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   Judas's Revenge

 

1.

 The first fist dug below his belt lighting up the sky of
his mind, another to his chin, while another landed into his neck
from behind. Several more punches landed above his cheek bones and
into his kidneys once more filling the dark sky with stars. One
fist after another found its way as if each punch had been
choreographed for maximum pain. Vinnie couldn't make out who they
were.

Only the sound of his flesh resonating the blows and the quiet
grunts of the administrators interrupted the faint moonlight. One
fist after another landed making most of his face feel moist and
hot until there was no more feeling. He collapsed onto the pier
barely conscious.  He was unable to see through the blood
tears streaming down his damaged cheeks, and unable to lift his
head off the wet planks. He heard footsteps softly but rapidly
disappear into the darkness. Had they gone? Was this it?

The opening of a car door shattered his hope, as his breath
stilled enough so he could listen for help and taste his own hot
flowing blood. Frannie's face intruded upon his pain. Did the dogs
hurt her, too? What had happened to her?

Frannie. They had been together for several months. Tonight was
what you might call an anniversary.  He had managed to steal
her affections from an old associate, not someone he would call
friend. She came willingly and enjoyed the life Vinnie provided for
her. Things were beginning to feel serious. Perhaps she would agree
to marry him.   She had urged him to take a walk along
the beach earlier in the evening. He refused saying it was too cold
on the beach.  She said the freshness of the air off the water
was what she needed to make her feel better. He couldn't dissuade
her, so they walked three blocks from the main part of town and
finally arrived at the docks. For awhile they walked across the
sandy beach, hand in hand chatting about past acquaintances they
had loved and lost. They stopped and kissed every hundred feet or
so, each kiss becoming more passionate. When they arrived at the
pier, they stood looking out over the dark restless water. He held
her close feeling her press into him, and then the darkness
exploded in to blazing pain.

He had not heard Frannie scream, yell, or even say a word.
Perhaps they had gagged her. Where was she? He still could not lift
his head off the blood soaked planks. The footsteps sounded in the
distance once more and became louder and louder before taking the
shape of three silhouettes.

"Take his clothes off before you put him in. Everything!" The
voice sounded vaguely familiar. "And keep it quiet. We still have
more to do."

"First we gotta see if he's still alive," said another voice not
familiar at all.

"He'd better be. When the boss gets here he expects to have his
way!"

"What's he going to do?"

"You wait and see!  Something he picked up when he went
back to the old country," said the vaguely familiar voice.

Vinnie made no move, even if he could have, it would not have
been wise. The quiet one of the trio took off Vinnie's shoes,
unbuckled the victim's pants and then pulled them off. Then the
shirt, shorts and socks.

"You have the bag ready?"

"Yeah, but do you think he'll fit?"

"He'll fit. He's a little shit in all the important places!"

The silent man rolled Vinnie into the bulky burlap bag and then
tied the top of the bag with rope. Vinnie, still in terrible pain,
didn't know what to do. He remembered his father always telling him
with painful regularity, "Whenever you have to make a decision and
you're not sure what to do—do nothing."  The advice had served
Vinnie well for most of his adult life, so he hoped it would serve
him one more time. Mr. Do Nothing.

"Is the rope in place?" asked the familiar voice.

"Yeah, sure. Now what?"

"Have him pull the bag over here to the edge of the pier,” the
familiar voice said. The third man who still remained silent pulled
the dead weight of the burlap sack over to the edge of the pier,
handed the rope to the other man in front of him.

The familiar voice said, "Push him in and hold on to the rope!
Not too long. The boss wants him alive for the finale."

The cold water chilled Vinnie to sudden awareness. He struggled
as much as he could but felt himself being sucked into the water's
depths. His breath gave way to mouthfuls of water, and then partial
consciousness. At the moment Vinnie relinquished whatever control
he had left, as the burlap bag was pulled to the surface. In the
distorted nearness Vinnie could hear the three men laughing at his
misery. In a minute the bag was plunged once more replicating the
first dive, which was then repeated many more times.

Near what felt like death, Vinnie felt himself once more hitting
the floor of the pier. A sharp knife cut into the burlap sack
exposing Vinnie's near lifeless body. The bag was pulled away
causing its contents to lay sprawled naked on the pier.  One
of the men bent over the body, felt for a pulse at the neck and
then wrapped a black scarf around the face blocking whatever view
was left to the lifeless man.

Far away Vinnie could hear men laughing.  The slamming of
an expensive car door in the distance silenced the laughter. Vinnie
felt the heavy footsteps which made the planks on the pier tremble
with every foot fall… a promise of more pain to come.

 "Bouna Serra!" said a new voice filled with energy. 
Vinnie knew this voice. Carlo. Carlo had been Frannie's lover. "Are
we ready?" Carlo asked. The men grumbled their approval. "He will
never forget this, will he?" This time the grumbling turned to
nervous approval.  "Give it to me!" Carlo ordered. His voice
was filled with shuddering satisfaction of successful revenge.

Vinnie screamed wildly as he felt the burning of his flesh just
above his flaccid organ. The hot excruciating pain traveled down
into the core of his midsection.  He twisted violently trying
to escape which caused the pain to become even more intense. The
smell of his searing flesh and the pain it brought caused him to
heave whatever remained in his stomach. His scream died into a
pitiful moaning as the hot brand was finally pulled away from his
skin.

"Do you think Judas will steal again?" asked Carlo. "He will
remember every time he… " Carlo laughed as if insane. The other
three men looked at the now lifeless body of the branded young man
lying naked on the pier. They were silent as Carlo continued to
laugh almost uncontrollably. Then he stopped and said," Gentlemen,
you know it's wrong to leave litter. Throw that trash off the
pier."

They rolled the helpless young body over the pier into the
water. The cold water both shocked and soothed the branded Vinnie
to consciousness as his body slowly sank to the bottom of the lake.
The pain he would never forget— if he lived to remember.  As
he surfaced slowly, he bumped into a piling which he managed to
hold as he eased up to the surface.  For several minutes he
waited in the dark water. He reached down to his groin and felt the
raging wound causing him to shiver in the water. He swallowed a
scream.

It took him several more minutes to pull himself up on to the
pier where he collapsed. Finally, he sat up and looked down into
his groin but could only see the seared flesh already taking on a
strange coloring. He took the burlap sack they left behind and
pulled it over his body protecting him from the cold, as he laid
back on the pier. He would never forget this evening and he vowed
someday he would make Carlo's days also unforgettable. Vinnie was
younger and physically weaker than Carlo. He would never be able to
do to him what Carlo had done. Avenge himself he would, but with
his brain and not his brawn.

