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THIS BOOK HAS SCENES that may include/or contain references to: Violence, Death, Drug Trade

It also has sex scenes that involve MMM situations, but the romance is MM

I have also altered the way in which the results of the Australian Referendum regarding the Marriage Equality Laws were released. For the purposes of the story, I have treated it as though they were being announced within hours of the votes being counted as would be seen in a General Election.
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Prologue
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GIOVANNI LEANED AGAINST the arm of the chair and stared at the fingers of the woman who sat in it, his gaze following every gesture they made as she spoke. Pretty stones that sparkled in the sunlight adorned them and, to Giovanni, that’s all they were—pretty stones. He had no idea of their value or their importance, not consciously at least. No one expected a five-year-old to understand that the pretty rocks that had captured his attention were diamonds, emeralds, and sapphires worth thousands of dollars. Or that many were family heirlooms handed down through the Tomasi family from one generation to the next... or that the large green stone that always held his attention more than the others that Mama Florence wore, was an engagement ring only given to the future wife of the Tomasi family head.

Then again at five, neither Giovanni—nor his best friend Alberto—weren’t party to the family’s secrets. He only knew that their family wasn’t like others. No one else had parents like his... Didn’t live in a large house with their best friend...or have two papas, and two mamas.

But what Giovanni did know was that the ring Mama Florence wore... the pretty green rock that she always rubbed whenever Papa Tony and his own papa were late getting home from work... the pretty one that Papa Tony never hesitated to kiss before kissing Mama Florence on the lips... that ring would one day be his.

––––––––
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TEN YEARS LATER

Giovanni sprawled across the couch they’d dragged into the music room two years ago and listened to Albie practice the violin piece he’d perform at an upcoming competition. There was no better place to be in the house than here in this room where Alberto drew sweet haunting music from the strings of his violin. Music that danced across Giovanni’s skin and stirred emotions...desires within him that were growing harder and harder to deny.

Lying there while watching Alberto’s fingers dance across the fingerboard had started off being an innocent thing. Nothing more than a friend supporting another just as Alberto sat and listened when Giovanni sung—as torturous as that must have been when puberty taken to his voice with a sledgehammer.

It wasn’t so innocent now.

Hard to resist the urge to jerk off while Alberto played... to not rise from the couch, cross the floor and remove the violin from his hands before taking the lip Alberto bit as he played between his own teeth. He wanted to feel those talented fingers dancing along his skin, to tap out a melodic beat on his spine, and Giovanni wanted to know what delicious music they could make together. The dirty kind of music that couldn’t be performed in concert.

And Giovanni knew he wasn’t the only one affected. He’d caught Alberto adjusting his own cock while listening to Giovanni sing.

But neither of them had acted upon it. Yet. This unspoken attraction between them that would change everything, and not necessarily for the worst. Family acceptance wasn’t something they needed to worry about. No one would even blink at their relationship if they chose to start one. Hell, their own fathers had a sexual relationship with each other, a romantic one too, as well as with their respective wives. And from what Giovanni could glean, his grandfather and Alberto’s grandfather were also close...as were their great grandfathers. But even knowing that, it didn’t stop Giovanni from hesitating to make a move on Alberto and continuing the family tradition between the Tomasi Capofamigilia and their consigliere. 

He and Alberto were best friends...raised like brothers, and Giovanni feared what might be lost if they fucked it all up by getting into a relationship. They were nothing more than teenagers right now, balls of hormonal energy that demanded being sated in any way possible... Giovanni didn’t want Alberto to think what they had was nothing more than a slacking of lust. He wanted more. Had always wanted more...had from the moment he’d stared at Mama Florence’s engagement ring and decided that one day it would be his.

“Gio...care to share what you’re thinking about?” Alberto asked, his voice startling Giovanni who’d not even realised his friend had stopped playing.

Gio smirked at his friend. “Probably not.”

