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​Mitch Wilder

WIVES:

Rose Hayes 1946 – 1953

Sandy Scott 1957 - 1959

Claire Lester 1967 - 1971

Anne VanBree 1962 – 1966

Children:

(Rose)  Mark Wilder  April 7, 1947

(Kathy)  Darren Hoffman - June 28, 1947

(Rose)  Victoria Wilder  July 7, 1950 – 1954

(Gladys)  Robyn Sutton  Sept 6, 1950

(Amber)  Tammy Kendall - Oct. 24, 1951

(Gladys)  Chad Carson  May 25, 1952

(Cindy)  Jeffery Taggart- Mar 14, 1955

(Sandy)  Leslie Scott  April 9, 1958

(Janice)  Greg McNaughton - Sept 4, 1961

Mistresses:  Linda, Peggy, Diana, Dawn, Rose

Hookers:  Blondie, Amber, Queeny
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MITCH’S SIBLINGS:

Nora (Mitch’s sister) and Joe Breckenridge 

Their son, Todd, August 19, 1949

Nora died June 7, 1970

Tom Fleming Mitch’s stepbrother
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Bob Marshall

WIVES:

Claire Lester 1948 – 1949

Julie Nagle  1949 – 1967

Sue Channing 1967 - 1971

Claire Lester – Wilder 1972

Children:

(Julie) Lily Marie July 20, 1949

(Julie) Justin  July 20, 1949

Prison Inmates:

Bulldog, Mackey, Big Brute, Queeny, Jimmy, Boss, Sponge, Snake
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OTHERS:

Bret Campbell  works for Joe Breckenridge.  Darren's best friend

Becky and Billy Thurgood (siblings) associated with Todd and Darren

Stan Cleary – police officer (Hometown) and Sissy's father (Julie)

JT Wharton—mortician for Wharton's Funeral Home

Jody and Melissa Baxter – twins

Neil Cleary (Loser) Stan's brother  undercover cop, Ontario Provincial Police

Nathan and Naomi Palmer  Siblings associated with Mark.

Christine Smith marries Nathan Palmer

Hudson – manager Carlyle Motel

Maddy, Carol – secretaries
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​Chapter 1
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APRIL 12, 1972.  MITCH Wilder blinked at the early morning clouds as he and five other men shuffled toward a plain white van. One by one, they stepped into the dark interior of the vehicle.  A seasoned guard checked off their names on the clipboard and sneered at the convicts.  It was only four o'clock, too early to be up and about.  Dew glistened off the van.  Mitch waited for the man in front of him to lift his foot   

As Mitch was stretching the chain so his foot could land on the first step the man behind him yelled, “Boo!”  The young guard pulled out his revolver only to drop it on the pavement.  It clattered and slid under the van.  The two guards that brought up the rear ran up with their pistols drawn.  The man behind Mitch let out an evil laugh.

“Move,” yelled the guard with the clipboard giving Mitch a shove.  Mitch scrambled onto the bench on his right.  Someone pushed the last man into the van.  He landed on the floor with a loud grunt.

“Damn it, Jack,” someone's angry voice came from outside.  “You could have killed someone.”

The doors to the van slammed shut.  Mitch could barely make out the form of the man as he crawled up onto the bench across from him. A sliver of hazy light filtered through the bulletproof glass that separated the inmates from the guards.  Young Jack slid into the passenger side and looked back at them as if they were going to gobble him up alive.  Mitch wondered if they gave him his gun back.  The driver, the guard with the clipboard, scowled at the young man before he turned on the ignition and pulled out of the lot. 

Someone started to snore after they left the city limits of St. Thomas, Ontario.  Mitch looked around to see that most of them were trying to sleep. His long legs stretched out beyond those of the man across from him. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the side of the van. All he managed was sporadic dozing..  He thought about things that he wished he wouldn't.  

He missed his daughter's birthday again.  Leslie Scott was fourteen, now a bright teenager who hated his guts.  Her mother, Sandy, an ex-wife, made sure of it.  He knew why now. A year ago she discovered one of his illegitimate sons, Greg McNaughton. Mitch had just learned about Greg himself.

Mitch jumped when someone kicked the bottom of his foot.  The chains rattled as he pulled in his feet.  He kept a slitted eye on the big black dude sitting across from him.  It was starting to sink in now the seriousness of his situation. His stomach was ready to get rid of his breakfast.  They ate two pieces of dry toast before they left.  He sat up straight and pulled on the chains around his wrists and ankles.  The other man finally leaned toward him. “I'm Bulldog, Mitch Wilder.”  

Mitch looked around at the other inmates.  Two had their eyes closed while two others glared at each other as if getting ready to kill the other one.  Nobody seemed interested in the conversation.  “I guess I don't need to introduce myself then.”  Mitch took in the big black man's features and knew why he had that nickname.  He looked like a bulldog with a flat, crooked nose and round piercing eyes.  The man had big cheeks and a head full of kinky curls.  Scars crisscrossed his face.  He was a man who knew life behind bars.  

“I'll protect your ass in there for half of anything you earn or barter for.”

Mitch nodded.  He heard of the gangs who preyed on the smaller guys using them as slaves.  Of the bigger and more powerful men raping the weaker ones.  The safest thing for him to do was to latch on to a gang if he could.  The cop who arrested him told him this. 

Bulldog gave him a hard stare.  “What?  You think I want you for sex?”  He sat back and laughed.  “I don't need that from you.”  Bulldog sobered.  “I heard you have a big dick.  There will be plenty of guys after you.  Because of that and your good looks.  Not to mention, you have a body most of them would drool over.  You let me know who you want to screw and I'll make sure you get him.” 

“What if I don't want to screw anyone?”

“Can you hold off Mitch Wilder?  Will your hand be enough for you for years on end?  I know why you're heading to prison.  Five years will seem like a lifetime.”  

Mitch glanced at the other men.  “How do you know so much about me?”  

Bulldog shrugged.  “It's not a secret.  Everyone knows who you are.  Watched the news every night during your trial.”  He smiled and scratched at his crotch.  “You're going to need a friend in there.”  He leaned forward again.  “You are him, aren't you?  The one they say screwed 550 women?”  

