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“in the secret places
where what ends meets what is starting...”

B Juan Ramon Jimenez

Sid finally exited Sonny’s office much to the collectivéeteof Sonny and Vinnie, who
both stood shaking their heads, simultaneously sighingrtheinal exasperation. Sid left a kind
of weasely smell on the air, which made Vinnie’'s nesakle.

Sonny said, “l wanna throttle that guy so bad.”

Vinnie said, “How do Harvard guys get to be such morons?”
Sonny turned. “Not like those Fordham guys, right?”

Vinnie shot him a wry, closed-mouthed grin.

Standing in front of the glass desk, Sonny’s gaze lingerehim and Vinnie watched
with perhaps too much pleasure as those lips formedvinéd VVinnie had come to think of bt
smile—the smile Sonny reserved for him and him aloneange scowl could be damning, his
grin exciting, but that smile was intoxicating like a wadsrandy buzz. When it was the real
thing it affected Sonny’s eyes, too, making them more tj@d brown, making them seem to
sparkle. Then the gaze would drop easily and lightkmgain Vinnie’s entire form before
moving back to light again on Vinnie’s face. He wasn#regure Sonny was conscious of the
fact that he often did that—gave Vinnie the once-over—ataki the whole picture.

At first Vinnie had told himself Sonny was just appreciatimg suits he’d bought him,
seeing what his money had paid for. But Sonny did it wheni¥iwore his jeans and leather
jacket. Sonny did it every day that Vinnie walked intodfice.

Vinnie had watched Sonny with other guys and he didn’t tiothem unless they were
strangers at a dangerous meeting. Then all the guysedsbs other guys, but they were
looking for weaknesses, for weapons. And with womérgmhe did it, it was different, more



lewd. Sonny barely ever glanced at Sid, which was uratetable, and in the garage the other
drivers and guards seemed to hold no interest for Sonepewhether or not they were doing
their jobs. Of course Sonny had known those guys fongtime. Maybe familiarity created a
more take-them-for-granted attitude. Vinnie was newerasdtusted, perhaps. Vinnie was a
known street hood. Maybe Sonny was simply looking dfiter making sure he wore his tie
right or didn’t have his suit jacket on inside out.

But then, more times than not, came that smileval next to impossible not to be drawn
in by it. And Vinnie was. Drawn more and more each d@ah by inch, like he was a big fish
being reeled in slow and steady. By soft curving lips.d&k eyes that glittered gold.

Vinnie had been working for Steelgrave Enterprises forthgonBut he realized the
unique feeling between him and Sonny, and that special $radestarted from that very first
day. The moment Sonny had smiled and put a hand againstkiarshsaid, “Come with me,”
it had all begun. The spark between them. Electridiipre than familiarity or simple
generosity. It was as if they were made of the seglis, as if they matched on a level neither of
them could yet understand or define.

At first Vinnie felt lucky. This was one more thing hauttbuse to his advantage. A
way to deepen his position for the perfect vantage frorsiwtioi do his job. He saw it as a way
to make him smoother, more efficient, and his dreameairing that white hat, taking down the
bad guy, became more obtainable, almost easy.

But later it wasn't easy at all. He found himself thinkiegs and less about that white
hat dream and more and more about when he might sesntlit@tagain, or how he might go
about encouraging it at will. For he’d come to love Somhglly, over time, the goodness and
the badness, and it made him wonder what the hell helewag every time he reported his daily
dealings to Frank. It made him wonder at the fact tleajodh was no longer foremost in his
mind. He found himself, on several occasions, actuellgraling Sonny to Frank, or bristling at
anything negative Frank might quip about the man.

At one meeting, Vinnie said, “You don’t know him like | doakk.”

Frank replied, “What difference does that make?”

“None, | guess, except if you knew him you might not begwok to call him evil, or
judge him. You might see a little clearer that he'saibbad, that he’s forced into certain
positions where the outcome is preordained by circumstance

“Wait,” Frank said. “Don't tell me you’re trying to just his crimes?”

Vinnie knew it sounded bad, but he was fuming and not sure Whgtice out of context
isn't real justice.”

“Vince, no one’s asking you to be judge and jury. You'rsidg in on dangerous
territory.”



Vinnie felt suddenly frustrated when he said, “There’s farse@uys than Sonny in the
organization. I'm just trying to be fair.”

“I hope I'm not hearing you wrong, Vince. Because ldstard, Sonny runs the
organization....”

“Yeah, but...,” he stopped. He couldn’t find any words nowdmmunicate what he
felt. And he certainly couldn'’t tell Frank about Sonngfsile, the one reserved for Vinnie, and
how it made Vinnie feel an electric thrill every tirhe saw it, how he anticipated it, how he did
things to try to bring it on. He couldn’t tell Frank abgold sparkles in Sonny’s eyes, either,
how they glittered when they slid down, then up his baglyf taking him in in more than just a
gaze. As if those eyes physically grasped, held, caressedouldn’t say any of that. Frank
would never understand. In fact, Frank would probably conkidegender confused, if not
completely, irrevocably nuts.

So he said nothing. And he gave Frank less and less irtffornasver time, making no
excuses, but now feeling even more guilty for playing lsadbs of the fence.

But that smile.... It haunted something inside him. He woulpisioabout anything to
keep that smile coming, prolong this ride on the Steelgeapeess.

It became second nature after awhile to protect Sonny. fr®iveginning he had
enjoyed his job, but now it was more than that. Shaap®onny was natural as breathing to
him, and though Sonny was a fiercely capable fighter andg®&nough to take care of himself,
he liked to keep his expensive suits spick and span, asaichée liked to keep Vinnie around
for his strong right hook and his smart mouth. Vinnie kS®mny was amused by him,
impressed by him, and he hoped Sonny also sort of admirethéivway Vinnie admired the
strength and character of a guy who daily waded in darknesship ass but managed to
embrace a lighter side of being. The edges of Sonnydghaue been hard and wholly cynical,
but there were soft spots he allowed Vinnie to see, fsiogénnocent wonder that were
downright endearing. Sonny gave handfuls of bills to patibesy Sonny braked for cats and
dogs crossing the road. Sonny tipped big and let store tkaxép the change.” Sometimes,
Sonny did impromptu little dances while walking through parkitg. In bars, if they'd had a
sufficient amount to drink, Sonny might break into song—ugwsalmething edgy and dark, but
sometimes light-hearted, too.

So Vinnie learned them all, the lyrics to Sonny’s fawwit It wasn't hard because most
of the stuff was already a favorite of Vinnie’s, tooe khew everything Sonny loved and shared
in it. It was the job but it wasn’t. It was too dafon.

“| swear to drunk I’'m not God,” Sonny might say after toany cocktails. And then
they would laugh and think of more phrases to twist updaive the bartenders crazy.



It was easy. The job. And the instinct to protect. illdme night he failed and learned
how deep his feelings really went.

They were out on a late night errand, coming home Minwie driving the Porsche,
when Vinnie decided to stop at a gas station. He dig@t mas, but his plan was to fill up and
get a pack of smokes. He rarely smoked anymore. Sonnyweéspi But he felt a sudden
craving. He went into the mini-mart to pay while Sonny emeiti something about getting a
paper.

When Vinnie came out Sonny was gone. He checked thérzling it empty. Turning
in a kind of panic, he heard a muffled shout behind thielibgi, and footsteps. He ran toward
the sound, rounding the building, and almost tripped ovenysaho lay on the ground
breathing hard and clutching his side just above his hip. Heesdrtb get up, gave a frustrated,
“umph,” and fell back. There was blood on his mouthe @ye was already sporting a pink
bruise, and more blood shone from his temple.

Vinnie dropped to the hard asphalt and put his hand behind Sonny’shamietio help
him sit up.

“Should see the other guys,” Sonny said between breathgo 6f ‘em. | think | hurt
‘em.”

“What the fuck happened?”

“l got jumped, whaddaya think happened?”

“Patrice?”

Sonny frowned, put his hand to his mouth, grimacing at thedblédon’t think so.
They took my watch and wallet.” He looked at his hariéfsick! And my rings. That blue opal
was my grandfather’s. Dammit!” There was a vulbéity in his voice, a sudden broken
hesitation.

“We should report it,” Vinnie offered.

Sonny looked at him incredulously, his eyes glimmering witki@expected hurt look.
“Are you outta your mind? A waste of time. What eequld ever help me?”

