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      Profile #6

      Name: Oldridge Peabody (a.k.a. The Collector)

      Age: 53

      Marital Status: Single

      Net Worth: 1.2 Million Euro

      Bio:

      
        
          	
        Kidnapper.
      

      	
        Enjoys creating fantasies which he forces onto his captives.
      

      

      

      Unique Identifiers:

      
        
          	
        Teddy Bear hugging a heart, wrapped in barbed wire tattoo on left chest muscle. Rose tattoo on left wrist.
      

      	
        Enjoys role-playing, being in control, angers easily.
      

      

      

      

      A large chandelier hung overhead, casting just enough light so that the guests gathered around the table could see their meals and one another. Throughout the room, shadows danced along the ancient stone walls, brought to life by the flickering candles lit for this special occasion.

      Some might call the ambiance eerie, but Oldridge Peabody liked to think of it as intimate. Perfect for him and his fellow guests.

      A large ten-seater dining table sat in the center of the room, covered in freshly pressed white linens made from the finest silks that France had to offer—only the best for his honored guests.

      Tonight’s menu consisted of duck a l’orange, with creamed spinach and mushrooms and steamed veggies on the side. A simple yet elegant meal. Tonight, they were celebrating. They were welcoming the newest member to their close circle of friends.

      “Would you like some more wine?” Oldridge asked the woman sitting to his left.

      The woman’s eyes went wide as she glanced up at the young man sitting across from her. The young man nodded.

      “Umm, yes, please,” the woman responded, voice quivering as she spoke.

      Oldridge shook his head at the young woman.

      “Come now, what sort of woman leaves it up to a man to give her permission to have some more wine? If you would like some more wine, I shall give you some more wine. You just need to open your damn mouth and say so,” he spat out.

      That was the thing about Oldridge—his temperament could change in the blink of an eye.

      “I… I’m sorry,” the woman whispered under her breath, eyes focused on the plate in front of her.

      In her lap, her fingers played with one another nervously. She stopped when she caught sight of Oldridge watching her with disapproval on his face.

      The man hosting this elegant dinner let out a hopeless sigh, then stood up and walked over to a small table that sat against the wall and retrieved a carafe full of wine. He walked over and poured his young friend a glass before looking up at the rest of his guests.

      “Would anyone else like some more wine?”

      A young man and young woman both raised their hands slightly, being sure not to look their host in the eye.

      Oldridge walked around the dining table, pouring wine for those who requested it. They were his friends, after all, and they deserved as much wine as they wished. They weren’t going anywhere and didn’t have to worry about driving.

      Once he was done, he placed the carafe down next to him and resumed eating his dinner at the head of the table.

      He really outdid himself this time. This duck was the most succulent and tender piece of meat he had ever whipped up. After all, they were celebrating.

      Not enjoying the tension in the room, Oldridge looked up at his guests and smiled.

      “So, does anyone have any thoughts as to where we should go for Christmas vacation this year? Last year we went skiing in Switzerland. Did we want to do something different this year?” Oldridge looked around the table at his guests, hopeful and excited to hear their suggestions.

      The room remained silent, with no one knowing what to say.

      "Well, I was thinking that perhaps we could take my yacht out for a two-week cruise around the Caribbean. Perhaps stop in Brazil and Puerto Vallarta for a few days?” Christian, one of the newer members of their group, suggested.

      Oldridge watched as Christian’s uncertain eyes traveled around the room, no doubt wondering if what he said was appropriate—if it was in line with the character he had been given.

      Christian was new. He was still adjusting to the rules of their little club. While it annoyed Oldridge to no end, he would allow this minor break of character… this one time. Next time, he would suffer the consequences.

      “Christian! That’s a wonderful idea!” Oldridge cheered, raising his glass and taking a sip. “Two weeks of sun and alcohol sounds like just the ticket!”

      Everyone around the table nodded. It was always best to agree with whatever the man at the head of the table said.

      The guests continued to eat in silence. They all knew that the cruise would never happen. None of it would ever happen. It was all just a fantasy, a game that Oldridge liked to play—toy with their emotions. Remind them of the world that went on around them while they were trapped here… with him. Indulging in his fantasies. Playing in that dream-like realm where anything was possible. You could be anyone that you wanted to be… so long as Oldridge okayed it, of course. There were certain rules that everyone had to follow, and Oldridge regularly enforced those rules.

      “So, did anyone see what Anthony was wearing at the wine tasting the other night? Whoever told him that he could pull off a fedora was not his friend,” Oldridge commented before breaking into a fit of laughter.

      His laugh was so genuine. So appreciative of the moment.

      The room sat silent.

      There was no Anthony.

      There was no wine tasting.

      Both were figments of Oldridge’s imagination. A tale told to pass the time and keep the illusion of friendship and companionship alive.

      Oldridge slammed his fist down on the table, causing his plate to shake and his glass of wine to teeter.

      “Why is no one laughing?” he shouted, eyes blazing.

