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	A young cop, in the closet and isolated, is transferred to the bikers’ squad, where he is betrayed by a higher-ranking officer. When Brian Fuller finds himself in the middle of a field surrounded by a group of notorious outlaw bikers, he is in for the fight of his life.

	 

	 

	He wakes up battered and bruised, only to discover that he is the hostage of the gang’s leader, the infamous, brutally handsome Ice. At first, Brian doesn’t understand why he is still alive. It turns out that the man who murdered Ice’s family is the same one who left Brian for dead... and Ice intends on trading Brian’s life to get him as soon as Brian is strong enough. In the meantime, while Ice waits for Brian to heal, a raging sexual heat between them begins to fuel.
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	The gang squad was located in the basement of the 23rd precinct. It was no more than a dusty little hole, really; the cracks in the cement walls covered up by pictures of dirty, unshaven bikers. The first time I ever scrambled down those stairs to meet with Sergeant Grant Maloney, I felt like I was descending into hell itself.

	I wasn’t sure why Maloney took an instant dislike to me, at least not in the beginning. Then he tried to get me to suck his cock, and when I refused, he left me for dead in the middle of an encampment of notorious bikers. Let’s say I figured it out in a hurry. But I’m getting ahead of myself here.

	The fact that my dad was the police commissioner didn’t endear me to anyone on the force. The other cops either thought I was a stoolie for the brass or was somehow given special privileges, especially when I made detective three years after I’d graduated from the academy. The truth was, I was damned good at my job; growing up with a cop father who ate and breathed police work gave me no choice but to eat and breathe it, too.

	I thought it would be different down here with the gang squad. They were the Motley Crüe of police. The majority of them looked as unkempt as the men in the pictures on the wall, and they were all facing, or about to face, some disciplinary action from Internal Affairs for something or other. Hell, I had to fit in here at least.

	Boy, was I wrong. Just because my thick blond hair fell to my shoulders and my ears were pierced with two gold studs didn’t grant me instant acceptance to the gang squad. The fact that I took a shower every day instantly disqualified me in terms of personal hygiene. And of course, they all knew who I was—Brian Fuller, the twenty-four-year-old son of Aniston Fuller, Police Commissioner.

	What they didn’t know, however, was the reason I practically pole-vaulted into plainclothes. You see, I’d been pushed so deep into the closet because of my father’s macho homophobic bullshit that I would have hung myself a hell of a long time ago if it hadn’t been for the job. Since the time I was a teenager, my father had primed me for it. There was never any question about me being a cop. Spending long hours pouring over files and drinking bad coffee helped me to hide, deny, and survive.

	So the day I met Grant Maloney, I had no idea that he was even deeper in the fucking closet than I was, and his secret would eventually put my life in great danger.

	“You’re late, asswipe,” were the first words Maloney ever said to me. I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but it didn’t get much better.

	“I’m sorry, Sir.”

	“Fuller’s little boy.” He smiled.

	The first thing I noticed was the thin, jagged scar that ran from his left eye to his lower jaw. He was not what you would call a good-looking man to begin with, and the scar didn’t help at all. He stood a few inches taller than I did, about six-two, and was sporting a little middle-age paunch. He wore a straggly salt and pepper beard and had his greasy hair tied back at the nape. Tattered blue jeans, a stained white T-shirt with a badge swinging off his beefy neck and a pair of shiny black cowboy boots completed the picture.

	“Yes, I’m Brian Fuller,” I said, straightening up so that my five-eleven frame felt a little taller in front of his. I held out my hand.

	He ignored it, plopping down into his chair behind his cluttered desk. “I’m Grant Maloney, your superior officer. You can call me Sergeant.”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	He ran his gaze over me. “I hear you’re a good cop.”

	“I’d like to think so.”

	“Um, we’ll see. This is the real dope down here. No place for sissy boys.”

	I stiffened. “I’m not... a... sissy boy, Sir.” No one knew I was gay. In fact, I went out of my way to make sure I never did anything that could even be construed as gay.

	“Don’t worry, kid, if you’re a faggot, we’ll soon find out,” he growled. “Come with me.” He got up and walked out of the office.

	I followed, a little wary.

	He pointed at the pictures of various members of the notorious Diablo gang hanging on the wall. Diablo was Spanish for devil, and some of them did look demonic. Maloney was asking me what I knew about this one and that one. I had made a point of scrutinizing all their files before being transferred and quickly supplied all the information I knew by memory on each one.

	If he was impressed, he didn’t say so.

	“The new leader, they call him Ice. His real name is Estevan Dias. What do you know about him, Fuller?” Maloney demanded. There were other cops standing around in the stuffy little room looking at us with interest. I could hear one of them laugh softly.

	“Nothing,” I said, sucking in a breath. If this was some kind of a test, I was about to fail it. “I don’t know anything about him, except that he recently became the leader of the Diablos. He succeeded the one they called Bulldog. Bulldog got knifed in an alley last summer. It’s presumed that Ice challenged him for leadership, but there’s no proof of that.”