Vinnie’s body jerked at the words as if stabbed. He fslhkart turn over sickeningly.
He reached out, steadying Sonny, feeling the slight tremibkee other man’s arms, then said
with an all too familiar tenderness of guilt, “Herencyou stand?”

Sonny did, and Vinnie helped him to the car.



Vinnie got behind the wheel, glancing at his passenger. “thiagybroken? You need
an emergency room?”

“No. Just go home.” The voice was cold.

Instantly, Vinnie listed his regrets. It was his hahése days. Why hadn’t he been
there? Why had he stopped in the first place? Sonny had gottef the car. It was Vinnie’'s
job to shadow him. He should’ve suggested they both gdeinget Cokes or something.
Anything to keep them at each other’s backs...especiallyght.niAnd especially since Vinnie
was carrying the gun tonight.

He drove quickly through the quiet black streets. Outtuaer of his eye he saw Sonny
pressing his palm to his forehead, then hiss softly, “Fudk, ffuck!” Sonny took his
handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his mouth. “Ow.” Tinethrew the bloody silk on the
floor.

Vinnie said nothing and was grateful when they arrivedeap#itking garage. He helped
Sonny out, thinking it was perhaps worse than it lookedusec8onny let him. Then they
limped to the elevator.

Vinnie rode all the way to the top floor with him, lelaglihim into the penthouse. He
pulled Sonny into the bathroom and turned on the sink fagratbing towels and washcloths.

Sonny looked around dazed, blinking. “Are there pink snowdlakdere?”

“Not that | can see,” Vinnie answered quietly, placinget cloth against a bleeding cut
at Sonny’s temple. As he did, Sonny’s eyes rolled uphantkgs buckled.

“Hey!” Vinnie caught him. “Sonny?”

Sonny made a grab at the counter with one hand and atgvétnie with the other.
Vinnie held him firm, trying to prop him against the coungexr Sonny clutched at his jacket
lapel with a strong fist.

“Ya gonna faint on me?” Vinnie asked softly.

Sonny blinked, tried to balance. The washcloth had féllerthe cut had stopped
seeping. “Mmm, need to sit down.”

Vinnie closed the toilet lid and propped him there. Sonny @alidr him again,
bending forward as Vinnie pushed Sonny’s jacket off his shaulglat started undoing his tie.

Abruptly, Sonny began to laugh.

Vinnie got the tie off and looked down at him.



Sonny said, chuckling harder, “Ah, Vinnie, still so naivee $tould report this? Hah!
Like call 911?" He took a breath. “Like any cop wouldrétebrate to see me like this....” The
laughing stopped. He looked up almost pouting, his eyeswiagdo slits. “l can’t replace that
ring. You think any cop would give a fuck about that?”

Vinnie met his eyes straight on, trying not to come cotapleinglued. “Then we’ll find
those guys. We'll get it back.”

“Yeah.” Sonny lowered his head, scowling. He tugged athiis pulling the tail loose
from his trousers and yanking it up, exposing his side. tHsrdvand shoved down at his
waistband. On his side and hip a red and lavender bruisdasleesning against the skin,
flushing purple edged in green where the hipbone pushed the skin.

“Christ!” Vinnie said, reaching out but not touching.

Sonny said, “I think one of the guys had a brick in a sdaucked or my head would
look this way, too.”

“It might help to ice that,” Vinnie said.

“l just want to go to bed.”

Vinnie helped him stand. Sonny limped a little less, reaggiMinnie that truly nothing
was broken. At the bed, a beautiful king in a mastdrdzem that was almost as big as Vinnie's
whole suite, Sonny shed his pants as Vinnie pulled thersdack. Sonny kept on his
underwear and white shirt, and lay back, sighing loudly.ckFwhat a night.”

Vinnie turned, then, stopping only when he heard Sonny askef&ie you going?”
The question sounded almost desperate.

“For aspirin and ice,” Vinnie replied. “I'll be rightagk.”

“Yeah, ok, thanks.” All three words echoed with agt@f resignation.

Vinnie was back in two minutes with ice, aspirin and geajuice.

Sonny lay propped on fluffy pillows, eyes closed. Thpgred when Vinnie sat on the
edge of the bed. He handed him the aspirin and the j&oeny took them willingly. “You

didn’t bring the whiskey?” he asked, eyes widening like somecent kid.

“Nope.” Vinnie had wrapped ice in a plastic bag and a towew he lifted Sonny’s
white shirt exposing his hip and placed the cold towel agdiadbruise.

Sonny said nothing, but his eyes closed and he turned hihakadvay.



“Just keep that there a few minutes,” Vinnie said, bringnegcovers up to Sonny’s
waist.

Vinnie stared at Sonny’s closed face. Something in hig éhded, unfolded. He said,
“| should have been right there.”

“ just went for the paper,” Sonny said, voice low, £géill closed.
“I let my guard down. | should’'ve seen those guys loitgthere.”

“Yeah, right. | didn’t see ‘em either. And yewereright there. Within seconds. So shut
the fuck up, will ya?” He grimaced again.

“Okay.” After a minute, Vinnie said, “Get some sleep.& i¢ached for the light.
Sonny turned toward him, opening his eyes. “You don't halesaie yet....”

He was relieved at the request. Every fiber of him atd stay, to make sure Sonny
was really okay. Watching over Sonny...it was second nature

“All right,” Vinnie replied. “I'm staying. Mind if | jus sit next to you?” He asked
boldly.

Now Sonny did it. Gave him that gift of a smile. Saadhat little bit of gold light on
him. His eyes flicked down, then up Vinnie’s form. “I’dmdiif it was anyone but you,” he said
with a soft sigh.

Vinnie smiled back, trying not to read anything into those worddtiritg with a sigh of
pleasure, and settled closer to Sonny, sitting up againkettttboard. He touched the towel full
of the bag of ice. “Keep that on there one more mifiut

“Thanks,” Sonny said.

Later, Vinnie put the ice aside, drew up the covers to Serghgulders, and sat on top of
the bedspread. Still leaning against the headboard, Heeretwthe bedside table and turned out
the light. The room disappeared. Everything disappearetthdsbund of Sonny’s breathing,
and the palpable heat of him beside him. Vinnie stretcbedi® arm over the mess of pillows
at Sonny’s head. He didn’t touch Sonny, just made a loiode with his arm. Then he leaned
back and closed his eyes, wondering which part of him heldttbngest instinct and desire to
help this notorious guy, the cop or the man. He decidsdsta lot of both. But somehow that
wasn’'t much comfort.

Vinnie had dozed off but something woke him. For a momefariget where he was,
darkness enveloping him. Then he heard a grumble besideeftimofvement, and full memory
returned.



“Sonny?”

“God fucking dammit!” Sonny thrashed, breathing hard. nltne said, “Vinnie?”

“Yeah.”

“Are you still here?”

“You asked me to stay.”

“Oh yeah.”

“Did you have a nightmare?”

“Something like that.” Sonny moved the covers back, tuggintigesih where Vinnie still
sat. “Gotta get up.” He crawled, moaning, out of the Ba&tthen he returned, Vinnie had turned
on the bedside lamp on its lowest setting. He watelffedtionately as Sonny, clad only in
white shirt and white briefs, crawled over Vinnie’s ferd got back into the bed.

Sonny muttered, “Those goddamn guys were chasing meeslhelt and back, or | was
chasing them. | forget.” He sat next to Vinnie, sittipg and spread his ringless fingers in front
of him, shaking his head. “Never a cop around when you meednot even in my dreams.” He

turned his gaze on Vinnie, eyes sparking but not in a good way.

Vinnie impulsively grabbed one of Sonny’s outstretched hatidsmake it my business
to find those guys. I'll get that ring back.”

“You're insane.” Sonny’s laugh was sharp and harsh. “Dgm’tjetting yourself in
trouble again, Vinnie. It's not worth it.” That lagirdence was spoken with such an air of
defeat that Vinnie felt suddenly hollow, like he just wari® grab Sonny and clutch him and
never let go. But this was the life Sonny led. High hidgtws lows. It was the nature of
dwelling in the shadows.

He expected Sonny to pull his hand away but instead Sonmyegraack, turning to him.
“You know, | need a vacation, that’s what | need. Avrayn Sid and Pat and everyone else
who wants a piece of me for nothing. Away from this iglgpddamn city.”

“l don't think it's a good idea right now. Things are tamt.h Vinnie felt Sonny’s grip
tighten and hoped his palms weren’'t sweating too much.