 Most of his body ached from the first wave of physical
abuse, but it was the burning at his core which pained him most. He
laid flat on the pier, covered with the itchy burlap as he tried to
summon whatever energy there was left in his body. His lungs
cramped with the water he had ingested, while his graffittied groin
still burned inside of him.

 Where was Frannie? He sobbed silently to himself in the
moonless night, from pain, from humiliation and from knowing the
answer to his own question.

 

2.

 Several miles from the water show, a large two story
Spanish hacienda type building stood back into a forest of
pines.  Several bedroom windows opened on to second floor
balconies. Climbing vines which had been planted many years before
when the home was first built, covered most of the first and second
floor walls leaving the pink stone only partially visible.

  Carlo's suite which covered half of the second floor
included a full room sized bathroom with a sunken tub large enough
for a basketball team. A large study/library/ meeting room gave way
to a huge bedroom opening on to a balcony. The other suite on the
second floor which was much smaller and more modest was where his
brother Dino lived.

Frannie sat on a black leather sofa in front of an ancient
walk-in fire place where several logs almost spent, still crackled.
He sat next to her draping his powerful arm around her, almost
inhaling her into him. Her platinum blonde hair reflected the dying
embers giving her an eerie aura. Her body was slender but firm, her
breasts full without excess, and her legs long and perfectly shaped
much like an old time movie star whom she imitated. Her pale face
glowed with soft blue eyes with just a hint of eye brow, and a
perfect nose and lips.   Frannie's voice was soft, but
clear. She could whisper across a large room and be heard
easily.

"You should have never left me, Frannie," said Carlo. He
released her and sat up straight, leaned forward and poured a drink
from the fifth on the low table. "You want one?"

She shook her head. "Carlo, you scare the hell out of me! It
wasn't that I didn't love you. It was that you frightened me."

"Have I ever touched you, or hurt you, Frannie?"

"No, never. You know that. But there is something, I don't know,
it just scares me." She walked to the fire feeling for the dying
heat.  After a moment she turned, emitting a full body aura.
"You're not angry at me, are you Carlo?"

"How can I be angry with you? You came back didn't you? No one
takes what belongs to Carlo Martini." He was silent for a moment
lost in thought. "Or they suffer."

Her body became rigid. Her eyes narrowed, losing their earlier
serenity. "You… You didn't kill him?" She waited for an answer.
Instead he looked at her. She could see the beginning of a smile in
the fading light. " Oh Carlo! You bastard! I did what you wanted,
but you promised not to kill Vinnie." Tears formed in her eyes.

"Do you still love him?"

"I don't know if I ever loved him. Sex was fine, but love? I
don't know how to love."

"You love me, don't you?"

She turned back to the dying embers. "I'm here. I can't give you
anything I don't have for myself."  She turned quickly. "Why
did you kill Vinnie? You promised. I did what you wanted." She
walked to the edge of the sofa and buried her head into the arm
crying.

"I didn't break my promise. We didn't kill him. We… "

"Are you telling me the truth?"

"Martini never breaks his word.

"Where is he?"

"Well, he won't be around for a long while. We gave him
something to remember us by."

What did you do, Carlo?" She turned to him, her breasts glowing
like two perfect orbs suspended in space.

"We treated him like we do any other Judas in our organization.
He won't bother you again."

"But Carlo, I went to him with my fears and I felt safe with
him. He didn't steal me from you."

"In the organization, Frannie, we don't take from each
other.  We take from others… outsiders."

"But Vinnie is part of the organization. What happens when the
Don finds out?"

"Don't worry about the Don, Frannie." He leaned over and pulled
her back to him. "I promise you I will never hurt you, Frannie. I
will only love and honor you." He smothered his lips over hers.

She pulled away, “But Carlo, I hear stories about the others…
"

"What others?" Anger was the beginning smolder inside of
him.

"Other women."

"I am thirty five years old, Frannie. Did you actually believe
you were my first?"  He released her. "Was I your first?" She
bowed her head and smiled slightly. "There was never any one while
you were with me."

"But?"

"I asked you if you would come back. You said you would. Do I
hold you to your word?"

"Yes," she said in almost a whisper.

He stood and met her as she stood. He bent and scooped her into
his arms and walked towards the bed room. "Perhaps you will soon
love me as you did before that little Judas stole you from
me." 

Frannie lay back in his arms, her blonde hair falling into the
black of the room.. She remained silent. She could always go back
to Vinnie she thought.

 

3.

He was a small withering man with a shock of white hair which
capped a wind reddened face. His piercing black eyes danced from
flower to flower as he cuddled them almost like children and
inspecting for their dirty ears.

"Ah, you lovely little tea rose. What fragile beauty. Do you not
think this slight bloom is as beautiful as the large Herbert
Hoover, Vinnie?"  He waited for an answer.

Vinnie sat hunched on a wooden bench in the middle of the large
garden which was arranged in alternating circles within squares
within larger circles. He ached and was still emotionally unable to
pass the time of day. The old man lifted his head insisting on an
answer. His eyes punctured Vinnie's passivity. Vinnie finally said,
"Yes, Don Pepe."

"You are much like the tiny rose, Vinnie, fragile, yet
beautiful, and important to the garden.  Carlo is like the big
Hoover…both blooms in the same garden…and both should be able to
enjoy the same garden. No?"

"Yes, Don Pepe."

"You come to me and ask me to settle your complaint."

"Yes Don Pepe."

"But Carlo is also my family."

"Yes, Don Pepe."

"I must not take sides. You are both important to me and my
garden. No?"

"Yes, Don Pepe."

The old man edged around the bed of roses and sat down next to
Vinnie on the bench. He rested his weathered hand on Vinnie's
forearm. "If I help both of you to meet in a neutral place, will
that help?"

"Yes, Don Pepe."

"You will look to avenge yourself, still?"

"Yes, Don Pepe."

The old man squeezed the young man's forearm, smiled slightly,
rose with effort and went back to his roses. Vinnie remained in
place, waiting for direction or instruction. With his back to the
young man, Don Pepe said, “You don't have much to say. You may go
now, VInnie. Beware not to let your taste for revenge give you
indigestion."

"Yes, Don Pepe."   Vinnie stood, in respectful silence
for a moment and then limped away wondering when Don Pepe would
act. Each moment and each pain fanned Vinnie’s insatiable taste for
Carlo's blood.

 

The brand read "Judas," which would always be there as a
constant reminder of Carlo's revenge. It had been several weeks
since Carlo and his henchmen had entertained Vinnie.  He
avoided all the places Carlo and his friends frequented, and stayed
away from all society until his external wounds healed. His groin
now had shed its scabs leaving Carlo's message. His amorous
activities, when they were continued would be consummated in
darkness.  When he did venture out in public which wasn't
often, eyes followed him around corners and barely audible words
met his arrival.