Alberto placed his violin down on a nearby table and stalked across the room, dropping onto the couch in the small space available next to Giovanni’s hip. He grabbed a hold of the back of the couch with one hand while the other rested on the arm next to Giovanni’s head. “You’re supposed to share R rated thoughts,” he said leaning in closer. “All those dirty, filthy things the priests at school say we shouldn’t desire.”

“It’s like the priests don’t know who our family is... you’d think that trying to preach purity and abstinence to a school filled with members of the Tomasi family would be a waste of their time. Everything our family does is a fucking sin...”

“Exactly... so which member of the faculty are you wanting to fuck today?”

“Not a teacher.”

Alberto’s brows furrowed. “A classmate? I can’t think of any that I would want to fuck...not even in an imaginary way.”

“It’s all imaginary,” Giovanni said hoarsely, fighting hard to hide the pain shooting through him at the thought of Alberto not finding him desirable...fuckable. “For both of us. You’ve not kissed anyone yet...and neither have I.”

Not that their classmates would believe it.

But then again, their classmates still believed he was straight...Alberto not so much. If only they knew how much truth lay in the taunts they levelled at Alberto...at how close they came each day to taking their last breath. He’d have happily killed his friend’s bullies by now if they hadn’t promised their fathers to stay out of trouble, and off the police’s radar until they’d finished school. Knew Alberto itched to fight back too.

“Maybe we should change that.”

“How? Do you have someone in mind already to kiss?” he hissed, jealousy bleeding through his words before Giovanni could yank it back and replace it with a tone of indifference. “Is there a queue of repressed Catholic boys lining up to steal your first kiss?”

He’d thought Alberto would get angry at his comments, that his friend would storm off in a huff and slam the music room door behind him while leaving Giovanni to drown in guilt and regret. They’d had arguments before. Fought over toys and books... fought over who got to boss his little brother Ryland around... fought over who was best at hand-to-hand combat, wielding knives, or shooting targets. Fights that were short-lived and ended faster than they started. 

But this fight had the potential to be far worse.

Words spoken that weren’t so easily taken back.

“Yes, I do,” Alberto replied with a dangerous grin that only made the ache in Giovanni’s balls worse. “And if I had a line of boys lining up for a kiss...do you really think I’d keep that secret from you?”

Pain spread from the centre of Giovanni’s chest, stealing his breath and every last rational thought. Alberto’s admission had come as a surprise, one that left him confused, betrayed, and heartbroken. His friend wanted to kiss someone...had a person in mind with whom to share that first and he’d never spoken a word of it to Giovanni. Jealousy had forced the taunt from his lips, and now he was paying the embarrassing price for it... thank fuck, he’d not suggested that they kiss.

Being rejected by Alberto would’ve killed him.

Giovanni scrambled upright intending to leave and lick his metaphorical wounds for a while... to put some space between him and Alberto until Giovanni stopped wishing the person Alberto wanted to kiss was him.

Alberto’s grin faltered and his brows furrowed. “Where are you going?” he asked while placing a hand on Giovanni’s chest and holding him in place.

The beat of his heart diverted from its regular tune into something far more chaotic... and there was no way Alberto couldn’t feel it, the panic currently assailing Giovanni as he waited for the rejection to come.

“I was going to head up to do...homework.” Giovanni winced, there was no way Alberto would buy that lie...not when they were in all the same damn classes.

“Homework? We don’t have any homework due.”

“Well, maybe I just didn’t want to listen to you talking about kissing some...guy.” The words tumbled out in an undignified splutter and were soaked through with bitterness. This guy that Alberto wanted to kiss didn’t even have a name, and yet Giovanni was ready to hunt the fucker down and kill him.

Alberto frowned harder and then snorted as he stood up. But before Giovanni could make his escape from the music room, Alberto shoved him down onto the couch hard and straddled his lap. 

