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CHAPTER ONE

 Delaney’s new partner was impatient with him. But Delaney
didn’t take the situation personally, for it seemed that Officer
Robert Watson was impatient with everything in his world and had
been for a very long time, and had no intention of quitting any day
soon.

The West Side of Chicago wasn’t an easy
place in which to be a police officer, after all. Joshua Delaney
had discovered as much within hours of moving there, so he could
understand that years of working in the thirty-third precinct had
diminished Watson’s tolerance levels. Especially when burdened with
a country hick for a new partner.

It could not be said that their styles
meshed. Delaney and Watson had, however, found ways of working
together without the latter murdering the former, despite Watson
often muttering, “What’s one more dead cop washed up on the shores
of Lake Michigan? No one would notice.” Delaney figured that when
all was said and done, they were both, in their own ways, good
police officers. What more did they really need?

When the pair’s eight-hour shift ended at
midnight, they were in the habit of walking out of the police
station together, both still wearing their blue uniforms,
displaying more solidarity than actually existed. Somehow, Watson
always managed to find a parking space on the street just outside
the station house and Delaney would accompany his partner to the
man’s car before walking back to his apartment alone.

Tonight, Watson was opining on the necessity
of experience. “You’re just too green, Delaney. If you ever survive
to my age, if you see a bit of life, then you might cope
with Chicago.”

Delaney kept his tone mild and even. “I’m
thirty-two, Robert. I’m only ten years behind you.”

Watson threw an irritated grimace in his
direction. “Thirteen years,” Watson corrected him. “And you act
like you’re a rookie.”

“I haven’t been a rookie
since I turned twenty. It’s not as if I don’t have
experience.”

“Yeah, but only out in the
sticks.”

“That counts,” Delaney
asserted. Then he shrugged. “Though I can’t deny everything’s
different here. I’ve never worked in a city even half this size,
I’ve never had a long term partner.”

“Fuck … it’s not even like
you were in a different time zone; you came here from a different
era! This is the nineties, you know. The nineteen
nineties.”

“I am aware of it,”
Delaney mildly replied.

As Watson unlocked his car he summarized his
point of view. “You’ll learn, Delaney. But you’ll have to learn
quick, this is the deep end they threw you into.”

Delaney nodded a farewell, and began to walk
off.

That wasn’t the end of Watson’s good advice,
however. While pulling away from the curb, the man powered down the
window and called out, “And for God’s sake, get yourself a new
car!”

“Maybe,” Delaney replied,
lifting his hand in acknowledgement. It hadn’t been an auspicious
beginning for the police officer new to Chicago, having his car
stolen almost right out from under his nose. He had no idea when
he’d be able to afford a replacement – and, strangely enough, he
felt little inclination to buy one anyway.

“Damned fool,” Watson
muttered as he drove off, apparently not caring that Delaney could
hear him. Then Delaney’s partner was gone. The forever-busy police
station was already behind him – Delaney turned the next corner and
was alone.

The West Side of Chicago seemed to be
constructed from contradictions. In many ways, it was a family
neighborhood; full of houses and churches and schools and shops.
Lights were on in the homes that Delaney walked past, but the doors
and windows were dauntingly secured, so the overall effect wasn’t
welcoming. The restaurants and clubs scattered throughout the area
were busy, and cars sped or crawled along the streets, but there
weren’t many people out on the sidewalks. Apparently it was
considered wise to opt for the relative safety of being inside a
vehicle or a building. Delaney strode on, passing a row of shops
all closed and barricaded for the night, and then a few dark
warehouses.

The next two blocks were given over to a
cramped and jumbled industrial area. Beyond that were a couple of
cheap office buildings, then more houses, and finally Delaney’s
apartment block. It seemed he would be delayed, however, despite
his shabby home and uncomfortable bed beckoning – for a good police
officer was never off duty, and there were laws being broken
here.

Delaney stood for a moment and contemplated
the situation. A number of cars were parked haphazardly outside one
of the warehouses, spilling into the street with no regard for
anyone else’s convenience. The whole thing was typical of the
Chicago ‘fuck you’ attitude.

