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	Mario De Luca is a former biker and the key witness in a trial that will put a mobster away for a very long time... if he makes it to testify.

	 

	 

	New York City Detective Andre Dubois is after a drug dealer who just happens to be the same ‘phantom’ the FBI wants for suspected terrorist activities. And when Andre gets too close, he is immediately slated for protective custody.

	Agent Wayne Connelly is assigned to guard Detective Dubois, who happens to be the most arrogant and promiscuous man he’s ever met. The fact that Dubois is just too good looking, and knows it, doesn’t improve Wayne’s mood in the least.

	Dubois doesn’t want to be taken out into the woods for safekeeping with a man he thinks is the most anal-retentive person he’s ever met. But there’s a lot Andre doesn’t know about him...
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	It’s quite an experience to be interrupted in bed, not to mention embarrassing for the guy whose ass I was in the middle of nailing... some poor fuck whose name escapes me at the moment.

	When Agent Anal Asshole burst into the hotel room as if he was auditioning for a role in a remake of a Dirty Harry movie, I was not impressed. In fact, I was royally pissed off, and you don’t want to see me when I get that way, especially when I’m naked, erect, and frustrated.

	Needless to say when the door flew open, and I vaulted off the bed like a high wire acrobat, my erection was no longer an issue. Nothing says cock deflation like the sudden appearance of G-men holding automatic weapons.

	“Jesus Christ!” I saved my most threatening glare for Agent Anal Asshole, real name, Special Agent Connelly something or another. I grabbed my jeans and hopped around the floor as I tried to pull them on. My poor terrified almost sex partner cowered on the floor behind the bed. “You might have waited until I came,” I seethed at Connelly.

	He gave me a pretentious smile. “You should have told me, Dubois. We could have waited outside for the extra... ah... ah... twenty seconds or so?”

	“Ha, ha.”

	“Hurry up, Dubois,” he muttered, “put your clothes on. We’re out of here.” He walked over and looked down at the guy on the floor. “You, too, let’s go.”

	“Come on, Gerry.” I held out my hand to the guy. He was trembling like a leaf. “In spite of their Robocop exteriors, they won’t hurt you.”

	“Harry,” the guy corrected as I pulled him to his feet.

	Agent Anal Asshole shook his head. “If you’re going to be intimate with someone, you might wanna learn his name.”

	“Intimate?” I laughed. “It’s called fucking, not that you’d recognise the word.”

	“I know what it’s called, garbage mouth. I just said you should try and remember someone’s name if you’re planning on... well—” He looked down at the floor for a minute.

	“Fucking him?” I knew he was irritated. I suppose that’s why I took every opportune moment to repeat that word over and over. I did up my shirt, and when he didn’t react, I added, “What? I can’t be expected to remember all their names, can I? Sometimes there are three a day, four... that I fuck.”

	His eyes widened a little.

	I threw back my head and laughed. “Got ‘cha,” I beamed. “Come on, Perry,” I told the guy. “It’s okay.”

	“Harry!” A chorus of voices this time.

	I shrugged. I was no good with names. “So, sue me.” I was a cop. Faces I paid attention to, not names. You could call yourself anything, but it was a little harder to rip your face off.

	“We’ll have to take him with us,” Agent Double A announced as the other government clones filed out of the room.

	“Take him with us where? Oh, come on,” I drawled in disgust. “He doesn’t know anything.”

	“You could have said something to him. We have to be sure.”

	“I didn’t bring him here to talk.” I reached over and pinched the guy’s cheek. Blond, blue eyes, a real doll and a great ass—only thanks to Agent Double A, I didn’t get a chance to take it for a spin.

	The cutie, whatever in hell his name was, smiled at me and blushed.

	“It’s procedure,” Agent Double A insisted. He waited as Cutie Pie got dressed.

	“Fuck your procedure,” I told him. “He has nothing to do with this. Just let him go. I didn’t tell him anything. He doesn’t even know what I do for a living, okay?”

	“I know,” the baby face commented, “you’re a male model, maybe a stripper. You sure have the body for it.”

	“Give me a break.” Agent Double A rolled his eyes and groaned.

	I ignored Connelly and laughed. I got a real kick out of that. Plenty of times I’d posed as a male prostitute to trap my prey, and I’d even done the stripper thing once. I hadn’t liked it that much, though, all those dirty old men drooling all over me.

