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Chapter One

 


They chattered.

They chortled.

The noise of them invaded Chad’s sleep.

Magpies.

Romeo’s winged demons in the field.

When they’d first moved in, they were a rare
sight. There were blackbirds, robins, and other small songbirds,
but under Romeo’s favoritism and discrimination, the magpies
learned to stick around.

They had an ally in Romeo, and just like
that, he established order in the outside world with the magpies as
the top predator.

Chad blinked the ceiling into focus while his heart
skipped and tripped. A low, long groaned escaped him as he grabbed
a pillow and pressed it to his face.

It didn’t help.

The sharp birdcalls went through the barrier,
spearing into his skull and rattling his brain.

Chad would’ve preferred the sound of roosters or car
horns, or a catastrophic explosion to Romeo’s army of magpies
clacking out their machine gun call. It got worse when Romeo joined
them, clacking his tongue to the roof of his mouth, calling more
down from the trees around their field. If it hadn’t been going on
for weeks, Chad would’ve been impressed with how well Romeo
mimicked them, but for six consecutive weekends, he’d woken
disoriented and inside a war zone with the sun only just peeking
out from the horizon.

Chad stumbled as he got out of bed, taking the duvet
with him as he trudged to the window and yanked open the curtains.
Romeo stood in a tornado of wings and claws in their field of the
dead, arms aloft, scattering seed. He watched, clacking, and
greeting his feathered friends who twirled around him in a
synchronized dance. 

Romeo Knight.

Their God.

Chad rolled his eyes.

He rapped the glass, but the sound of magpies
drowned him out.

“Damn it!”

He gripped the bottom of the window and heaved it
open. Romeo didn’t notice, too engrossed in the birds flying around
him. The hood of his coat covered his head to protect from bird
shit Chad imagined. 

Chad opened his mouth to yell, but one bird broke
free from the frenzy and headed his way. His frantic shooing did
nothing to discourage the magpie. It swooped, Chad shivered at the
wind from its wings, and the proximity of its claws to his
face. 

“Jesus,” he hissed, lifting his arm to defend
himself.

They were getting bolder, angrier, and if any other
bird dared try to join in, they dove for it and took it from the
sky. Chad had seen them kill.

It needed dealing with and the solution had four
legs, a wagging tail and a lolling tongue.

Mercutio.

The stray magpie retreated to rejoin Romeo. Chad
kept his arm ready in case another became brash and attacked
him.

“It’s 6:00 in the morning!”

Romeo turned to face him with his eyebrow raised. No
apology, only amusement at a shirtless Chad hanging out of the
window.

Chad rubbed his eyes, waiting for Romeo to at least
look sheepish. But this was Romeo, and all Chad got was a wolfish
smile.

“Exactly.” Romeo called back.

“What?”

“It’s their breakfast time.”

“It’s Saturday.” Chad yawned into his hand. “I was
working late last night.”

The case they’d been working on was near enough
closed, they were just waiting on Dead-Dave’s autopsy report to
file everything away into the domestic homicide cabinet. 

A simple case of a wife killing her husband because
of his infidelity. Knife wounds aplenty, Dead-Dave had been
undecided on the killing blow with so many to choose from and
decided he needed the weekend to decide what happened to the
victim, blow by blow, second by second.

“Not the magpies’ fault,” Romeo dove his hand into
his coat pocket, threw another handful of seed, then began a slow
plod towards the house. He tugged down his hood and combed back his
hair with his fingers. It was long enough that the natural waves in
Romeo’s hair were showing, curling the strands beneath his ears.
The messy hair, the gruff beard, and the piercing eyes did things
to Chad despite his annoyance. 

Romeo was handsome, even tracking back to the house
through a muddy field, with birds cawing and scraping behind
him.

“All you need is a black coat and a scythe.”

“I like the sound of that.”

A crow landed close by and Romeo yelled at it until
it flew away.

“You shouldn’t do that.” Chad told him.

“Why not?”

“They deserve to eat, too.”

Romeo gestured behind himself. “And they can. They
can find their own.”

Chad sighed as Romeo passed out of Chad’s sight, and
into the house through the kitchen door.

He slammed shut the window, listening to Romeo trek
through the kitchen.

Chad bit his lip.

He grabbed a bottle of lube, then trudged into their
ensuite bathroom to splash water on his face and brush his teeth.
Romeo appeared behind him in the doorway a few minutes later.

He watched Chad in the mirror who paused mid-brush
to glare back.

“6:00 in the morning.” Chad spoke around his
toothbrush.

Romeo stepped closer and wrapped his arms around
Chad’s waist.

