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​ Chapter One

 


“Max Max Max,” Matteo sighed. “Why don’t you
go down and ask him out on a date.” Master Vampire Max D’Angelo
looked thoughtful as he turned away from the large window from
where he was overlooking the crowd below. Matteo Fontana, Max’s
friend and one of the co-owners of Club Ghost Town, sat on the
couch, a glass of whiskey in his hand. Max and his three best
friends, Master Vampires Matteo Fontana, Giovanni Bianco, and
Enrico Ferrara, owned the nightclub.

 


Every vampire owned twenty-five percent of
the club, and each had their separate tasks. Max was the manager,
Matteo did the bookkeeping, and Giovanni’s responsibility was to
ensure the bar and kitchen were fully stocked at all times. Then
there was Enrico Ferrara; he’s the silent partner.

 


Club Ghost Town was one of the hottest
nightclubs in town, but it was due to the hard work that the club
had been so successful. It had taken five years before the club
became the place to be. “You are nuts about the guy, and
it’s making you grumpy,” Matteo added. The voice of his friend
brought Max out of his musings. “You see things that aren’t there.
It doesn’t make me grumpy because I’m not nuts about him,” Max
insisted.

 


“Oh. Really? Well, you could have fooled me,”
said a voice from behind him. Max turned and saw Giovanni standing
in the doorway. “Oh, come on. Not you, too,” Max whined; he was
getting irritated because he knew his friends were right. Whenever
he saw the cute human interacting with another man, he got grumpy,
even if he was only talking. Because the cutie, who went by the
name Kieran, never left with anyone other than the friends with
whom he came to the club. But still, seeing so many men hitting on
the stunning human irritated the hell out of him.

 


“I know what’s holding you back, my friend!
Still, if you think that he’s the one….” Giovanni’s voice trailed
off. “He’s right, you know!” Matteo chimed in. He added, “Take
what’s yours before another comes along and sweeps him off his
feet.” Matteo was hardly ever serious, but Max could hear it in his
voice; the man meant every word he said. Max sighed again.

 


“He’s not in yet.” Max barely finished his
sentence when the red light on his desk began to blink. “Ah, but
now he is. So, get your ass down into the club and ask him out
already,” Matteo urged. The red-light blinking was a sign that
Kieran had entered the club. The bouncers were instructed that as
soon as Kieran stepped into the club, they would hit the button
under the counter. That way, Max knew that Kieran had arrived.

 


“If you ask him on a date, you don’t need to
go down so many times to the boutique where he works. It saves you
a small fortune,” Giovanni chuckled. Max smiled; he frequently
visited the shop where Kieran worked, not because he needed so many
clothes. However, he couldn’t go in without buying anything because
that would be odd.

 


Max thought about that for a while and knew
his friend was right. So, maybe it was time to take action. “Well,
you can’t deny I’ve never looked better, but I don’t need more
clothes. So, maybe it’s time to ask the man out,” he conceded.
“Yes, you should before someone else does. He’s kind of hot,”
Matteo winked; he had too much fun. Max growled at that statement,
but he knew that Matteo was right. “Fuck you, Matt,” he said, but
there was no heat in his voice. “You wish,” Matteo laughed. Max
shook his head as he closed the door behind him. Even though they
loved teasing one another, they were best friends who had each
other’s back. He descended the stairs and headed straight for the
bar to the hottest guy Max had seen in a long time. He only hoped
that Kieran would accept his invitation.

 


Kieran McCormick had dirty blond curls that
almost reached his shoulders. His brown eyes were the darkest Max
had ever seen. They were nearly black. Kieran was handsome, and
many men offered him drinks, which he declined repeatedly.

 


Kieran was only interested in one man. Only
that same man didn’t give him the time of day. Or at least that was
what Kieran thought. He looked at the moving crowd and watched his
two best friends, Roger Mills and Ronan Green, in a trance on the
dance floor. Both were moving seductively to the Rhythm of the
music.

 


The dance floor was packed with gyrating
bodies, who were moving enticingly to the soul music. Every last
Friday of the month, the club had a different theme. Tonight’s
theme was the 70s, and Kieran loved the music that was popular back
then. “Want to dance?” said a voice from behind him, startling
Kieran. “What?” he asked in confusion.

