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Thank you for downloading the Bonus Epilogue for Until Death (House of Bolton Prequel). The events depicted in the bonus epilogue take place between the last chapter of Until Death and Chapter One of Tailored Heart (House of Bolton 1). If you’ve already read books in the House of Bolton series or at least Rough Sketches (House of Bolton 3) you will already know what the next three chapters will contain. 

However, if this is your first foray into the series, caution is advised... 

Tissues, chocolate, and a big glass of wine might also be required.

Content Warning: Violence, Death, Blood, Grief
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All they’d wanted was one weekend.

One weekend free of the stress that came with being...well, them.

Giovanni didn’t think it was too much to ask. They had gotten married after all him and Alberto. Honeymoons were...expected, and they usually didn’t come with a side helping of death.

Not theirs, of course. 

But Giovanni still hadn’t intended to spend the weekend planting new grapevines or cleaning the entranceway of his house until blood no longer stained the white marble.

Their enemies had had other ideas... 

Exhausted, Giovanni surveyed the mess in the entranceway of his and Alberto’s house at the vineyard. Bodies, some whole, some in pieces, lay scattered across the marble floor in pools of their own blood. Some were already dead, and others wouldn’t be too far behind. Normally he enjoyed creating such a bloody scene, but this weekend was supposed to be about him and Alberto. Work wasn’t supposed to intrude, and yet their enemy had unfortunately deemed themselves too important to be ignored. Not willing to wait one weekend before making another attempt on his and Alberto’s lives...

And while there’d been no chance of their enemy succeeding in their goals today, one day he and Alberto might not be so lucky. Giovanni was damn glad they’d not put off getting married once the laws had been changed to allow it. A big wedding with all the trappings and the added bonus of media outlets bidding big for the exclusive rights to report on it might’ve been nice. Yet Giovanni couldn’t deny that the simplicity of the service they’d gone for in their eagerness to get married had been...perfect.

Picking his way through the mess, Giovanni stared at the men who’d been sent after them and tried to draw clues as to who was ultimately behind the attacks that targeted him and Alberto. There was nothing, though, nothing that suggested who the one pulling the strings behind the scenes was, not when every man lying dead or injured on the floor of their house belonged to a different gang operating within Melbourne. Greeks, Croatian, and Russians...men who were as much enemies of each other as they were of the Tomasis. 

Nothing either, that said why they were targeting Giovanni and Alberto.

And it was only them being targeted.

He heaved a weary sigh and headed for the staircase where Alberto already sat, fiddling with the pegs of his violin. Whatever their enemy’s motive; Giovanni didn’t believe that it was someone wanting to grab control of the city’s criminal underground. No, if they’d wanted to do that, then their enemy would’ve gone after his and Alberto’s fathers...the current heads of the Tomasi Famiglia—even if Alberto was making many of the decisions regarding the direction of the family these days. 

It wasn’t as though the family would disappear along with him and Alberto if they were killed. Ryland and Everett were both more than capable of stepping into the roles of heirs if needed... if Giovanni and Alberto’s luck finally run out.

Whatever this was about...it was personal.

While they weren’t short on enemies, Giovanni couldn’t say if any of them had the financial resources to maintain a prolonged campaign to destroy them.

Giovanni leaned down and removed a knife from the body it was embedded in. He toed at the bloody mutilated mess, eyebrows arching in surprise as he realised the man still lived. Lifting his gaze to meet Alberto’s, Giovanni grinned, and pressed the heel of his dress shoe down hard on the man’s arm. Bones cracked beneath it, piercing through the skin while a pained whimper escaped the man’s throat. Not a very satisfying sound either, far too soft and lacked any real agony. 

But Giovanni wasn’t prepared to let the men who’d burst into their home and attack them die easy, pain free deaths. He wanted to hear their blood-curdling screams ricochet through his house, wanted to hear them beg for mercy... wanted their last thoughts to be one of regret for ever accepting the contract.

