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	If you missed the Melting Ice books, here is your chance to catch up with some of the hottest selling male/male romance that ever hit the market. These books were phenomenal best sellers for D.J. Manly; and that was due to one simple fact: Melting Ice had it all.

	Take two hot men on opposite sides of the law, put them together in a confined place, and watch the sparks fly.

	Watch these guys fall helplessly in love and lust with the last guy on earth they ever thought they would and wait for the satisfying, happy after ever ending.
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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.

	 


 

	 

	Melting Ice 1

	 

	 

	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 question, he grabbed me by the arm and said, “Come on, I want to show you something, Fuller.”

	We drove out into the night, cold rain coming down like sleet, so hard that that I could hardly see where we were going until we were almost there. After he turned off the freeway onto this dirt road, we went for miles. Finally, I realised that he was taking me in the direction of the Diablo Compound.

	“What are we doing?” I asked him. I didn’t relish the idea of me and Maloney taking on the Diablos with our 9mm semiautomatic pistols.

	He pulled over at the side of the road. In the distance, we could see the short road leading up into the hill where the Diablos’ armed camp was. “Relax, Fuller, I just want you to realise that these bastards are dangerous. We can’t play around.”

	“Who’s playing?” I asked. “It took me hours to get that little bit of information on this guy.”

	“You know what we should do,” he said, obviously not listening to me. “We should just go in there with an assault team and blast them away.”

	I laughed a little. “Yeah, well, we have to have a warrant for that, just cause, and you can forget about that until we have some concrete—”

	“Are you a ‘by the book’ kind of guy, Fuller?” he asked, turning his face toward mine. His voice actually sounded civil for a change.

	I had to think about that one. “I’ve bent the rules some, but we’re talking about all-out war here. We can’t do it alone. They probably have a warehouse of weapons in there. When we get enough evidence, then we’ll get backing from the—”

	“Fuck that. I want Ice. I want that bastard. I can taste blowing a hole through his heart.”

	There was such rage in his voice I knew there was more going on. I wanted to ask, but I never got the chance. He abruptly changed the subject. “So, Fuller, you married?”

	“No,” I said, needlessly wiping at the windshield. Questions like that always made me nervous.

	He sunk down a little in the driver’s seat. “It’s hard in this line of work.”

	“Yep,” I replied, wondering what in hell we were doing here. “Shouldn’t we get going?”

	“Why? You scared some bikers are going to come along?” He laughed sharply.

	I shrugged. “Well, no, I just don’t like to go looking for trouble. It can find ya easy enough.”

	He sighed. “Lonely life, being a cop sometimes.”

	“It can be.” I was getting uneasy. I wondered why the sudden heart to heart. Maloney was not a heart to heart kind of guy.

	I saw his hand reach over and settle on my thigh. I stiffened some, trying not to be too obvious about my discomfort. I can’t say if I was in shock, or just frozen with fear. My first thought was that the bastard was baiting me, setting me up. I think I blurted something like, “I’m not a fag, Sergeant.”

	He squeezed my thigh, sitting up in his seat. “I’m not a faggot either.” His eyes pierced mine for a second. He was unzipping his pants with his other hand. “Get your face over here and suck my cock, Fuller.”

	I covered his hand with mine and wrenched it off my thigh. My voice was shaking. “I’m not going to suck your cock. Forget it.”

	He looked as if I’d slapped him. His face hardened, and he started the engine. “If you tell anyone about this,” he said, “I’ll kill you.”

	I swallowed, took in air finally, and then looked out the window. He said nothing to me on the way back to the squad room, not even goodbye. He just got out of the vehicle and disappeared inside the station while I sat there, still not sure what really happened.

	He had nothing to fear from me. I had no intention of ever breathing a word of what had happened out there near the Diablo Compound. However, Maloney wouldn’t be satisfied until he was one hundred percent sure.

	The days went by. Maloney hardly spoke two words to me, but that was okay. I was following up leads on various gang members, mostly from the desk, while Maloney was on the street doing God knows what.

	About a week after the little incident in the car, Maloney asked me to come into his office. “Close the door, Fuller,” he ordered in that booming voice he had.

	“What is it, Sir?” I asked, holding some of the latest documents on Diablo activity in my hands.

	“I’ve arranged a meeting with one of the grunts of the gang. He wants out. He’s willing to be our snitch.”

	“Great,” I said, encouraged. “Who is he?”