 


Just when he wanted to tell the stranger to
get lost, he saw the handsome club owner coming his way. Kieran
knew the man was coming toward him because he looked him straight
into his eyes. The voice of the stranger, who stood next to him,
caught his attention again. “I asked you if you wanted to dance,”
the slightly irritated man repeated. “No!” Kieran’s answer was
short, letting the stranger know there was no room for arguments.
The guy muttered something Kieran couldn’t understand, and then he
was gone. Kieran swallowed hard when the club owner finally stood
in front of him. God, the man was handsome, mesmerizing.

 


Max’s heart nearly stopped at seeing a
stranger moving in on Kieran. No no no! He walked faster, but it
seemed to take hours to reach the stunning man. He breathed a sigh
of relief when he saw the stranger turn and walk away. He was
simply the most gorgeous man Max had ever laid eyes on. Yes, he
couldn’t help it; he was in love. Also, he was convinced that this
man was the one.

 


Kieran’s heart was slamming against his
ribcage when the attractive club owner stopped in front of him. The
man was stunning with shoulder-length, raven-black curls and
piercing gray eyes. He had to be about six foot four or five. Then,
he leaned toward Kieran. “Hello! Kieran, isn’t it?” the man asked
in a deep, sexy voice, his full, kissable lips very close to
Kieran’s ear so he would be able to hear him over the loud
music.

 


Feeling the man’s hot breath on his skin made
him shiver. Kieran shook his head. No, he wouldn’t be his next
conquest, even though he was the most handsome man Kieran had ever
seen! “Yes, I am Kieran, and you are?” Kieran asked in a voice that
sounded too husky. Oh, he knew who the man was, well, not his name,
but he was one of the club owners. Also, he was the man who came to
the boutique all the time, buying tons of clothes. So why did he
feel such a strong attraction to this man he didn’t even know?

 


Max smiled warmly, and Kieran noticed that
the man’s beautiful smile reached his eyes. The smile was genuine.
Still, he didn’t plan on giving in, not even to this handsome man,
no way! “I’m Max. Max D’Angelo,” Max introduced himself as he held
out his hand.

 


Kieran looked at the hand as if it were on
fire. After a few seconds, however, he took the offered hand.
“McCormick,” he said, and he smiled at seeing the confused look on
Max’s face. “Kieran McCormick,” he corrected. “Ah, yes, of course,”
Max said. “Can I buy you a drink?” he asked. Somehow, Max knew that
he had to be careful with Kieran; well, to him, the man was
special. “Nope, I’m good,” Kieran answered as he held up his glass
of coke.

 


Max smiled. He was pleased that Kieran didn’t
seem to be a drinker of alcohol. He knew from the bartender that
Kieran rarely ordered alcohol; he mostly drank Coke or mineral
water. Since Kieran had his drink, Max ordered a beer. “So, you
don’t do alcohol?” he asked. Kieran smiled, nearly melting Max’s
heart right then and there. “I do, sometimes, but not often,”
Kieran replied. Goosebumps broke out over Max’s body when Kieran
leaned forward to talk into Max’s ear because of the loud music.
The man had a beautiful voice, not too deep but just right.

 


Max took a deep breath because he needed to
get his libido under control. It wouldn’t help much if Kieran saw
the massive bulge in his jeans. He couldn’t blame Kieran for not
trusting him. Max knew that he had a reputation. He also knew that,
for him, Kieran was the one. “Would you care to join me at my
table? It’s quieter and talks so much easier.” Kieran was a bit
shocked because this wasn’t what he had expected, not from Max. The
man was known for taking his conquest for the night to one of the
back rooms, not to his private table. Also, the rumor was that he
never, ever fucked a guy twice.

 


So, when he was invited to Max’s table,
Kieran was stunned. It wasn’t something that Max usually did. And,
if this was Max’s way of getting into his pants, well, he better
think again! Kieran didn’t plan on being the man’s next conquest.
However, he kept his thoughts to himself, and instead, he said.
“Oh, okay. Just let me tell my friends so they don’t worry.” Before
Max could react, Kieran was already striding toward his friends,
who were still on the dance floor.