First, Delaney wrote tickets for the car
that was blocking a fire hydrant and for the others parked on the
sidewalk. And then he became engrossed in jotting down the
registration numbers of the remaining cars. There seemed to be no
one else around and he hadn’t been expecting trouble, so Delaney
was startled when he heard someone comment, “Christ, this is all we
need.” He looked around to discover three men standing a few yards
away, two of them holding Delaney at gunpoint.

“Tonight of all nights,”
another one added with much the same impatient inflections as
Watson used. “First Trezini and now a cop.”

The first man indicated the warehouse with a
tilt of his chin. “Get in there,” he said.

There seemed little Delaney could do but
obey. With slow deliberate movements, he slid his pen into one
pocket and his notepad into another. And then, holding both hands
palm-out in plain view, he led the way towards the only doorway he
could see.
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Angelo Trezini was slowing down, too cold and too
dull to even think. Well, his only thought was a wistful wish for
the energy necessary to feel sad or sorry or righteously pissed
off. He was fading fast.

He was in a freezer. A large storage room of
a freezer, packed high with cartons of food, and lit so brightly
that Trezini was forced to squint. When his eyes were open, that
is. Mostly he was just pacing in a circle, eyes shut tight against
the harsh light and harsher cold, arms wrapped around his chest.
He’d lost count of the number of times he’d walked this circle, but
it was often enough that he didn’t have to look where he was going
anymore.

A muffled clang, and the door swung open. It
all happened so fast, and Trezini was feeling so slow that he
didn’t have a chance to take advantage of the situation. As luck
would have it, he was as far away as his circle took him – by the
time he’d turned and drawn his gun, the door was already slamming
shut again. And Trezini had company.

He was staring down his gun-barrel at a big
dumb hunk of a man wearing a cop’s uniform. A man who was so
ridiculously handsome that Trezini almost forgot the cold for a
moment. There was a stillness about the man, a sense that he was
completely self-contained.

The two men considered each other for a
time; neither making any untoward moves, though Trezini aiming a
gun at him didn’t seem to faze the cop. Wisely, even though the cop
held a gun loosely in his own hand, he made no attempt to lift it;
he hadn’t even instinctively tightened his grip. After a still
moment, the cop carefully turned the butt of the handle towards
Trezini to show him that the clip was missing, presumably
confiscated. Maybe the morons who’d put Trezini in here had already
learned one lesson.

Eventually, as the cop lowered his hand to
hang harmlessly by his side, Trezini demanded, “Who the hell are
you?”

“Officer Joshua Delaney,
thirty-third precinct.”

“Yeah, the pleasure’s all
mine,” Trezini sarcastically responded. “What are you doing
here?”

Speaking in an unexpectedly conversational
tone, the man explained, “Well, I assume someone didn’t appreciate
me issuing parking tickets. There were cars parked illegally
outside the warehouse.”

Parking tickets? Trezini didn’t
bother hiding his disbelief. “What, are you feeling suicidal? This
isn’t the part of town to get nosy in.”

“I’m new to Chicago.”
There was still a complete lack of self-consciousness, despite
being so badly caught out.

The guy was patently harmless, so Trezini
re-holstered his gun, noting that his companion’s self-possession
remained constant despite the withdrawal of this threat. “Yeah,
that would explain why you’re in this neighborhood at this time of
night, trying to ticket wiseguys for letting their meters run
out.”

“Blocking a fire hydrant,”
the cop corrected him, “parking too close to an intersection, and
parking on the sidewalk.” He let a beat go by before asking, “These
people are mobsters?”

Trezini let out a laugh. “Don’t get too
excited – this bunch are nothing more than associates and wannabes.
Total amateurs.” As requested, the cop remained unexcited, though
the frown tilted towards Trezini indicated that he was certainly
curious. Trezini asked him, “You’d still have given them tickets,
wouldn’t you, even if you knew? You’d still be nosy.”

Delaney shrugged, as if this was of no
importance. “Yes.” His breath fogged whenever he spoke.

Belatedly realizing he’d started shivering
again, Trezini recommenced pacing around his circle, hugging
himself ineffectually. He closed his eyes against this harsh
fate.

