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They're all waiting for me to serve it upe thought, looking around the room at suit after
suit after suit, tired of all the black and white, tirdcalbthe little leeches that wanted, whined,
used, cajoled, slithered, all turning, all looking at hivanting his attention, wanting his
generosity, wanting him dead, wanting him in pieces, or mgmthat was in his pocketgll
but him. He swiveled and looked across the room straight at &mnobol blue eyes.

And there that other guy was, meeting his gaze, movingafar if not with his body then
with his whole spirit as if attached to him like fuckingt® Pan’s shadow.

The party sucked. All of it sucked right now. He wasedo Everything seemed
strangely one-dimensional. Except for Vinnie.

He wanted to take comfort in that, but something insideduat weirdly tangled and
twisted and made him even more uncomfortable when heeddle really did not like anyone at
all in this whole world. Except for Vinnie.

He reached for a drink off a passing tray, grabbing it st $@mme of it sloshed out onto
his wrist.

And what did that mean anyway, that he didn’t like anfofiéat people were like
insects he couldn’t wait to douse with Raid? All ofrthesers and abusers. All of them petty
little shitty little tyrants who didn’t even realizketly were already surrounded by buzzing flies,
half-dead most of ‘em, but not smart enough or pohteugh to just get in the grave already and
pull it in after them.

Damn, he was in a mood.

He drank the entire contents of the glass in onatbrand looked around for another. He
hated himself when he got morbid like this. It was tiorenhore champagne.

“Here, Sonny.”

He looked over at the voice. Vinnie stood right bekide now, holding out a fresh new
glass of something, whatever it was he didn’t care.kkkw he was glowering. But Vinnie
didn’t seem to react like others might, groveling, oeste clear. Vinnie just stood there,
almost shrugging, almost nodding, as if reading his mind likeesocking neon billboard, and
knowing, and accepting. Whatever. This was the way heagoétimes.



He grabbed the drink and downed it, too. It was probablgdvsnth or eighth.
Vinnie said, “Shit.”

Sonny said, “Yeah, tell me about it.”

“You tell me.”

It was weird, all right, suddenly having his very own angeitessor for...how long had
it been now? Months. Where the fuck did this guy caoioe? But he didn’t care. He just
knew he liked it very much, thank you, and fucked up orhmtyas actually amazed that no one
else in the room seemed brave enough to even care thaisHess than happy right now about
all of it. They always wanted so much, but they ngaae anything. Not without being paid.
Except Vinnie.

Dark, tall, mysterious Vinnie.

His head seemed to spin. Hotel ballroom. Glitterimgnclelier. Buzzing sounds like
flies, or bees. Taste of sour. Scent of sweet.

Vinnie said, with that charming low Brooklyn accent, “Ylook as bored as me.”
To which Sonny replied, “Sometimes | just hate people.”
“Got it,” Vinnie said quickly.

Sonny reached out, grabbing his elbow. “Not you.” Whetotehed him, he felt a
sudden devastation deep in the center of his stomaetasitt the first time. He didn’t really
like anyone all that much, never had really, not in aay that mattered beyond deals and
contracts and negotiation. But Vinnie... He liked Vinnietamore than he ever thought he
could like anyone. And there were no deals. Just thismipayshowed up all furious one day,
down and out, and decided to accept Sonny as his boss@ftey Bad creamed him (or he had
let Sonny cream him) in a childish but strangely satigfyiasual boxing match at the
warehouse.

It all turned out entirely differently than he thoughwould. Vinnie was no ordinary
street hood. When he ditched his cheap suit for a s#ikSmmny offered, he transformed. He
pretended, Sonny noticed, to be all subservient and gradgutsSonny saw comprehension in
those baby blue eyes, the rare gleam of intellect. ¥iaohserved everything, and Sonny
observed him observing.

It could be danger he felt. It should have made him mepvout instead he was
intrigued. His instincts told him Vinnie was a man with afgeneven though Vinnie never
asked for anything, but instead of worrying about the consequehtiest he was drawn to him
even more.



Dave had not liked Vinnie.

Sid had accused him of being a cop.

Sonny had been nearly convinced of it himself, but somettadgstopped him from
killing the man outright. Something had twisted in his gubhatthought of this man
disappearing. Something had made him look away, lose hihpdemy, deny, deny.

Vinnie had pulled a clever stunt to try to save himselfiagythrough Sonny’s wallet,
finding things in it to misread any man.