 


Both Roger and Ronan looked happy when they
saw Kieran coming. “Hey, finally. Come and dance with us, honey,”
Ronan yelled so his friend would hear him over the loud music.
Kieran looked at both his friends. “No, I can’t. Max invited me to
his table. I just wanted to let you know.” Even though Kieran was
shouting, both men shook their heads, letting Kieran know they
couldn’t understand him.

 


Roger pointed at his ears, and then he shook
his head again. Kieran pulled Roger close and repeated the
sentence. Roger’s eyes grew wide. His friend grabbed him and Ronan
and headed off the dance floor straight to the restrooms, where the
music wasn’t so loud. “Come again?” Roger demanded. “What’s wrong?”
Ronan asked in confusion. “Well, Max just invited me to his table,”
Kieran explained. “No way!” Ronan said. “Yes, he did,” Kieran
grinned. “Then, why are you still here?” Ronan blurted out. “Wait a
minute. You do know that Max has a reputation, right? The man only
does one-night-stands,” Roger almost sneered. Both men were his
best friends, but to Kieran, Roger was like a brother. Kieran had
two brothers and one sister, but they weren’t very close. Roger was
very protective of Kieran, always there when he needed him.

 


“Calm down, Roger,” Ronan soothed. “I think
Kieran is perfectly capable of handling himself,” he added. Kieran
beamed at Ronan. “Don’t worry, Roger. I’ll stay put at the club. I
won’t go anywhere. It’s not like Max is an ax murderer, right?” he
joked, trying to lighten the mood. “He’d better not be,” Roger
mumbled. “Okay, I have to go now because Max is waiting for me,”
Kieran said. “Don’t worry so much, Roger. It will be ok. I know his
reputation. And no, I won’t let him into my pants. If that’s what
he’s after, he’s barking up the wrong tree,” Kieran assured while
walking backward, then he turned and sauntered away.


Chapter Two

​


Max looked at his watch. It was ten minutes
since Kieran had disappeared from the dance floor, and he heaved a
sigh of relief when he saw Kieran finally coming his way. “Sorry
that I took so long, but my friends always worry,” he explained.
“Let’s go to my table where it’s quieter,” Max said into Kieran’s
ear, making him shiver again. The master vampire felt the man
shiver and was thrilled because this meant that he felt the pull.
Kieran’s soul recognized Max.

 


Kieran nodded and followed Max to the back of
the club. They both sat down, and Kieran noticed how quiet it
actually was. “What can I get for you? You want another coke?” Max
offered.

 


Kieran was mesmerized by the way Max looked
at him, devouring him with his eyes. “Uh, sorry. Could you repeat
that, please?” Kieran asked. He hadn’t heard a word Max had said
because the handsome man had enthralled him. Max chuckled. “I asked
you if you wanted another Coke,” he repeated patiently. Kieran
blushed a lovely shade of red, and Max found it adorable. “Yes,
please,” Kieran answered softly. Max took his cell phone and pushed
a few buttons. Kieran was fascinated to see that the man ordered
their drinks by calling the bartender. Max rested his forearms on
the table and leaned toward Kieran.

 


“So, why are your friends so worried? Do they
think that I would kidnap you?” Max joked, but his eyes were
serious. “No, of course not. It’s just, well, you do have kind of a
reputation,” Kieran admitted shyly. Max chuckled. “That’s true, and
there’s nothing I can do about that. I guess that I have to earn
your trust, then?” That statement got Kieran off guard.

 


“Uh, just so you know, I don’t do one-night
stands,” Kieran warned. “Not even with a handsome guy like you,” he
blurted out. Oh, dear God, he hadn’t wanted to say that out loud.
On top of that, he felt the heat creep up his neck and face. Shit,
he was blushing again, shit, shit, and triple shit! Max was beyond
pleased; this stunning man was too cute, and he was his. First, he
had to gain Kieran’s trust, but from now on, Max wouldn’t let any
other guy hit on his man. He now was sure that Kieran was the
one, his beloved.

