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	Although inspired by true events, the following story is a product of the author’s imagination, as well as the names and places where it takes place.




 


	 


	Mario M's life told in five books. Mario is dissatisfied with the life he leads; he needs motivation, adrenaline. His life changes on a Wednesday in April 1990, when he accidentally meets an American secret agent, Harby Crawbson, and gets involved in a dangerous secret mission, something clicks inside him. Little does he imagine that that is the beginning of a path that will lead him to risk his life several times, to suffer, to chase happiness only to see it fade away when he is on the verge of achieving it. But he is Mario M and he can overcome any obstacle! 


	THANK YOUR LUCKY STARS! 


	After having recovered but still searching for love, one evening in May 2008 his life changes. He helps Nick, Roberto's son, who does not accept his son's homosexuality, he beats him up and kicks him out of the house. Mario does not understand how a parent can come to hate his son and decides to help them. He does not back down when he discovers that Roberto is the victim of a revenge and gets involved in a series of incredible adventures. In the end he manages to change Roberto, making him love his son more than before, and makes him fall in love... 


	A FRIEND'S REVENGE 


	After intense months, Mario is convinced he has achieved happiness, not imagining that the new year will take him back into a nightmare. Julien, an old lover at the time of the shipwreck, whom he helps when he discovers that he is the victim of a conspiracy, confesses to him that he is Mario Jr's father and he meets again that little boy who saved him 4 years before. He is happy, but the discovery that Roberto has fallen in love with a woman sends him into such a crisis that he decides to go back to his old life. When, however, he discovers that he is the victim of vengeance of the man he has always considered a friend, he realizes there is only one way out... closing that chapter once and for all! 


	4CITIES 4MISSIONS 


	Forced to flee Italy, hunted down by the thugs he got arrested and after spending a year in Asia, Mario finally crowns one of his childhood dreams, going to America. As soon as he lands, he meets an agent employed by Harby who was waiting for him and that convinces him to join the ranks of one of the most powerful American government agencies. He becomes the best, solves several delicate cases, but when by chance he runs into New York's mafia boss Davon, who blames him for his daughter's death... he is forced to flee. Again! 


	DID I MAKE THE RIGHT CHOICE? 


	While escaping from the mafia boss Davon, he gets involved in a shipwreck, and only thanks to him, after almost a year, they manage to go back home. 


	Mario talks about himself and it is as if we are reading his personal and secret diary, from which he highlights the most significant moments of this part of his life. The shipwreck, the return to civilization, the long, tormented and compelling path he takes to recover. Years that test him, making him what it is today! 


	THE LAST MISSION: BECOMING THE MAFIA'S TARGET! 


	After visiting the world, Mario accompanies Roberto to discover America, on the road, the same journey he chose years before. After settling for a few months in New York they are joined by Jr, who won a scholarship. Just before Christmas, the boy is kidnapped, and Mario is forced to play the much hated role of secret agent, aided by the old colleagues in the agency. Will he be able to find his son safe and sound? Will he agree to help Davon when he finds out they want him dead? Is he being controlled by his former agency, or is he really the only one who can succeed in recovering the so-called mafia treasure?
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It can cause pain or give strength, it can make people hate or do stupid things, but…


	 


	Every sincere love story, regardless of the gender of the person experiencing it... is a beautiful thing and as such must be respected, encouraged, motivated, protected…


	 


	












	Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	Two boys, sitting on a scooter about twenty meters away from me, were exchanging effusions.


	I was listening to a 90s Pooh song on the radio.


	No one else around!


	I went back with my mind. To what I had experienced during my life, to the path I had taken, to what I had become, to the one thing I missed and wanted more than anything else in my life.


	I, a very normal person, had lived a life on the edge without realizing it.


	A life I had always kept a secret, partly because I was ashamed of it, but mostly to forget about it. A text message and my famous shiver bring me back to reality: “CODENAME: SILVERWOLF...” I delete it without reading it.


	Half an hour had passed, and I was about to leave when a black Mercedes flew past me, stopped, reversed, and pointed the headlights at the two boys.