The cop commented, “We’re in danger of dying
from hypothermia.”

Trying to generate the heat of sarcasm,
Trezini said, “Quick, aren’t you? They’d have taken my gun if they
planned on me surviving.” He shrugged, though his shoulders were
already stiff. “Or maybe they panicked, they just didn’t think, and
now they have to let the freezer do their work for them.”

“Then we have at least two
advantages.”

“What?”

A hint of humor kicked up one corner of the
cop’s mouth. “They didn’t search me. I have a spare clip.”

“Being armed ain’t gonna
count for much when we’re dead.”

“Here.” When Trezini
opened his eyes again, he found that the cop was shrugging off his
woolen coat while looking about him at the freezer’s interior.
“Take this,” the guy said, absently holding the coat out towards
Trezini.

Well, Trezini was hardly going to refuse it,
though he was suspicious of such noble generosity.

Noticing this momentary hesitation, the cop
explained, “You’re far slimmer than I am, and you’re only wearing a
suit; you need it more.”

“Sure. Who’s arguing?”
Trezini grabbed the coat, put it on over his suit jacket and
buttoned it up. Unfortunately the extra layer didn’t seem to make
much difference: perhaps Trezini was already too cold, and couldn’t
warm up again.

Delaney seemed oblivious to the discomfort,
though his warmest garment now was a knitted woolen sweater. While
the two men were both about six feet tall, the cop certainly had
the larger frame, giving the rather attractive impression of solid
muscle and perhaps a little excess padding. Turning the collar up
and huddling gratefully into the coat, Trezini dismissed the cop
for his stupidity while also reluctantly admiring him for his
decency.

The cop checked that the door was indeed
locked, the safety handle disabled. And then he began looking
around the freezer; as he went, he absently reloaded his gun, and
chambered a bullet. Trezini watched him with little interest,
having already searched for escape routes. Well, Trezini watched
him with the interest anyone reserved for men who were movie-star
handsome, though it was really far too cold for any reaction beyond
a vague appreciation.

There were no exits other than the locked
door, but there was a grated vent high on one wall. The cop hauled
a few cartons of frozen food over and stacked them so that he could
climb up to the vent. Guessing what the guy was intending, Trezini
wrestled some of the modular metal shelving apart and handed
Delaney a sturdy bar.

The grate was soon prized off, and the cop
was leaning inside. But, “It’s no use,” the guy announced. “This
duct leads straight up for twenty feet, we’d never climb it.”

Well, Trezini hadn’t really been hoping for
much, anyway. The cop scrambled down again, and continued exploring
– leaving the cartons, grate and bar where they were. Trezini
watched him surreptitiously, beginning to get curious. Who the hell
was this guy?

“We must have both
surprised them,” Delaney eventually said. He produced a folded-up
blanket from a cabinet near the door. “They didn’t remove the first
aid kit and, luckily for us, it contains a blanket.”

Trezini frowned at him, wondering what the
cop would come up with next, and pondering the problem with this
scenario. “Of course,” he sighed. “There’s only one blanket.”
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It was vital to remain conscious and to keep moving.
Delaney considered the situation at length, trying to think of
anything else they could do to help ensure their survival, but he
figured they were already doing everything they could.

The two men had the blanket wrapped snugly
around their shoulders, and were pacing around in a clear area near
the door – pacing the same circle Trezini said he’d covered a
hundred times already. “This is getting monotonous,” the man
grumbled. “We’re going to wear a groove in the floor.” They each
had an arm round the other’s waist, and it was apparent that
Trezini was far less comfortable with this proximity than
Delaney.

Delaney turned his thoughts to his
companion. It seemed they were much the same age, though Trezini’s
hairline was already receding. He wasn’t a handsome man, though he
had a slim and attractive figure. His suit and shirt appeared to be
expensive; their style and colors were subtle and flattering. As
for Trezini’s likely occupation … Breaking the silence, Delaney
asked, “Are you a mobster, too?”

“What if I am?” was the
immediate retort.

Their current situation demanded a
rearrangement of the usual priorities. Delaney asked, “Is there any
chance of you being rescued?”