“It’s Saturday, and that’s how you chose to wake
me?”

Romeo narrowed his eyes in the mirror. The edge of
his mouth pulled upwards. “How else did you want to be woken?”

“I can think of a few ways that would be
particularly nice.”

“Oh, yeah?”

Chad hummed and resumed brushing.

“Has anyone ever told you, it’s rude to talk with
your mouth full?”

Before Chad could snipe back, Romeo pulled the
toothbrush from his mouth.

“Romeo!” Chad squawked, blushing hard at the
toothpaste that had leaked from the edge of his lips. The shock of it had him swallowing his mouthful of
mint.

Chad’s eyes burned.

Romeo smirked, slotting Chad’s toothbrush back into
the holder. He turned Chad around in his arms and wiped his rough
thumb over the edge of Chad’s mouth.

Chad shivered. His cock began hardening in his
boxers at that tiniest touch.

No, Chad inwardly told it, he was not horny,
he was angry.

“One of your swarm tried to kill me.”

“Again with the dramatics?”

“It did, Romeo—it almost took my eye out.”

Romeo snorted, shaking his head.

“They’ve become obsessive over you like you are over
them.”

“Ridiculous. There’s only one thing I’m obsessive
over…”

Chad flared his nostrils. “So I’m a thing, am
I?”

“Not always. Right now, you’re a … moody person,
five letters.”

“I am not a grump.”

“Hand job for the grump?”

Chad’s jaw fell. He spluttered on air. “What?”

Romeo’s arms gripped Chad tighter. “I asked if the
grump would like a hand job?”

“I’m not a grump,” Chad bit the inside of his cheek.
“And no, I don’t.”

“Fair enough.” Romeo said, releasing his hold. “I’ll
see you downstairs—”

“Wait…”

“What is it?”

Chad looked down at himself, or more specifically
his fully erect cock in his boxers. Romeo folded his arms, staring
at it, too.

“So, you do want a hand job?”

“Yes.” Chad squeezed the word through his teeth.

“Then say it.”

Mischief glinted in Romeo’s eyes.

“Say what?”

“The grump wants a hand job.”

“I’m not saying that.”

“Then no hand job.” Romeo retreated to the doorway.
“I’ll see you downstairs for breakfast.”

“Fine,” Chad snapped. “I don’t need you for a hand
job anyway.”

He turned his back to Romeo, thrusting his hand down
the waistband of his boxers. Romeo slammed into him, taking Chad by
the wrist and pulling his hand away from his cock.

“Not allowed.”

Romeo pinned Chad’s arm to his stomach and slipped
his free hand into Chad’s boxers. He skipped his fingers past
Chad’s cock and caressed the top of Chad’s thigh.

Chad tried to thrust against Romeo’s forearm, but it
was a futile attempt to get off.

“Just say it.” Romeo nipped Chad’s ear.

“I want a hand job.”

“Who wants a hand job?”

Dignity be damned. Chad couldn’t look at himself in
the mirror.

“The grump wants a hand job.”

“See, wasn’t that easy?”

For a fleeting moment Chad thought about slapping
Romeo’s arm, shoving him away, and reclaiming some of his thrown
away dignity, but then Romeo’s warm, rough hand took hold of him,
and need swiftly replaced thought.

“Eyes on the mirror.” Romeo said by Chad’s ear.

Chad stopped his eyes from sliding shut, and watched
through the mirror as Romeo jerked his cock, still in his
boxers.

“I want to see,” Chad murmured.

Romeo snorted and tugged Chad’s boxers down to his
thighs. Chad groaned, sucking in his bottom lip. He watched through
half-hooded eyes as Romeo worked his hand back and forth over his
cock.

The wet sound brought a blush to Chad’s cheeks.

“You’re so fucking perfect for me.” Romeo
whispered.

Chad found his eyes in the mirror. Romeo stroked his
other hand over Chad’s chest, covering and revealing the scars as
he went. He dragged his thumb nail against a sensitive number three
beneath Chad’s left pec. Chad shivered. Romeo moved on, twisting
one of Chad’s nipples, forcing him to jerk onto his tiptoes in
response, and press his back to Romeo’s front.

“I still can’t believe I can have all this,” Romeo
murmured.

He wasn’t just talking about the sex, but home, the
magpies, the murders.

Chad had given him it all.

“I’m so fucking lucky.”

Romeo stroked his hand lower until it joined his
other hand’s goal of making Chad explode all over the sink.

“Everything is … just right.”

Chad moaned as Romeo’s hands swallowed him
completely, hiding his red tip. He couldn’t keep his eyes open any
longer as he got swept away by bliss, squirting through
the cave of Romeo’s fingers as he came with a
whimper.

