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Chapter One

 


The morning was warm as Theo
walked with his dog, Bacon. The lawns were full of bright green
grass and decorated with colorful flowers. But Bacon being Bacon,
he found the smell of dog shit preferable to the smell of flowers.
Bacon was a basset hound, fifty pounds of sheer goofiness. It
didn’t matter that Bacon had farted on his face this morning in
bed. It didn’t matter that Bacon howled enough to annoy the
neighbors at the sound of anyone playing anything musically.
He was his best friend, his sidekick, and he was only slightly
annoyed he’d done a colossal, runny number two on Mrs. Freda’s
beautiful flowers. Shit. Literally.

As he bent down to scoop up the
shit before she could do a full head rotation, Bacon started
barking as a car pulled to the side of the road. He wasn’t paying
much attention because he was collecting the soupy turds. But then
he felt the leash go slack because someone had unhooked it. He
whirled around just in time to see four men shoving Bacon into the
back of a rusted-out Subaru. He was howling and scrambling to get
back to him, but he was overpowered by the men.

Now, Theo was a calm, level-headed
guy. There were few things he would kill a man over. Kidnapping his
dog was one of them. With a growl that sounded demonic even to him,
he grabbed the nearest dude scrambling to climb in the car. He
threw a punch and was delighted when he felt the nose crunch
beneath his fist. Blood exploded and he screamed in pain. But the
three other assholes jumped out of the car and threw him to the
ground, and before Theo could stand up, wheels screeched on the
road.

He watched in horror as the silver
car disappeared down the road and turned left. Not giving up, he
chased after it, yelling profanities and other nonsense. He lived
in a bad neighborhood. When his last boyfriend told him to buy a
gun, he should have listened. Breath catching in his chest, he
slowed to a stop. His heart was pounding and he felt sick.

“Shit,” he said, almost thinking
this had to be some kind of a joke. For a long time he stood on the
sidewalk, staring after them. But he was not giving up.

He would get Bacon
back.

****

The guys who took Bacon must have
hit Theo a couple of times too because he was bleeding from a
scratch on his cheek and there was a large bruise on his right
shoulder. His best friend, voluptuous Ana, with dark curls and even
darker eyes, had those eyes trained on him. His head was killing
him, and he was grateful he hadn’t lost a tooth along with Bacon.
He slouched in the armchair, tearing his eyes away from her and
staring at the wood floor of the apartment.

“Let’s go to the emergency room,”
Ana said. “You could have a concussion.”

He gazed down at his bloodied
shirt but shook his head. “You know this shit happens to me all the
time. I don’t think there’s anything to worry about.”

And it was true. Bad luck followed
him. He couldn’t escape it, couldn’t even deny it. If a bird shit a
mile away, it would somehow land on his head.

“Just because you have the luck of
a blind painter doesn’t mean you shouldn’t get checked out.” She
was already grabbing his leather wallet, which was laying on the
cream granite kitchen counter.

With a sigh, he met her gaze and
saw the fire burning in them. “You’re not going to let this go, are
you?”

She tossed his wallet at him.
“Nope. Come on, asshole.”

Groaning, he teetered to his feet
and followed her out to the car. Yet his brain was on anything but
the doctor’s appointment. He was coming up with ideas for how he
could get Bacon back. He’d send out flyers, offer a reward, and
reach out to local vets. His big fear was that they would use him
as bait for dogfighting, which made him want to buy the biggest gun
he could and blow their fucking feet off. By the time they made it
to Mountain Crest emergency room, he was so overheated and pissed
someone could have cooked an egg on his forehead.

Ana pulled into a spot and they
went inside together. There wasn’t much traffic, and the
receptionist appeared unchanged at the sight of his bloody shirt.
They’d sat for only five minutes when an assistant brought him in
to take his blood pressure and check his weight. He was just
grateful when they gave him a room, since people were staring. Not
that he could blame them. He looked like he’d taken a hatchet to
someone’s head.

For a moment he was annoyed with
Ana, but then he thought about how it meant she cared about him. He
may have been unlucky in a lot of things, but his friendships were
stellar. Now he just needed to find his damn dog. Clenching his
fist, he stared at the floor, but Ana patted his back and he forced
himself to relax. The minutes oozed by until the door clicked open
and then closed. He dragged his gaze off the floor, expecting to
see an average guy in front of him.

Instead he saw an angel.

The doctor had golden hair that
covered his head in waves. His eyes were green, so bright green
that they were luminescent. His face was all sharp angles and
chiseled features. The man was thin, but not too thin. He had
biceps that strained the confines of his scrubs. At the sight of
him, the guy gave him a warm smile, and he found himself unable to
do anything but stare and drool.

“Mr. Kenyon?” the doctor said.

Damn, his lips were full. It
should have looked bad on a guy but it didn’t.

The doctor tried again. “Mr.
Kenyon?”