	A man got out and started hitting the boys. One managed to escape; the other could not escape the man’s fury.


	I could not help but intervene. I approached, ordering the man to stop; he was beating him angrily. In response he lunged at me, trying to hit me. I dodged one of his punches, he ended up on the hood of the car, he tried again to hit me but I avoided him again. At my reaction, getting into the car he yelled at the boy:


	«You are no longer my son, and don’t you dare come back to my house, I will kill you!»


	He disappeared into the darkness. That sentence disturbed me and a chill ran down my spine.


	The boy was on the ground, his face bloodied and he was moaning. Without wasting any time I accompanied him to the emergency room, even though he did not want to, and as we walked the few hundred meters that separated us from the hospital, he begged me not to say that it was his father who had hit him like that, but that they had attacked him to take his scooter.


	While he was being examined I reported the assault.


	Being 16 years old, the doctors had to call his parents, but I had made a promise to the boy, now what? Fortunately I caught a glimpse of the other boy, who had followed us with the scooter, in front of the emergency room. 


	I caught up with him, explained that he had to pretend to be Niccolò’s brother and that due to the situation he had forgotten his ID. I don’t know why, it would have been easy to make things go as they should, to notify the family, but instead I didn’t. I made the doctors believe that I had called at the boy’s house and the older brother was coming.


	We managed to take him away, not without difficulty, and once at the parking lot they told me their story, happy to finally be able to confide in someone.


	What emerged was the story of two very lonely young boys with similar stories, which struck me deeply.


	Guido always saw that boy park his scooter in front of the school, under the law firm where he was employed, and whenever he passed by, he smiled at him. One day he mustered up the courage and invited him to a bar, unaware that Niccolò was only 16 years old. How could he imagine that the 180-centimeter giant was little more than a child?


	They became inseparable, not a day went by that they were not together going to the movies or taking long walks on the beach or around the city. Telling each other their stories, talking about their dreams. They had never had sex with each other, they were two sweethearts exchanging effusions, Niccolò had never had sex and did not feel ready yet, Guido, after what he had experienced, did not want to force him.


	As the months went by they became closer and closer, until that damn night.


	By the end of the story it was very late, and after leaving him my cell phone number, I urged Niccolò to go back home anyway, and not worry because, once the anger had passed, things would work out.


	Niccolò, however, knew his father’s stubbornness and had no intention of going home. He was so determined that he did not return that evening.


	 


	Meanwhile, his father, having returned visibly shaken, told the rest of the family what had happened:


	«I found out that your son is a fucking fag. I found him with another one of his kind, hugging and kissing each other. You raised a disgusting fucking person! I first beat the shit out of him and then told him never to show his face here again. In fact, he has to thank another asshole, no doubt one of them, who stopped me, or else I would have killed him…»


	After a few moments of total silence and disbelief, Pamela - a very lucid woman and sometimes excessively calm - asked the girls to go to their rooms. She closed the kitchen door behind her, began to stride toward him with her index finger pointing at him and, without raising her voice she said to her husband:


	«Don’t shout in our presence and don’t you dare use such language in front of the girls!»


	She got in his face and continued:


	«You should know that if you have misread the situation or if something happens to Nick, you are the one who is leaving! I’ve forgiven everything over the years, your behavior, the affairs but this... no, I won’t forgive this. And tonight you’re either sleeping on the couch or you can stay over at one of the women you hang out with.»


	She joined her daughters as they were trying to contact Nick on his cell phone. 


	As it went always to voicemail, they began to worry, Pamela could not understand: «Does what your father claim seem possible to you? That Nick likes men?» she asked the girls.


	«I never suspected anything» Elisa said.


	«Mom, actually I did notice something, small things, the fact that he never talked about girls that he liked...»


	«So what if he is?» retorted Elisa «This is the 21st century, today it’s a normal thing, no one cares anymore. Besides, the best designers are gay, famous people of the past and present as well, I don’t see anything scandalous about it.»


	«What do you mean normal, at sixteen years old you have to think about video games, soccer. To think he is out there alone... how is he feeling? What is he doing, how is he going to manage?» she started crying.