      Startled, the guests began to laugh, forcing themselves to please the man who now controlled their lives. His fantasies were now their realities. Events lived in a smoke-like state—they were not there, but if you imagined them hard enough, they almost seemed to come alive and take shape. And Peabody loved that—the control, the fantasy. Being able to force these people… his so-called friends, to live lives with him—even if not real.

      “That’s better— Oh! Before I forget, I wanted to introduce Nancy to our little club. She has been with us for almost two weeks now, and I thought she was finally ready to join us for our friends’ dinner. Try and make her feel at home,” their host announced, extending his hand toward the terrified-looking woman seated at the far end of the table. One of her hands was handcuffed to her chair, while the other was free to use during dinner.

      Nancy had been a little resistant to her new situation, so this was Oldridge’s way of showing her that he now controlled her life. He decided when she was free to use all of her limbs. He decided when she was worthy enough to sit close to him. He decided when she was ready to join their little group for dinner.

      “Welcome, Nancy,” an older gentleman by the name of Simone greeted, giving her a quick glance upward and a head nod.

      His eyes had dark rims under them, and his skin was pale from lack of sunlight. It had been just over two years since Simone had last been outside.

      Oldridge smirked. He wondered if Simone even remembered what sunlight felt like against his skin. It was funny how quickly humans could forget things, like how a child slowly forgets the facial features of a parent who has passed away.

      That was the power that Peabody held over his guests… his friends… who would never leave him. Who would never abandon him. Inside, he was smiling.

      “Simone is a history professor,” Oldridge chimed in. “He tells the most fascinating stories of things that happened long ago. You wouldn’t believe how monstrous human beings can be. I mean the wars they fought, the blood they spilled, it’s just all so… barbaric.” Oldridge’s eyes glazed over as he lost himself in some far-off memory.

      No one dared to move or make a sound. When he got into this sort of headspace, it was always safer for everyone to just remain invisible.

      Everyone held their breath and prayed.
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      Overhead, two bare-chested men in tight leather pants swung over the audience upside-down while clinging to large black hoops with their powerful thighs. It was those thighs and tight, firm bodies that kept the thirsty men below gazing up and salivating as the twin Scandinavian brothers showed off their strength.

      The brothers touched their perfectly sculpted chests in unison as they swung over the audience, trying to seduce every man who fell victim to their gaze.

      Some gentlemen acknowledged the brothers’ presence with a slight tip of their champagne flutes, while others remained distracted by the abundance of other delicious men walking around in very little clothing.

      Flesh and debauchery were on the menu—offering only the finest cuts of beef that Europe had to offer.

      Cut, uncut, hairy, or smooth, there was a dish for every appetite and a price for every meal. La Maison de M offered only the finest guys to the wealthiest of men.

      Evenly scattered throughout the room were four silver poles, each proudly displaying the physical stamina of the men they carried.

      Tonight’s theme was “Jungle of Eden.” Each dancer was dressed in an outfit that represented one of the majestic animals one might find in the jungles of Brazil or perhaps the rainforests of Australia. Each outfit was sexy and seductive, providing clients with an experience they would never forget.

      The star of this evening's show was Vixen, a black-haired, violet-eyed seductress born to please men and relieve them of their life savings.

      Vixen was just one of the many sirens who lived and worked at La Maison de M—a twenty-thousand-square-foot château snuggled in the countryside just outside of Paris, France. It was the perfect location for rich and powerful men who liked to dabble in the more exotic pleasures to come and enjoy themselves without the prying eyes of the public or fear of judgment from backward-thinking civilians.

      There were strict privacy and security measures imposed while attending an event at La Maison. No cameras, no cell phones, no electronic recording devices. As long as you followed these rules, you were allowed to enjoy the wonderland that La Maison de M offered. A celebration of lust, sin, and every possible sexual fantasy imaginable.

      Around the room, the lights dimmed, and all eyes fell on the large platform in the center of the room.

      Rising from the floor was the main attraction for the evening—Vixen.

      The violet-eyed siren smiled at the sea of horny men, all mentally undressing him and ravishing him in their minds.

      This was the part of the evening that he loved—the moment men’s hearts stopped in their chests when they first laid eyes on his firm, toned body.

      He could almost hear the dirty, lustful thoughts overloading their brains. The things they wanted to do to him. Talk about making a guy feel good about himself.

      Some took their time, mentally peeling away the thin layer of fabric that barely covered his manhood, while others were not as patient, tearing away the fabric like an excited little boy on Christmas morning.

      It was scary the thoughts that ran through men’s minds—especially the minds of powerful, horny men like the ones in this very room.

      With wealth and power comes a certain god-like sense of entitlement and untouchability. On more than a few occasions, entertainers at La Maison have had to remind clients of the Maison rules. Rules that included consent, treating the entertainers with respect, and, of course, always obeying the exit word. If a client ever disregarded the exit word, they were immediately ejected from the premises and banned for life. An exit word was used whenever an entertainer or guest wished for their time together to end.

      In this sort of environment, where fantasies run amuck, and limits are tested, guests and entertainers alike need to be able to trust one another. If that trust was lacking, that was when people got hurt.

