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Dedication

For my boys, the real Thane, Troy, and Ty,
 who are even nicer than the characters in this book
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Chapter One

THE COLD BIT INTO Ty’s face. The crowd roared their boos. From the highest point in the stadium, triangular purple and gold pennants snapped like the flags on a castle’s ramparts.

“Hey, kid!” someone screamed.

Ty glanced over his shoulder instinctively. A man with a purple construction hat and a stuffed black raven perched on its crown stood at the edge of the railing and shouted until his face went red. “Yeah, you, ball boy! You stink! So do the Jets! Go home!”

The four other men with him wore no shirts, despite the cold. Their bare chests and flabby bellies jiggled beneath purple and black body paint. They hollered their lungs out too, filling the air with puffs of angry smoke. Ty was reminded of the movie Braveheart, where half-dressed savage warriors hacked at one another with broadswords. Ty felt like a prisoner, one of the very few people of the seventy thousand packed into the stadium who wore green and white. All else was a roaring sea of purple, black, and gold.

Ty stepped between the benches and the hulking Jets players who sat soaking up the warm air pumped out of the vents beneath their seats. He melted into the safety of still more players, who stood crowding the sideline, their eyes intent on their teammates jogging out to accept the kickoff. Ty searched through the forest of padded legs until he found his brother, tall and lean, built like a greyhound and nearly as fast.

The game would be won or lost in the next few plays, and Ty’s brother, the star rookie wide receiver, would likely have a hand in it either way. Thane—or Tiger, as everyone else called him—already had eleven catches and two touchdowns in this nail-biting playoff game. The Baltimore Ravens defense wasn’t stupid. They’d be ready for Thane on this final drive, knowing that taking him out of the game would do more than anything else to keep their 27–21 lead.

Ty’s older brother looked down, put a hand on Ty’s shoulder, and gave him a wink.

“You worried?” Ty asked.

His brother looked across the field at the Ravens bench and the defensive players strapping on their helmets and slapping each others’ shoulder pads.

“Just their deep zone,” Thane said. “That’s all.”

“Deep zone?” Ty asked.

“No matter how hard you run, if they’re in a deep zone, they’re already back there waiting for you.” Thane put his own helmet on and snapped up the chin strap. “It’s a good way to defend against someone with speed.”

“That’s you,” Ty said.

“You and me both. Fast like Mom.” Thane smiled, but Ty frowned. Yes, Ty played the game, too, the same position as his older brother, and he was fast, and their mom had been a sprinter in college. But their mom had died more than a year ago along with their dad in a car crash, and Ty didn’t like to talk about his parents. It especially bothered him when Thane talked like they weren’t gone.

They were gone. Nothing could change that.

The whistle blew. Players on the kickoff team streaked past. Helmets popped and pads crunched. Players grunted and roared. Another whistle, and the Jets offense—including Thane—ran out onto the field to begin their final drive.





Chapter Two

TY KNEW BEING ON the sideline was a privilege. Only one other boy—a coach’s son—got to wipe down the balls and hand them to the officials when the teams switched positions on the field. Ty was special, not that he wanted to be. He would give up his own NFL dreams as well as his brother’s already promising career not to be special. But special he was, a boy without parents, and a boy whose only other living relatives (besides his NFL brother) had been hurried away into a government witness protection program. The bizarre and dangerous series of events that had led to that haunted Ty.

Even though Ty still blamed himself for some of the trouble that had occurred when he fed inside information about the Jets to the northern New Jersey mob, Thane insisted the whole thing was their uncle’s fault. It was Uncle Gus who had been the gambler and the person who associated with the bookies and mobsters. It was Uncle Gus who bragged that he could get inside information from his nephews to the violent men who were eager for it.

Even the slightest deviation from an NFL team’s official injury report gave gamblers a huge edge when it came to betting. Ty had learned that when people bet on NFL games, they don’t just bet on who wins or loses. Instead, the winner has to also beat what’s called the spread, the points the team needs to win by for gamblers to cash in on their bets.