Vinnie Bartella had been a boy of the streets. His father had
been a close friend of Don Pepe when they were children. Vincenzo
Bartella was a shop owner who had no talent or taste for
organizational work.  At the same time he supported his friend
in his work. They were close.  Vinnie's mother had been killed
in a train accident when he was five years old. She had been to see
her mother in Cleveland and on her return the train derailed
killing seventeen people. Clara Bartella was dead at twenty four,
leaving Vincenzo to raise the little boy.

  Don Pepe had been Vinnie's baptismal Godfather, a
position he took with great seriousness. When Vinnie was thirteen
his father had a heart attack.  For the next three years
Vincenzo dwindled away till the day he died. In the meantime, with
no mother and father to guide him, the young lad was left to raise
himself.  His Godfather was not aware of what was going on in
the boy's life, Vinnie attended school on the streets where he
learned to survive, and savor the flavor of other people's
goods.

It was after Vinnie's first arrest for breaking and entering
that Don Pepe stepped in and assumed his promised pledge of being
responsible for his Godchild. Sixteen was an age when a young man
needed another man in his life and Don Pepe knew he was that man.
He took Vinnie in where he lived with him from then on. Don Pepe
made all the decisions which would affect his God son's future
career in the Family.

Vinnie grew to respect and fear— but not love Don Pepe, who went
out of his way to remind the boy that his parents desired Don Pepe
to guide their son if they should not be able.

 Don Pepe on the other hand, single and without children,
which was uncommon for the Family, loved the boy as if he was his
own. He also felt comfortable with the boy who did not tower over
him as much as the others in the Family.  Few members of the
family ever stood next to Don Pepe unless they were called, ordered
or he was sitting. This sensitive measurement caused him to wield
power effectively so he could compete from a complete
advantage.

 

Vinnie rarely dwelled on his past since he was young and felt
his life was ahead of him and not behind, but Carlo's party for him
at the beach would always be in his present. He could not swallow,
bury or forget it.  His pride, much larger than his 5'10''
body, also had to be satisfied in many ways. He waited for Don Pepe
to set the stage for his meeting with Carlo. The month since his
branding had given him enough time to plan his revenge.

While he thought of his plan, the telephone next to him rang .
He rolled over and reached for the phone, his body still
aching.

"Bartella,"  he answered.

"Vinnie?" the voice asked. "How are you, God son?"

"Better, Don Pepe, better."

"My friend Edgardo Barone is giving a dinner party next Friday
night. Formal Vinnie. Do you have a monkey suit?"

"Yes, Don Pepe. We all have monkey suits, huh?"

"Yes, I suppose we do. Anyway, Edgardo is an important man, a
good man who will be a perfect host. He's truly a man you should
get to know. Would you represent me that night? For me?"

"Yes, Don Pepe."

"Maybe you could take a girl with you. Have a good time."

"I don't know if I'm ready for that."

"Vinnie, are any of us ever ready for—that!"

"I will go alone, sir. Maybe I'll meet someone I know
there?"

"You just might. Edgardo has also invited Carlo and Dino. I
thought you might be interested."

"It interests me greatly, Godfather. Thank you."

"You understand, Vinnie, my hands are tied."

"I understand, Godfather."

"But not too tied, my son. Watch yourself.  I must keep the
Family happy and effective. Do not get hurt. I have promised to
watch over you… ." his voice disappeared for a long while, then.
"Vinnie, be careful.

"I will Don Pepe, I will."

"Vinnie, is this really necessary?"

"It is my honor, Don Pepe. What would you do my Godfather?"

More silence on the phone, and then," Be careful, Vinnie. I love
you." And then a dial tone.

Vinnie put the phone down and sat up in bed. He had a lot to do
before Friday.

 

4.

 

Carlo and Dino Martini were the only living blood relatives of
Don Pepe.  Their father, Aldo Martini had been killed when
both boys were adolescents. He had been an associate of Don Pepe
who happened to be his brother-in-law.  Philipina Martini, a
woman of stern upbringing and great strength raised her sons with
the help of her brother Don Pepe, whom she adored and watched
over.

Dino, younger than Carlo, grew to depend on his brother for
guidance. Carlo not much caring for the role for which his brother
depended on him, coldly and only perfunctorily played his part as
brother, but at the same time knew the strength of blood. 

Carlo, tall, strong and ruggedly handsome was at times quiet and
into himself and at the same time flaunted his attributes,
especially with women. Moody, vindictive and willing to win at all
costs, he looked upon the world as his playground and most people
his play things.

 Dino, five years younger, also tall, beautifully built and
blessed with sensitive good looks was outgoing and emotional. His
passion for life blinded his objectivity. He thought with his heart
and glands but not with reason. While he loved his brother, he was
jealous of his ability with women, and stood in his brother's
shadow envious of his poweress.

Dino desired Frannie. He knew she was his brother’s, and
therefore —off limits. His impotent fantasies made her an
unattainable goal, only attainable if something should happen to
Carlo. Because he, too, was a member of the organization, killing
his brother was unthinkable although the thought constantly crossed
his mind.

The three sat at dinner together, Carlo and Frannie occasionally
expressing their affections between forkfuls of spaghettis. Dino,
pretending not to watch yet burning with each expression of
affection, digested each string of spaghetti as if it was rope.

The phone rang. Carlo looked at Dino who did as he was silently
commanded and answered the phone. He mumbled a few words into the
phone and held the receiver out towards his brother and enunciated,
"Don Pepe" silently.

"Hello, Don Pepe. To what do I owe the honor?"

"It is an honor to speak to an uncle?"

Carlo laughed comfortably. "It is always an honor to speak to
you, Uncle."

"Carlo, what is this between you and Vinnie?" He waited for an
answer, but Carlo was silent. "We are family, Carlo."

"He is not family, Uncle. He is not blood!"

"What you say is true, but I have taken him as family on my
honor and God's request. For me, Carlo, would you do me a
favor?"

"For you I would do almost anything, Don Pepe."

"Then let all of this foolishness be done with. Women are
nothing for brothers to fight over."

"He is not my brother!"

"We are all brothers, Carlo!"

Carlo's teeth clenched instead of moving to speak. His breath
took on a heavy labored sound. "Yes, Don!"

"Try to make peace, Carlo."

"I will not go to him, Don Pepe. He offended me, not I."

"Did you not react too drastically?"

"I was satisfied in the old country way."

"But you are in the new country now, my son."

"Sometime it is difficult to remember, sir."

"I cannot take sides here Carlo. I love you both. The two of you
will have to settle your differences peacefully. The Family must be
at peace to work effectively."