 


Someone Kieran hadn’t seen before came to
their table and greeted first Max and then Kieran. Next, he put
drinks and some delicious-smelling snacks on the table. “I ordered
some snacks; I thought that you might be hungry,” Max explained at
the confused look on Kieran’s face.

 


“Smells good. What kind of snacks are they?”
Kieran had to know. He somehow had to taste them. “It tastes like
chicken, but it’s meatless, as in, vegan. The sauce is called satay
sauce; it’s made of peanuts, and it not only tastes delicious, but
it’s healthy as well. Come on, try it. It’s not poison,” Max said,
looking expectantly at Kieran. Kieran looked suspicious but finally
grabbed the cutlery and put a piece on his fork. He moaned softly
when the taste of chicken and spicy sauce exploded in his mouth.
“It does taste like chicken. Are you sure that this is veggie food?
Because you could have fooled me, he moaned again while putting
another piece in his mouth.

 


Max smiled; this was good; Kieran liked his
cooking. “I prepared it, so yes, I’m sure,” he said, looking very
pleased with himself. Kieran nearly choked, and he started
coughing. Max was beside him in seconds, and he gently patted him
on his back. Max began to rub small circles on Kieran’s back, and
the coughing lessened. The younger man leaned into the touch, and
Max couldn’t be happier. So far, so good, which made him decide to
take the risk and put his arm around Kieran’s shoulder. He pulled
him close and kissed him. At first, Kieran anticipated opening his
mouth and welcoming Max’s hot tongue. However, the ringing of Max’s
cell phone brought Kieran back to the here and now; he pulled back
and gently pushed Max away from him.

 


“Why did you do that?” Kieran asked
indignantly, even though he was panting. The master vampire gave
Kieran a gentle smile; he said, “You are gorgeous, and I couldn’t
resist.” Max barely recognized his voice. Shit, he hoped that he
hadn’t blown it with Kieran, but the man looked strangely at him,
seemingly lost for words.

 


“Look, I’m not sorry, okay? I like you a lot,
and I want to get to know you better if you let me, Kieran.” Max
decided then and there to spill it all. “I’m serious about you,
okay?” Kieran was stunned, and it took a few moments before he was
able to react accordingly.

 


“What are you talking about, Max? Every week,
you take a different guy to one of the back rooms. Now you tell me
that when it comes to me, you are serious? Really?” Kieran snapped.
Max was thrown off guard by the sudden outburst. He hadn’t expected
such a strong reaction. The man was pissed off. Why? He didn’t
understand, but it seemed that Kieran was getting angrier by the
second. The master vampire knew he had to come up with something
before Kieran would walk away from him. “Let me prove it to you!
Just. Will you give me a chance, please?” Max would beg if that
prevented Kieran from walking away permanently.

 


Kieran cocked his head. Was this man for
real? “You want that badly in my pants? Jesus, you’re incorrigible!
And here I am, thinking that.” Thinking he was special? He didn’t
share that thought with Max, though.

 


Kieran paused, swallowing hard before saying
in a sharp tone, “Well, anyway, I’m going home now!” he stood up
from the comfortable couch. Max rose almost simultaneously. The sad
look on the man’s face almost made Kieran stay. Almost. He had to
get away from Max. It was insane. This man was pure poison; he was
too handsome, and he was too, well, too much of everything!

 


“I’m sorry, but I really have to go,” Kieran
insisted. Max was thinking frantically, searching to give Kieran a
reason not to leave. He couldn’t let Kieran go, not like this.
“Have dinner with me,” he blurted out. Kieran looked suspiciously
at him. “Tomorrow evening. You pick the restaurant,” a
hopeful-looking Max said; he was nearly begging, and he couldn’t
care.

 


Kieran wanted to blow Max off, but he simply
couldn’t do it. He couldn’t turn him down, even though he knew he
should, he really should, but he couldn’t. Not when this tough guy
was pleading with him. There was something about Max that made
Kieran want him. Need him. But why? Why him? Why this, well,
playboy would be the correct description.