Ty had known nothing about any of this when he’d been sent to live with their father’s sister, Aunt Virginia; her thirteen-year-old daughter, Charlotte; and Uncle Gus. Uncle Gus hadn’t had any use for Ty except as another free employee in his cleaning service. That was until one of his gambling contacts demanded some inside knowledge about the Jets. Uncle Gus knew Thane would tell Ty anything, and he made up a story about a phony website for fantasy football players as the reason for all of Ty’s questions about the injury status of the Jets players. When the FBI learned about the scheme, they were hungry for the headlines that would come from busting an NFL player. They cracked down on Thane as well as Uncle Gus. Thane—who was totally innocent—and their uncle—who wasn’t so innocent—both quickly agreed to help the FBI put the mobsters behind bars.

Once that happened, the government decided the only way Gus and his family could ever be safe would be to go into hiding. Thane—the FBI claimed—didn’t have the same risk as Gus for two reasons: first, because he was a public figure, the mob would hesitate to harm him, and second, because unlike Uncle Gus, Thane had never agreed to go into business with the mob. Only people who joined them and then ratted them out were marked by the mob for murder.

When Uncle Gus, Aunt Virginia, and Charlotte packed up to go, Thane stepped in and said he’d take Ty so that Ty wouldn’t have to leave New Jersey and the school where he had begun to make friends as well as a name for himself as a football player. While Ty would miss his cousin Charlotte, a faithful friend, he jumped at the chance to be with his brother, whom he adored with all his heart. So now, living with a twenty-two-year-old NFL rookie as his only relative and guardian, Ty got to do things with the team that other kids would jump through fire for, mainly being on the sideline of all the Jets games and traveling to the away games with the team like he was part of the staff.

Ty tossed a fresh ball to the referee, then slipped between two players to stand at the edge of the coach’s box on the sideline. He listened to the play being called and knew that it was a run. The Jets halfback took a toss sweep outside for four yards. The clock kept running down, and the Ravens’ crazy fans went wild. They loved it. Each second brought them closer to victory.

Ty wanted to shout at the coaches that they had to pass the ball. He wanted to tell them to throw downfield to Thane. But when the next play was a pass to Thane, it was a simple out pattern that gained just seven yards. Ty looked up at the clock. Only forty-seven seconds remained.

At least the pass got them a first down and stopped the clock, but the Jets had a long way to go, almost seventy yards, for the touchdown they needed. The crowd now seemed to taste a win for its home team, and the cheering became a steady roar like the wind of a hurricane. Jets coaches and players on the sideline had to shout between themselves to be heard, and Ty could no longer get a hint of what play was being sent into the huddle for the offense to run.

Out on the field, the Ravens defenders waved to the crowd, egging them on even more. Ty plugged his ears against the waves of deafening noise. When the Jets offense got to the line, the quarterback had to shout one way and then the other to make any changes. Three plays in a row, the Jets threw the ball. Three plays in a row, the ball fell incomplete. The crowd only got louder.

On fourth down—their last chance—the Jets quarterback dropped back and launched a deep pass. Thane raced underneath it on a post route and leaped up between two defenders to snatch the ball. Thane and his defenders collapsed into a heap. The Jets sideline went wild this time, and the crowd’s noise drifted off into the dark gray sky like a dying ghost.

The Jets had a first down now and they were inside the Ravens’ territory on the thirty-six-yard line. The clock kept running, though, so the team had to scramble up to the ball. The quarterback took the snap and fired it into the ground, stopping the clock with seventeen seconds left before he jogged to the sideline.

In Ty’s heart the dream of going to the Super Bowl reignited, and that reminded him of another dream. This week, he would try out for a seven-on-seven team that had set its sights on the NFL Super Bowl 7-on-7 Tournament. If Ty could make that team and they succeeded, and if the Jets could make it all the way through the playoffs, then Ty and his brother would both get to play for a championship on Super Bowl Sunday. He and Thane had talked about how great that would be on the train ride down to Baltimore with the team.

“Why not?” Thane had asked.

It was a wild dream, but if the Jets could just make one more big play, the first step in making it come true would be complete.

Ty wormed his way into the coaching box to listen. In all the excitement, no one even noticed him.

“Indiana ninety-eight, Z north,” the coach said to the quarterback. “Look for Tiger in the end zone.”

“They’re playing that deep zone,” the quarterback said.

“We know that.” The coach scowled. “Get it to Tiger anyway. We got no more time-outs. He got us this far. Take the shot. If we miss the first time, we’ll have time for one more play, maybe two.”