	«Mom, Nick knows how to avoid danger.» said Chiara «I’m sure he’s at some friend’s house right now. He’s fine, don’t worry.»


	At three in the morning, after countless attempts, tired and helpless they went to bed.


	On Sunday, Pamela and her daughters spent the entire day looking all over the city for the boy, without luck. On Monday, after sleeping two nights on the couch, Roberto left for Vienna accompanied by Giorgio. He had a series of unavoidable business meetings that would keep him away from home for at least ten days. But he was not serene, and even Giorgio, his trusted collaborator and best friend for twenty years, noticed.


	«Roberto, you are sad and upset. Did something happen?»


	Roberto had no secrets with Giorgio, seeking understanding he told him everything.


	«At Easter I received an anonymous letter in which they wrote that Nick is gay! That he is having an affair with an older boy and a lot of other mean things.»


	«Seriously? No, I don’t believe it!»


	«Neither did I at first. Then the other night I saw it with my own eyes: disgusting, they were kissing, hugging each other. I went crazy and I almost beat him to death. I was stopped by someone passing by.»


	Giorgio was shocked: «Are you really sure? It’s not that you’ve made a mistake? How is little Nick now?»


	«I don’t know. All I know is that I told him that if I ever saw him again I would kill him. Then I had a fight with Pam when I told her everything!»


	«Are you out of your mind? How could you even think of kicking out little Nick, your son, your own flesh and blood? Have you forgotten all that I went through, when I thought I was losing my Sandro? And you so easily get rid of yours?»


	Angrily Roberto retorted: «Do you realize that he is a fag? And I’m supposed to accept having an effeminate son? I have fucked the most beautiful women in the world. No! He can’t be my son…» he shouted, careless of the fact that the whole plane heard him.


	Giorgio caught hatred in Roberto’s look and resentment in his words. He had not been particularly affectionate and caring toward his children and in particular toward Nick, there was a kind of indifference toward the youngest of the family. 


	This behavior of his had never sat well with him, but this further development caused him to reflect deeply. Did he really know that man? He had never had such a reaction even when his old partner, almost sent him to jail. No! Roberto could not be this person. 


	There was something dark that Giorgio could not understand.


	Silence fell between the two for most of the flight. Then, after thinking about it carefully, as the plane was in the process of landing: «I don’t recognize you anymore, you have changed. I’m sorry, but if you really believe what you say I can’t work with you or even be friends with you. It is difficult, I will always be grateful to you, it has been nice to share all these years together, but as soon as we land I am going home. Of course I am resigning, irrevocably and immediately.»


	And he changed his seat: «Oh, good luck, you will need it».


	Once they landed in Vienna, without wasting any time, he headed to the ticket office to book his return flight.


	Roberto, being the proud asshole he knew himself to be, asked him once to reconsider, and as Giorgio continued without taking notice of him:


	«Go ahead, I don’t need anyone. I am able to…»


	Giorgio was already far away, having found a free seat on the plane that was taking off for Naples.


	Once at the hotel, Roberto tried to sort out the documents for the next day, without succeeding - Giorgio always took care of these things. He went crazy just at the idea of not having the situation under control. 


	He would not accept that anyone could contradict him, let alone abandon him.


	At lunch he couldn’t swallow a single bite; he couldn’t help but think about what had been happening to him lately, not just the Niccolò thing... too many strange circumstances. 


	He got up and went to the hotel bar where, one after another, he gobbled down a dozen whiskeys. He was not used to drinking so much, and when the alcohol began to make him sick and he had decided to return to his room, he was approached by an attractive, sensual blonde, who greeted him as if she had known him for a long time. In turning around he lost his balance, but the woman was ready to catch him, reassuring the barman.


	She took him to the room, and closing the door she got rid of her blouse and pounced on Roberto and began to undo the waistband of his pants while kissing him sensually.


	Roberto thought it might be a good diversion to regain clarity, so he let her undress him without complaining and began to get aroused, but the alcohol took over and he passed out on the bed.