      Dressed in light purple lace panties and nothing else, he extended his arms, spreading the two majestic wings he had attached to his back—a proud macaw parrot on full display. The feathers were turquoise in the center, then drifted into a darker blue, leading out to the edges. Close to his shoulders was a hint of yellow and red to make the magic wings really pop.

      As he stood on the platform, his face sparkled as the light hit the glitter splashed just above his eyes and across his cheeks. He looked like a mythical creature sent by the gods to seduce all men, especially those who craved the attention of one of Matteo’s boys.

      At La Maison de M, entertainers like Vixen were formally referred to as “companions” since the guests who visited the château came in search of male companionship. A “special friend” who would take care of all their needs and indulge in their every fantasy.

      Unofficially, the boys at La Maison referred to themselves as Matteo’s boys, an homage to Charlie's Angels, a classic television show that had been remade into a few feature films that never really seemed to take off… in his opinion, that was.

      Vixen grabbed onto the pole and leaped up, gripping the cold steel between his powerful thighs. Releasing his grip from the pole, he used his stomach muscles to extend his body and eventually contort himself into an upside-down “C.”

      Several of the men sitting next to the platform groaned as their eyes focused on the bulging package struggling against the thin purple lace.

      One man, an Asian CEO of a pharmaceutical company located in mainland China, stood up and placed a hundred Euro note inside the band of Vixen’s panties.

      Smiling, Vixen reached his hands down onto the floor and carefully backflipped off the pole, landing with his ass directly in the man’s face.

      “Thank you, Ren,” Vixen whispered, slowly rubbing his ass up against the man’s chest as he got to his feet.

      The man nodded, then went back to his seat and continued sipping on his bourbon.

      Two other dancers, both wearing jungle cat masks, joined Vixen on stage, thrusting and grinding and simulating sexual positions and acts that should only ever be seen in the darkest bowels of hell.

      When Vixen and his brethren weren’t working, they were practicing dance moves or learning new poses from many of the erotic and burlesque dancers their boss had flown in so that they could be trained by the best in the industry. And judging by the packed house in attendance tonight, their patrons enjoyed their shows.

      Twenty minutes later, Vixen’s show ended, and another set of dancers replaced him and the others on stage.

      “You always manage to take my breath away whenever I see you dancing up on that stage.”

      Vixen turned and smiled when he saw Matteo sitting at the bar, sipping a martini.

      The man was dressed in a black and white pin-striped Hugo Boss suit, complete with a black vest and deep purple tie. As the owner of this establishment and master of this château, Matteo was always well-dressed and impeccably well-mannered.

      “You always know how to make a young man feel special,” Vixen, whose real name was Levi Harris, complimented, leaning in and giving his boss and father figure a hug.

      The château had been in Matteo’s family for six generations. He came from a long line of aristocrats, each generation wealthier than the last until his generation. Matteo was the last living heir in his family. Not much was known about Matteo and his family’s past, only that he was the last of his family and seemed to carry with him a heavy heart.

      Matteo opened La Maison de M ten years ago and hand-picked each person who he employed at the château. Levi was found five years ago and has been living at the château ever since.

      “Busy night tonight,” Levi said, thanking the bartender for his bottle of water. He took a swig and let the cool, refreshing liquid coat his throat as it made its way down.

      “It is. I see Mr. Lenoge is sitting at his usual table, looking rather lonely,” Matteo said, giving a slight nod over his shoulder. That was the thing about Matteo—he was nothing but discreet. In this line of work, discretion was key.

      “I was just going to go over and say hi.”

      “That’s a good boy. Why don’t you see if he knows anything about that potential merger between Solace Consortium and Richer Diamonds? Keep the conversation discreet. Perhaps while you’re both snuggling in the bath.”

      Matteo knew everything about everyone. It was one of his superpowers.

      Mr. Lenoge was a high-powered lawyer doing business with many of the powerhouses in Europe and East Asia. He had his hand in several different deals that were highly confidential and very lucrative. The man was also a closet homo who loved to cuddle while taking baths—something about the intimacy of washing someone’s body while seeking comfort in others.

      Levi gave his cock a few pumps to chub up his member, then adjusted the lace panties that he was wearing. He always felt so sexy wearing women’s lingerie. The smoothness of the lace, the softness against his skin. It was all so… erotic.

      “Sounds good, boss. I’ll take him to the west wing.” With that, the violet-eyed beauty began his walk over to the man he would be comforting for the night.

      Mr. Lenoge only came to La Maison for one man, and he paid handsomely for access to the young man in purple lace.
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      Flipping through the file, an uncontrollable growl escaped Chase’s lips.

      What a piece of shit.

      Photo after photo of every woman: busted lips, puffy eyes, smeared mascara. Each photo, evidence of a heinous crime that was committed. Each photo, evidence of the unjust world we live in, where punishment is only for those who live below the poverty line or those who were born with the wrong color skin.

      In this case, the man in question had hit the golden trifecta. He was rich, white, and well-connected. Of course, there was no chance of any of these women getting justice.

      Flipping to the next photo, he stared at Lisa Thompson, age twenty-four, a recent college graduate whose only crime was deciding to go on a date with the wrong man.