Romeo rested his chin on Chad’s shoulder as Chad
caught his breath.

“I’m sorry I woke you up.” Romeo said.

Chad snorted. “You’re halfway to forgiven.”

“Halfway?”

Chad hummed, pressing his ass back against the swell
in Romeo’s sweatpants. He tilted his head back
and gave Romeo a coy smile before sliding away the towel on the
side to reveal the lube.

Romeo grumbled, reaching for the bottle. “You played
me?” He smirked, flicking the cap.

“Maybe a little.” Chad sighed, arching his back so
Romeo could have him as he braced against the sink.

Romeo chuckled, filling his hand with lube. He
rubbed it over himself before spearing it into Chad with greedy
fingers. Chad’s nails stung as he dug them into the chrome of the
sink, breathing harder and harder the longer he had to wait.

Romeo pushed his cock inside, and Chad watched him
in the mirror with a slack mouth. Romeo didn’t look back at him.
His burning eyes were fixed on his cock slowly disappearing inside
Chad’s body. He groaned when he slid all the way in and lifted his
eyes to the mirror. Their gazes locked as Romeo began rolling his
hips, thrusting in and out, never breaking eye contact. Chad’s skin
exploded with goosebumps, and he conceded first, letting his eyes
slide shut as sensation took over.

“Fuck, Romeo.”

Romeo pressed his face into Chad’s neck, taking him
harder. It didn’t matter that he’d come minutes before, Romeo
punched another orgasm out of him before groaning into Chad’s neck
as he followed.

They found their way back to bed afterwards, and
Chad fell asleep with his head on Romeo’s chest, listening to his
heart go from racing back to calm while thinking Romeo had it
wrong.

Chad was the lucky one.

Romeo pressed a soft kiss to Chad’s temple as he
woke from their impromptu nap.

“I’m sorry about this morning, it’s part of my
routine. Magpies, breakfast, languages, gym, lunch, recipes, case
files, cooking shows, dinner.”

Romeo listed off his activities as if they were the
most natural thing in the world. Domestic bliss while searching for
someone to kill.

Chad smiled, struggling up in bed to rest against
the headboard. “You more than made up for it.”

Romeo sat up beside him and reached beneath the
duvet to squeeze Chad’s thigh.

“One more day.” Chad said, watching carefully for
Romeo’s reaction.

“One more day.”

Romeo narrowed his eyes at the dog bed in the corner
of the bedroom. One of three beds in total. Romeo approved of the
beds in the kitchen and living room, but the bedroom dog bed kept
vanishing only to reappear after Chad had managed to find it in the
house.

Chad had been counting down the days until Merc came
home, gaging Romeo’s feelings on the matter, but he’d been
emotionless throughout.

“What time’s your appointment with Keeley?”

“2:00. Do you want anything from town?”

Romeo pursed his lips, his eyes whipped back and
forth as he thought. “A bird feeder.”

“You are the bird feeder,” Chad smirked. 

“A freestanding one.”

“Right.” Chad sighed. It was always about the birds.
Romeo’s gaze pressed on him, and he glanced up and paused when
Romeo’s lips moved into a smile.

 “If you want me to wake you up in
a nice way, it’ll come in handy for feeding the
magpies in the morning and keeping me in bed for longer. Win-win
for everyone.”

“In that case, I’ll buy two.”

****

The session with Keeley flew by, mainly because the
hot topic of conversation was Merc. Merc, just the thought of him,
had already helped Chad. He was something to focus on that stopped
the memories of Vincent Whitehall and Tate from taking over.

Keeley approved of a dog and rattled off a load of
studies conducted that concluded dogs helped with depression,
isolation, loneliness, and PTSD.

Chad nodded along and bit his tongue not to add his
own hope for the new addition to his and Romeo’s lives.

The cold cases he’d given Romeo were just
that—cold. Either no evidence, or most of the players
involved had already died, and although he didn’t outwardly
complain, Chad knew his craving—his need—itched away at his
soul.

Chad hoped Merc would distract him from the longing
to kill and make the time between murders more bearable.

He also hoped Merc would bond with Romeo. Chad had
visited the rehoming center a few times, and they’d struck up a
bond, but the day Merc came home would be the first day he’d meet
Romeo. Sure, Merc had probably smelled Romeo’s scent all over Chad,
but it would be the first time he’d sniff Romeo from the
source.

Dogs could sniff out drugs, money, cancer, but could
they sniff out a serial killer, untainted by evidence, but a serial
killer’s genetic make-up?

Would Merc know after one sniff?

Would he growl, shake, or run the hell away?