“Yeah, | know.”
“Besides, who’d run things?”

“You could.”



Vinnie jolted. Sonny still gripped him hard. “I'm not evenade” yet,” he protested.

“Yeah, but you're tough. | wish I'd met you years agmu¥vouldn’t be such fresh meat
then.” He gave Vinnie’s hand a tug and winked, then let go

Vinnie felt his insides warm. “Sonny, most of your guys der&n like me.”
“They’re just jealous ‘cause | like you.”

Vinnie smiled and Sonny’s face seemed to open, his eyks his special smile coming
back. That vulnerability that softened Sonny’s eddest,was such an odd part of him
considering how he’d grown up, showed full on, made him &aldenly years
younger...boyish.

Vinnie kept smiling as he spoke. “I guess being liked by yod thatl matters. You're
the one who is boss.”

“Yeah.” He sighed, edges softening even more. “Thatn@ésnne. You can't tell
anyone | got mugged. It'd fuck me over...my rep and all.”

Vinnie thought if anyone found out he was a cop that wouldSemhy all by itself. The
OCB wouldn’t have to lift a finger. Sonny’d be out, probgmighing up cement daisies at some
old construction site.

“I’'m not saying anything to anyone,” Vinnie agreed.

“Thanks.” Sonny looked down at himself, grasped the tani®&hirt and pulled it up,
revealing side, hip, and a surprisingly flat stomach consgledl the drinking he did. His other
hand pushed down on the waistband of his briefs. Vinnidlsatithe ugly bruise had widened
and sported nearly all the colors of a rainbow.

“Jesus,” he said, pushing out his breath in shock. He rb#eget more ice.”

When he returned, Sonny still lay in the same positiead propped against pillows and
headboard. His hand lay palm down on his hip. His sbuie high. That side of his underwear
was pushed to his thigh. The band stretched against hisrguaaling the beginning of a
modest thatch of black hair.

Vinnie put more ice in the bag in the towel. Sonny movedhisl away and said
nothing as Vinnie moved to place the towel over his hip. tBsttime he touched him first. He
couldn’t help himself. It was automatic. He was feglior broken bone—something.

He knew if anything was really broken, Sonny wouldn'’t eerable to walk. But he
still lay his hand gently against the smooth, hot skin.



Sonny’s eyes opened and his leg twitched. He stared aeMiefore finally saying,
almost accusingly, “What?”

Vinnie removed his hand but let his palm lightly caredseadid so. It was a bold move
but Sonny said nothing. Then he put the cold towel agdiadiruise. He looked at Sonny.
“The skin is so hot. You should see a doctor.”

Sonny shook his head.
Vinnie lay his hand on the towel, just holding it there.

Sonny was quiet a moment. Then, “l should get you ‘maldghoulda long before
now,” he mused.

Vinnie said nothing. Frank would faint from shock, probablgen he told him. The
OCB would more than likely give him a fucking medal whewas all over. But right now all
he felt was a tenderness for Sonny that caused hirtetoate between wanting to grab him and
wanting to get the hell out, leave and never see anyamed Steelgrave again for as long as he
lived.

“What do you say, Vinnie?” Sonny’s wide, bright eyeswats too much.

Vinnie’s skin went cold, then hot. He had no voicst gtruggling breath, and his own
warming eyes fixed on Sonny’s. It was absolutely unbdhilevathis image, this man in this
bed beside him carrying a torch of utter trust that outstiemneery sun itself.

“Vinnie?” Concern. A little worry. A lot of affe@n. All three contained Sonny’s
voice. “Vincenzo,” he teased. “What do you say?”

Vinnie swallowed hard. Sonny spoke his names like they p@zms.

Finally, he stuttered. “I haven’t been here long enough.”

“Six months,” Sonny said. Sonny leaned toward him, togchim lightly on the arm.

Vinnie’s hand pressed harder on the towel. “I...."

“Shut up, then. It'll be done.”

Vinnie looked down, away from those dark eyes. Withouhwmg, Sonny leaned toward
him and lightly rested his shoulder against Vinnie’s shoulgisrhand still touching Vinnie’s
forearm. Before he could stop the impulse, Vinnie lddns head down until his cheek touched
the upper side of Sonny’s head. Then he turned his face aadgany a quick kiss right above

the temple hairline. It was a Terranova family gestuklmost automatic. Their mother did it to
them. Pete did it to Vinnie even as adults, mostly ardamaiy gatherings like Christmas.



Sonny did not move, except for his hand which gripped Vinfogsarm tighter. Vinnie
kept his other hand on the ice-filled towel, pressing,zathdhat Sonny hadn’t completely
freaked out. He shouldn’t have done it. It was onggtfor family to show teasing affection
like that. But Sonny might not understand.

Still, Sonny seemed quite uncharacteristically relaxed.

They stayed in that almost embrace for long minutdgeenVinnie moved and lifted the
ice off Sonny, saying, “You’ll get frostbite if it'’s lefoo long.” He covered him with a blanket,
trying not to notice that Sonny had become flushed Hisabriefs strained a little harder at the
waistband. He tried not to remember how satin smoetkkim was on Sonny’s flat abdomen at
his hip, tried not to feel the added warm weight on hisgon where Sonny’s hand still lay as
Sonny shifted further down in the bed, letting the cofadl®ver him and finally letting go of
his arm.

Vinnie turned out the light and shifted downward himself. nl k@owing it was a
strange move but wanting...deciding to do it anyway, he turnemtos side facing Sonny and
lay a protective arm over the blanket partway acrossy®mwaist.

He expected Sonny to jerk away, but nothing had gone astegpis night. Instead,
Sonny leaned slightly into Vinnie and said, almost fladly if to hide some emotion he wasn't
ready to express, “You can get in if you get cold.”

Vinnie said, “Sure.” He closed his eyes letting the wieddlhis arm embrace the enemy.

Just before dawn, when the sky seemed darker and ttestdlhad been all night,
Sonny woke. He felt Vinnie next to him breathing a ligfteatically. Vinnie’'s arm still lay
heavy on his ribs. He liked the weight. It felt likehaeld...like now he was impervious to
everything, darkness, nightmares, Pat the Cat, random mggtwabit hoods, the snakes in his
own organization. With Vinnie always around, it was likénly on the team he’d always wanted
both in business and in pleasure. The guy was a fudkesm come true. Almost too good to
be true.

He tossed that last thought on the back burner.

He couldn’t see Vinnie in the dark, but he could remembénthan Vinnie’'s eyes
closed the thick black lashes made his eyes into broadagaasst smooth, light olive skin.
Vinnie’s hair was slick and glossy, and so thick, his brbkesstraight thick lines accenting his
handsome, chiseled features. His lips always seenfeditdhe perfect, knowing smile. Vinnie
was wearing a white shirt and dark blue silk pants that wadat his slim waist, making his
chest and shoulders look wide, strong.

He’'d probably have double that gorgeous five o’clock shadovoby darkening chin,
lower cheeks, upper lip.



Sonny reached out from under the blanket and touched Virari@'svhere it lay against
him. Then he slid his hand along that arm and touchewphef Vinnie’'s hand, bare skin with a
subtle ripple of veins just beneath the surface. Saermynh skin grew hot as he remembered
Vinnie touching him. Even though it was the bruise he hachexyyat didn’t hurt. Not for one
second. Then Vinnie had kissed him on the side of thet h€hat had been unexpected, but
desired. He had wanted to grab him right then, but redll. bVinnie seemed open to everything
Sonny had ever wanted, but this was not something he wanadigate lightly, not this feeling,
not this kind of closeness. Too fast meant too scaop s€ary meant everything could be
ruined between them by one errant gesture. They coalu e killed for it. He couldn’t risk it.

He realized, as he mused, that Vinnie’s hand was coldurded, bumping the arm,
jostling the other man. Vinnie breathed in suddenly, and Scoug hear him slowly waken.
Though blanket and inches separated them, Sonny could feéé¢ \éimmering.

“Get under,” he said, “you’re freezing.”

Vinnie moved, then said sluggishly, “What?”

“C’'mon. Move.” Sonny tugged at the covers under Vinnieggght. Vinnie rolled away
and Sonny grabbed them all in one tug and lifted them owardiechem. Sonny laughed as
Vinnie rolled back toward him. “Jesus, you can't fetchbreakfast in bed if you're a solid
block of ice.”