Mitch glared at him.  He noticed other men sitting up and taking notice.  It wasn't that many, it was 538 that they could prove and another six that they couldn't.  But every time Mitch heard it the number grew.  

Dawn made it brighter inside the steel box they were in.  They all jerked when the van hit a pothole.  The man next to him turned his head and grinned.  “Yep, it's him.”  The man poked him with his elbow.  “That right?”

“No,” Mitch said.  “And it wasn't 550 either.”  

The big man across from him laughed.  “By the time we get to Millhaven, it will be 700.”

***
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IT TOOK THEM FIVE HOURS to get to Millhaven Prison up near Bath, Ontario.  They didn't stop for a better breakfast.  It was just as well; it would have come back up anyway.  Mitch saw Jack chewing on something when he checked through the window of the cab. By then he knew all the names of Bulldog's gang; there were five of them. 

“How did you know I wouldn't end up someplace else?”  How did Bulldog assemble a gang in Millhaven so soon?

“Judge Benton sends everyone there.” 

Mitch couldn't see much of the prison as they drove through the gate.  They stopped inside a garage and the big doors closed behind them.  The guards ushered their prisoners through a heavy steel door and into a small room.  Mitch stripped off everything and watched a guard search through his clothes.  A second guard put his clothes into a box. 

As he stepped into a pair of bright orange pants with an elastic waistband, he couldn’t help but think about his closet full of expensive clothes in his apartment in Hamilton. His suite at the Carlyle Motel in Ottawa contained just as many tailored suits. He sighed as he pulled the matching, albeit ill-fitting, shirt over his head. 4856 was stamped on both the front and back with bold black numbers. 

Bulldog told him, along the ride, about the use of stamps.  That was how he would be paid if they assigned him a job or if he volunteered for one.  No cash changed hands at least not legally.  These stamps bought extra items, such as soap, books, socks, and anything else they were allowed.  An account was already set up for him so that his son Darren could send him money when he needed some.  

Mitch and Bulldog were separated.  Two guards led Mitch through several doors that opened after one of them talked into his walkie-talkie.  His new home was a 6' by 8' room with cement walls on three sides, and the one with the bars.  He mumbled to himself as he walked in. “It's smaller than my closet.  A steel sink and toilet were positioned along one wall, with a bunk bed facing them.  The top bunk was held up by chains anchored to the ceiling.  Two shelves were on the wall above a small table, which was anchored to the floor with a steel chair in front of it, also bolted down.  A small window with bars was above the table.

Mitch set his pillow, sheets, and blanket on the bottom bunk, claiming it as his.  The guards left him then.  He checked out of his tiny window to see the yard outside.  A 30-foot, double razor fence surrounded it.  A smaller fence was inside that one, probably as a warning not to get too close to the other one.  Mitch wondered if it was charged with electricity.  A tower stood in the corner, he could see.  Most of the inmates were out there now milling about. Some were playing soccer.  Mitch sat down on his bunk and held in his stomach for the next two hours.  

A buzzard sounded at 11:30.  Mitch watched the inmates leaving the yard out of his tiny window.  He could hear increasing chatter as they filled the hallway inside, and he went over to investigate.  He noticed how they all lined up in front of their cells.  Mitch did too and soon learned that this was for a headcount.  

He was in A Unit, Range B, and would remain there until his assessment, which could take up to two months or longer.  This was to see how violent he was and to determine if he would re-offend or try to commit suicide again.  Then they'd send him to the prison that suited him the best.  He might even get to stay there.  They adjusted his medication to a new dosage that left him somewhat woozy.  He now wore a plastic wristband with his name and a list of his medication on it. The only one he could pronounce was Paxil, an antidepressant. 

Mitch didn't sleep the first night.  He lay in bed and listened to snoring and men having sex.  It made him think of his last wife.  Claire was married to Bob Marshall now.  Mitch had to learn to let her go.  This time he had lost her for good.  In his heart, he knew it.  

Automatically he reached for the chain around his neck that he kept her wedding ring on—-promising himself he'd get her back.  It wasn't there.  Claire had destroyed both the chain and her wedding band.  She wore another ring now.  Bob was a good man.  He'd take care of Claire.  At least this gave Mitch some comfort knowing that Claire was happy without him.  

***
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DARREN HOFFMAN IMMERSED himself in work for the next few weeks at the Great Lakes Shipping Company that he was now running for his old man.  When he had time he went into Western University to go to class and stayed with Jody Baxter.  Wednesday he left work at four o'clock and picked up Italian food for supper.  Darren had also taken over his father's Hamilton apartment on Crystal Street.  It was in a luxury building on the ninth floor.  His girlfriend Lisa didn't live with him and he didn't want her to.  He realized she'd only get on his nerves after a while with her praying about everything.  They'd still see each other; he didn't want to give her up.  And he did want his kid in his life, unlike his father.  He hadn't told anyone he was going to be a father except his cousin Todd Breckenridge.  Todd convinced him to keep his kid and to help raise it.  It was the best advice I could have gotten, Darren thought, as he walked down the hall to the apartment. 

“Hurry up,” Leslie told him.  “I have to go.”  

Darren smiled at her as he tried to fit his key in the door and juggle his packages. “Just hold on a minute.”  

“You should have gone before we picked you up,” Tammy told Leslie.  

“I can't help it if you guys were late.”  

“Here.” Greg took the key from him and unlocked the door.  “Can't you do anything?”  He smiled up at Darren.  Leslie ran past them.

“I bought you supper didn't I?” Darren laughed as he took the bags into the kitchen.  

Greg looked around with his mouth wide open. “You live here?”  He sat in a chair and swung his legs back and forth.

“Yes, it's Dad's place.  I'm staying here until he comes home.”  He noticed Tammy looking around the room, her lips pursed into a thin line.  Darren couldn't tell if she was impressed or not.  “What do you think?” he asked.

She turned to face him.  Her eyes were sad.  “Just thinking about how my dad has struggled all these years to pay for a dump.”

“Your Dad in Orangeville?”  The one who raised her.