	“That’s as much as we all know.” Maloney nodded. “We had an undercover guy in the gang for six years before Bulldog died. The minute Bulldog was dead, so was the snitch.”

	“What about sending in someone else, or trying to make a deal with one of the lower-ranked members?” I asked.

	There was some laughter behind us. I cast a glance over my shoulder to see two rough-looking cops giggling like schoolgirls.

	“Who in the hell do you think we’re dealing with here, Fuller?” Maloney barked at me. “This guy’s a killer. He’d spot a snitch a mile away. You’d be sending the guy to his own funeral.”

	It got quiet.

	The more time went on, the more I got the impression that everyone was scared shitless of this phantom gang leader called Ice.

	 

	“I’ve set up a task force,” Maloney told me the next day. “Our job is to find out all we can about this Ice. Remember, he’s not Bulldog. Bulldog was a show-off and an idiot. He liked the limelight. He dug himself deep in with the mob too, parties and drugs. Some say it was the Fellini gang who offed him.”

	“Bulldog’s murder didn’t resemble a gangland hit,” I commented from where I sat behind my desk.

	“Maybe it was a cover-up. The Fellinis didn’t want anyone to know the hit was theirs.”

	I mulled that over. It wasn’t likely. The Fellinis were not known for their discretion. They were fighting for territory with three other mob families and were known for proudly claiming each and every hit. But I thought better of arguing with Maloney at this point.

	“Ice is smart,” he was saying, “a real cool character. We don’t know who he is, and that’s the way he likes it. He’s going to rule this city unless we get a handle on him.”

	There was a map on a whiteboard in the middle of the room. Locations were marked of possible sightings or meetings with people suspected to either be Ice, or who’d met him face to face.

	The fact that Maloney’s obsession with Ice bordered on fanaticism was good. It gave me the focus I needed to at least make my job here tolerable.

	“I want this son of a bitch.” He slammed his fist down on the table, his eyes glazing over. “I want him bad.”

	“Well,” I said, meeting his eyes shrewdly, “let’s get to work, then.”

	 

	As you can guess, Maloney gave me the crap assignments. I was told to double-check each source on the whiteboard and build some sort of a profile of the mysterious Ice. Later, I would learn that most of it was a waste of time.

	The first person I spoke to was a male hooker who went by the name of John. Go figure! He was strung out when I caught up to him at this dive called Mulberry’s, a tavern on the east side. He kept calling me ‘baby.’ It took me almost an hour before he’d even admit to having seen this Ice character. Finally, he said, “He fucked me in the back alley one night.”

	“Yeah,” I said. “What did he look like?”

	“I don’t know, man.”

	I sighed. “What do you mean, you don’t know?”

	“He fucked me... from behind. Had a great cock, that’s all I know, and he knew what to do with it, you know? Got any weed, baby? We could smoke it, and get down a little. You’re cute.”

	“Never mind that. Come on, what did he look like? You must have seen something of him.”

	He shook his head. “Tall, I think. Dark, a gruff motherfucker. That’s all I know... okay?”

	I wrote the words Useless Crackhead beside his name and left to find the next one on the list. He owned an Italian restaurant in the village. He told me that Ice gave him five grand to rent out his place for three hours one night. Encouraged, I asked him for a description. My pen was poised to write, when he said simply, “Can’t.”

	“Why not?” I asked, looking up from my pad.

	“I never saw him. Saw some other guy who gave me an envelope of cash, and told me that Ice said hello.”

	“That’s it?”

	“Yep.”

	“You never saw him once?”

	“Nope.”

	“Fuck.”

	All bloody night I questioned the people on the list Maloney had given me. Either they said they’d never seen him, or they saw him from a distance, or they gave me these exaggerated descriptions which included things like, ‘Giant, piercing dark eyes, murderous scowl, eyes full of hate, mean son of a bitch, and huge package.’ Not exactly what you would call a reliable description. What in hell was I supposed to do with that? However, in between the bullshit, I managed to piece together some consistent information regarding Ice’s description. He was Latino. Some said Spanish; others said Puerto Rican. He was a tall man, in his twenties with black hair to his shoulders. That’s it. Sure, I know what you’re thinking; a hell of a lot of men could potentially match that description, but at least it was something. It was a hell of a lot more than we had before.

	I was as excited as hell when I got back down to the squad room. Maloney, however, didn’t share my enthusiasm. In fact, he was downright hostile. “What in hell are we supposed to do with that?”

	“Look, either this guy is the fucking invisible man, or he doesn’t exist. He obviously doesn’t want to be identified. I know it’s not much, but it’s a start. Tomorrow night I’ll go back out and see if I—”

	“No,” he said, pushing his chair away from the desk. “It’s a dead end. We need another approach.”

	I narrowed my eyes but remained quiet. This was police work. You began with a little information and continued to dig until you got more.

	Suddenly, before I had time to formulate a
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