He heard Vinnie chuckle. “I wasn’t cold till you woke m&nd if | get you breakfast,
who'’s going to get it for me?”

“Fine,” Sonny answered. “We’ll call room service anddnghem serve us both.”

“Make it one of Sid’s job descriptions. Breakfast in bbedve send you packing back to
the Cat.”

“Bring Pat in to do it. Force him to do the dishes, t@bile you stand there making sure
he does it properly wearing that tux of yours he seemekiet@ih you so well.”

Vinnie said, “Eh, | hate that guy! He makes my hair.itch

Sonny tried to mimick Pat. “I don’t mind, Vincenzo, thauydrove one a my cars into a
ditch, and smashed my man’s head into a truck.”

Vinnie took up the dialog, flattening his voice. “This isa’personal thing, Vincenzo.
You really carry a black tie well.”

Sonny threw back his head laughing. Vinnie fell on the stdws giggling like a kid.
Sonny loved hearing him laugh like that. Vinnie was ofteseyious. It wasn't that Vinnie
lacked a sense of humor, it was just that Vinnie sonestineld back. Sonny could feel it. Even
though Vinnie offered so much, there was still sometianssdden pall that came over him, like



for no reason all the blood would drain from his faceifgghim looking lost or momentarily
confused. It always passed quickly, but Sonny noticedhadevondered if it had something to
do with Vinnie’s time in prison, or something concerning kimify and how easily embarrassed
he was around them concerning what he did for a livingua$t a strange thing to observe in a
man who the very next moment would not hesitate tav@gun, or insult someone who'd just
made a dire threat, or who followed odd leads until h@daraitors under the most obscure
rocks. Vinnie seemed to be afraid of nothing, but thosestiof quick hesitation made Sonny
wonder what haunted the man. What drove tiny spikesiofipi@ those intense blue eyes he
could read so well? He wanted to ask. So many timebrusiahad. But something stopped
him every time. Some instinct that came from god knéere told him to shut up, keep quiet.

Sonny’s laughter subsided. He liked Vinnie being thereeltljUst fine, like the way
things always should be. What that might mean floodedaimapprehension, but he tried to
block it, not think straight on about it. He just lovéd guy, and that was that.

“After that,” Vinnie said, voice still holding what soded like a grin, “how can we ever
face Sid in the morning? We’ll laugh in his face.”

“We don’t have to. Tomorrow’s Saturday.”

“Good thing.” Vinnie chuckled again.

“He’d have a stroke if he saw us now,” Sonny said quietly

Vinnie was silent a moment. Then he said, “Let him.”

Sonny sighed. There was no seeing Vinnie’s face irbtimd darkness. Vinnie’s bent
knee bumped Sonny’s thigh, then straightened. Sonny heatdkena breath, then speak.
“Can | ask you something?”

“Sure.” Sonny waited.

There was that hesitation again. He could imagine Viloiking down, away, hands
curving into fists. The voice did not hold any grin nowvHy did you bring me here?”

“What? You came up here with me. | asked you to stay,.bBut

“No,” Vinnie interrupted. “l don’t mean tonight. | meafter we fought, after you
knocked me down in the warehouse. Six months ago. Yotopistme in. That first day. You
gave me everything.”

“You needed it. You had nothing.”

“I'm asking why. Why me?”

Sonny’s thoughts froze. He couldn’t answer. It wouldmke sense.



Finally Vinnie spoke again. “Do you know why?”
“Something about you.” This was frustrating as hellddh’t know!”
“Yeah, okay.”

Sonny thought hard a moment. “You gave in, but it wassttthat. It was the way you
did it....”

“What do you mean?”

“The way you looked at me. Making sure | knew you wevengiup. You let me beat
you, but | didn’t beat you at all. You had me. You cotgrbthe whole fight from the very
beginning. That got my attention. Which is what you wentight? So | thought, ‘Give the
guy a chance. He’s got balls enough to face me. Seeheltan do.’ It's how | am. It drove
Dave crazy all our lives. He hated that about me, Isaias always looking for the deeper stuff
when it didn’t matter. People think I'm cold. Well, Bawas a caring father, a good family
man, but he was carved fromice. I'm heat. I think Imore on passion. Dave thought it
would get me killed quick. But he’s the one who’s deadd Am still here.” He didn't realize
until he said the last word that his voice had quaverdteatnd. He usually didn’t babble on
this much unless he was really drunk.

Vinnie surprised him by returning the musings. “My brother wkaesthat, always telling
me | took things too much to heart, that | was always whiabout things not being fair. He's
always been so sure of himself. Me, just when | thinkdure about something, everything
crashes down around me.”

“Is that what haunts you, Vinnie?”

“What?”

Everything inside him told him not to elaborate. But he diccan see it in your eyes
sometimes. Like something’s going down and you’re gonrfarsiafr it.”

“You see that?”

Sonny ignored the amazement in Vinnie’s voice and coadiniLike you're already
atoning for something that hasn’t happened yet.”

“l was raised Catholic....”

“It's not Catholic guilt, Vinnie.”



Suddenly there was a hollow emptiness next to him, amifi& had already left,
disappeared. Their easy rapport vanished. Desperatearetite a rift, Sonny said, “Hey,
Vinnie. It's only me. We won't talk about it anymoréay?”

Vinnie did not answer.

“Okay?” Sonny repeated. “Remember when | told you I'd tyastforever?”

Vinnie made a small sound that sounded like, “Ah.”

“Hey, you're like me. Thought runs deep. It can make ybttl@on edge. | getit. |
still trust you. But if you question every single thing wmy it will eventually drive you crazy.”

“| can’t believe you're saying these things to me,” Vinrlim@st whispered.
“Why? Am | wrong?”
Vinnie’s breath came out in a loud puff. “No, you're relalse,” he said flatly.

Sonny wondered what that might mean, hoping he’d fincdsonte day. Vinnie was
intriguing. Compelling. Sonny could not get enough of hBut that would take more doing.

Changing the subject, Sonny said, “Are you warmer now?”

“Yeah....”

Sonny heard more hesitation, and a kind of almost loygegtarning in that one word.

Hearing Vinnie’s tone, noticing subtle inflections as ihkie wasn't done, as if Vinnie
wanted more...it had to be his imagination. Sonny washirgting too much again. “All right
then.” Sonny scooted down and turned half onto his siciad Vinnie, hoping to catch some

more sleep before full dawn.

“Sonny?” He felt the covers bend, felt Vinnie move, ibwas more over him than
beside him.

“Yeah?” The air got warm over his face and Vinnie’s tirdaathered against his
forehead. “Vinnie?” A hand touched his face on the seladiag sparkles of heat through his
entire body. He lifted his head, knowing Vinnie was rigjietre, knowing they would collide.

Vinnie must’ve felt it. A second later, soft lips fiawed against his, velvet, pressing but
non-threatening. Then both Vinnie’s hands moved oveshuosilders in an almost crushing,
desperate grip.

Sonny thought: Jesus Mary Mother of God, who is this guy?



Head spinning, barely having any time to register his owmas$tment, Sonny did what
he’d been wanting to do for a long time. He grabbed him &ad pulled him down. Then
Vinnie’s mouth opened, the kiss turned demanding, and tkey both lost.

Vinnie knew he had not read Sonny so wrong, and was naglgrsurprised when Sonny
just grabbed him. His move to lightly kiss him was a xefflat such a risk. And then he
suddenly couldn’t hold back, realizing he was gripping Sonrhyosilslers. He could not believe
he had done what he’d just done. He could not beliekdmé have more control than that!
And this was going to ruin everything!

But now, when Sonny clutched back tightly, opening his moutaturn, he wasn't
sorry. That slow ravishing of Sonny’s lips on his pressaglér, tongue dancing lightly
between his...no, he couldn’t be sorry. It was justpassible to be sorry about that right now.

The kiss was searing but sweet and took his breath.

If he had mused before about them being cut from the sktie simply from two
different worlds, he was sure of it now. They waryesary alike in the ways they responded to
each other. So matched. So perfectly in tune. Itagasally a little bizarre. He knew instantly
where Sonny wanted to be touched and how. Every movede was the right move. He
couldn’t guess wrong if he’d tried. And where Sonny touchebdug, pushing his shirt up to
feel bare skin, everything tingled and warmed. Sonny pushedrdr Vinnie pushed back. It
was like being bestowed the gift of dance.

