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CHAPTER 1






Threatening clouds were making the late afternoon darker than it should have been as Benito Di Stefano was writing down the day's accounts. Meanwhile Maria, Giuseppe and Silvio were putting the family shop in order and cleaning up. Silvio, from time to time, glanced at his father because he sensed that the man was worried. In fact, on this gloomy day, the man occasionally raised his hand to fiddle with the hair on his nape, as he did every time he had some problem.

After Silvio's mother had died a year ago, business seemed to have slowed, and all of the family members had proceeded more and more wearily. Hers had been a kind of flair for business. She always knew what to buy and how to sell it. Often the clients came just to buy a package of pasta, but left with their shopping baskets filled with other items. After his mother's death, the shop still sold, but not like before. And Benito had worries. That was evident.


Silvio would have liked to be able to do something for his father, but the man was close-lipped about his own problems, and his children were barely, and seldom, able to make him open his heart even a little.


Somebody knocked on the back door. Silvio went to open it. It was Joe, one of his childhood friends.


"Silvio, are you coming to the movies tonight?"


"No, I can't."


"That's a pity... afterwards we could have gone to the attic..."


"No, it will have to be another time. I am busy, Joe, bye."


Joe was sixteen like him. They had grown up together. Three years ago, up there in the attic, Joe had taught him how to get pleasure from his genitals, how to masturbate. Then they had started to do it to each other. The day came when Joe started giving him head, and another day when Joe drew Silvio into fucking him. Silvio liked fucking Joe, but he never felt like giving head to his friend or being fucked by him. Joe was happy with that, and therefore they got along very well together. They didn't do it often, just two or three times per month. At times, Silvio also felt the desire to do it with other boys, but he found neither the occasion nor the courage. Once he saw his brother beating his meat, and that excited him very much but he did not reveal himself because Giuseppe had a girlfriend, and always spoke with contempt about faggots. At this point, Silvio realized he was gay - girls didn't turn him on at all. 


He went back in the shop and resumed cleaning.


"Who was it?" Giuseppe asked him.


"Joe. He asked me to go to the movies with him."


"You could go. Maria and I could finish the work here."


"I didn't feel like..." the boy lied.


"You have to go out more, spend more time with your friends," Maria said, stopping to clean the refrigerator's doors.


"I don't feel the need. Anyway at times, I go out..."


They continued to work.


Again, somebody knocked at the back door. Silvio, bothered, went to open it. Four men, their hats pulled down to their eyes, stood in front of the small door. He recognized one of them. He was Willy Parker, one of Don Antony Russo's men.


The man said, "You papa, he'sa in the shop, right, boy?" His was a crude kind of speech, of the sort associated with Sicilian mafiosi.


"Yes..."


"Good. We musta hava talk wit' him," the man said and the four men entered, pushing the boy aside. Silvio grew tense as he followed them.


His father, when he saw Willy, stood up and, turning pale, asked, "What do you want?"


"You know whatta we want perfectly well. You'rea late wit' you payments. Don Antony isa very angry wit' you. And you know dat it'sa no good to get Don Antony angry. You know it!"


"Business is slow, we earn just a little more than what the family needs... Look, I have the account books here..." A simple man with simple ways, Benito made a nervous gesture, his eyes darting to the items on his desk. 


"I don'ta givea shit for numbers inna account book, I wanna just to see da numbers ona pile o' banknotes. When you think you pay, Benito?"


Silvio was annoyed by the man - even if he was the son of an American father and an Italian mother, he talked with a strong accent that contrasted with his wan Anglo-Saxon face.


"I hope by the end of this month... if not all, at least one part..."


"The enda dis month? In tena days? I no think thata Don Antony wants to waita for your convenience, do you understand?"


"But I..." his father started, but the man grabbed a nearby jar of tomato juice, twisted off the top and splashed the contents on the man's chest. Giuseppe was about to rush forward in defense of his father but a punch by one of the men sent him to the floor. When another pulled out a gun and pointed it at his forehead, Giuseppe, dazed, remained still where he was.


Willy, with a wicked smile, said, "Do you see, it really seemsa like blood. It's a trick dey usea for da movies. But Monday, if you no givea us alla da money you owe us, it'sa gonna be real blood. Yours! Do you understand?"


"I can't, for Monday..."


"Datsa you fucking business. Ona Monday, clear? Da money or..."


The four men left. Maria bent over Giuseppe and helped him stand up. Benito sat at the table, his head in his hands. Everyone was frightened.


"What can I do now? Where can I find five thousand dollars? My God, so many dreams, with poor Assunta... If he could just wait a little more..."


"Dad, why don't you try to talk directly to Don Antony?" Giuseppe asked.


"I did that... he seems kind, but he is pitiless. I can only put myself in his hands. But his father was a good man. Yes, Don Matteo Russo was an understanding man, that's why I accepted his loan. But unhappily Don Matteo died six months ago and... and Don Antony will turn us out of house and home. My poor children!"


"Dad, can't you ask for a loan from your friends?" Maria then asked.


"But from whom? They are in no better conditions than me. Moreover, one does not pay a loan making another loan. Forget it, it's useless to get a headache. Let's go home. Tomorrow I will inventory everything and the day after tomorrow I'll go to see Don Antony and to tell him to take it all. At least I can save my skin and I can look for work to maintain you all." 


Giuseppe, alarmed at his father's decision, interjected, "Dad, Maria and I will look for work and you'll see that we can manage. I'm just sorry for the shop, that was mum and yours dream..."


"Me too, dad. I can look for a work..." Silvio said.


"My poor children. I dreamed a better future for you. You, Giuseppe, will have to stop going to school... and you two, too... Oh, you have a bungling father..." Benito concluded with a barely restrained sob.


"You are the best father in this world, dad!" Silvio said firmly, "and we love you, you know that."


"I know it, my son, I know it. Let's go home, now."


On the way, they all were silent, sunk in sad thoughts. Once at home, they sat idly before their only TV, so that at least they had a pretext not to talk. Silvio worriedly glanced from time to time at his father out of the corner of his eye. He was aware that the man wasn't following the program either - lost, God knows, in what thoughts, in what dark reflections.


Angelina moaned in her sleep and Maria at once went to see her younger sister.


Giuseppe said, "Dad, we can sell my bike and Silvio's guitar and stereo... we can try to do something, can't we?"


"Giuseppe, even if we sold half of the house, we couldn't raise five thousand dollars. And if we got that much now, next month we'd be at the same point. No, it's better to forget it, to give up, than to fight for nothing."


"Jane's father has money... Maybe he could help us."


"Don't fool yourself, Giuseppe. You could possibly be accepted by Jane's father as a son in law, in spite of being Italian, just because he saw we have a nice shop. But without it... I'm afraid that... that you'll lose also your Jane. Or, if you don't lose her, if she really loves you, she will lose her family's support." 


Silvio was almost ill at his father's sadness, at the man's feeling of resignation, of defeat. There seemed to be a boulder in the boy's stomach. He wanted to do something for his father, but what?


In frustration, he said goodnight to everybody and went to his room, but he wasn't able to fall asleep. After about an hour, he heard Giuseppe entering the room, heard him undressing and slipping under the blankets. Restless tossing and turning were the only other sounds for long minutes - perhaps an hour - until his brother's regular breathing meant that sleep had come at last. Far away a clock struck three. A siren tore the night silence and then vanished far away. Silvio, still, on his back, his eyes open, stared at the reflections of the street's lights on the ceiling.


Little by little an idea took shape inside his head - he would to go to see Don Antony, in secret from his family. Perhaps, in front of an adolescent, Don Antony would feel compassion. Perhaps he could persuade the man to reduce the installments... and the family could then carry on with their shop. Yes, in the following morning, at mid morning... He would leave his school on a pretext. Or better, he would say he was going to school as usual but instead he would go directly to Don Antony's. Oh, but was he in his city residence or in his country house? The weather was bad, so it was more likely he was in town. Would the man's goons allow him to talk with the boss? Would he have the courage to face them until they admitted him... Or should he wait somewhere until Don Antony went out and then stop him... who knows... Somehow he would succeed in getting heard by Don Antony. Possibly with a ruse... Perhaps, he'd better not tell them he was Silvio Di Stefano... But if Willy, or any of his father's "visitors" were there, they would recognize him... The only solution might be just to go and see how things evolved, to trust his luck, to improvise...


The distant clock struck four. Giuseppe tossed in his sleep and uttered a groan. On the street a drunkard bawled aloud incomprehensible words. Silvio's thoughts ran on anxiously. Don Antony Russo had children... he could possibly try to talk with one of them, as a means of reaching their father. But he knew nothing of their nature, of the kind of people they were. At least he'd seen Don Antony's picture in the newspapers. That was a recognizable face. If he succeeded in talking to the man, would he ask for pity? No, if this was a man without pity, as his father said, then it was useless, completely useless to invoke it. Silvio thought he needed another angle... maybe suggesting that he could get more by waiting for his father's money than by seizing the store's meager assets, or by punishing the family some other way. But how could he show him that it was so? The boy didn't know what he would say, but he felt that he had to try to talk to Don Antony. He had to look the man in his eyes.


Five faraway strokes told him that another hour had elapsed. Sleep didn't want to come.


The sky was clearing up a little, or it was just his impression? Silvio, at last, slipped into sleep. And he dreamed. He dreamed his mother was telling him that he was a good boy, and that now the family happiness depended on him. And he swore to his mother that he was ready to do anything not to disappoint her, really everything he could. And he felt his mother's hand stroking his head, as she often did when he was a child, and smiling at him, and telling him, "Good boy, my Silvietto!"


He woke up.


Giuseppe was calling and shaking him. "It's seven thirty. You have to wake up. You have to go to school, Silvio. I don't go to the University today, I'll remain with Dad."


Silvio looked at his brother's athletic body, at his swollen briefs, and confusedly thought that he was a really handsome boy. He crawled out of his bed and went to wash himself. Then he went back to his room while Giuseppe went to wash in his turn. Like every morning, he prepared his books and notebooks, like every morning he ate his breakfast prepared by Maria, like every morning he said good-bye to his family and went out.


Outside the weather was gloomy, grey and wet.


He went to the nearest subway station and studied the city map. Where was the skyscraper on the top of which was Don Russo's penthouse? It must be... there! He checked the lines he had to use, bought the ticket and went to wait on the platform of the right line. The direction was the exact opposite of his school.


Having slept too little, Silvio felt uneasy, but the determination to try to do something gave him energy. After the dream he had... perhaps he would succeed! Arriving at his destination, the boy emerged from the subway in front of the Inland Steel Building and next to the Carnap Foundation's skyscraper, the seat of the Russos' business empire. Before entering it, he observed the entrance hall through the building's wide walls of glass. It was garrisoned by private guards. Efficient looking clerks, well groomed young women, were at the reception desk. He watched businessmen and their flunkies coming and going. He felt uncertain, intimidated. Would he ever be able to surmount all the obstacles that there must lie between that entrance and Don Antony's apartments, or his office? Taking a few deep breaths and glancing for a moment at his mirrored image on the wide glass door, Silvio took courage and entered. Trying to assume a natural appearance of self confidence, he went to the reception desk. He felt on him the eyes of at least three private guards. He stopped in front of a receptionist who was talking at the telephone, and she gave him a sign to wait a moment.


Then, after putting down the receiver and writing something, she addressed him with a smile. "May I help you, young man?"


"Yes. I have to meet Don Antony Russo."


"You have to meet... Mister Russo? Is he waiting for you? Do you have an invitation card?"


"Unhappily not. But it's a matter of the greatest importance."


"At most... I can see if someone on the staff can meet you. What is it about?"


"A personal matter of the greatest importance. Private. I can only discuss it with him in person."


"I'm sorry, you have no idea how many people would like to be able to do that. It is impossible, if it is not Mister Russo who invited you. If you don't want to speak with anybody else, there's really nothing else I can do. Or, at most, you can try to send him a letter," she said with a little smile on her face.


"If I write a letter, will you give it to him personally?"


"No, I will give it to his personal secretary's aide. More than that is not in my power."


"But I have absolutely to talk him, Miss. Please, help me... I must find the way to meet him!"


"I'm sorry. If you want to write him a message... that's the most I can do for you," she said through the same smile.


"I see. Can you please give me paper and an envelope?"


"Yes, certainly... here you are."


Silvio, whose mind was rushing ahead, wrote: "There is to be an attempt on your life, Don Antony. I am informed. I am waiting downstairs in the hall. I will talk only with you in person, so it is useless for you to make me meet other people. If you want to see me, ask at the reception for Steven Mallory." He slipped the note in the envelope, carefully glued it, and wrote on it: "Don Antonio Russo - personal - His own hands," and gave it to the girl, saying, "I'll wait here. If somebody asks for Steven Mallory, call me, please."


"All right. Sit there and wait."


The girl turned toward the pneumatic dispatch tube, slipped the envelope in a cylindrical box, turned the codex rings and sent it. Silvio waited. Don Antony would forgive him the lie about the attempt, he hoped. Anyway, he had no other means of trying to reach him. Twenty or so minutes later, a man emerged from one of the elevators and went directly to the reception desk. Silvio was pointed out. When the man turned to look at him, he had a surprised expression. He again asked something of the girl who nodded in assent, then went toward Silvio.


"You'rea Steven Mallory, boy?"


"That's the name I wrote."


"What'sa this story of an attempt. Whatta you know about it, boy?" the man asked him, looking straight into his eyes, and almost underlining the word "boy".


"I wrote that I will tell what I have to say only to Don Antony."


"You comea with me."


They took an elevator that was possible to call only by possessing a special key. Inside there were just three buttons marked G, B and P. The man pushed the B.


"You are not taking me to Don Antony."


"Whata do you know, boy?"


"You didn't push the P."


"I'ma not authorized. Now you will meet Mr. Joe Greco. He only can decide whata we havea to do wit' you."


"But I cannot tell anyone but Don Antony."


"You have to talk with Mr. Greco."


The elevator door opened silently. They were in a kind of small hall, off of which there seemed to be offices, very luxurious offices. The man took the boy to a nearby lounge.


"First they will searcha you."


"Search me?"


"Sure. If really there is an attempt, you coulda be da killer. Elementary precaution."


The man pushed a button on the wall. After a short while two men in uniform, the same as the private guards in the hall, entered. While one was carefully rummaging through Silvio's belongings and books, the other carefully searched his body, touching him and fingering him everywhere. Silvio smiled inside himself, thinking that it would have been good to be fingered by that young man in a completely different occasion, for a completely different purpose.


The one who was searching his body stopped and said, "Clean."


The other handed Silvio's student pass card to the man who received the boy.


The man said, "You name is Silvio Di Stefano, and no Steven Mallory, isa dat not it? Why you givea us a fake name?"


"I didn't write or say I was Steven Mallory, I just said to ask for Steven Mallory. To you, too, I just said that that was the name I wrote, nothing more. Therefore I didn't give a fake name."


"Nothing is done without a reason. Who sendsa you?"


"Nobody."


"Don't you think it woulda be better if you said all? You know dat we can persuade you to talk, right?"


"Absolutely nobody sends me. I have to talk to Don Antony." 


"As you gave a fake name, could be you fake da rest, right?"


"But if instead it is true, and you don't let me talk to him, it will be your responsibility, right?"


"You guys watcha over him," the man said and left the room.


Silvio waited, in silence, standing up. Strangely, he was not scared. He felt quiet. He just waited for their next move. After a while, his interrogator returned, deferentially standing aside for another man. It was evident that the new man was important, although he wasn't Don Antony. Perhaps forty-five years old, he sported a thin moustache and wore an elegant chalk-striped, three piece suit.


"Here, he is da boy."


"Leave us alone," said the last arrival. The other three immediately went out. "Sit down, boy. So, whata you wanna to tell me?"


"Sorry, but, you are not Don Antony," Silvio said, speaking in Italian.


"I am Joe Greco, his lieutenant. Dere is no matter regarding Don Antony dat doesn't passa through my hands. Derefore, you cana talk to me as if I was him."


"I am sorry, I will talk only to Don Antony."


"It'sa useless to be stubborn, boy. Don Antony hasa no time to lose wit' a ragamuffin. It is already exceptional dat I have troubled myself to talk to you, be aware of dat. So den? What'sa dis story of an attempt?" He may have made a better appearance than the other men but his speech was just as crude, his accent just as thick.


"I will talk just with Don Antony."


"You will never, ever talk wit' Don Antony, get dat well in your head! If I want, now, I cana have you thrown on the street and you will never again put your foot a mile around here, do you understand?"


Silvio, still self possessed, stood up and gathered his belongings. "All the worst for you. It means that you don't care about your boss' life. I have nothing more to say."


Joe Greco reached out his hand, grasped Silvio's arm and, squeezing it painfully with a steel hold, forced him to sit again.


Looking at him with hard eyes, he said, "Silvio Di Stefano, isa it not perhaps your father who wantsa kill Don Antony? Because of da shop?"


"Don't talk bullshit! My father served under Don Matteo, he always has been faithful to the family. You must know that, don't you? You must know it very well!"


"So, who sendsa you here?"


"I will tell only to..."


"Boy, we can makea you sing wit' nasty methods, why don'ta you do it wit' a kind one? Itsa better for you, no?"


"Why don't you want to allow me to talk with Don Antony? Do you have a dirty conscience?" Silvio said, thinking fast. "Are you afraid I can tell him things that compromise you?"


The man gave him a slap in the face, then said, "Don'ta you play the smartass with me. Don Antony hasa no time to waste wit' any little shit who decidesa to talk to him. He trusts me because he knowsa he can trust me. You are making me losea my time anda my patience."


"Why don't you just ask Don Antony? Possibly he wants to meet me."


At that moment somebody knocked at the door.


"Come in!" Joe Greco shouted.


A man entered and said, "Don Antony on the phone, for you..."


"Stay here wit' dis boy," Greco said standing up.


"Tell him about me. It doesn't cost you a thing!" Silvio snapped.


Joe Greco looked at him with a harsh expression but said nothing and left. Silvio, massaging his still burning cheek, waited.


After a few minutes, an annoyed Joe Greco came back. "Comea with me. Don Antony got curious. But I warna you, if you mocked us, you'll leave here only ina pieces, or feeta first. Do you understand?"


"I do," Silvio drily answered and followed him.


They took another elevator and went up. The door opened in a wide hall reeking luxury. Greco went to the central door and knocked.


"Come in!"


They entered a wide studio all of glass, and finally Silvio recognized Don Antony, sitting in an arm chair and wearing an elegant gown.


"This is the boy."


"Comea here. So you are Benito's son?"


"Yes, I am Silvio Di Stefano."


"So, let'sa hear, what isa dis important revelation you gotta for me?"


"Please, tell your man to go out."


Don Antony laughed and made a gesture to Joe Greco, who left them alone.


"Are you satisfied? So, then?"


"Don Antony, beforehand I have to tell you two things, then I can explain everything to you..."


"Sit down in dat chair in fronta me. Good, I'ma listening."


"My father doesn't know that I'm here with you. He thinks I am at school like every morning."


"Ah, you father don'ta know."


"Right. And second, it is not true that there is an attempt against you. It is a lie. But I had to use it, or else I would never have succeeded in talking to you..."


"So I guessed, and datsa make me curious. Whatta you have dat is so important, then. boy?"


Don Antony seemed favorably disposed toward him, contrary to what he had feared, and had adopted a gentle smile, almost fatherly. Silvio was surprised and his heart opened to hope.


Therefore he started, "I don't know if you personally know the problem of my father and of the money he owes you, or if all the matter is just carried out by some of your men..."


"I'ma always well informed about all. My men do nothing withouta me knowing it. Your father owesa me two hundred thousand dollars - morea wit' interest. And he'sa late wit' hisa payments. So, whatta you wanted to tell me about dat, boy? Because dis is da subject you wanted to talk about wit' me, I guess."


"That's right, Don Antony. Listen..."




CHAPTER 2






For three generations the Russo family had been in the U.S.A. Antonio Russo, who immigrated with his parents while still an adolescent, entered the Musante Clan and soon became the lieutenant of old Musante. His son Matteo was made the chief of the family in Chicago. He ran the place with a firm hand, and was esteemed by everybody as an even tempered and skilled boss. He was able to be as generous with his friends as he was hard with his opponents - esteemed and loved by the first, respected and feared by the latter. When he died a few months ago, his son Antony (without the "h", as he was proud to point out) took his place. Antony was merciless. Profits interested him more than human relationships. Unlike his father, Antony delegated practically nothing of the family business to underlings. Obsessed with being kept informed on everything and determined to decide everything by himself, he devoted all his time to being a Mafia boss. 