      He felt his jaw tighten.

      These poor women. No one was fighting for them. They had suffered through a horrendous act, only to be cast aside and shunned because the monster who attacked them was a highly regarded member of society. A man who ran three charities and worked endless hours in the ER as a cardiac surgeon, saving countless lives every day. He had power, money, and the respect of an elite community of other rich and powerful people who always made sure to look out for their own.

      Well, not tonight.

      Tonight, Mr. Untouchable was about to suffer his own horrific night.

      Mr. Untouchable was about to get a taste of his own work at hand.

      An eye for an eye?

      Perhaps. Well, minus the sexual assault. There was no way that he was sticking his dick anywhere near that monster. He did have a billy club in his trunk, though—something left over from his days on the force.

      A little forced anal play, perhaps?

      No. He would rather just beat the shit out of the guy and make sure that it takes him months to recover, just like Clarissa Jones. The poor girl got the worst of it. She was the only one who decided to fight back, refusing to give in to that monster and his dark desires.

      If Chase recalled correctly, it took Clarissa nine months to fully recover from her injuries. A two-hundred-and-ten-pound man versus a one-hundred-and-thirty-pound woman. Seemed like a fair fight.

      Closing the file, he placed it back into his glove compartment and grabbed the black rubber gloves. He didn’t need to leave any DNA at the scene of the crime. He had worked in homicide for two years, so he was well aware of evidence-collection techniques.

      The evening sky was black, with barely a star overhead. Somehow, the cosmos had been warned about the atrocities that were about to occur here tonight. Each star and moon deciding to turn away and hide its shimmering light from the horrors of tonight’s events.

      He slipped the rubber gloves over his fingers and adjusted each digit, making sure that the surface was nice and taut. Hearing the crunching sound of the rubber as it moved between his fingers got his blood pumping.

      Chase smiled.

      Hmmm, Dexter much?

      No, he wasn’t a monster like these guys. He was a defender of justice—a lone warrior and purveyor of justice for those who could not seek it for themselves.

      Now he sounded like a goddamn superhero.

      Movement outside caught Chase's eye. He watched as the monster himself exited the bar and made his way into the back parking lot to, no doubt, drive home.

      Jaw tightening, Chase reached into the back seat and grabbed the wooden bat. Placing a wool ski mask over his head, he exited the car and silently stalked his prey.

      The back of the bar was rather small, with only enough space for a few cars to park. Tonight, there were only two parked at opposite ends of the lot.

      Chase watched as the six-foot doctor fumbled with his keychain, trying to locate the button to unlock his car.

      “Damnit,” the beast mumbled when he dropped his keys to the ground.

      “Dr. Sheppard?” Chase asked, standing directly behind the intoxicated doctor. He knew who the man was, but he wanted to play innocent.

      The man spun around, bumping into the side of his car door.

      “What the?” the man asked, startled by the voice suddenly behind him.

      Without warning, Chase swung the bat, nailing the doctor in the gut. With an unpleasant grunt, the man curled over, gasping for air.

      “I’m here to deliver you a message. Don’t you ever lay another hand on a woman again,” Chase growled, standing over top of the keeled-over man, who was still gasping for air.

      He could feel the vein in the side of his head throbbing as the anger within him grew to uncontrolled strength. He wanted to bash the bat into the side of this man’s head and not stop until his skull resembled a smashed cantaloupe.

      The amount of pain this man forced upon all those women—the amount of violence. Those women would never be the same.

      Long gone is their trust in men. Long gone is their trust in relationships or even the possibility of falling in love again. Many of the women are in therapy, hoping that one day they will be able to close their eyes without seeing the face of their attacker.

      This man’s attack on these women did not end there that night. His attack continues each and every day of their lives.

      Chase had to do something. He needed to stand up for these women and get them the justice they deserved. Even if it didn’t stop their nightmares or win back their trust in humanity, at least these women would know that their attacker had suffered his own punishment. That there was a dark angel out there, somewhere, watching out for them… exacting revenge on their behalf.

      “What?” Sheppard asked through glossy eyes. “Who the fuck are you, you piece of shit? Go fuck yourself.”

      Sheppard tried to get up but only managed to prop his body against the door. His dress shirt was untucked, and his hair a little messy, clear signs that he went at the bottle rather hard tonight.

      Perhaps the man had a guilty conscience he was trying to silence.

      That was it. He couldn’t control his anger any longer. Chase pulled the bat back and swung it forward with all his might.

      The sound of the wood connecting with Sheppard’s face was glorious. Hearing the sound of bone breaking and teeth shattering was music to Chase’s ears.

      Chase never considered himself a violent man. Over the years, his faith in mankind had begun to dwindle while his need for justice began to rise. But he never sought justice in a violent way.

      That is, until tonight.

      Tonight, he was finally releasing all that anger and frustration and forcing a balance back into the world where good once again triumphed over evil.

      A shout escaped Sheppard's lips as blood and teeth went flying from his mouth. He fell to the concrete, bent over in pain.