Sonny had never bought the act, not one hundred percaehie bhad admired Vinnie’s
quick thinking, his control. Most men would’ve broken ddike babies, begged for mercy,
negotiated. But not Vinnie. Vinnie stood tall.

So Sonny had let him go home, figuring there was far naott@g guy than anyone else
saw and damned if he wasn'’t up for a little mystery tie ithallenge, a little tall and dark. If
Vinnie really was a cop, well, what if he could turn him?

And then Vinnie had turned out to be even more, readinutitsng mind for one,
saving his life more than once, and just plain setting Senmfves tingling by being nearby.

If Vinnie was a cop, he was no ordinary one, and getiose to that after everything
was a total turn on.

God, what was he thinking?

But dammit, cop or not, Vinnie glowed. Everyone elseinished around him. Sonny
just loved seeing that, because it meant in this wortdeejping souls there was one other,
awake like him, and maybe the whole world wasn’t suchapgsintment after all.

But devastation threatened, haunted. The idea that \iimgiet not love him back made
the world dim again, made him feel lost.

He started to reel.

“Hey, whoa,” Vinnie said softly, hand on his lower backhat...?”
“Get me outta here,” Sonny said, trying not to notieetouch.

“l thought you’d never ask.”

Sonny frowned in confusion at those words. No way Vieoigd be reading his mind
this time. Could he?



They got outside in the cooler air. The hotel parkagvas surrounded by tall trees,
fresh grass that smelled wonderful. Crickets murmurearalind.

They walked toward the black Caddy. Vinnie said sofflye you drunk?”

“I don’t know, probably,” Sonny replied.

“Good thing I'm driving.”

“How much did you have?” Sonny asked, looking sidewaysnat

“Oh,” Vinnie murmured. Stuttered. “l...l1 don’t know. |é&w | was driving, ya know?”

“None? That’s not like you.”

Vinnie laughed softly, and everything sounded differentensitence and the dark. It
sounded good. Soon it would be autumn. You could smell itrgpmithe air. And again the
funny feeling came. The twisting inside. The sadnes$sgs Was worse than his typical
morbidity.

He started to reel, to fall.

“Hey...” Vinnie caught him. They were at the back enthef Caddy and Sonny put his
hand on the edge of the trunk as his knees started to bu8dany!”

“Fuck!”

“Come on.” Vinnie helped him into the passenger sedwden he relaxed into the
leather bucket he felt much better.

Vinnie got in on the driver’s side and Sonny said, “Judtesie for a minute, ok?”

“Sure.”

For awhile Sonny said nothing. He was thinking about Vikim&ie Vinnie. Being so
close. Being so calm. God everyone was so easilyiddted by Sonny. He never knew when
people were being upfront or not. But was Vinnie being upfront

He thoughtOk, Sonny, do you really want to know the answer to tha? namd he
thought he did. The voice in his head s&ldy ya gonna find outBut as that voice spoke, a
plan was already forming.

To Vinnie he said, “Ok, let's go.”

“Where to?”



Good question. Where could they be alone? Where coyldéheomfortable?

“I'll give you directions,” Sonny said.

When they arrived, Vinnie said, “What is this place?”

“I have it for when | want to disappear for awhile. Neean find me here.” They
made their way up the steps. Sonny was doing ok right movenger reeling. “No one knows
| have it but my personal accountan®hd now youhe added, but he didn’t speak that aloud.

The condo was not too big, but very spacious and ornate.

He poured more drinks and Vinnie said, when he handed hinss ik, but you're
already drunk, so please just don’t pass out on me.”

Sonny didn’t care. He wanted to drink now. He wantechash alcohol as possible
right now because now he had a plan he wasn'’t sureute carry out unless he was pretty
damn drunk. He didn’t want to hurt this guy but he thought amyttould happen and if it all
ended in disaster he wanted to feel it as little as Iplessi

A part of him thought he was being pretty stupid. You doate control if you get too
drunk. Sonny loved being in control. Vinnie was easy Wighevery day stuff, more than
agreeable all the time, but this might be really refadlyd. Did he need wits or a fogged delirium
to pull it off? Maybe a combination of both.

He decided to slow down a bit, drink a little slower.

Suddenly, Vinnie asked him, “Why’'d you bring me here?”

That was a little quicker than Sonny had wanted thinggatbaut. But Vinnie was
quick. Vinnie liked context and reason. He was not timdeais sort.