“Yes.” She glanced at Greg, who was watching them with keen interest, then she forced a smile.  

“I wrote to Jeff,” Leslie said, rejoining them. 

Darren turned to take dishes out of the cupboard.  “Oh?  You tell him about all of us?”  He set the plates on the table.  Tammy wiped her eyes with the back of her hand before she reached into the bag and took out a Styrofoam box.  

“Yep.” Leslie watched Darren after she sat down across from Greg.  “I'd like to know who my brothers and sisters are.  I asked him to write back.”

Greg said to Darren, “I hope he's as neat as you are.”  He picked up the tongs and jabbed them into the spaghetti.

Darren took the tongs from him and dished spaghetti onto a plate.  “Here, save some for me and your sisters.”

“I can eat all that, you know?”  Greg boasted.  

“Yeah, but we have to eat too.” Tammy winked at him.  

Leslie poured them all a glass of milk.  Darren looked at his glass and recalled drinking chocolate milk from the container.  When did he stop doing that?  

After supper, they played Go Fish and Crazy Eights.  Darren drove the kids home and got a hug from them both, promising that he'd see them again soon.  Tammy stayed and cleaned up the kitchen.  They settled into a relaxing evening after Darren returned, talked about Mitch's trial and wondered how many more siblings they had.  

Tammy was cooking breakfast the next morning when there was a knock on the door.  Darren couldn't say anything after he opened it.  He was looking at...himself.  Except the young man standing in front of him had dark blond hair that was slightly longer than his.  He was also thinner than Darren and taller.  

“I'm looking for Mitch Wilder.”  The dude stuck out his hand.  “He's my dad.  And by the look of you, you’re my brother.”

Darren stepped back to get the guy out of the hallway.  He shook the hand.  “I'm Darren.”

“Chad.  My name is Chad Carson.”  Chad looked around then said, “Something smells good.”

Tammy walked around the corner then stopped and stared at Chad.  He smiled and introduced himself.  “Have you had breakfast?” she asked.  

Chad shook his head.  “Just a cup of coffee.”  

Chad ate with them eating as if he were starving.  Darren set his empty coffee cup down.  “So,” he said to the young man.  “How did you find me?”  

Chad ran a hand through his wild hair.  “I didn't know about you.  I just wanted to find my real father.”  He sipped his coffee and then held the cup in front of him.  “Three years ago my mom caught my dad with his secretary.  During one of their fights, she told him that I wasn't his kid.  So after she started dating this guy I can't stand I decided to look for Mitch Wilder.”  

Darren nodded; his dark hair started to curl around his ears.  “How old are you?” 

“Nineteen.  I turn twenty on May 25th.” 

As far as Darren knew, he was still the oldest of Mitch's kids.  “I turn twenty-five on June 28th.  And Tammy will be twenty-one on October 24th.”

Chad had hitchhiked from Niagara Falls, New York, and missed all the media hype about Mitch's trial.  Darren had Leslie and Greg for a few hours for the first time last night.  Tammy Kendall was a beauty who had shown up during Mitch's trial.  The results of her blood tests hadn't come in yet.  But Darren knew she was his sister just like he knew Chad was his brother.  They all had the same eyes, hazel.  The shapes of them were unique, too, they were more oval with a slight downturn of the eyelid on the outer corners.  This seemed to attract the opposite sex.  All of Mitch's kids were good-looking...so far.  The only one he hadn't met was Jeffery Taggart, who lived in Alberta.  His picture also made Darren believe that he was another brother.  Sixteen-year-old Jeff had reddish colored hair.  His trucker mother had testified against Mitch about his temper and abandonment of his child. 

Blood tests proved that Greg was Mitch's son.  The nine-year-old seemed to think that Darren was a superhero.  Darren noticed the kid watching him closely and imitating him.

Tammy refilled everyone's cup, then they migrated into the living room.  “How long did it take you to find us?” she asked Chad as she settled on the couch beside Darren.  Chad chose the matching chair right across from them.  

“Three months,” he said.  “After I came across some write-up about Mitch's brother taking off with half of the shipping business.” 

Tom Fleming was the one Chad was referring to.  Mitch's stepbrother.  Darren leaned his elbows on his knees, holding his cup in his right hand.  “He separated his half of the business.  That's all.”  

Tammy turned to Darren.  “I know I met most of the people in your hometown.  But can you explain some things to me?”

“Sure,” he said, then took a sip from his cup.  “What do you want to know?”

“Lily Marie is your wife, right?”

“Yes, and you want to know how Bret Campbell fits in.”  Darren let out a big breath.  Tammy nodded.  “He's her lover.”

“So you are separated then?”

“Yes.”

“Oh. I thought they lived in your house.”

“They did.  They're moving out.”

“You let them live in your house?”

“Yes.” That way he could keep an eye on them.  He took another sip of coffee before continuing.  “She knows I have a mistress.”  He had two.  One lived in London the other one was there in Hamilton.  Lily Marie knew about the one in London.  She knew he hired hookers as well. Something Mitch got him into.  Except they closed the agency his dad used.  He'd have to find another source to get hookers. 

“Wow,” Chad piped in.  “Then, why did you get married in the first place?”

Darren lifted his cup and peered at him over it.  “I love her.” 

A half-hour later Darren stood in his entryway and kissed Tammy on the cheek.  She returned the kiss then said, “I have to get back to Orangeville.  I'm going to apply for a leave of absence from work.  Or maybe take some vacation time.”  She smacked Chad on the cheek with a kiss then picked up her suitcase.  “I'll call,” she told Darren.  “Tell Todd I hope to be back in a couple of months.”  

“I'll tell him.”  Darren crossed his arms and watched her walk through the door.  “Don't moon over him too much.  He's quite possibly related to you, you know?”

She turned back and let out a huge sigh.  “I know, he's probably my cousin.  But for now, I'll just fantasize about him.”  

“Make sure that's all you two do about each other.  At least until we know for sure.”

“Yes, big brother,” Tammy said to Darren then smiled at Chad.  Darren closed the door behind her and headed toward the kitchen.

“Who's Todd?”  Chad asked following him.