      “My teeth! My mother fuckin’ teeth!” the man shouted, having difficulty pronouncing the th due to the missing teeth that were now scattered across the ground.

      “This is for Susie,” Chase shouted, striking the man again with the bat. “And Lisa. And Darna. And Clarissa,” each resulted in another mighty blow.

      Calling out each name felt like a badge of honor. He was fighting for these women—these victims who were unable to fight for themselves.

      “Fuck,” Sheppard groaned, rolling onto his back. His jaw was dislocated, his left eye was puffy and bleeding from the side, and he clung to his shoulder.

      Did he dislocate the man’s shoulder?

      He remembered hitting the man a few times in the arm but was more focused on the women’s faces he saw in his mind’s eye—the women for whom he was doing all this.

      Standing over the man’s body, he crouched down and glared at the bleeding, sniveling man.

      “I’ll be watching you. And if I so much as see you touch another woman or hurt another in any way, I’ll come back for you and make sure that the last thing you see is my face before your body sinks to the bottom of Lake Ontario.”

      The man’s eyes looked terrified. His body shook, and his breathing was erratic.

      “I… I…” that was all the piece of shit could manage through broken teeth and jaw.

      Chase stood up and stared down at the man. “I’ll be watching. Consider this a warning. Next time, you won’t be walking away.”

      With those final words, Chase stepped over the man and walked back the way he came.

      Checking to make sure that no one was around, he pulled the ski mask off his head and ran his fingers through his sweaty hair.

      Fuck, that was wild. What a rush!

      Chase had been tracking Sheppard ever since his case was thrown out of court and Chase was released from the Toronto police force. Apparently, the police force looks down upon excessive use of force, even when taking a monster into custody. One broken nose. One! And all hell breaks loose. In Chase’s opinion, he was doing the man a favor. His nose was crooked, and Chase was just trying to put it back where it belonged. So what if the guy was resisting arrest and had apparently raped and beaten at least four women. The man still had his rights. And to Chase, those rights included having a broken nose.

      He hopped into the car and dropped the bloody bat onto the floor of the passenger side.

      Then he heard it.

      The sound of a gun being cocked.

      “Don’t move, and don’t be scared.”

      “Kind of hard not to be when you’re holding a gun to my head in the back seat of my car,” Chase snarled, stating the obvious.

      “I just needed to get your attention so we can talk.”

      Chase glanced in the rearview mirror, taking note of the two men sitting in the back seat of his car. One man was blond with blue eyes, while the other had dark hair and angry eyes that almost appeared black.

      “Okay, you got my attention. What do you want?” Chase asked, wondering how he could make a bat win in a fight against a gun. Fat chance.

      The dark-haired man nodded toward the parking lot. “Want to tell me what that was all about?”

      “Not particularly,” Chase huffed. He eyed the blond, who sat silently watching the man beside him. Clearly, the blond was just along for the ride.

      “Okay. I can see that you’re going to be a peach to work with,” Mr. Angry Eyes replied.

      “You sure you got the right guy?” Blond Ambition finally spoke up.

      The dark-haired man glanced over at his buddy and nodded.

      “Okay, I’ll tell you what that was all about,” Mr. Angry Eyes began. “That was Dr. Elijah Sheppard, fifty-three, a cardiac surgeon working in Central and East Toronto. Sits on the board of at least three disease-related charities, has won numerous humanitarian awards, and is currently nursing a broken jaw, facial realignment, and battered ego. What was the cause of these ailments? A certain proclivity for finding young women and forcing himself on them even when they have no interest in having a sexual relationship with the disgusting man.”

      Chase stared at the dark-haired man with his mouth slightly ajar. How on earth did he know all that?

      “You, sir, are Mr. Chase Harwick, thirty-two, former member of the Toronto Police Department until you were terminated due to… let’s just say, having a bad attitude and not listening well to authority figures.”

      The man paused and stared at Chase in the rearview mirror.

      “Do I have your attention now?”

      Chase nodded.

      “Okay,” the man said, lowering the gun and nodding toward the road ahead. “Make a left at the next corner and continue on until you hit The Beaches area. There is a little pub up there that we can grab a drink at and have a little chat.”

      Were these guys undercover cops or something? But why haven’t they arrested him yet?

      Not believing this was actually happening, he glanced at both men. “You guys got a name? Or do I just go ahead and call you Blondie and Mad Dog?”

      “Mad Dog?” the dark-haired man asked, twisting his eyebrows upward.

      “On account of how you never smile and you’re always brooding,” Blondie replied.

      “I smile.”

      “Only when I’m riding your dick and have you pinned to the bed,” Blondie says, with a smirk on his face.

      Mad Dog blushed. “It’s a good thing you’re cute.” Then, looking back over at Chase. “I’m Marc, and this is my husband, Alex.”

      Chase nodded, wondering what the fuck was going on. He began to drive, making a left at the corner and heading toward Toronto’s trendy beach area.
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      “Wait. Before we go inside,” the growly man, who introduced himself as Marc, said once they stepped out of the car.