“l wanted to be alone, but | wanted your company.”

“Ok,” Vinnie said quietly. But the tone was not convincing.

Sonny took another slow drink. “All right, here’s atbetanswer if you want it. I'm
angry and I'm bored and I'm restless and I'm frustratedi yoou being around makes me feel

calmer. So you’re my drug of choice tonight, ok?”

Vinnie blinked, those blue eyes sparking for a momenteelined like his face might've
flushed a little. He motioned to Sonny’s drink with #4sanile. “And that.”

Sonny looked at the drink in his hand. “l can'’t tastelang.”



Vinnie put a hand to his forehead for a moment and rubb#ég. s&bnny watched him
carefully. Vinnie looked up. “You could just ask,” he saptving Sonny off a little. “I like
spending time with you.”

Sonny grinned. Wow, it was going to be a blast to wateimtinying to keep up with
each other tonight. Vinnie did not blanch at just anythingt, tnuch was true. Who the fuck
was this guy?

It might be fun to shock him. Was it time for that¥e

But he just sat back and waited. For a little whiegmall talk took hold. They talked
about their fathers and their fathers’ early deafffsat got Sonny talking about Dave, which he
hadn't wanted to do tonight. Who was manipulating whom?

Talk turned to friendships won and lost. Girlfriendsovibetrayed or were superficial or
were terrible fucks. They laughed a little at that.

Sonny asked Vinnie if prison was bad. He’'d never done himself. Vinnie said, a
little clipped, “I survived.”

“Doesn’t sound too good.”
“It's not supposed to be good.”

Then he asked it. Maybe he wasn’'t drunk enough. Maybe&bkdoo drunk. “Ever do it
with a guy?”

Vinnie did not react except he closed his eyes. It eddns breathing stayed even. It
seemed he was about as calm as Vinnie always wasy 8@ited.

Finally Vinnie opened his eyes, looked right at him and, Skiave you?”

Oh, touche. This guy was GOOD. And he was into it nawvittle tall and dark. He
could take it.

Sonny let the smile twist over his face. Almostavd. “If | answer you, will you
answer me? Honestly?”

Vinnie did not flinch. “Oh,” he said quietly. “We'reelmg honest tonight?”

“Well, hell, aren’t we?” All these questions and gejtho answers. Not only was
Vinnie good, he was educated.

Vinnie looked away at the ceiling. “l thought we weré# ptaying each other.”

Sonny frowned. “What?”



Vinnie crossed one leg over the other, looked down amddshis drink with his finger.
“I’'m not stupid.”

“l know that.”

“Then quit playing with me like I'm your mouse. You're dkunYou're not being
serious. I’'m not drunk. And I think it’s probably time foe to just go home.”

God damn if Vinnie didn’'t sound hurt. Sonny frowned. V& missed something.”

Vinnie smiled. “Who'’s surprised?” He got up then, anch&etrink on the counter in
the open kitchen.

Ok, so he knew Vinnie would not be that easy. He knewntdnewas definitely no
pushover. He got up and followed him. “Why're you pissed?”

“I'm not.”
“l don't...”

“Yes you do, Sonny. You play with people’s feelings. Yaow it, you like it but I'm
not going to be one of them.”

“That’s not the way of it,” Sonny said. Now he wpetting pissed.
“No?” Vinnie challenged a little too loud.

He couldn’t help it. His voice went harsh. Revertethe dark. “No! Itisn’'t. Or you
wouldn’t be here. In fact, sweetheart, you wouldn’t estdhbe alive!”

Now Vinnie blanched. That GOT him. He backed a coupleeimiinto the counter.

He hadn’t wanted to play that card so early, but Vinniagséwas a little too quick for
his own good, pushing everything. At least he had him shut updandment.

“Who’s playing now?” Sonny asked. It was going weflhé wasn't sure before, he was
sure now. Cop. “There’s a reason you're still alivéhy do you think that is?”

Vinnie opened his mouth, closed it, opened it again. “Wbatodi mean?”

Sonny walked up to him real close, hands at his sides. Violess him, stood his
ground. He came almost nose to nose with him, thex tiits head toward Vinnie’'s ear and said
softly, knowing it might be going too far. “Quantico, @tieo, Quantico. It’s such a funny
word. | wonder what it means.”



Vinnie tried to turn away but Sonny grabbed his upper arm K&, don’t turn away
now!”

Calmly, Vinnie pulled Sonny’s hand off him and dropped it Bkieot coal. “You're
drunk. I'm leaving.”