Darren started to clear the dishes they'd left on the table.  “Todd Breckenridge.  His dad was married to Mitch's sister Nora.  She died two years ago in June.”  The day after he married Lily Marie.  

Chad put the milk in the fridge and then just stood there.  “How many cousins do I have?”

“One. Nora had a lot of miscarriages.  And Dad's stepbrother Tom doesn't have any kids.”  

“When do I get to meet these people?” 

“Soon, if you help me do up these dishes.  If you want, I'll take you down to Port Shetland.  That's our hometown.”  Darren filled the sink with water and squirted in dish soap.  

Chad grabbed the tea towel that hung on the stove handle.  “Tammy said I have to see the doctor there to give blood.”

“Yep.  To make sure you're one of us.”

“What will that do?”

Darren stopped washing a cup and looked over at Chad.  “I don't know exactly but it's court-ordered.  Anyone who thinks they're Mitch's kid has to prove it.”
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​Chapter 2
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ONTARIO PROVINCIAL Police Detective Neil Cleary watched his brother Sergeant Stan Cleary hang up the phone in the Port Shetland Police Station.  Stan shook his bald head. “That was Darren.  He's found another one.  They're on their way from Hamilton.  I told him to go to the diner.”  He checked his watch.  “They'll be here in half an hour.”  

“Shit,” Neil said.  He had been the one who investigated Mitch Wilder and arrested him.  Everyone knew that the detective didn't like Mitch, but he watched out for Darren.  “We better set up a meeting then.”  He leaned over the desk, picked up the phone and made a call.  “Joe,” Neil said.  “Meet me at the diner for lunch.  We need to call the gang.”  

After he hung up Stan pushed the button on the two-way radio.  “Todd, where are you?”  There was static before he said, “Come in as soon as you can.  Go to the diner.”  Stan looked up at Neil and grinned.  “He's on fifteen handing out speeding tickets.” 

Neil smiled.  “I love that boy.”  

Stan grabbed his uniform hat and then rounded the desk.  “I'm sure Joe's ecstatic.”

“Yeah.”  Neil took on a dreamy look.  

Stan whacked him as he walked by.  “Don't go getting a hard-on now, Loser.  You'll see him soon enough.”  

Neil swatted Stan on the arm.  They headed toward the door.  “We aren't as bad as you and Tom.”  

“Shit.” Stan turned back to his desk picked up the phone and dialed.  “Tom, we're going to the diner.  Darren's bringing in a surprise.”  Afterward, he caught up with Neil and said, “He knows.  Tom asked me if there was another kid.”  

“What else could it be?”  Neil said before he opened the door.  

***
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AS TOM WALKED INTO the diner he heard Darren tell the new kid, “That's Tom Fleming, Mitch's stepbrother.”

Tom shook the kid's hand and sat down beside Stan.  Loser and Joe were already there.  Bob Marshall and his son Justin sat down with them but kept an eye on their customers.  Chad was looking behind Tom when he told Darren, “I'd like to show her a good time.”

Darren punched him.  “That's my wife, asshole.”

Tom turned around to see Lily Marie walk up to them.  She looked between her husband and her father, then sat beside Joe.  Tom knew she didn't take the empty seat beside Darren so as not to upset her father.  Bob ordered Darren to give his daughter a divorce.  They all knew how Darren manipulated Lily Marie and her boyfriend Bret, into living in his house so he could still screw her when he was home.  Darren would make Bret back off when he was there.  No wonder Bob didn't like Darren anymore, Tom thought.  He was too much like Mitch.  

Tom could see the love in Darren's eyes as he watched his wife.  It was too bad one of Mitch's hookers seduced Darren.  It seemed to Tom that Mitch ruined his son's life.  Tom wondered what went on in Hamilton when Mitch and Darren were there.  Or when Darren was there by himself.  It shocked Tom when he learned how many hookers his stepbrother hired in a month.  They were still finding more wives and kids that no one in Port Shetland knew about.  

“Who's that?” Chad asked.

Tom checked behind him before he answered.  “That's Claire, Bob’s wife.  The redheaded woman behind her is Mitch's girlfriend.”

Chad looked at him as if he didn't believe him.  “Mitch still has a girlfriend, even after—-”

“Shh,” Darren elbowed him.  Chad clamped his mouth shut.

Bob, Sue, Justin, and his twin Lily Marie, served the group lunch, all of them asking Chad questions.  Near the end, Constable Todd Breckenridge walked up to the table and stopped by Stan.  “I no sooner got done with one speeder when I nailed two more.”  

“Good for you, Todd,” Stan said, nodding toward the new dude.  “This is Chad Carson.  We think he's another kid of Mitch's.”

Chad stood as Todd walked around the table.  They shook hands.  “So this is the dude Tammy was talking about,” Chad said.  

Tom watched Todd look down at Darren.  Darren was glaring at Chad's back as he said, “Yeah.  Tammy's gone back home.  Says she might be back in a couple of months.”

Justin set a cup of coffee in front of Tom.  Tom added milk and stirred.  He saw how Todd's face blushed when Darren mentioned Tammy.  Tom hoped Todd had enough sense not to get tangled in something that could turn ugly if they were cousins.

An hour later the four older guys stood outside of the diner before they went their separate ways.  “I don't like him,” Tom said.  

“I don't either,” Big Joe said.  “He sure was pushing Darren's buttons.”

“I wonder why he was looking at Todd like that,” Neil said, stroking his scruffy chin.  “It was if he was sizing him up for something.”

“Maybe it has something to do with Tammy,” Stan said then reached for Tom's hand.  Tom clutched it and smiled at him.  Their matching rings glittering in the sun.  

Joe leaned against the wall.  “I think you should check him out Loser.”  

Neil nodded.  “I plan on it.  It won't be easy, though.  I don't have authority in New York you know.”

“But,” Tom said.  “He said that his mother was living in Guelph when she met Mitch.”

“And that's where I'll start.”  Neil touched Joe's hand before he sauntered down the street.  Joe turned to go back to his gym four doors down.  

Tom watched the two men walk away from each other.  “They still don't like to show their emotions in public, do they?”