The Family be damned Carlo thought. He turned and looked at
Frannie as she chased an olive around her plate finally picking it
up with her fingers. He smiled and turned back to the Don. "What do
you want me to do, Don Pepe?"

"My friend Edgardo Barone is giving a small dinner party Friday
night at eight. His house is something you should see. He is a good
man, and a friend. Not family but a good man to know, nevertheless.
Why not go to dinner and bring a friend and your brother as
well?"

"I would like to see that fabled house."

"Barone has offered his table as neutral ground where men may
find a way to peace.  Vinnie has also been invited."

"So that is it." Carlo's chin stiffened. He would make peace
over Vinnie's dead body he thought.

"Carlo, as my successor someday, you will have to do things to
keep peace that might not be pleasant, I know you will be able to
do the right thing."

"But Don Pepe… "

"Please try it, Carlo.  I love you and I love Vinnie. I
have a problem when you are fighting each other. I don't like
problems Carlo because eventually I will have to solve them. 
Please help me, my son."

"I will try, Don Pepe," he lied.

"Good night, my boy."

"Good night, Don Pepe," he responded and then rested the phone
into its cradle and returned to his seat at the table.

"What did he want, Carlo?" asked Dino. 

"He wants us to go to dinner Friday night at Edgardo Barone's
home."

"Does that mean me, too, Carlo?" she asked.

"Frannie, I go nowhere without you. Go out tomorrow and buy a
dress that will make everyone know you are there, huh?"

"Sure, I love new dresses."

"Dino, is there someone you would like to take along? It's
supposed to be quite a house."

"Yeah, sure," he said as he continued to eat the remaining pasta
on his plate. He knew there would be no one. It was Frannie he
wanted. It would be Frannie he would have.
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Edgardo Barone was what most people call a benefactor. He was
born to and with money which had come down from generations of
sweat from the old country. His forbearers, who brought their
considerable wealth and desire to the new country, invested it in
the new country.  His grandfather remembered that land was the
most valuable thing a man could have. With his considerable wealth
Gianforte Barone bought up tracts of land which were thought
worthless, out from the far reaches of several great cities. The
old man had dreams for the new country. He knew others would come
and there would be growth. They would need his land.

Edgardo's father, learned at his father's side and continued the
dream, as well as to begin a new business. The construction
business, he reasoned, would be the most needed in the years ahead.
In the four cities his father had purchased vast tracts of land,
Marco Barone began  construction companies which developed the
land as the country grew.

Edgardo, the only son of Marco Barone, being born into the
dreams of Gianforte and Marco spent his adulthood managing the
great wealth his grandfather and father had handed down to
him.  Vast land holdings still remained. With money came
power, but Edgardo's dreams were not directed towards the power his
possessions made possible. His dreams were to use the great wealth
his family had amassed to benefit the country in which it was
made.

In many ways Edgardo Barone and Don Pepe were alike. Their love
of beauty, and possibility were the foundation of their friendship.
Their only disparity was in business matters.  Edgardo was
always willing to help his friend so when Don Pepe called him, he
gladly made his home available for this reconciliation.

Barone lived not in the old mansion his grandfather built many
years before, but in a relatively new home which he himself
designed. Sitting atop a high stretch of land, the huge rectangular
glass house watched over the city in the distance.  The core
of the home consisted of six sky lighted and windowless suites.
This core was surrounded by living rooms, dining areas, library,
projection rooms, as well as lounging areas on all four sides of
the building. On the roof surrounding the sky lighted areas were
places for sitting and walking about the perimeter of the house.
Foliage skirted the skylight area offering privacy.

Casa Barone being the realization of a rich man's dream was a
sought after attraction. A sought after invitation to dinner or a
few days stay came as a command.
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Vinnie arrived at Casa Barone early which was his style. He
wanted to chat with Barone and fill him in, on what was going
on.   He stood at the glass door and peered into the
entry hall waiting for someone to open the door. A tall, thin young
man dressed in a black suit came to the door greeting Vinnie and
asking him to follow him.

They turned right at the door and walk through the windowed
hall, its walls on one side hanging with art, and several chairs
near each painting. Thick gold carpeting muffled their footsteps,
as well as absorbed the presence of the long arm which surrounded
the core of the house.

Edgardo Barone stood when he saw Vinnie. He was a middle aged
man who appeared deceptively young. His Roman nose, dark
complexion, ebony hair, brown eyes and handsome features made him
appear almost sinister were it not for the relaxed smile, and ease
with which he bore himself.

"Vinnie, welcome!" Barone embraced the young man who
reciprocated. "Are you all right?"

"I've been better, Edgardo."

"I heard you had some sort of problem a way back, at least
that's what Don Pepe mentioned.  What happened?"  Barone
pointed to a chair for Vinnie, nodded to the tall young man who was
waiting near the glass wall. He quickly came back with a snifter of
brandy.

"I'd rather not talk about it, just yet, Edgardo.  Not yet.
I will say, I was humiliated and abused."

"By an enemy then?"

"No, not an enemy.  I can understand my enemy..actually,
Family."

Barone knew Vinnie had no family, but when he heard Family, he
knew not to ask further.  "Well, what is it you want me to do
Vinnie?  We have supper ready, and the staff ready to serve
you and your friends."

"I thank you for your hospitality." He paused and
smiled.  

"Well that's easy enough.  Who else is to attend this
evening?"

"The Martini brothers and guests."

"Don Pepe ordered that we'd meet.

"That I know. But why?"

"For the sake of peace," Vinnie said through clenched teeth.
“The Don expects peace in his Family.  What the Don expects is
not always what happens, Edgardo."

The host leaned forward in his chair expecting to be told more.
"Well, what are you going to do?"

“If I tell you my agenda, you will have to be wary of the Don.
You are too good a friend to put into such a position. Just play
the perfect host.”

"So that's how it is."

"That's how it is."

The tall young man in the black suit cleared his throat quietly,
attracting Barone's attention. "Sir, the other guests are
here."

"Show them in, Rico."

Vinnie trembled, awaking all the painful areas of his body. This
was the moment he had planned for.

Carlo was the first to arrive. He nodded to his host. "Thank
you, Mr. Barone for your invitation. It is an honor to eat at your
table. My uncle has spoken of you often."

"You are Carlo Martini. Yes, I remember you when you were a
young boy."

"I must have been very young, since I do not remember you."
Carlo looked toward Vinnie without expression. He heard voices
approaching behind him, "May I introduce you to my brother Dino,
and my fiancé, Francesca."  Again he leered at Vinnie sitting
low into a chair, hoping to stab him with the word fiancé. 
Vinnie smiled.