	“They call him Sandman. He wants to meet tonight. I want you to come with me. You’re going to be his personal contact.”

	“Okay,” I said. I was pleased. Tired of desk jockeying, I couldn’t wait to get back out there on the street.

	We drove for some time outside the city limits, before coming to an isolated field in the middle of nowhere. The wind was cold as Maloney and I got out of the car. I drew the collar up of my black leather jacket and adjusted my gun in its holster.

	Maloney glanced over at me. “Have to leave that in the car,” he said, his revolver in his hand.

	“What?” I blinked.

	“No weapons. I promised.”

	“I didn’t,” I said. There was no fucking way I was walking out in the middle of that field without my gun.

	“Well, he’ll run, then,” Maloney said.

	“Let him run,” I said. “My gun stays with me. How in the hell do you know this isn’t a setup of some kind? Why out here? Why not someplace where there are people, noise?”

	“He’s afraid of Ice, afraid he’ll find out. Your gun stays here, Fuller. We can’t afford to blow this. It’s an order.”

	I gave Maloney a suspicious glance. You know how your gut tells you something sometimes, but you ignore it? Damn. My gut was screaming at me to get the fuck out of there. Something didn’t feel right, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.

	When he lifted his gun up and pointed it at me, I felt my stomach go to my feet. “Now, Sergeant,” I said, laughing nervously, “what are you doing?”

	“Reach for your gun slowly, Fuller, and put it on the ground.”

	He was standing closer to me now, the gun barrel practically touching my forehead. I reached into my jacket and carefully withdrew the gun. When he saw it, he knocked it aside.

	“Step away,” he barked, then leaned down to quickly scoop up my gun. I kept my eyes on him, trying to think of any way I could tackle him and take that gun out of his hands.

	“Have you lost your fucking mind?” I screamed at him now. “What in hell are you doing, Maloney?”

	“It’s too bad,” he said, “we could have had a good time together, Fuller. You blew it. I’m sorry. I can’t ever let anyone find out what happened.”

	“Nothing fucking happened,” I snapped.

	“Start walking,” he demanded, stepping around me and placing the gun at the back of my head.

	“What are you going to do, shoot me in the middle of the field?”

	“I’m not going to shoot you at all. You remember a guy named Peter Aniston?”

	“Peter who?” I asked, trying to turn around.

	“Keep going, eyes ahead. Aniston. You put him in the joint when you were working narcotics two years back.”

	“I put a lot of people away, Maloney. What about him?” We were descending a little grassy embankment and heading out into the centre of the field.

	“He died up there at Attica. Some guys beat him to death. He did grunt work for the Diablos. They promised to make him a member eventually. I think he was even related to one of them.”

	“What in hell are you doing this for, Maloney? You’re going to get me killed just because you think I could tell someone you wanted me to suck your cock?” I growled, my feet sinking into the soggy grass as we got closer to the middle of the field.

	“Shut up,” he hissed.

	It was then I heard the roar of the bikes. I stopped and put my hand up over my face to shield my eyes from the blinding blur of the headlights. They appeared to be all around me. “You son of a bitch, Maloney,” I muttered. I swirled around, not caring if he took a shot at me or not and when I did, I saw him scrambling halfway up the slope again, and running for his car.

	 

	If you asked me what went through my mind at that moment when Maloney had screeched away down the road, and the bikes went suddenly silent, I would have to tell you—terror. I was terrified, and I’d been trained not to show it. I was sure I was going to die, and there was no point in running. There was nowhere to run to. None of this made sense. Even if I could accept that Maloney was so scared of being found out that he was willing to commit murder, I couldn’t figure out how he’d managed to make a deal with these guys, the very bikers he always seemed to be obsessed with wiping out.

	What appeared to be five or six bikers turned out to be three, but it didn’t make me feel any better. I stood my ground as they approached. I figured if I was going to die out here, I’d go out fighting and maybe I’d take one of them with me.

	Only one came to stand in my face. He had a reddish beard and green eyes. He stood no more than five nine or so, but he was massive.

	For a minute he didn’t say anything, then he practically spat at me, “Hello, cop.”

	We just stood there staring at each other. When he brought his fist up, I saw the flash of brass knuckles, then the sounds of two machine guns reloading. I reacted on instinct and kicked up with my boot, landing him a good one right in the balls. It was dirty, but I had to make the greatest impact in the shortest amount of time.