“It's their style,” Stan said. “Seems kinda weird, doesn't it?  The two biggest men in town afraid to show their feelings.”

Todd chose that moment to walk out of the diner and stopped beside them.  “Darren doesn't know what to do with Chad.  He has to go back to university tomorrow.”

“Well,” Tom said, “he's not our responsibility.  Darren was the one who brought him here.”

Stan let go of Tom's hand and peered through the door of the diner.  “Maybe we should take an interest in him, get to know him better.”

Tom smiled slyly.  “Yeah, okay.”  He turned to Todd.  “Tell Darren to send him over to the police station tomorrow so you and Stan can show him around.”

“That's not what I had in mind,” Stan said.  

Tom kissed Stan then walked down the street toward his shipping business.  

***
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TODD WAS STILL STANDING on the sidewalk when Bret Campbell came out of the gym and headed his way.  “C'mon,” Todd said when his friend was close. “I haven't had lunch yet either.”  He opened the door to the diner.

“Your dad tells me that Darren brought in a new kid,” Bret, a hefty guy... almost as big as Joe, said as he walked through the door.

“Yeah, and they're here.” Todd pointed toward the back.  Bret hesitated when he saw Darren.  Todd pushed him down the aisle and whispered.  “Don't let him do it to you.”

Darren saw them and stood.  He grabbed Bret's hand and shook it.  “Hey there, buddy.  How have you been?”

Bret pulled his hand back and sat down next to the new kid.  “Fine.  We're almost out of your house.”

Darren settled back into his seat.  “I hear you buddy.  And I will keep my promise to you.”  Todd knew that the promise was that Darren would leave Lily Marie alone from now on.  Darren slid over so Todd could sit with them.  

Chad looked from one to the other.  Finally, Darren introduced Chad to Bret.  Chad looked nervous as he shook Bret's hand.  “So,” Chad said.  “You guys can still be friends?”

“Sure,” Darren said.  Although Todd knew the hurt his cousin was feeling.  Darren grew up thinking Lily Marie belonged to him.  Todd also knew that Bret could love no other woman.  

Justin stopped beside their table.  “What would you like Bret?”

Chad pointed to Justin.  “He's your wife's brother?”  

“Twin brother,” Darren frowned.  “And yes we can all still get along.”

Nice try, Todd thought as Justin gave his full attention to Bret.  Bret gave him his order and Todd asked for a toasted club.  Justin smiled at the two of them then went toward the kitchen.

“You going to be at the house tonight?” Darren asked Bret.

Bret shook his head.  “Not if you are.”  

Darren looked disappointed.  He turned to Todd.  “I'd like a word with you.  Can you stop by after work?”

Todd waited while Justin set his coffee down in front of him.  “I was going to go into London.”

“Oh.”  Darren glanced down at his empty plate. “I see.”

Todd poured milk into his cup and watched his cousin.  “Will it take long, this talk?”

“No, I guess.  Never mind forget it.”  Darren motioned that he wanted out.  After Todd stood, Darren took out his wallet as he headed toward the front.  

Bret jumped to his feet to let the new kid out.  Chad scrambled out of the booth.  “Nice to meet you,” he said to Bret then ran to catch up to Darren.

“I think I know what he wanted,” Bret said after they reclaimed their seats.

“Yeah me too.  He wanted me to babysit Chad so he could go to London and screw Jody.”

Todd didn't stop by Darren's place that evening.  Instead, he drove into London and knocked on Jody Baxter's door.  He was still trying to define the word “girlfriend” as he waited for her to answer.  She had never been true to him.  Yet he still screwed her every chance he got and so did Darren and so did JT Wharton.  Todd shared an apartment with JT and caught Jody coming out of JT's bedroom some months back.  

It used to hurt Todd when he found out she had been with another dude.  But he had come to terms with how she was.  She loved boys, always had.  By now Todd was okay with her screwing his friend and his cousin, as long as he got in his fair share. 

“Todd,” Jody said as she threw herself at him.  

Todd wrapped his arms around her and kissed her.  “Jody,” he said.  He pushed her into her apartment and closed the door.

“I missed you.”  She smiled at him and opened her housecoat showing him her nude body. 

“I'm here,” he said pulling the zipper down on his jacket.  One thing about Jody was that she needed sex—-often.  And it took the three of them to keep her satisfied.  

Justin asked him why he let Darren and JT screw Jody when she was supposed to be his girlfriend.  Todd told him, “I'm not in love with her.  At one time, maybe I was.  But she's screwed so many guys that I've just accepted that it's the way she is.  And I can't change her.”  Plus Jody wasn't afraid to try anything.  Todd loved her perfect figure, which she knew how to use.  She was made to screw.  That's it, end of story.  

Jody's eyes had that hazy look to them.  Todd stripped, stepped up to her and pushed her housecoat off her shoulders.  She closed her eyes as he ran his hands over her body.  He had never met anyone else like Jody.  She loved boys touching her.  Todd had been the first one; they were nine and played doctor.  Through the years they taught each other the fine art of turning each other on.  

Todd sucked in his breath when she sank to her knees and licked the end of his engorged dick.  It was something else Jody loved.  Sucking cocks was like candy to her.  He sure wasn't going to complain.  Todd clutched his fingers in her hair while she scraped her teeth up and down his throbbing penis.  He enjoyed this for as long as he could, then he lifted her up.  “Lie on the couch.”  

Jody stretched out on her couch and reached up to him.  Todd kneeled beside her and flicked his tongue across an erect nipple.  “Oh, Todd.  Don't ever stop coming around.”

He smiled at her before he pushed two fingers into her womanhood.  Jody spread her legs wider and held his dick.  Todd pulled on her nipple with his mouth and felt her squirm.  When she began to pant, he stood.  Their eyes met as he aimed his penis into her.  Todd palmed her breasts.  She moved with him, building, building until they both exploded at once.  Todd flopped down on top of her, gasping for air.  Jody stroked his back.  

***
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DARREN DROPPED HIS keys in a small dish inside his front door.  The house they were in was his and paid for.  He inherited it from his grandfather when he died of a heart attack in '67.  “This is it,” he said, hanging his jacket in the closet.

