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	Sin is a police officer with no time to focus on anything else. The sting operation coming up could make or break his career. But no nothing prepared him for the sexy distraction waiting for him at the bar.

	 

	 

	Weaver thought he had left his bad decisions and bad past behind him. But now they returned to demand a favour: distract a cop during a drug buy. When he sees his target, he wishes he could mix business and pleasure.

	When things go wrong, they find themselves in an unwitting alliance. Is that enough to melt the ice of a freezing winter night?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Sinclair Richmond stopped dead. Doug sat on the side on his bed, his gaze focused on the dark blue carpet. Sin briskly hooked the towel around his lean waist. “What are you doing here?” It wasn’t meant to sound harsh, but he supposed it did.

	“You don’t need to cover up.” Doug lifted his head. “It’s not like I haven’t seen it before.”

	“I thought you left your key.” Sin didn’t approach. He ran a hand through his wet, shoulder-length dark hair and sighed heavily. He didn’t need this, today of all days.

	“We made a mistake.” He stood. “We really need to think about this, Sin.”

	“It’s over, Doug. Stop this.”

	“It’s not over for me.”

	Sin met his gaze for a moment; misty blue eyes. “It was a mistake from the beginning, Doug.”

	“We’ve always been close; you know that, Sin. You’re my best friend. What am I going to do without my best friend?”

	“I told you this could happen. It was my greatest fear. It’s too late to go back now.”

	“I miss you so damn much. I can’t think about anything but you. It can’t end like this.”

	“Doug, Jesus. I can’t do this now,” Sinclair snapped. “Tonight is a very important night for me. It could make or break my career, everything I’ve been working for. I have to focus.”

	He nodded. “Is it dangerous?”

	“You know the answer to that.”

	Doug reached into his pocket and pulled out a key. He held it up. “I had a spare.” He placed it on the bed. “I know you never wanted this. It was all me. It wasn’t fair the way I took advantage, but I thought...” He shrugged, his fair hair falling into his eyes. “You know.”

	“Yes,” Sin nodded, “I know.” Doug walked out of the bedroom. He looked thin and a little pale. He was always fragile in some way, always in need of someone to protect him, soothe his hurt. Sin had been pretty much doing that since they were six years old.

	He missed Doug, too, but not for the same reasons. Doug’s absence left a big hole in his life. He’d feared something like that would happen from the moment they’d brought their relationship to a new level. Sex. The moment they’d become lovers, it had been a disaster, a downward spiral to ugliness. Doug had struggled with his sexuality since he was a teenager, whereas Sin had always known who he was. Sin used to tease Doug, accuse him of living out his unacknowledged gay fantasies through his sexual romps. Doug denied it, but he’d always ask Sin to tell him every detail about his numerous one-night stands. There were many nights that Doug would ditch some girl to spend the night with Sin, listening to his sexual adventures.

	Then just last year, Doug made the plunge and slept with a man. He couldn’t stop talking about it and confirmed to Sin that he was gay. Sin was happy he’d finally come out, and he never suspected that Doug’s desire would be directed toward him. To Sin, Doug was like a brother, and then a few months ago, Doug took Sin out barhopping one night and got him drunk. When Sin woke up the next day, Doug was in his bed, naked. He wasn’t sure what to do, what to make of it. He assumed nothing happened until he saw the used condoms.

	Doug gave him every reason why they were perfect for each other, and before the morning was out, they had sex again. Sin really wanted skyrockets to go off, and although it was pleasant, it confirmed to Sin that he didn’t feel the same way about Doug.

	Sin was afraid to hurt him. Doug was so excited about their new relationship. He assumed that they were a couple. He’d always had a key to Sin’s place, but suddenly he was using it and coming in whenever he wanted. He even began talking about moving in together. Sin tried to avoid sleeping with him again, but several times Sin woke up with Doug beside him.

	Doug became possessive. He was a Federal Marshall, and he always gave the impression that his job was more important than Sin’s. When Sin made detective and began to work on the streets with the drug squad, Doug started to insist it was too dangerous, and that he should change jobs. Sin suspected that Doug was jealous of his promotion.

	For a little while, Sin desperately tried to let Doug know that this couple thing between them wasn’t working out. He just wouldn’t—or couldn’t—take the hint. Finally, Sin knew they needed to have ‘the talk.’

	Doug didn’t take it well.

	“I knew this would finish our friendship,” Sin told him. “I love you, Doug, but as my best friend, not as my lover. I regret letting it go on this long. I didn’t know how to tell you and... I don’t want to lose you.”

	Doug had always been sensitive. “I’m all right as a friend. Not good enough to share your bed, though.” The argument had escalated from there. Sin lost his temper, as he was prone to, and demanded his key back. Now this afternoon, three weeks later, Doug is sitting on his bed. It couldn’t have happened at a worse time. Tonight, after a lot of investigative police work, he’d finally pinned down the location for a major drug buy. It was dangerous but exciting as hell, and Sin’s adrenalin was pumping even now thinking about it. He couldn’t let his feelings about Doug get in the way.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Weaver read the passage in his book over for the third time. Finally, he threw it aside and went to look out the window. His roommate had already left for work, agreeing to fill in for him tonight at The Grenada Restaurant. Thankfully, Teresa hadn’t asked too many questions when Weaver told her he didn’t feel well. She needed the money anyway, and he’d done it plenty of times for her when she wanted to go out with Phillip.