 


“What’s so special about me that you want to
take me to dinner?” Kieran asked instead. He still didn’t
understand why the man was so interested in him. On the one hand,
he was thrilled that Max was asking him out on an actual date. But,
on the other hand, it was scary as hell because he had feelings for
the man. Feelings that he shouldn’t have because he hardly knew
Max. Plus, Max was a hunter, always looking for his next prey.
Kieran so didn’t want to be added to that list. Still, dinner with
the handsome man couldn’t harm. Could it? “I can choose the
restaurant?” Kieran shyly verified. Max nodded. He would do
anything to keep the stunning man within reach. Max knew that if he
let Kieran go, he wouldn’t get a second chance; it would be over,
regardless of the attraction between them. So, he waited eagerly
for Kieran’s answer.

 


“Piccoli Miracoli,” Kieran said after a few
minutes of silence. Max mentally pumped his fist in the air. Yes,
this was good. “We’ll meet at the restaurant. Say, around seven?”
Kieran said, because he didn’t want the club owner to know where he
lived.

 


Kieran still didn’t trust the man. That
thought made him frown. Why have dinner with someone he didn’t
trust? Yep, that was typical. He was always too careful, and now?
Was he being reckless?

 


Max saw Kieran’s beautiful, warm, soulful
brown eyes when the smaller man looked up at him. For the first
time, he really paid attention and noticed that Kieran’s eyes were
so dark that they were nearly black. Max hadn’t seen that before.
He never looked at the guys he fucked. This time, however, was
different. He knew that Kieran was the one; that was a fact, and
the man was stunning.

 


“Piccoli Miracoli, which means Small
Miracles. Good choice,” Max said, smiling. Kieran smiled, and it
was a genuine one. “They have excellent vegetarian food,” Max
informed, and there was that twinkle in his beautiful gray eyes
again. God, the man was stunning, sexy, and simply delicious.

 


Kieran swallowed hard before he was able to
speak again. “First veggie snacks, and now you mention vegetarian
food. Are you a vegetarian?” Kieran inquired. “Well, yes, I am.
Didn’t you know?” Max asked, looking slightly confused. “No,
actually, I didn’t. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have asked,” Kieran
softly answered. There was no judgment in Kieran’s voice. Max
breathed a sigh of relief at seeing the way Kieran gazed at
him.

 


“You seem surprised. Why?” Kieran asked
because he didn’t understand the look on Max’s face. Max smiled
ruefully. “Some people think it’s uncool to be a vegetarian. They
think a real man only eats meat and not crap like vegetarian
stuff.” The answer stunned Kieran. “I pity the people who think
like that,” Kieran scowled because this was wrong on so many
levels. “It’s complete bullshit, and I think it’s cool. So, if you
have any recommendations, then that would be nice. I’m not familiar
with vegetarian food,” Kieran was rambling, and he knew it. That
statement earned him a bright smile from Max.

 


Kieran continued; he just couldn’t help it.
“It’s the same as getting a huge dog, only to look tough, which is
very stupid!” Kieran sounded disgusted. “So, you really don’t
mind?” Max asked carefully. “No, I think it’s great. I meant it
when I said I would try it,” Kieran repeated, smiling. The warm
smile on the man’s face made Max’s heart stop for a second. Max
gently pulled Kieran into his arms again and kissed him. Kieran
melted into Max and kissed him back fiercely.

 


The kiss was gentle, almost careful. Max
pulled slightly back and cupped Kieran’s face. Kieran gazed up into
the man’s piercing gray eyes. He was pleasantly surprised when he
saw gentleness in those mesmerizing gray orbs. “You already tried
vegetarian food?” he whispered in Kieran’s ear. “What do you mean?”
Kieran whispered, not being able to speak normally. “You ate the
snacks I prepared, remember?” Max chuckled, which made him even
more attractive. “Of course,” Kieran could slap himself because how
could he have forgotten? Well, he was too mesmerized by Max, that
was why.”I’ll let you go now, sweetheart. Join your friends, and
have fun. I’ll see you tomorrow evening at seven at Piccoli
Miracoli.”


