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	Mackenzie Irving just wants to get home for Christmas, to visit his sister... and his brother-in-law’s handsome cousin. But his stop at home to grab his things is interrupted by a vision from his past.

	 

	 

	When IA agent Elton Grant found out that his hot one-nighter was involved in one of his investigations, it created complications, to say the least. But when his life actually was in danger, and he needed protection, he knew Mac was the right officer for the job. He knew him intimately, both through the investigation... and his own personal experience.

	This is turning out to be a seriously exciting Christmas... in more ways than one...

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	 

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	A Melting Ice Christmas

	Copyright © 2017 D.J. Manly

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-1507-5

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or 

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	A Melting Ice Christmas

	Melting Ice Book 11

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	D.J. Manly

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	For all the Melting Ice Christmas elves.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Mac: Deep Freeze

	 

	New York City was glistening and shining with Christmas everywhere. And this year, instead of grumbling at every guy in a Santa suit he saw, he actually smiled. He even hummed along with the Christmas music droning from the speakers in the shopping malls, and that was weird because he was strictly a classic rock kind of guy.

	This year, Detective Mac Irving was spending Christmas in Vermont, instead of mooning over a guy who had taken him for a fool. His sister Diane and her boyfriend Gerry was hosting the dinner, and Mac intended on hooking up with Gerry’s really hot cousin, Paul Adams at the same time. Ergo the humming.

	He’d met Paul two years ago when he surprised his big sister on the occasion of her twenty-eighth birthday. Gerry had arranged everything, a big party at a posh downtown hotel in Burlington, and Mac managed to beg three days off. He headed down to Vermont and got there just in time for cake.

	Diane had met Gerry at vet school. They fell in love and after graduation, moved to Burlington where Gerry grew up, and opened a veterinarian clinic. Gerry was a great guy, and the fact that he had a drop-dead gorgeous cousin was definitely a plus. Mac hit it off right away with Paul at Diane’s party. But at that time, Paul was in a relationship. His boyfriend was the manager of a rock group, and always on the road. Paul told Mac he wasn’t happy, but in spite of his relationship woes and the sexual heat between them, Paul decided he couldn’t cheat on his boyfriend.

	Mac had to respect that and use his hand. A lot.

	Nevertheless, they kept in touch. They emailed back and forth, texted, and even spoke on the phone. Then a few months ago, Paul told Mac he’d left his lover for good, and moved into his own place. It was like a breath of fresh air in Mac’s life.

	Three months before last Christmas, his parents had been killed. Mac had just been promoted to detective, and he couldn’t wait to tell his parents. His dad was a retired US marshall and was keen on Mac making detective. They’d taken a second honeymoon right after his father’s retirement. In Mexico, their tour bus was involved in an accident. Everyone on the bus died, except the driver.

	Diane came home and stayed with him for a month. They were both completely devastated. Then, as soon as Diane left, Mac went out cruising one night and met Elton Grant. One look at him and Mac began to believe again that his luck was changing. He’d had no idea the night he took him home that Grant was Internal Affairs and nipple deep into an investigation of Mac’s partner.

	Mac had been pulled in and investigated too. He couldn’t believe Grant when he told Mac he’d had no idea who he was. Bullshit.

	Now, Paul was free. Mac was going to spend Christmas in Vermont, and have some alone time with a really hot guy. They couldn’t wait to see each other. Paul would be at Diane and Gerry’s for dinner at Christmas. Then Mac was invited to Paul’s place the next evening. Paul was a lawyer and had just bought a house. They’d be alone, and Mac was really looking forward to that... and spending Christmas with his sister, of course.

	Three more days, and he was off for ten whole days. Diane was really excited, and she hadn’t stopped emailing him with questions. What do you think about this recipe? Do you want to take a sleigh ride? There is a great Christmas concert at the school, should I book us some tickets?

	Mac was happy to reply. The pile of paperwork on his desk couldn’t ruin his good mood now. Even spotting Elton Grant from a distance didn’t upset him.

	“Will you stop that incessant humming!”

