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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Liz Carter drove perilously down Maryland Avenue toward Wilmington Industrial Park. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, throwing her a look of disbelief. She chuckled as the vehicle practically careened on two wheels into the Wilmington Industrial Park entrance by way of Germay Drive. “Jesus Christ, Liz,” I grunted, “where the hell is the fire?”

	She gave me a triumphant smile, bringing the vehicle to a jerking standstill in back of a food distribution depot. “No fire.” She slapped the steering wheel. “You just don’t like the way I drive.”

	“Shit,” I muttered, opening the door and getting out, “you call that driving?”

	“Watch it,” she warned, climbing out of the vehicle at the same time. She zipped up her jacket with the US Marshal insignia on it, making sure her badge was visible. “The last man who asked me that question mysteriously disappeared...  never to be heard from again.” She made a spooky sound in her throat.

	I rolled my eyes and surveyed the litter of luxury vehicles scattered around the lot. “I’ll remember that.” It might have been ominous here at this time of night if not for the party going on in a building that once served as a shipping office for the LA and Long Beach Ports.

	 

	Most of the real estate in this industrial park belonged to George Ryerson, so it wasn’t a surprise that he’d set his boy up to work in a clandestine club out here in the middle of nowhere.

	“Think he’s in there?” Liz asked as we headed around back.

	“According to the information I was given, he’s supposed to be.”

	“Think he’s going to give us a hassle?” she asked.

	I shrugged. “We’ll find out in a few minutes.” You could never predict how someone was going to react in these situations.

	Liz and I stopped a minute and scanned the area before proceeding. Except for the heavy metal music that we could now hear spilling out of the open windows, it was quiet all the way over to the railroad tracks.

	“A private club for rich, closeted gay men,” Liz announced with a grin. “Hey, Dominick, if it weren’t for the fact that you don’t have a pot to piss in, it would be the ideal place for you.”

	I showed her my middle finger.

	She laughed.

	Technically, I wasn’t in the closet, but as a US marshal, I didn’t advertise the fact that I preferred cock. I also was a firm believer in separating work and pleasure. When I was on the job, I was on the job, that was it. I didn’t think about sex... that much, but when I was off duty, I was a completely different guy. I liked my men willing and the sex rough, and I didn’t want to bother taking down their numbers.

	Liz was the only female marshal in this region of LA, and the only one I’d confided in. We were friends, and we worked well together. I didn’t give her a hard time because she was a woman, and she didn’t get on my case for being gay. We respected one another. Didn’t mean she refrained from teasing the hell out of me, though.

	The assignment we’d been given tonight was more of an annoyance than anything. We’d only been told to pick up George Ryerson’s boy toy and bring him back to headquarters.

	All we knew was that George Ryerson of Ryerson’s Investments was being investigated for fraud, but he was suspected of having some pretty powerful connections, connections that were far more important to the authorities than the fraud. Ryerson had agreed to turn state’s evidence for immunity, but yesterday an attempt had been made on his life by a hired assassin.

	After he’d been arrested, he made bail and was living in seclusion. He’d been offered protective custody when an attempt had been made on his life after his court arrangement, but he’d refused. He’d also refused to turn over his contacts in exchange for a lighter sentence on the fraud charges.

	Ryerson was in his late forties, married with two children. He’d taken in Cal Medina Lopez as a foster son several years back, but the entire thing was quite sordid and unsavoury.

	Cal Medina, born Calixto Medina Lopez, had been fostered by Ryerson at the tender age of fourteen, but at the insistence of Ryerson’s wife had been transferred to his own apartment three years later. Ryerson paid for all expenses, and often ‘visited’ on the weekends.

	Calixto’s parents had entered LA illegally before Cal was born, and were deported when he was only ten years old. Since Cal was American, his parents handed him over to a family friend before their deportation. Calixto had run away from this family a year later. He’d been in three foster homes before Ryerson took him in.