	I’d made detective three years ago at the age of twenty-six. I kept my body in great shape by religiously working out at the gym, and I was told that I had those brutishly handsome, dark good looks that made me resemble a bad boy rocker. My hair was black, shoulder length, and I had dark brown eyes that I was told could get pretty stormy when the mood took me. The department took advantage of my looks, but I didn’t mind. They gave me a lot of freedom to dress the way I wanted, and I didn’t have to cut my hair.

	I loved working undercover, loved my job. That is, I did love my job, until this last week.

	The cutie was still speculating on my career as I picked up my jacket and put it on. “You are too damn handsome.” He reached out and rubbed the stubble on my jaw. “So sexy. He put on a lovely show for me.” He glanced at the agent.

	Agent Double A was grumbling. “Spare me the details.”

	I winked at my admirer. “If only I had another half hour,” I groaned.

	“Or ten seconds,” the thorn in my side said in that deep, authoritative voice of his. “Can we break it up now?”

	“Who is he, exactly?” Baby Face asked suddenly when he’d collected everything. Baby Face was a testimony to that age-old presumption that beauty and brains didn’t mix.

	“He’s my pimp,” I announced, grinning at Connelly.

	Connelly didn’t comment. He just stood there like a soldier in front of the Queen’s palace, staring at me through his dark sunglasses. He looked like a piece of granite. It was too bad, really, because if I were to be honest with myself, I’d have to admit that Agent Connelly was one hot looking man. Big, muscular, masculine, no-nonsense, bossy, all business... okay, okay, nice, good-looking face... serious blue eyes. He wore his hair to the collar, and it was thick and glossy brown with a hint of red running through it in the sunlight. Yeah... I’d noticed. His eyes were brown with hazel-green flecks, and he had a great mouth, full and... distracting... but I was pretty sure that mouth was wasted on mundane things. Right now, there were a whole lot of suggestions I could give him about what he could do with that mouth. Straight, gay, I had no idea. Most likely he whipped himself every night like those monks used to whenever they thought of their cocks.

	Oh, and then there were those tailored blue pants he wore. They didn’t hide the fact that he was packing some pretty serious dimensions in his pants. Yeah, so I’d noticed that too. That said, even if his cock had the potential of commanding my attention, his personality went and threw ice cold water all over it.

	The guy was a robot. He’d probably memorized the rulebook for Anal Behaviour 101, and then proceeded to read all the advanced books on the subject in bed at night just for entertainment.

	Suddenly, the object of my concentration took a hold of the cutie, which, by the way, might have been the greatest orgasm of my life. “Come with me,” he barked.

	“Let him go, Connelly,” I grabbed the guy and pulled him away. “Come on. He’s not involved in any of this. He works in a doughnut shop, for Christ’s sakes. He has an IQ of twelve.”

	“Yeah, I don’t know nothing,” the guy said, hiding behind me.

	“You called me Connelly.” He eyed me cautiously.

	“That’s your name, isn’t it?”

	“Yes, but... how am I supposed to interpret that?”

	“A peace offering?”

	“Ha!”

	“Be a sport.” I punched him lightly on the arm.

	His mouth hardened as he looked down at me. “You’ve caused me enough damned trouble. And if anything is leaked, let it be on your head.”

	“Look at him, Connelly,” I insisted, holding him out in front of me. “The guy is not going to leak anything, except in the toilet.”

	“Go on,” Connelly told him. “Get out and forget you’ve ever been here.”

	“This tape is set to self-destruct...” I said in my most dramatic voice and then proceeded to hum the theme from Mission Impossible.

	Baby Face gave me a look of regret. “Will we ever see each other again?”

	I was beginning to feel as if I was in the middle of Casablanca. Just for the hell of it, I cuffed him on the chin lightly with my knuckles. “We’ll meet again, kid. Remember me in your dreams.”

	“Oh, give me a break!” Connelly groaned. He pushed Harry, or Carry, or whatever his name was, out into the hallway and then turned to me. “Hold out your hands.”

	“Why? Are you going to give me some candy?”

	He produced a pair of handcuffs. “I’m going to give you a pair of handcuffs.”

	“Come on.” I narrowed my eyes. “You can’t be serious. I’m under arrest now?”

	“You got away from me once. You’re not going to do it again.”