“You are a fucking idiot.” Alberto curled his fingers into the collar of Giovanni’s shirt and wriggled his arse. There was no way that his friend could miss how fucking hard he was, and Giovanni didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. “There is only one person I want to kiss”—leaning in closer until their lips were mere millimetres apart and their breaths mingled in the space in between—“and they aren’t no repressed Catholic boy... okay, they’re Catholic in a fashion...but not repressed.”

He grabbed at Alberto’s hips, desperate to pull his friend harder against him...desperate to throw him off before Giovanni embarrassed himself. “Stop moving... stop speaking... non voglio sentirlo! Please don’t... amore mio.”

“Please don’t what, Gio?” Alberto asked as he tightened his grip on Giovanni and his eyes blazed with an emotion Giovanni didn’t dare believe in. “What is it that you don’t want to hear?”

“Him,” he spat. “I don’t want to hear about this bastardo you plan to kiss.”

“And why is that, Gio?” Alberto’s grin turned feral, firing up the arousal already cautiously dancing along Giovanni’s nerves until it burned through his body leaving caution far behind. 

“Because, Albie"—if Giovanni was going to fuck things up between him and Alberto, he might as well do it in a spectacular fashion—"you are mine. Tu sei mio, il mio tutto... sei mio per sempre.” He cupped Alberto’s face, thumb brushing over the lips that he’d long wished to kiss...to be the first one to do so. “Finché morte non ci separi.”

“Like I said, you’re a fucking idiot, Gio,” Alberto murmured. He turned his head and pressed a kiss to Giovanni’s palm, drawing a sharp gasp from him. “There has only ever been one person I want to kiss... One person who I have been waiting to realise the truth... and there was never any question, sei sempre sato tu, amore mio. Us, together, finché morte non ci separi.”
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Chapter One
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TEN YEARS LATER

Alberto narrowed his eyes at the man in front of him. Despite being twenty-five, a few months older than Alberto and Giovanni, he didn’t deserve to be called a man...animal, idiot, or testa di cazzo were far better descriptors for the arsehole who’d tormented Alberto all through high school. It wasn’t that Alberto couldn’t defend himself, but more his and Giovanni’s hands had been tied by his father which prevented them from fighting back. Ordered not to bring any unwanted attention toward the Tomasi family—to the famiglia that lay behind it—by dealing with his bullies.

He’d wanted to deal with this one...to all the bastards who’d thought they could break him back then. Wanted to teach them why certain words shouldn’t be tossed at members of a family who thought nothing of showing affection, or even sharing intimacy between those of the same sex. Alberto wanted to show them how wrong they’d been to determine his worth based on his appearance. The slimness of his body, his sexual proclivities, nor his penchant for classical music didn’t mean that Alberto was weak. His bullies might have hesitated to torment him if they knew what Alberto and Giovanni got up to once the sun departed from the sky and their school uniforms were cast aside. Maybe if they’d known the number of men he’d pummeled with his fists until he struggled to draw air into his lungs, those bastards might have left him alone instead of tormenting him and assaulting him whenever Giovanni’s back was turned.

But now...maybe those bastards should be thanking Alberto’s father for not allowing their faces to be rearranged back then.

Alberto had hated it back then. Chaffed to deliver a resounding message to this bully and his cohort that Alberto wasn’t someone they should’ve been messing with. Now, though, he could see the benefit in it. Alberto knew he’d not have gotten the chance to graduate with a PhD in Music Performance if he’d laid into his bullies back then.

And now... he was older, and his bullies were fair game.

Their hands were no longer tied.

Punishments that were long overdue would soon be delivered.

“Mio bello... how should we deal with this fucker?” Alberto asked, glancing over his shoulder at Gio and grinning. The dark dangerous depths of his soul that he’d been forced to keep hidden now given free rein.

Giovanni sat behind the desk of their basement office, feet resting upon it while a devilish smirk graced his lips, one that never failed to send sparks of arousal dancing through Alberto’s veins. “In what capacity are you asking, amore mio? As your future consigliere... or as your fidanzato?”