“Nice.”  Chad did the same.  “Thanks for lunch, Darren.  I'll pay you back when I get a job.”

Darren was heading into the kitchen but turned around.  “You're not going back to New York?”

“I don't think so.  My mom's too much into her new boyfriend.  And my dad thinks he's twenty again.  His girlfriend is not much older than you are.”

“So what?  You think you can crash here?”  

Chad shrugged.  “I can't afford to stay in a motel.”

“Or feed yourself,” Darren quipped.  “And you need a shower.”

“Subtlety isn't one of your strong suits is it?”  

“I call them like I see them.”

“So can I stay here until I get on my feet?”

“What would you do if I said no?”

Chad's eyes darted around the room.  “Then I guess I'll have to hitch back home again.”

Darren looked toward the hallway and felt a sense of loss.  Lily Marie and Bret wouldn't be home tonight or any other night.  They were moving in with Sue.  Bob's ex-wife.  At least for now.  He looked back at Chad.  “Tomorrow you'll make an appointment to get Claire to take a blood sample.  If it turns out that you are my brother, I will help you.  But if not, then it's goodbye.  Got it?”

“I got it.  But I'm telling you the truth, Darren.  As far as I know, I'm your brother.”  

Darren continued into the kitchen, took two bottles of beer out and popped the tops.  That was one thing he liked about Bret, he always made sure there was beer in the fridge.  Chad was sitting on the couch when he went into the other room.  Darren handed him a bottle.  “I have to go back to school tomorrow.  Todd said he'd show you around.”

“Sure.” Chad took a drink then held on to the bottle as it rested on his lap.  “Is Tom really a fag?”

Darren narrowed his eyes.  “Does it matter?”

“Well, he sure acts like one.  That cop let him touch him all over the place.”  Chad made an ugly face.  

“They've lived together going on three years.  And yes they are gay.”

Chad shuddered.  “I hope they don't kiss where everyone can see them.  I bet they get harassed about it.”  

“Look Chad.  If you are my brother, it means you have two uncles.  Both of them are gay.  So you better get used to the idea or you can walk right out of that door.”  

“Okay, okay.  It's just that I've never really met one before.”  Chad looked down at the floor.  “You mean Todd's dad right?”

Darren clenched his teeth and wondered how dumb this guy was.  “Yes, Big Joe.  He was married to Mitch's sister Nora for something like 25 years.  He hooked up with Loser just after New Year’s.”

“Loser is weird, isn't he?  You wouldn't know he was a cop with all that biker get-up he wears.  Is he Stan's brother?”

“Yes.  His real name is Neil.”

“Both brothers are queer,” Chad said, more to himself.  “I wonder if it's hereditary.”  

Darren stood wanting to get rid of this guy.  “Come I'll show you your room and the bathroom so you can take a shower.”

***
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THE NEXT MORNING MITCH spent three hours in group therapy.  He stood and told the rest of the six men about how he felt about women. “I love women,” he said.  “Especially long-legged, full-breasted ones.”  He saw one guy squirming in his seat as if he were fantasizing.  “I don’t mean to hurt them; it just seems to happen.  It's my temper.  I want to be able to control it before I do something really stupid.”

The counselor wrote in his book and then looked back up at Mitch.  “You want to kill yourself, Mr. Wilder?”  

“No, not now.”

“How many times have you tried?”

“Three.”  The first time was when his daughter Victoria was killed.  He'd been playing catch with her on the front lawn and threw the ball too hard.  She ran out into the street after it and was hit by a car.  She was only four years old.  Days later Mitch had slit his wrists.  His first wife Rose found him covered in blood sitting on the bathroom floor.  The second time he took a whole bottle of sleeping pills.  His son Darren found him passed out on the bedroom floor.  It was when his wife Claire moved in with his stepbrother, Tom.  Sleeping pills had been his choice again when Tom caught him with one of his mistresses.  

“And who helped you get over your depression besides professionals?”

“Family and friends of mine they—-”

“Precisely, family and friends.  Remember how important they are.”

Mitch took his seat and listened while Bulldog took his turn.  “I just want them bitches to suck my dick,” he said before he sat down.  Some men snickered, which garnered a dirty look from the counselor.  

As they were being escorted back to their cells, Mitch remarked, “You won't get out of here with that attitude.”

Bulldog gave him a sideways glance.  “I'm not getting out.”

“What in hell did you do?”

“Raped and killed my wife.  After I got out the first time, I was convicted of raping her.  I walked in on her and her boyfriend.  And I'll kill him if I get the chance.”

“Shit I just want to do my time and get the out of this hell-hole.”

“Keep sucking up like you did today and they'll send a Rolls Royce to pick you up.”

Mitch grinned at him before he turned into his cell.  “Sonofabitch,” he said as he looked around.  His paper-thin mattress was up against the wall, the bedding on the floor.  The Bible he was given when he checked in was gone.  
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​Chapter 3


[image: ]




MITCH'S OTHER LEGITIMATE kid was busy looking after his father's properties up in Ottawa with no time to look for his siblings.  Mark Wilder was ashamed of what his father had done.  Now Mitch was a convict, he was in prison.  It was all over the news a millionaire convicted of rape.  His mother cried for days when he told her about the trial after she returned from Europe with her boyfriend Ed. 

Mark hired a new crew for one of his dad's restaurants.  Four girls walked out after Mitch had been sentenced.  They didn't want to work for someone who raped women not feeling safe around him anymore.

“What do you think Hudson?” Mark asked as he plopped down in a big chair in the office of the swanky Carlyle Motel.  “I cleaned out his fridge upstairs and threw out some moldy bread.”  His dad's suite was on the top floor where he stayed in Ottawa.  

Hudson, who managed the motel, looked at him through bushy eyebrows.  “I think you need a vacation.”

Mark rubbed his tired face.  “Yeah, I know.  All this running around dealing with my old man's properties is catching up to me.”

“Well, I'm glad Mitch helped you get that little motel on Highway 31 before he was thrown in prison.”