“Chad!”

He blinked, snapping back to attention. He shuffled,
eyeing Keeley leaning forward in her chair.

“Sorry?”

“I asked if you were okay?”

Chad nodded, rolling out the knots in his
shoulders.

Of course, Merc wouldn’t be able to detect Romeo’s
nature.

He was being stupid.

“I’m fine.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “Just… I
want him to like us.”

“Who?”

“Merc,” Chad frowned, before squeezing his brow. “I
want him to like me and Frank.”

“Ah, the new dog,” Keeley smiled. “Is Frank a dog
lover, too?”

“This will be his first one.”

“I’m sure Frank will love him.”

Chad checked the time on his phone and got to his
feet. “Fingers crossed.”

“Same time. Next week.”

Keeley had offered him a session once a week again
after Tate, and Chad had readily accepted.

It helped.

Chad nodded as Keeley tapped away on her laptop,
writing up a few key notes from their session. He closed the door
softly behind himself as he left her office, waved at the
receptionist, then stepped outside. He took a deep breath of fresh
air and turned his thoughts to birdfeeders as he crossed the car
park.

It was bright compared to Keeley’s mood-lit office
and headrush assaulted him after sitting for so long on the
couch.

A woman rushed past him with a pushchair. Her eyes
were sunken, rimmed with black and her free brown hair lashed
behind her in her haste to get across the car park. Her child,
hidden by blankets, babbled away happily.

Chad smiled.

He’d shown Romeo strollers for dogs.

Romeo had growled that there was no way in hell they
were getting one.

“Hey,” Chad called out, spying the stuffed rabbit
that had fallen from the pushchair. The woman didn’t hear him and
didn’t stop. Chad swiped the rabbit off the floor, and jogged to
catch up, only to skid to a halt at the pick-up truck in the corner
of the car park.

He couldn’t read the plate, but the truck shone a
vibrant red, catching the stray sunbeams that managed to break
through the thin clouds.

Chad stared at it.

He’d seen it before.

He’d seen it a lot in the past month.

So much so, that he’d convinced himself this
pick-up truck was following him.

Keeley had tried to rationalize his paranoia.

He’d been noticing more and more red trucks, but not
the same make or model. It was a coincidence, not a stalker and
yet, Chad bristled at the touch of eyes.

Chad changed direction, heading straight towards
it.

The engine rumbled into life, and the truck pulled
away, slicing into traffic to the sound of furious car horns. Chad
squinted, but he was still too far away to read the plate.

He curled his fingers into something soft before
realizing he still had hold of the rabbit.

“Shit.”

The woman had gone, and Chad could no longer hear
the rattle of her pushchair.

He sighed, and studied the rabbit. Peter Rabbit. And
by the intricate gold stitching, not a cheap one. He tugged Peter’s
blue waistcoat firmly around his body, then trudged back to his
car.

The woman didn’t reappear, and neither did the red
truck.

Chad admitted defeat and drove home, only for Romeo
to meet him on the doorstep with his arms crossed and eyebrow
raised.

“Bird feeder?”

“Shit,” Chad backed up. “I’ll go get one.”

Romeo caught his arm before Chad could escape.
“Don’t worry about it.”

“But I want my nice wake up calls.”

“How could I deny my Juliet anything,” Romeo said,
pulling Chad into the house. “I’ll order a bird feeder online.”

Chad’s mouth dropped at the pile of chain spilling
out of a delivery box in the entrance hall.

“Urm … Romeo?”

“It’s for Mercutio.” Romeo replied with a shrug.

“Chain?”

“And padlocks.”

Chad picked a section of chain from the box, gaping
at the weight. “What the hell?”

“Just in case he’s vicious.”

“We’re not getting a goddamn werewolf, Romeo. He’s a
timid, sweet boy.”

“Don’t make me jealous.”

Chad tried to shove the box with his foot, but it
didn’t budge. “Outhouse.”

“Fine.” Romeo leaned over to heave the box off the
floor. “No need to be a grump about it.”

He winked as he passed through the doorway.


Chapter Two

 


Merc waited for him in the reception area,
tail whipping against the chair legs and creating a musical tune.
He’d been named Gary by the staff, but he didn’t respond to it. He
didn’t respond to much.

Chad had bought a few books about dog
training and presented them to Romeo.

Romeo threatened to throw them on the
fire.

The woman holding onto his collar was Sally.
She may’ve been a small woman, but she held onto Merc like he was
nothing. She cooed at the dog before turning to Chad with twinkling
blues and asking, “Is dad ready?”