As a boy, Antony had enjoyed some experiences with males but, when he reached twenty, Matteo had made him marry. This didn't prevent the young mafioso from continuing to amuse himself with males, whom he liked young. Over the years, three sons were born to him, Daniel, Matt and Robert. As they matured, don Antony divided the various interests and the family's activities among the three, controlling them closely either by himself or through his lieutenant, Joe Greco, a man equally skilled and merciless, with whom he got along better than with his own blood. A hard, shrewd, determined man, Antony nevertheless managed to sculpt for himself a public image of affability and kindness. He attended Mass every Sunday with his extended family and gave generously to the Parish church.


Of Antony's children, the first two married women chosen by their father. Robert, however, didn't intend on marrying since he was gay. Therefore, when his father told him it was time to marry, Robert answered decidedly that it was out of the question. Because he knew very well that his father also liked boys, there was little the man could fling in his face. Antony never again brought up the subject. Robert even started to bed occasional little friends under his father's eyes. His mother knew, but said nothing, just as she kept silent about her husband's gay affairs.


When Robert was twenty years old, he went with an associate, Chris D'Angelo, who was then twenty-three, to settle a question with the manager of one of the family's nightclubs. The man was not in, but was presumed to be arriving in a short while. While waiting for him, they sat at a table and watched the show featuring a boy stripping while lady customers slipped dollar bills first in his open fly, then in his swollen jock strap. Robert was looking at the boy rather fascinated, and was getting aroused.


"Chris, what's that boy's name?"


"Marco Lopez. He is a Puerto Rican."


"Do you know him?"


"By sight only. He has been working here one year."


"How old is he?"


"Nineteen, or eighteen."


"Do you know if he is gay?"


"Well no, but I can tell you he goes to bed with anyone who pays for it, man or woman. Why are you so interested in him?"


"Don't tell me that you are the only one not to know I like boys! I thought everybody knew it."


"No, really, I didn't know that. Nobody ever told me. Are you really gay? Or possibly bisexual?"


"Gay, gay! And I would like to take that Lopez to my bed."


"He is handsome, but in bed... disappointing. He waits for the other to do everything. He doesn't participate..."


"How do you know that?"


"I tried him."


"But... are you gay too?"


"Well, confidence for confidence, I can tell you, since you told me. But I don't want others knowing that or they'll make a laughing stock out of me. I am not 'the boss's son'..."


"I see, Chris... And you... how are you in bed?"


"Well, it's not for me to say... Why don't you judge it by yourself?"


"I would like that, sure... Later, come to my room, OK?"


"Sure, with pleasure."


So, Chris spent that very night in Robert's bed. They liked each other and gradually began to care for each other. As their fondness grew, they became lovers.


Six months passed. Then one day while they were making love, don Antony, looking for his son, knocked at Robert's bedroom door.


"Robert, are youa there?" he called.


"Yes, Dad... just a moment..," he answered - and both tried to dress hastily.


"Is dere somebody witha you?" his father asked from behind the door.


"Yes... just a moment..."


At last Robert opened the door and tried to prevent his father from seeing who was with him, but don Antony pushed aside his son and went in.


"Ah, Chris D'Angelo! It'sa you who is the boyfriend ofa my son? I didn't know you also hada dese tendencies. Attaboy! Go waita for me in fronta my studio, I have to talka to my son. I talka to you soon after."


"Dad, Chris is my friend, let him alone. I answer for him. You can't..."


"Chris, before beinga your boyfriend, isa my man. Therefore he hasa to answer for things to me, before all," his father retorted dryly. Then, after talking with his son, he went to his studio and showed Chris in.


"Sit down. So, you likea men, I see."


"I am fond of your son... and he of me."


"Fond? Let'sa say you like fucking witha him. It woulda be more correct. But, it'sa you who fucks him, or does he fuck you?"


"Don Antony... please..."


"Answer me!" the man shouted menacingly.


"Both ways..."


"Good. Tonight at ten go upstairsa to my room and be ready, stark naked, ina my bed. I likea you, and want to shove it up your ass. From now ona you'll givea fun to me, anda no more to my son. Understand?"


"Don Antony, you can't ask me that..."


"I'ma not asking you, I'ma ordering you! You took it froma my son, but froma now on you takea from me. You know I don't likea to be contradicted, don't you?"


Chris had to obey and Robert protested uselessly with his father. Robert and Chris managed to meet again at times, in secret from don Antony, but seldom and very cautiously. If his father ever became aware of what they were doing, they would be in a very bad fix.


Now when Antony had taken over his father's place, among the things that came into his hands were the papers about Ben Di Stefano's shop. Attached was a note of his father's, dated a few days before his death. Matteo had written that Di Stefano's interest rates would be reduced by half for at least one year. Antony summoned Ben and, in front of him, after reading his father's note, burned it.


"You woulda understand, my dear Benito, dat we can'ta become a charitable institution. Derefore da old rate remains witouta any discount. Ifa you do your besta, I'ma sure you cana remain faithful to da note you signed."


"Don Antony, when my wife was alive, things went nicely. Now, it is not that they are bad, but it is no more like before... I always paid on time, you know, but now it is becoming difficult. Your father, also considering the bonds between our families..."


"My father is dead, peacea be toa his soul. And it seemsa to me dat between our families dere's no blood ties, are dere?"


"No, that's right. But my grandfather worked for your grandfather, and my father for your father. I too, when a young man, worked for your father, you know this very well. And always with dedication and loyalty. Two years ago I thought to retire, with your father's authorization, and to open a shop for my family..."


"And my father helped you witha dat big loan. What, are you asking more, Benito? We givea you a hand, and you wanna take a whole arm?"


"No, God forbid that..."


"So, den, try to earna good money and to pay. I wisha you alla da best, Benito. Work hard, I recommend you, so whena my men come to collect, you gonna honor you debts."


Then, when Di Stefano couldn't manage to pay for an entire installment, don Antony sent him Willy Parker to warn him.


So, when Joe Greco told him that a son of Ben Di Stefano, Silvio, sixteen years old, wanted to talk with him, and explained to him the stratagem that he likely used, don Antony asked Joe, "How isa the scamp?"


"A smartass. Determined, stubborn."


"But isa he good-looking, or what?"


"Rather well shaped, nice, good-looking, don Antony. An honest face, athletic body, he coulda be thought an eighteen year old boy. And he has a nicea, dark-skinned body."


"Take him upstairs. You havea made me curious."


"Asa you like, don Antony. But thata story of an attempt on your life... I don'ta believe it. You'll justa waste your time wit him."


"Takea him upstairs... I'll takea care of that."


"At your orders, don Antony."


So, Silvio was taken in presence of don Antony and their private colloquy started.


The boy admitted his lie at once. When the boss asked him if he wanted to talk about his father's debt, Silvio answered, "That's right, Don Antony. Listen... Dad, with all his good will, will never be able to pay all he owes you by the deadline. And, at the interest rate you ask from him, he will only get later and later, seeing how business is going. He says he wants to come to see you, and to give the shop and all to you. Because he is an honorable man. He renounces even everything he already paid you back. He is ready to renounce everything."


"Good, so we willa be even. Your father knowsa how to behave."


"Yes, but is this convenient to you? You will give the shop to somebody else, and this story will start all over again. It is difficult to earn more than what my father is earning now. So, then, why not leave the shop to my father?"


"My boy, whata will be my gain in dat? It seemsa to me dat you are asking, without offering anything in exchange."


"I... I will work for you. I'll do anything you order me to do, and without pay. Just let my father breathe. I have nothing more to offer you."


Don Anthony looked for a long while at the boy, then asked, "Do you havea any idea about what doing anything I'll aska you means?"


"Sure, anything, without discussion, without objection, soon and well. Just try me. If I pass the test, I'll work for you, and you'll leave my father with his shop in peace. If not... I have nothing more to offer you, therefore nothing more to ask you."


The boss again looked carefully at the boy, then a weird smile surfaced on his face. "I likea you, lad. I wanta givea you a chance, but only onea chance. Come here, in fronta me..."


"Here I am, don Antony," the boy readily answered standing up and going in front of the man.


"Kneel, here."


Silvio couldn't understand but at once obeyed.


The boss opened his legs and, staring into the boy's eyes, said, "Come nearer... more... so, good. Now pulla out my dick and suck it. And try to givea me fun, boy!"


Silvio couldn't believe his ears, but he didn't bat an eyelash. He parted the tails of the gown, unbuttoned the fly of the pajamas and freed the big, flaccid member. He started at once to lick it, to suck it with dedication, trying to remember how his friend Joe had done it to him. The member soon became hard and straight. Silvio made it slip back to his throat, working it with his tongue, while he was kneading with his fingers the heavy ball sack of the man. Don Antony smiled, pleased and amused.


When he felt he was near cumming, he said, "Don'ta pull out, boy. Drink it all... yes, all of it..." and started to empty himself into the throat of the boy.


Silvio had a gag reflex but controlled himself and continued to suck and swallow jet after jet of the warm, thick cream. Then the man pushed him away from him with a small nudge. Silvio's cheeks were wet with tears, but his eyes were serious, determined like before, not at all troubled.


"Never done it before?" the man asked, slowly caressing his still turgid member.


"No, never, don Antony."


"Anda you ass? Is it still virgin, or havea you taken cocks in it?"


"I have never taken one, don Antony."


"Perfect! Lower your trousers anda bend ninety degrees ona my desktop. I'll takea your cherry now, lad. Something to object?"


"No, don Antony, all as you wish," Silvio said.


He went near the desk, lowered his trousers and underwear and bent ninety degrees, his chest on the desk top as he had been told. The man went to his back and fingered the boy's buttocks.


"Anda you are accepting all this, justa to rescue your father?"


"Certainly, don Antony."


"Thisa is just a test, but ifa I accept, you willa become my toy-boy, are you aware of that?" the man said taking something from a drawer.


"Certainly, don Antony."


"Do you really understand what it means?" the man insisted, pushing his finger between the boy's buttocks and testing his hole, then abundantly spreading on it a cold cream, and pushing his finger inside the tight and untouched boy's sphincter.


"That you just say and I'll obey, in whatever moment, for whatever thing, how, where, when you like and as long as you like."


"And willa you accept to becomea my toy-boy?" the man asked, inserting the tip of his hard member between the boy's buttocks and starting to vigorously push to penetrate him.


"Sure... don... Antony..." the boy answered trying to resist the piercing pain he was feeling.


"Am I hurting you?" the man asked, pushing deeper inside the boy.


"It has... no ... importance... don Antony..."


"But am I hurting you?" the man persisted, giving another strong-loined stroke to enter the boy completely.


"Yes, don Antony... it's hurting... but I would... become used... to it..."


"I likea you tight ass, boy!" the man said starting to fuck him with determined thrusts. Silvio was biting his lips so as not to let escape even the littlest moan caused by the sharp pain that the huge member was inflicting on him. He felt torn inside, but stoically accepted the pain. He was feeling the man thrusting inside him with energy, with determination. The heavy mahogany desk jolted at each stroke of the man who was holding the boy by his shoulders.


Then the boss, continuing to piston the boy steadily, stretched out his hand and pushed a button on the intercom.


"Yes, don Antony?" a woman's voice said.


"Looka for Chris and tella him to come immediately to my studio."


"Chris D'Angelo, don Antony?"


"Yes, him. He cana enter. But I don'ta want to be disturbed by nobody else, for whatever reasons, not evena Joe Greco."


"Yes, certainly, don Antony." the small girlish voice answered.


The man switched off the intercom and, still continuing to fuck the boy, asked him, "You are not annoyed if I havea Chris come now, are you?"


"As... you... like... don Antony..."


"Sure," the man simply said, continuing to hammer the boy with gusto.


Soon there was a knock at the door.


"Who is it?"


"I'm D'Angelo, don Antony."


"Come in, come in, anda shut the door behinda you."


Chris entered and stopped for a moment, with an unbelieving expression, to look at the man who was fucking the boy. Then he shut the door and remained there, staring at the scene.


"Draw nearer, Chris... You are used to it, aren't you? It shoulda not amaze you. I havea a good news for you, Chris. I possibly don't needa any more you services ina my bed, as now I havea possibly found something better, without offence. You cana go back to fuck witha my son, if he still wants you."


"Are you sacking me, don Antony?"


"Don't talka bullshit! You always worka for me. I just don'ta need any more you in my bed, I'vea found fresh meat. Go to givea the good news to Robert, run. And shuta the door when you leave."


Chris looked at the boy, then went out.


The boss, as he came just a short while before, continued for a long while that strong thrust, but finally he reached his second orgasm. Then he withdrew, tidied himself, and sat again in his armchair with a sated expression.


"You cana tidy youself now. And comea to sit here, in front of me."


"All right, don Antony."


"I'd say you passeda the test. So, listen, my proposal is dis -- as long as you are my toy-boy, your father will nota pay me any interest rate. I'll freezea his debt. But the day whena you are no longer my toy-boy, he willa pay me all the arrears, interests included, everything. Are you game?"


"No. If you sack me, it is not right that my father finds himself worst than now."


"You havea guts to answer me with a no!"


"It seems to me that we are still bargaining. You wanted to test me, and you say I passed the test. But for my part, I have not yet decided anything. I want safe guarantees."


"And what if I now tella you that I gota my fun, dat you can also go... you willa have gotten nothing at all, will you?"


"Yes, to be fucked by you, before you also fuck my father in another way."


The man burst out in laughter. "I likea you boy! Well, I'll makea my lawyer write down a contract. All legal. You'll worka for me as long as I want, twenty four hours per day, three hundred and sixty-five days per year. Ifa you leave, you father will pay me all he owes, interest included, everything. But if I sacka you, you father willa find himself completely freeda from any debt witha me. Do you accept, now?"


"Sure, because I will never leave, and I will do whatever you'll ask me."


"All you life long? Dis is whata you risk."


"Right. Add a clause that if I die, my father will be freed from all his debts towards you."


"Yes, but... what ifa you commit suicide?"


"There is not such a danger. You have to trust me."


"If you suicide, we cana say that it is likea if you left. Don't you think this right?"


"No. A murder can easily be made to look like a suicide. It would be a child's game for you or for your men."


"But who tells me thata you really wouldn't commit suicide?"


"You still don't know me. But, even if this happened, I think that I will pay with my life my father's debt. Is that not enough for you?"


"Well... I tink it is."


"A last clause -- my family must never know that I am your... toy-boy, as you say."


"Agreed. I'll havea the contract ready. Comea back here tomorrow morning and, oncea you'va signed da contract, you'll remaina here, you'll not go backa home any more. All right?"


"Yes. Two more things. First, give me an invitation note or they will never let me in."


"Yes..."


"Second, tomorrow morning, after we sign the contract, I must have time to go to put my copy of the contract in a safe place. And don't have anyone follow me. It will be my guarantee that if I die my father will be freed, or else the contract will come out."


"Do you continue to puta conditions?"


"Wouldn't you do it, in my place? I am renouncing my life. I have to take precautions, I think."


"Yes. I likea you, boy. You are afraid of nothing. All right, I accepta also dis second condition, you havea my word. But I warn you, don't pulla too much da rope with me."


Silvio was shown to the hall. With each step he felt the piercing pain in his backside, but he didn't show it. He looked at his watch -- it was already noon. Taking the underground, he traveled toward his father's shop. Whoever looked at him could see only another of the city's many high school students without guessing that the boy had just been raped or that he was about to make a dramatic change to his own life. Reaching the shop, he breathed a sigh of relief seeing it was still open.


From behind the counter, Maria looked at him surprised. "Silvio, shouldn't you be at school at this time?"


"Where is Dad?"


"In the back, preparing the inventory. He says it has to be ready before he goes to meet don Antony Russo."


"How is he?"


"How do you want him to be... in pieces. But why aren't you at school? What's up?"


"Nothing. I'll tell you later... And Giovanni?"


"Dad sent him to bargain with the wholesaler to see if he will take back part of the stock..."


Silvio went in the back room and found his father at his desk, the account books all around him.


"Hi Dad. Put away those books, I have to talk with you."


"No, I have to end it... But what are you doing here? Why aren't you at school? Is there some problem?"


"No, Dad, put away these books and listen to me."


"What has happened?"


"Nothing, Dad, don't worry. All is right. I have important news that will make you feel better..."


"I don't understand... what are you talking about?"


"Dad, this morning I didn't go to school. I went instead to talk with don Antony Russo."


"You? And why? Did you really talk with him?"


"Yes, he received me. I proposed him a business deal. He accepted. From tomorrow morning on I'll go to work for him, at his place. He will freeze your debt. You will not owe him even a cent, as long as I'll work for him. Your problems are over, Dad."


"Working for him? At his place? What kind of job?"


"It is kind of general. Twenty four hours per day at his disposal. That's why I have to go to live at his place. I'll have to follow him when he travels. I will travel a lot... it will be a good job, you see. Of course he will not pay me, but he will give me food and room and clothing. It will be more than enough for me. And you, until I would leave, you have not to pay him not even a dollar. And I will not leave, be sure. I like the job I have to do. I'll see the world, meet important people. Moreover, if he sacks me, your debt will be erased. All is resolved, Dad, all resolved."


"But... and your studies?"


"I would anyway have had to stop them, right? So, at least, Giuseppe can finish his university. And the sisters can go to school. And all of you will be well. Do you see that don Antony is less merciless than what you thought?"


"It still seems to me so... unbelievable..."


"Dad, last night I dreamed of Mom... she put her hand on my head... and she said I had to go to meet don Antony. It is Mom who is helping us, don't you think so?"


"Possibly... Why didn't you tell me this morning?"


"I was not sure I would succeed. I didn't want to deceive you. Moreover, wouldn't you have insisted not to go, that it would have been useless?"


"Yes, it's right. And don Antony accepted your proposal?"


"Yes. He says that he likes the idea that a Di Stefano works again for the Russo, like in old times."


"Yes... the old times... But he... he is not don Matteo."


"It is less bad than you thought, Dad. Now I have to do a couple of things, prepare a suitcase. We will meet tonight at supper, Dad. And put away these books."


First of all Silvio went to meet Maria's fiancee Sven, a friend of Giovanni's who had also become his friend.


"I need your help. Please, come with me. Let's go to rent a safe-deposit box in a bank. They won't allow me, as I am still a minor."


"What for? Do you have a hidden treasure?" his friend asked him laughing.


"No, Sven. Tomorrow morning I will give you an important document and a memorandum I'll write. I found a job... somewhat peculiar. You'll probably never meet me again. I'll keep in touch regularly with my family. Since you often visit my home, you will know if they haven't heard from me in, say, three months, or if you hear I'm dead, I want you to promise to take that document and my memorandum and go at once to see the best lawyer you can find. Do you promise me that?"


"But... what's happening?"


"I can't explain it to you, Sven, I'm sorry. And my family must know nothing about any of this, unless eventually you need to give it all to a lawyer. Will you do it for me?"


"Are you in some danger?"


"No, I swear. But who knows? Possibly nothing will happen. Please, if you promise me you will take care of it... and you'd have to care for it possibly for years and years... I will be more certain about things. It's the biggest favor I can ask, and I'll never be able to repay you for it."


"I swear to you I'll do what you ask me," Sven said, struck by the extreme seriousness and gravity of his young friend's expression.


"Thank you, my friend."


On the following morning, after taking the contract together with Sven to the bank, Silvio moved to don Antony Russo's home.




CHAPTER 3






The summer home of don Carmine Musante was in Racine, Wisconsin, on the border of Lake Michigan. An Italian-style villa, it was surrounded by a dense forest, completely fenced, and watched by trusted "gamekeepers" - in reality, a battle-trained private guard, with alarm systems and a well hidden net of closed-circuit monitors. And powerful watch dogs. A second, internal fence enclosed the beautiful garden, and then there was the villa with its annexes and private harbor. Those also were discretely but carefully watched. Don Carmine was the unchallenged boss of the Wisconsin and Illinois Mafia.

Don Carmine had six children -- Stefano, thirty-two years old, married with three children; Mary, twenty-eight, married to Mike Larriga; Sandra, twenty-five, married to an important politician in New York; Tana, twenty-three, married to Eddy Pazzaglia; Vito, twenty-one and Donald seventeen. Also Toto Lucci, don Carmine's brother-in-law and trusted lieutenent, was part of the family.