“It's the only place I haven't had anything go wrong in the last month.  Touch wood.”  Mark tapped the desk. 

Hudson said, “I got a call from the lawyer this morning.  He says that your brother Darren Hoffman can't touch you.  Everything your dad owns up here; the apartment building, two restaurants, and this here motel, is willed to you when he dies.  Unless he changes the will that is.  You are his legitimate son Mark.  Everything he has should go to you.” 

“Except I don’t want to have to travel to Hamilton all the time and look after his shipping business too.  I guess Darren is doing that now.”  

“He'll probably inherit it.”  

Mark waved a hand in dismissal. “I have enough to worry about.  He can have it.”

Hudson let out a slow smile.  “You can't hide up here forever Mark.”  

“What do you mean?”

“You know exactly what I mean.”

“So?” Mark said uneasily.  “I'm sure I'm not the only one.”

“See then you don't have to hide in Ottawa.”  Hudson leaned forward.  “It's the real reason you don't want to meet your kin, isn't it?”  

Mark looked away.  “You figured it out, haven't you?”

“Does your mother know?”

“Yes, even though she won't talk about it.”

“Mitch?”

Mark looked back at Hudson.  “No.  I don't know what he'll do when he finds out.”

Hudson shook his head.  “Well, I watched you grow up, Mark.  You're like a son to me.  And I sure never thought you were gay.”

Tears stung his eyes.  Mark glanced down at the floor.  At times like this, he felt ashamed at what he was.  “I can't help it, Hudson.  It's what I am.”  

Mark drove home that evening feeling down.  Hudson finally expressed his feelings about Mark being in love with another man.  He wasn't happy about it.  It hurt.  Hudson was like a father to him.  Most of the time, he felt closer to Hudson than to his dad. He wondered if Hudson would give him a hard time about it. 

Mark's spirits were lifted when he saw Nathan Palmer waiting for him in the hallway of his apartment building.  He smiled as he unlocked his door.  “Where's your bride-to-be tonight?”

Nathan took his jacket off and hung it on the doorknob.  “Planning for the wedding.  So I thought I'd stay here tonight.”

“Hudson cornered me today.  He knows about us.”

“And?”

Mark shrugged.  “I've disappointed him.”  

Nathan rubbed Mark's arm.  “Think he'll come around once he gets used to it?”

“I don't know.”

Nathan took a step closer and touched Mark's cheek.  “I can't fall out of love with you, you know?”  

“I know.”

Nathan kissed him, wrapped his arms around him and pressed his body into Mark.  A surge of excitement rushed up Mark's body.  He closed his eyes, let out a moan and searched inside Nathan's mouth with his tongue.  Soon they were undressing and touching each other.  This was where Mark longed to be naked with Nathan making love to him.  “Let's go to bed.”  Mark led the way down the hall and into his bedroom.  They crawled into bed and fondled each other.  

“I'll go with you if you want to meet your family,” Nathan said.  “You know I'll do anything for you.”

Mark placed his head on Nathan's pillow.  “And I'll do anything for you.”  He sighed.  “I think I should at least meet some of them.  I don't know about this Darren though.”

“Why, he's still your brother?”

“You know it pisses me off that Dad kept him a secret all this time.  I still haven't told Mom about the other kids.  She was pretty upset when I told her about the trial.  She'll really be pissed at Mitch.”

“Does it matter?  He's in prison.”  

Mark kissed Nathan.  “Okay.  I'll seriously think about going down there.”  He pumped his lover's cock.  Nathan spread his legs and sighed.  

Mark stroked him, kissed him and made love to Nathan.  As Nathan returned his passion, Mark pushed all other thoughts from his mind.  He concentrated on making Nathan happy thus making himself happy in the process.  

***
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FOR THE SECOND DAY, Todd got stuck with Chad while Darren went to university.  Last night Darren was late getting home.  Todd didn't need to ask why.  He knew his cousin was screwing Jody before heading back into Port Shetland.  He grimaced at Chad as they sat in his apartment.  JT walked in with his triplets.  Todd got up from the couch to help him.

“Thanks, Todd,” JT said, as he dumped a duffel bag onto the floor.  It served as one big diaper bag.  

Todd took Mikey's and Taylor's jackets off while JT looked after Emily.  The kids were let loose to crawl around.  “One thing's for sure,” Todd said as he watched them.  “They always go in opposite directions.”  

JT rolled his eyes when he saw Chad watching television.  “Isn't he old enough to not need a babysitter?”  

“Yeah.  But he wants to hang out with us.  He went uptown on his own today.”

“Good for him,” JT scoffed.  “Where did you have lunch?”

“At the diner.”

“You pay for it or is he still mooching?”

“He paid for his own.  I think Darren gave him some money.”

“Well, he isn't going to live off us.” JT picked Taylor up and aimed him in a new direction.  He had been heading for under the kitchen table.  

“You have the kids for the weekend?”

“Yeah, Mom needs a break.  Although the church group still helps, it takes a toll on her.  JT smiled at Mikey trying to climb up Chad's leg.  Chad bent down and lifted him onto his lap.  Emily was sitting in the middle of the floor sucking on a plastic toy.  

“Look.” Todd pulled JT closer to the fridge, where Chad couldn't see them. “Why don't you go to London tonight.  I'll call Bret or Justin, and we'll watch the kids.”

“Darren was back around seven last night.  I could leave right after supper.”  He gave Todd a grateful look.  “Maybe I won't be so irritable then.”

Todd patted his friend's back.  “I'm sure Jody has missed you too.”  

Todd called Justin but his live-in girlfriend wasn't feeling well.  Melissa Baxter, Jody's twin was four-and-a-half months pregnant.  Justin was looking after her.  Todd hung up the phone and frowned.  He hoped Melissa was going to be all right.  It reminded him of when JT's wife died two months after the triplets were born.  Becky had been Todd's first love.  He hadn't fallen for anyone since.  Except he did have strong feelings for Tammy.  Feelings he knew he had to curb if she was Darren's sister.  That would make her his cousin along with God knows how many.  He called Bret who promised to be there in an hour. 

JT looked back at his kids then nodded at Todd.  “Okay,” he said.  “I'll go.  What do you want for supper?”