	He awoke hours later, half-naked and with a terrible headache. He finished undressing and took a shower. He hardly remembered what had happened.


	Once he put his clothes back on he looked for his wallet but couldn’t find it, his cell phone, the briefcase with all his documents and the laptop were also  gone. He went downstairs to complain to the manager, how could such a thing happen in the best hotel in the city. In response, he was blamed for bringing a stranger into the room without registering her, and he could risk a complaint.


	«It’s a nightmare...» he thought aloud «I’ll wake up now and the last two days will be just a bad dream».


	Without money, without ID, in a foreign city. A normal person would have panicked. You recognize a leader in these moments, and Roberto did not lose heart.


	«Can I have the number of the embassy?» A few seconds later he was on the phone with the attendant on duty, who immediately took action and after not even an hour, joined him at the hotel. They first had to track down someone who could vouch for him, and not wanting to have to explain to his wife, he gave Giorgio’s number. Who, seeing the hotel number, answered after some thought. Knowing Roberto, he knew that something had happened; he would have never called him after what had happened, and he was not so surprised when he explained what had happened to him.


	Once Roberto’s identity was confirmed, he emphasized that it would be the last time. Early the next morning he was accompanied to the police station where he filed a theft report against an unknown suspect, and soon after he went to the airport, where he took the first flight to Italy.


	At the same time that Roberto was about to leave for Vienna, Pamela, who also got up early, got ready to go in front of Nick’s school and wait for him. Her son, however, did not show up. She returned home discouraged, barely able to cook for her daughters and unable to eat. She sat at the kitchen table looking at the window hoping to see her son appear at any moment. Eventually she got her act together, spending the rest of the afternoon contacting Nick’s friends. No one had heard from her son. Her worry grew, and even her daughters could not reassure her.


	On Tuesday she went back to school but nothing. She returned and peered out the window again. She hoped to see Nick appear at any moment when she saw her husband return. She attacked him, accusing him of everything that had happened. She spent another night without news from her son.


	On Wednesday Roberto left for Austria again, Pamela returned in front of Nick’s school... no luck. And the same the next day. She was there, in front of the entrance, but her son was nowhere to be seen, and the anguish became slowly despair.


	On the fifth day, the bruises his father had caused him were beginning to fade, and although he was sore, Niccolò went to school.


	Where he found his mother waiting for him, who as soon as she saw him ran toward him, hugging him.


	Niccolò surprised but overjoyed to see his mother, started crying; Pamela, seeing her son’s face with the still visible marks left on it by his father, burst into tears as well and began to hold him tightly, to let him know that she knew but did not care. And that he had her full support - Nick ached so badly as his mother held him, but he did not say anything not to make her worry. And so forceful was the eagerness of the hugs that Nick dropped his cell phone to the ground, breaking it. He put it back in his pocket without looking at it because at the same time a voice echoed from the school’s entrance «What have you decided, are you coming in or not?» He was the only one left who had not yet entered. His mother invited him to go home with her but, having missed three days already, he wanted to go in at all costs.


	In class, he had to put up with questions from professors and friends to which he replied that he had been the victim of a robbery attempt, had fought back, and got into a fight. There were those who, like the professors, argued that he had acted recklessly and risked a lot, and those, like his classmates, who treated him as a hero.


	On the way out Nick found his mother who had been waiting for him, and who would not listen to reason. Nick had to go home with her, leaving the scooter parked in the usual spot.


	Notified by their mother, the sisters made him find the big-occasions lunch and a giant whipped cream and Nutella cake, Nick’s favorite.


	His entrance into the house was very cautious; he was afraid of his father, but they reassured him by telling him he was on a business trip. 


	Nick relaxed and was so happy that he even forgot to warn Guido.


	They explained to him about the discussion she had with his father, and reassured him that they would go back to their everyday routine.


	Chiara, as usual, was the first to ask him bluntly: «Nick, are you really gay?»


	«Chiara... always so indiscreet!»


