until we return to our former splendor, or will we need to propagate this family for the use of their blood?”

Ortega shook his head. “This is uncertain. Don’t celebrate by draining your golden geese.”

****
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WHEN ADAM LACHLAN INSISTED on taking Gerard to dinner, he was not used to eating like this. The men walked down the Glasgow pavement past a number of noisy bistros and pubs. 

Gerry halted outside the most peculiar-looking shop. “I’m afraid we only have one vamp-friendly bistro that also serves mortals.”

When they walked into the brick front shop the girl behind the counter fluttered her extra-long black lashes at the two men. Her voice was monotone and throaty. “Welcome to the Arcane Veil, how may I help you?”

Adam stopped in his tracks, gawking at the pound-shop goth boutique. Black-velvet walls held cards of costume jewelry, fashion accessories, and smart-ass greeting cards. “What in Odin’s name is this place?” he asked Gerard under his breath.

Gerry nodded to the goth. “One undead, one mundane for dinner.”

The goth wiggled out from behind the counter on her five-inch platform, patent-leather boots and waved a hand of dagger-length black nails at them to follow her. “Walk this way.”

Adam shook his head, his blond hair falling over his ears. “That would be impossible, you don’t have those boots in my size.”

Gerry shook his head. “Hold your horses, mate. You’re about to see more of the impossible. I’ll warrant CGI has nothing like this.”

Adam’s head pivoted as they left the shop through a curtain of ebony beads. The scent of deep fat fryers permeated the atmosphere. Deep-fried blood? No way. 

The goth led them to a circular booth in a corner where Adam could watch the circus. They evidently had a couple of themes going here. One was fast food served quickly in a goth décor; the other was cut-rate skull tchotchkes. 

The tile floor was a tad sticky as Adam slid into the black-leatherette booth abutting the flat, shadowy wall. The table wobbled on four uneven legs as Gerry sat beside him. “You eat here a lot?”

Gerry blinked hard. “Why do you think I want to land this deal with CGI? This is the only game in town. There’s a place the next town over but it’s vamp exclusive, and their cover charge is ridiculous.”

Adam nodded as Gerry picked up the table tablet to place an order. He handed it to Adam. “My order’s fairly simple, what are you having?”

Adam scrolled down the mundane menu. “Fried fish, fried chicken, fried clams, fried pork chops. Hmm. What is this fried pizza?”

Gerry shrugged. “You’ve had pizza?” Adam nodded. “Imagine it fried.”

“Not easy to do, but I’ll try it.” Adam scratched at his neck the longer he sat there. “Buddy, we have got to rescue you from this.”

Their orders took about five minutes before a tall tumbler of blood and a steaming basket of fried meat-lover’s pizza was brought to the table.

“Hi, my name is Drucilla. Tonight, your blood is from a Glasgow College of Art and Design student who majors in intaglio. The pizza is a heart-busting thick crust covered with five high-fat meats dipped in beer-batter and deep-fried. Enjoy.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
m the Gaoler - Book Two






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