When Vito was fifteen, he became aware that he was gay. It was on his father's yacht. Almost everybody had disembarked but he lingered in his cabin with a slight but persistent fever. Feeling thirsty, he got up to go to the kitchen to fetch something fresh from the fridge. Whispering voices caught his attention. He thus caught the cabin boy and a sailor in full intercourse. Being unseen, he spied on them and the scene aroused him incredibly. What until then had just been a vague attraction to and admiration of the male body, was now revealed to him in all its details, in all its meaning. Like in a flash he understood, without any hint of doubt, that he was gay. He enjoyed the scene, remaining hidden, still, and silent. When the two reached their orgasm, Vito came without even touching himself, wetting his pajama trousers, tenting out his fly. Silently, he went back to his cabin, cleaned himself and changed his pajamas. When he hit his bed again, a different kind of fever made him burn. He too wanted to have sex with a male. However, he didn't dare to try, to take the first step, to expose himself. Dreams of being with one or another of the men who attracted him - even his brother Stefano - frustrated Vito into venting his fantasies with furious masturbation.


The holidays over, he went back to the private school his father had chosen for him. By spying on his classmates, studying and observing them for a couple of months, Vito singled out the right target for him - Sean, a boy two years older. Particularly handsome and the quarterback of the school's football team, this strapping young man, seemed likable and a good mixer. He was the son of a regular career officer in the army who was of Irish descent. Vito managed to become his friend and, for Christmas holidays, had inveigled his father to invite Sean to their villa in Racine, which had just been built. It was there, after two days of discreet but assiduous attentions, that Vito managed to be alone with Sean on the family yacht, moored in their small harbor. Touring it alone, they reached the point where Vito caught those two having sex.


"You'll never guess what I saw here one day, about the end of this year's Summer holidays..." Vito said with a cunning smile.


"No... What?"


"The cabin boy and a sailor, stark naked, fucking together."


"Come on! Really? You mean, right here?"


"Two young, naked, horny males... a nice scene..."


"Yes, but... what were they doing?"


"Everything. They touched, groped, kissed each other..."


"You're kidding! A french kiss?"


"Sure! Then they gave each other head..."


"A sixty nine?"


"No, first one, then the other. Then the sailor had the boy turn around and shoved it up his ass..."


"Jeez! And you could see everything?"


"Yes, they thought they were alone on board..."


"And you?"


"Me? I got aroused. It was the first time I'd ever seen anybody fucking. I got such a hard-on... Even now, just recalling it, I have one... feel here..." Vito said, and boldly directed his friend's hand between his legs.


Sean fingered it and smiled, admitting, "I have one too... I would have liked to have seen that scene..."


Then Vito groped him and felt his friend's hard-on. However he didn't pull his hand away but continued to finger his friend's manhood.


"God, you're hard... Can I see it?"


"Well, usually," Sean hesitated with a slight smile, "you... don't show it, right?" He made no effort to escape Vito's hand which continued its exploration of the swelling in the quarterback's pants.


"Usually. But we're friends, aren't we? Go on, open your zipper and show me what you've got..."


"Vito? You want to do with me... what those two were doing, do you? That's why you brought me here, isn't it?"


"Pull it out, come on..."


"Why don't we look for a berth and undress there?" Sean proposed, stroking the hand that was still fingering his hard-on.


"You really feel like trying it with me, Sean?"


"Yes, I like you, Vito. And I like doing those things... with another boy."


They went to a cabin and shut themselves inside.


"It is my first time, Sean, but... I've been wanting to."


"So then, you've never taken it in the ass?"


"Not even in my mouth... and you?"


"Yes... both ways."


"And you like it?"


"Yeah. But also being on top..."


"And do you feel like doing it with me?"


"Sure, Vito... I've been thinking about doing it with you..."


"God, what a nice cock you've got!"


"I too like you... come here..."


So Sean taught Vito to make love, and took his virginity. Vito would never have ceased making love. They took each other several times, spending four and a half hours in that berth. Sean was a good teacher, Vito an eager student. After that first time, in the deep of night, Vito slipped silently into Sean's bedroom. Filled with desire, they made love to the point of satiation before Vito crept back to his own room.


After the Christmas holidays, Vito told his father that, as they had became close friends, they wanted to share the same room at the college. His father, who liked Sean and suspected nothing of the real reason behind the request, called the college and arranged it. So the two boys, with mutual pleasure, continued making love undisturbed, every night. However, at the end of the school year, Sean was forced to leave, his father having been appointed military attache at the American Embassy in Moscow.


When seventeen, Vito had his second lover. He was Felice Zagaria, twenty years old, one of his father's men. The incident began early in a morning when Felice was sent to wake up Vito. There was no answer when he knocked at the boy's door, so he entered and approached Vito's bed, calling him first, then shaking him.


Vito opened his eyes and said, with a sleepy voice, "Felice! Leave me in peace, I want to sleep some more..."


"Your father says that at nine 'o clock you must be ready."


"And what time is it, now?"


"Time to get up."


"Just five minutes more!"


"No. You will fall asleep again. Come on, get up!" Felice insisted and, jokingly, started to tickle him.


Vito laughed but reacted and tried to grab Felice's wrists. A kind of playful fight ensued. Clinging to each other, they fell off the bed tussling, their bodies intertwined in close contact. Vito felt that Felice had an incredible hard-on. So, without a second thought, Vito slipped his hand between Felice's legs and groped that hard member through the trouser fabric.


Felice became suddenly still, stiffened and protested, "What are you doing! Stop it... stop!"


"In war and in love, all is permitted!"


"No, stop it, please! Let me go!"


"You made me wake up! Now you have to pay for it!" Vito insisted, aroused, and he started to open Felice's trousers.


Now Felice was seriously fighting, trying to escape Vito's hold. But Vito, thanks to his trained muscles and to the martial arts skills he had acquired at school, shortly succeeded in holding his prey still and in opening Felice's trousers. Without hesitation, he pulled out the hard member and lowered his head to his companion's groin to take the throbbing tool in his mouth, giving him a good blow job. Felice suddenly stopped protesting and surrendered with pleased moans. Within moments, they were united in a passionate sixty-nine. It didn't last long, as both came almost at once.


Vito's discovery that Felice also was gay led to a relationship that was fairly convenient for both, without being either too easy or very difficult. After they had been making love a couple of years, Felice told him that he had discovered that Peter La Cava also was gay. Another of his father's men, tough-acting Peter was just one year older than Vito, who liked him very much. A blond - as are some Sicilians of Norse descent - he had a body more developed than Felice's but not less sensual. And in bed, without being at all effeminate, he possessed a certain sweetness. So, Vito started to make love with Peter as well and, at times, the three formed a sexual trio.


The first time that Vito tried making love with Peter, he was terribly embarrassed.


Vito said to him, straight away, "Peter, Felice told me that you are gay like him and me. I would really like to make love with you..."


"As you want, Vito..."


"Come on! No, not as I want! Forget who I am. Wouldn't you like to have sex with me?"


"You are a really beautiful guy..."


"So, then, do you want to do it with me or not?"


"I would, but... sincerely, I'm somewhat ashamed. Those are not things that... slam-bang. They have to happen spontaneously. I don 't know if I'm making myself clear... Not just like... two dogs in heat."


Vito smiled, drew nearer, girded Peter with his arms, pulled him against himself, and then french kissed him. Peter, without trying to escape the embrace, answered the kiss in a somewhat cold way, stiffly. However, Vito persisted and little by little felt his new playmate melting in his arms, starting to participate with more warmth and getting excited.


He asked in a whisper, "Peter? Do you want me?"


"Yeah... I like you... I'm starting to feel desire, now... You're really arousing me..."


"Then, relax, Peter. Go with the flow. You'll see, it'll be hot... We are safe, here, nobody will disturb us..."


"May I... may I undress you?"


"Sure thing! You can do all you want, all you feel like. Do you know that I like you a lot? You have a nice body... and a nice little ass..."


"Do you want me?"


"I do."


"You have a beautiful dick... Yes, I would like..."


"How would you like to take it?"


"By candle-quenching. Do you know how it is done?"


"Yes, I love it. Here... sit on it, go on..."


So Peter impaled himself and began to spring up and down. Later Vito asked Peter to take him. After a few such meetings Peter managed to overcome his shyness and started to participate actively. Vito was not in love with him, nor was Peter with Vito, but they liked each other's personality and love making. Peter now poured out all his sweetness. Vito noticed that Peter released his tender feelings only around little children, or in bed when the two made love. Otherwise, he was the classical tough man, and this contrast pleased and appealed to Vito.


Vito also began having other adventures - mainly one night stands, transient things - while continuing to do it with both Felice and Peter. At times Vito liked to dress in a rather modest way, like a plain workman, to go cruising for a ride from an unknown young man. They would go either to his place or to a motel to make love. He liked being chosen among other cruising boys, and to see how his partner hooked him, at times brazenly, at times shyly. A couple of times he was also approached by the sons of his father's friends, and he was amused to see their amazed expression, even embarrassment, when they recognized him. Once he also had a half crush on a dancer, a Canadian, taller than himself by a couple of inches, slender and terribly sexy. They met in a night-club in Detroit.


After eyeing each other for quite a while, they managed to come face to face before Luc, the dancer, could bring himself to say frankly, "You know, just being near you, arouses me."


"Arouses you?"


"Yes, you make me desire to make love with you. Have you ever gotten it on with a man?"


"Yes, I have..."


"And did you like it?"


"Yes, sure I did."


"Then... will you come to my hotel? I want to hold you against me, to kiss you... All night I've been watching you and thinking about it. I want you!"


Vito willingly followed him. They spent the night together, and made love again in the morning. In the following days, they spent hours and hours together, mostly making love. Vito felt as if he had found the perfect male, his dream man, and was happier than he had ever been with another male. But Luc, who was on holiday, faced the necessity to return to his career and went back to his home in Canada. The affair was over. At that time Vito was twenty years old.


When he was twenty-one, his life radically changed.


His father had gathered all the family bosses of Wisconsin and Illinois along with his most trustworthy men and his three sons. They all met in the villa in Racine in May.


Don Carmine decided that his three sons and his best young men, had to go to spend two or three years as guests of the various families, while he would host their sons.


As he explained clearly, "Back ina Europe ina da age ofa da castles, da great lords formed alliances by marrying each other's daughters toa each other's sons. Buta times have changed. A daughter, once married, itsa not clear if she isa ona her father's, or ona her husband's side, so dat neither one ofa dem cana rely on her completely. Derefore, I thought dat we willa exchange our sons. Dis willa be good fora my sons who cana observe what are da problems in your areas and howa you work, and will be good also fora your sons who cana work wit me anda see my methods."


Some of the family bosses tried to object but, as always, Don Carmine got what he wanted. Nobody could be allowed to contradict him. He was way too powerful and, as he himself used to say, "firmly in the saddle".


So, Stefano was entrusted to Don Rino Carmineo, Vito to don Antony Russo and Donald, notwithstanding his seventeen years, to don Calogero De Seta. Vito didn't like don Antony so much, but his father's orders were not to be discussed. He knew that very well, so he made the best of it.


After they discussed some problems, settled some matters and smoothed some frictions, the meeting broke up. Vito prepared his luggage to go to Chicago with don Antony. Following the agreement, he would be a guest there. Before the departure, Don Carmine took Vito aside and explained to him what he expected from him. Then Vito bid good bye to Felice and Peter and followed don Antony with his own car.


Reaching Chicago, don Antony showed Vito to a suite inside the vast penthouse, assigned Jerry Mattoli to him as an assistant, and introduced him both to his family and to the most important men of his clan.


Vito and Robert got on well with each other from the start, even if they didn't come out mutually; but they shared a certain feeling and they perceived it at once. Finally Vito, from some veiled allusions by Jerry, realized that Robert was also gay, and thus he thought that it would be worthwhile to probe the matter. If it were true, then he would not have disliked starting something with Robert. In fact, Vito thought Robert to be a really handsome young man and, by far, the most likable of the Russo clan.


At the beginning of June, while Robert was tanning himself face down in the roof garden of the penthouse, Vito, similarly clad in swimming trunks, went to lie down nearby.


"Hi, Robert!"


"Ciao. You too want to catch some rays?"


"Yeah. A tan makes you more desirable."


"Are you on the make?"


"Well, I want to be."


"Anybody I know?"


"Maybe..."


"Good luck. But you don't need a tan to hit the mark with your bod. Do you lot of sports?"


"Enough -- martial arts, tennis, horse riding and swimming..."


"Hell, a sportsman! That's why you're so well built."


"You've got a nice body. And you're nice, which is even more important."


"Thanks... but now enough with the compliments..." Robert smiled.


"Why? Aren't we friends?"


"I'm happy you have to stay with us."


"Your father doesn't seem so happy about it, I think..."


"My father... He is happy only when he can give orders. Never when he has to receive them."


"Don't tell that to me. It can be dangerous, you know? My dad's don Carmine."


"I don't give a shit. Your father probably already knows the nature of my father."


"You... you're different from him?"


"Thank God! And it's possibly why I feel good around you."


"The same for me. Do you want me to put some suntan lotion on you?" Vito asked, knowing full well that Robert had just done it.


"What? Uh, yes, thanks... It's here..."


Vito started to spread it, so he could massage the body that attracted him so much, and spy on its reactions. He started on the back and upper arms. After a while, he told Robert to turn. Spreading the lotion on Robert's neck, shoulders, and chest, Vito kept glancing at the basket in his companion's Speedo, hoping to detect a reaction. The first signs were not long to come. Robert closed his eyes and visibly enjoyed that pleasurable and skilled massage. Vito reached his belly and almost as by chance, forced slightly down the elastic waist band. He didn't push that too far. He passed to the thighs and, with the back of his hands, at times he brushed the generous swelling that was filling the elastic fabric of the thin swimsuit more and more conspicuously.


"Gosh, what hands you have... you are skilled!" Robert murmured.


"Do you like it?"


"You managed to make me aroused, don't you see? It seems almost an erotic massage..."


Vito didn't answer but continued to spread the lotion up and down the well shaped thighs of his companion. He, too, was aroused, but he still didn't dare to make the first explicit move. When Vito finished, Robert sat up.


"Now it's your turn. Lay down." he said.


Vito stretched out and closed his eyes. He felt his companion's hands gliding on his skin, spreading the lotion. He also became aware that Robert, differently from himself, lingered a little longer in the erogenous points. And when Robert reached his pelvis, he decidedly pulled down Vito's swimming trunks a couple of inches, without uncovering his member but at the limit of it. And the fingertips of Robert fiddled with his friend's groin hairs. Vito shuddered.


"You too have an hard on, I see..." Robert said.


"Mhmmh." Vito said.


"Do you like how I'm touching you?"


"Mhmmh!" Vito repeated, his eyes still closed, but with a light smile on his lips.


"If you pull off your trunks... you can get a complete tan. What do you think of that, Vito?"


"But if someone comes..."


"I can shut the door with the remote control... Here, it's done. Now we are safe. Lift up your butt, go on..."


Vito raised up his pelvis and Robert pulled off his trunks.


"Wow, what a nice cock you have, bud!" Robert said and at once he lightly caressed it.


Vito made it dart and his companion giggled, pleased. Then Vito felt Robert's lips on it, at first light, then greedy. Vito opened his eyes. Turning to reach his companion's body, he pulled off the tight Speedo. They united in an eager sixty-nine. They made love. The sensation to their bodies, made slippery by the lotion and caressed by the sun and a gentle breeze, was splendid. While Vito was joyfully hammering inside Robert, a plane was plowing through the sky overhead, not very high, possibly preparing to land at O'Hare airport. Robert fancied the passengers behind the portholes looking at them. It was impossible they could see them, but the thought made him smile. Vito liked Robert, who was uninhibited, hot and passionate both as a top and as a bottom, a lot. He was lucky having found a friend there also, a friend like Robert.


"Vito... did you like it?"


"Very much! And you?"


"A lot, everything. Will you come sometimes to my bedroom?"


"Wouldn't that be really risky?"


"I don't give a shit. My father knows about me."


"And he says nothing?" Vito asked, taken aback, thinking of his own father.


"What can he say? I had a boyfriend. Chris. He took him away from me so he can fuck him, the bastard!"


"But... your father..."


"He's gay like me, even if he is married. But he's a real bastard.... he just took my Chris from me - like that! He wants to be the only one to fuck him. He doesn't love him as we loved each other..."


"Christ! I really wouldn't like going to bed with your father. Anyway, my family doesn't suspect a thing, and I know that if my dad found out about me, he would react really badly. Therefore I have to be really careful."


"Tell you what then, I'll come to your rooms. I'll do it so that nobody can see me. We'll both be safe. OK?"


"Sure. Are you still in love with your Chris?"


"Yes, and he with me."


"I never was really in love. Just some crushes... It must be bad for you not being able to be with your Chris..."


"At times, hiding from my father, we manage to stay a while together, to do something. But what makes me really mad, is how my father uses him. He calls him his toy-boy..."


"Toy-boy? A toy... to use as long as it amuses him..."


"That's it. So you see why I hate my father."


"I'd hate him, too... I understand you. Anyway... it appears lots of us are gay -- at home I had two gay friends, and here - you, Chris, your father... When I was a kid I thought I was the only one..."


"No way! Haven't you read anything? It's in books that we make up ten percent of the population. Therefore there are many more for sure. But you know, in families like ours, it's a dishonor being gay. If you are, you hide it carefully. Especially if you're not on the top level, like you or me. A faggot is not man enough to be a Mafia man, according to them... My father, shit that he is, doesn't flaunt it around. The few who know keep their mouths shut tight. They'd better."


"Shit! God, my father would chase me away if he just had a hint of it. He's a man of the old ways - women all over the place, as many as you want, even after marriage. But fags... God save us! Three years ago, he fired one of his closest assistants as soon as he found out the guy had a male lover. He was out for good, a pariah."


It had been a few months that Vito and Robert had made love when don Antony made his contract with Silvio and set Chris free. The young man, after having witnessed the rape of Silvio and having received his testimonial, went at once to see Robert.


"Robert... I'm free, at last!"


"Free? What do you mean?"


"Your father found a new toy-boy, a kid sixteen years old. He is fucking him right now, in his studio. And he told me I can come back with you."


"You saw my father fucking him?"


"Yeah. And I also saw that the kid had tears in his eyes... I'm sorry for the kid but, sincerely, I'm happy for both of us."


"Sixteen? Do you know who he is?"


"Not the slightest idea. But you will meet him soon, I think that your father will take him as his steady."


"Was he crying?"


"No, tears streamed down his cheeks, but he had a tough expression and was trying not to show them."


"A handsome boy?"


"Half man and half adolescent. Well shaped, for what I could see. You could even think he is seventeen, eighteen. But do we have to talk about that kid? What about us?" Chris protested.


"I'm so happy having you with me again! You know I love you, don't you?"


"Me too. I would have found it queer, before all this, to think, to say I love you. But those months we were parted... I know that I, too, am in love with you."


"I... I was wrong not to oppose, not to fight my father more strongly..."


"What could you do? What could I do? You know that when he wants something, he doesn't respect anybody! Just to have it, he has also killed, you know that. But all's well that ends well, isn't it?"


"Yes. I will have my bed changed for a king-size one, a square one. And you, from now on, will steadily sleep with me..."


"In spite of everybody, yes! All right Robert, I'm happy with that!"


Robert told Vito the news. Vito understood that now he could no longer have sex with Robert, but he was happy for him and told him so. After all, Vito was really glad that his friend could be again with his boyfriend, and he envied them a little. He soon became friends also with Chris.


Then they met Silvio. The boy had a little room communicating to don Antony's. Differently than Chris, the boss did never part from the boy a single moment. He had said to the boy he had to be available twenty-four hours a day, and it was literally so. Everywhere he went, he took the boy with him. He had a very elegant wardrobe made for Silvio, not because he cared so much about the boy, but because he wanted him to cut a nice figure at his side. Officially, in public, Sivio was the don's gofer but, behind the scenes, he had to be ready for a fuck or a blowjob as soon as don Antony snapped his fingers. Silvio always ate at the family table as though he were a member. However, the boy never had one penny in his pockets.


Vito begun to gradually feel a kind of attraction toward the boy. Without showing it, he started to observe, study, scrutinize him. He became aware that, behind Silvio's pride and that everlasting hint of a smile, almost printed on his face, the boy hid a deep sadness. And... he, too, felt sad for the boy. He saw him at times doing exercises in the penthouse gym or swimming in the pool when don Antony was engaged in a private meeting, and he admired Silvio's body, no more that of an ephebe and not yet that of a man. The boy was taciturn, but his eyes betrayed an incredible inner liveliness, constantly constrained. Vito felt that in his heart something special was blooming toward Silvio...