“You sick fucks are still together?” the bastard at Alberto’s feet spat. “I should’ve tried harder to stamp the queer out of you back in high school.”

Alberto rolled his eyes and ignored the arrogant fucker. “You mean there’s a difference?” he asked Giovanni.

“As your fidanzato... I recommend killing the fucker nice and slow. But as your consigliere, then I must remind you that our Capofamiglia gave you permission for everything except death.”

“No...what my father said was that they needed to leave my hands alive. He never said they needed to survive their injuries afterwards.” He shrugged, doing his best Godfather impersonation while Giovanni chuckled. “It’s the circumstances leading up to this bastard’s eventual death that I want your advice on.”

“Hmm... then it should be something fitting...something connected to his crimes against you in the past.”

“Good point. But there were so many transgressions... Which one do I choose?” Alberto leaned over the desk, his gaze lingering on his fiancé’s lips. He looked forward to indulging in them once their business here was completed. Killing people was such hungry work.

Giovanni’s tongue darted out of his mouth, no doubt realising where Alberto’s mind had drifted if the hunger flickering in his lover’s eyes was anything to go by. “There was that one time when he destroyed your beautiful Mendini violin... smashed the body and hung it by its strings from the ceiling of the school hall along with several dismembered dolls. That could be fun to replicate.”

Alberto inhaled sharply as the furious rage which had engulfed him that day surged through his veins once more. He’d wanted to kill the fucker right then...slit his throat in front of the whole damned school along with those who’d allowed the bastard to do it. And despite what the school claimed at the time, there’d been no way only one person had committed the vile act, not when Alberto’s prized violin had remained locked securely in the music rooms when not being played. It was a claim the school board had continued to stick to even after Alberto’s father had stormed into their monthly meeting and slapped them with the bill for a replacement violin.

He’d practiced restraint back then...but there was nothing stopping him now.

“But not from the ceiling of the school hall.” Current pupils at the school didn’t deserve to be terrorised like that, and not to mention a few of their younger cousins still attended the school. “We’ll need another venue. Somewhere grand...and meaningful.” Alberto pushed off the desk and turned back to the whimpering bastard. “Somewhere that will send a message to the others who attempted to make my life a misery that they are next.”

“His father owns a hotel in the centre of the city... smaller boutique ones out in the ‘burbs... and an art gallery too, I think.”

“The art gallery could be amusing...but it’s too public. Same with the hotels. It’d be too difficult to set it up without being seen.”

The office chair creaked as Giovanni rocked back on it. “There’s always his family’s estate on the eastern edge of the city... big wrought iron gates, no one around for miles... and I heard”—chair legs thumping on the ground as Giovanni sat up and then scraping on the concrete floor as he shoved it back before rounding the desk to stand behind Alberto—“his parents are away for the weekend,” he whispered against Alberto’s neck, lips brushing his flesh and scorching a path Albie wished could travel lower. “Maybe the dingoes and maggies will leave something for them to find on their return.”

“Not killing, amore mio, remember.”

“He’ll leave your hands alive. His injuries and the wildlife will take care of the rest... it will just depend on how fast or slow you wish it to happen.”

“True...” He leaned back against Giovanni while throwing his former bully a feral grin. “We won’t use violin strings thought...nylon fishing line will be a cheaper, easier to source alternative.

Alberto itched to get started on this fascinating art project that his former tormentor would take a starring role in. He couldn’t wait to see him hung from the wrought iron gates and watch as the fishing line embedded itself deeper into the man’s skin as gravity tried to drag him toward the ground.

Giovanni chuckled. “How much do you think we’ll need?”

“Three reels might do it?” Honestly, Alberto wasn’t sure. It wasn’t like he knew what lengths fishing line came in, nor how much it would take to hang a man from a gate with it. “Better yet...maybe get a few different weights. Something thicker might be best for stringing him to the gate.” He stepped out of his fiancé’s embrace and removed a blade from the pocket of his suit pants, flicking it open with a snap of his wrist. “Send Everett and Ryland to fetch it for us,” he told Giovanni despite knowing his words were more than likely redundant. His lover would’ve already anticipated his request and sent a message to the pair regarding the items they required.