Trezini shrugged within the confines of the
blanket and Delaney’s embrace. “No one but my Ma will miss me until
morning. These guys are bringing all kinds of trouble down on their
heads, but that’ll be too little too late for me. What about
you?”

“No one will miss me,”
Delaney said in the steadiest of tones, “and nobody knows I’m
here.”

Trezini cast him a disparaging glance. “So,
you’re going to die because of parking violations.”

“And why are you
here?”

“Well, I guess I don’t
have any better a reason – I was collecting protection money.”
Trezini went on to belligerently admit, “Yes, all right, I’m a
wiseguy, I work for the establishment. But these morons are
developing their own agenda, and I wandered in at the wrong
time.”

Despite himself, Delaney was a tad
surprised. He’d initially assumed Trezini didn’t play a significant
role in this city, though perhaps Delaney was guilty of
underestimating the man. “You work for Matthew Picano?”

Trezini shoved Delaney away, keeping the
blanket around his own shoulders. “Oh yeah,” he said with great
sarcasm, “you’re real new to Chicago.” And the man strode on,
muttering a pithy comment to himself.

Delaney stood there alone in the cold,
watching his volatile companion. At last he asked, “Will you tell
me your name?”

“Why not. What have I got
to lose? Trezini. Carmine Angelo Trezini. And if you try to use
what I said as evidence, I’ll deny everything. You didn’t Mirandize
me, anyway.”

“I’m really not interested
in arresting you, Mr. Trezini,” Delaney mildly replied.

“Of course not. We’re
going to die instead.” Another turn round his circle as this
thought sank in. Then Trezini glanced over at Delaney, and
relented. “Oh, come here.”

Delaney joined Trezini under the blanket
where they fitted themselves close together again, and kept
walking.

Trezini seemed less wary now that the truth
was out – and he also seemed mildly amused, though Delaney wasn’t
sure whether the humor was generated by the situation, by Delaney,
or by Trezini himself. They walked on, going nowhere, in
companionable silence.

 


#

 


Time meant very little. It took a while for Delaney
to notice that their pace was significantly slower, that he and
Trezini were both hunched over now, and that they were very much
relying on each other’s support. Such obliviousness could be
dangerous. With an effort, he said, “Talk to me, Mr. Trezini. Tell
me something about yourself.”

“No, you first,” the man
replied. “Tell me – what’s a nice boy like you doing in nasty old
Chicago?”

Delaney grimaced to himself. “I moved here
after turning in a number of officers for drug-running, bribery and
murder. The city doesn’t hold a monopoly on corruption.”

Trezini was staring hard and disbelieving at
him, from a mere breath away. “You turned in your own people? In my
line of business, you get transferred directly to hell for that, do
not pass go, do not collect two hundred dollars.”

“My line of business has
hardly been forgiving. They wanted me to resign right away, but I
wouldn’t – at least, not until I’d won the position
here.”

“I wanted to be a
cop.”

Delaney looked at the man beside him,
skeptical of this unexpected statement.

Trezini, however, was a bit wide-eyed, as if
taken aback by his own plain-spoken honesty. After a moment, he
plunged ahead with an explanation. “When I was a kid, it was all I
ever wanted to be.” He let out a laugh as he said, “We’d play cops
and robbers, and I’d be the only guy on the right side of the law.
But Matthew’s father ran the neighborhood, and my Dad was his
right-hand man. So, when I was eighteen, Matt offered me work, and
of course I said yes.”

Frowning, Delaney asked, “But if you wanted
to be a cop … ?”

Trezini shrugged. “It wouldn’t have been the
thing to do, people wouldn’t have understood. And my Dad would have
completely disowned me – not that we ever really got it together
before he died. Anyway, Matt was the in-crowd, and I was tired of
being outside. What else could I have done?”

“Well, Mr. Trezini, you
could have become the man you wanted to be.”

But apparently that was too blunt a
challenge: the mobster’s expression changed from candid to a
guardedness betraying only annoyance. Cold silence returned, and
the pair kept walking.
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An uncounted number of circuits later, Delaney
belatedly realized that he and Trezini were barely shuffling along.
It was time to make a conscious decision or two while they still
could. “Stop,” Delaney muttered. “We need to stop.”