CHAPTER 4






A year had passed since Silvio started living with the Russos. Each week he sent a postcard home and he received letters from his brother or his sister. Just once don Antony allowed him to spend half a day with his family -- when Maria and Sven married but only the time to attend the mass and to participate in the marriage lunch. On that occasion, when Sven asked how things were going, Silvio gave reassurance, but asked him to watch his postcards or letters which were marked with a kind of code, so that Sven could be sure they really came from him. His new brother-in-law insisted on knowing what Silvio feared, but the boy begged him not to insist and not to worry about him. Then he went back to don Antony.

He was now used to his role of a toy-boy. When the boss said to him "here, Silvio!", he went to lock the door, then knelt between the man's spread legs, pulled it out and gave him satisfaction with his mouth. He knew that he had to be careful not to make the man cum until he said "Now!" He learned to perfection the way the man liked to be sucked. If instead, don Antony stood up and he was the one to go to lock the door, then Silvio knew at once to lower his trousers and boxers, lube his hole and assume the position to be penetrated. These reactions had become mechanical.


Routinely, Silvio understood that he was expected to perform at any place, at any time. Most often, he had to satisfy don Anthony in his studio but, at times, also in his car, in the elevator, or when they were guests of other people or in a hotel... Evenings meant that he had to be ready, completely naked, in don Antony's bed unless he had earlier heard the words, "Not tonight". That, however, happened very seldom. The man seemed to have an insatiable sexual appetite, especially since obtaining Silvio. There was never the faintest sign of tenderness, even in bed. He fucked the boy, often for a long while, until he was sated. Then he said him "Go" and Silvio went back to his room. The man never thought about the boy's pleasure. Silvio was really just a toy-boy, nothing more. At times Silvio gave vent to his own yen, by himself, in his bed or in the bathroom, dreaming of a boy or a man who gave him some affection, who cared about him.


This situation had lasted for a full year, but Silvio knew that it could go on quite surely for years, many years, until don Antony got tired of him. However that day didn't seem at all near. Don Antony appeared fully satisfied with his new toy, the one he had trained to please him so perfectly.


In the Russo's home Silvio was treated with open hostility by don Antony's wife, with indifference by most the others, and with some friendliness only by Robert, Chris and Vito. However he didn't open up with anybody. He didn't have friends and he couldn't have, because he had to be perpetually on call for don Antony. The farthest he could get from the boss's authority was when he had to go to the toilet, or to the gym to keep in good shape (don Antony's order) or to his own bed after having fully satisfied the man. When don Antony had set up conferences or meetings of some length, he had to wait for him on the other side of the door, or to go to the gym to train. Usually he had to be in the same room as the man, ready to satisfy him at the slightest signal - a real slave, without a private life, without a single day all to himself. Deep within, Silvio hid his feelings, particularly his sadness, behind a facade of dutiful readiness, with only a little smile to hint at the truth. In a little corner of his imagination the boy preserved his dream of life and its freedoms.


Although Vito had been living there for a little longer than Silvio, his life was completely different. He enjoyed full freedom. He was master of himself, of his time. After Robert was back together again with Chris, a couple of months passed without Vito having any sex, except for a single fling with a young man who hooked him in a sporting goods shop and who took Vito to his place.


Then one day, while Vito was in the penthouse gym, he heard a knocking. Joe Greco peeped in.


"Ah, you'ra here? Does it annoy you ifa my son comesa to train a while?"


"No, not at all. Please."


"Come in, Stan, and have some fun."


"How long will you be busy, Dad?"


"Two, three hours. You staya here, don't go arounda da house -- don Antony would nota be pleased, is it clear?"


"Sure Dad. But try to be free soon... I am already fed up..."


"I tolda you, not less than two hours. My respects, Mister Vito!"


"Bye, Greco," Vito answered, continuing to lift weights, lying on the bench.


The boy entered, looked around a while, tried a couple of machines, and then he pulled off his jacket and necktie, his shirt and trousers, his shoes and, with just his tank top and shorts on, he did some push ups.


Then he went near Vito. "Is there anything to drink here?"


"Sure, in the fridge. Help yourself."


"I'm Stan... Stan Greco. And you?"


"Vito Musante. Hi."


"The son of don Carmine?"


"Yes..."


"Oh, sorry. So I have to call you don Vito..."


"Hell no. How old are you?"


"Twenty. Today is my birthday. That's why I had to meet don Antony. He wanted to give me his wishes..."


"Ah, my best wishes also, then. I'm twenty-two. We're are almost the same age. You don't come here often, do you?"


"I didn't. But from today on... it seems that don Antony wants to see me more often..."


Vito noticed that Stan's eyes lingered from time to time on his basket. He looked at the boy and decided he liked him. After increasing his barbell's weight, he lay down again for another set of lifting. While he was doing the exercise, he glanced occasionally at the boy. Stan was leaning against the wall bars at his side, in an almost languid pose, and sipping slowly from a Coca Cola can in his hand. Unaware of being watched, he was literally staring between Vito's spread legs - where a curve suggested the firmness of his virile endowment. Vito became aroused by that, and noticed that the boy's eyes were slightly widening as if in surprise. Evidently his hard-on was noticeable.


Vito, when his exercise was over, put the weights on their hooks and stood up. He went toward Stan, stopped - almost brushing against him - took the Coke can out of his hand, put it on the fridge top and, seizing the boy by his arms, pushed his body against Stan's.


The boy, without moving a millimeter, said with a hoarse voice, "What are you doing?


"Kissing you," Vito said - and did it, slipping his tongue inside the boy's mouth and leaning against him to be able to press his hard tool against the young man's crotch. Stan turned aside just his head.


Almost panting, he said, "I'm not a fag. Stop it."


"I'm not a fag either..." Vito lied, without releasing his hold. With a slight smile, he said, "but you were looking at me in a way that... don't you feel what I have here for you?" Brushing his erection against Stan again, feeling the awakening of the boy's hard-on. "We don't need to be fags to have some fun between us, right?" he said with a low and warm voice. Then he slipped the tank top from Stan's shorts and lifted it up to uncover his chest. Stan remained still, letting him do what he wanted. Vito bent down and started to suckle, bite and lick his nipples. From Stan's lips went out an excited and incoherent murmur, and the boy shuddered vigorously with pleasure. From under his shorts' fabric, Stan's member pushed forcefully against Vito. Vito reached down and opened Stan's fly, then crouched to slip both shorts and briefs even further down so that his tongue could begin to play with the tip of the boy's member. Stan leaned back against the wall bars and pushed his pelvis forward, making his hard rod slip between Vito's welcoming lips, and moaned lowly. Then, almost as if he had only then become aware of what was happening, he withdrew.


Worriedly, he said, "Fucking shit! If somebody comes in..."


"Come with me, let's go in the sauna where we can't be seen. If anybody comes, we'll hear them. Undress completely, here is a towel to put around your loins..." Vito said undressing, readily followed by Stan. They entered the sauna, each with a powerful hard-on.


"What would you like to do, Stan?"


"I have a girlfriend. I am not a fag..." the boy insisted with a frown.


"That doesn't matter, I have a girlfriend, too. But I feel horny. Don't you like having some fun?"


"Well... yes..."


"So then, what do you like to do? You can tell me without worry. Would you like a blow job again?"


"No... my girlfriend does that to me also... Put it into my ass... she doesn't even put her finger in there..."


Vito secretly smiled. He made Stan lie down on the bench, made him raise his legs, then wet Stan's hole with spit and impaled him. The boy moaned with pleasure and urged him to do it harder. Vito hammered back and forth in that hot, but not entirely tight, ass for a good while, enjoying the boy's groans.


After both reached orgasm, Vito asked, "Stan, I'm not the first to take you, am I?"


"No... at times my brother-in-law fucks me."


"Your brother-in-law?"


"Yeah. The first time happened right on the day he married my sister. We were in my bedroom to change clothes and I was helping him... He was hard like steel and, in the tight pants of his formal suit, it was really a bulge. So, as a joke, I asked him if he needed some help to cool down. I was thinking we could jack off mutually, as I often did with my school mates. But he seized me, turned me around, pulled down my pants and pushed it inside me. I said no and struggled to escape him, but he held onto me and told me to shut up or they'd hear us. And he started to fuck me and, after a while, I discovered I kind of liked it... But, don't get me wrong. I like women. It's just that sometimes... I like feeling a rod up my hole, inside my ass. But I am not a fag, I have my girlfriend..."


"Sure, it's evident you are not a fag. They are recognizable at once, they are half women. You are all male... You are just horny, like me," Vito said, inwardly amused but with a serious expression on his face.


"I liked how you fucked me... you are better than my brother-in-law..."


"If you're game, just to have some fun, we can do it again, sometime..."


"You're living here now, right?"


"Right."


"I feel I'll come here more often, then. You gave me a really good orgasm."


Stan kept his word. Under the pretext of learning exercises for his development from Vito, he went to the gym about once each week. And Vito, always talking to him about his girlfriends and about how wildly they fucked, gradually convinced Stan to give him head and to do all that two men can do together. He just had to reassure the boy each time that neither of them was a fag. Vito was somewhat amazed at Stan's naivete, but if that was the price to pay to enjoy the boy, why not? The sauna became their alcove, and Stan an eager and hot partner.


Meanwhile Vito was starting to feel a stronger and stronger interest and attraction toward Silvio. He was never able to get even a moment of intimacy with the boy, except for a few times in the gym. Then Silvio was always taciturn, closed in himself. Vito wished he could penetrate that mask of coldness. At times, he read something in Silvio's eyes that hinted of the world which was living inside him. However, on the few occasions when they were together and Vito made attempts to buttonhole the boy, Silvio barely answered, using little more than monosyllables. At times he smiled at Vito's witticisms, but always with a veil of melancholy in his beautiful eyes. Vito, far from being discouraged, was feeling inside himself a sentiment which was becoming more and more lively, stronger and stronger. If at first he just felt the urge to make love with that beautiful boy, now he began to feel a strong desire to embrace him, to cuddle him, to give to the boy the tenderness that Vito felt the boy was missing... He desired seeing him smile, at least once, a genuine, open, carefree smile, like any seventeen-year-old boy.


Then he approached him and asked him, "What's up, Silvio? What's happened?"


"Nothing."


"Come on, that's not true! What's going on with you?"


"Nothing, I said."


"Don Antony... does he... beat you?"


"No, he never beats me."


"So then? You can confide in me. Talk to me openly. Don't keep it all inside... I'd like to be your friend."


"Friend? I have no friends in this place."


"You could have me for one."


Silvio looked at him almost furiously and hissed, "Do you want my ass? I'm sorry, but it is the reserved property of don Antony. Mouth and ass! Nobody else can use them!"


"I know... Robert explained it to me. But why are you enduring all that? Over the months that I have observed you... you are unhappy."


"That doesn't matter at all. It's all right as it is."


"But Silvio..."


"Leave me in peace!... please..."


"As you like, Silvio. I'm sorry, forgive me. But remember, I want us to be friends. Sincerely."


"I can't, not even if I wanted to. Leave me alone..."


Vito nodded and left, going back to his quarters. But he was satisfied -- Silvio had talked more than usual. Possibly something was giving way inside him. Vito hated don Antony for what he was doing to the boy. A toy-boy! - an expression apparently so innocent, yet so cruel. A person to be used as a toy, and thrown away! But what could he do for the boy? Nothing, except offering him his friendship, his tenderness... if the boy would only accept them. How could he find his way into the boy's heart, to breach the wall that the boy built up to survive?


They met each other on an average of just a few minutes each week... Don Antony kept Silvio glued to his trousers day and night. The old bastard! Vito hoped to meet the boy in the gym or in the pool, but the boy was able to go there so seldom - always at different times and never for very long. So, Vito started wearing exercise shorts and bathing suit under his clothes, to be ready to follow Silvio if he saw him headed toward the gym or the pool. Thus, he finally managed to meet the boy again, alone, this time in the pool.


"Hi, Silvio!"


"Hi."


"How are you?"


"As usual."


"What was the matter with you, last time?"


"Are you still thinking about it?"


"I can't get it out of my head. You looked like you were about to cry. It made me feel bad..."


"Big deal."


"No, it's not... Why don't you want to tell me?"


"What for?"


"Sharing your problems might make them less heavy."


"Do you think so?"


"Yes. See, I would like to be your friend, as I told you."


"I'd like to be yours, too. But it's impossible... and there's no point in it."


"Why?"


"Because!"


"But isn't it awful being so lonely?"


"On the contrary."


"But you are just seventeen..."


"Right."


"Silvio... do you want me to leave you alone?"


"Yes... no..."


"Why don't you talk then."


"There is no time. There is no purpose..."


"Silvio, I would like to be your friend."


"You already said that."


"Let me be honest with you. At first, I just thought you were beautiful, and you are. I just wanted to find a way to make love with you. There, I've said it. I told you I'd be honest. But now, at the price of not even being able to give you a kiss... I really would like so very much to have you as a friend."


"Are you gay?"


"I am."


"Do you have a boyfriend?"


"Yes. No. Not a lover. Just a guy boy I mess around with. I mean, we don't have a relationship. Not like Robert and Chris, I mean -- they are in love..."


"Yes, they are."


"Why do you stay with don Antony?"


"I have to."


"What do you mean, you have to?"


"I cannot explain that to you."


"But you don't want to be his... his boy."


"Yes, I want it."


"I don't understand."


"It's too complicated."


"Chris told me how it was with him... and how he took you in front of him. For Chris it was bad, but for you it's got to be even worst... am I right?"


"I don't know."


Vito stretched out his hand and lightly caressed Silvio's cheek. The boy closed his eyes and shuddered, then at once moved away.


Vito said, "Sorry. I didn't mean to bother you..."


"No... only... it's better not to do that."


"Why?"


"I could... grow fond of you."


"And what's wrong with that?"


"Because I belong to don Antony."


"Nobody can belong to another."


"I do."


"Christ! We are in a free country!"


"I choose to belong to him. All is OK."


"But, holy shit! You are suffering!"


"It doesn't matter. I can stand it."


"Until when? And why?"


"Who knows? Forever?"


"Silvio!"


"Leave me alone, please! I worked so hard to manufacture my own reason for it... Don't make it all more difficult."


"Silvio... Can't I help you?"


"Nobody can. It's late, I have to go." Silvio said. He went to take a shower, then dressed and left hurriedly.


Vito decided he had to talk with Robert. The young man hated his father, so he would not betray a confidence. Rather, if he could, he probably would help Vito. So, as soon as they were alone, he talked to him about Silvio.


"Poor kid... I have no idea what can bind him to my father. But it's evident that my father has him in his fist."


"Silvio said that he wants that. I can't understand it."


"Yes. Useless asking my father. Possibly Joe Greco knows about that, but that guy... he is about as talkative as a grave."


"I could try to ask to Stan Greco..."


"I think that, even with his son, Joe is a grave. He's a true Mafia man. He doesn't see, he doesn't hear, he doesn't talk."


"I would like to be able to make Silvio open up a bit to me... but he doesn't want to."


"He's a proud boy. You like him, don't you?"


"Yes. And I like him more and more."


"Be careful! My father is jealous of his objects..."


"Silvio is not an object!" Vito protested irritably.


"He is as far as my father's concerned... You haven't fallen for him, have you?"


"I'm afraid so. There's something so attractive about Silvio..."


"You'd better snap out of it, until the right time comes. As long as my father is not tired of him, you haven't got a hope."


Vito could understand that Robert was right, but he could not, and didn't want to surrender. And he could not change what he was feeling for the boy. Rather, he was doing nothing but thinking of him. On a couple of other occasions, he tried to talk with Silvio but it seemed he was not able to make any progress. But Vito had no intention of dropping it.


One evening don Antony was in a night club with Vito, Joe Greco and Silvio. At a certain point the manager approached don Antony and whispered something in his ear.


Don Antony nodded and said: "Joe, come wit me. And you, Vito, please, see Silvio home. I will be at home arounda one a.m., I expect. Did you understand, Silvio?"


"Sure."


"Don Antony, it is only eleven. I would like to stay here a while longer. Would it be all right with you if I take Silvio home a little bit later?"


"Justa be careful, Silvio, to be at home before one o'clock. OK, have fun, Vito."


The two men left, then Silvio asked, "Why do you want to stay here longer?"


"So we will have a couple of hours to talk in peace."


"To talk? About what? And here?"


"At home it would be more difficult. And suspect. Here, under the eyes of everybody... we will be a lot safer."


"What do you want to tell me?"


"I... just one thing. Then I would like you, Silvio, at last, to talk."


"What do you want to tell me?"


"I love you, Silvio."


The boy looked at him amazed, then sketched a half smile, "You're completely crazy."


"Yes, for you."


"I belong to..."


"Don't even name him... or I'll kill him."


"Then you'd be killed at once."


"I hate that man."


"You're not the only one..."


"What did he do to you? What is he doing to you? How can he hold you in his fist in this way? You told me you want it... how can you want it?"


"It is a long story..."


"We have two hours. I'm listening..."


"But..."


"Please. I want to know."


"What for?"


"Please?"


And finally Silvio started to tell, slowly, with a low voice, almost without emotion, all his story. Vito listened, at first unbelieving, then furious, then moved.


"... as you see, I wanted it, and I can't step back. I don't want to. I gave myself of my own free will to him. I had no other choice."


"Do you love your father that much?"


"He gave me my life, he gave me the best years of my life, he gave me so much love... So I rescued him, his dreams, my Mum's dreams and my family. This gives me the strength to go forward. Do you understand, now? Do you understand that I have no hope?"


"What a bastard bitch, what a bastard bitch, what a bastard bitch! My God, Silvio... I love you! And now even more than before..."


"You are sweet, Vito. But it's useless. Forget me, it will be better..."


"Silvio, I love you... and I desire you."


"I'd rather not listen to you, not think of it... but... I like you a lot, Vito. But we can't do it. We can't do anything. It would just make all the problems worse, for both of us."


"It is only midnight. If we go immediately home, we could manage to..."


"No, Vito, it's not possible."


"But your family knows..."


"God forbid! My father would kill don Antony... he would try, I mean... and they would kill him before he could even get near don Antony."


"Silvio, I love you."


"Shut up, please."


"I love you!"


"Please!"


"If you ask me, I'll never tell you again. But I am in love with you."


"Me too... I think. But... we can't ever again say it. I beg you. I don't want anything to happen that would just make us both feel worse than now..."


"All right. I'll say it never again. But I'll continue to love you, Silvio, and to desire you. Never forget that, never doubt that."


"Now stop it, stop it, please..." Silvio said, his eyes brimming with tears.


Vito drove the boy home and all along the way, with one hand free from the steering wheel, he held Silvio's hand tightly. The boy answered the gesture in an almost spasmodic way, like somebody about to fall off a precipice who clings to the hand of the rescuer to be saved. A desperate hold, silent, but more eloquent than a thousand words. This was the only physical contact they had, after the light caress of some months before.




CHAPTER 5






Vito, after that evening when he had impulsively confessed his love to Silvio, felt his sentiments for the boy growing and strengthening. And now, the thought that don Antony was using his Silvio, whom he felt was somehow "his" despite their contacts were limited to a single, light caress on a cheek and to squeezing a hand in the car, made him feel ill.

About ten days later, he saw Silvio going to the gym and followed him at once. As the door closed, Silvio, who was already changing, saw Vito and gave him a weak smile. The young man drew near, took the boy in his arms, then kissed him. Caught unaware, Silvio returned the kiss, then shuddered, but pushed away almost violently.


"You fool! Anybody can see us!"


"Not in the sauna. There we can be safe."


"No, it's too dangerous... and mainly for you. Really. I don't want to."


"Silvio..."


"No, Vito... But I do nothing but think of you..."


"I, too. I'm becoming crazy thinking how you're being exploited by that..."


"Shush! Don't even name him."


"Come to the sauna, Silvio. Please?"


"No... I would'nt be able to resist you... it's better to do nothing... for neither of us to start. I wish you didn't even know me."


"But I do, and I love you."


"Vito... please. Don't make my life even harder than it is. Go away from here, or I have to leave."


"It would be strange, wouldn't it? They could suspect something, if one of us went out just after coming here."


"Possibly... God, how much I hate them. Everybody!"


"Everybody?"


"Not you, you know that..."


"How about Robert and Chris? They are not your enemies. On the contrary..."


"Maybe. Anyway they are strangers to me. You..."


"I?"