“Done. Now, what are you going to do while we wait?”

He snickered as the man’s fear wafted through the air. It disappointed him too. The bastard had once strutted around their school as though he were someone important...someone who was untouchable...the biggest of the big in a school filled with arrogant rich fuckers, and now... his former bully was proving to be nothing more than a spineless coward. Alberto hoped that the others he planned to go after didn’t break as easily.

“If we want to string him up like your mother’s Christmas turkey, then we’ll need to prepare him accordingly. Strip him down and tenderise his flesh.”

“Might need to hose him down, too.” Disgust etched Giovanni’s voice while the creaking of the chair signaled he’d taken up his position behind the desk once more. It wasn’t like Alberto needed the help. He wasn’t the powerless teenage boy his bullies had once believed him to be.
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ALBERTO STEPPED OUT of the vehicle, a non-descript car popular enough with the population of Melbourne that its presence here on the rural backroads of the city wouldn’t be noticed. The only thing the citizens of Melbourne should be noticing was the beautiful macabre art installation he was gifting them. And like any piece of art, there’d be critics and fans of the work... those who’d see the message contained within its grotesqueness while others would seek to bring the creators to justice.

He snorted, peeled off his suit jacket, and threw it onto the backseat of the car before shutting the car door. The police wouldn’t dare arrest them, not even if he and Giovanni signed—carved—their names into the body of work... and it wasn’t their family’s name, nor the wealth associated with them that kept law enforcement from pressing charges, but their names, however, were a different story. 

Alberto leaned against the side of the car, unbuttoned the cuffs of his shirt, and slowly rolled the sleeves up to his elbows. He glanced over at the wrought iron gates where the art piece Alberto had in mind would be installed and watched as Giovanni carefully marked where the key anchor points needed to go. The last thing they wanted was for their art piece to be destroyed before it made a splash on the front page of the newspapers because they’d failed to correctly account for the weight of the body...the dead weight.

A smile tugged at his lips as the soft refrain of an aria filtered through the sounds of the countryside, which was surprisingly noisy despite the sun already beginning its nightly trek toward the western horizon. It was a strange symphony for Alberto to hear, as Giovanni’s voice blended almost seamlessly with the chorus line of insects, fruit bats, and magpies. Alberto slipped his hands into his pockets, and closed his eyes, letting the music wash over him while regretting that he hadn’t packed his violin and couldn’t join in with music of his own. But while he thought nothing of serenading those who’d soon die at his, or Giovanni’s, hands with a few of his favourite concertos, doing so outside of their basement office was never wise. Not to mention the financial risk he’d be taking bringing a violin as expensive as his to a venue where Alberto couldn’t guarantee its safety. His name wouldn’t save him the from the ire of his doctorate advisor or the symphonia conductor if Alberto damaged it and was then unable to play.

His eyes flew open at the sharp flatness of Giovanni’s voice as he failed to hit the right note, and he couldn’t help but wince.

“I think you’re going to have to rewrite the score for that section of the aria...it’s still pitched too high for a tenor.”

Grimacing, Giovanni rubbed at his jaw and strolled back across the gravel driveway. “I can’t scale it any lower or the whole score begins to fall flat and loses the dramaticness of the piece... it needs to be pitched at C4 if it is to be sung by other tenors... But ideally it needs to be sung higher, say closer to a C5 like you’d expect from an alto.”

Alberto pushed off the car and followed Giovanni to the boot where they’d stashed the centrepiece for the entire installation. “You’ve got to remember that it was originally written for a soprano, one who could hit the upper end of their range...and even then, very few can pull the complexity of the piece off.” 