      He reached into his jacket, pulled out a small packet, and passed it to Chase.

      “It’s for your shirt. You got a bit of Sheppard on your… chest,” Marc said, motioning toward Chase’s shirt.

      Chase glanced down at the wet wipe in his hand and wondered what the fuck he was talking about. He turned to check his reflection in the driver’s side door mirror.

      Jesus, he had more than just a bit of Sheppard on his shirt. His whole left side was splattered with blood and something brown. Possibly dirt from the bat?

      Taking the wet wipe, he began wiping down his shirt before he realized that all he was doing was just smearing the crime scene further into his clothing. No. He needed a whole new shirt.

      Then he remembered.

      Walking past a confused Marc and Alex, Chase marched to the back of his car and popped open the trunk. He reached inside and pulled open his gym bag. Yes, the gym bag that had sat in his car for almost a week. The same gym bag that he’d forgotten to take into the house to wash his used gym clothes.

      “Jesus, what’s that smell?” the blond one asked, glancing over Chase’s shoulder and into his trunk.

      Why is it that when people smell something unpleasant, they always go in for a second whiff and then become determined to locate the source of the stench? It’s like people enjoy smelling nasty-ass stenches or something. It’s like when someone passes gas and announces it, then someone else goes in to confirm that, yes, the pig let one rip. Like seriously, people are fucked in the head.

      Chase pulled his shirt out of his gym bag and took a whiff. Hmm, it wasn’t as bad as he expected. And unless someone was rubbing up against him, no one would probably even notice the smell wafting from him.

      “It’s my gym shoes. Left my gym bag in my trunk a week ago and forgot about it,” Chase said, tossing a look over his shoulder.

      Fuck these guys and their judgmental eyes. They were the ones kidnapping him. They could suffer through his man-stench for an hour.

      “Gross, this one’s just like that guy who owns that auto shop. What’s his name? Brian? Or Beerhead?” Alex asked, turning his nose upward and walking back toward his husband.

      “Brody. The one with the Daddy kink,” Marc answered, watching Chase as he took off his Sheppard-stained shirt and swapped it out for another equally offensive shirt. At least this one wouldn’t get him arrested.

      “Yeah, that’s the guy,” Alex answered, snapping his fingers.

      “He’s gotten better since his Daddy started laying down the law. He almost has him house-trained.”

      The little blond one burst out laughing.

      Chase closed the trunk and followed his two mystery men into the pub.

      The cheery blond one walked to the back of the pub and slid into the darkest possible booth he could find.

      No, that’s not creepy at all.

      His guard dog slid in next to him and proceeded to puff out his chest as if warning any possible suitors that the man sitting next to him was taken and belonged solely to him.

      Chase rolled his eyes at Mr. Possessive and slid in on the other side of the booth. Within seconds, an overly cheery waitress appeared at the foot of their table, asking what they would like to order.

      “I’ll have a mojito, whatever beer you have on tap for this guy, and I’m guessing some sort of European beer for my friend across the table,” the little golden retriever ordered.

      The waitress looked over at Chase, and he nodded.

      “Whatever light European beer you have is good for me,” Chase clarified.

      “Oh! And can I get an order of nachos for the table, no jalapenos, and can I get an order of that poutine thing you Canadians all go crazy for? What is it?” Alex asked, eyes beaming with excitement.

      The woman laughed. “I take it you guys are visiting?”

      “Yeah, we’re from Brooklyn, but this guy’s local,” Alex added, ever the chatty Cathy.

      “Well, a poutine is basically fries with gravy and cheese curds on it. And yes, it’s fucking delicious!”

      Alex’s eyes gleamed, and his smile almost swallowed his head. “That sounds amazing. Yes, one of those!”

      “Oh, and if you’re into sweets, I highly recommend that you try a BeaverTail before you leave Canada.”

      Chase burst out laughing at the horrified look on Alex’s face.

      “It’s not a real beaver’s tail,” Chase clarified. “It’s basically a large pastry with something sweet slathered on top of it. My favorite is the Nutella and banana BeaverTail.”

      “Mine too! But oh my God, have you tried the one with vanilla icing and Oreo cookies? That one is amazing!” the waitress exclaimed with heart-shaped eyes bursting out of her head.

      Alex spun around and grabbed Marc’s arm. “I want one! First thing tomorrow morning, we’re going beaver hunting, and I want that tail!”

      Marc looked up at Chase. “Words I never thought I’d hear my husband say.”

      They all laughed as the waitress disappeared to make their orders.

      Chase took one final look around to see if anyone was listening in on their conversation.

      “Okay, so who are you guys, and what do you want with me?” Chase asked, growing impatient with his would-be kidnappers.

      Both Alex and Marc pulled off their fall jackets and made themselves comfortable. It was August, but in Canada, that meant nothing. One day, you could be wearing a Speedo and tanning under the sun, and the next day, you could be wearing a parka, wondering when your nuts were going to freeze off.

      Okay, perhaps he was exaggerating, but still, in April, Canadians could experience all four seasons in the same week. Tonight, it just so happened that the temperature dropped low enough that those not used to the Canadian weather were forced to wear a light fall jacket to remain comfortable.