	“I have my rights!”

	“You are in protective custody by order of the United States Government. Your rights are suspended.”

	“I’ll sign a waver.”

	“Sign whatever in hell you want. You’re a material witness.”

	“And that’s how your government treats witnesses, they can just take away someone’s rights whenever the hell they feel like it?”

	“You can always go back to Canada, Dubois.” He cocked an eyebrow.

	“Ah, now he’s going to try and have me deported.”

	“Nothing would give me more pleasure.” He smiled. “But,” he grabbed one wrist and slapped on the cuff, “I’m afraid I have to make sure someone doesn’t blow off your head until this is all over.” He snapped the other cuff to his wrist. “Ready?”

	Ready? Yeah, I was ready... ready to seriously kick his ass. I guess you’ve surmised by now that this was not our first meeting and that there was no love lost between Agent Connelly and myself. So, let me backtrack a bit. While I allow myself to be shoved into the back of—you guessed it—a dark blue sedan, I’ll tell you how this catastrophe all began.

	In the late eighties, my mother, who at that time worked as a seamstress in a fashion house in Montreal, divorced my father, who couldn’t keep it in his pants and came up with a few designs. Don’t say the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. I’ve heard it before. True, I’m shallow and callous and fuck way too many men, but I don’t have a family or a boyfriend.

	Anyway, I digress. By the mid-nineties, my mother—who I still think is part gypsy—had acquired a reputation as a clothing designer. She moved us to New York City, which was where she’d been born, and proceeded to become famous.

	I had a taste for adventure, and New York City quickly grew on me. I loved the fashion world as well, not because I had much of an interest in clothes, but because of all the beautiful gay men my mother was always surrounded by. Let’s just say, that at the age of fifteen, I jumped on the horse and never got off again.

	I went to college and hated it but managed to come out with a degree in something like ‘Bore yourself to death in an office for the rest of your life 101’, I began a job in the mailroom of some busy, incomprehensible office, and longed for stimulation. The words ‘work yourself up’ were said often. The problem was, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be working myself up to.

	I was a cocky smartass, probably haven’t changed much since then, and I didn’t take orders so well. A few times, I was strongly encouraged to leave my job, and courtesy of my mother’s notoriety was quickly given another. Problem was, I didn’t seem to be able to hold on to any of these jobs. I believed I was even the reason one of my bosses took an early retirement.

	My mother was prepared to wash her hands of me when I met Hank. Um. Hank. Now, there was a man who knew how to fuck! But even though I remember the sex quite fondly and with eternal gratitude, that’s not really why Hank stands out. Hank liked being under the covers in more ways than one. He had been an undercover cop with the NYPD for ten years, and he loved to talk about his job. I pumped him for information at the same time as I pumped his fine ass. His job was fascinating to me. It suited my personality perfectly. It was dangerous, involving substantial risk. It was ever changing, adventurous, challenging and yes, stimulating. And although there were some routine things you had to do, as in all jobs, you got to go out there alone, independently, and do whatever it took to trap your culprit. Of course, I signed up right away in spite of Hank’s warning not to.

	My mother was horrified.

	I was elated when I got my badge. However, I did have to wear a uniform and walk a beat for a while, and then take a gruelling exam, which put a serious damper on my sex life for a while and, well... that’s history. I made detective, and I never looked back.

	And my life really was going along swimmingly until the last case. Then everything went to shit in a handbasket. Here’s what happened...

	 

	Three weeks ago, Friday night at ll:32 p.m., Devon’s Tavern...

	 

	My contact was supposed to meet me at Devon’s at eleven o’clock. I drove up in front of the tavern on my Harley, the pride of my life, at the moment, and waited outside for as long as I dared. He didn’t show.

	This snitch was supposed to tell me if the guy I was buying the drugs from that night was the big dealer the narcotics squad had dubbed Mr. K. I wanted Mr. K. badly!

	When I walked in, the jukebox was playing some old rock tune from the eighties. The bar was filled with boisterous, mostly drunk customers. I looked around for my contact.

	I suspected something was up when I looked over at the table in the corner, saw my contact, and noticed that there were three men sitting there instead of two.

	I’d already dealt with the little Asian guy, called Ming. He was Mr. K’s right-hand runner. I needed to know if one of the other two was Mr. K., but no one had actually seen him except my snitch, and the little bugger hadn’t shown.