The quarterback nodded and jogged out onto the field. The crowd started up again, not quite as loud as before since they were still in shock over the big play. But, as the Jets went to the line, the noise continued to grow. Ty poked his head out between two players and watched the Ravens defense. The safeties and cornerbacks began drifting downfield toward their deep zone, putting themselves into position so that Thane’s incredible speed couldn’t hurt them. Instead of trying to match his speed and run with him down the field, they’d be waiting for him in the end zone.

The center snapped the ball. The quarterback dropped back.

Thane took off, racing past the underneath coverage and heading toward the deep zone. The ball went up. Thane kept running and launched himself into the air at the goal line.

Not one, not two, but three defenders closed on him.

The ball came down. Thane stretched and made the catch with both hands, then got hit by all three Ravens players at once. Thane’s body pinwheeled in the air, and he landed somewhere in the pile of arms and legs right at the goal line.

The crowd held its breath.

The players and coaches around Ty stared and gasped and waited for the officials to give the signal.

Someone asked, “Did he catch it?”

Another voice said, “Did he get in?”

They were questions Ty wanted to ask himself.

Then he heard a question that made his heart freeze.

“Is Tiger okay?”





Chapter Three

THE REFEREE BLEW HIS whistle and signaled a catch, but no touchdown.

Then the referee blew a longer whistle, signaling a time-out... for injury.

“Thane.” Ty started out onto the field, but one of the coaches held him back.

“Let the trainers get him.”

Ty watched, helpless, as the trainers and the team doctor ran out onto the field. When the players cleared from the pile, he saw Thane lying flat on his back. His brother’s body twisted in pain, and he clutched his knee.

“Thane?” The word slipped from Ty’s mouth.

The doctor cradled Thane’s knee in his hands, gently moving it one way and another. Thane winced and dug his fingers into the turf, shaking his head. A cart zipped out onto the field. They unloaded a board and helped Thane onto it before lifting it and placing it on the cart. The doctor and trainers walked alongside the cart as it carried Thane toward the locker room.

Ty dropped his towel and took off down the sideline. A security guard tried to grab Ty’s arm, but he shook free and kept going, chasing the cart into the tunnel under the stadium and catching up at the locker room. In the back of his mind, Ty heard the referee’s whistle, signaling the final play of the game. The Jets had the ball on the one-foot line.

Seconds later Thane’s board rested on a table in the training room. Ty stood watching the doctor whisper into Thane’s ear as the trainer handed him some pills. The stadium thundered above them with stamping feet and cheers. It sounded like the roof might collapse, and Ty knew it meant the Ravens defense had held. As much as Ty wanted the Jets to win and continue on—all the way to the Super Bowl, he’d hoped—nothing mattered as much as Thane.

Tears streamed down his older brother’s face.

“Is he going to be okay?” Ty asked.

Thane popped the pills into his mouth and accepted a small paper cup of water to wash them down. He nodded his head yes.

But the doctor’s voice was cold and stiff and it swirled with the growling noise of the crazy mob above. “Hopefully, he will.

“But it’s not good.”





Chapter Four

THEY LET TROY RIDE in the back of the ambulance.

It went straight up Route 95 from Baltimore to New Jersey, where the team doctor would meet them and perform surgery right away if the knee proved to be as bad as it looked. The lights flashed by outside, dragging their beams across Thane’s quiet face like the flicker of a disco light. The wind howled and Ty felt the vehicle sway. The face of the paramedic glowed from the light of his Droid, giving his bushy mustache a hit of green.

The ambulance didn’t stop until they pulled up to a hospital in Morristown. Ty climbed out of the back and watched as they eased Thane out and down, rolling him in through the glass doors. Ty shivered, even as the warmth from inside greeted him. They went up an elevator to the fourth floor, where Dr. Pietropaoli, the team doctor, was already waiting for them at the nurses’ station.

Dr. Pietropaoli leaned over Thane and spoke in a soft, strong voice.

“I’m going to get you right into X-ray, and then we’ll do an MRI. I don’t know for sure, but we might have to operate tonight. I’ll be honest, the nerve may be involved, and if it is, I need to get the pressure off of it right away.”

“The nerve?” Thane raised his head to look down at his knee.

The doctor nodded and touched Thane’s shoulder. “If we can get the pressure off soon enough, you might still be able to play. That’s our goal here.”

Thane’s face, already pale, went sheet-white. “Doc, what do you mean, might be able to play? I can play, right?”

The doctor pressed his lips together but made no other motion. “Let’s just see where we’re at. That’s the goal, but I can’t make any promises.”