      “As we said earlier, I’m Marc, and this is my husband, Alex. We both live in the States, and this is our first time visiting The Great White North,” the man with the permanent scowl explained.

      “That still doesn’t answer what you’re doing here,” Chase asked again, staring at them both suspiciously.

      He didn’t like the fact that this man seemed to know so much about him and that he had witnessed his little interaction with Mr. Sheppard. These two were witnesses, and that could spell trouble for him if they weren’t on his side.

      Marc leaned forward on the table. “I’d like to hire you for a special assignment I’m leading,” he whispered, eyes locked on Chase.

      There was an eerie coldness when he looked into the depths of Marc’s eyes. It was impossible to tell what was behind them. Judging by the protective way Marc leaned in front of his husband, Chase knew that there must be love buried deep inside… somewhere.

      Was it love?

      Chase glanced over at Alex, who clung to his husband’s arm like he would die if their connection were severed. There was definitely a strong bond there.

      Perhaps separation issues? Codependence? Obsession? Weren’t those all the same thing—love?

      He doubted that he would ever feel that strong connection for anyone. If he had learned anything over the years, it was that people were selfish assholes who only cared about themselves. There was no fucking way he was ever going to open up and give someone that much power over him. The last thing he needed was someone learning his vulnerabilities, then using them against him while crushing his heart.

      “What sort of project?” Chase asked, shoving his thoughts back into the dark corners of his mind.

      He still didn’t trust these two.

      One of the things you learn in the Academy is the need for caution and suspicion, especially when interacting with someone you don’t know. Foreign countries are always trying to recruit people to act as spies and assist them with gathering intelligence. These two guys randomly approaching him… in the back seat of his car… screamed suspicious. Not to mention, they had enough blackmail material on him to force him to do whatever they wanted.

      How could he be so sloppy?

      “One that will bring monsters like Mr. Sheppard to justice,” Marc finally answered.

      Chase watched as the man’s brown eyes darkened. Yup, there was definitely a coldness to them, a lack of empathy fueled by rage and anger.

      He had seen this sort of darkness in eyes before. Usually belonging to people who just finished murdering their family and friends. He needed to tread carefully.

      “What does that mean?” Chase asked, confused and a little intrigued.

      “Let me tell you a story. There once was a boy whose mother had passed away, leaving him alone with no one but his alcoholic father to raise him. As that boy grew older, so did his father’s rage and abusive nature. It got so bad that the young boy chose to hide outside in the dead of winter with wolves all around him than remain indoors with his violent father. There was no hope for that boy. He had to either endure his father’s abuse or take matters into his own hands.

      “The boy, now in his early teens, decided to formulate a plan to rid his father from his life once and for all. He proceeded to pour his father drink after drink until the man finally passed out drunk. The boy dragged him into his father’s bedroom and laid him out on the mattress. Then, as he watched the hateful man sleep, the boy lit a cigarette and tossed it onto the mattress. It didn’t take long for the fire to spread across the bed and throughout the bedroom. To this day, the boy can still remember the smell of his father’s flesh as it burned in the fire.”

      Chase sat there in shock. Was Marc the boy in the story? Had he murdered his own father when he was just a teen?

      “Tell me, Mr. Harwick, do you think the boy’s actions were justified?” the man with the darkness in his eyes asked. He could feel Marc’s gaze burrowing into his soul, trying to determine what sort of man Chase really was.

      “Well, no. The boy should have sought help and gone to the police.” He wasn’t sure if that was the right answer, but he did know that was the answer that society expected everyone to give.

      “And would that little boy have gotten the justice that he deserved after suffering all that pain for all those years? All the late-night trips to the hospital, all the broken bones and scars. Would having the man arrested equal justice for that little boy?”

      Chase sat there for a moment, glancing between both men, wondering what he would have done in that situation.

      The waitress returned with their drinks and food.

      Alex’s eyes lit up when he saw the delicious cheese and gravy mound sitting on his plate. He wasted no time in plunging face-first into the heavenly meal.

      “Honey, don’t forget to breathe while you inhale that heart-stopper,” Marc joked, eyeing his husband, who had suddenly abandoned his arm for a plate filled with heart-clogging toppings.

      Chase didn’t blame Alex for his reaction. There was a reason that Canadians were addicted to poutines. All that delicious, gooey cheese and gravy…

      “Okay, let me put this another way. Suppose you were aware of a man who was raping and killing innocent women but was allowed to continue to walk the streets because his political father was in the midst of brokering a multi-billion-dollar deal with the Canadian government. Would you sit back and do nothing? Or would you take matters into your own hands and seek justice for these women?”

      Panic filled Chase. How did these guys know about that investigation? That was one of the last cases he had been working on before he was fired from the force. It was also the breaking point for him. When he went to his superiors with evidence of the crimes, they had reassigned the case to another officer, where it magically disappeared from the case files. He could never prove it, but he knew that his bosses were helping to cover up the crimes at the request of some very powerful politicians.

      Perhaps justice is only served when you take matters into your own hands.