	«Don’t worry about it Ely. Well yes, I mean no, actually I don’t know. I met a nice guy, we’re very good friends, we’re going out, we go for walks, we like to chat a lot, we’re good together. I’ve never been interested in anybody like that before.»


	«Where have you been until now Nick? Who has been treating you?»


	«Guido, at his house, mom.»


	«At his house...with his parents, siblings…» the mother added.


	«No mom, Guido lives alone» Nick said with the innocence of his age.


	«Alone? And how old is this Guido?»


	«Twenty.»


	«Are you crazy? Did he do something bad to you? You can tell me. Nothing will happen.»


	«No mom, nothing. I was actually sleeping in his bed…» Pamela lost her temper and interrupted him:


	«Whaaat? I’m going to report him, I... I...» this time it was Nick who interrupted her and, smiling with amusement, said:


	«Guido slept on the sofa.»


	«Oh! Good.»


	Elisa saved the situation... lunch was ready.


	 


	 




Chapter 2


	 


	 


	 


	Thursday, May 15, 3:05 pm, conference in full swing.


	We were about to take stock of the situation when my cell phone rings: «Hello, Mario?»


	«That’s me, who is this?»


	«Sorry to bother you, it’s Guido. Do you remember Niccolò and me from the stadium? When we said goodbye you told me that in case we had any problems we could call you. Please... today Niccolò went back to school after that night, but he hasn’t returned yet. I’m very worried, his phone is off and I don’t know what to do, who to turn to.»


	«Of course I remember. Calm down, he must have met some friends and didn’t notice what time it was I’m sure.»


	«Please, help me…»


	«All right, you should try being patient a little longer, and if you don’t hear from him call me back. I’m in Paestum busy with a conference and I really have to go, it starts again in half an hour and I’m in a meeting.»


	«Okay, I’m sorry if I disturbed you. I didn’t mean to…»


	«What are you talking about, you didn’t disturb me, you should forgive me if I seemed rude. Call me back in a couple of hours you’ll see, you’ll tell me he’s back!»


	How strange, though.


	I immediately thought the worst, that his father had something to do with it. The story of those two boys had saddened me, I wanted to help them but I didn’t know how, and I couldn’t think of anything else. Since everything was going well at the conference, I made the final arrangements and at six fifty, I left for Salerno.


	Punctual, after fifteen minutes, my cell phone rang.


	Guido desperately confirmed that he still had no news of Niccolò.


	«Calm down, I am almost in Salerno. Tell me where I can pick you up.»


	Guido was really desperate, so much that he had to explain twice what he thought had happened.


	«Let’s start with this morning. He went to school with his scooter?» Guido nodded.


	We went to the school and the scooter was parked in the usual spot, Niccolò’s cell phone was still turned off, where to start? Guido did not know any of Niccolò’s friends.


	I called the emergency number and the hospital but nothing had happened to him. I was out of ideas, perhaps one of the few times I did not know what to do.


	«Do you know where he lives?»


	«In Sala Abbagnano, but I don’t think he went home, maybe his father…»


	«Father. Is that a father? Nevertheless, let’s try».


	As we headed up the hill, almost as if there had been a moment of telepathy, Niccolò thought of Guido. He went to get his cell phone and found it turned off.


	«Oh my it’s broken, he will be worried sick...»


	He said aloud.


	«Who?»


	The mother asked. He did not answer.


	«Nick I asked who... will be worried sick!»


	The video intercom rang.


	Chiara, who was standing the closest, answered and saw in the screen Guido’s face and me in the background.


	«G... good evening, i... is Niccolò there?»


	«Yes, he is here. You...you guys are?»


	I had to intervene, Guido almost fainted.


	«We are Niccolò’s friends, we saw his scooter still at school and we got worried.»


	We didn’t even have the time to finish the sentence that Niccolò jumped out of his chair, ran outside, opened the gate, and threw himself at Guido.


	«Come in, come in, we need to talk!»


	The mother exclaimed peremptorily.


	Guido wanted to run away, I grabbed him by the collar, although to be honest, that calm and firm tone scared me too! We entered the house and took a seat in the spacious living room.