Ty stepped back and sat down on a chair in the hallway. He felt sick.





Chapter Five

NO ONE SEEMED TO really notice Ty, and he fell asleep in the heavy reclining chair next to Thane’s bed before his brother even returned from surgery. When he woke, sun streamed in through the window, and Thane lay there in the hospital bed above him with tubes sticking out of his arm and nose. The tube from his nose hissed like a small garden snake, and the electronic equipment beside the bed beeped with a steady cadence.

Ty got up to use the private bathroom near the door and when he returned, a nurse hovered over Thane, checking his tubes. The nurse looked like a young grandmother with short dyed-red hair. The deep lines in her face softened when she turned and saw Ty.

“You’re awake,” she said.

“Is he okay?” Ty asked.

The nurse looked at Thane, whose face looked puffy to Ty. “They operated all night. You’ll have to talk with the doctor about the specifics.”

Ty didn’t like the sound of that.

“Someone needs to call your parents,” the nurse said, but not in an unkind way.

Ty’s stomach turned and clenched. Even though the crash had happened more than a year ago, the word parents still did that to his stomach.

“It’s just me and Thane.”

The nurse looked back and forth between them.

“Our parents died.”

The nurse’s face reddened to match her hair. “I’m sorry. There must be someone you can call. You have school, don’t you?”

“Yes. I can call Ian, I guess. Do I have to go to school?”

“Your brother is going to spend the better part of today groggy and sleeping. I think if you have school, you should go. Who’s Ian?”

When Thane got drafted by the Jets, he bought an enormous slate-roofed mansion in a hilltop neighborhood not too far from the training facility. But the house was a good distance from Halpern, the town where Ty had lived with his aunt and uncle and gone to school. No Halpern school bus came close to where Thane lived. In order for Ty to keep going to his old school, Thane had hired a limo driver to take him back and forth every day, and wherever else he needed to go. The driver’s name was Ian Goodman.

“A friend,” Ty said, embarrassed at having a limo and driver to take him around.

“Should you call him?” the nurse asked.

“I’d rather stay with my brother.”

The nurse studied Ty. Softly, she asked, “What do you think your brother would want you to do?”

Ty winced. Thane talked constantly about the importance of school and never let Ty miss, even if he didn’t feel well.

“Tough it out,” Thane would say. “Mom made me go to school unless I had a high fever. It got me into college and when this football thing ends, I’ve got my degree. You need that, too. School comes first, even before football.”

Ty sighed. “He’d want me to go.”

“Do you need a phone?”

“I’ve got my cell phone.”

Ty dug into the jacket he had draped over the back of the chair, took out his phone, and called Ian. Ian had a thick Brooklyn accent, and Ty liked the way his voice sounded.

“I got a customer I’m dropping off at Newark Airport right now,” Ian said. “I can be over there in say, half an hour. I’ll take you to the house so you can change and then to school. How’s your brother doing?”

“Okay, I guess. He’s still out of it.”

The nurse left, and Ty watched Thane for a few minutes before he clicked on the TV, which hung like a picture on the wall. He went to SportsCenter and listened as they talked about the Jets loss and the possibly career-ending injury suffered by Tiger Lewis on the second to last play of the game. Ty watched the hit in slow motion as they replayed it several times. It was spooky to see the defenders in the deep zone converging on his brother like heat-seeking missiles all hitting the same target.

In slow motion, Ty could see his brother’s leg twist in a funny way as he fell.

“Now, this is a knee that Tiger Lewis had trouble with anyway coming out of Syracuse,” the announcer said to his partner, “but that was only an issue with the cartilage. This is being reported as a major reconstruction with possible nerve damage.”

“And we know what that means,” the second announcer said with a dire face. “Maybe the end of a very promising career.”

“Well, we’ll all be wishing Tiger Lewis the best and a speedy recovery,” the first announcer said; then they began to talk about the Ravens’ upcoming game against the Colts.

Ty muted the sound and flicked the channel. He had no stomach for sports. The words “we know what that means” rang in his ears.

Ty watched the local news without sound. Images of downtown Newark buildings, police, and firefighters flashed past without making any real impression on Ty’s busy mind. It wasn’t until he saw a face he recognized that Ty shot up straight in his chair.