"Vito, I like you, I desire you... I am possibly falling in love with you and that scares me. I can't be in love with anybody, and that's a fact."


"We will find a way out..."


"And what? Run away? So he ruins my father, and we would have to hide for the rest of our lives, because he will seek his revenge... No, let things go as they have to. It is a lot better. If you really are in love with me, if you really want to help me, then forget me, leave me alone."


"You are cruel."


"Life is cruel."


"I want to kiss you again..."


"I want it, too. But then... It's better to listen to me."


"I want to touch you..."


"Don't come nearer... please... please..." Silvio murmured and tears flooded his eyes.


Vito stopped, nonplused, then murmured: "Forgive me, baby. I'm a selfish man. I won't touch you. I promise I won't touch you, but don't cry. Please, not because of me."


"It will be better if we train a little, now..." Silvio said with a tired voice, drying his tears.


"Yes..."


They went to the machines without another word, without looking at each other, both trying not to think. However, it was not easy. Each of them felt the presence of the other and suffered for the other's suffering.


After a while Silvio stood up and went in the stall to take a shower, dressed and went out murmuring a "ciao" full of sweetness, that penetrated straight into Vito's heart.


He saw Silvio every day, at the meals or in the corridors of the penthouse, but they exchanged not a word, nor made any sign. Nothing - because they were always under the eyes of somebody else.


They met again, accidentally, one morning a couple of weeks later, alone in the elevator. Silvio brushed Vito's hand with his and smiled. He returned the smile, uncertain. Silvio took Vito's hand and brought it to his lips and kissed it. Vito caressed his face, then drew nearer and kissed him on the mouth. Silvio returned the kiss then pushed him gently away, pointing at the floor light -- they were arriving at the underground garage. The doors opened. There were two waiting cars. Silvio got in don Antony's, Vito in that of Matt Russo. They left. The purpose was a visit to one of the family properties to solve a problem that a certain politician was causing. He had to be stopped, and they had the means to, but they had to plan the way carefully. They crossed the Loop and drove toward the night club on Blue Island where the meeting was to be held.


Once inside, the men discussed the problem. They assessed several ways of blocking the action of that politician - blackmail was one, as they had videos showing the man in an S&M orgy with three prostitutes paid by the Russos; another was to threaten his children's safety; still another, to threaten him physically; or to tempt him through some form of financial corruption. They eliminated the last possibility, no one being certain the man would sell himself. Furthermore, it might cost too much. They also discarded the possibility of direct threats because he served on the Anti-Mafia Commission and was too well protected by the police. Discussing the two remaining possibilities, they decided to use both at once. Daniel was charged to carry out the blackmail and Joe Greco the threats to the man's children -- a demonstrative, thirty-minute kidnapping of just one, the seven-year-old daughter, after which she would be freed with an anonymous message of warning, to which would follow a personal contact. These tasks had to be carried out leaving no trace, in the event the politician reported either or both to the police or to the FBI.


Don Antony didn't fear the FBI so much -- two of Musante's men worked in its Chicago bureau at a level high enough to be able to warn him in time and to help avert inquiries as they had in other cases. As for the police, there were seven or eight officers on the Russos' payroll, but none in a key position. They were useful only to inform him about forthcoming raids or searches. Therefore, in case of a report, it had to be impossible to follow a trail to the Russos. The law would of course suspect it was them, but they must be unable to find any evidence of that.


Vito, who took part in the entire discussion, imagined trying to set up don Antony by unveiling all the plans to the politician, but he didn't know the details of the action left to Daniel and to Joe Greco. Further, he feared the reaction of his father who might, in one way or another, come to know what he had done. However, Vito's overriding concern was how to free Silvio and the only idea that occurred - and recurred - to him was to kill don Antony. But how?


At a certain point in the discussion, don Antony stood up and said: "Continue amonga yourselves. De essential points are-a set. Later you tella me youra conclusions. I'ma gonna relax a while."


While he was going out, he called "Silvio!" Vito instantly understood that the old pig wanted to fuck the boy - and he hated the man even more ferociously. Watching them disappear behind a door, he instinctively brushed the butt of the pistol he had under his armpit, then slowly moved away his hand, almost reluctantly.


After forty five minutes, don Antony was back, a satisfied expression on his face, followed by Silvio, serious and impenetrable as always.


"Aaah! There isa nothin' better thana halfa hour in horizontal to find back one's energies!" the man said, buttoning his double-breasted jacket.


Vito cast a sidelong glance at the boy and saw him, his head straight up, looking at the others with a proud air, as if nothing happened. If the others knew what happened between the man and the boy, they pretended not to know. The boss's bed business concerned none of his men. It always has been so in all the families and clans, and it was much more so with don Antony.


One day, don Antony suddenly had to be admitted to a hospital to undergo emergency surgery for a gastric ulcer which had been neglected earlier. Knowing that, during the early stages of his recuperation, he would be unable to have sex, he authorized the boy to spend that period with his family, ready to be summoned back as soon as the man could resume his normal activities. Silvio left the hospital at once and went straight out to his father's house.


Vito, concerned at his love's absence from the penthouse, expressed his concern to Robert who told him where the boy was. Consulting the telephone book, Vito found only one Benito Di Stefano and decided to drive to Silvio's home to meet him. Reaching the address, he singled out the four story building where the Di Stefanos were living and parked. For a moment, he was uncertain whether to ring or to wait but, when he realized that perhaps the boy wouldn't come out of the house for hours, he left his car and approached the entrance. He rang the bell and the street door was open. He went up the stairs, checking the names on each door until he came upon a half open door and a young man looking at him.


"Di Stefano?" Vito asked with a smile.


"Who are you? What do you want?" the young man asked.


"I am a friend of Silvio's. Where he works, they told me he was at home for a few days..."


"Yes, but right now he's at Dad's shop. I'm going there. It's not far. If you want to wait a moment, we can go there together."


"All right, thank you."


"Come in. I have to change clothes, then we can go."


"Sure."


That had to be the older brother... what was his name? Giacomo, Giovanni... no, Giuseppe.


"You are his brother Giuseppe, aren't you?"


"Yes. Did Silvio tell you about me?"


"He did, and about his sisters and his brother-in-law..."


"We hardly ever get to see him. I mean, we don't see him any more. Work seems to take up all his time. He looks tired, tense... He's not really the Silvio he was two years ago before he started this job."


"That's when I met him, about two years ago, at the beginning of his job. What was he like, before?"


"Great! Happy. Full of life - like a regular sixteen-year-old kid. Only now... now he seems more like a grownup. I was impressed. He says he's well, and he wears expensive clothes. Yes... he misses nothing, as he says, but... Do you work with him? Are you one of the Russos' men?"


"No, I am a guest and a kind of... freelancer. But I didn't yet introduce myself. My name is Vito Musante."


"Musante? Of the Musante of..."


"Yeah, the same. For two years I have been a guest of don Antony Russo..."


"Forgive me, don Vito, I didn't know... I didn't offer you anything..."


"You don't need to call me don Vito. I'm just twenty-three years old. Call me just by my name, please. How old are you?"


"Twenty, almost twenty-one. Two more than Silvio. Here, I'm ready. If you want to go..."


Reaching the shop, Giuseppe greeted Maria and Sven, who were at the counters. Vito asked him not to introduce him as a Musante.


"Dad and Silvio?"


"They went down to the bar for a little while. They'll be back soon."


"This is a friend of Silvio's who wants to see him..."


"Ah. Well, take him to Tony's Bar."


"It's OK, I can wait here..."


"No, so at least I can offer you something..."


When they entered the bar, Silvio looked with surprise at Vito entering with his brother. They approached the table where Benito sat with his son.


"Sorry, Silvio, I heard you were back home and thought I'd drop by. May I steal a few minutes from your family? There are a couple of things I need to talk with you about work..."


"What work? Oh yeah, I understand. Sure. Go back to the shop with Giuseppe, Dad. I'll be there soon." He turned to Vito, "May I offer you something?"


Silvio's father and his brother said good bye and went out.


Then Vito said, "Forgive me, but I couldn't resist. I mean, I thought we could finally talk in peace. I don't want to steal you from your family, I understand that you want to be with them, but... we may never again have such an occasion... But, if you want me to leave, I can go immediately. I don't want to bother you... God, I'm babbling!"


"You surprised me, but I'm happy. I guess nobody knows you are here."


"Of course not. I found the address in the telephone book, and had the chance to meet your brother who was at home. I didn't know the address of the shop."


"You were lucky. When he comes back from the University he stops at home to change and goes to the shop to help."


"That young man behind the counter is your sister's husband, isn't he? The one who has all your papers in his bank, right?"


"Yes, the same."


"Your family, they all seem so likable."


"They love me. And I love them."


"It has to be why I like them, then."


Silvio smiled and said, "It's beautiful what you said."


"Now I see how much these days at home will do you good. If only 'that one' would die during his operation!"


"No hope for that. Not even the devil wants that bastard."


"I'll go now. You need your time with your family. I'm happy I saw you once out of there -- you already seem different."


"Different?"


"More spontaneous, more relaxed... You know, Giovanni finds that you've changed a lot..."


"Giuseppe, you mean. Yes, he told me so. Unhappily they know me well, I can't pretend with them."


"At least with them... and with me, you can stop pretending."


"I want to tell you something, before you leave..."


"Yes?"


"It helps me a lot knowing that I have you, inside there, I have to tell you. You are important to me. Like a sun ray in a prison cell."


"I would like to be a full sun, for you."


"I know. Thank you so much. Anyway I'm content with a ray. It's a lot better than the deep dark of before."


"I'll go, now. I've already stolen too much time from you."


"Will you come to see me again?"


"If you want me to, gladly."


"Can you, the day after tomorrow, in the morning?"


"Sure. What time? Where?"


"At home, at eight 'o clock. Everybody goes out. Dad takes Rosanna and Angelina to school then goes to fetch Maria and Sven. Giuseppe goes to the university. I'll say I want to sleep some more and that I'll meet them later, for lunch. I'll wait for you around eight-thirty, OK?"


"I'll come, for sure. If there's a mishap I'll call you."


"Do you have the number?"


"It's in the telephone book."


"Thank you, Vito."


"Thanks to you... Silvio."


They parted. Vito walked to Silvio's house and with his car took the Loop and went back to the Russo's penthouse.


The day after, although he was busy, passed terribly slowly. Daniel had installed himself in his father's studio and took care of the family business, assisted by Joe.


In the afternoon, while Vito was leaving the gym, he crossed paths with Stan.


The boy asked him, "Can't you stay a while longer?"


"I'm busy, I'm sorry."


"I wish you would. These days, my father's visits here last longer than usual and so..."


"I'm sorry, Stan. Really sorry. I'm very busy, and I've got to go"


"Don't ... don't you want me any more?"


"I've got a very demanding girlfriend, you see..." Vito said winking.


The boy sketched a smile and said, with a dissatisfied tone, "I see. Girls above all, of course."


"Sure. We are not fags, you and I."


"Sure, we aren't... But if... in the next days... I'll be here often..."


"We'll see, but it might be difficult. Ciao, Stan."


He felt a little badly to disappoint the boy, but he couldn't help it. Rather, it would have been better if his story with Stan ended at this point. Anyway he felt no remorse toward the boy. Theirs had been some nice episodes in a sex story that suited both. Stan and his pretense of not being gay!


On the following morning at six o'clock Vito was already awake. He showered, carefully shaved, and after having tried and discarded two or three suits, he donned simpler casual but elegant clothes. At last satisfied, he looked at his watch -- seven-fifteen. He went downstairs and got in his car. At five before eight he was already near Silvio's house. He made a turn and cruised the side streets to avoid the risk of being seen and recognized by Silvio's relatives. Again time seemed never to pass. Finally, at twenty-two past eight, he parked near Silvio's house. He rang the door bell and went upstairs. Silvio was waiting for him at the door, smiling.


God! That smile!


"Come in..."


"I'm a little early..."


"So much the better. Do you want some real Italian coffee? I was just preparing some..."


"Thank you."


"Come to the kitchen."


Silvio bustled with an old coffeepot, put it on the gas, took out two small cups and the sugar. Vito looked at him, at how he moved. Every gesture was fast, efficient. How much he liked that boy! - especially in the glossy, thin, turquoise colored fabric of the track suit that fit him so perfectly. It was just right for his complexion and hair color. Vito's feelings rose as the coffee gurgled. Silvio stirred the dark liquid with a small spoon then poured it in the two small cups. They sipped silently. Then Silvio took Vito's hand and caressed it lightly.


"I'm happy you are here... we can be together without worries, safely... we can chat quietly..."


"I feel... stirred up."


"Yes... I understand. I am, too. I was longing for my family to leave... I was checking my watch so often..."


"I was here before eight. I rode around and around in my car waiting for the right time. It seemed endless..."


"But now... you are here, Vito. We are at last together."


"I... I love you, Silvio."


"I know. I, too, love you, Vito."


"What can we do?"


"Nothing, unhappily. Just wait... but God knows how long."


Vito lightly caressed the boy's face and his neck. Silvio closed his eyes, savoring that shy, sweet caress. Vito's hand slipped under the track suit collar and caressed a shoulder, then the chest. Silvio shuddered and emitted a soft sigh. They drew nearer. Their mouths met in a kiss, at first light, then more and more intimate, deep, passionate. They stood up and their bodies brushed, touched, pressed one against the other, and they embraced. They caressed through their clothes. Soon each felt with his body the erection of the other.


"Come..." Silvio whispered and guided him, holding his hand. He took him to his bedroom. They slipped to the bed, still dressed, and caressed again for a long while, kissing each other. Their hands became gradually more daring and found the way to slip under the clothes and caress the naked skin of their chests, their backs, their sides.


"Undress me, Vito..."


"I... are you sure you want it?"


"Yes. And I want to undress you."


"We don't need to do... everything. It's already like a dream just being with you this way..."


"Undress me. Nobody ever did it... with desire. I feel I will enjoy it... I desire it..."


Vito slowly undressed him. Little by little, he unveiled the beautiful body and looked at its nudity with adoring eyes - eyes filled with love, with sweet desire.


"My God, how you're looking at me! Oh, Vito, the way your eyes caress me gives me shivers!"


"I love you, Silvio."


"I can see it... feel it... It's wonderful."


When the boy was completely naked, Vito caressed him lightly, for a long while, all over. Silvio started to undress his partner and, as he gradually uncovered Vito's lithe body, he began to press his lips to it, to stroke it with his fingers and to tease it with the tip of his tongue. That slow, wonderful ritual made Vito shudder. But when Silvio's lips met his erect member, Vito jolted back.


"No... not there..."


"Why?"


"I'll do it to you, but you... I don't want you have to do what he..."


"Shush! It's different, don't you understand? I desire doing it to you, it's me who desires it, do you understand? Because doing it to you is love. It's is like... purifying myself. And I also want, later, for you to take me. I want it because you'll take me with love, because at least I can feel that I'm yours... And because it might be the only time I can do it out of love. Don't deny me that, please..."


"Whatever you want, my sweet Silvio. But remember -- with me you only ave to do what you really want. For me, I only want to give you pleasure, to make you happy. My pleasure doesn't matter at all."


"It doesn't for you, but it does for me. Don't worry, don't think of anybody else. At last, we're together. Let's enjoy that."


Forgetting everything and everybody, they made love slowly, leisurely in fact - savoring the union they had desired so long, so hopelessly, and which now was so incredibly beautiful. They merged in all the possible ways, without limits, giving of themselves completely. Each looked for signs of approaching orgasm on the other's face and relished his pleasure.


When, at last sated, they relaxed, it was almost one 'o clock. Silvio was lying between Vito's arms and legs, somewhat curled, his cheek on his friend's chest. Vito caressed him lightly, almost cuddling him.


"It has been so wonderful, Vito. The best thing of all my life. Thank you... for your love."


"Thank me? I should thank you! This has been the most beautiful time of my life." He paused, "But now I have to ask... when can we be together again? When?"


"As long as I stay here at home, on these mornings, I'll wait for you... they all will be ours, except Sunday. But on Sunday you can come to have lunch with us, promise? So we can at least see each other all the same."


"Yes, sure. But... but then?"


"I'll come to the sauna as you asked me... we will find a way. Now, I can't do without you!"


"And I can't live without you. But... just knowing that you're in the hands of that... drives me crazy. It really drives me crazy!"


"You know that there is no solution, my love. You know it. It hurts me, but it is so, unhappily. And don't think of doing anything foolish. We'd get parted, or even killed. I believe there is a justice, a superior being. Something will happen, you'll see. We just must be patient, my love."


"My father raised me to be a man of action, so not being able to do something for you - you whom I love - is the most horrible thing in my life. I... I..."


"And I? What sort of a guy am I?"


Vito sweetly smiled, took Silvio's chin and, tilting it upward, kissed him gently. "You? You're the most wonderful thing in all my life!"


They met every day, for nine days. Then the feared telephone call came, and Silvio had to go back to don Antony and resume his role of a boy-toy.




CHAPTER 6






For Silvio and Vito a harrowing period began, relieved only by rare oases of happiness.

Silvio's sexual services to the boss were now heavier than ever. Before, in one way or the other, he managed to undergo the man's yen with some detachment and an almost mechanical efficiency, so that he could stimulate the man's enjoyment without having to prolong the acts very much. Now, instead, he was feeling all the burden and humiliation of his life. Only with great effort did he manage their sexual situations so that the boss did not feel that something had changed. Luckily, the man's callous indifference about the boy's feelings helped. Memories of the beautiful mornings he spent with Vito at his father's home, revived by sporadic encounters in the gym's sauna, were the only things that allowed him to go forward. His awareness of Vito's love - even though the two pretended indifference in the presence of others - was what gave Silvio the strength he needed.


Vito's situation was similar. Only his fear of risking harm to Silvio or his family forced him to bear that horrible situation. More and more he hated don Antony. Just thinking that the man used his boy for nothing more than a sexual device bought in a porno-shop made him feel terribly bad. Vito was wracking his brain to find a solution. That he didn't succeed made him feel powerless, useless and ever more wrathful. He began to feel that what don Antony made his Silvio undergo was being done, in effect, to himself.


Once he asked Silvio, "If I could put together two hundred, three hundred thousand dollars and would give the sum to your father, then couldn't he pay back don Antony all that he owes, and your arrangement would be over?..."


"Oh you think so? First of all, how could my father accept such a sum? From whom? From me? And how could I justify it? From you? Such a gift? Why? A loan? My father has always believed that you can't pay off one loan with another loan. And don Antony... One day he told me, 'Your father will never be able to putta together alla de money to give-a me back, never. Derefore you belonga to me forever ana nobody cana take you away froma me. You are-a mine, you willa be mine forever'. I told him, 'I'll became old, you will get tired of me', 'No,' he said, 'when I'll be eighty, you'll just be forty-five. You will still have a gooda body to fuck. Who gives a shit about your father's debt, at this point! I own you. I want you. You have-a the best ass and mouth in the world, picciotto! And you belong to me...' Therefore, my Vito, do you see..."


During one of his periodic visits to his father's home, Vito confided everything to Felice and Peter, the only friends he could trust. The two friends, alas, could offer him nothing more than understanding and sympathy. The only solution that Vito could imagine would be to get don Antony killed, but how could he do that without risking don Carmine's wrath at the very least or, worse, without starting a terrible war between the two families? He dared not even to think about that!


Vito, continuing to report to his father, tried always to show don Antony Russo under the most unfavorable light, but all he got from don Carmine was the consideration that, yes, Russo was a disagreeable person, a bastard in fact, but that he was efficient and trustworthy. Therefore, he had to remain in his place.


From time to time Sivio and Vito managed to meet alone in the penthouse gym, when they would withdraw to the small sauna and make love. On those occasions, Vito provided Silvio with all the tenderness and love that he knew the boy needed. But those were fleeting moments, rare and precious for both. Sometimes, they could do nothing because a third person was present. When the third person was Robert or Chris, they could unite in love freely since both friends shared the same contempt for the boss and were happy if Silvio cheated on him with Vito.


The two lovers continued in secret this way, except for long breaks when don Antony traveled taking his toy-boy with him. At times, Vito felt as though he were going crazy, but so strong was his character that he managed to control himself and to overcome even the darkest moments. And each time he succeeded in reuniting with his beloved Silvio, Vito felt regenerated.


Once it happened that Vito was in the gym for about ten minutes when Silvio arrived.


"I was hoping to find you here. I have about an hour. Will you come, love?" the boy asked, rapidly undressing and slipping inside the sauna.


