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Oidhche leaned back on the bed, spreading luxuriously on grey silk sheets. It was a very warm morning, and they were cool and satiny-smooth under the skin of his naked back, a pleasant relief; it was still dark outside, but the skies were beginning to lighten from a pitch and moonless black to a smoky purple.

Dunnock had climbed out of bed, and Oidhche pulled himself up to recline against the pillows, his hands loosely folded over his belly, as he watched him get up.

Dunnock moved with the smooth, easy confidence of a man who wasn’t old enough yet to worry too much about how people might look at his body. Completely naked and shining with sweat, Oidhche could see the come dripping down his thighs, wet and filmy where it dripped out of his well-used cunt.

Dunnock’s back rippled with muscle – he’d been a gymnast, when he was a little girl, and Oidhche remembered seeing the pictures of him competing in different competitions around Cymru-Loegr, and then internationally. Pride of Lashton, so he’d been, before he’d cracked under the pressure and the surveillance, spiralled on a cocktail of pixie dust and benzos, realised he wasn’t a girl, chopped his budding tits off, and started killing people.

That was a bit of simplification, but Oidhche was a man who liked simple explanations, and a simple explanation was all he needed.

Dunnock’s shoulders were broad compared to his waist, which was narrow and square and had an exaggerated V cutting in against his hips. Touching his body was a fascinating study in anatomy, feeling the hard weight of his pectorals, the carved-out shape of his abdominal muscles, the power in his thighs and his biceps, but Oidhche’s favourite was in the impossible strength of his shoulders, how they were packed with muscle like a carthorse’s.

Oidhche normally liked to have Dunnock fuck his arse – he liked muscular men, liked how hard they could fuck him, drive him down into the mattress until he was bruised from his very core, but last night he’d fucked into Dunnock from behind, taken him doggy style, all the better to admire the ripple and shift of the muscles in his back.

Now, whenever Dunnock fucked him, Oidhche would have the perfect mental image of the muscle working to let him piston into him, would be able to perfectly visualise Dunnock’s terrific shoulders, all that power.

“You having a demented episode, old man?” asked Dunnock coldly, and Oidhche looked up from his musings, blinking placidly at Dunnock.

“You know, baby, it’s not very nice to mean to Daddy,” said Oidhche. “You might hurt his feelings.”

“Oh no,” said Dunnock flatly. “Whatever will I do if Daddy’s feelings are hurt? I should perish from the shame.” He said it so bluntly, and with such venomous sarcasm, that Oidhche chuckled, stretching out his arms and feeling the pleasant pull in his tired muscles before he sat up.

“You ask me a question?”

“You want me to take out Verdance Pike?” he asked. He was leaning forward as he wiped a wet cloth up the inside of his thighs and against his open lips before leaning back and doing the same to his arse. Funny, how something so basic could be appealing in such a primal way, could make Oidhche want to summon him back to bed and fuck him.

Shame that his old bones – or, more importantly, his old cock and balls – just didn’t have the refractory period to allow for that kind of indulgence these days, not unless he took something for it alongside the pixie dust, and at his age, he had to take care not to go about asking for a heart attack, which was exactly what that would be.

“For dinner?” asked Oidhche, and Dunnock scoffed, rolling his eyes. Tossing the cloth into the bathroom, where it landed with a distant splat in the bath, Dunnock picked up his shirt and began to dress himself.

Dunnock never liked to stay the night, and when he did, it wasn’t in Oidhche’s bed – Oidhche’d never much cared for the needy boys, the ones who wanted to be held or the ones that wanted to hold him, and Dunnock was far too nasty a little cunt to want for that sort of thing. Now and then, these past few months, he’d take a little cat nap in Oidhche’s office, lie straight back on the chaise and go uncomfortably still as he slept, but that was a relief compared to when they wanted to linger in Oidhche’s bed or wrap themselves around him. It was why he was dressing himself now, when it was almost three in the morning, to go off and do whatever he did – Dunnock wouldn’t go home to his little flat on the beach front until it was at least five, and he’d be out again, bright and bushy-tailed and ready to spatter someone’s blood on a wall, by nine.

“Why would I want you to take him out, baby? What’s Verdance Pike ever done to me?”

“He’s a Pike. Isn’t that enough?”