	He made a sound like the air was leaving his lungs, and bent over. Two shots rang past my head, and I began to run. I don’t know how long I dodged bullets before I felt the sharp pain exploding in my calf. I was down. I fought to remain conscious. I felt arms lifting me off the ground, then nothing... blackness.

	When I finally regained consciousness, I felt myself lying on my side on a cold floor. I was stiff and aching and trussed up like a Christmas turkey ready for the oven. The pain in my leg was excruciating. I tried to get a look at it, to see if it was still intact, but my ankles had been swept upwards and attached to my wrists with a thick rope. There was a bare light bulb swinging on a string above my head, providing a dim glow in a room that smelled of hay and manure. It seemed that I was lying in what used to be a barn, and although there was no livestock, the smell still lingered. I was alive, and I wasn’t sure if I should be happy about that or not. I tried to keep down the bile rising in my throat and think. It wasn’t easy. The pain, not to mention the fear, was a definite distraction.

	It wasn’t hard to conjure up all the images in my mind of the possible things they could do to me. Rape and torture were at the top of the list. I had been called to scenes of homicides where a biker had been killed. I saw the way they died. It wasn’t pretty.

	Again, I tried to get a look at my leg. It was no use. I lay my head back down, exhausted from the effort of trying to twist my body this way and that. My hair was soaked with perspiration, and I guess I had lost a lot of blood. I told myself to be calm, to try and make sense of everything. I wondered how long I’d lain here. There was a small window behind me. It was dark outside. I hadn’t been taken to the compound. I couldn’t hear any noise around me, and this place definitely didn’t match the description of the swanky quarters of the Diablo mansion. Maybe it was part of a barn adjacent to the house, but from the aerial pictures I’d seen, there wasn’t any barn.

	I licked my lips. My throat was dry as a bone. I thought of Maloney. If I ever got out of here, I was going to find that son of a bitch. I knew now that Maloney was definitely involved with these guys. How, I wasn’t sure. I couldn’t reconcile his hatred of Ice, the new Diablo leader, with what had happened to me. Unless he’d been bullshitting me about Ice. No, I was certain his feelings about Ice were sincere. It appeared to be almost personal.

	When the door opened, and those three bikers walked in, I made a vow. I was going to survive this, and I was going to make Maloney wish he’d never been born. I don’t know how I turned off the pain, but I did. After a while, I hardly felt it anymore. The one they called Sandman had the red beard. I think I hated him the most. He was fond of those brass knuckles he wore and set about using them on almost any part of my body he could, paying special attention to the bullet hole in my leg.

	“Why don’t you untie me, you fucking coward?” I challenged him. If I could get one good shot at him, I’d make it the shot of a lifetime. “It’s easy,” I said, spitting blood on the floor, “to beat the crap out of someone tied up. Doesn’t take any balls to do that!”

	I got another good thrashing for that one, along with a solid kick in the gut with his big boot.

	One of the other ones I heard, called Dan, picked up on my challenge to untie me. After I threw it out at them a few times, he said, “Yeah, Sandman, why don’t you untie the pig and face him like a man?”

	The third one stayed by the door, watching. He started to laugh. “Maybe Sandman is scared of the porker.”

	Sandman took a switchblade out of his pocket. He leaned over me and let the tip of the blade move over my face. He didn’t apply enough pressure to cut, just enough to let me know it was there. I was sure he was going to slice my face open, but instead, he leaned over and with one swipe, released me from the ropes. He stood back, watching me unfold my body.

	I tried not to moan with pain as I did, but every inch of me was bruised and battered. When I stretched out my leg, it throbbed. I could see now that the pants of my jeans were wet with blood. I tried to breathe deeply. It hurt. I suspected my ribs were broken. I put the palms of my hands on the floor and stood up. Damn. I had never experienced so much pain in my life, even when I’d taken a bullet to the shoulder in a shootout with a drug dealer. I lifted my hand to my eyes to wipe away the blood and sweat. Everything swayed in front of me.

	“Come on, lover boy,” Sandman said, his hands on his hips, “show me what you got. You are so sweet. Once I get done beating you, I’m going to fuck you to death.”

	I swayed on my feet, determined not to hit the floor but I did anyway, face first. There was laughter again. Then I got up again, and swung at him with my left fist. He ducked, laughing. I stumbled on the rope beneath my feet, then swung forward and picked it up. I pitched it forward with all the strength I had left. It settled around Sandman’s neck. I pulled, then crossed the rope, pulled again and managed to get around him, yanking it with all my might. He was gasping for breath when the other one tried to pull me off. I kicked back with my good leg, all the while tightening that rope more. I might have said, “Die, you fuck.” I’m not sure. I managed to push the other one hard against the wall as Sandman went to his knees.