Sonny glided his hands up and into Vinnie’s hair, strokinggbrg him in tight for more
kisses. Then he moved his mouth down Vinnie’s stubbledt@his neck, lightly biting the soft
skin. Vinnie felt himself surge and moan. He grabbed Sandypulled him onto his side so
they were facing each other, moved his head down for anatse

Sonny stretched one arm under Vinnie’s neck and let tlee btmd stroke his face, then
his shoulder and back. Vinnie’s hand, trapped between ttaessed Sonny’s stomach under
his shirt. Now Sonny moaned, shuddering.

For one moment, Vinnie worried about Sonny’s bruised Bipt Sonny didn’t seem to
be feeling any pain at all as he twisted and turned oveurtel Vinnie, trying to get them
closer, now tugging at Vinnie’s pants. Vinnie was out efithin seconds and then avidly tearing
at Sonny’s stretch waistband, yanking those white ddefvn and away. He heard Sonny laugh,
felt Sonny’s chest against his vibrate as they presggther and held on to each other sinking
amid overwhelming passion, lust, love.

This was no ordinary encounter. This was drowningitiée of them survived this, it
would only be so they could attempt to consume each at@n...and again. Because this was
no sudden, drunken act. They wanted each other...had beengv@anth other for quite some
time. This could not be healthy for a mobster, or foop. What they were doing threatened not
only their positions, but their very lives.



But as Vinnie grasped and stroked, and was clutched and caretssadas they gasped,
panted, moaned, he found he didn’t much care. Sonny was\alitited now. All he’d ever
wanted his whole life. He just hadn’t known it until now

Sonny woke with his cheek plastered to Vinnie’s chesivat the most uncomfortable
position he’'d ever fallen asleep in, and it felt greBe curtains did not keep out all the morning
light and he lifted his head to stare at Vinnie, who léywne arm still trapped under Sonny and
the other flung toward the far edge of the bed. Hebseathing softly. His eyelids flickered
with the edge of dream before opening. The crystal blug tep& a moment to focus, then
stared back.

Sonny gave him a sheepish smile, then kissed him lightihe lips.

Vinnie moved into the kiss easily, naturally, his outifjtarm coming up and over Sonny
to embrace him. Enticing him even more, Sonny pressdabtigcloser, feeling Vinnie start to
turn, anticipating the embrace to become more fieavben suddenly Vinnie’s body jolted and
froze. Instantly, Sonny pulled back.

Vinnie blinked and the line between his eyes thickened ldsn’'t a frown. It was
more like worry, or fear or...pain? That was when Sonmyisagain...what he had seen on
other occasions but not for more than a few seconasime. That flicker in Vinnie’s eyes, like
intermittent flashes of something...the word “agony” camki$ mind but he thought he must
be crazy to think that. After everything they'd just dane were possibly about to do again,
what room was there for agony?

“Vinnie?”

Vinnie shook his head and his eyes moved away from Sddleging up.

“Hey.” Sonny grabbed him, shook him a little.

“Sonny,” he finally said, almost under his breath. “Tikigoo dangerous.”

Sonny felt all the mirth he’d been feeling leave himmde. He felt the blood drain from
his face. Vinnie was right. It was going to be hardaybt too hard. Men in the mob had been
killed for less. But they didn’t have to talk abouttthaw, did they? His voice was sharp when
he said, “l know that.”

Vinnie swallowed hard. He looked like he was going tgible.

“It's just gotta be kept our secret, right?” Sonnytuwead, trying to sound less curt. He
stroked Vinnie’s shoulder lightly.



Vinnie was breathing funny, in little flutters. He sai@ihén that makes two big ones for
me now.” His head lowered.

Sonny lifted himself up on his other arm, then moved hisl flam Vinnie’s shoulder to
his chin. The stubble was rough, sharp, lovely. His thoanbssed him just under the lip as he
tried to lift Vinnie’s head to look at him again. “What tw¥o

Vinnie’'s eyes were swimming. He shook his head.

“You know you can tell me anything,” Sonny said softly. Birtnie just kept shaking
his head.

Finally, Vinnie said in a whisper, “No. Not here. N&elthis.”

Sonny felt a sudden fear spike his stomach muscles.ntagte him angry. It always did.
But with Vinnie it was different. He wasn’'t angry ath just worried. “What are you talking
about?”

“l can't say....”

“Just tell me.” He rubbed his chin again.

“Sonny, | can't.” He pulled back, sitting up. He was bdaltinis dark hair all pushed
forward, his back taut, firm, gleaming, almost the coloold bronze. Sonny would place a
healthy bet on the theory that when Vinnie got in the &is skin tanned to chocolate. It wasn't
that he hadn’t noticed Vinnie’s looks before, just thaw i@ had the time, the opportunity to
take it all in. And Vinnie was ruining it.

“Jesus, Vinnie. Talk to me.” Sonny sat up with him.

But all Vinnie would say was, “I have to go to New Yo/l you come with me?”

“Sure. Yeah.” Sonny was mystified.

“I have something to show you,” Vinnie finished.

“Do we have to go now? Can’'t we wait maybe an ho®@hny touched his back.

“I have to show you this first,” Vinnie said.

Vinnie got up and walked naked from the room. DisappointedhySost sat there.
Then he said, cursing under his breath, “What the fuck?”



They got some breakfast on the drive, but it wase’tctieery event Sonny had hoped
for. Vinnie was so morose that Sonny started to taergonally.

“I’'m not getting good vibes here,” Sonny said, trying t@sound hurt.
“I know.”

“I wish you'd just tell me what’s on your mind. Wouldftat be easier than this long
drive, this....this hell?” He swept his arm up, indicating tiner.

“How are you feeling now?” Vinnie asked, changing the exttbj
“Not great,” Sonny replied testily.

He looked at Vinnie and saw that Vinnie was talking abaimugging. “I'm okay. I'll
heal. But hell, Vinnie, you're driving me crazy. You lileesee me crazy?”

“No. | don't.”

“Well this is a hell of a way to spend a free Saturtdmether.” He grabbed the bill and
got up. “I'll pay this and meet you at the car.”

Once in the car, Sonny turned the stereo up, but het éidah hear the music. He
figured neither one of them did. What was Vinnie doirig®as scaring the hell out of him and
part of him wanted to refuse to go one more mile, to ovdarie to just turn around and take
him home. He wanted to sa§pu got something to show me, then bring it to me. Don’t make
me go one step further.

But he kept his mouth shut. He gritted his teeth. dostold him this was serious. The
least he could do was stick by Vinnie’s side...for now.

Sonny recognized the church. It was Pete Terranova&hpare’d only been there a
couple times, but now he really was mystified. Whatlddde here that Vinnie wanted to show
him? Was it something about Father Pete? Something hiscfaimily?

Sonny turned to him. “Why'd you wanna come here?”

Vinnie didn’'t answer. He just got out of the car.n®pfollowed. The air smelled like
stale smog and church incensklovely combinationSonny’s mind quipped sarcasticallyl
have to bottle that

They went to the entrance and Sonny said, “Can | auagide?”

Vinnie turned to him, questioning.



Sonny said, “Vinnie, what are you gonna show me? Sye=eis on the cross? Some
antique Holy Bible?”

“Since when do you not want to go into a church?” Vinnie ésgain in his voice.

“Since now. Since you! You're acting strange. hever seen you like this. | hate it.
Let’'s go.”

Vinnie looked like he was breathing funny again, so Sonnydroile eyes, sighed and
said, “Okay, fine.” And Sonny led the way in, feeling likewes coming unglued, like his
world had already ended and he didn’t even know why. Kl&ybimagination was getting
away from him. Maybe it wasn’t something so bad. But lenkibetter. Vinnie's eyes told
him. They told the whole story. He just didn’t knowthé words yet, but it was there.
Devastation. Ruination. Vinnie was no drama queethisdad to be something pretty big.

Vinnie led the way through the church to a hall. Thieey met a priest that Vinnie
obviously knew. Vinnie asked about Father Terranova priest said, “He’ll be back in a few
minutes. You can wait in his office.”

Vinnie nodded.

When they entered, the first thing Sonny noted wasdmall the office was. There was
a desk, a couch, a chair, some shelves, a closed calaintirtied out to be a roll-top desk. It
was the cabinet part of the desk that Vinnie went to. Swesatghed as Vinnie withdrew a lock
box. He frowned. It was so small. So, what Vinrad o show him was small. Not big. He
took a breath.