Dad

He’d never felt like he was the dad to Toby.
Toby had been his protector, his companion, the only thing that
gave Chad’s life any spark. This dog was different, he was the
added spark, rather than the only one burning.

Chad nodded, and she released the collar.
Merc tried to launch himself across the room, paws slipping in his
desperate attempt, like a cartoon character.

“He’s been whining and anxious all day,”
Sally said, smiling. “He knew something was different.”

Chad dropped to his knees and accepted the
kisses on his face. Merc’s thick skull knocked into Chad’s jaw, his
chin, even his nose, but the small pains were almost welcome with
Merc’s obvious enthusiasm over his new owner. Chad stroked him and
cooed into his ears that he was a good boy.

“I’ve just got some paperwork for you to
fill out, then he’s all yours.”

Chad stood up and tripped his way to the
desk with Merc pawing at his legs. Sally had the clipboard ready,
and after a few quick signatures, she handed over Merc’s lead with
a bright smile.

“Any problems, give us a call.”

“I will.”

Merc settled down as Chad clipped the lead
on his collar. He gazed up at Chad expectantly, big silver eyes
wide with excitement. 

“Shall we go home?”

His words got a tentative tail wag. Chad
smiled and led Merc to the door. His tail picked up the pace,
battering the door frame as they made their way outside. Merc
dragged him in the direction of the car, not stopping at the trunk,
he bounded up to the passenger side and covered the door with muddy
paw prints.

Ever since Josh had given him Gary’s
leaflet, Chad had only imagined Merc as his and Romeo’s dog. Merc’s
grey coat, with a white tummy, and two dazzling silver eyes had
hypnotized him. Sally had told him they thought he was only a year
or so old, still young in the face, eager to please and brimming
with a need to express affection.

Merc sat on the passenger seat for the drive
home, watching out the window while holding Peter Rabbit in his
mouth. Chad didn’t have the heart to take it off him, having
forgotten he’d left the stuffed toy in the car.

Merc’s tale twitched every so often, with
pent-up excitement or a tad of nerves, Chad didn’t know, but when
he talked to him, two big eyes found his and stayed
there. 

“I’m your dad.” Chad snorted. “But you’ve
got another dad to meet, too.”

Merc cocked his head, still
watching. 

“I’m not sure how he is with animals. I
mean, he likes the magpies … at least I think he likes them, and
he’s got an attachment to them.” He shuddered. “You’re cuter, and
way more affectionate, and I’m hoping… I’m hoping you’ll keep him
company when I’m at work, distract him from the … monster, give him
something else to focus on.”

They hit a bump in the road. Chad cursed,
adjusting the mirror, and there it was.

The red truck behind him.

His stalker in pursuit.

He slowed, hoping to catch sight of the
plate but the truck slowed, too, keeping its distance.

“Stop it,” Chad growled to himself. He
curled his hands around the wheel. “It’s paranoia.”

Keeley’s paranoia diagnosis came after Chad
had told her he thought a red Toyota Hilux was following him,
before changing his mind to a Ford Ranger, then back again.

Another red 4x4 passed him going the other
direction and he slumped.

Merc dropped Peter Rabbit and climbed onto
Chad’s lap.

“Easy,” Chad blurted, shifting to adjust for
the dog.

When he glanced at the mirror again, the
truck had gone.

“I’m losing my mind.”

Merc licked him under the chin.

Chad chuckled and patted him on the head. “I
hope Romeo likes you.”

He turned onto the track road that led to
the house. “And I hope you like Romeo.”

The car bounced as they rolled closer.
Merc’s ears were up as he fixed his eyes on the house in front of
them.

“Home,” Chad said, opening the door.

A flash of black appeared in the corner of
his eye. Wings swooped on top of the outhouse, and feet clacked as
the bird landed. Chad couldn’t see it, but he knew it was up
there.

Not a blackbird or a crow or a magpie, but
something else.

He heard the machine gun call from the
field, and knew Romeo must’ve been feeding them.

They clucked and cawed, and Chad gritted his
teeth as he walked Merc around the side of the house. Romeo stood
in an oversized trench coat, pockets weighted down by seed, doing
his best impression of the reaper with his hood over his head. He
had his back to Chad, but one bark from Merc and he spun around,
wide-eyed. 

Merc wagged his tail, and jumped on his
lead, eager to greet the strange man with his army of
feathers. 

“Hi,” Chad blurted.

“That’s him then…”

“Yeah,” Chad petted Merc on the head. “This
is Merc … you’re going to love him, Romeo.” 

“That’s very optimistic. It took me long
enough to get comfortable with the idea of loving you, but I will
tolerate that scruffy thing.”