Dino bowed and shook hands with Barone. Frannie, in a tight
white evening dress smiled, extended her hand to her host. Barone
kissed her hand gently and elegantly. Frannie turned to see if
others were in the room, and blanched when she saw Vinnie smiling
in the chair.

"My God, Vinnie!" She staggered slightly. Dino very close to her
moved closer into her body holding her up. He put his arm around
her and said something to her softly while feeling her blood throb
through her veins.

Carlo watched the two and gritted his teeth. "I forgot to tell
you, dearest, that Vincent would be here."
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"Vinnie, how are you?" she asked regaining her composure.

"You don't want to know."

"Are you feeling well?" she asked.

"I am feeling."

"Rico, our guests need something to drink," reminded
Barone.  "We shall eat in a short time.  Do enjoy the
house if you wish to venture around."

"Thank you sir,” said Carlo properly.  Barone bowed
slightly and excused himself."

Dino strut into the area and walked towards Vinnie's
chair.  "Look, Carlo. We join a little bumpkin for dinner
tonight..a wet one at that!"

Carlo smiled. "Vinnie, we've brought you the woman of your
dreams. Come give her a kiss…on the hand of course."

"How ridiculous, Carlo. Please," muttered Frannie.

Vinnie rose from his chair exaggerating his inability to move.
He slowly struggled towards Frannie. He stopped near her. "I'm the
butt of their jokes because I loved you deeply. I forgive
everything you did, and still crave you."

"Not quite as fervently, I'll bet," laughed Carlo. The frown on
Vinnie's face grew to a sneer.

 Barone returned to the room. "Gentlemen and Lady, of
course…another drink perhaps, before dinner?"

"That would be fine," said Carlo. He gave his host a warm smile
as he sat down in one of the velvet chairs.

After each had his drink, they sat in silence until Barone
began. "Gentlemen, it is my understanding there is to be an
opportunity to bring peace between the two of you," Barone said,
placing a cigarette into a holder.

"It matters not to me. If Vinnie wishes peace there will be
peace, if not there will be war. I fear no one.  I have always
used satire or wit to settle situations, if need be my—fists, and
if necessary— guns." Carlo sat waiting for a response.

Vinnie stood and walked towards Carlo stopping in front of him.
"Give me your hand," he asked.

"I'd rather hug you!" Carlo laughed.

"That's a little much don't you think?" Vinnie smiled but was
not amused.

"Then hug me," said Dino from his chair.

"It's too bad it's not you I must settle with," said Vinnie.

"Why do you say that?" asked Dino.

"Because you are an unhappy man,too."

"What the hell are you talking about?" asked Dino.  Carlo
watched the two with interest.

"Because you love Frannie just as much as I do."

"What are you talking about?" asked Frannie. "Dino means nothing
to me!"

"What concern is it of yours, you little… ." Carlo followed his
anger to his feet and went for Vinnie who had returned to his
chair. He sat smiling. "You bastard! Keep your mouth shut or I'll…
… "

Barone moved quickly in between the two angry men. " Lady and
gentlemen, shall we go to the supper table. It is time to eat
first. Peace will have to wait until after desert. Barone moved
them towards the dining area.

Vinnie relaxed back into his seat. He knew he had planted the
seed for a bitter harvest. Dino sat detached as though lost in
thought. His face was flushed with new realization that he wanted
Frannie more than ever. The thrill of danger from his brother's new
knowledge made him tremble.

 Carlo wiped beads of angry sweat from his forehead. He
regained his composure and straightened his tie.  He
accidently met Dino's stare and went over to his younger brother
and put a hand on his shoulder. "Why so thoughtful, Dino?"

"It's nothing, Carlo. I just remembered I have to go into
town."

"But aren't you going to stay for this farce?"

"I'm sorry, Carlo. Explain to Barone would you please?"

"All right, Dino." He looked at Dino with interest. "Did Vinnie
bother you with that foolishness? No man will ever get Frannie away
from me again. I'll kill anyone who tries."

"I would hope so!" Dino said. He smiled and walked towards the
end of the hallway.

As soon as Dino began to leave Frannie sat back in her chair and
laughed so Carlo was attracted. Dino stopped in his tracks and
quietly returned.

"What's so funny?" barked Carlo.

"Oh, not a thing, honey. Now I have three men who love me!" She
continued to giggle.

"How could anyone not love you?" asked Dino from behind them.
They both turned in surprise. Frannie smiled coyly, and Carlo's
face reddened.

"Did you say you had to leave?" Carlo walked slowly towards
Dino. He held Dino's coat lapels tightly and pulled towards him.
"You look like you're pissed off, brother. I don't want to have
hard feelings between us, because I love you."

Dino pulled himself free, straightened himself and
said,    "It's better I leave now."

Frannie laughed. Dino walked away controlling his anger for his
brother and for realizing he too loved Frannie too much.

"We are ready at table my friends. Won't you join me now!"
announced Barone, motioning them to come to the dinning area. When
they all surround the table he continued. "Gentlemen we can't eat
in anger. We must choose between peace or indigestion. I prefer
peace."

"A fine idea, sir."

"It's all right with me," said Vinnie. "A meal in peace!"

Throughout the meal Carlo kissed and cuddled Frannie until
Frannie complained under her breath, "Carlo you idiot! You're
making him angry on purpose!"

A servant filled the glasses with wine which Carlo drank, and
then offered the empty glass for refilling. As the dinner continued
Carlo continued to enjoy the wine his host provided.

"Carlo, a toast to you! May you someday be able to demolish a
man as I did alone the other night," said Vinnie emphasizing the
word "alone." 

Vinnie raised his glass and downed the red wine. Carlo sneered.
The wine and drinks from before began to loosen his tongue which he
had held.

 "There's no one in this town that I fear,” snarled
Carlo.

"There is always someone with a stronger arm, a sharper knife,
or a better aim, Carlo." Vinnie's smile ended with a sneer.

"You underestimate me. You really don't know the depths of my
power."

"In that case, I'll bet you, you can't go down to Andriachi's
right now and push him around a little, maybe bring a knife or gun
to show him who's boss." Vinnie's smile again disappeared.

Carlo finished yet another glass of wine. The servant filled the
outstretched glass. He drank most of the filled glass, and wiped
his mouth with his napkin. The wine had made him invincible.

"What a ridiculous idea. I have no quarrel with Andriachi."

"Then you cannot prove how powerful you are. All is myth unless
you have a group to move your arms, and do your branding. You are a
lie, Carlo." Vinnie taunted. "You are a nothing on two feet."

Carlo's upper lip quivered. It was not his way to let people
like Bartella push him around. Not for long, anyway. Filled with
drink, stirred with anger and fueled with monstrous pride, Carlo
lost what little control he retained.

 "Let's make it interesting, say a thousand dollars."