	Ryerson owned a series of clubs, many of them private and exclusive. He’d always denied that anything illegal was going on inside their walls, but these places had been closed down and relocated several times during the last decade. Time after time, they were raided and closed down due to drugs, prostitution and the hiring of illegal and underage boys. Ryerson always managed to slip through the system, with payoffs and concessions.

	I reached for the door handle now. Liz made a joke about not knowing a special series of raps that would allow us entry. As it turned out, the door wasn’t locked. I banged my fist on it, calling out, “US marshals!” Then I opened the door. Given the noise level, I doubted anyone had even heard my announcement anyway.

	As the door opened, Liz and I were bombarded with some headbanger tune that nearly knocked us into the fifth week.

	We stood in the entrance, looking around us in the bleak room. Cautiously I placed my hand on my gun and walked inside, Liz close by.

	There were no more than twelve men sitting around a mostly barren room, furnished only with some tables and chairs, a makeshift stage and a small bar. In the dim light, I could barely make out the naked young men serving drinks or dancing at tables. No one made a move to hide what was going on, most likely because no one realised who we were yet. Aside from our jackets, Liz and I were dressed in jeans, and nobody would be able to make out what was written on our jackets.

	We walked through the dismal, music-filled room with total impunity. I squinted at the floodlight glaring down on a young man on the makeshift stage. His slick, naked body writhed around a pole twenty feet away from where I stood. We hadn’t been ordered to arrest anyone or close the place down, just to grab Ryerson’s little pet. I focused on the hump feast. This guy definitely fit the description of Cal Medina—early twenties, dark hair, slim, around five ten. He was really swinging off that pole.

	Liz was doing a tour of the adjacent room while I drew closer to the stage. Medina noticed me suddenly. His gaze riveted to mine, staying there as he gyrated to the beat of the music. He boldly smiled at me, his hand moving over his own body seductively, making the suggestion clear. It was unsettling and very sexy.

	Ryerson’s boy was beautiful, his body sleek and well-muscled, and his smile took my breath away for a moment. I reminded myself that I was here to take him in, not take him to bed.

	The song finished, and there was some scattered applause. The young man on the stage picked up a towel and wiped sweat from his chest and thighs. His gaze again returned to me.

	I crooked my finger at him, and he moved across the stage in my direction, looking intrigued. Then he froze. He’d seen the reflection of the badge hanging from my neck. He took a few steps backward.

	“Oh fuck,” I muttered, “he’s going to run!”

	And he could run, even bare-assed naked, without shoes. He vaulted off that makeshift stage, tipping over several chairs on his way, startling everyone, and headed out a side door. I gave chase.

	At six foot three, one hundred and ninety pounds, I was in top shape, not an ounce of excess fat and muscularly well developed. I also had long legs that gave me speed. I knew I’d catch him, but I never dreamed it would take me so damn long to do it.

	I yelled at him to stop several times, but he ignored me and kept on running. I could see his bare ass shining in the moonlight, and part of me wanted to laugh. The other part, however, was royally pissed off.

	I chased him around each building, and at one point we played a game of hide and seek, him going one way, then pulling the switch on me and running off in the other direction. We were both slowing down.

	“Jesus Christ!” I called out. “Come off it, Medina, give me a break. I’m not going to hurt you.”

	“Fuck you, cop!” came the reply. He darted out from behind a huge parked truck, racing across the parking lot. He was headed for the road. I doubled my speed, breathing hard. I didn’t relish dodging traffic at this time of night, not that there was much traffic to dodge.

	He was tiring, and for some reason, I was getting a second wind. I actually touched him twice, had him within inches of my grasp, but he managed to push ahead. “Where in fuck you think you’re going bare-assed naked?” I yelled.

	He didn’t bother to answer, but he’d slowed down considerably and long before he reached the road, I had him.

	I grabbed him by the arm, and we both doubled over, trying to recover our breath. He didn’t try to fight me. He couldn’t have anyway. I was twice his size.