Chapter Three

​


Letting Kieran go had been so hard. Max knew
enough about Kieran not to push him. Also, he noticed Kieran’s
reluctance when he walked away to join his friends. “How did it
go?” Giovanni asked when Max entered the office they shared.
“Wouldn’t you like to know,” Max teased. He loved to tease because
he knew how curious his friend and business partner was. “I would
like to know too.” Max turned and saw Enrico Ferrara walk into the
office. “So glad you could join us this evening,” Max said in a
semi-mocking tone. Enrico was more like a silent partner. He didn’t
participate in the club business. Well, not much, anyway. They all
had an equal share in the club, but only Enrico had one other
company that took nearly all of his time.

 


Enrico smiled. “Don’t try and distract us.
Tell us about the twink.” Max’s face changed into a mask of rage.
“Watch what you’re saying, Enrico,” he growled, low and deep.
“Whoa, hold your horses, big guy. I didn’t mean anything by it.
It’s just that I’ve never seen you with anyone but twinks. What’s
so different with this one?” Enrico countered, holding his hands up
in surrender. “He’s the one,” Giovanni and Matteo said in unison.
“Thank you, gentlemen,” Max growled. “No, you mean the one?
H. How do you know?” Enrico stammered. “Yes, he’s the one. I
don’t know how, but I know that he’s it. I feel it in my very
soul.” Max held his hands over his heart when he said the words.
“Well, then I think that congrats are in order, and an apology,”
Enrico said. “Thank you,” Max replied. He didn’t hold a grudge
against his friend because he knew that Enrico never meant to
insult Kieran. The others also congratulated a happy and
proud-looking Max.

 


******

 


Kieran felt bored. One hour, he still had one
hour until he was off. It was quiet, with no customers at all.
Kieran worked at Per Uomo, an expensive clothing store for men.
There were almost always some customers around, but somehow, it was
different today. It was Saturday, and that was the best day of the
week for selling the expensive stuff. Ringing alerted Kieran that
someone had entered the store. So, he rose from his chair and took
his place behind the counter.  He smiled when he saw it was
Ronan. “Hey Ro, what’s up?” Kieran greeted his friend. Ronan
shrugged. “Not much. Are you nervous already?” he asked, looking
sheepish. Kieran blushed. “A little,” he admitted. But he was, in
fact, a nervous wreck, although he’d never admit that to
anyone.

 


Kieran hadn’t eaten all day because his
stomach had rebelled each time he’d tried to eat something.
Nervous? Kieran? No, of course not! Kieran saw on Ronan’s face that
the man didn’t believe him. He tried to change the subject. “So,
what brings you here today? Don’t you have to play squash with
what’s his name again?” Ronan sighed. “Darren, his name is Darren,
you know that,” Ronan sounded irritated. He knew that Kieran didn’t
like his boyfriend, Darren. Lately, Ronan wasn’t so happy with the
man, either.

 


“Don’t tell me he canceled again,” Kieran
sighed, then his tone softened. “You can do better than that jerk,”
he told his friend. Ronan looked away, not knowing what to say.
“You want some coffee?” Kieran asked, feeling that they needed a
change of subject. “I thought you’d never ask,” Ronan answered,
visibly relieved. “What are you going to wear tonight? Did you buy
new clothes?” Ronan curiously asked when Kieran returned, holding
two steaming mugs filled with coffee. Kieran chuckled. “No! Did you
see my closet recently?” Then he frowned. “I could use some new
shoes, though,” he chuckled.

 


Ronan’s mouth fell open. “Dude, you have
what, at least ten pairs? I mean…” “Just kidding,” Kieran
interrupted, laughing. They talked some more until Kieran looked at
his watch. “Yes, time to close up.” Ronan gave his friend a curious
look because it was the middle of the day. “Some celebrity is
coming, and they want privacy,” Kieran explained. Ronan nodded and
said, “Which means the boss is coming.” “Yep, that asshole will be
here any minute now,” Kieran replied solemnly.

 


The thought of having to talk to his boss
made Kieran’s stomach turn. Edgar Zuniga, the boutique owner, was
hell-bent on getting into his pants. After Kieran had made it
perfectly clear that he wasn’t interested, the man had backed down.
Still, Kieran didn’t trust Edgar, so he stayed away from the
man.