"Let's say a thousand then." Vinnie pulled his wallet from his
pocket and counted out ten one hundred dollar bills and gave them
to Frannie.  "You hold the bets Frannie. You like to handle
money, as I remember."

"I'll have to get a gun. I have one in the car."

"Then you'd better leave, now!" suggested Vinnie. He saw a
slight smiling admiration on Frannie's face.

"You had better go home now, Frannie. I'll be back very soon,"
Carlo muttered.

"Carlo the invincible needs no one!"Vinnie laughed, angering
Carlo even more.

Barone watched the game going on before him and knew the evening
would not end in peace. He was only offering the battle ground not
the tactics for battling.

"I wonder if the stars are out tonight," said Frannie. She
leaned back filled with the good cheer of the vineyard.

"Go home, now! I don't want you around this— this man— alone,"
commanded Carlo, his control beginning to crumble.

She dropped her napkin on the table, straightened her dress and
walked away.

"As for you Bartella, you came for peace, but I fear you will
lose much more than your thousand dollars. I will be back soon, so
wait here. I'll be back to claim victory.“ Carlo filled with wine
and the challenge turned and rushed away.

Vinnie waved goodbye. He laughed uncontrollably. Barone sat and
watched him, waiting for the young man to speak. Instead Vinnie
continue to laugh.

"What are you laughing about, Vinnie?"

"I feel like a spider, Edgardo. I have spun a web in which Carlo
will be caught. I will have my revenge. It is not peace I want. I
want justice! He's made a laughing stock of me among the members of
the Family. Now, I will have my day!"

"Vincenzo, this doesn't sound safe. Watch yourself."

"Things will be fine, my friend. Now I must get to a telephone.
May I?"

Barone gestured to the tall man in black standing at the far
wall. The servant waited for Vinnie to follow.
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"Do you think you can keep him occupied all night?" Bartella
asked the man at the other end of the line. "By the time all of you
finished with him, I want him to think he is crazy. Tie him and put
him under guard in the storeroom in the basement. You must hold him
all night. Drive him crazy." Vinnie set the phone down and sat
back

 

At evening's end Frannie, also filled with wine, retired to her
bed where she would wait for Carlo to return. The air was fresh;
the night moonless and silent. Her good intentions to wait for her
Carlo would be difficult since her lids heavy with sleep won the
battle.

It was very late when she felt his body's heat next to her. She
murmured her willingness as his expert hands traveled over her
body. He was an ardent lover and made her feel as though she was
floating in an ethereal space, her nerve endings ecstatically
transmitting his torrid thrusts to every part of her body. She
opened her eyes in the darkness and could see only her passion
which mounted higher and higher until they both exploded into
complete surrender of their senses. "Oh Carlo!" she whispered
loudly. His wet and tremulous lips smothered her words sending a
shiver throughout her being.  Completely spent she lay back
sighing softly. He lay close to her touching her tenderly as she
disappeared into sleep.

In the morning Frannie woke, as Carlo lay on his side away from
her. She listened to his breathing and knew he was asleep. She
quietly moved out of the room without turning on a light, leaving
Carlo alone.

She walked into the small kitchenette, poured water into a
coffee pot and plugged it in. She sat listening to the gurgling pot
and remembered all that took place during the night. Whatever had
gone on at dinner and Andriachi's, Carlo returned more ardent than
ever.

When the telephone interrupted her thoughts, she struggled up
and walked to the phone. She said "hello" quietly not wanting to
wake Carlo.

"Ah, hello Maria," she said quietly.

"Frannie, you're never going to believe this. Last night I was
at Andriachi's and guess who came in?"

"Carlo, I know Maria."

"He went berserk. He wanted to kill everyone, shooting off some
gun he brought with him. He was going wild when they finally pinned
him down. The Andriachi brothers tied him and locked him in the
cellar."

"Who told you this, Maria?"

"I saw it happen with my own eyes. Carlo was crazy."

"You are mistaken. Carlo is in the other room sleeping in his
bed. I mean our bed."

"Then he must have escaped, Frannie. You spent the night with a
mad man!"

"Oh he was anything but mad when he came home. He was tender and
loving."  She laughed softly into the phone. "Would you hold
on, Maria. I want to see if we've disturbed him." She set the phone
down and walked towards the bedroom.

As she walked closer to the door of the darkened bedroom, she
stopped short. Vinnie Bartella stood at the door wearing only a
pair of shorts. "You?  What are you doing here?"

"You didn't ask me that last night when we made love."

"But that was Carlo. He told me he would be home."

"Surely you should have known better, even if we were in
darkness. Your darling Carlo has gone mad and is being held
captive."

"I didn't want to sleep with you," she cried.

"It seemed to me you were very cooperative."

"Just leave!"

"Maybe I failed in the message I was trying to send."

"Message?" she cried and laughed at the same time. "What
message? That you raped me."

"It was not rape. It was love. I love you, Frannie, more now
than ever. You are Carlo's forbidden fruit, but for me you are
passion! I must love you, no matter what you have done against me
in the past."

"And when Carlo gets home?"

"By that time we will have made love again, and again. I have
stolen the forbidden fruit and it is mine."

"You thief!"

"You are my revenge, Frannie.  I have saved you from a life
with that monster." He took her in his arms and kissed her
deeply.

"Maria! I forgot Maria on the phone." She picked up the phone
and said hello again. "I'm sorry Maria!"

"Frannie, Phillip just came home and told me Carlo did escape
the Andriachi's very early this morning.  So you are right.
Carlo is there. Has he calmed down?"

Frannie's hand trembled and she continued saying," Yes, he has
calmed down. Maria I must go now. He wants breakfast," she lied and
put the phone down on it's cradle.

Her face full of terror, she yelled at Vinnie, "Go, quick! Carlo
has escaped the Andriachi brothers and is on the way here. I'll
lock myself in the bedroom! Go!" She ran into her room and locked
the door.

"He didn't escape. They allowed him to escape late so I could
love you early," he said to no one in particular.  The
coffee's scent now permeated the room. He filled a cup and sat in a
chair, his back facing the door Carlo would enter. Outside the door
guarded Rodney and Armand his two friends who would help him with
his plan.

Carlo pushed the door open instead of turning the knob. He was
still filled with wine from the festivities at Andriachi's and at
Barone's the night before. He walked to his bedroom door and found
it was locked and began to pound on the door.

"Frannie, let me in.  Are you asleep?"

"Go away, Carlo. They say you are mad. Go away!"

"I'm not mad, Frannie. I won the bet. Bartella has lost
again.

"Oh God, help me! Save me from this madman!" Frannie
screamed.

"I'm no madman, dearest!" he shouted as he banged loudly on the
oak door. 