Chad leaned down to cover Merc’s ears.
“You’re not scruffy.”

“Bring him over,” Romeo said, gesturing with
his hand.

Chad moved towards Romeo with Merc at a
stalk beside him. He tripped on a stray rock, and the lead slipped
from his hands.  Fuck. Chad reached for the
lead but missed.

Merc took off barking at the magpies,
chasing them around the field. Romeo’s face paled before his eyes
sharpened on the dog, and Chad’s heart punched out danger over and
over. 

“Romeo…”

“He’d dead.” Romeo hissed through his teeth,
setting off after Merc. Chad near-flat lined at the promise in
Romeo’s voice, but he only took two strides over the mud before
falling over and landing on his face.

A nervous laugh crept past Chad’s lips.

He tried to cover it with his hand as Romeo
got to his feet, but he knew it was obvious by the death glare he
received. The side of Romeo’s face was covered in mud, along with
both of his hands. He flexed his fingers in front of himself,
targeting Merc in the field with his glare. The mud was too
slippery for Romeo to pursue him and too slippery for Merc to catch
a bird.

Romeo trudged back to the house while
flinging the mud from his hands.

Undeterred, Chad whistled, and Merc gave up
chasing the magpies, and bounded towards the house, flicking up mud
in his wake. He knocked into Romeo’s legs as he rushed inside,
stamping mud all over the place and eliciting another growl of
outrage from Romeo.

“Chad!” Romeo snapped, “We need the
chain.”

“No, we don’t.”

Merc skidded through the kitchen and into
the hall.

Chad grabbed Romeo by the wrists and
squeezed until he stopped miming strangling Merc. He got to
the door first and shut Merc in the living room before coming face
to face with a raging Romeo.

“You’ve got to calm down.”

“Calm down!”

“If you have a heart attack you know I can’t
call an ambulance, right?”

Romeo took a deep breath, pushing out his
pecs. “Is that supposed to be funny?”

“Yes, and no, but you’ve got to calm down,
count to ten.”

“Chad,” he snapped the name, and Chad
winced. “Shove him in the outhouse.”

“It’s cold out there.”

“I don’t care.”

“Please,” Chad tried, pulling Romeo’s hands
towards him. They stiffened and refused to hold onto his waist like
he wanted. “It’s warm in here, he can’t sleep outside.”

“Then I’ll sleep outside.”

“But then I’d get cold. I need you to keep
me warm in bed.” Chad said, brushing his hands through Romeo’s
hair. One side of his hair was easier to get his fingers through,
the other was clumpy with earth. Anger continued to flitter over
Romeo’s face, but he no longer stared Chad in the eye, he looked at
his mouth and watched as the begging words came out.

“Please, Romeo. Please let me keep him.”

“He went after the magpies.”

Chad pouted. “But they’re just so tempting …
he probably thought he was protecting you.”

“He did it for fun.”

“Don’t take it personally,” Chad leaned in
to kiss Romeo’s throat. One kiss. Two kisses. “You said we could
keep him. You told me to get him.”

“I’ve changed my mind.” Romeo lifted his
chin, encouraging more. 

Chad obliged, running his lips down Romeo’s
neck. “Please.” He tried again, gripping the sides of Romeo’s
trench coat. He eased it over Romeo’s shoulders, and let it fall to
the floor, scattering seed all over the tiles. Romeo tensed his
jaw, but more kisses from Chad relaxed his expression, and moments
later, he tilted his chin back again and let out a blissful
sigh.

His eyes fluttered shut, and Chad pressed
forward with his advantage, pulling Romeo’s t-shirt over his
head. 

The clothes had saved Romeo’s chest from the
mud. Chad leaned in just to lick his chest, moaning at the
masculine taste of a sweat slick Romeo. Romeo produced heat like a
furnace, particularly when he was angry or turned on. Chad didn’t
know which one was affecting his skin, but it was the latter that
was speeding up his breathing and making him fidget. 

“Say we can keep him.”

“You think you can suck my dick, and I’ll be
fine with that thing in the other room.”

Chad shrugged. “I don’t see the harm in
trying.”

“You’re playing dirty.”

Chad licked a wet stripe between Romeo’s
pecs, down to his belly button. Dropping to his knees, he took hold
of Romeo’s hips.

“That dog’s probably got mud all over the
sofa.”

Chad bit his lip. “No probably about
it.”

“Pawprints up the walls.”

“Most definitely.”

Romeo flared his nostrils and shot daggers
with his eyes at the living room door.

“You know something else,” Chad spoke closer
to Romeo’s naval. “He’s probably ripped up one of your magpie
cushions, too, and thrown the stuffing everywhere.”