	After sitting in the armchair on the left of the sofa set against the wall, crossing her legs and resting her arms along the high armrests, she indicated with a nod where we should sit. Her three children - Nick in the middle -, took a seat on the other sofa, opposite us. She began to observe us without speaking.


	Endless moments of silence marked by the tick tock of the cuckoo clock looming over our heads, which were interrupted by the sudden ringing of my cell phone. I checked... it was Andrea, my manager, from Paestum.


	«I really have to take this, excuse me.» I got up and went out onto the terrace. The session was about to end and he wanted to know what to do. I had given instructions for the arrangements, but the second time he asked, I realized he hadn’t arranged a damn thing. I got upset, but kept my voice down, took a deep breath, counted to ten, and in a tone well known to Andrea: «What do we want to do... do we send them to sleep on an empty stomach because they’ve been naughty, or do we take them to dinner? Did you remember to make reservations at the restaurant? Did you call again to confirm?... I had no doubt. Give me the phone number you fool, do you at least know how many people there are?» I couldn’t believe it... the basics. I called the restaurant to try and solve the issue.


	«Good evening, this is Mario M from SalernoYear2k, can you put me through to the owner?»


	«That’s me, go ahead.»


	«Hi, I am the organizer of a conference that is being held near your restaurant. We’ve heard good things about you, so I thought I’d take the speakers and my team to dinner there. Only my manager forgot to make a reservation.»


	«I’m honored, for how many people?»


	«About thirty, maybe less, but prepare for thirty.»


	Silence from the other end.


	«Hello, are you still there?»


	«Yes, yes. Just so suddenly... tables have to be prepared and…»


	«Please,» I interrupted him «help me out, it has been a crazy day and I am afraid it is not over yet. I have a bunch of hungry and tired speakers who would otherwise end up without dinner. I need some help from you. Am I the one who has to tell you to put a couple of tables together in the garden? Can you manage in an hour?»


	«I will, see you later.»


	After calling Andrea back to confirm that I had solved the problem and would probably not be able to get there on time, I returned apologizing for the unexpected disturbance. They had already involved poor Guido. The questions were flowing incessantly, Guido had a terrified look on his face, and they got me involved as well.


	The mother pressed on: how do you know Nick? Do you know that he is a minor? Where has he been all this time and so on and so forth. Eventually I got tired and having said that I didn’t have much time, I had to go back to Paestum, I decided to cut it short. I began a monologue calmly and bluntly, as I usually do:


	«Ma’am calm down. You have every reason to worry, but the attitude is wrong. Let’s start with the obvious attraction Niccolò feels for his own sex. You are convinced that he is young, that he does not know what he is doing, but that’s not true. He knows what he wants, believe me. And you, as family members, instead of nagging him, trying to find a culprit, thinking he’s sick and, pardon the term, bullshit like that, you have a duty to understand him and - it’s not easy I know - go along with it. It might be a passing phase, a search for affection and understanding that, realizing he feels attraction for women, will pass tomorrow. Precisely because he is so young and at the beginning of in his adolescent life, there is nothing sexually defined yet. Besides... if you prefer to impose your standards on him, force him, lock him up at home or in a boarding school, maybe he will eventually give in, maybe he will get married. From experience, however, I can assure you that in 90% of the time you will end up with a repressed son with a double life, looking for one night stands, becoming dangerous to himself and his family members. I understand how worried you are, but to go as far as to what that guy did the other night.»


	Pamela interrupted me angrily.


	«Calm down, let’s watch our language and not judge from a moment of anger…» I interrupted her as well.


	«A moment of anger? If I didn’t intervene he would have killed him. Niccolò did you show her the report? If he had hit him two inches lower, he would have risked losing his eye. The poor boy was on the ground and he kept hitting him uncontrollably. He has two cracked ribs, did you know that? No, I assume not. I honestly don’t know how he doesn’t cry from the pain. As for your husband, I just can’t help but call him this way, in fact I know what to call him…»


	«Seriously Nick?» his sister asked. 


	He nodded.


	His distraught mother called him to her and patted his wounded forehead, promising him:


	«Now that you’re home, baby, I’ll take care of you.»