	Mac looked up at Adel Montego, the middle-aged detective whose desk was next to his. She put a cup of coffee on Mac’s desk and stood sipping hers. Tough and to the point, Adel had been his partner now for three months. She was the best damned detective on the force as far as he was concerned, but her personality sometimes left something to be desired.

	“Thanks.” Mac held up the cup. “Since when do you bring me coffee?”

	“I’d do just about anything to get you to stop that noise. Drink, fill your trap!”

	He laughed. “You’re in a mood.”

	She studied him, put her hands on her hips. “Where is Mackenzie? What alien has crawled inside you and transformed your personality?”

	“Why?” Mac laughed, sitting back and sipping the coffee. “I’m cool. Um,” he held up his cup, “good. Did you make it?”

	“Of course I made it. The rest of you clowns couldn’t make coffee to save your well-worn little asses. So, what’s up, Mac? Why the singing?”

	He shrugged. “It’s Christmas.”

	“Bah, humbug,” she muttered. “Christmas. Nothing but an excuse to rob a man’s or woman’s pockets once a year. I got three nieces screaming for electronics that cost more than my car.”

	“You do realise you’re practically quoting Dickens.”

	“I don’t give a flying candy cane who I’m quoting.”

	Mac laughed. “Okay.”

	“So, fess up, if you really are Mac, what gives? You stop moping over that IA asswipe and get laid last night, or what?”

	“I worked the night shift, remember? And I told you that Grant is a closed door to me.”

	“Right. Sure.”

	“Adel,” Mac threatened.

	“The way you guys exchange looks across the room, I can tell it’s not history yet.”

	“Change of topic. My bad mood is coming to the surface.”

	She pointed at him. “Okay.” Adel glanced over at John Stewart, who was on the phone. “You men will get it anywhere. That sleaze over there visits his stripper girlfriend on his coffee breaks, and believe me, five minutes is all he needs.”

	“I heard that,” Stewart called out.

	Mac laughed.

	“Anytime you guys can whip out your dicks and go... well—”

	“Problems with Henry again?” Mac lifted an eyebrow. She had an asshole for a boyfriend. He was constantly cheating on her.

	“I put his ass out the door last night.”

	“Good,” Mac told her. “I hope you beat the crap out of him too. You can do better.”

	“I didn’t touch a hair on his empty little head. I’m a cop, remember? Anyway, you say ‘good’?” She scoffed. “You’re not the one spending Christmas alone.”

	“Are you off at Christmas?”

	“Just the day.” She sighed. “I think I’ll work it and give some other poor sap the chance to have a merry fucking Christmas.”

	“Aren’t you going to see your mom?”

	“Yeah, I’ll eat dinner with her at the old folks home and contemplate my destiny.”

	Mac grinned. “It will get better, Del.”

	“I know. Just stop fucking humming Jingle Bells, for Christ’s sake, or I’ll make a tree topper outta your ass.” She pointed to the Christmas tree.

	“Ouch. Okay, but it wasn’t Jingle Bells. It was Frosty the Snowman.”

	“Oh,” she said. “So much better.” She walked over and sat at her desk. Her phone rang, and she picked it up. “Detective Montego,” she said into the receiver, giving him the finger at the same time.

	Mac smiled. “Nice,” he mouthed and went back to his files.

	As the hours went by, Mac was hoping there wouldn’t be a lot of craziness. Christmas had the tendency to bring out the best and the worst in people. Santa Claus either collected money for the poor or robbed the poor boxes. People got together for family dinners, and office parties, and during those occasions, people drank and got high. They drove and had accidents, they attacked each other, they shot and knifed each other, and they robbed stores and banks. Ho, ho, fuckin’ ho.

	The last day on the job before his vacation was hell, two stabbings, one fatal, a guy in a Santa suit exposing himself in Times Square. His favourite was the woman who beat the hell out of her husband with a shovel for forgetting to defrost the turkey. Finally, Mac helped an out-of-shape mall security guard chase a man who’d attacked another guy in a computer store over an iPhone, and then he was off duty.

	On his final day, he was running into overtime. He had planned to be on the road by six, and it was closer to seven. Christmas Eve was two days away, and he’d promised to go Christmas shopping with Diane at the Burlington Mall.

	As he hurried to finish up
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