Sonny laughed a little. “You still don't get it.”
Vinnie looked sharply at him.

“I'm not accusing you, Vinnie. No. | wouldn’t do thatalready know. I've known for
some time. I've kept your secret. You're alive becafsee.” Would he buy it?

“But you're wrong.”

Sonny turned away and put a hand to the bridge of his ri@éeist.” He rubbed hard,
then looked back at the stunned man. “How long are wedoiplay? Huh?”

Vinnie swallowed hard but said nothing.

Sonny sighed. Then he relented a little. God hedidhiss guy. “Do you want to know
how | know?”

Still no response.

“Because hard as this is going to be for you to beliee&evkind of alike, you and me.
We're the same. | see it every day. The whole di®dsleep, fucking zombies. Then you
came. A little fast. A lot furious... at first. You'tle first person I've met in my whole
fucking life who's awake like me. You see through thingéell, so do I.”

“But that doesn’t mean...”

Sonny chuckled, “That you're a cop?” he finished theeserd for him. “No. | found
that out later. | took you on that drive for show., @itk, it was easy to convince the others you
were ok on my word. They don’t even question unless yatgem reason. And you're too
good. | had no worries. But it was kinda driving me granight. | wanted to tell you what |
thought. And now | have. Now it’s out in the open.”

“But if you believe this about me,” Vinnie said slowly, causly, “whyam| still alive?”

Sonny took a deep breath, let it out fast. He tightertigs. Closed his eyes for a
moment, then opened them again. “Good question.”

“And?” Vinnie was leaning heavily on the counter now.

“It's really very simple.”



“How is this simple?”

“l fucking love you, man.”

Now Vinnie looked really trapped. His face paled. Hedolgtle ground as his knees
flexed. He caught a barstool with his left hand andddarHis eyes glistened
with...what...pain? “That’s really funny, Sonny. Why are yoinddhis to me?”

Could it be? Did Vinnie actually have feelings in retufi®hat did | do? I've saved
your life and invited you into my secret chamber. Youloser than anyone’s ever gotten. And
you’re asking me what | did?”

“That’s a riot, Sonny. You're drunker than both of usught.” Vinnie sounded
devastated.

Sonny laughed. “lronic, isn’t it? When the truth iscait in the open, still neither one of
us can tell when the other is playing.”

Vinnie looked like he was thinking about that for the moment

“You’re not being fair to me, Vinnie,” Sonny said quietly.

“It's because | don’t know what you're really up to.”

“If I'd wanted to harm you, | could’'ve ten times overowyou know how I've felt all
these weeks. You act like you're my best friend, butri'treally know what you'’re up to,
either.” Sonny knew he’d scored a point with that, dieeause Vinnie nodded slightly.

Touche.

“Why did you wait until now?” Vinnie asked.

“Cause | was in the mood,” Sonny replied.

“Jesus,” Vinnie said softly under his breath.

Sonny sighed and turned around to face the couch. Thenneel back, looking at
Vinnie still leaning awkwardly on the barstool. “You lodkel you need to sit down.”

Vinnie did not move.
“Maybe you’re wondering what | think about your job. Weélkould give a fuck. If you

still want to destroy me, maybe I'll let you. Maybenldone playing. Maybe | was long done
even before Dave died.” On that last word, he realugdoice trembled.



“l don't....” Vinnie started to say. Then went mute.

“It's no joke to me, Vinnie. It never was.” He triedt to sound hurt. Now he turned
and went back to the couch and sat. He grabbed his drimkevaty stared at it.

“Or maybe it's not a joke to you,” Vinnie said from the,ls&till unmoved, “because you
can use me.”

“Yeah. Maybe. | thought about trying to seduce youtmstirn you.”

“Fuck.” Slowly, Vinnie walked over to the couch. He stdoda moment looking down.
“Is that what you're doing?”

“You think I'd tell you I'd thought about it if | was doing?” He was scowling now; his
breath came out in a huff, surprising him with his owrotom.

“Yeah, | think you might.”

Sonny leaned his head back and stared up at Vinnie througtidsef] eyes. Tall and
dark. His heart flipped over about ten times. His meowght dry. Finally, he shook his head.
Softly, “'m not. But if you don't believe me, therethe door.” His gaze went to the unlocked
front door.

“l don’t know what to believe,” Vinnie said. He pushed bdaed nervously through his
hair. Then he just sat down next to Sonny, grabbed thk dght out of his hand and downed it
in one breath.