	I might have killed him if the door hadn’t burst open at that moment. Two other bikers stood there, guns in their hands. Their images swayed in front of me. I went to my knees. All the fight I had left in me was gone. The pain had grabbed hold of me now and squeezed. The room was spinning, and the last thing I heard was a deep voice saying something in Spanish.

	 

	When I finally opened my eyes again, I was sleeping on a waterbed in a huge bedroom. There was little else in the room except for a bureau with a mirror. I forced my feet to the floor with a groan and hobbled over to the mirror. One of my eyes was puffed shut and swollen. My lip was cut. There were bandages around my ribs, and someone had bandaged my leg as well. I spied a small bathroom beside the window and went to take a piss. Even that was painful. I held onto my side and walked to the window. Outside was a courtyard, but it looked empty. There was a barbed-wire fence in the distance. I was in the Diablo’s compound. Why in hell wasn’t I dead?

	When the door opened, I tensed. A Diablo stood there. He was clean-shaven with blond hair, very tall and muscular, and wore a short leather jacket with a pair of dirty jeans. When he turned around a minute to glance over his shoulder, I saw the emblem of the fire-eating demon on his lower back. I noticed two more standing around the door. “Are you hungry?”

	“How long have I been here?”

	“A week or so. You’ve been out.”

	I nodded, watching him carefully.

	“I’ll bring you some food. You have to eat.”

	“Why? So I can be strong enough to be beaten the hell out of again?”

	He smirked. “No worries. You’re safe... for the time being.”

	He closed the door behind me. I heard the click of the lock. I was their prisoner. That was clear.

	A few minutes later they brought me food—takeout pizza and cola. When I started eating, I couldn’t stop. I wolfed it down, my mouth smarting from the contact with the food. I must have dozed off again because when I woke up, the plate and glass were gone. No one came all night. In the morning, that same biker came in with breakfast and coffee.

	“Who’s in charge here?” I asked him.

	“Ice,” he said.

	I swallowed. “So he does exist.”

	“He exists.”

	“Why am I a prisoner?”

	“When Ice is ready, he’ll send for you.”

	I was feeling somewhat better physically, and my temper was getting the better of me now. “He’ll send for me when he’s ready? Look, I demand to know why I’m being held here. First, you almost kill me, now I’m being kept prisoner in this damned room.”

	He raised an eyebrow, then smiled faintly. “I’ll relay the message, but if I were you, I’d just be cool, cop. You’re lucky to be alive.” He left then, locking the door behind him.

	He was right. I was lucky to be alive, although I wasn’t quite sure what I was being kept alive for. After almost four days of hanging around this room, being visited by this nameless, muscle-bound biker who looked like he’d just walked off a Californian beach somewhere, my patience was wearing thin.

	“Who in the hell are you anyway, Ice’s butler?” I threw at him the next morning when he brought my tray.

	He didn’t like that. His face hardened. “I’m no butler, cop.” He put down the tray on the bed.

	“Lackey, then? Whipping boy... ah—”

	He came at me, menacingly closer now. “Shut the fuck up,” he said, slamming his fist into his palm, “or I’ll fatten that lip some more.”

	I’d touched a nerve, and you know what, I didn’t give a shit. I was ready to explode. Being kept prisoner here in this room without knowing why he was driving me to the breaking point, and all I could think of was Maloney. Every time my gut ached or pain shot through my leg, or bending over made me wince, I thought about him. I thought about breaking his neck, feeling his bones crack beneath my fingers. Imagining him screaming in pain was like music to my ears. It was the only thing that made me smile.

	The beach boy backed away, and I was almost disappointed. At least getting into it with this guy would relieve the monotony. “If you’re not his lackey,” I pushed on, “then let him bring me my food... unless, of course, he’s afraid to face me.”

	The muscle-bound blond turned around at the door and began to laugh. “You want me to tell him you said that?”

	“Yeah, tell that shithead that,” I growled, tipping the tray in the air and watching its contents fly all over the carpet. “And tell him to goddamn well make up his mind to either kill me or let me out of this hellhole.”

	“Your big mouth’s gonna get you in deep shit, cop,” he muttered.