      “It’s been six months since you drafted that report, and nothing’s been done, has it? How many more women has Mr. Pontis killed since then?” Marc asked, eyes locked on Chase’s.

      “Zero,” Chase said, eyes narrowing.

      While his bosses may have made the case disappear, he couldn’t just sit back and let a monster walk free. So, he did what he could. He continued to monitor Mr. Pontis’s activities, knowing that if he ever suspected that a woman’s life was in danger, he would gladly jump in and rescue her.

      In another, not-so-normal act, Chase had turned to the dark web. He posted a note detailing Mr. Pontis’s actions and asking if anyone had any suggestions on how to take this man down covertly. Most responses he received ranged from calling the police to murdering the man himself. The last one, he had actually contemplated, and had he had the means to dispose of the body and get away with the crime, he would have.

      “Correct. My hubby over here…” said the blond with a long string of cheese hanging from his chin. “Saw your note on the dark web and decided to do a bit of investigating of his own,” Alex noted, smiling and wrapping his arm around his husband’s. “My stud muffin drained the man’s bank accounts, had all his father’s business deals suddenly stalled, and posted a little note on the campus website revealing that Mr. Pontis had recently been treated for gonorrhea and that any previous sexual partners should go get tested. This, of course, kept the female population away from engaging with Mr. Pontis. And where is Mr. Pontis now?”

      “He died a month ago. Electrocuted while changing some faulty wiring in his home.” Chase picked up his beer and took a sip.

      His lips stopped once they touched the rim of the glass. He stared at the blond, who was smiling like he had just swallowed a canary. Lowering his glass, he asked the question he really didn’t want an answer to.

      “Were you guys responsible?”

      Marc lifted his own beer and took a sip. “Baby steps, my little foot soldier.”

      The mysterious man reached into his jacket and passed Chase a thumb drive. “On this are several other monsters who have not been served justice because the system has failed their victims. Most have gotten off on technicalities in court, even though it was clear as sin that they were the ones who perpetrated the crimes. Once you have reviewed the files and have had a chance to think about whether you want to help bring evil men to justice in a world crafted to protect criminals, give me a call.”

      Chase’s phone beeped.

      “That’s my contact information,” Marc added with a smirk. “We’ll be in town for the next two days, so let me know by then.”

      Marc flagged down their waitress. “On second thought, can we get these nachos and fries to go?”

      “Sure thing,” the woman said, grabbing the plate out from under Alex’s sad eyes and giving him a wink. “I’ll package these up for you and pass them to you at the bar.”

      Thanking the woman, Marc turned his serious face back to Chase.

      “It was a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Harwick. I hope you decide to join our little crusade. I could really use a man of your talents,” Marc said, extending his hand to Chase.

      “Wait. What was the point of coming all this way if you guys aren’t even going to stay and eat?” Chase asked, confused once again.

      “Alex wanted a drink, and I wanted food. Plus, our hotel is only down the street. So, thanks for the ride home, I guess.” Marc gave him a smirk as he slid out of the booth.

      “He might seem rough, but deep down, he’s a teddy bear,” Alex said as he slid out of the booth, downing the last of his mojito and smiling back at Chase. “Hope you join our team.”

      Chase watched the two pay for their order and leave with their food. This had to be one of the strangest interactions he had ever had with someone.

      He flipped the USB drive in his hands a few times and wondered what he would find.

      Was he really going to do this? Join this guy's Justice League and dish out his own form of vigilante justice? Wasn’t that what he had just done here tonight? Sheppard was probably at home… or in a hospital, nursing his wounds, wondering who the masked man was that attacked him.

      Holding the thumb drive in hand, he downed the last of his beer and then exited the booth. He needed to get home and see what was on the USB drive.

      For the first time in a long time, he felt excited, like he was about to do something that actually meant something. Like he had a purpose once again.
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        * * *

      

      When Chase got home, he spent the next four hours poring over case files—each one more horrifying than the last. In each of the cases, monsters who were guilty as sin slipped through the cracks of the justice system either because of technicalities or because of who they were. It was amazing the number of powerful people who committed crimes and became untouchable either because everyone was afraid of them or didn’t want to negatively impact a working relationship with the person.

      Take Mr. Pontis as an example. Because the Canadian government had a multi-billion dollar deal underway with the man’s father, the Canadian government was not willing to take any action to stop the monster. Thankfully, Marc had the guts and the courage to handle the issue on his own. Justice was served.

      Sitting on the floor next to his queen-sized bed, Chase scrolled through his phone until he came to the number that he wanted. He hit call, then waited.

      “Hello?” a groggy voice mumbled into the phone.

      “I’m in.”

      There was a moment’s pause on the phone.

      “Excellent. I’ll stop by your condo tomorrow,” the man said before hanging up.

      If the man had dug up this much information on people, there was no doubt that Marc also knew where he lived. Then, a creepy thought entered his mind. Were they watching him?

      Chase’s deep blue eyes scanned the surfaces of his bedroom, looking for any signs of disturbance.

      Everything appeared to be in order… so far.
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