Vito followed, ridding himself of his training clothes and reaching for a towel. At once, the two were in each other's arms, kissing.


Useless towels discarded, each dedicated himself to his partner with the accumulated passion of all the days they'd remained apart. Their bodies sought each other hungrily, thirstily. They united in a sixty-nine of such passion that both came almost at once. The briefest lull was all they needed to continue - more calmly, with more tenderness, each offering himself to the other. Fresh in their virility and their manly, yet gentle beauty, they loved reciprocally. Vito was sweetly penetrating Silvio, massaging his inner parts with that long, shivering rod which the boy relished against his prostate, when they heard the noise of the gym's door opening. In near panic, they parted, grabbed the nearby towels and sat in front of one another on two benches, trying to hide their erections. They had just sat down as a face peeped fleetingly through the small window of the sauna's door. It was Stan. After a short while, the unwelcome boy entered, wearing his towel, greeted them and went to sit near Vito. Silvio allowed a couple of minutes to pass before standing up, saying good-bye and leaving. Stan stood, to look through the small window. Turning towards Vito, he let his towel slip to the floor and showed him his erection.


"He's gone. Take me, Vito. Fuck my ass. Come on! It's been ages since the last time," he said going near Vito and opening his towel. "You're already hard... push it all inside my hole!"


"No, stop it. I don't feel like, today. Leave me alone."


"Why? I know you were having your fun with the boss's toy. So, do it with me. Come on!"


"Don't talk bullshit! Nobody dares to touch don Antony's boy! And anyway... we are not fags, are we? We both prefer girls, we have to stop doing those things."


"Let's cut this bullshit. You're a fag, and I'm a fag. I like this beautiful cock you have and the way you are able to fuck my ass. Do you know what I want? I want to suck that thing for a while, then I want you to screw it all inside my asshole! I want you to fuck me until you fuck out my soul." Suddenly, he asked, "Was he giving you head, when I interrupted you?"


"Stop it! We were doing nothing at all. I like girls, and you know it."


"Yeah, but you used to like putting it inside my ass, didn't you? And you taught me to give head. Anyway, how come you both had a hard-on? If you fuck the boss's little whore, I don't give a shit. But you have to fuck me also."


"Listen, Stan, if you are a fag, it is just your business, but I am not one. That's right, we had our fun, you and I, because I didn't have a girl available back then. But now I have one, so it's over between us. Now that I have my woman, a real bombshell, I don't give a shit about a boy."


"Vito, I need cock!"


"Then look for somebody else. It shouldn't be difficult, with that nice ass you have!" Vito said sharply and left the sauna.


Stan was furious. He wanted Vito, he wanted to bend him to his will. Just because he was don Carmine's son, the bastard thought he could do as he pleased, but he was wrong, really wrong! Stan fumed, "I'll show him." He wanted revenge. An idea suddenly occurred to the outraged boy. He dressed and went to the hall to wait for his father to come out of don Antony's studio.


"So you're already here, Stan? I'll go just a moment downstairs, then we can go. Just thirty more minutes, all right?"


"Sure dad, there's no hurry."


As soon as Joe Greco went away, Stan knocked at don Antony's door.


"Come-a in!"


"I'm sorry, don Antony, I don't know if this is a good time..."


"Ah, that's you, Stan. What's up?"


"I have a request to ask you..."


"Tell me, picciotto."


"It's a private matter..." he said, turning with his head towards Silvio who was sitting in a corner of the studio.


"OK... Silvio, out." the man said.


"Well, don Antony, mine is not really a request. You know that we Grecos always have been faithful and devoted..."


"That'sa true. So what?"


"Well, I know you care about the picciotto who just went out... you have always him at your side..."


"Silvio? Yes, I care... he is like-a my son," the man said with an ironic smile.


"Exactly. Thats's why I feel it's my duty to warn you... to tell you... Even if it is not easy..."


"Well? What's up?"


"Well, I was in the gym, and Silvio was in the sauna with Vito Musante, and Mr. Musante... how can say I say it... was taking advantage of your Silvio."


"What! What are you saying? Are you sure?"


"Yes, sir... I saw them with these eyes. Vito Musante once tried it with me... He's a goddam faggot from head to toe."


"And he was taking Silvio?"


"Yes, he was using the boy like a girl, if you see what..."


"Oh? You dida da right ting to warn me. You're a good picciotto. I'll remember you. Get Silvio ina here right now. And don't you tell anybody about dis, understand? Do I make-a myself clear?"


"Yes sir, don Antony. I'll keep it to myself."


When Silvio re-entered the studio, don Antony said nothing. He simply stood up, closed the door and locked it. Silvio understood, lowered his trousers and underpants and took his position. Don Antony fucked him with vigor, almost with violence, as if to reaffirm his ownership.


When he was sated, don Antony said, "Look, if Joe isa still here. If he didn't leave, tell him I need him."


"Immediately, don Antony." Silvio answered, then adjusted his clothes and went out.


When Joe was in the boss's studio, the man said him, "Vito Musante has to disappear. It's gotta look like an accident, so you gotta organize everything to perfection."


"Vito Musante? Forgive me, don Antony, but... He is a Musante, and his family..."


"Even if he wasa God da Father ina person, he'sa gotta disappear! You hear me? And ifa it's an accident, his family cana only curse their bad luck. Do da job well, with no hurry, with no traces. I trusta you. I don'ta care about da details. I just wanna him to die."


"All right, as you want, don Antony. Rely on me."


"Yeah, anda one more thing. I wanna the sauna in my gym rebuilt. Geta somebody to dismantle it immediately and have-a da technician bring his catalogs of da newest and besta saunas. But have da old one taken out now. I can't stand it no more."


"All right, don Antony. Any more orders?"


"No, you can go, Joe."


Don Antony didn't think for a moment of taking revenge on Silvio. One doesn't punish an object. After all, the boy was carrying out his duty. Moreover, the boss knew it was not convenient for him to get rid of the boy. And all considered, he was not really interested in the shop -- it represented just a miserable sum in his budget. But a boy with which amuse himself without problems, always ready and "wanting" to please him, that he could use when and where he most liked, that was hard to replace. Anyway, first of all, he had to take away the possibility he could have fun behind his back, and then he had to get rid of the viper that Musante had put on his bosom. Two birds with one stone.


Silvio and Vito were totally unaware of the storm that was preparing to burst over their heads. When they saw workers dismantling the sauna, they understood that their secret meetings would be impossible for a while but took heart over the potential of the new sauna that would be in place soon, so that they could resume then. For some days they only managed to exchange a few, hurried words, but circumstances never allowed them to able to be alone.


Meanwhile Joe was organizing the accident in which Vito was meant to die. For this, he involved Willy Parker, Chris D'Angelo and Jerry Mattoli. The plan was to tamper with the automatic system controlling the doors and windows of Vito's car, so that once locked they could be opened only from outside with the key, and to tamper with the brakes so that, in case of an investigation, they would seem naturally worn and torn. Then, on the occasion of Vito's first trip back home, using some cars and a truck, Vito's car would be forced off of the road so that it would plunge into Lake Michigan. The brakes would not work, the doors and windows would not open and Vito would be drowned like a rat before anybody could rescue him. The tampering with Vito's car had to be done during the night before his departure, in the underground garage, Chris being charged with the task of having it "modified" in the right way. The other vehicles involved in the accident needed to be "clean" cars - not stolen - and the truck's driver would have to be sent abroad so that neither the police or the Musantes could find him. The drivers of the other cars, who had to "witness" the accident and "try to rescue" Vito, necessarily had to be "respectable" people, with no traceable connections to the Russos, but fully trustworthy. Willy had to find the truck driver and the witnesses and Jerry had to communicate the date, the time table and the routes of Vito's trips.


Chris started at once to locate the experts for his job, but he first confided in Robert.


"I have to carry out my job in the best way possible, but... What do you think, should we warn Vito or not?"


"I don't know. I don't understand why my father wants him dead. He said nothing about it to me."


"Don't you think that, somehow, he discovered what's been going on between Vito and Silvio?"


"It could be... Oh, shit, yes! I now understand why he had the sauna dismantled and why he still hasn't decided to choose the new model! That's where Vito and Silvio... What a son of a bitch, my father!"


"Yes... it's so... What do you think we should do?"


"You, carry out your job the best way you can, so that they cannot suspect you if something doesn't work right. And be careful never to be caught talking in secret with Vito. I'll warn him. Holy shit, if I can cheat on my father...by saving Vito's life, it would be real fun!"


Thus, as soon as Robert was alone with Vito, he warned his friend about the plot.


Vito listened in silence, then said, "Thank you, Robert. I'll never forget what you are doing for me."


"What are you thinking of doing now? You could decide at the last moment not to use your car, but then my father would just try again, and I might not be in a position to help you a second time. Wouldn't it be better for you just to leave us and to go back to your father for good?"


"I can't decide to leave. That depends on my father. Anyway I have no intention to leave Silvio. I'll find some solution. Thank you, for now."


"Be careful..."


"Don't doubt it. Anyway, the fact that he needs to have it look like an accident, puts him at a disadvantage. Thank you."


"What will you do, then?"


"I don't yet know. I'll think about. Just... Silvio must not hear about this problem, promise me!"


"Sure, I agree. Best wishes."


With due wariness and prudence, Vito went to a public telephone. Using his father's secret number, he told him about the outrage that don Antony was mounting against him.


"What you are-a telling me isa serious... Are-a you sure?"


"Yes, of course. What do you want me to do, now?"


"Nothing. I'lla provide. When all isa ready I'll call you, telling you to-a come home. You will leave witha your car. Just drive carefully. Don'ta let anybody follow you while ina town. Then go to Felipe Sanchez's garage ona Lake Drew. You know wherea it is, don't you?"


"Yes, dad."


"Meet Mike Larriaga there and he willa tell you whata I decided. Don't worry, picciotto, nothing will happen to you. And don Antony will nota try that a second time."


"I'm not afraid, dad."


"I know. Take care."


Vito went back to the Russo's penthouse and, as if nothing had happened, resumed his usual life. All seemed to proceed in the utmost normality. Vito's biggest burden was that he could not risk any form of private contact with Silvio. Moreover don Antony seemed not to part from his toy-boy for more than ten minutes at a time. The young man's occasional visits home were stopped altogether.


Three days later, Vito's father called, talked business with don Antony as if everything were normal, then asked to talk with his son, to whom he simply said, "We are-a waiting fora you at home. Leave tomorrow morning. Dere isa no hurry, so don'ta run ona de way home."


Vito understood that his father was ready. Of course he couldn't talk clearly at the phone but, on the following morning, he would meet his brother-in-law Mike and then he would know. He was safe, but what to do for his Silvio? He could not, he didn't want to abandon his beloved. "One problem at a time," he told himself.


On the following morning, after saying farewell with don Antony, who even gave him a present for his father, he left. He ascertained he was not followed and went to Felipe's garage at Lake Drew. There he met Mike, and a man who bore an astounding resemblance to himself.


"Look, he is your double. And he is a skilled scuba diver. He will use this car, which is identical to yours. My men are already swapping the license plates. He will let them push him into the lake. Our men will be waiting for them all long the road. They will intercept the truck driver and the witnesses soon after the accident and make them spit out the truth. Felipe will check your car to see where and how it had been sabotaged. You will come with me in my car. Nobody will see you leave Chicago. If everything turns out to be as you told your father, this will be the end for don Antony. Now I'll take you home, your father is waiting for you. We will take the internal road."


"I would have liked to see to my own... death. Are you sure that my double can save himself?"


"Sure, the doors will open and he'll use that scuba gear he hid under the seat. He'll go down with the car, then he'll swim underwater to another point of the lake. He is an expert scuba diver, don't worry."


"Wouldn't it be strange if the truck driver and the witnesses disappear after the accident?"


"One more puzzle to solve for don Antony. We will move before he can understand what's happening. As soon as we are safe. Our men are already here in Chicago, ready for a signal."


"In the Russo's clan there are three people I owe my life to. I don't want any harm to come to them.


"All right. Who?"


"Robert Russo, Sivio Di Stefano and Chris D'Angelo."


"I'll give orders for this. We will do no harm to any of them. We are interested only in don Antony."


They left in Mike's car. Its darkened windows prevented anyone's seeing Vito from outside. When they reached his father's villa, Vito was informed that the accident had already happened. His car had been checked and they found the tampering exactly as Vito told. The truck driver and the witnesses had been captured and already were spitting out the truth. His double had no problem. Don Antony's hours were numbered.


Vito told his father he wanted to go back to the Russo's. His father didn't agree. "Why?" he wanted to know.


Vito told him, "In this way they cannot connect our revenge with you. Moreover, because there is a person I want to take away from there, I must go."


"Who's thisa person? Why are-a you so interested ina him, or her?"


"He is a picciotto. He helped me. I want to help him, now. He's in terrible danger. I don't need a lot of time, just enough to find some compromising documents, then take him away. I don't want don Antony's men to take revenge on him."


"I don'ta know... at thisa point the accident happened..."


"Not officially, from what I understand. The cars, the truck and their drivers did just disappear, didn't they? Therefore I didn't have any accident, so I will just go back as if nothing happened. With my car, the real one, tampered with by them. They will think that something didn't work. They will try again. But before they can, you will get rid of don Antony and I will move."


"It coulda be done. How comes dat you care so much fora dat picciotto? What isa he for you?"


"My best friend. I want to pull him out of trouble."


"It's a dangerous game, but... all right."


"Will you tell me the day of the execution?"


"No. It cana be any day, from now on."


"Good. I'll go back to Chicago tomorrow, then. Give orders so that today and tomorrow your men will not move."


"Okay, Vito."


"And... after you get rid of don Antony, have you decided who to replace him with?"


"Hisa son Daniel, I think."


"Wouldn't Robert serve better as a replacement?"


"He isa son number three, so I don'ta think it woulda be easy. We have rules to follow. But I'll think abouta your suggestion."


The day after this conversation, Vito drove back to Chicago in his own car, discretely escorted by the Musante men. He was careful to have the windows down, so that he could eventually open the car from the outside when he had to get out. Reaching the Russo's garage, he asked the technician to check what happened to his car doors which had ceased to work... When he arrived upstairs in the Russo's penthouse, nobody shoved any sign of amazement. He talked briefly with don Antony handing him a present from his father. When Robert saw him, asked him why he came back.


"I have to do something for Silvio."


"But my father will try to kill you again. I don't understand why the accident didn't happen. There's been no word about the witnesses or the truck driver. They've disappeared... My father ordered a search to find them. He is mad - furious, particularly with Joe Greco."


"I don't mind the risk I'm taking."


"You really are in love with that boy, aren't you?"


"Yes, and he is with me. Listen, your father has some documents that keep Silvio in a kind of double bondage to him. As long as your father has those documents, Silvio is his prisoner."


"I can't get them for you. My brothers and I are the only ones other than my father who know the combination of his safe. Not even Greco knows it. Daniel is absent, he is at your father's place. Matt comes and goes, but now he's not at home either... If he were to discover those documents missing, my father would suspect me at once. And I couldn't justify why I took them..."


"I'm not asking you to do that. I'll find a solution."


Two days later, at night, while don Antony was coming out from his restaurant in Windsor Park, two gangs of hoodlums, one of black youths and the other of Puerto Ricans, had a showdown and don Antony found himself caught between them and was riddled with shots. In the melee, his men killed five youths of the two gangs, while the others ran away. Taken immediately to the nearest hospital, don Antony died as the doctors and nurses were doing their best to save him. Silvio had been brushed by a bullet but had only a superficial wound to his arm. Joe's call from the hospital woke Robert and the others.


Urgently, Vito took Robert aside and told him, "Your father is dead. Now open his safe, before going to the hospital. Please!"


"You... it was all organized by your father, wasn't it?"


"Possibly. I can't say for sure. But I need you to open the safe for me - now, quickly!"


"Why not. Come on."


"Are you mad at me?"


"No. My father got what he deserved. But... my advice is -- take the documents and run for your life. This will get tracked back to you and there'll be war. I won't be able to protect you." He opened the safe and stood aside.


"First, I'll go to the hospital with you. But I have to get Silvio. Absolutely!"


"All right. Did you find the documents?"


"Yes, here they are... Here's everything Silvio told me about."


"Good, let me close it. Now let's go to the hospital."


"Robert, my dad knows that you helped save my life. No harm will be done to you."


"If my brothers decide to make war against the Musante clan, I have to take their side. Do you understand?"


"Yes, I do. I'll tell it to my dad and he will understand, too."


They went to the hospital.


Vito at once singled out Silvio, went near to him and whispered, "When you see me going to the elevator, come over immediately. I'll take you away."


"You take me away? You know that I can't..."


"I have all of your documents with me now. Everything is OK. The others can't do anything to the shop. I have everything with me - the loan documents and your contract. Everything, don't you get it? Your dad and you are finally free. You're out of it, believe me."


"Oh my God. I trust you. Thank you."


When Joe and Robert entered the room where don Antony's corpse was, Vito headed towards the elevator, at once followed by Silvio. Once on the street, they took a taxi to Felipe's garage. There Vito asked for a custom-built car and went to Sven's house. Silvio's brother-in-law, dazed and worried by that unforeseen visit in the deep of night, listened as he was told that the documents in the bank were no longer useful, that there was no time to explain anything more, but not to worry if, for some weeks or even months, he didn't receive any news. Sven nodded in assent, embraced Silvio and wished him the best, even if he couldn't understand what was happening.


Then they left in a hurry, driving to Wisconsin, to the Musante's villa. Along the way Vito told Silvio about the attempt to murder him and about the reason for don Antony's death.


"While we were waiting for Robert and you," Silvio responded, "I heard Joe saying that the showdown of those two gangs didn't convince him, that it was just a stunt. I think that he guessed the truth, even if he never named your family."


"If and when he ever knows that we did it, the two of us will be in a safe place."


"Wouldn't your family find my presence odd? Wouldn't we have to continue to meet in secret like before?"


"No. I've decided to give up this sort of life, to start from zero with you. I have a project in mind... Would you come to New Zealand with me?"


"Why to New Zealand?"


"I've been thinking about it for a while. Down there neither the Musante nor the Russo have contacts of any kind. We will go there with fake documents and we will start a new life together. Are you game?"


"Sure I am!"


"Will it be hard for you to live so far apart from your family?"


"I already met with then so seldom... Now that I know they don't face any more risks, I am only interested in being with you, finally in peace. What will we do there?"


"I have a lot money in the bank. We will start something together to earn a living. We will think about it during the journey."




CHAPTER 7






Having reached his father's villa, Vito introduced Silvio to the family and asked that he be given a room in the guest wing. Then, after talking with his father about don Antony's death and about its immediate, foreseeable consequences, he looked for Felice and Peter. Once alone with his two friends, he detailed all the recent events about himself and Silvio, then asked their help to move to New Zealand with his lover.

"It won't be easy at all, doing such a thing, hiding from your father. I'll help you, sure," Peter said, "but... wouldn't it be easier if you talked directly with don Carmine? He could do a lot more for you than both of us together..."


Felice spoke up, "Come on, Peter, you know him, don't you? If our boss knew about Vito and Silvio... just like about you and me... he's an old-fashioned man. He would never accept such a thing, so forget about him... God forbid! The biggest problem is to get the fake documents for you both. I mean, they aren't really hard for us to get, but it'll be tricky without your father finding out about it... If we just could buy the fake documents outside the family's circuit, it would be safer. All we can do is try. But..."


"You'll help me, won't you?" Vito asked.


"You know we will. After all, we're friends. Your Silvio seems a very nice boy. How is he in bed? Is he good?" Peter asked.


"He's a dream - above all because we are in love. We really love each other..." Vito answered with gleaming eyes.


"Yeah. Well, you stirred up a helluva big hornet's nest for him. He has to be more than worthy, that kid." Felice said.


"I'd do it again a thousand times. I had to take him away from that pig don Antony."


"Damn, the kid really conquered you, didn't he?" Peter asked with a smile.


"He's no longer a kid. He's nineteen, now. For three years he has been the toy-boy of that goddam pig. But don Antony has paid for it, at last. So, to hell with that for now. Tell me, you two, how are you doing? Has either of you found a steady?"


"No way. Mostly we play around together, as in the good old times. Felice has half a crush on a Japanese waiter at a nearby restaurant, the Sayonara, but they can seldom meet because they have to hide from the boss and also from the boy's father, the poor things. You know how it is for us who work at the direct orders of don Carmine. And as for me, I don't have a boyfriend right now. But I can tell you something interesting that we've discovered. Did you know that your brother Stefano has a boyfriend?"