From another hiding place, Vinnie came up with a key.uilecked the box.

Nervous, Sonny put his hands in his pockets to keep fromndingrthem on the desk, or
chair, or anywhere he could reach.

Now Vinnie withdrew something that looked like a driveitghse. He held it for a
moment, looking down, then turned and faced Sonny. “I mewwu,” Vinnie said with a kind
of gentle force that stunned Sonny. “l promise | walyer cause harm to come to you. I'l
prevent it in any way | can. Remember that when yol & this.”

It was an I.D. card. Sonny’s throat went dry. Soomerhe already knew. Vinnie was
going to tell him something about who he was. Who heyreals. Sonny turned away just as
Vinnie held it out. “I don’t wanna look at that, dd 1?

Vinnie came up behind him, put his hand on Sonny’s shouldesu f¥éve to.”

Sonny took a sharp breath. “You're a bastard, you knat®'th

“l can't lie to you anymore,” Vinnie said.



Abruptly, Sonny turned and snatched the card from Vinnigig.h&le looked down. But
it was swimming. Hard to see. He made out a few leftessenough. O.C.B.

Sonny didn’t want to look up, but he did. Vinnie’s blueseyere shimmering. Sonny
lifted his chin so his eyes were slits. Vinnie spoke. u'¢éaid no cop would ever help you,
Sonny. Well, there is one.”

“Ha? Are you kidding?” Sonny felt so confused and huditie’t know what to do.
“How're you helping me if you're trying to take me down?”

“How're you helping me if you aren’t even really workiftgg me? If everything about
you is a lie? Jesus Christ! You did one better thie t@e down, Vinnie. You broke my
heart!” He threw the I.D. on the floor and turned yawa

Vinnie said, “Sonny....”

“See your own way through this world, Vinnie. And don’treoback to me. If you do,
I’ll kill you.” Sonny could not believe he’d just saidth but it was out before he could stop it.
He headed for the door, then stepped into the hall andvedd it behind him. For a moment he
just stood there, shaking. Sharp pains assaulted his cHestall was empty. A wooden bench
lined part of the wall. He turned and sat abruptly osait,before he collapsed. His hands were
shaking when he put them to his face.

Vinnie sat on Pete’s couch, elbow on the couch arm, mgdypalm supporting his head.
So, it was over. Don’t come back, Sonny had said. tDmmmhe back to me. Don’t don’t don't.
Vinnie felt dampness on his face.

He knew Sonny wouldn’t tell. Sonny had dismissed hirhatTneant he would pretend
nothing had happened. And he knew Sonny wouldn't kill himabse he had threatened it. If
he wanted Vinnie dead, Vinnie would already be a bloody mesXte’s floor right now.

What he wanted and what could be.... The two didn’t mixt H& had had to tell Sonny.
He could not love him and keep that big a secret between tit was impossible for him as a
man and as a friend and as an agent of the law. Jtsivaply, unconscionable.

Thoughts plummeted through his brain so fast he couldiginfidhem all. He’'d have to
call Frank. He’d have to probably stay with his mom tohigh

Oh God, Frank was going to kill him. He would be so pis€ad.there was nothing
Vinnie could do. He was only one man. Only human. He aut. Off the case. By his own
hand. Maybe he’d be fired. Maybe he’d find another cd&ybe maybe maybe.



He tried very hard not to remember everything about thenggst, but the more he tried
the more everything came back, playing over and over it detail, the feel of Sonny’s lips,
the deep rain-sweet scent of him, how he tangled hisnig Vinnie’s hair, how Sonny spoke
to him so gently just before he had made Vinnie come...nrf} Vincenzo, | want you.”

They hadn’t “done” each other. They hadn’t “fuckedd dnyone with even a hint of a
clear mind, it was obvious. They had made love. He’@mnlkrown it could be that good. Not
with a woman. Not with a man. And he would never halewed it with Sonny if, months
ago, someone had told him this was going to happen. Sonrbebadjenerous, solicitous,
affectionate from the very beginning. But this...this wienther than ever anticipated. This had
been...had been...magical.

Keeping things straight in his head in class, in fielohing, and then on the job...it had
seemed easy. A task not too hard to follow. He’'d hadauble. So why now? Why were his
emotions unable to stay out of the job? Maybe if he’drhack control. If he’d been harder,
crueler, colder. But then a voice in his head aslestthat what you want for yourself, Vince?
You'd be just like them, then, the guys you’re sent to take downd d®one more cold
sociopath on the road to isolation and damnatidtfis answer to that little voic&vhat’s the
difference since that’'s where | am now?

He swiped at his face but it didn’t help. He clampedikis together so tight the
fingernails cut into his palms. Still no help. He had newgers. If he could just make it through
this one day, this one day, this one day....

Sonny sat on the hard wood bench for long minutes seethangpthinking nothing. A
bitter rage filled him, but it wasn’t the kind of boilingge that made him what he was, a ruthless
mob-king, the guy who saw things through, who got thing® dmnmatter what it took. This
was different. It didn’t boil. It didn’t overtake himith a calculating coldness, the satisfying
shiver of planning vengeance, like most of his rages. &g was like being lost in a dark cave
with no hope for light. This rage was like being told yeere going to die and there was
nothing, not a goddamn thing you could do. This rage was déspéesolate, self-immolating.

It took the breath right out of him. It made him wamfeint instead of kick back, duck instead
of hit. Because with this one he knew he couldn’t wAmd this feeling of defeat...if it didn’'t
kill him, he didn’t know what would.

Elbows on his knees, he leaned his forehead in hisshafdd concentrated on breathing
but instead kept seeing Vinnie’s eyes...that agony. He'd séefore. Why hadn’'t he asked?
It could’ve saved them this. He could’ve demanded Vinnik lsgisecret and then Vinnie
would’ve been gone long ago. Those eyes. Vinnie had néddtleat pain through all of it, all
their adventures and escapades, all their shared breag&kes, dinners, the teasing, the banter,
the evening drinking until they were nearly collapsed uiglider just for the joy of being. And
then through all of last night.



At the thought, Sonny started breathing hard. Even tfienje had known. While
patching him up. While kissing him. While touching him. While...&hilwhile participating
in the things they’'d done. But if Vinnie had known...evemthevhat did that say for him? For
their love? He couldn’t deny it. They loved each otHewould have been easy to find another
word, an excuse for their behavior...but he knew théatr&o how could Vinnie love him and
do that?

His breath caught. He knew it was why Vinnie had pushedatiay this morning.
Vinnie had felt it. The real thing. It wasn't all faké wasn’t. It couldn’t have been. Their
feelings. It was why Vinnie had dragged him here. Sonny keelad to face that, to know
how hard that had been for Vinnie. But he didn’t cdte. wished, for a moment, that Vinnie
hadn’t told him. He wished that he and Vinnie had jusidéekcto stay in bed for the day, not get
up, not go into this fucked up world where nothing was wieddimed. At least in bed, at least
there, they had just each other. It was two andyust He wouldn’'t have to think. He
wouldn’t have to be afraid. He wouldn’t have to woroy, that moment, beyond the confines of
that bed. And this rage wouldn’t be here now slowly dithireg him fiber by fiber until soon
there would be nothing of Sonny Steelgrave left but a huskelaton, dust.

At that last thought, he heard footsteps in the halllaoked up. Father Terranova
approached, confusion on his face. “Mr. Steelgrave?”

Sonny swallowed but somewhere along the way he’d lestdice. He must’ve looked
like some pissed off demon sitting there in Pete’s dhuace and eyes probably red, the injuries
from his mugging prominent, his breath catching in his throat.

Pete looked suddenly panicked. “Has something happened to Vinnie?”

Sonny found his voice, scratchy, gravelly. “No, he’yomr office.”

The relief on Pete’s face was instant. “Oh. So viniaigs you two here?”

Sonny stared at Vinnie’s brother trying to see the fansigemblance, any resemblance,
but there was none. They couldn’t have looked lesdligehers than Laurel and Hardy. As he
stared, a thought occurred to him. Father Pete knew Virseei®t. Otherwise, why would the
lock box be here? At the realization, Sonny stuck s cut and said, “Your brother is made of
lies and you know it.”

To his credit, Pete held calm. With conviction, he saithnie’s a good man.”

“Yeah.” Sonny looked away. “If you make a life of ligmirting even his poor mother,
that’s real good.”

Pete shifted his feet. His black robe drifted back. “8on$, from where you sit, you
can say you're the better man, then?”