	“Look, asshole, if you’re not bright enough to figure out that I’m already in deep shit, well, then, you’re a fucking idiot.”

	I was being belligerent now. Maybe I was provoking him so he would make an attempt to hit me. But he didn’t. He just muttered something under his breath. It might have been “stupid bastard”—and he left.

	I think I punched the wall. I tried to pace, but it hurt too goddamned much. I was swearing and yelling like a banshee. After a while—mainly out of boredom—I tried to pick up the mess on the floor, then gave up. I was royally pissed off when he walked in that door.

	I wasn’t sure who he was, but within a few minutes of seeing him, I was sure that he was the most gorgeous man I’d ever seen. Now remember, I wasn’t exactly in cruising mode. I was frustrated, enraged and in pain, and still, the man facing me took my goddamned breath away. He stood at least six-foot-four. The tight jeans and T-shirt he wore weren’t intended to be sexy, but they were because he had a luscious body; hard, compact, muscular and lean. His hair was coal black and hung over his broad, square shoulders, settling on his back about halfway to an ass that could only be described as a delight to behold. And yes, I could see his ass, because he walked into the room and stood between me and the mirror. His eyes, well, they weren’t brown or even black. In fact, they looked blue, cobalt blue, and at the moment, it seemed as if there were sparks flying out of them.

	I don’t know who was angrier, him or I, but through the maze of all that hostility, my heart beat like a drum in my chest when he approached. “I believe you wanted to see me,” he said. “I’m Ice.”

	When he spoke, his voice was deep and steady. I couldn’t detect an accent, but from the creamy tan colour of his skin, he was definitely of Latin origin. My mind quickly reviewed the descriptions I’d received of him. Tall... yes, dark... yes. But the eyes were blue, damn it, dark blue, and as for the large package, umm... well, that appeared to be a fact. The jeans did nothing to disguise that he was hung like a horse.

	“Fuller, I’m talking to you,” he said. “What do you want?”

	I snapped back to reality, the anger that had been simmering inside me now making a full recovery. “What in fuck is going on here?” I had some difficulty rising to my feet from where I sat on the bed. My leg hurt like hell. “How long do you intend to keep me cooped up in this room?”

	He looked me over, then walked around the room as if he were appraising it. “What’s wrong, cop? You’re not happy with the accommodations?” He gave me a cheesy grin. “You prefer the Ritz?”

	“Very funny. Why didn’t you just kill me? What use am I to you?”

	He lifted his hand for a moment. “I have no reason to kill you.”

	“You have no reason to bandage me up and feed me, either.”

	“Maybe I do,” he said softly. He came to stand in front of me. He let his gaze move over me again, then slip back to my face. I think I blushed. I felt as if he’d just undressed me, raped me, then lit up a cigarette. “You’re pretty fucked up, Fuller.”

	“I probably need a doctor. I might have a bullet in my leg.”

	“It went right through. You were lucky, it didn’t hit the bone,” he said without blinking.

	I let myself study his face for a moment. It was a beautiful face, smooth angles, almost sculptured. Michelangelo would have wept painting him, creamed his pants first, then wept. “How in the hell do you know that?”

	“A doctor took a look at it.”

	“A doctor, too? Why go to all that trouble?” I eyed him suspiciously.

	“Maybe I was concerned.”

	“Right. Now, what’s the real reason?”

	He narrowed his eyes. “You need a cane. I’ll make sure you get one,” he said, turning toward the door.

	“Oh no,” I said, reaching out and grabbing his arm.

	He didn’t yank it away, just turned around and glared at me. “Don’t you ever grab me again, or I’ll break your neck.”

	He never raised his voice. It still retained that calm, soft tone. Only his eyes gave him away. His emotions were written in those eyes of his, releasing lethal sparks again.

	I let go of his arm and took a step back. “Fine. Just know this. I’m not staying in this room another day. So either kill me or let me out of here.”

	He pursed his lips for a moment, considering what I’d said. He nodded. “You’ll sleep in my room.”

	I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

	“No need for that,” he grinned. “You can thank me later. Cat will come and get you. We’ll talk, Fuller. We have much to talk about, you and I.”

	I watched him leave, then sank down onto the bed.

	The nameless one now had a name. Just before midnight, Cat came to get me. He handed me a cane. It was aluminium and looked brand new. I wasn’t thrilled about using it, but I had no choice.

	He made me walk ahead of him. I looked around me with interest once I’d left the room. I was propelled down a long corridor and told to stop at another door. Cat knocked.