“I took chicken out of the freezer,” Todd said.  He opened the fridge and lifted out a plate with the chicken on it.

“Are we feeding him again tonight?” JT scowled toward the living room.

“Only if Darren doesn't show up before we eat.”  He set the plate down on the counter.  “I feel sorry for Chad you know.  But you're right.  We can't afford to keep feeding him.” 

JT started getting the kids’ supper ready.  “The least he can do is help out around here.  He can feed one of the kids.”  

“How do you want the chicken cooked?” Todd asked as he stood there watching JT spoon out mush from a jar and plopping it into three little colorful bowls.  One was set in the microwave to heat up.  

“How about fried?  I'd like mashed potatoes, though.”  

“Sure.”  Todd put the chicken on to fry, then peeled several potatoes.  JT gathered his kids and placed them in the three highchairs aligned against the wall.  Todd started the potatoes cooking.  The kids were starting to fuss.  “Hey, Chad,” he called.  “Get your ass in here and help JT.”  He grinned at JT when Chad swore before he shut off the television.  

When Chad sauntered into the kitchen, Todd was opening a can of corn.  JT handed Chad a bowl and a tiny spoon.  “You can feed Taylor,” he said and nodded at one of the boys.  Chad plopped down into a chair, pulled the highchair closer and began feeding the baby.  “In his mouth,” JT said after Chad managed to get some food in Taylor's ear.  

“I've never done this before,” Chad complained.  “I don't know how to feed babies.”

“If you're going to hang out with us you'll learn,” Todd told him before he took a bowl from JT and began to feed Mikey.  He talked to his godson while Mikey blew out a mouthful of food.  “In your mouth,” he told the baby.  “It goes in.” 

Emily was patting her tray and hit JT's arm.  He held on to the spoon but the mush ended up on the floor.  “Shit,” he said, looking down at it.  “I mean, darn it.” He smiled at his daughter then refilled the spoon.  

“I'm glad I'm not the only one making a mess,” Chad grinned at JT.  

Mikey cried when Todd stood to check the stuff on the stove.  JT leaned over and shoveled food into his mouth.  Mikey watched Todd as he ate.  “Boy,” JT said.  “You can sure tell who the godfather for which kid is.  "Whenever you are all here, I feel as though I might as well not exist."

Todd smiled at Mikey as he took his seat.  “That's good.  Isn't it, Mikey?  Show your old man who’s boss.” 

***
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SUPPER FOR MITCH WAS on a tray that was slid into his cell through a slot in his door.  He took the tray, set it on the table and picked up the thick plastic utensil that doubled as a fork and spoon.  A cup made of the same plastic was still steaming with hot coffee.  Runny mashed potatoes, green beans, and two slices of ham were on his plate.  He picked up the dull knife and cut into the ham.  

The meal wasn't all that bad.  He wanted more than what was on his plate, but he knew enough not to ask for extra, he wouldn't get it.  He wasn’t allowed to substitute something he didn't like for something he did.  “Just eat it and shut up,” the inmate told him, the one who pushed the food cart when Mitch would have refused his lunch earlier that day.  Pea soup should be against the law.  

Mitch ate his supper and the green Jell-O that was in his divided silver tray.  He preferred red Jell-O.  He stood when he heard squeaky wheels getting closer and picked up the tray.  When the inmate stopped by his cell, Mitch slid the tray back through the slot.  The other man didn't even look at him as he grabbed the tray and slid it on a multi-tiered cart.  

How could I get a job like that? Mitch wondered as he sat back at the table.  He could do that, deliver and pick up trays.  

At six his door slid open.  The modern facility used hydraulic locks on all doors.  It was two stories with a row of cells above Mitch's.  He heard footsteps on the catwalk as men made their way down to his level.  While some of them went to therapy others were taking courses mostly to learn how to read and write.  Mitch went into the rec area.  He sat down in front of the television but soon became bored with the show that several inmates were watching.  He stood along a wall and watched four men playing pool. 

Guards walked around among them.  When the guards' backs were turned Mitch saw the exchange of drugs being issued by more than one group.  A fight broke out in the far corner.  Someone yelled a bunch of swear words jostling and shoving started.  An alarm sounded.  Guards attacked inmates with billy clubs and chains.  The inmates fought back with flying fists.  Mitch rushed back to his cell. 

***
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LOSER HUNG UP THE DISHTOWEL then took his coffee into the living room.  Joe turned on the evening news.  Loser waited until the commercial came on.  “Want to go on a trip?”

Joe glanced over at him.  “Where?”

“To Guelph.  To see if I can find out anything about this Chad character.”  

“Sure.  Bret can look after the gym for a few days.  When do you want to go?”

“Why not Sunday?  Then Monday I can start digging.”

Joe nodded then looked back at the television.  “Sounds good.”

Loser smiled as he watched Joe and remembered the first time they met.  He was in Tom's house when Joe came to the door.  Loser practically ran into the kitchen and sat at the table to hide his hard-on.  No one affected him like Joe had...and still did.  He pursued Joe after that even though he knew Joe just lost his wife.  He waited for Joe for a year and a half.  Loser thought about how shy Joe had been when they first started having sex.  It must have been quite the change in how Joe thought about himself.  

Loser was patient.  Joe came around slowly.  But Joe did come around and now he wasn't shy in bed anymore.  And he's still here.  Loser never loved anyone so deeply as he did Joe.  Joe told him that he loved him too.  Just once did they say that to each other.  Since then when they wanted to express their feelings they'd say, “At you Loser.” Or “At you Joe.”  Which, to them meant the same as saying, “I love you.”  

Loser sipped his coffee.  Joe was watching his sports now.  Hockey, Joe's favorite.  Loser's favorite sport was Joe.  He remembered when they first started to become serious.  Joe called him at Tom's one evening and blurted, “You better get over here before I change my mind.”  The phone went dead before Loser could ask who it was.  But he did know and rushed over to Joe's finding him in his living room drunk.  They spent half the night talking.  They talked a lot the first year after Nora died.  Loser and been patient and Joe was still here.
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