Sonny looked sharply up again. “I don’t pretend I’'m not whm.”



“So that makes you right and pure.” It was not a question

Sonny thoughtYinnie isn’t the only one with the smart mouth in the fantig. said
aloud, “I never said that.”

Pete nodded. “l don't know what he told you. Or whyave no idea what's going on.
But if you have any feeling inside you at all, sir, pledse’t hurt my brother.”

Sonny stood then, fists clenching, unclenching. “l gotta go.”

“Please,” Pete said, taking one step closer. Hisieyasred, but there was a touch of
that Terranova aggression, too. “Promise me.”

Slowly, Sonny nodded. “l promise.” And he realized whersaid it he meant it. He
looked toward the closed door leading to Pete’s office. eflaing strange happened right at that
second. His rage subsided and he felt only a kind of empbyrioess, and a need to still try to
fix things. Why? Why? Why?

But he knew why. It was Vinnie. And Vinnie was differenttnh anyone he’d ever
known.

He looked at Pete. “Can you give us a minute?”
Pete nodded.

Sonny opened the door and went back inside.

When Sonny re-entered the office, he saw Vinnie on thelcteaning on his arm. His
face was hidden. But at the sound, Vinnie turned.

Sonny tried not to see his face, how fucked up he lookedudtigvgnt over to him and
said, “C’'mon, let's go.”

Vinnie shook his head.

Sonny grabbed his arm, pulling. “C’mon. I'm not gonna koct, man. We’'re going
back.” He pulled a reluctant Vinnie to his feet. But Vinthig cooperate. He stood, swaying a
little.

“What're you doing?”

“I have no idea,” Sonny said, a kind of prolonged panicky flaitering his chest.
“Just...let’'s go. Before | change my mind. I'll drive.”



Vinnie followed him out the door but stopped when he saw Pteny turned to watch
them. Pete said, “Are you okay?”

“Yeah.” Vinnie tried to duck his stare. “I'll call you &t”

The look on Pete’s face said he didn’t believe him.sékmed to be shrewdly taking it
all in, still not understanding but knowing things most delyaveren’t okay.

Sonny looked directly at Pete. “You have my word. Hs=lll you later.”
Pete nodded.
Vinnie said, “You two been talking?”

Neither answered. Sonny just kept walking, knowing Vinnie ld/éailow.

Vinnie got in the passenger side of the Porsche. As Ssiartgd the engine, Vinnie
said, “You been talking to my brother?”

Sonny replied, clipped. “Just in passing.”

“What did he say?”

“Not much to say.”

Vinnie stared at his lap. “Something made you come back.”

Sonny put the car in reverse and gunned it a little too Réthie waited. When they
were on the road heading toward the turnpike, Sonnihfigpoke. “I told him his brother was
made of lies.”

Vinnie nodded. “Great. That probably almost did him in.”

“He’s like you. Nothing phases him.”

Vinnie ran a hand through his hair. “Whatever.”

“He said you were a good man. Now coming from a priesally should believe him.
But it fucks with what | know, Vinnie. | can’t think anymor&o we’re just gonna drive for

awhile, okay?”

He might kill meVinnie thought. But he knew it wasn't true. He just knef&oud, he
said, “Yeah, okay.”



For the next half hour they were silent.

When Sonny saw a pull-off, he took it.

He had been okay at first, driving on automatic pilot. Bugtr about half an hour the
road began to swim. He pressed his palm hard to his fadtler¢ need a break.”

Five minutes later he’d found the lookout point and pérkdéwas a good thing because
he thought he was going to lose it in the next few is@€0

He got quickly out of the car and stalked away, towardratsgcouldn’t read, a tree that
looked like blotched watercolor, and a view that was...wdlp knew what?

He heard the other car door slam, felt and heard Vinnie egnbeside him. Sonny took
a deep, rasping breath, still staring straight ahead.nt8v | got two things my own people
would kill me for in a hot minute. How ya gonna proteet fnom that, Agent Terranova?”

Vinnie said, hesitantly, “I don’t know. But no one hakhow those things.”
“Secrets have a way of getting known one way or adth
“You guessed correctly about me once.”

Sonny shook his head. “No. It was Sid. Sid guessedd tdiconfront you to keep that
fuckwad at bay.” He looked at Vinnie now, trying to claar vision but failing. His voice
shook as he blurted out his errant thoughts. “In one higétt mugged, | lose my wallet, my
jewelry, my pride. And then, that same night, you talexyghing else. Just like that.
Everything, Vinnie! Everything! Don’'t you see?” He starto gasp. “Even my soul!”

“| didn’t plan this!”

“But it happened. How do you do it? How do you sleep att®ighlis voice broke.
“How?”

Vinnie grabbed him, then, crushing him to him. Why Sonny let hiny, ke didn’t fight
him, he had no clue. But he wanted to feel those arms.adaid he wanted Vinnie. It was that
simple. In such a complicated, over-worked, over-stteal, over-taxed world, it was, in the
end, that fucking simple.

Then Vinnie said, clutching him tighter, “I didn't mean tbwasn’t supposed to be like
this.”



Shut up Sonny thought. Vinnie must’ve read his mind, because ppetictalking and
just held him. Sonny pressed his face to Vinnie’s shouldgtearihimself go, a kind of
surrender; he just floated for a moment in that strorg finnie, Vincent, Vincenzo Terranova
surrounding him, shadowing him, following him to the end of hisddle listened to his own
breathing in, breathing out, to Vinnie's heart ramming his ¢héshie’s lungs trying to match
his own sharp breaths. He heard cars in the distanedisgeby. But no one stopped. No one
knew they were there. Couldn’t they both just wallagwogether into that view and never be
seen or heard again? Couldn’'t they?

But after awhile they were back in the car. This tiinenie was in the driver seat.

Let's see how far hgets The errant thought whispered through Sonny’s mind.

They stopped for gas once and Vinnie went inside to p&ycarhe out with Cokes and
handed one to Sonny who hadn’t realized how thirsty fleumél then. When he drank it, he
also realized he’d been craving sugar. It had been ailoegince breakfast but he wasn't
hungry in the least. Two and a half hours to New Yt back to Atlantic City made five
hours on the road alone, not to mention their stops.

Vinnie got back in but didn’t start up the engine right awig. turned to Sonny. “Are
we going to the Royal Diamond?”

“Where else?” He looked Vinnie up, then down. How couldtitewant this man
who’d destroyed his whole life? But there it was. Mibi@n possession. More than desire.
More than lust. He wanted with his whole heart. wéamted all of Vinnie, hands, arms, legs, lips
wrapped around him. He wanted Vinnie’s heart, to feel titgaext to his own. He wanted
them to breathe each other in, their thoughts, theids; their actions all tangling, spinning,
sinking into each other until it felt like they were grexson. He wanted in Vinnie. He wanted
Vinnie on him, in him. He wanted them to laugh togetigaira He wanted, wanted, wanted.

He realized he’d been staring at Vinnie’s lap as he thalgtitose things. He looked
up. Vinnie was watching him with those wide blue eyes. &has still pain there. Maybe it
would always be there. Maybe he could get used to it.

Vinnie said suddenly, “Stop. | can read your thoughts andréhdriving me crazy.”

Sonny glanced away, thumped against the headrest and ldokgtitsahead. For the
first time a smile tried to curve his lips. It wasnaug) one, but it was a smile nonetheless.

They made it back in one piece, which was a huge sucoas&lering what they were
both going through. The private elevator stopped at Vinsigte and they both got out. Vinnie
said nothing, but he figured maybe Sonny didn’t want to g& bmthe penthouse quite yet,
where everything had started.



Vinnie got out the orange juice and made a pitcher ohsbreers, knowing that was one
of Sonny’s favorites. He brought the drinks to the coudigre Sonny sat drumming his knees
with nervous fingers.

Sonny drank half his in one gulp then set it down. Visaie

Vinnie looked at him. Sonny was wearing casual dark browrsérs and a red and
brown sweater with a pattern on it like clouds or sihing equally abstract. His hair was
tousled, the bangs dark on his forehead, some of thekimgtigp, the individual hairs all
glimmering. He looked for a single moment like an asgetounded by the afternoon light, one
who had just discovered he’d fallen even though thén&allhappened a million years ago.

Sonny looked back, eyes dark as night. “What're you gonn¥idnie?”

“l don’t know.”