 


The door opened, and in walked a smiling
Edgar, who had his eyes immediately focused on Kieran. His smile
disappeared when he saw Ronan. “Let’s go and get you home so you
can prepare for your hot date,” Ronan said loud enough that Edgar
got the message. Kieran went behind the counter and came back with
his jacket. Whenever a celebrity came to shop, the boss would
handle it. So, this time, Kieran could go home early.

 


Ronan looked deep into Kieran’s eyes. “You
didn’t eat anything today, now did you!” It wasn’t a question.
“No!” Kieran answered honestly. Ronan sighed, “I thought so; you
are too pale, my friend. Come, let’s eat a snack before going home,
okay?” They said goodbye to Kieran’s boss, then Ronan took Kieran
by the arm and guided him to the little bakery just around the
corner. Before Kieran could do so much as protest, they entered the
bakery, and Ronan was ordering them some cinnamon rolls, which made
Kieran smile. “Yeah, I know what you like. You have a sweet tooth,”
Ronan said as he returned the smile.

 


“You were going to take the bus home again?”
Ronan asked. Kieran frowned. “Yes, what of it? I take the bus
often. It’s better than taking the car,” he countered. “Yeah, yeah,
parking space and all that, I know. Still, I don’t like it. Too
much is happening lately.” Kieran nodded. “It almost looks like the
gay community is under attack or something. It’s sad and scary at
the same time.” They left the bakery and came to a stop when a car
drove straight at them. Ronan reacted instinctively when the
vehicle picked up speed instead of slowing down. He jumped back,
pulling Kieran with him. “Christ! Idiot!” Kieran yelled, but the
car was already gone.

 


Kieran was trembling, and so was Ronan. “If I
didn’t know any better, then I …” Ronan’s voice trailed off. “What
do you mean?” Kieran demanded; his heart was hammering against his
ribcage. “Nothing, it’s nothing.” Ronan, however, didn’t make eye
contact. “What is it that you’re not telling me? Come one, spit it
out because, right now, you’re scaring the hell out of me.”
Agitation was evident in Kieran’s voice.

 


“Remember the last guy they found in the
dumpster, you know, near Bianco’s?” Kieran had to think for a
moment. “Yes, I remember. That was about three weeks ago. Right? So
what about it?” he said, his voice slightly trembling. He wanted to
go home and take a long, hot shower. Plus, he wanted to forget what
had just happened. That a car had nearly killed them, it had scared
him, really scared him. Ronan sighed, and his voice was soft when
he finally spoke. “That guy they found in the dumpster, well... he
was one of Max’s twinks.”

 


Kieran inhaled deeply. He so didn’t want to
hear this. He also knew that Ronan wouldn’t let the subject go.
“It’s not the first, either,” his friend said. Kieran started
walking again. “Kieran?” Kieran turned around, his face grim. “If
you want to tell me something, tell me! Don’t tiptoe around it!”
Ronan swallowed; he knew he needed to tell Kieran and warn him
about Max D’Angelo. Still, it somehow felt wrong. “He’s under
investigation regarding the murders,” he admitted reluctantly.
“Don’t tell me that it was Darren who gave you this information?”
Ronan blushed. “Yes, he did. He wanted me to warn you to stay away
from Max D’Angelo. “ Ronan added softly.

 


“I don’t believe this.” Kieran shook his head
and eyed his friend. “Oh, come on. Do you hate him that much?”
Ronan sounded so hurt. Kieran felt guilty for being so harsh, but
he was only honest about his feelings. He was never one to lie to
anybody, and he wouldn’t start now. “I don’t like Darren and
certainly don’t trust him. I’m sorry, but that’s how I feel about
him,” Kieran admitted. “Come, let’s go home, okay? You need to get
ready for your date,” Ronan said as he handed Kieran a cinnamon
roll. Kieran took a bite, swallowed, then shoved the rest into his
mouth.

 


“It’s just, I want the best for you, and
Darren is not it. You can do so much better, you know?” Kieran
insisted. Ronan sighed. “To be honest, I’m thinking of ditching
him. He stood me up too many times. I think I feel more for him
than he does for me.” Ronan’s voice was soft and full of pain.