	I heard that voice, steady, deep. “Yeah, bring him in.”

	Cat gave me a shove. I lost my balance and went tumbling into the damned doorway. I was on my knees, swearing when Ice came to stand in front of me. He looked down at me without expression. “Would you like some help?”

	I sneered at him. “No,” I grumbled, struggling with that stupid cane, and finally managing to get to my feet.

	“You can leave us,” he told Cat.

	I looked around. It was more a house than a room. There were two leather sofas, one of which Ice had spread himself on, a plasma television, stereo, and a bar. A little further away, on the left, I could see an open door leading to a bathroom. There was a galley kitchen beside it. On the other side of the room was a huge mother of a bed beside a window.

	“Sit down,” he said.

	I gratefully let myself down onto the other leather sofa across from him. I looked at him for a moment, then away.

	“Want a drink?”

	I ignored the question. “So I’ve exchanged one prison for another. Is that it?”

	“Pretty much.” He shrugged.

	“What’s the deal?”

	“No deal. I was lonely, that’s all.”

	“Right,” I scoffed. A guy who looked like that didn’t have to worry about being lonely.

	“You’re a suspicious guy, Fuller, aren’t you?”

	“I’m trained to be. I’m a cop.”

	“Um, well, that’s what surprises me. I guess you weren’t suspicious enough where Maloney was concerned.”

	I sucked in a breath. “So how much did he pay you?”

	“Me?” He stabbed himself in the chest with his thumb. “Nothing.”

	“It was your guys who beat the crap out of me. You mean you did it for free?” I couldn’t keep the sarcasm out of my voice.

	“The order didn’t come from me.”

	“Then if you don’t control the Diablos, who does?”

	“The Diablos have fractioned off into two.”

	The words fell on me like a slab of concrete. “Two?”

	“Yes. Those loyal to Grant, and those loyal to your precious Sergeant Maloney.”

	“Grant?”

	“Bulldog. His real name was Grant.”

	“So, when you killed Bulldog, you split the gang—”

	“I didn’t kill Bulldog,” he said, standing up. The voice rose an octave but was still relatively calm. His eyes, however, lit with anger.

	“It wasn’t the mob. It didn’t resemble a mob hit.”

	“Very good, Detective,” he mocked. “Maloney killed Grant.”

	“Maloney? Why?”

	“Bulldog had some dirt on him, and that’s why he wouldn’t play ball. Maloney had some of the Diablos in his pocket. He’d made a deal with the mob, and was handling some heavy-duty drug shipments. When Bulldog threatened to screw up his deal, he killed him.”

	“You know that for sure?”

	“Trust me.”

	“Well, considering you’re an outlaw biker and a criminal, that’s not easy to do.”

	He looked like he was choosing not to answer that.

	“So, tell me about this dirt Bulldog had on Maloney? How long has Maloney been into this?”

	“At least twenty years.”

	“Twenty years?” I said softly, leaning back against the sofa.

	“Yeah. And he wants me bad.”

	“Because he knows you could nail him.”

	“Partly.”

	My eyes widened. “You met Maloney?”

	“Yeah. We met.”

	“He acted like he didn’t even know what you looked like. That bastard sent me on a wild goose chase.”

	“He’s a good actor. Okay, so I’ve told you enough,” he said, putting his hands on his hips. “Your turn. Why did Maloney want you dead?”

	I sighed softly. “It’s stupid.”

	“Spill it,” he said.

	“He’s in the closet. He tried to get me to suck his cock one night in his car. He said if I told anyone, he’d kill me. I think he got paranoid, and—”

	Ice started to laugh. He threw back his head and howled with laughter.

	I wasn’t sure I was appreciating the humour in the situation.

	“He tried to kill you because of that?” Ice croaked. He started laughing again. “You must be one hell of a good cocksucker.”

	I muttered something foul under my breath.

	He stopped laughing. “Shit, everyone knows he’s queer,” he said, now sobering. “No big deal.” He sat back down. “So, did ya?”

	“Did I what?”

	“Did you suck his cock?”

	“No, goddamn it. I wouldn’t be here if I had, would I?”

	“You were damned either way.”

	He had a point.

	“Why didn’t you?”

	I glared at him. “Why didn’t I what? Suck his cock? Would you suck his cock?”

	“No, but aren’t you supposed to obey an order from a superior officer?”