	When we’d recovered some, I looked him in the face. He was red and sweaty, but he had the face of a goddamned angel. I never trusted guys who looked like that. “Come on,” I growled, as I yanked him forward. “We need to find you some clothes to put on.”

	“Why?” he sneered. “Are you a prude as well as a prick?”

	I glanced at him and pulled him along as I trudged back toward Ryerson’s club. “No, I’m not a prude,” I sneered, “but I can be a prick if you push me. And if you want to stay naked, go ahead, I don’t give a shit, but I think there might be some law against it somewhere.”

	“Not in France.”

	“Well, we’re not in France, and I guarantee you, people don’t walk around naked in Paris.”

	“On the beach, they do.”

	Was this clown kidding me? “Fuck the beach! I enforce the laws here in this country.”

	“I hate cops!” he spat.

	“Nice,” I replied.

	He stopped struggling at one point, which made me pause and look at him.

	“Whatcha staring at?” he demanded.

	I shook my head.

	He kicked me hard in the chin and tried to make a break for it.

	“Goddamn it,” I exclaimed, holding fast to him.

	He tried to kick me again, first in the shin, then in the balls. The blow to my groin caused me to loosen my hold, but not enough for him to escape. Before I knew it, we were on the ground wrestling until I rendered him motionless by lying on top of him and pinning his arms.

	He spat in my face.

	I glared at him. “Calm down, or I swear I’ll put the cuffs on you.”

	“Oh, really,” he mocked, “that all you got, stud?”

	I raised an eyebrow at ‘stud,’ then yanked him to his feet, because lying on top of him was getting to feel a little awkward. “No, in fact, stud,” I sneered, “I got far more if you want to see it.” The look I gave him was threatening. “Do you want to see it?” I shook him.

	He met my gaze, then looked at the ground. “No, it’s all right.”

	“Good choice,” I replied.

	Liz was waiting for us when we got back to the parking lot. She tried not to laugh when she saw my face. She didn’t comment on the fact that I was limping. “Have a good workout?”

	“Right,” I muttered. “Can you please get something to cover this one up with?”

	“Got a blanket in the vehicle,” she said.

	“I got clothes,” Calixto protested, trying to pull away from me again. “This one has a problem with nudity.” He hooked his thumb at me.

	“He’s got lots of problems, kid,” Liz replied seriously, “but I think you might top the list right now.”

	He struggled.

	I held tight to him. “Oh no, you don’t. I’m not chasing your ass again.”

	Liz took Calixto’s arm. Maybe she thought I’d kill him if she didn’t. “Come on, Godiva,” she coaxed, “let’s go find you some clothes.”

	I leaned against the vehicle, arms folded across my chest. My shin and my balls hurt like hell. ‘Godiva’ gave me a dirty look before he went back inside with Liz, muttering something that sounded like, “Fucking prick.” The angel face had horns.

	Anyway, I got it. He didn’t like me, and I didn’t give a shit about that. I did wonder how much he really knew. It must be something pretty important if he was that desperate to escape once he noticed the badge.

	A few minutes later Liz came back out with Ryerson’s boy in tow. He was dressed in jeans and a T-shirt. The redness had gone out of his face, and now he just looked like I felt... really pissed off.

	I got behind the wheel this time, and Liz crawled in the back with Calixto. She seemed to have more of a calming effect on him than I did. At least, he didn’t call her a fucking prick.

	I glanced in the rear-view and noticed that he was looking at me, probably plotting his next move. “So,” I asked, “why did you run?”

	“You have no right taking me anywhere. You got nothing on me, cop, and I don’t have to answer any of your stupid fucking questions.”

	“Fine, but what did you do that makes you think I should be chasing your ass?”

	“Do?” He mocked.

	“Yeah, do, D-O. You understand English, don’t you?”

	“I didn’t D-O anything.”
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