He pulled a pair of gloves from his pockets and pulled them on while Giovanni opened the boot. Their centrepiece stared at them with a mixture of fear and anger while the corresponding words were muffled by the gag Alberto had forced into the man’s mouth before they’d manhandled him into the vehicle. He’d remove it once the man had been suitably strung from the wrought iron gates because like hell was Alberto going to miss out on hearing the man’s angered words, his begging, and the pitiful cries that would come when gravity forced the fishing line binding him to the gate deeper into his skin... the pained screams that would be ripped from his former bully’s throat once the local wildlife discovered the buffet Alberto had laid out for them.

“Maybe I should’ve chosen a less complex aria to rewrite the score of.” Giovanni said with a sigh. “One that required less vocal acrobats and spaced out the high notes more”—grunting as he hauled the man out of the car boot and deposited him on the ground unceremoniously—“that at least would’ve meant the rescaled piece was more achievable for at least an alto to sing.”

Alberto snorted, grabbed his former bully by the ankle and dragged him toward the gate. The less they had to carry the heavy bastard the better. It was already going to be a bitch hoisting him up high enough to lash him to the gate... though that extra weight the man had gained in the years since he’d been captain of the First VIII would also work in Alberto’s favour.

“If you’d chosen a simpler aria you’d’ve only been pissed off at yourself...and fucking bored. You’ve got an ego, amore mio, one that needs to be fed with accomplishments that others would struggle to achieve.”

“And you don’t?”

Giovanni threw him a reel of fishing line, and Alberto caught it easily. He’d begin to string loops of the fishing line around the bastard’s limbs while Giovanni set up the anchor points where the bastard would be lashed to the gate with heavier rope, and the pulley system necessary for hoisting him up. They needed to work fast too...and not just because of the risk that someone one might stumble across them either. Alberto wanted his former bully strung to the gates of his parent’s estate before the sedative they’d kept him pumped full of wore off.

“Of course, I do. Comes with the position of Capo Bastone... and besides,”—lifting his head to stare at Giovanni, a devilish grin firmly entrenched on his face—“if I didn’t have an insatiable ego, I wouldn’t have spent five years trying to master Paganini’s solo pieces.”

“And the rest.”

“Well...yeah. But my point stands. Your ego wouldn’t have been satisfied with anything less.”

Giovanni sighed and shook his head. His lover knew everything Alberto said was true, and that no matter how frustrating it might be right now, the end result would be worth it in the end. The rush that would come with not only reworking the score of an aria traditionally sung by sopranos—one that had never been attempted by a tenor or even an alto tenor—and then performing it would be a high that Giovanni wouldn’t find anywhere else. Well, anywhere within the musical world that was. Getting bloody in the name of protecting their family or even for petty reasons like revenge was its own special kind of high.

Alberto yanked the last knot hard, taking great delight in the pained whimper that escaped the bastard’s lips while his ability to fight back still remained hampered by the effects of the drug. “You ready for him?”

“Yep. We’re good to go over here.” 

Giovanni strode over and pressed a kiss to Alberto’s lips. He reached down grabbed one of the bastard’s arms while Alberto grabbed the other and they dragged him closer to the gate. They quickly threaded the thin nylon rope through the loops that Alberto had made along the man’s arms and then hauled him upright, tying the ropes off once the bastard’s feet had cleared the ground.

The bastard’s body was already beginning to sag, gravity pulling it toward the ground despite the fishing line’s best efforts to resist it. Physics would ultimately win out in the end, but not before creating a bloody spectacle that wouldn’t make the front page of the newspaper...not the images at least.

Alberto snatched the last of the fishing line off the driveway and proceeded to bind the bastard’s legs to the gate, splayed wide enough that when his body sagged more, his hips would be slowly dislocated. But he wasn’t finished yet, the last part of the art installment required his former bully to be one hundred percent conscious of what was happening. He wanted to see the fear in the man’s eyes, hear the terrified cries that would erupt from his mouth along with pitiful begging and apologies that wouldn’t achieve anything. 
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