	He was taunting me now, and I was getting pissed off again. “I don’t remember reading about that one in the police manual.”

	He smiled. Damn. That smile was almost as lethal as the anger in his eyes. I shifted in my seat.

	“So what if it was someone else... more, ah... attractive let’s say, that asked you to suck his cock?”

	“What exactly is the question?” I snapped.

	“You have some temper, Fuller.”

	“And you have some mouth. You still haven’t told me what you want with me.”

	“I want you to help me put Maloney away.”

	“In jail? I can do that on my own.”

	“But you’re not on your own now, are you?” he asked, giving me a meaningful look. “I want a couple of things out of life, Fuller, and you’re going to help me get them.”

	“Joy,” I said, rolling my eyes.

	He lifted an eyebrow. “I want Maloney. It’s personal, and I want to kick his ass before he loses everything. I can get him transferred to a Mexican prison. There’s people there who will beat him every day, and he’ll never get out. You get my meaning?”

	I didn’t comment.

	“Maloney wants one thing—me. He’s been searching for me from the moment I came back here because he knows that I can screw him good.”

	I knew he was telling the truth. Maloney’s hatred of Ice bordered on the obsessive. “And what’s my part in all this?”

	“Simple. He thinks you’re dead. They had an official police funeral for you last week, by the way.”

	“Shit,” I sighed, thinking of what my parents must be going through.

	“We’re going to let him know the bad news. You’re alive, and if he wants you, he’s got to play by my rules.”

	“He won’t walk into a trap.”

	“Oh, yes, he will, because he has no choice. And he’d walk through fire to get to me.”

	“Okay,” I said, leaning forward. “I want what you want, but we have to do this by the book. I can probably get you immunity for turning state’s evidence against—”

	Ice shook his head. “Fuller, you don’t understand. There’s no book. We do this my way, and if at the end I decide to let you walk away, I will... until then, you’re mine.”

	I swallowed.

	“That’s settled, and just one more thing?”

	“What?”

	“How long have you been in the closet, Fuller?”

	I blinked. “What?”

	“Look, maybe you can fool a bunch of straight cops, but you don’t fool me.”

	I was speechless

	“Don’t worry, little boy,” he whispered, then gave me a wicked wink. “Your secret is safe with me.”

	 

	He left me after that, telling me to make myself at home. I stared doubtfully over at the bed. There was no way I was sleeping in that bed with him. I eyed the bathroom and decided to try and take a shower. I was in bad need of one. It was ironic, I thought as I hobbled to the bathroom. Finally, I could qualify as a dirty, smelly biker. However, Ice didn’t seem to qualify either. His hair was clean, and so was he, as far as I could tell.

	I pushed that thought away and struggled out of my clothes. The bandages around my ribs needed changing, and so did the one on my leg. I tried not to wet the bandages, but I didn’t have a choice. Once I finally got into the shower, I didn’t want to get out. I found a towel and dried off, then studied myself in the full-length mirror. The bruises were fading, but they were everywhere. Damn, I looked a mess. The swelling was going down on my eye, but it was purple, and my lip had started to scab over. Didn’t look like I was going to have any permanent scars, but it was too early to tell.

	When I heard his voice, I just about jumped out of my skin. “Were you that ugly before the boys worked you over?”

	He was standing at the bathroom door, leering at me. I quickly wrapped the towel around my waist. “Don’t you knock?”

	“Not in my own bathroom, I don’t.” He walked over to the toilet, unzipping his pants. I heard the urine hit the porcelain and kept my eyes straight ahead, fixed on the wall. When I heard his zipper going up, I began to breathe again. He didn’t seem to notice, just brushed past and walked out of the room.

	I don’t know how long I stayed in the bathroom. When I emerged, his clothes were on the floor and he was in the bed, blankets thrown on top of him. The light was on in the kitchen. I eyed the sofa, then managed to move over to it.

	“You’re not going to go to sleep with those bandages all wet, are you? Because that would be pretty stupid.”

	I looked over to where he lay on the bed. He hadn’t moved.

	“There are fresh bandages in the bathroom, under the sink, and tape for your ribs.”

	“How in the hell am I supposed to tape up my own ribs?” I muttered, my eyes going to the door.

	“Don’t think about leaving. The door is wired. An alarm will sound if you so much as fart on it. If you get out the door, you have to get past three armed guards. That’s for starters.”

	“I wasn’t going anywhere,” I said. “It’s just that I can’t bandage my own ribs.”