Sudden relief washed over his whole body. Sonny felt lifresgle. Oh Vinnie Vinnie
Vinnie

Vinnie set the glass down on the coffee table, turn&@btoy and said, very upfront,
“No, | never did it with a guy before. Unless you coplatying doctor with my neighbor Jimmy
Caverelli when we were just five.”

Sonny laughed, rocking forward. “Me either.” Then he teatya little harder.

Finally Vinnie’s lips showed a small, held-back smile.

For awhile they both just sat there. Then Vinnie s&d,now what do we do?”

Sonny moved forward to the edge of the couch andadikker to Vinnie. “Want some
more to drink?”

Vinnie’s baby blues were sparkling now, even if stiltdeliwary. “Hell yes.”
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Sonny got up, went and got the bottle. They shared & tmuple minutes. They turned
toward each other finally, still dressed in full suftss tight as nooses. It didn’t matter. Sonny
put his hand on the back of Vinnie’s head and Vinnie let Rifmen they both met in the middle,
closing their eyes, mouths touching. Neither was prepareadHat that single touch evoked. At
the same time, they both shuddered, moved closer, mopiémng together.

When they pulled apart Sonny said, “Shit.”
Vinnie stared at him with a look of disbelief. “Holis” he replied.
“Are we that drunk?” Sonny asked.

Vinnie put his hands flat to his face, then lowered themngf at Sonny over the tips of
his fingers. “l think if that lasted even another faafhinute, it would all already be over.”

Sonny chuckled because there was no other responseldgatunk of. He could hardly
believe it. Vinnie had just said the sweetest thing aeywad ever said to him. He grabbed
Vinnie’s hand, held it tight. Vinnie gripped back with equal pues. Then Sonny stood,
pulling Vinnie with him. “C’mon.”

As they moved side by side toward the bedroom down 8 Batla their arms seemed to
move of their own accord, reaching around each othengtitgi embrace as they walked a little
drunkenly, chuckling. The bedroom wasn'’t all that far, baythever made it.

Sonny had Vinnie up against a wall, kissing him while Vinnis trging to remove
Sonny’s shirt. Then Sonny put his hand down the back of Veitreusers and they both lost alll
power in their knees and sank to the floor. Kissing)@srobing at the same time was a
challenge but they managed to undo ties and buttons andhadfisaistbands all pretty quickly.
Sonny had never wanted anyone more.

The first time was explosive, far too quick. They weoéh reeling for quite some time
before they got the presence of mind to finally crawd the bed. Then they got their wind back
and were able to take their time, exploring everywheresaadything.

Sonny got his hands on the lube from his nightstand drameeused it liberally on both
of them. Then a little rougher than he’d intendedflipped Vinnie over onto his stomach. He
couldn’t hold back, moved a little too quick. Vinnie cried oHis fists clenched hard at the
sheets. He buried his head against the front of theesatand made such a sound of despair
that Sonny panicked. He drew back quickly and leaned fongaatipbing Vinnie’s shoulders,
pulling him to one side. “Fuck, I'm sorry!”

“Sorry?” Vinnie said, turning his head to look over his stleulvith hooded eyes.
“Why'd you stop? That felt fantastic.”

“Oh.” Well, hell, it wasn't like he’d done this a latpr had Vinnie.
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He pushed him down hard and Vinnie started to thrash. Vinmsesa hot and tight, even
though the lube was slick and smooth, and he thoughohé&lwlie being inside him like that. It
only took a minute and he came so hard it felt like his whotly was breaking into a million
pieces. Vinnie cried out too, and it sounded like he wasiisgb Sonny rolled off him, grabbed
him and just held on.

“Your turn,” Sonny said.

Vinnie laughed into his chest. “Too late.”

Sonny reached between them, stroking Vinnie gently whilei¢igave a little gasp,
feeling the moisture there, realizing with amazemeritWiaie had come while he was inside
him. “Then we’ll just wait a little while.”

“Ok.”

“Thanks for leaving that damn party with me,” Sonny saithysof

“Thanks for letting me live,” Vinnie replied, always quishk the uptake.

And oh, that was just too much for Sonny. Game. Mag&#t. He grabbed him hard,
pressing his lips to his. Vinnie’s arms came tightly around hi

He thought,Yeah, a little tall and dark. That was all | needed tonight. Alldr needed

THE END
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