“I know I promised an entertaining honeymoon—as short as it is—but getting bloody was not a part of that plan.”

“Wasn’t the entertainment I had on my agenda either...not particularly traditional for a honeymoon, killing people that is,” Alberto said with a snort before picking up his violin and drawing the bow across the strings. “Though maybe in our family it is... not like our hands aren’t all stained with blood from an early age.”

“Maybe...” Giovanni spun around and surveyed the chaotic, bloody scene once more. “...but I don’t think anyone else’s honeymoon looked like this... and who the fuck sends would-be hitmen after people on their honeymoon?”

“Don’t know... but I’m pretty sure they almost shat themselves when you started singing while slicing into them.”

“What can I say... there’s nothing more satisfying than combining two of my favourite activities,” Giovanni said with a dramatic flourish before joining Alberto on the steps. “But in all seriousness... they’re getting bolder. Smarter too.”

Their unknown enemy was learning... changing the way they orchestrated their attacks on Giovanni and Alberto after every failed attempt. And that made them dangerous.

“Five today... ten in total this week they’ve sent after us.” He swayed to the music being pulled from Alberto’s instrument... it wasn’t a song yet, simply a collection of notes that Alberto always played during his warmup. “And I’d normally say it’d take us the rest of the day to clean up this mess... but it’s our honeymoon...we shouldn’t have to do cleaning or burying.”

“No, I’d much rather be upstairs ignoring the rest of the world while we enjoy our new status as husbands... problem is, we haven’t told anyone about this”—gesturing at the carnage scattered over the entranceway—“and questions will be asked about it.”

“That just means we can’t call anyone in my family, yours, or Everett’s,” Giovanni said, ticking off the families with his fingers.

“River?” Alberto suggested. “He has proven himself quite capable of dealing with...messes.”

“While you might be right... his travelling all the way from Geelong to the vineyard for no apparent reason will draw unwanted questions.”

“Then his brother, Adrianno, and Clio... both of them form a key part of the security side of the family’s business.”

Giovanni pursed his lips and tapped his fingers against them. Honestly, the pair were an obvious choice. Both had been tasked with clean up duties in the past—the killing and disposing aspects—and were quite skilled at it. Not surprising in Adriano’s case considering the family’s position within the Tomasi Famiglia, while Clio had proven her worth as she rose through the ranks of the security team based out of the casino.

“They both work for Everett and Ryland though... that might be a problem.”

Alberto’s bow stuttered and the chord it played was more like a dying cat than something beautiful. “Are you suggesting that some of our cugini are more loyal to Everett and Ryland than they are to us?” he hissed.

“No. Not at all. And that wasn’t what I was getting at.” Giovanni breathed deep and released it slow. “What I fear is that their concern over this”—pointing at the bodies, some still not quite dead, in their entranceway— “might see them inform Everett, Ryland, or even our fathers about this.”

“They won’t.”

“You can’t be certain of that.”

“If we ask them not to breathe a word... then they won’t tell anyone.”

Giovanni huffed and pulled out his phone, firing off a message to Adriano and Clio while muttering, “This would be so much easier if Calvino was at home.”
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Giovanni strode quickly through the house, collecting the knives that had been scattered across several rooms, except for those in the kitchen that Alberto expressly forbade him from touching. Something about it being uncouth to use the expensive chef-quality blades for something other than cooking. He’d chuckled at the grumbled comment, knowing the knives he’d return with weren’t exactly the kind you’d purchase from Bunnings.

Sitting down on the stairs next to Alberto, he leant his voice to the music his husband played and threw knives at their unwanted guests. Dead ones weren’t as much fun as those who’d not yet succumbed to their earlier injuries and who tried to escape. Pointless attempts that only made them more of a target. And the pained cries that escaped the men’s throats...the desperate begging that spilled into the air, loudly at first before fading into soft whimpered pleas only encouraged Giovanni to
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