Oidhche tutted disapprovingly, watching Dunnock step into his jeans and pull them up the long length of his legs – Oidhche was a tall man himself, taller than Dunnock was, even, but his was a lanky and gangling height, and although he’d grown into it, although he loped like the wolf he’d come to be, his body would never ripple with the strength that Dunnock’s did. Oidhche was a swimmer, even did pilates twice a week, but even at Dunnock’s age, he could never have flourished like he did, and—

Mm, why would he want to? It was nice to appreciate what you didn’t have, and Oidhche’s nasty little songbird ate like a shrike, all that meat, to keep his muscles in place.

“You know, a thing that you’re going to have to learn, sweetheart, is that you can’t just go around killing everybody on the other side. That’s bad business.”

“We eliminate the other side,” said Dunnock. “Less competition. How’s that not good business?”

“Eliminate the other side,” said Oidhche, and laughed, tapping his fingers against his thigh. “What gives a boy like you so much ambition?”

“I was a professional athlete,” said Dunnock.

“Oh, yeah,” said Oidhche thoughtfully. “Guess that’ll do it.”

Dunnock exhaled an almost-laugh out through his nose, nocking his belt shut, and rolled his shoulders.

“Speaking of being a professional athlete,” said Oidhche, “I don’t suppose it has anything to do with that trophy the boy is bringing home to his daddy, that he won in that fancy little ice-skating competition last month?”

Dunnock scowled. “I never did ice-skating,” he said coldly. “My main pursuits were the beam and vault.”

“Mm,” agreed Oidhche. “The Pike boy’s better than you at those as well, isn’t he?”

Dunnock scoffed. “Can I ask you a question?” he asked.

“Sure, baby, what do you want to know?”

“The fuck kind of name is Oidhche?”

“Well, I don’t know, what the fuck kind of name is Dunnock?”

“It’s a bird.”

“Uh huh.”

Dunnock shrugged powerful shoulders. “I like birds,” he said.

When Oidhche had first carried on a conversation with Dunnock, he hadn’t really believed he could be so fucking simple. Dunnock had been making a name for himself the past few years – he’d come out of rehab at seventeen, hair cropped short, hormones burning a hole in his back pocket because he was used to getting his medicine privately and Mommy wasn’t so interested in bankrolling for baby now that baby was a boy and he wasn’t bringing home trophies any longer.

Oidhche really didn’t know what the boy’s first job had actually been, because half a dozen people, suits and thugs alike, claimed to be the ones who’d hired him for his first – depending on who you asked, he’d either started out in the boxing ring in Albert’s, and “accidentally” punched a guy so hard he’d snapped a bone in his neck and sent him packing, or with Petty O’Keefe, who he’d stabbed in the ear with a snapped cocktail stirrer, or with some French smuggler out of a pontoon boat coming in during a storm, or, or, or.

It didn’t matter who he’d started with: it mattered that Dunnock took money for a kill, took cash for the services of his big, scary muscles and his attractive arsenal of blades and arrows, and that when people tried to kill him, it didn’t go well for them.

He’d heard of the boy getting taken into the fold – one of the kids had mentioned it, that they’d started sparring with Dunnock at the gym, and that they’d invited him to join the payroll, but it had been one of the youngest who’d mentioned it. Who? Dag, Siân? Gearóid, maybe?

It didn’t matter much – what mattered was that Oidhche knew Dunnock by sight, and the muscle boy he’d been playing with, a big old cowboy called Utah who was just a little too soppy for his liking, had already been going out of favour, and so he’d bought the boy a drink. Dunnock, polite thing, had taken it, and he’d answered every single question Oidhche had asked him – about the fancy school he’d gone to, about competing in gymnastics, about doing drugs, about killing people.

He just gave his answers so frankly, so honestly, so plainly, that it was hard to believe he was being real, but Oidhche had come to learn that Dunnock really was just that shallow a man, and really did think that simply.

He wasn’t stupid, but while his plain thinking wasn’t always a boon – times like this, for example, when he thought killing every non-Laithe in Lashton was the answer to competing business needs – when he decided to be the tactless little shit he was, it was refreshing.

“You like birds,” said Oidhche contentedly. “Well, my mother liked stars. My brothers and sisters, they had names like Reálta, Méa, Cúpla, Gabhar.”

Dunnock frowned, wrinkling up his nose and tilting his head to the
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