	There was a heavy sigh, then the blanket flew up in the air, and he stood up. I’d suspected he wasn’t wearing much because I’d seen his clothes scattered around. I never imagined, however, that he’d be stark naked. I tried to put my eyes anywhere but on him when he walked toward the bathroom. When I didn’t move, he paused and said, “Come on. Let’s get this over with. I’m tired.”

	By the time I made it to the bathroom, he had the bandages and tape in his hands. “Can’t have you dying on me before I put Maloney away,” he muttered, yanking me up close to him. “Raise your arms.”

	I had nothing on but a towel wrapped around my waist, and I prayed to God it would stay in place as he began to move me around with the bandages. I took a breath, and it hurt. I think I groaned as the tape put pressure on my ribcage.

	“Almost done,” he said.

	All the time, I didn’t dare look down, but I was conscious of the fact that he was completely naked. I couldn’t help but catch glimpses of his bare shoulder and chest in the mirror. At one point, I closed my eyes.

	“Damn,” he said suddenly. “No scissors. Fuck it.” He leaned down, pressing his head against my abdomen, and tore the tape with his teeth. My eyes went to all that dark hair. I almost touched it. He lifted his head. “There,” he said. “Now, the leg. The wound has to be cleaned.”

	“What are you, a doctor or something?” I managed. I suddenly realised that my cock was hard. I could see it poking against the towel. Shit.

	He didn’t answer. He just went down on one knee and turned my calf around. I’m sorry, there’s only so much a poor closeted guy like me could take. Here was this gorgeous naked guy in front of me on his knee, and I had this raging hard-on. The fact that he was a notorious biker and I was his hostage didn’t register at all at the moment. All that dark, silky hair. I reached my hand out. I uttered some sort of inner groan, and then I let out a yelp.

	“Easy, easy,” he said, “don’t be such a baby.”

	He had just poured some peroxide on my wound. Damn, it stung.

	“Still some infection there. Should have been cleaned before,” he muttered.

	“Enough,” I said between clenched teeth.

	“Shut up,” he said and proceeded to wrap the bandage around my leg. Needless to say my erection deflated substantially.

	When he stood back up, I immediately turned my back, securing the towel around my waist. I made my way back to the sofa.

	He turned off the light in the bathroom. “Sleep tight,” he said softly. “Masturbation always takes care of that for me,” he added.

	I froze. “Masturbation,” I muttered. “What are you—”

	“Come on, cop. I think you hit me in the head with it several times. It was so damned hard, it’s a wonder it didn’t give me a concussion.”

	I opened my mouth, then closed it. I was too embarrassed to reply. A few minutes later, I could hear his soft laughter from across the room.

	 

	When I opened my eyes, it was to the sound of motorcycle engines. I had heard them from a distance before, but today they sounded loud and very close. I stood up—not so stiff today—and glanced at the door. I wondered if the alarm was on in the day, or only at night. I hadn’t slept much. The things Ice had told me played in my head all night. I knew there was a lot he wasn’t telling me, but he wasn’t exactly Mr. Sociable. I started hunting for my clothes. They were dirty and torn, covered with blood. One of the legs of my jeans had been cut off at the knee. I was pulling what was left of them on when the door opened. It was the blond guy, Cat, with a tray.

	“Still hauling the grub, eh, Cat?” I remarked.

	He scowled at me and set down the tray. “Ice needs you now,” he said, meeting my eyes, “but he’ll get rid of you when it’s over.”

	I paused and looked up at him. “You got something personal against me, Cat?”

	He shrugged. “Besides the fact I hate cops, no, but don’t think that Ice is your friend.”

	I narrowed my eyes but remained quiet, trying to decipher whatever in hell he was really trying to say.

	“Ice told me to find you some clean clothes. What size pants?”

	“Thirty-four waist, thirty-six length.”

	“Um, medium shirt?”

	“Yeah.”

	He grunted and left. I ate breakfast and waited. At around noon, Cat brought the clothes. “Get ‘em on. Ice wants to see you.”

	I hauled the pants up over my hips. They fit fine. No underwear, but that was okay. He gave me a blue T-shirt and a pair of white socks. They looked brand new. I put my boots back on and held out my old clothes. He yanked them out of my hand, turned on his heel and left. This time the door hung open. I took the cane and left the room. I saw a few bikers standing around a small room at the end of the hall, and headed there. They stood aside for me to enter, but they didn’t say anything. I could feel
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