 


That fast, all the irritation Kieran felt was
gone. “Come here,” he said, and Ronan rushed into the waiting arms
of one of his best friends. “Let’s go home, ok? I will find you a
nice guy. Someone worthy, who respects and loves you,” Kieran
whispered into Ronan’s hair. “Good luck with that,” Ronan mumbled
back. Kieran started laughing, and after a second, Ronan followed
suit. Finally, they reached Ronan’s car. “You always know how to
end my pity party, and I love you for it.” Kieran squeezed his
friend’s shoulder one more time before they reached Ronan’s
car.


Chapter Four

​


Max rose from behind his desk and walked over
to one of the large floor-to-ceiling windows. He looked at the
street below and observed the people passing by. He felt happy and
couldn’t remember the last time he had felt so excited; his heart
was pounding. In a few hours, he would meet Kieran and have dinner
with the stunning little human. A soft knock brought Max out of his
musings. “Enter,” he softly called. The door opened, and Matteo
Fontana walked in.

 


“Hey Matt, did I miss an appointment?” Max
was surprised to see his friend this time of the day. Matteo’s face
was grim when he answered. “No, I just had a visit from Detectives
Gregory James and Henry Jenkins.” Max frowned. “What did they want
now? We told them everything we know.” Max was getting angry. It
was the third time the two detectives had come by to question one
of them. They all had been asked about the murder of the young man
Max had sex with just hours before he was murdered. Max shuddered;
he hadn’t known the little twink, not even asked his name. He had
fucked him, and that was it.

 


Matteo sighed. “I don’t know what they want
from us, but I think we haven’t seen the last of them.” Max smiled
ruefully. “Anyway, I must get ready for my date with Kieran.” Max
was nervous, and for the life of him, he didn’t know why. He had
never been this excited about a date. Well, it was a while ago
since he had dated someone. Plus, this was Kieran, his soul mate,
his beloved.

 


Matteo cleared his throat. “Yeah, well, about
that. Enrico is still at the police station.” Max frowned. “What?
Why? He wasn’t even in town when the guy was killed. I’ll call Bill
because this has to stop. It borders on harassment,” Max growled.
William, or Bill Walker, belonged to Max’s inner circle; it was a
plus that he was a damn good lawyer. He would put a stop to this
bullshit. Max was about to press five on speed dial when Enrico
entered the office. “Are you alright?” Max asked while putting the
phone down again. “Yes!” Enrico answered softly. “What did the
detectives want from you this time? It is insane; you weren’t even
in town the nights of the two last murders.” Max was getting angry
all over again.

 


“Well, they questioned me about you, Max,”
Enrico said. Max raised his eyebrows; this was something that he
hadn’t expected. “Me? What did they want to know?” Max was getting
more and more agitated. What the hell were they thinking? “Let’s
say you’re on top of their list of suspects,” Enrico growled.

 


“Well, in the detective’s opinion, you are
the last one who saw the twink alive,” Enrico explained gently.
“No, not me,” Max replied. “The last one who saw the guy alive
would be his killer, and that’s not me,” he explained at the
questioning looks he got from his friends. “Enough for now, guys;
let me finish up here so I can get ready for my date with
Kieran.”

 


Enrico chuckled. “He really is a hottie,”
Matteo couldn’t help himself; he had to tease Max from time to
time. The teasing was over, however, when Max growled, low and
deep. “Just kidding, just kidding,” Matteo held his hands up in
surrender. “Get out of here, the both of you,” Max chuckled;
sometimes, his friends were incorrigible, but they were the best.
No matter what, they always had each other’s back.

 


Before he walked through the door, Enrico
turned. “You know that, whatever happens, we have your back,
right?” Max nodded once, and Enrico closed the door behind them.
Max finished the document he was working on and closed his laptop,
smiling. “Time for a nice hot shower,” he mumbled, and his penis
was already reacting to the thought of seeing Kieran again. Maybe
it would be best if he took a cold shower. He grabbed his suit
jacket from the chair and left his office.

 


When Max reached his car, a voice stopped
him. Max turned. “Detectives James and Jenkins,” Max said politely.
“Hello, Mr. D’Angelo. If you could spare us a minute of your time,
we have some questions. Maybe we should go back into your office
for more privacy?” Detective Jenkins suggested. Max cursed
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