Romeo glared at Chad on his knees, but Chad
could see the desire before the anger. No monster lurked in his
eyes. He was irritated, no doubt about it, but it wasn’t
the need that had him stiffening and relaxing his
jaw. This was a Romeo issue, not a monster one. 

“You could go in there and stop
him.” 

Romeo exhaled heavily.

“Or you can stay here and let me kiss you
some more.”

Romeo could never resist the touch of Chad’s
mouth, especially when he’d been made to wait while Chad worked a
case. They’d had sex the day before, but it had been weeks since
Chad had wrapped his mouth around Romeo’s cock and pleasured him
that way.

“More.”

He squirmed when Chad kissed his stomach,
whined when he brushed his lips featherlight over the V of his hip,
and when Chad unbuckled him—he moaned. A deep rumbly moan that
traveled down his body.

Romeo stepped backward, dragging Chad with
him until he met the wall with a thump. Chad tugged down Romeo’s
jeans and boxers, all the way to his mud-covered boots. He exposed
Romeo’s hard cock. It jolted. Chad caught it in his hand, flexing
his fist around the wide girth.

Romeo huffed. “I hate that you can do this
to me.”

“You love it, too.” Chad reminded. He
touched his lips to the head of Romeo’s cock, and kissed away his
pre come, “See.”

“It’s unnerving.”

Chad nuzzled with his face, then whispered,
“You love that I make you feel out of control.”

Romeo made a noise like he
disagreed. 

“You do because you love the feeling that
you’re hanging on, that you want to take me, but you fear the
monster might misread the signals and come out to play. You’ve told
me before, that danger, that excitement, it’s addicting and goes
straight to your cock. It’s the same reason you like strangling me
while we make love. The contradictions of man and monster add to
it.”

The deep thump of Romeo’s Adam’s apple made
Chad smile.

“I like it, too,” Chad admitted on a whisper
before swirling his tongue around Romeo’s crown. He groaned at the
muskiness, and his taste buds tingled for more.

“Your idea of foreplay is dangerous,” Romeo
muttered.

“Sex with you always has a bit of risk
involved.”

There was only one way Romeo could feel in
control again, and that was by taking it, and Chad pushed him
towards it, teased, and smirked, kissing and lightly licking, but
never enough until a firm hand gripped his hair.

Chad looked up at Romeo, dark and handsome,
with a gruff beard, and pupil-blown eyes.

“Show me how much you want that dog.”

Chad sucked in as much of Romeo’s cock as he
could. It wasn’t enough proof for Romeo, he pressed himself deeper,
slipping too far until the evitable happened, and Chad
choked. 

His fingers twisted in Chad’s hair. 
Romeo rolled his hips forward and his cock thrust into Chad’s
mouth. Not as deep, but with added urgency, and an animalistic
quality to his actions. Not a need to kill, but one to satisfy
himself using Chad’s mouth.

Chad’s jaw ached, his tongue tingled, and
the drool running from his mouth down his neck made him feel so
dirty. It itched on his throat, and his cheeks burned with
embarrassment, but he loved it. He loved being stuffed full and
used by Romeo.

Chad licked, lapped, twirled, and fluttered
his tongue against Romeo’s sliding cock until a hitch in Romeo’s
breathing confirmed he was doing something right. The angle
changed. Chad gripped onto Romeo’s hips to steady himself. He
couldn’t lick or suck anymore, could only take, and Romeo made him
take it, thrusting into him with the same power he’d used the day
before in the bathroom.

Chad’s eyes watered, his throat ached, and
the lack of oxygen numbed his fingers and toes. The dribble on his
neck no longer bothered him, he couldn’t feel much of anything as
black crept into the edges of his vision, tunneling so all he could
see was Romeo’s dark eyes watching him.

Romeo’s cum rushed over his tongue. He
swallowed it down despite his lungs burning with the need for air.
Romeo slipped out, Chad fell back on his ass, wheezing for breath.
He gasped for it at Romeo’s feet while he watched with an
emotionless expression.

“Romeo?”

Chad couldn’t help the croak or the fear
that crept into his voice. 

Romeo swooped, dropping to his knees, and
lifting Chad’s chin. He pressed his lips against Chad’s softly and
slipped his tongue into Chad’s mouth in what felt like an
apology.

Chad sighed into it. Shuffling forward on
his knees, he gripped Romeo’s shoulders for balance as they
kissed.

When Romeo pulled away, it was only to
murmur out, “Sometimes I think you’re suicidal.”

Then they were kissing again, slow lingering
kisses where time seemed to stop.