Ana kicked him. Thankfully, this
was what he needed to jumpstart his brain. Swallowing, he tried not
to focus on the self-loathing that came from his momentary brain
lapse.

“Yeah, um…” Fuck, the doctor was
fine. But he probably was straight and married to a woman who could
have strolled out of a Victoria’s Secret catalog. “I got a bit
roughed up.”

“I want you to check to make sure
he doesn’t have a concussion,” Ana said.

“I can do that.” The doctor came
closer, and Theo saw from the ID around his neck that his name was
Dr. Anderson. “How did this happen?”

“Some assholes stole my dog, and I
got pissed and tussled with them.” Even saying the words made his
fists clench. He was going to have a hell of a time at work
tomorrow. “They ganged up on me.”

With a concerned frown, Dr.
Anderson leaned in closer, and his heart went PMS psycho in his
chest, thundering. The smell of an elegant, rich cologne filled his
nostrils, and he was amazed the man had managed to smell good
without overdoing it. His large, warm hand pressed against his
cheek, and Theo almost started chewing his tongue just to cause
enough pain to keep himself grounded. The man flashed a light in
his eyes, checking his pupils. Theo just wished they had a dick
check.

Once he was done examining his
pupils, Dr. Anderson began to paw through his hair gently,
searching for the source of the blood. He found it and made a soft,
concerned noise that was not quite a groan. Then he began to pet
his head gently, and tingles danced down his spine. Damn, this
doctor had no idea what he did to people.

“Did you get your dog back?” Dr.
Anderson asked.

He bit out, “No,” rubbing his
wrist, feeling the soft veins underneath the surface. The frown on
Dr. Anderson’s face deepened. With a sigh, Theo reminded himself
that it was not the doctor’s fault he was having a shit day.

“I hope you got some blows on them
too,” Dr. Anderson said, as he scribbled something down on his
notes.

“A few.” The words garnered a
small smile.

At that moment, the door to the
room opened and a balding, hunchbacked man in suspenders plodded
into the room, attempting to screw the top on a cup. “I can’t seem
to get the lid on this–oops.”

The man tripped, and the mystery
container, which Theo realized now was urine, covered him from head
to toe. He was speechless and wanted to start yelling, but then he
watched the feeble old guy shakily climb to his feet with Dr.
Anderson’s help. Yeah, he felt like puking. Yeah, he was mad. But
he wasn’t going to crucify some old dude with dementia over it.

Once the old man wobbled out of
the room at Dr. Anderson’s instruction, Theo made eye contact with
Ana and tried not to throw up. She made a gagging motion with her
finger down her throat. Moments later, Dr. Anderson stumbled back
into the room, carrying a rag. His eyes were huge on his chiseled
face.

“I’m so sorry.” Apologetic, Dr.
Anderson wiped at the front of his shirt, cheeks pink. “That
shouldn’t have happened.”

“That’s okay,” he said, even
though it wasn’t. “I get juices on me all the time. It just looks a
little different.”

Dr. Anderson stared at him, and
Theo realized his sense of humor probably wasn’t welcome here.
Shrugging, he sat back, holding his breath as to not inhale the
stench of old man piss. After a few moments, Dr. Anderson started
wiping again. It could have been his imagination, but he could
swear the other man was rubbing slower and, well, lower. He
squirmed on the table.

“How does your head feel right
now?” Dr. Anderson asked. “I can prescribe you some pain meds.”

“That would be nice,” he said.

“And…” Dr. Anderson paused. “I’m
sorry about your dog.”

The intense way Dr. Anderson
stared into his eyes made him realize he meant it.

****

“That doctor was all over you,”
Ana said, giddy, as he stared out the window of the car.

“Yeah, because I was covered in
pee.” He sighed when they hit another red light. “He was
probably afraid of a lawsuit.”

“I think it was more than that.”
Ana floored it when the light turned green, nearly careening into a
car making a left-hand turn.

“I don’t think so.” With the
elegance of a lady, she gave the person who cut her off the finger.
“You should have said something. Maybe asked for his number.”

Someone up ahead stopped and
honked. People were allowed to drive by. At least, until they
inched up. A herd of people stood in the middle of the road. Some
of them were holding up signs. It took Theo a second to realize
that the blob of people were actually two blobs of people. Two
groups of protesters, one protesting animal eating and one
protesting the people protesting animal eating.

“I’m not dating anyone, not even
super sexy doctors.” People began to engulf the car, and all he
could see were people yelling and white signs painted with angry,
vibrant words. “You know why too.”

“Just because your last boyfriend
was a prick and was dating a girl behind your back is no reason to
completely cut yourself off from dating.” A dark-haired woman with
a mustache was screaming, holding up her sign as her face grew
redder and redder. Theo worried she was going to give herself a
heart attack. “You’re a sweet, attractive guy—”

“With the luck of a black cat
under a ladder,” he interrupted.

“And you deserve
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