"Stefano? Do you mean that he's gay, too? I can't believe that! Come on, it's not possible!"


"No, I'm not telling you he's gay. Rather, I believe your brother is bisexual. I happened to have sex a couple of times with a hot stud who was working at the Blue Bell. You know where it is, don't you?"


"Yeah. So?"


"Well, that boy is no longer working there, because he became your brother's personal valet and lives in his house." Felice explained.


"That doesn't mean a thing. You're full of shit," Vito objected.


"No way. I know what I'm talking about. I did it with the guy again - since he's been working for Stefano... and he told me that, now and then, Stefano does it with him, that he hired the boy exactly for that purpose. So then I thought that, when the day comes that Stefano will be boss, Peter and I could at last live our lives safely. What do you think? Each of us can have his boyfriend and live with him without too many problems."


"Why, are you tired of me already?" Peter asked jokingly.


"No, it's not that. You know that I still like doing it with you. I think you have no doubts about that..."


"Yes, I know, I was just pulling your leg. But, no matter how fine we are together, I'd like to have my own boyfriend and a life without problems."


"Possibly your nice little Japanese," Felice smiled maliciously.


"Possibly, why not?" Peter answered, smiling at his turn.


"So, you're sure Stefano is bisexual... Maybe he can understand me now, and perhaps... He's always been good to me - ever since childhood. Maybe I can ask him to help me right..."


"Except that right now Stefano is at don Rino Carmineo's..." Peter objected.


"I can go there to see him... with my Silvio. I'll tell him everything and ask him to give us a hand..."


"Hell, man, you can try. But, for God's sake, don't tell him we know about him and his little, hot Brian, all right? And don't tell him anything about Peter and me, for the moment. We'll tell him when the time's right."


"Sure. Thank you, guys. You're really two good friends."


"You know you can always count on us, don't you?"


Vito explained the whole situation to Silvio. Two days later they went together to visit Stefano. Meanwhile the war between the Russo clan and the Musante clan erupted.


Once he was at Stefano's, Vito spotted Brian. He was an ephebic boy, gentle, simple and kind. Vito liked him at once. After greeting his sister-in-law and their children, he asked his brother to see him alone.


"Stefano, I need your help badly."


"Tell me, does it have anything to do with the war against the Russos? Dad told me that you were the cause."


"Partially. If I entrust you with a truly personal secret, will you keep your mouth shut about it?"


"You don't need to offend me, Vito. Sure I will!"


"Stefano, my brother - above all, with dad?"


"Didn't I always cover up your pranks when you were little?" Stefano answered, smiling and tousling his hair affectionately.


"Yes... just this is a... a lot more serious prank than all the others put together."


"You must be in deep shit."


"Well, not yet, but... listen, first of all, you've got know that I'm gay..."


"Well, OK. It's your lifestyle, little brother."


"And the friend who is here with me, Silvio - he's my boyfriend."


"You have good taste... He seems a fine young man - elegant, refined. Everything about him seems to be all right."


"Silvio and I are in love. It is not just an adventure, you see, we want to live together. Can you handle that?"


"Before I answer that, I'll tell you a secret. You opened up to me, so I'll take you into my confidence. I think it's right. I like girls and boys. I have my wife and my boyfriend - Brian, my valet. Under the pretext that he is my valet, I have no problem in keeping him near to me and in taking him to my bed without our father suspecting anything, because this is the problem isn't it? You can do the same with your Silvio, can't you?"


"Shit no, for two reasons. First, I don't have the excuse of a wife and I don't want to have it. Second, for me Silvio is way too important to treat him like a valet. And at home with Dad, we never could seclude ourselves to make love... You know how our home is, there are always people around and... and, you know how Dad is. If he even suspected..."


"Yeah, I know very well. He hates fags. Oh, sorry, I didn't say that to offend you, of course. Anyway, at least as long as you are here with me, you can do whatever you want safely. Your bedrooms are communicating, as you're aware. It's unintentional, but so much the better, isn't it? You can take advantage of that in complete safety..."


"Thanks, we will, but the problem is not just that. I would like to live apart from our family, to go away with Silvio and start over again. I want a quiet life with him, being able to love him without needing to continue hiding non-stop, without the fear of being discovered. But if Dad found out, he'd never let me live my way. You know how he is. Worse, he'd never let me to leave the family. You know that, too. So, I'm afraid that Silvio and I have to run away."


"Well, that's certainly romantic. But, if you run off, Dad will do anything to find you. You know how much he values his sons. He's a real, old-time patriarch... What makes you think you could get away with doing that?"


"That's why I came to see you and am asking your help. We want to elope to the other side of the world, to New Zealand - and there to make a new life together."


"New Zealand... maybe that's not a bad choice."


"But we have to cross borders and book flights with fake documents so that our tracks are lost. Can you help us get the fake documents so that our father cannot trace either of us?"


"I might be able to... What about money? Do you need money?"


"I've got a little... around three hundred thousand."


"Probably not enough. Tell you what, I'll match it. If you have to start a new life from zero, the more money you can count on, the easier it will be, right? Do you need anything else, little brother?"


"No, Stefano. I thank you from the bottom of my heart..."


"Are we brothers or aren't we? Now go to your... Silvio, is his name, right? Make love safely, nobody will disturb you. I'll do some phone calls about your new documents. We'll meet for supper, and I'll let you know what's happened."


"You know, Stefano, I'd never suspect you liked boys, too."


"Only if they're young and tender. But I'd never give up a hot girl for a boy. And what about you? I would never have suspected you, my smart-ass little brother! Did you ever go to bed with a girl, Vito?"


"No. I'm aroused only with a male. Anyway, about Silvio, the more he matures, the more I'm drawn to him. Silvio is manly, the way I like."


"Yes, I saw that. Just to look at him, I'd say he is the classic women-squanderer, as they say in Sicily. But he must like manly boys, because you don't seem effeminate at all, little brother."


"It's true, and we go together really well, really well. And when we start making love... we never want to stop..."


"Listen, my best wishes, Vito. I'll do anything I can to help you, I promise. And, now that you and I laid our cards on the table and have no more secrets from each other, I can also confess something else to you - When I was twenty-five and you were fourteen or fifteen, I dreamed several times of trying it with you... I liked you a lot."


"What's that, a proposal?" Vito asked with a smile.


"No, not now. You're too old and too manly for my tastes. It's too late. I like teenagers."


"And did you ever think about our brother Donald? He used to seem so sexy..."


"Yeah, I did, until three or four years ago. But I never tried anything with him either, out of fear that Dad could discover it. I did my school mates, mainly the freshmen in high school and, later, in college. Then, as I got a little older, I tried some young hustlers. I like teenagers so I always have to be very careful to avoid trouble with their parents or with the law. Up to now I've been lucky..."


"And now you have Brian..."


"One more year, perhaps two. Then he will be too mature..."


"What? Brian? He seems to be such a good boy."


"Yes, and he hasn't gotten a swollen head. He's very sweet in bed and available, but also very hot and lively and he likes making love the same way I like. When he becomes too much of a man for my taste, I'll find him a good job and I'll look around for another valet, hoping to be lucky again."


"Is Brian gay?"


"Yeah, sure, but he's not a swish. Only a gay boy knows how to make love with a man the right way. Otherwise, they're a dead loss. It takes a gay boy to know how and where to touch a man to give him pleasure. Brian is really into it. Nights with him are more than pleasurable, believe me. Only, I'm sorry to say, in time he will attract me less and less..."


"I have an idea. You could set up a sports team of some sort for teenagers. You know, like basketball or swimming or baseball... trained by a good coach who's also gay... It wouldn't be very difficult to find such a guy. He could screen the boys to see who'd be game without problems. Once he knew which ones were gay, then he could point them out to you so that you can choose one for yourself... In this way you would always have replacements - an inexhaustible tank of young boys, tender and available - wouldn't you?"


"You're a real genius, little brother! It'd be a wonderful idea - Stefano Musante, the Patron of Juvenile Sports. Damn, that's a great idea..."


"Before you get too carried away, can I ask you about the women's side? Is your wife enough for you? Or do you also have a... girlfriend?"


"No, I don't need any girl. My wife's enough. She's magnificent in bed, hot and uninhibited. She's able to satisfy me in every way a woman can... You understand what I'm talking about, don't you? It's just that I also like taking a boy too much to give it up. The feelings are different, and both are very beautiful."


"Your wife's really beautiful and smart also. Of course, she doesn't know anything about your tastes..."


"On the contrary, she knows very well."


"She knows? And she doesn't mind?"


"As you said, she's smart - savvy, in a way. When we got engaged, I told her openly about my... variegated tastes. And I told her - I don't want to lie to you, but I know myself. I love you. But no woman is enough for me. Sexually, I need a boy sometimes. So, if you allow me to have my boys occasionally, on the side, I will always love you above anyone else. Otherwise, it'd be better for us not to marry at all."


"Wow! And how did she take it?"


"She was quite surprised, but said that she, too, loved me. She thanked me for being so sincere. She thought a bit, then asked me if I would be willing to see that she and our children missed nothing in life as a family, and if I agreed to that, then she would accept the rest. Money wasn't an issue, she told me, but my affection and respect were. And of course, in view of the sort of society we live in, I had to agree not to be the cause of any scandal, any scandal that would hurt us as a family, or her as my wife or our children. So I assured her, 'I really love you. When I'm with my young men it will just be for physical relief, even though I might grow somewhat affectionate with a few of them.' Then she added one more condition: I could have all the boys I wanted, but no other woman. She would be terribly jealous of another woman. She told me, 'Since it's evident that I cannot give you what a boy can, you need to know that I can give you anything that any woman can, for sure.' To make a long story short, we married and we've never had any problems about sex. She knows, for instance, about Brian and me now, and she treats him with respect. They even like each other."


"You're a really lucky guy, Stefano. Just be careful not to treat any of your boys like a toy-boy, it would be horrible. I told you about my Silvio, didn't I? Never ever do something like that, please."


"No, there is no such a danger, Vito. If there isn't at least a minimum of mutual affection, I'm not interested in them. Affection is something you can't buy. That's why I lasted such a short time with hustlers. Between Brian and me there is no love, but there is affection, a lot of it. Anyway, go to your Silvio. I can just guess how much desire you both have right now. Under my roof, you're together and safe..."


Vito reached Silvio in his room and told him about his brother. Then they made love, at last, after so much time, safely, without haste, in full serenity. And Vito saw the smile blooming on his boy's lips and in his eyes and felt happy. They gave each to the other inexhaustibly, passionately and devotedly. They stopped only when they heard the signal for supper. When they went downstairs, it was with the intention to resume making love the rest of the night. Notwithstanding the several orgasms they had reached together, they were not yet sated with each other.


In a few days, Stefano got two sets of fake documents for them, one set for use to go by plane to Ottawa and the other set, that would be handed over to them by one of his men at the airport, for their flight from Ottawa to Auckland. He also opened an account for them in Auckland with the name of the second set of documents and put five hundred thousand dollars in it. Presenting the flight tickets, he wished them all the good their new life might bring. Vito and Silvio returned to the father's villa.


There, after informing Felice and Peter about his schedule, Vito told his father that he intended to take a small vacation to show Silvio the mountains which he had never seen. So the two young men prepared their luggage. Vito quietly withdrew all his savings from the bank - and they left, going to the mountains. Three days later, Felice would arrange that the father would "find" a letter in which Vito explained his desire to cut all Mafia connections and, therefore, to live outside the States.


Leaving his car in a garage of a village, Vito and Silvio rode a bus to Lansing. There they took another bus for Detroit. Their escape had started. Earlier they had agreed with Peter upon a secret means of communication that would function in both directions. They would write to one of Peter's friends who would hand over the letters by hand to Peter and vice versa. Using the same friend, Silvio would send a letter each month to his family.


In Detroit they enclosed their true documents in an Express Mail envelop and sent it to themselves in care of General Delivery - and marked "Hold for Arrival" - at Auckland's main Post Office. Then, using the first set of fake identities, they boarded the flight for Ottawa. Upon landing, one of Stefano's men met them and exchanged the first set of documents, by which they had passed the initial border, for the second set, in which they appeared to be brothers. Using this set of papers, they boarded the flight for Auckland, which Stefano's man had booked for them, and left without problems.


Silvio was excited, both because it was the first time in his life to fly on a plane and because he felt he was really starting his own life, free, with the man he loved.


In the plane, sitting side by side in Business class, Silvio said: "It seems me like a fairy-tale... you and I... free as two birds. We are starting a new life, together. Without fears, without obstacles... And all of it thanks to you, my love, thanks to your love that, at the beginning, I didn't even accept... If you hadn't come to look for me that day at my father's home... and if I hadn't been so weak to give in to you at that moment... and at last to accept your love... we probably wouldn't be here now."


"Shush! Say that in a lower voice... the others can hear us..." Vito said, but with a warm smile.


"Yes, but... I love you so much!" Silvio whispered at his lover's ear.


"Me too. What would you like to do, down there, as a job?"


"Anything, as long as it's with you."


"Yes, I feel the same. We'll see what the place has to offer. We have enough money to start a business of some sort. First, we'll explore things a bit, looking for the place where we'd like to live. Meanwhile, we'll develop some ideas about the future."


"Ask the hostess to give you a blanket, Vito..."


"Do you feel cold?"


"No, so we can cover ourselves and I can, under the blanket, caress you there..."


Vito smiled and shook his head, but asked the hostess for a blanket.


"We will have plenty of time for that in New Zealand..." Vito whispered, but settled himself down so that his lover's hand had easy access.


"But why to waste these hours? Hmmm?" the boy said, seraphic.


Once having reached Auckland, they went first of all to the Post Office to collect the envelop being held in their names. Then, having retrieved their true documents but using the fake ones, they went to the bank to check on the arrival of their money. Satisfied, they deposited the sum they had with them and rented a safe deposit box where they put their real documents. And finally, after eating a good lunch, they found a hotel and made love into the evening when jet lag overcame them and they drifted into the most tranquil sleep of their lives .


During the following days, they toured the area's towns and cities and investigated their economic and commercial activities. Eventually, they settled on moving to Wellington. They booked a suite in a good hotel and, after inquiring about local clubs and offices, discreetly asked the obliging receptionist about gay bars and meeting places. Thus they discovered that the city had an exclusive and very elegant club, a gay switchboard, a sauna and several gay pubs. They started to frequent these establishments, feeling their way into Wellington's gay life.


It was at the Victoria Club that Vito and Silvio met Keith Freyberg and Norman Blacke, the two owners of a large sheep farm. Respectively twenty-nine and twenty-three years old, the two had been lovers for six years! Good feelings were mutual and immediate. So the two lovers invited the newcomers to their house and spent a wonderful evening together. The two New Zealanders also tried to make an approach to their guests, in a very discreet way but, learning their new friends preferred to remain a close couple, the two hosts dropped the subject so that neither of the two others felt ill at ease.


When they knew that Vito and Silvio were evaluating the possibility of settling in Wellington to start a business of their own, Keith and Norman suggested setting up a plant to process their wool. They offered their farm as source for the raw material - at a more than honest price - as well as the land where both the plant and a house could be built. The offer was accepted quickly and gladly. Soon, meetings, plans, budgets, documents to prepare and a multiplicity of other activities occupied the new businessmen. Keith and Norman assisted by giving them advice and by providing introductions to the most influential people of the community, among whom were James Kirk, the owner of a local bank, and Grant Marshall, the city's mayor.


Thanks to their initial capital and a good loan from the banker Kirk, which Keith and Norman guaranteed, Vito and Silvio could soon start the construction of their factory and their dwelling.


On Keith's advice, they looked for household staff among the local gay youth, so that their private life need not be compromised at home. New Zealand's gay life, much to their surprise, was open, thanks to newly enacted legislation which provided no penalties for consensual sex - including gay - above the age of sixteen. As evidence of Wellington's acceptance of the gay lifestyle, both Mr. Kirk and Mayor Marshall, for instance, treated Keith and Norman, whom they knew to be lovers, with respect and naturalness as though they were a straight married couple.


Architects and contractors worked quickly. The house was ready in only four months and decorated by the fifth. The factory was built in just six months. Workers and technicians were hired, and production started in eight. Just one year after they arrived, Vito and Silvio started to export finished and semi-finished wools and their income started growing month after month. Less than a year after opening, the plant had forty-seven employees and was surpassing everyone's expectations.


Vito and Silvio were happy. Their house, a type of small villa, was neither enormous nor luxurious, but had all the comforts and had been planned to measure for them. The architect, one of Norman's gay friends, had interpreted their needs and their dreams perfectly.


They had a circular bedroom with a glass ceiling which opened up like the roof of an observatory, from which they could see the magnificent star-spangled, south sky. The wide, round bed allowed them to make love as they pleased. The room, with wall-to-wall carpeting, was equipped with lights on dimmers, a stereo, a TV, a VCR and everything else needed for comfort in a bedroom. A wide living room, where they could invite friends for parties, opened onto a garden with a wood-burning oven and a barbecue grill.


Three guest rooms ran along another side of the garden. There were also rooms for the house staff: a cook, a valet and a gardener. These were three gay youths between twenty and twenty-three years of age, young but already experienced in their work. These employees were told they had the right to use the back door and the service stairway to admit guests to their rooms - under the conditions that the guests were not be people they just met and that their guests were not to have access to other parts of the house. The three boys accepted enthusiastically, being scarcely able to believe their good fortune.


Beyond the garden between living and guest rooms, there was also a Japanese-style garden with a small stream and a low waterfall ending in a secluded pool. One side of the pool was furnished with a small gym and sauna where, at times, they made love, as if to remember their first risk-laden, secret meetings. Now, however, they could indulge in the long preliminaries which both loved so much. Each site enticed their love-making, but none more so than the great, wide bed - which was called their "nest" - under its dome of stars.


Because of the accomplished discretion of the house staff, the lovers felt free to express themselves - even sexually - without recourse to locked doors. If one of the staff happened to pass where they were making love, he just glided away in silence, without interrupting his employers. Such subtleties of service were so appreciated that Silvio had the idea to permit staff use of the pool and the garden for two half-days a week, with the eventual right of entertaining their boyfriends there. Vito agreeed willingly.


They were happy. The factory demanded much of them, but they always found enough time and energy to spend in each other's arms showing their love. Silvio was literally blooming again. He had found anew his good mood, his ready smile and the sense of humor of his teens, although these were now united with a remarkable maturity.


For Silvio's twenty-first birthday, Vito presented him with a trip to Polynesia that was for them both a real and true honeymoon.


Just one year after they opened their firm, all of the installments of the bank loan could be repaid in full and partial payment made on the cost of the land which their friends had provided. The workers in their factory now numbered fifty-nine. Business was so good that an addition to the building could be planned as well as the acquisition of new machines. Vito proved to be really able in commerce and administration while Silvio developed into an efficient personnel manager.


Their valet had found a steady lover, a university student, a freshman, coming from Christchurch. After this young man was determined to be a good person, he was authorized live permanently in the valet's room and to eat in the kitchen with the staff. The university student, on his own initiative, returned the unusual hospitality by often lending a hand in the housework. The household employees were more and more grateful to their masters for their treatment and worked for them gladly.


Their contacts with Peter and, through him, with Silvio's family, worked perfectly and without problems thanks to the intermediary. If Silvio could not reveal to his family where he was and what he was doing, his family was content knowing he was safe and happy.




CHAPTER 8






Silvio, through Peter's friend, received a greeting card from his family on the occasion of his twenty-second birthday. Everybody was fine, the shop was doing good business, Maria and Sven had their first son whom they called Benjamin, and Giuseppe was about to marry a girl of French descent. Over and over, Silvio read the details of all this news, looked at the snapshots of his baby nephew and at those of his brother's fiancee, and thought longingly about his family.

"Missing them?" Vito asked him with understanding and gentleness.


"A little, but not too much. What about you? Don't you ever get any direct news from your family? It's been two years..."


"My dear Silvio, my feelings are mixed. On the one hand, I'm glad I cut connections with that life... On the other, I can't hide that I'd like to know how they are. But nowadays my life is here with you, my family is you. I've no regrets, absolutely none."


"Me neither, I can assure you. With you I've all and everything - I enjoy a complete life, a real home, an interesting job. I'm well off but, above all, you've given me the most precious of things - genuine love. Now, tell me, you said you had a surprise for my birthday... what is it?"


"Your birthday is tomorrow, my precious love. You must be patient one more day."


"Yes," he said, stretching out the word, "but you know how curious am I, don't you?"