The dark, empty eyes seemed to stare out of the TV right at him. The bright red lozenge of a scar in the sunken cheek seemed to dare Ty to look at it, but even though Lucy Catalone’s face was nothing more than a picture on a screen, it choked him.





Chapter Six

WHEN TY HAD WORKED for Uncle Gus in his cleaning service, one of their accounts was Lucy’s, a sports bar run by the man with the red oval scar. Lucy was more than a bar owner, though. Lucy was a bookie, a man who ran an extensive gambling operation for the D’Amico crime family. Uncle Gus gambled with Lucy and lost big. When Lucy found out Gus was uncle to the Jets’ new star wide receiver, he came up with a payment plan.

Uncle Gus could work off his debt by providing the crime organization inside information about the team, information that could make Lucy and the D’Amicos millions. Uncle Gus convinced Ty to help by allowing Ty to play football for Halpern Middle—but only if he got the information from Thane. Ty wanted to play football so badly, he chose to believe Uncle Gus’s story about a simple fantasy football website. He told himself there wasn’t any real problem in asking Thane questions and passing on the answers. It all seemed perfectly harmless, until the FBI showed up threatening to end Thane’s NFL career for his participation in the gambling scheme.

When Lucy found out Thane was cooperating with the FBI, he took off after Thane in a fit of rage and planned to attack him at an autograph-signing event at the mall. Only Ty’s quick thinking, speed, and a well-timed shove that sent Lucy tumbling down an escalator saved Thane from a vicious blow by Lucy’s infamous crowbar. When Uncle Gus and his family had been shipped away, the FBI talked about a trial that wouldn’t take place for several years.

Ty couldn’t imagine why Lucy was on the news now, and as he turned up the volume of the set, the image changed to the face of Big Al D’Amico, the boss of the entire criminal organization.

“... and Big Al D’Amico are being held in federal custody awaiting the outcome of a grand jury this Thursday, when the government hopes to secure additional indictments that some say could put the D’Amico family out of business for good. Authorities are hopeful that years of work will finally put these allegedly dangerous men behind bars, but there is some concern for the safety of the prosecution’s star witness, Gus Slatz.”

Now Uncle Gus’s face filled the screen, and Ty exhaled a ragged breath.

“Slatz, owner of a Secaucus cleaning service and uncle of Jets standout wide receiver Tiger Lewis, has been placed into witness protection by the government. The last time D’Amico was indicted, back in 1997, the star witness, Bartholomew Higgens, was killed before the trial could take place.”

A serious-looking man in a gray suit appeared on-screen. Ty recognized the dark mustache and the tufts of hair bordering his bald head. The writing beneath his face on the screen confirmed that he was FBI Special Agent in Charge Dominic Mueller, the man who had overseen the investigation involving Thane.

“We’ve taken every precaution to secure the safety of our witness,” Mueller said to the camera, “and we have every confidence in the world that neither Mr. Catalone nor Mr. D’Amico will escape justice this time.”

The news anchor said she also hoped justice would be served, then turned her attention to the weather.

Ty sat back and looked at his brother’s sleeping face. The sickness in his stomach turned into cold, creeping fear.

That’s when his phone rang.





Chapter Seven

“I’M DOWNSTAIRS,” IAN SAID. “I made great time.”

Ty gathered his wits. He looked from Thane to the TV screen and flicked it off. It almost seemed like the whole thing could have been a dream. Ty kissed his brother’s forehead and slipped out of the room. Just outside the lobby, Ian sat waiting in a silver Town Car. Ty climbed into the back. When he first starting riding with Ian, Ty had asked to sit in front, but Ian had said, “I’m a professional. I drive. You go in the back. Don’t insult me, okay?”

Ty still couldn’t figure out why him sitting up front was an insult, but he went with it.

“Home first?” Ian asked.

“I guess,” Ty said, thinking of a shower and some fresh clothes, but also still thinking about Uncle Gus, Lucy, and Big Al. “Did you hear anything on the radio this morning about my uncle?”

Ian glanced at him in the rearview mirror, his eyes showing concern even through the glint of his glasses. “I did, yes.”

“He’s coming back to testify? I thought the trial was years away?” Ty sat forward and put his hands on the back of the passenger seat.

“It’s for the grand jury,” Ian said. “That’s how these things go. I’m sure they’ll whisk him in and out without a problem.”

“It’s just creepy seeing those guys on TV and thinking that they’re
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