“Need to keep moving,”
Trezini reminded him.

“No, we can’t walk for
much longer. We should stop now, while we know what we’re
doing.”

“I don’t know what I’m
doing …”

They kept trudging slowly around. Eventually
Delaney continued, “It’s a risk, Mr. Trezini, but I think we should
stop and bundle up together in the blanket. If we hold each other
close, we can share our body heat.”

“I don’t think I’ve got
any left to share,” the man replied, and it was apparent that he
was aware enough to be sarcastic, to try to control the stutter
caused by chattering teeth. It was another ten steps before Trezini
reluctantly agreed. “Well, all right. I suppose we have nothing to
lose except our dignity.”

Delaney had already chosen the best place: a
corner tucked away near the door but out of sight of anyone coming
through it; they would be on the opposite side of the room from the
vent he’d opened. He now steered them both slowly towards it,
breaking out of their circle.

Trezini was numbly cooperative. He said, “If
we’re going to die in each other’s arms, we should at least be on a
first-name basis. What do your friends call you?”

“Delaney. Or
Joshua.”

“Josh it is,” the man
decided. “As for me – well, no one calls me Carmine, that was my
father’s name.”

Having reached his chosen corner, Delaney
set Trezini to stand by himself for a moment.

The slimmer man waited patiently, huddled
within the cop’s too-large coat, rambling on about his name. “Ma
calls me Angelo, because I’m her angel. Matthew calls me Cat, from
my initials.”

With cold-stiffened fingers, Delaney
arranged the blanket around his shoulders, then leaned back against
the wall, and opened his arms. Once Trezini had moved into his
embrace, Delaney wrapped the blanket tightly around him so that
they were cocooned together. He asked, “What do your friends call
you, Mr. Trezini?”

“The people I work with
call me Trez.”

“What would you like me to
call you?”

Trezini stared directly at him for a long
moment, despite the nose-to-nose proximity. At last the man
answered, “Angelo.”

“Thank you,” Delaney said.
They were settled now, standing there holding each other so much
closer than two men could possibly be comfortable with – but they
were also as protected from the cold as they could manage for now.
Although Trezini had his arms folded protectively across his own
chest, his gaze was piercingly curious. Delaney offered, “If you
lower your head to my shoulder, Angelo, I could cover it with this
corner of the blanket.”

“No,” the man replied, his
voice a shade rougher. “No, if I’m going to die, I may as well do
it looking at you. God in His mercy must have sent you to ease my
way.”

Delaney returned his gaze with a frown,
unsure what was intended by such a statement, and uncertain how to
respond to it. He was further confused when Trezini tilted his head
and leaned forward to press his mouth against Delaney’s in a
one-sided kiss. A disconcerting moment of intimacy stretched.
Delaney had no idea how best to react.

At last, Trezini pulled back.

Delaney found his voice and said, “Why don’t
you talk to me? Or recite something, a speech or a song or a poem.
The Declaration of Independence.”

Taking this suggestion seriously, and
apparently willing to be diverted, Trezini whispered, “All I know
is prayers and confessions.” His lips moved silently for a moment,
and then he began reciting. “We have left undone those things which
we ought to have done; And we have done those things which we ought
not to have done; And there is no health in us.”

“Could we try for
something a little more cheerful?”

Trezini thought for a moment, and continued,
“To you, O Lord, I lift up my soul. Let me not be ashamed; Let not
my enemies triumph over me. Do not remember the sins of my youth,
nor my transgressions; According to your mercy remember me.”

“This is how you pray?”
Delaney carefully asked.

“They’re
psalms.”

Delaney took a breath and said, “Are you
ashamed of who you are, Angelo? Because I believe that redemption
is the stuff of life. You could still become the man you wanted to
be.”

Trezini was slowly shaking his head in
denial. “No, it’s too late for that.”

“If you want to redeem
your soul, Angelo, work with me.”

“How am I supposed to do
that?”