"Tomorrow. Tomorrow at lunch time."


Nodding in assent, Silvio smiled and caressed Vito's hair. He put away his greeting card, the letter and the pictures and resumed working. Vito looked at him with affection and thought, with a kind of astonishment mixed with pleasure, that he still was madly in love with his boy - almost more than in the first days of their relationship. He contemplated Silvio intensely, watching him engrossed in his papers and documents. The telephone rang. Keith was confirming the next day's party and asking about the last supply of wool he ordered. They talked a while then Vito put down the receiver and started to check some papers that the secretary had given him for his signature.


The day came to an end and they left the office. They said a 'hi' to the night warden who was just starting his shift and, crossing the lawn, they reached their home. Supper was ready. Eric, the valet, served them at the table.


"Eric, what's going on with Don? It's been a while since we've seen him."


"He's very well, sir, thank you. He is just busy preparing for his tests."


"Everything going fine in his studies?"


"Yes, sir, really fine. He is a clever boy."


"Yes, and he seems to be also a good hearted boy."


"Yes, I'm lucky."


"And he's lucky to have you, we both think so."


"Thank you, that's very kind. Would you like some more roast beef?"


"No, I'd prefer some green salad. For you, Vito?"


"Yes, for me too, thank you."


"At your orders, sirs." the boy said and went to the kitchen.


Vito said immediately to Silvio: "I think the three of them deserve a wage increase..."


"Yes, I agree. Do you know if Don has plans about what he wants to do after the university?"


"No, but we can ask Eric... Ah, Eric, we were asking ourselves if Don already has some idea about the kind of job he wants after graduating..."


"Not really. He told me he will accept any kind of work allowing him to stay here in Wellington."


"With you, you mean." Silvio asked with a smile.


"Yes, with me..." Eric answered with a shy smile.


"We'd like to speak with him. We intend enlarging our factory, perhaps even opening an advertising and public relations department, but we haven't decided yet. There is the possibility we could offer him a job with us..."


"Oh, that would be wonderful, sir. I think he would be more than happy..."


"Is he upstairs, now?"


"Yes, he is studying."


"Can you tell him to join us later in our studio? Don't tell him about our idea, just that we need to talk with him."


"Certainly, sir. Thank you, sir..."


Later, while they were in the studio, Don knocked at the door. They offered him a chair.


"Don, we heard you are proceeding well with your studies."


"Yes, Mr. Vito."


"And... how do you feel about Eric?"


"Great. He is a really good guy, sweet and attentive. We get along really well, together."


"Is the educational difference a problem?"


"What? Oh no, Mr. Silvio! Eric is really clever and it is always a pleasure talking with him. And, we are in love, so age, education, race, social status... become absolutely unimportant."


"Right, if there is accord. I mean, it isn't enough having only sexual harmony, a couple must fit together on all the rest. Anyway you are right, we too have esteem for Eric. And for the little we know about you, we have esteem for you, also."


"Thank you, you are very kind. And you are also very kind allowing me to live here, with my Eric."


"It's just logical, you are a couple. But we asked you here for another reason. We would like know you better because we think that possibly, when you graduate, we could offer you a job in our factory, if you are interested."


"That would be really fine... And, I was thinking, if you would tell me in which section you would eventually hire me, there's still time to add or change some courses and exams in order to be more prepared for the job..."


"We were thinking about the advertising and public relations department. For the moment we two take care of those matters but, if our factory grows, it would be better having a person devoted only to this section. Would you be interested in that?"


"It would be wonderful... Yes, I would like that very much."


"Well this is not yet a real promise, but near to it. As we were telling you earlier, we would like to get to know you better, more personally, while you're completing your studies... so we will know whether we have the right chemistry to work together..."


Don became slightly stiff. The, choosing his words carefully, started to say: "I... I am really grateful for everything. But... to me Eric is not just a... a bed mate. We two are in love, really in love and... well, to me, he comes before any job... if you can understand me, sir."


At first, neither Vito nor Silvio understood the young man's sudden perplexity. Then Silvio burst out laughing. "What did you think we meant? Maybe Vito expressed himself incorrectly. Telling you we want to know you more, better, he was not proposing that you come to bed with us. We two are in love with each other and we are not interested in having a third person with us. Furthermore, we would never offer somebody a job in exchange for... No, no, don't worry!"


Don blushed violently then stammered his apologies.


Vito smiled, "Don, you have nothing to apologize for. On the contrary, you just earned a high score on your behalf. And now we are getting to know you more... personally. I can use this word now, can't I?"


Don emitted a low breath, and nodded, " You have to forgive me, I'm ashamed. But, I'm sorry to say... it's happened before. I've received offers of help in exchange for... sexual favors. I misunderstood. Forgive me."


"I can understand. By the way, you are a really sexy young man. The way you dress is also quite sexy. But, as we told you, you have absolutely nothing to be worried about with us. Rather, I can tell you that there is one thing we really admire, and that is a couple in love. Not only would we never do anything to split up such a couple, but on the contrary..."


"Yes, it is true. You've always been very kind towards Eric and me... We owe you a lot."


"We feel you both deserve that. We think highly of Eric and we think that you, too, have fine qualities. So, your studies permitting, we would like to spend time with the two of you more often. Sometimes, after supper perhaps, you two can come downstairs to spend some time with us."


"That's very nice of you but... maybe Eric might feel out of place. I don't know..."


"You think so? Why is that?"


"Oh, it's not because of you, sir. He admires you, both of you. But he wouldn't want the other staff members thinking you were showing favoritism to him. Sid and Barry are two good guys and for this reason, and also because he has to continue working with them, he wouldn't want to create any friction. I hope you can understand, he would be really honored, but..."


"Sure, you are perfectly right. But the solution is very simple - we will invite Sid and Barry as well. This doesn't give us any problem, on the contrary... They, too, are good people, so there's no reason to leave them out. Barry seems to be rather shy. I just hope he would not feel ill at ease with us. Sid seems to have a more outgoing character..."


"Yes, it is so. I think that Barry's shyness comes from his insecurity and from the fact that he hasn't been able to find a partner. Ever since they have been here, Sid sometimes has brought a boy to his room, but Barry never has..."


"That's odd, Barry is a really handsome boy, with an enviable body and a beautiful face..."


"I think it's just his shyness. He's really timid. I think he's afraid to open up to others. Even with me, it took him months to let down his barriers. At times, all four of us went out together and Sid found company at once, but not Barry. I mean, if somebody was hanging round him, he didn't give the guy too much leeway. I mean, he didn't offer any encouragement or show any interest - until the other forgot about him. If he just could find a good boy..."


"He needs somebody who wouldn't be put off by his attitude, somebody able to take the first step and possibly also the second and the third one... don't you think?"


"Absolutely right." Don said.


"Listen, Don, there is none of your gay friends who could be attracted and interested in Barry?"


"More than just one, I think."


"Somebody good, earnest, and sufficiently aggressive?"


"Yes, sure. But, for instance, when we were in the disco, some of my friends tried to approach him, but he shunned them. I thought about that, and even told to two or three of my friends to try insisting, but it was a flop."


"Can't he possibly be afraid of a proposal that's too open? What if, for instance, you brought some of your friends here when we all are together one evening? He could not possibly shy away from them then, do you think?"


"It is possibly so. But won't you be bothered having strangers, people you don't know, around here?"


"Not if they are your friends - people you and Eric answer for. Listen, here's what we can do to make everything easier: we will decide on a specific evening when we will have a salon like old ladies. So you can more easily invite your friends. Let's say... Thursday?"


"We can try. It could be a nice thing. On Thursday evening then... What time?"


"Let's try at nine. We leave the organization to you. Are you game? Starting from next Thursday. You'll also decide about drinks, music, everything. We will hold it in the living room. And if it happens that when we both cannot attend, you'll do the honors of the house. Do you accept?"


"You are incredible! Sure thing, I accept more than willingly."


"Very good. You'll decide who to invite and what to propose for each evening, and Eric what to offer to our guests. So we will have nothing to worry about. Therefore, we two, you two, Barry, Sid and... a couple of more guests, perhaps three. One can eventually be Sid's boyfriend. Anyway, the choice is up to you and your judgement."


"All right, that's good," the young man said charged with excitement.


"Take care, because this will also be a way to check you, to study you, to see how much you are worth in the P.R. field..."


"Yes, I was thinking that, too. You will be happy with me, I'm sure," Don said with a wide smile.


The day after was Silvio's birthday. After the lunch with Keith and Norman, the gifts were opened. The two friends presented him with a video camera and Vito gave him an envelope.


"All in here, your present?" asked Silvio jokingly while trying to guess what the envelope could contain.


"Yes, I couldn't afford more that that..."


Silvio opened the envelope - it contained two air tickets for Thailand and hotel bookings for fifteen days.


"Thailand! That's great! But there are no dates..."


"The agency is waiting, you have to decide that. When you want, we can go."


"If it were only for me, I'd go tomorrow! But we first have to see when we can leave the factory and decide who'll carry on the business in our absence..."


Vito said, "It's got to be before summer vacation or it won't seem like a birthday present."


The very next day, in the office, they checked their schedules, moved some meetings, and organized everything so that they could go away for two weeks during November. Then they called the travel agency to fix the flight dates and the hotels.


In the meantime, the Thursday "salons" got off to a good start. Don proved to be an able organizer and Barry - possibly, as Dan pointed out, because he was somehow "playing house" - gradually started to get over his shyness, to open up, and to accept the discrete courtship of one or another of the frequenters. Eventually, some of them began staying after the Thursday meetings - to spend the night with Barry. And the young man seemed to bloom. At work, he was more happy and efficient than ever.


The day of their journey to Thailand came. Don saw them to the airport.


"Well, Don, thank you. Can we bring you back something from Thailand?"


"One of those ever so available, handsome and sweet Thai boys."


"How's that? Didn't you tell us that you're faithful to Eric?" Silvio asked, pretending to be scandalized and surprised.


"I didn't mean a boy for me! - I meant one for Barry. He told me yesterday that he'd heard Thai boys are particularly hot and affectionate and very good in bed... and that he loves the oriental physical type..."


"I see... Too bad we can't really bring one back for him then. I'm afraid that customs won't allow it. At least Barry is opening up, anyway..."


"Yes, it seems we are getting him out of his shell." Dan answered with a smile. "Have a good trip and amuse yourselves!"


"We'll do our best. And continue holding the Thursday meetings while we're away. See you soon."


Reaching Bangkok and settling in at their hotel, the lovers started to visit the sites every tourist expects to see. They had just entered the royal palace when a Thai boy, about seventeen, approached and in quite good English offered to be their guide. They thanked him and accepted. He was a nice guy, and well educated. Talking with him they understood he was an unemployed primary school teacher. His name was Sarit. He was really nineteen years old and lived with an uncle. During the lunch they also knew he had two brothers emigrated to the States.


"How lucky they are! They have a job, a good life. I'll still try finding some job, but possibly I too have to emigrate. I dared talking with you because so I can practice my English. You are really kind to have accepted."


"Listen, Sarit, since you are free these days, why don't you continue being our guide? We will pay you by the day. We'll be really glad if you'd accept."


"Willingly, but not for the money. I'll be glad being your guide and if you correct my mistakes in my speech, that will be enough for me."


"Sure, but in that case we will pay for your expenses - meals and transportation - and if you came with us out of Bangkok to the other places we want to visit, your room will be on us. All right?"


"Sure thing! It is a real luck for me. You really are kind."


So they continued their tours with Sarit. At night, they parted at their hotel's door after making an appointment for the next day. The three would eat breakfast together before setting out on their tours.


One afternoon, while doing some shopping with Sarit acting as interpreter, a voice called, "Vito! Silvio! What a surprise!"


Dismayed, they looked back and saw Chris D'Angelo. Feeling a sudden chill despite the hot Thai day, they greeted him.


"What a coincidence meeting you here! What are you doing?"


"Just some tourism. And you, Chris?"


"You wouldn't believe me... So much has happened after don Antony's death and your disappearance..."


Worried, they asked Sarit to wait for them in a nearby coffee shop in order to talk with Chris. The young man told them about the short but bloody war between the Russos and the Musantes. He told how Daniel and Matt Russo were killed along with Joe Greco, and how Totò Lucci, Eddie and Peter were killed in the Musante clan. Vito was really pained to hear about Peter's death and understood why his friend, in spite of his promise, never sent him any more news. Chris, almost breathlessly, told them that Robert was in charge of the Russos, that he had made peace with the Musantes, that Carmine Musante had left his place to Stefano, that Robert had taken the former Stefano's valet, Brian, as his lover on the very day the peace agreement was signed, and that, as now there was peace and harmony once again between the Russos and the Musantes, Vito and Silvio no longer had to hide, that they could go back home if they wanted.


After a stunned silence, Vito asked Chris how it happened that he and Robert were no longer lovers.


"We still are very fond of each other, but more like two brothers, and I am now the Russos' lieutenant. When Robert fell in love with Brian, and the boy accepted him, I told Robert to go ahead - you know, that it was all right."


"About my brother Stefano, do you by any chance know whether he became the patron of a sports team?"


"How do you know about that, Vito? Sure, the Musante Foundation for Youth Sports. He opened a center to provide scholarships and coaching to needy teenagers who are good in sports. The Foundation has teams for baseball, soccer, swimming and diving, and even a basketball team..."


Vito smiled: "He followed my advice in grand style... He's a Musante - completely! But why are you here? Are you a... tourist, too?"


"Sure I'm a tourist. But the real reason - you'll not believe it - I'm waiting for a Thai boy. His name is Phya but I call him Phil. He is my boyfriend."


"Just arrived and you've already got a boyfriend?"


"No, no no. We met in Chicago. He entered illegally, and was working as a dishwasher in Austin's restaurant. It was love at first sight. And what a wonder in bed! He literally made me lose my head. When he was fifteen, Phil worked as a masseur here in Bangkok in a gay establishment where he specialized in giving massages with all his body... Did you ever try it? Saying it makes you horny is an understatement..."


"No, we never tried it..."


"Doesn't your friend there in the coffee shop do it?"


"We don't even think he is gay. He is just our tour guide."


"That's a pity, you should have the experience. Anyway, I couldn't do without Phil, so I took him away from that restaurant. Now that Robert is the boss, there is no problem having a lover in my room. God, what wonderful nights we have together! A year has passed and he still drives me crazy. I decided to come here with him, and to arrange for his legal emigration to the States so that we'd no longer have to fear his deportation. I'm just waiting for him. He went to say farewell to his family. Tomorrow morning we are leaving for Chicago."


"That's fantastic. Why don't we all celebrate it by continuing our tour together?"


"Why not! And you two, is everything fine? You both look great. Tell me something about yourselves..."


Vito and Silvio told him. Meanwhile Phil arrived - a handsome boy, lively and easygoing. As the group of five explored Bangkok, Sarit and Phil talked between themselves in Thai but with the three Americans in English. That evening, after seeing Chris and Phil to their hotel and wishing them a heartfelt farewell, Sarit accompanied Vito and Silvio to their hotel.


"It's still not so late... Can I come upstairs with you to talk a little more?"


"Sure. Why not?"


When they were in the room, Sarit sat on the edge of the bed: "He's lucky Phya... He too is going to America and got a friend taking good care of him..."


"Yes, Chris is a nice fellow..." Vito said.


"Phya said they are in love..."


"Ah, he told you?"


"Yes. He is really happy. He says that Mr. Chris is a really hot lover, and strong and a real man..."


"It's so..."


"I, too, would like having a lover like your friend Chris... or like you two... Would you like making love with me?"


"But... are you gay, Sarit?"


"Yes, I am gay and when I first saw you I thought that possibly... that I would have loved being in bed with you. Often tourists come to Thailand for that, and I'm fond of Western males, so exotic and exciting. Phya told me that you are close friends of his man Chris and so possibly you too like making love with me, and so I dared..."


"Sarit, you are a very handsome boy and also very likeable. Silvio and I like men. We are gay, but we are sorry to disappoint you. After we started living together, we have devoted ourselves exclusively to each other. We've never been with other people. Nobody else appeals to us because Silvio and I are in love. We're sorry you lost your time with us when you possibly might've found another tourist who'd have been happy making love with such a fine boy as you."


"Oh no, I like a lot the idea of making love with you, but I like also a lot just being with you. This is not wasted time, no, not with you."


"Don't you have a boyfriend?"


"No. I like the western male. That's also why I want to emigrate. Here just adventures can occur, not love like for Phya and his man Chris. There is never enough time, with tourists to understand if love is possible."


After Sarit's departure and their agreement to meet the following morning, Silvio asked Vito, "Can't we offer him a job in our factory... and bring him together with Barry? Who knows what... Anyway, even if it doesn't work that way, Sarit seems to be a nice boy. He's honest, educated, likable, and already speaks enough English... What do you think?"


"Yes... that's an idea. Tomorrow morning we can tell him so he can begin to prepare his papers... Don't we have some of our letterhead with us? We can write a regular letter offering employment to him so that the Embassy can grant him a working visa and we can take him back with us... But now... enough thinking about Sarit. Just think about me - I'm dying to make love with you..."


That night they didn't get much sleep, because they loved each other for a long while, with their usual passion and tenderness.


Just before finally trying to fall asleep and still tightly embraced, Vito whispered to Silvio, "You probably wouldn't be able to give me a massage with all your body like Phil, but you drive me crazy with pleasure all the same..."


Giggling, Silvio asked, "Would you like me to take a few classes in a gay brothel, as long as we are here?"


"That would be the last straw! - unless, of course, I would be your only client."


"Of course you would be my only client, my love. What a notion!"


The following morning, when they offered Sarit both a job and a home, the boy was so moved that he started to cry.


Through his tears, he blurted, "But I wasn't yet able saving enough money to pay for any travel..."


"Don't worry about that, we will buy your ticket."


"Oh, thank you! But I will give you back the money with my first salary, I promise. I don't know how I can thank you... You can count on me for anything, really. I will never end my gratitude. I would like to express how grateful I feel, indeed!"


"Don't worry. You will find an occasion. But now you have to start immediately to prepare your papers."


The time flew swiftly. Sarit was a whirlwind of activity in with bureaucratic matters. With guaranteed employment, the Embassy issued his papers and the trio were soon together on a flight to New Zealand. Sarit, who had never boarded a plane before, was totally excited. When Vito asked the stewardess to take the boy to see the cockpit, he was as happy as a child in wonderland.


After landing in Wellington, they made temporary lodging for Sarit in a small room at the factory. The boy started working at once. They introduced him to the house personnel and told him secretly that Barry had a weakness for Thai boys... Sarit liked Barry a lot and started courting him relentlessly. Quite soon and rather willingly, Barry surrendered. The Thai boy had been living in New Zealand for only three months when Barry asked his employers if Sarit could live with him in the house. They were just waiting for that, so their "OK" was immediate.


The Thursday evenings continued, so very pleasant were they for everybody. Sarit's attendance became easy with time. He seemed to fit in with all the others with increasing ease.


One evening Don spoke up, "I've to be very careful next time - I just asked you something for fun and you really did it! A Thai boy for Barry? And - voilà!"


"It seems that they both are happy, being together."


"Yes, and they both vie with each other to sing your praises, especially Sarit. He has a more lyrical soul, besides his funny English. Just yesterday, he told me, "If Mr. Vito or Mr. Silvio ask me to throw myself on the fire, I will do it!"


Laughing softly, Silvio said, "We hope that will never be needed!" Then he added, "Now of we could only get Sid settled down with someone, then we'd all be couples."


"Sid probably still needs to sow his wild oats," Don said. "He's the youngest among us and also the one who understood his sexuality last. But he is a nice fellow who, at the right moment, will surely find his Prince Charming."


"I agree. Anyway we also have to think about settling you in a better way. The three small rooms upstairs were conceived as three singles. We've been thinking that we need to modify that part of the house. If that side of the house could be widened about twelve feet we could obtain nicer quarters for you." Vito said.


"Yes," Silvio continued, "so the space will increase and we can convert to two apartments on the second floor and one on the first floor. For the moment, Sid will have lot of space for himself, but we hope not for so long... Our family is growing, that's good!"


"You two are really fantastic! And you really make us feel like a family, all together..."


"You too start singing our praises, now?" Vito asked jokingly.


"It would be difficult not to..." Don answered.


"But if we really are becoming a family," Silvio said, "then from now on you have to stop eating in the kitchen. We should all eat together. Families are ought to gather at least for meals..."


Vito nodded, girding his lover's waist and kissing him on the cheek.








THE END
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