Behind him he heard someone say, " Oh, but you are, Carlo!"

From behind, Rodney and Armand pounced on Carlo bringing him
down with a crash on the floor. In several seconds Rodney had Carlo
restrained and no longer in danger of escaping.

"Have you tied him securely, " said Vinnie as he rose from the
chair and faced Carlo.

"You! you bastard! What are you doing here?" Carlo struggled
trying to free himself.

"It's true," he said to Rodney and Armand, "He has gone mad.
Poor boy. So young too." Vinnie went to Frannie's door and knocked
gently and said, "It's safe now, Frannie. He is quite mad, but we
have him restrained well enough."

"You're all traitors. Wait until Don Pepe hears of this!"

"I have already called Don Pepe and told him about this sudden
madness which has taken you over. He says you should go on a long
trip to rest."

"Liar!"

As Frannie opened the bedroom door, Carlo growled his anger. She
walked towards Vinnie who met her and said, "I'm here to console
you, dear one. Your lover has gone mad."

"Traitors!"

Vinnie pulled Frannie towards him and then taking her into his
arms, saying," Dear One, you were my revenge."

"Aghhhhhhhhhh! You've slept with her?" He struggled violently
trying to undo the ropes which bound him. His anger exploded as he
fell to the floor and trembled as if in an epileptic fit. In
several minutes Carlo's exaggerated motions calmed down as some of
his composure returned, his face wet and ruby red. He trembled
saying, " You are dead, Bartella!" Carlo began to sob. "You are
dead!"

"My dear friend, it is you who are dead — dead mad! I'm sorry
for you!" Vinnie nodded towards Rodney and Armand who then dragged
Carlo away.

  Frannie, no longer shivering, snuggled up to Vinnie and
whispered the word "thief" into his ear.
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Bartella's men escorted Carlo into a waiting car and into the
morning sunrise. Their destination was unknown to Carlo who had
been blindfolded and now sat grumbling in the back seat of the
black sedan. They stopped briefly for another passenger who crawled
into the back seat next to Carlo.  After a moment the sedan
continued. Carlo making little sense mostly from too much alcohol
than mental instability yelled in sudden pain, and snarled at the
man sitting next to him. Once more the sedan stopped momentarily,
allowing the man in the back seat to get out of the car.  It
continued to wherever it was going.  In a few minutes Carlo no
longer made a sound.

 

Later, in the darkness of a windowless basement, Carlo groaned
as he woke from his stupor. He had been drunk before but now felt
somewhat more unbalanced, as if he could not quite control himself.
He fought to focus in on an idea or thought, instead his mind
exploded into fractured images meaning absolutely nothing to him.
He could feel but not understand.

His stupor was jolted by a line of light under a door which
sliced the darkness giving it a dimension—then sounds of female
voices. In a moment, a small ceiling light switched on giving the
basement a gray light which haloed all the storage in an unearthly
aura.

 The door opened suddenly but Carlo appeared not to notice.
Two women entered with Rodney, one a tall willowy blonde, the other
shorter, plumper, and brunette.  Rodney sat down on a carton
against the wall.

"Well, look at him. The great Carlo. They tell me you are sick.
Sick in the head." She laughed. "Do you remember the brutality you
fed me, lover man?" The blonde woman slapped his face and received
his attention. "Do you?"

"Who is it?" He tried to focus in on her face.

"It is damaged goods. You raped me and beat me. Carlo Martini,
the great lover." She bent over him. He had been tied to a chair so
she felt safe."You ruined my life, you bastard!"

"Who is it?" he said feebly.

"Alice, Alice Melvern!"

"Alice… … yes, I remember. You asked for whatever you got."

The blonde woman slapped his face once more, and began to
sob.

"Tramp!"

"No more. No more," she whispered.

Carlo knew he was dreaming. He could barely visualize what he
was thinking. The pain on his cheeks he could not translate.

Rodney rose from his box and assisted the blonde woman from the
room.  The brunette who had stood watching now came forward
and put a hand on Carlo's shoulder.  He turned to the touch
and focused in on the woman's face."

"Is it true, Carlo. Are you mad?"

"Mad?  Me, mad?  Who told you such shit?"

"I was at Andriachhi's. It looked to me like you had lost all
reason. Look at you now. You are completely disconcerted. 
When Vinnie called and told me you really had gone mad and not just
drunk, I was concerned."

"Concerned?"

"You know I still love you. Even though you treated me like a
dog, like dirt, I still love you. Perhaps it is I who is mad."

"Who are you?"

"Loretta. You remember little Loretta, the girl you stole from
another and then abandoned?"

"I remember now."

"Why are you tired?"

"I must be a prisoner."

"But Bartella said you were mad and had to be restrained."

"Bartella is dead! I will kill him."

"Then you are mad?"

"No madder than you!"

"Bartella can't keep you prisoner."

"Am I mad?" he asked. "I don't think so. I thirst for vengeance.
Loretta. Does that make me mad?" She stood over him and wiped his
face with a handkerchief she pulled from a pocket.

"Convince Bartella you are really mad, and I will beg him to
allow me to take you home."

"He is stupid but not that stupid."

The sounds outside the door ended their conversation. Vinnie
Bartella entered the room and walked to Carlo.  He nodded to
Loretta.

"How is he, Loretta?"

"He makes no sense, Vinnie. I am worried about him."

"But you hate him for what he did to you."

"That's true. But this is not fair. How can I pay him back for
the misery he put me through if he is mad. He must get medical
attention, to see if he really has lost his mind."

"A doctor is waiting outside to see him. That is why I came. My
friend Carlo is ill. We must decide what to do."

"Vinnie, if your doctor says he is mad, let me take him to my
home and nurse him back to health if possible."

"But he may hurt you!"

"I'm sure the doctor would be able to prescribe a drug to make
the lion a pussy cat. My revenge will be sweeter then."

"Carlo, my friend, are you feeling better?" asked Vinnie
smiling, his back toward Loretta.

"Meow… ..meow… ."purred Carlo.

"Carlo, are you feeling better?"

"Carlo, are you feeling better?" mimicked Carlo.

Vinnie frowned at Loretta. He shook his head. "I'd better get
the doctor." Vinnie left them alone.

"Remember Carlo, you are mad. You are mad!" she said.

"Carlo is mad," he repeated in a weird voice.

 

 

On the other side of the door Vinnie, Armand, Rodney and Doctor
Malloy stood waiting while Carlo and Loretta were talking.

Doctor Malloy, was not an MD, Phd or anything related to
medicine. He was an unemployed actor who worked summer theaters,
and sometime birthday parties. While his best working time was the
summer, his stomach also yearned for satisfaction in the winters,
so he did what he had to do. He had known Vinnie for several years
and had worked for him before.  This night his make up made
him appear older, and  wiser than nature had intended.