	The snow was falling. Weaver couldn’t believe how cold it had gotten. Christmas was just three weeks away. His English exam was fast approaching. He stared at the discarded book. He had to pass it. He had to graduate. His acceptance into college was conditional on him getting his high school diploma. Every time he got stressed about how tough it was, he remembered what it had been like out there on the street, and got back to work.

	But tonight... Tonight, everything could be over for him in a heartbeat. Everything he’d worked for. If he got arrested... no, he wouldn’t. Tommy said he only had to distract the guy for a few minutes, long enough for... for what? What was it Tommy wanted to stay hidden?

	He could have refused. He should have refused, but Tommy had threatened him, threatened those around him. “This stupid little life... this lie you lead.” Tommy grabbed his face, forcing Weaver to look at him. “It could all come crashing down around you in a heartbeat. I could tell your boss at that fancy place you work just who he’s got working for him... a randy little slut who used to hustle his ass to the highest bidder. Or what about that tutor you pay, the old woman with the glasses... would she want to help someone like you through school if she knew you used to get paid to suck dick?”

	Weaver sighed.

	“And your snotty little roommate... aren’t you invited to her wedding? She could have an accident, or... this building could burn down. Anything could happen.”

	“No, Tommy, please don’t hurt anyone,” Weaver pleaded.

	“You’re a real upstanding young man now, aren’t you, Weave?” He laughed.

	Tommy was a member of The Avengers, a notorious motorcycle gang. He was once his pimp. Weaver knew he wasn’t kidding. “What do you want, Tommy? Why can’t you find someone else to do this for you?”

	“Because you’re the best, baby.”

	“I don’t do that anymore. I’m out of practise.”

	“You’re a natural. You’re going to put on your whoring clothes and be at the Bistro at around eight-thirty. You’ll see a guy at the bar, around six-foot-four, shoulder-length dark hair. You’re going to try and pick him up. Be persistent, and don’t take no for an answer.”

	“Why?”

	“He’s a Narc. He’s waiting for something to go down. He can’t witness it.”

	“A cop? No. I don’t like cops. I’m scared of cops.”

	“You will do what I tell you,” Tommy muttered. “Don’t worry. He won’t hurt you.”

	“I don’t understand,” Weaver shook his head. “Why not call it off if you know he’s on to it?”

	“Ah, we tried, but it’s too late. The other side suspects we’re trying to put off the buy, and we don’t want them to get skittish.”

	Weaver fell silent. He wasn’t sure Tommy was being straight with him.

	“Anyway, it’s got nothing to do with you.”

	“Drugs.” Weaver sighed. He looked at Tommy. “It’s a drug deal.” He couldn’t believe he’d ever been mixed up with this creep. But then, Weaver had been a different person then. He’d thought he’d needed him to survive. He lifted his chin. “I could go to the cops.”

	Tommy reached out without warning and grabbed him by the throat, hoisting him against the wall. Weaver struggled, choking for breath, his feet kicking. A flash went through his mind of all the beatings he’d gotten from Tommy years ago when he didn’t bring in the money. “And I could kill you. You know that?” Crazy grey eyes glared at him. One hand moved down and grabbed his testicles as the pressure released on his throat. Weaver gasped from the pain, and Tommy let him go with a laugh. Weaver slid down the wall. Tommy stretched his neck from side to side the way he used to whenever he got ready to beat the crap out of someone.

	Weaver ducked out of his way, rubbing his throat. “This is the last time, Tommy. You hear me?” He was shaking as he got to his feet. “The next time, you’ll just have to kill me. You understand?” He looked at him defiantly.

	Tommy was six-two, all muscle. His nickname was Tommy Hawk because he had some Navaho blood and was good with a knife. On his biceps were two tattoos with the spear-carrying angel that was The Avengers insignia. He had acquired a new scar beside his left eye since Weaver had seen him last, probably from when he spent time in jail a few months back. Weaver had been hoping he wouldn’t ever come out again. But here he was, mean as ever.

	“Calm down, sweetheart.” Tommy smiled like a snake. “You don’t even have to suck the Narc off. Just distract him. If he moves from that bar, you move with him, stay in his line of vision at all times.”

	“He could arrest me for solicitation, among other things.”

	“He won’t arrest you. He won’t get the chance, and he has his eyes on a bigger score, darlin’.”

	“How will I know when it’s over, when I can get the hell out of there?”

	“Oh, you’ll know,” Tommy smirked, then headed to the door. “So, dress pretty.”

	“Is he into men, this Narc?”

	“You just persist, like I
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