Romeo’s tongue brushed against Chad’s
lazily, like he was savoring Chad’s mouth. No longer brutal, but
sensual. Chad clutched onto the gentleness, the easy way he teased
his mouth, and the way his mind filled with a pleasant fuzz.

Romeo was hard and dangerous, but he could
be sweet and soft, too, and Chad loved the combination of both.

Romeo broke away. “He chased my birds.”

“We’ll teach him not to.” Chad bit his lip.
“You weren’t really going to hurt him, were you?”

“I have no desire to kill the dog despite it
chasing my magpies.”

“You said you’ll give him a chance.”

“Coming in your mouth is not a substitute
for me saying I’ll give the dog a chance.”

Chad shook Romeo’s shoulders.
“Please, Romeo.”

“I hate it when you use that tone. It hits
me right in the gut, feels like the organ is malfunctioning or
something.” He shuddered. “What is this, guilt?”

“Please. It was your idea in the first
place.”

“You had the leaflet.”

“You told me to ring the number.”

Romeo groaned.

“Ha. I win the argument.” Chad announced,
bouncing to his feet. His head drifted with the lack of oxygen, and
Romeo steadied him before he could fall.

“You okay?”

“Stood up too quickly. Come on,” Chad pulled
Romeo’s arm. “Let’s give you a proper introduction.”

Romeo didn’t reply, he stood up while
continuing to stop Chad from falling. Once he knew Chad was steady,
he pulled up his jeans and fixed his buckle.

“He better not have torn up my
cushions.”

Chad smirked, linking his fingers through
Romeo’s. He pulled Romeo over to the living room door, opening it
enough for Merc to squeeze out and waddle over.

“Merc, meet Romeo.”

Merc sniffed Romeo’s muddy boots before
sitting in front of him, swishing his tail against the ground. His
long tongue dangled out as he panted up at Romeo.

“Romeo, meet Mercutio, or Merc for short.”
Chad pulled Romeo’s hand down to Merc’s head and made him pat him.
“Your new best friend...”


Chapter Three

 


“Merc though,” Josh said for the fifth time.
He frowned at the light in the ceiling, his blue eyes shining as he
whispered out, “Merc?”

Chad shrugged. “He looks like a Merc.”

“How can anything look like a Merc?” Josh
reached for a doughnut from the box, sprinkling sugar all down his
front as he took a huge bite. “Other than a Mercedes.”

Ally peered through her thick framed purple
glasses at him. “Why name your dog after a car? Why not a bike?
Harley.”

“That’s a nice name,” Josh replied, ruffling
his sugar covered hand through his blond hair. He was leaning back
in his chair with the front two legs off the floor and Chad thought
about tipping him over to see him flap his arms and squawk.

“Or Davidson,” Ally continued. “He looks
like a Davidson.”

She was still staring at Chad, and raised
one of her thin eyebrows as if it would make him consider the name.
She was a small woman, but fierce, and usually Chad would fold
under the weight of her dark eyed stare, but this time he
didn’t.

“He’s called Merc.”

She tutted. Her black hair shimmered with a
hint of purple as she turned her head to share a disappointed look
with Josh.

They were both perplexed by the name, but he
couldn’t tell them the truth behind it, couldn’t tell him it was a
play on Romeo and Juliet, Mercutio being Romeo’s best friend and
the whole notion of a dog being man’s best friend.

Ally picked a doughnut from the box, but
rather than take a huge mouthful like Josh, she tore off pieces fit
for a squirrel.

“We’re really fitting into the detectives
eating doughnuts and drinking coffee all day stereotype, huh?” Chad
mumbled.

Ally pushed a pea-sized amount past her
lips, and Josh stuffed the rest of his doughnut in his mouth with a
groan. He licked his fingers once he’d swallowed it down.

“So … when can I meet him?” Josh asked.

“You want to meet Merc?”

“Of course I do, it was me that set you up
in the first place.”

Chad snorted. “That sounds like we’re
dating.”

Ally cleared her throat. “Which reminds me,
I want a formal introduction to this fella of yours, Frank,” She
wagged a finger at Chad.

“Me, too.” Josh added.

Chad folded his arms. “You’ve met him.”

“He had a mask on, unless he’s that
hideously ugly you don’t want me to see him.”

Chad went to retort, but couldn’t.

“Oh, shit,” Josh said. “He’s not a looker
then.”

“He’s…self-conscious about his
appearance.”

Josh pulled a face. “No need to say anymore,
I get it.”

“You don’t, but back to Merc,” Chad said,
flapping his hand. “How about Saturday?”

Josh opened his mouth to reply, but snapped
it shut when Faye popped her head into the room.

“Dave wants to see you
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