"Already, Doc?"

"Never missed a curtain before, Vinnie."

"Remember, he has to believe he's mad. I know he's not. Loretta
probably knows also, but it makes no difference to my plan.

"Just what is your plan, Vinnie?"

"The less you know, Doc, the better, as they say."

"Sure. Okay, I'll prescribe long rest, drug treatment, and
institutionalization."

"Right, then when I come in and you tell me all of this Loretta
will want to take him home."

"Vinnie, why did you allow Loretta to meet with him?" asked
Rodney.

"Because I know she is a traitor to me and still loves him. I
need her to take him away from Frannie for a short time, until my
next move." Rodney felt satisfied with the answer. "Now, take the
Doctor in there, so he can do his thing. Then come out and leave
them alone."

 

 

"The doctor has confirmed it, Vinnie. Carlo shows signs of
insanity and he wants to institutionalize him."

"Where is the doctor?"

"He had to leave for another patient, he said. But he said he
would send someone from the hospital to get Carlo."

"That is too bad. Carlo and I have had our disagreements, but
this is just too sad," said Vinnie trying not to crack a smile.

"Let me take him, Vinnie. Before they get here, let me take him
away."

"But he needs care, Loretta."

"He'll get it. I must make him well, so I can … … "

"Carlo, would you like to go and get well at Loretta's place?"
he asked as he peered at Carlo closely. "He does not look like a
mad person to me?"

"He makes no sense, Vinnie," she said. "Let me take him?"

"Is that what you want, Carlo?"

Carlo did not answer immediately. In a moment he grunted and
whined like an animal in pain.

"See, he makes no sense, Vinnie."

"I think you are right, Loretta. It is a shame.  I'll tell
Armand and Rodney to take you and Carlo home."

She smiled at Vinnie thinking she had fooled a fool. "Thank you,
Vinnie. You won't be sorry."

Vinnie knew he would not be sorry. He walked towards the door
and was about to open it, and then turned to the two and said,
"Carlo, my mad friend. since you are mad and no longer a whole man,
you will no longer need, Frannie. You will have Loretta to tend
you, but tonight, I will make love to your Frannie until the dawn."
He smiled and laughed softly, and left the room.

Carlo watched him leave and growled softly from his throat. The
fool really thought he was mad. He would make it Vinnie's last
night.  Loretta untied Carlo, and helped him up and out of the
room. Outside Rodney and Armand waited to take them home.
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 Night came into the windows over her bed dimming the room.
She lay in bed waiting for Vinnie who had called her and said he
would see her soon. He told her Carlo had gone home with Loretta.
She had laughed and said she was happy to be done with him. Now she
would have only Vinnie.

She rose up on her elbows when she heard him come in. Her heart
began to pound faster and faster with the excitement for the man
who had fought for her and had won.

"Vinnie, darling, I'm in here," she called out at the sound.
"Come in, sweet."

His shadow approached, distorted by what little light shone into
the windows. She felt his weight on the mattress and turned into
his arms.  "You tramp! You traitor. I loved you," he said.

Suddenly his hand pushed her flat and it was then she felt the
point of a knife almost piercing her neck.  "Vinnie, why are
you talking to me like that?"

"Vinnie is not here yet, my love!"

"Carlo?" she asked. She opened her mouth to scream which drew
his hand over it to stifle the sound.

"If you want to live to see the morning light, Frannie you will
wait for your lover who has promised to join you. If you say a word
about me, I will kill you. I'll be right behind the drape here just
a foot or two away. Love him all you like. It will be the last
time. He is dead." His voice throbbed breathlessly. "You warn him,
you are dead."

"Carlo, don't. Please Carlo, don't"

"Do as you're told, if you wish to live."

In the hallway outside her room the clock struck one. Footsteps
on the balcony outside her window sent Carlo rushing for cover
behind the drape.

Frannie trembled as she looked at him coming into the window
quietly. She shivered not so much in fear as in expectation. Carlo
meant to fight for her.

"My love, " she whispered.

He sat on the edge of the bed taking off his clothing. He rolled
over and lay on top of her in the darkness. His mouth smothered her
with a long lingering kiss.

"Vengeance, Bartella! May you rot in hell," Carlo screamed
shoving the knife deep into the lover's back.

"Vinnie!" screamed Frannie, pushing her lover's body off of her.
She sat up in the darkness. "Oh God!" she groaned as Carlo's knife
entered her. "Oh my… … ." She fell back on to the bed next to her
lover.

For a moment Carlo's fury raced throughout his body and then
erupted into fiendish laughter. The exhilaration of his final
vengeance so satisfied him that he sat down on a chair at the door
so he could watch the distorted shadows of his victim's bodies
reach towards him.

The hall clock struck two jolting Carlo back to reality. He
wiped his knife on a bed cover, and walked into the hallway and
listened to the silence of the house.

A table holding two goblets of red wine was bordered by armed
chairs in front of a fireplace; a small fire flickered in the
darkness. Seeing the setting Carlo mused, "The bitch set out wine
for her lover. How sweet it would be to drink their end."  He
walked slowly to the light thrilled by his success. Over the
fireplace a large portrait of Frannie he had commissioned peered
down at him. He sat down in one of the arm chairs, reached for a
goblet of wine, and raised his glass to the portrait. "Frannie, to
your loyalty!" He brought the goblet to his lips and slowly sipped
the wine.

"She was a most beautiful woman. You must admit it," said a
voice to his right.

Carlo gagged on the wine, and coughed several times to clear his
throat, and then turned to see the voice."Bartella!"

"Bartella! Yes, my mad friend.  Bartella. The man you
embarrassed and embossed!" Vinnie took the second goblet and drank
the wine down in one continuous gulp, ending with a sound of
satisfaction.

Carlo sat speechless, stunned. The shadows of the flickering
flames flayed over Bartella causing his wry smile to dance over his
face. "Bartella?" Carlo moaned.

"Yes, my friend. Bartella, the little man with the big brain.
Who is the stronger now—murderer!  But you are mad are you
not?" Vinnie stood, walked to the fireplace and leaned against the
mantle, a wide triumphant smile on his face.  "I have defeated
you, Carlo. Judas has had his revenge!"

"But who, who is with Frannie?"

"A man who loved her more than we did."

"But who?"

"Your brother, my mad friend. Your loving brother."

Carlo staggered from his chair and ran back to Frannie's
room.  In a few seconds Vinnie heard his tormentor's screams.
Bartella filled his glass to the brim, took it in his hand holding
it to the light of the flickering flames and drank his satisfaction
to the portrait.
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