	That didn’t bother me, however, as much as the third guy at the table did. He was a big man with a bald head, and he looked as if he was just waiting for an opportunity to kill someone.

	I had a package of money inside the pocket of my leather jacket, and the wire I wore was beginning to itch like hell. I wanted to ID the guy, make the deal and get out.

	I approached cautiously, addressing Ming as I did. “How you doing, man?”

	“Did you bring the money?” he demanded.

	“Who are these guys?” I pulled up a chair and sat down without an invitation. “You said it would be just you and your boss.” I looked at the other two, hoping that Ming would tell me who was who.

	The one in the middle, a fellow who looked like he might be an Egyptian, nodded at him. “Call me Jack,” he said.

	I nodded back. “I’m Talbot.” I turned to the third one. “And you are?”

	“This is Ford,” Jack said. “There’s been a little change in plans. He’s offered to buy the merchandise. The price has just gone up.”

	I leaned forward. “What the fuck? You’re wasting my goddamned time. Don’t play games with me, Jack,” I sneered. I looked at Ming. “I had a deal with you. What in fuck is going on? Is this some kind of a setup?”

	Jack sat back. “I’ve changed my mind. Do you want to bid or not?”

	The one called Ford looked at me. “I have been looking forward to meeting you, Talbot. I may have a proposition for you.”

	I narrowed my eyes. All I wanted was Mr. K. I wasn’t interested in his propositions. “We have more pressing business.”

	He nodded. “Yes, but I’m afraid you’ve been outbid, my friend. I’m prepared to offer two million.”

	The stuff had a street value of one million dollars at the most. I focused on Jack, who I suspected may be Mr. K., but I had no sure way of knowing now. It was obvious that there was some money laundering going on. Damn this Ford.

	The entire thing had been a total waste of time and energy. I had no choice but to get up and leave. I stood. “Look, when you want to offer me something serious, call me. Until then, don’t waste my fucking time.”

	Ford stood as well. He leaned over and met my gaze. “We need to talk... alone.” He placed a hand on my forearm. The look he gave me was meaningful. He ran his gaze over the length of me in a deliberate way and smiled. “You wear those leather pants well, boy. I’ll see you later.” He withdrew and sat back down.

	“We’ll call you,” Ming announced.

	“Fuck you,” I said, and walked out.

	I went looking for that snitch after that. I couldn’t find him anywhere. It looked as if he’d packed his shit and left town, but I wasn’t entirely convinced.

	I was furious as I walked into the squad room. I’d put a lot of work into this case, and it looked like it was all going to go down the toilet because of this Ford guy.

	At my desk, I thought about what I should do next. Maybe I should follow up with that creep. I wasn’t sure what his game was, but it might be worth finding out who he was.

	When the captain walked in and asked me what in hell I was still doing there at ten in the morning, I decided to go home and get some sleep.

	When I got home, I ate some cold spaghetti out of a can, closed all the blinds, turned off the phone and crawled into bed. You know that heavenly feeling when you snuggle down onto your pillow, and you’re all warm and peaceful, and you just drift into a nice, dreamless sleep? Well, that’s where I was at when someone began to lean on my doorbell. Beep... beep... beep...  beep...

	At first, I thought it was my alarm, and I reached over blindly and pulled it from the wall. It crashed to the floor. But the annoying noise didn’t stop, and finally, I had no choice but to drag myself out of bed and wander almost drunkenly across my apartment to the front door. “Where in hell is the fire? Jesus!” I grumbled. I ran a hand through my hair. I squinted at the clock on the wall. It was eleven-thirty in the a.m.

	I opened the door a crack. It was probably the landlady after her rent. I’d forgotten to pay it again.

	It wasn’t the landlady. In fact, it was this big handsome son of a bitch in sunglasses wearing a suit. “If you’re trying to sell religion, I don’t want any,” I told him, prepared to shut the door again.

	“Detective Dubois, Detective Andre Daniel Dubois?” he boomed.

	“Yeah?” I lifted an eyebrow. He knew my middle name too?

	He showed me a badge and pushed the door open wider. “Special Agent Connelly, U.S. Government. I need to speak with you.”

	My jaw dropped, and then so did his. I was completely naked, and his announcement so surprised me I couldn’t seem to move.

	It was only when he ran
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