The answer seemed obvious to Delaney. “Give
me the evidence I need to help the federal authorities deal with
Matthew Picano as he deserves. We can work together to bring him
down.”

Trezini’s smile was wry, though it lacked
sharpness. It seemed that now he’d stopped moving, Trezini was
really losing his focus to the cold. “And what do I get out of
that?” he asked after a moment. “Other than a direct transfer to
hell. Not that we’re not dead already.”

“Redemption.”

The smile grew sweeter. “Don’t get me wrong,
a direct transfer to heaven would be an improvement. But all I want
to do right now is sleep. Sleep with you.” Trezini leaned a
fraction closer, so that he rested against Delaney
forehead-to-forehead. And he confessed in a whisper, “I feel warm
now.”

“I know it’s tempting,”
Delaney bluntly announced, “but if you give in to that and fall
asleep, you’ll die.”

Trezini’s attention was successfully caught;
he lifted his head and stared at his companion.

Delaney explained, “You feel warm when you
freeze to death.”

“But that’s so unfair!”
Trezini sounded outraged.

A long moment stretched, and Delaney made a
confession of his own. “I fear it’s actually rather pleasant,
beyond a certain point.”

“Pleasant?” Trezini
echoed. He turned away for a moment – not that he could go far –
and then met Delaney’s gaze. “Do you know, Josh, I thought the
warmth was me falling in love with you.”

Taken aback by this statement, Delaney just
stared at the man. The whole idea was so unexpected that he didn’t
even grasp the shape of it yet, hadn’t even found a name for it.
Trezini was shifting, stiffly untangling his arms and insinuating
them around Delaney’s waist. And then the weight of Trezini’s body
pressed against his, and that sensual mouth met Delaney’s
again.

Delaney refused to cooperate. When Trezini
broke the kiss, Delaney said, “Please don’t do that, Angelo. I’m
not –”

“Then don’t talk to me
about redemption,” the man retorted.

“But I want you to work
with me against Picano.”

Trezini groaned, and let his head fall to
rest against Delaney’s shoulder. “I’m dying, Josh, stop pestering
me.”

“You are not dying,”
Delaney said: “I won’t let you.”

But it seemed that Trezini had drifted
away.

“Angelo …
Angelo?”

No reply.

Delaney managed to free an arm, and
carefully lifted Trezini’s head. The man’s eyes were closed in
sleep or unconsciousness. Needing to regain Trezini’s attention,
and figuring that desperate times called for desperate measures,
Delaney clumsily kissed him. “Angelo!”

Nothing.

Another kiss, and at last Trezini responded,
his mouth on Delaney’s vague yet hungry. “Stay with me,” Delaney
said, “talk to me.”

Those lips moved, though the eyes remained
hooded. After a moment, Trezini’s words became recognizable. “The
Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.”

Delaney joined in, though at first he was
uncertain of the words, for it seemed his school had taught a more
modern version of the psalm. Together he and Trezini recited, “He
maketh me to lie down in green pastures; He leadeth me beside the
still waters. He restoreth my soul …”
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Time passed. The two men repeated the psalm again and
again, though it became more and more of an effort as they fought
off the cold. “… And I will dwell in the house of the Lord For ever
…”

“The Lord is my shepherd;
I shall not want …” Awful, how sluggish Trezini became – at times,
his words slurred almost beyond recognition. Delaney tried to shift
his arms every now and then without losing his grip on the blanket;
providing friendly embraces of Trezini’s shoulders, inexpert
caresses of his waist, endeavoring to keep the man interested in
remaining alive. “… He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness For
His name’s sake.”

The door was opening.

Delaney quit reciting, not wanting to be
overheard, blearily trying to listen for footsteps and thereby work
out how many people he would have to deal with.

Oblivious, Trezini was mumbling on. “Yea,
though I walk through –”

The quickest way to hush him was for Delaney
to press his mouth to Trezini’s. A still moment with their lips
crushed together, and then Trezini’s eyes opened. Delaney pulled
away, and with a tilt of his head drew the man’s attention to the
fact that they had company.

Waking up a little further, Trezini blinked
a time or two, slow to catch up. But finally he widened his eyes
and
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