It was the wrong answer. Sonny bristled. His bodgedn “You don’'t know. You
don’'t know! What do you know?”

Vinnie shook his head. “I'm sorry. | didn’t plan thisorly knew | couldn’t keep lying
to you.”

“Part of me wishes you had kept lying.”

“But it was tearing me up,” Vinnie argued.

‘I don't care. Let it keep tearing you up. You did it wuyself.”

Vinnie got up then, grabbed his drink and started to pace. Heeglaat Sonny who was
staring at his glass. Sonny looked sorry he’d said thatyinnie couldn’t be too sure. Sonny
was unpredictable...at best. And when he was hurt he téodesh out like a little kid who'd
become a man but really never grew up.

“l could quit my job and come work for you,” Vinnie said glye

“Would you want to?”

Vinnie didn’t answer. “But you’d lose your “in” then. Witne in the position I'm in
now right now, | can protect you better.”

“That’s bullshit! You're just telling yourself that toake yourself feel better!”
Vinnie kept pacing. “I've already done it several tim&&kewed the evidence.”

Sonny did not seem surprised or even grateful. “So yal say



“Why would I lie....” Vinnie stopped when he realized whatdhjeist said.

Sonny laughed coldly. “You are so fucked up.”

“Or | could leave. Go work other jobs. Never come badKe said it like a threat.
“Yeah. You do that. The easy way out.”

Vinnie watched as Sonny got angry very fast. Everythingdrged to say was coming
out wrong. Coming out not the way it should to placateny. Maybe he should stop talking
for awhile. He took a gulp of his drink and continued to pace.

“Quit that,” Sonny said. “It's like watching a tennis iat
Vinnie stood still, facing the couch.

Sonny glared. “And quit doing everything | tell you to doon@ you have a mind of
your own? Tell me to fuck off, or something.”

Vinnie said nothing.

“Goddammit,” Sonny said, coming off the couch, moving to ficaie. “You don’t
have to work. You could just live here. No one wouleearsee. You don't have to work for
me, you don’t have to work for them. You could do whatgeel want. You could get into
ceramics, write, play video games, watch fucking TV, do me®phxes for all | care. That's
what you could do. That's what yshoulddo. Because after everything you've done to me,
you can't...you can’t leave me!” He bowed his head, théediit again, his eyes slits.

Vinnie watched it play out, the rapid emotions thattraough Sonny like storms at sea,
bucking him, knocking him about, sometimes almost drowning lAmger, fear, panic, love,
desperation, desolation and too many more to count. Hsadti nothing.

Sonny said, loud, “You should do that for me!”
“Yes,” Vinnie finally said. “I should.”

Still that wasn't the right answer, because a new sagpt over Sonny. “You're still a
liar. If you wanted to do that, if you really honeddig, you'd have already quit by now. But
you’re not. You won't quit for me. Because you're afaige. That's all it is. You and lies and
more lies. Everything about you is lies.”

Vinnie felt himself start to get caught up now. Sonny wabkveasn't making sense.
Half the time he agreed with him. Half the time Sow@g right on the mark. But the other
half.... "My feelings for you aren't a lie.”



“No? How do | know? How do | know for sure?”
Vinnie glared. “You know. After last night....”

“What do | know about your job description? Huh? Mayl=eat! in there, in some
playbook with a cute logo. Get into bed with them, midlesn fall hard.”

Vinnie moved away from him then, walking over to the back @fethe living room
where every inch of wall space was covered with colpdrnate, glass-covered abstracts. He
tried to see them. Tried to understand why they were thega. Pictures hung on a wall to
make a room prettyHow odd he thought. It was like even everything here was féketures
they didn’t understand hung on a wall to pretend to makeothra look more livable, more
civilized. But everything was a veneer of make-beli@v#hin veil covering a mad, sad, wild
world that pretended it was orderly and fashionable whdly ieaas all chaos, all a grand
colossal mess.

He turned and saw that Sonny had come up behind him. tH®fapletely lost, and
pissed that Sonny would even suggest he’d get into bed witlfolhithe job. “You think | faked
all that? Fine!” Vinnie heard his voice rise. “Ye&ljd. Is that what you wanna hear? That
first kiss, so smooth and nice, yeah, that was medeadirthe way.” He felt his eyes warm and
tried to go to a cold place, cold cold cold. “Yeah, afakéd coming! | faked it real good when
| sucked your...” He never finished. Sonny punched him so hatbeoside of the head that he
flew back into the wall, into the silly abstracts. Iard glass shatter. As he bounced off the
wall, something big hit him on the top of the head. Tglaess was everywhere, raining on him
as he lost his balance and finally hit the floor, whicbdked the wind right out of him, his mind
swirling with little white lights, his lungs empty, simang.

Stunned, he finally coughed and could breathe again. Heeg@&onny was on his
knees beside him. Sonny was holding him, one hand undezdds éine on his shoulder. And
Sonny was saying almost desperately, “Christ, | didn’t nbednit you that hard!”

Gasping, Vinnie said, “I deserved it.”

Grabbing him harder, Sonny said, his tone completely differew. “You deserve to be
treated like a prince. Vincent, you deserve better tha.”

Vinnie coughed again, thinking he couldn’t have heard Sonmgady. That was just
too funny, because if anyone treated him like royalty, & ®anny doing it for the past six
months. “But Sonny, you're the one I'm crazy formlin love withyou”

Sonny kept brushing his hand over the back of Vinnie’s heaahid/leaned forward,
trying to sit up. Sonny said, “I promised. | fucking prordigeur brother | wouldn’t hurt you.”

Vinnie balanced himself, one hand on Sonny’s thigh, the othearpet that wasn't
completely covered in shattered glass. “I'm okay. d&arhn you hit hard.”



Sonny gave him a wry smile that didn’t look too happyprimised a priest, Vinnie.”
Vinnie felt himself smile. “Then you are well and trfilicked, Steelgrave.”

“Fuck, just what we need, me tossing you around your apatiike some fucking
handball. Can we even do this without killing each other?

Sonny’s words lightened the mood, but Vinnie couldn't Igoit He said, “Sonny, |
didn’t fake anything with you. Why do you think | risked evenythto tell you? It's not
because I'm indebted to you. It's just because | love youant you protected. And | don't
know what else to do. They don’t have a chaptahabat the academy.”

“l don't get it,” Sonny said. “Why don’t you hate me, yoonon? You should’ve just
hated me from the very beginning.”

Vinnie shrugged, trying not to grin. “You're fucking irredie. Everything you do, it's
like cream rising to the top even if it's sometimes darllerneath. | can't...l can't stop it.
Christ, you're all | think about.”

He had more to say, but it would sound dumb. He had a vikpla fact. What was the
allure of Sonny? Energy, charisma, strength, charmepwit, heroic instinct, generosity,
empathy, vulnerability and even that dark edge...it, too, wanscing. It didn’t hurt that
Sonny was handsome, or that Sonny’s dark eyes always hht of the mischievous child. Or
that his gold skin was like touching rigid satin. Or thani$/'s smile, the one he reserved for
Vinnie alone, was like Heaven peeking through a dark cloudni&/had thought he was coming
in to take on a psychopath. In reality, Sonny was nothimg Iproduct of his society,
sociopathic perhaps in some of the things he did, buureat by it. Sonny was not the evil
Vinnie had been led to believe he was.

“Get up, damn you.” But Sonny was smiling. He had Vinnnelads in a tight grip now,
was pulling him to his feet. “You can'’t say stuff like th&'ou can’t say that stuff and not take
the consequences. Me? Irresistible? Yeah, rigiavert.”

“But we haven't solved anything,” Vinnie said hesitantly.

“Who cares? | got your back, you got mine, right? Lgtsupstairs and you can show
me why you can't stop thinking about me.”

On the way out, Sonny grabbed the pitcher with the scre@rdroncoction Vinnie had
made. “A shame to let this go to waste,” he said, asgbeinto the elevator.

Now Vinnie finally laughed, the way he liked to feel whenwees with Sonny, loose and
unconstrained, in total abandon.

They barely made it through the front door. Sonny sepifther on the floor because if
he didn't it was going to spill everywhere. Thentlheabbed each other, fierce, hard. It was



the end of both their worlds. If it was going to happepway, they should at least have a good
time while things exploded around them. And if they livedtlgh it, well, then they'd see what
new things they could build. But for now it was Saturdayni They were going to live it up.
Get lost in it. And not come up for air until dawn.