	Nick looked at her frowning: «No mom. Dad made it clear. This is no longer my home. And the same goes for me if he doesn’t accept us. If you all don’t accept Guido. I want to be with him. He cares about me and we have the same story. Don’t try to hold me back, to change my mind, I would always run to him. I have already made up my mind.»


	«Just like dad, same behavior and decisive attitude. It will be tough to handle…» Elisa said.


	«I…» Nick continued «I don’t resent him. I just wish he would accept me for who I am, and even though he hasn’t been that present in my life, at least I know I have your love. Guido, on the other hand, he no longer has anyone who loves him... except me.»


	I intervened:


	«Three years ago, Guido told his parents about his homosexuality. He was beaten, mercilessly kicked out of the house and disowned by all his relatives. He starved and slept under bridges, begged for money. His great determination enabled him to graduate from high school, find many occasional jobs, until he was reborn. Meeting your son gave him an additional incentive not to give up.»


	«And dad is acting like his parents!» blurted out Elisa immediately taken back by her mother.


	«I would say much worse!» not hiding my bitterness toward Roberto.


	«Don’t worry ma’am, it’s in the past, I’m over it».


	«That does you credit, boy. You do know, though, that having sex with a minor is a crime…» Nick interrupted her.


	«Mom what are you saying, stop it, stop it.» he said as he got up and rushed out of the room, blushing violently.


	Guido blushed but did not utter a word. I took care of it.


	«You misunderstood again. The two boys, beyond exchanging innocent affection have not gone... am I right Guido?» Guido could only nod «Niccolò has never had sex, and Guido, after all he has been through, claims it must be spontaneous, he doesn’t want to force it.»


	«Oh, all right. I misunderstood again. Forgive me Guido, I misjudged you and I’m saddened by your experience».


	«Don’t apologize, it would be strange if you, as a mother, were not concerned» Guido replied.


	«You are such a good guy. Where do you live, do you sleep together?» she realized the mistake and tried to fix it.


	«I’m sorry I didn’t mean to.. so tell me, where do you live? You work?»


	«Yes, I have a technical diploma and work at a law firm. Of course, I cannot offer your son what he has here, I can afford little at least for now.»


	«That’s fine, but where?»


	«Ma’am, that’s not important, it’s best to solve the problem with the father, you have time for the rest.»


	It was very late and I had to go back to Paestum, at least to show up: «Guido, I have to go, you, what are you guys doing?»


	The mother said her son was staying home.


	We called Niccolò and let him decide, who had no intention of staying, without Guido.


	«I’ll tell you what: Mrs. Pamela will you allow me to organize as it’s my job?»


	«Go ahead, I am convinced that I will like it.»


	«You Niccolò... will stay, from what I understand your father doesn’t come back until next week. Guido comes back with me to his house and we will retrieve the scooter if we can still find it, because he has to go to work tomorrow. He will be waiting for you outside school and both of you will come here for lunch. Is that okay? Please know that I won’t take no for an answer!»


	«It’s more than fine!» said Pamela and the sisters.


	«Okay» 


	Guido replied. And Niccolò?


	«If... if you really can’t object...» he muttered under his breath.


	Guiding them with my hands toward the doorway: «Come on, quickly, go and say goodbye, I’ll tell them that I’m heading back, I have to run.»


	Pamela took my hand and in a broken voice, contrary to how she had been acting until that moment: «I thank God that He put you in my son’s path, I dare not imagine the consequences if you had not been there. That boy then…»


	«Mrs. Pamela, that boy’s name is Guido and he might become your son-in-law... or daughter-in-law, we don’t know yet.»


	And, winking, we had a laugh to lighten the mood.


	«You have given me more life lessons in this short time…» she said, bowing her head.


	«The important thing is that everything will work out for the best. Mrs. try to…»


	«No Mrs.…» she said «call me Pamela, or I’ll get mad.»


	«Try to bring your husband back to his senses. And when he has accepted it, you will see that you will love Guido. After all he has been through, he deserves it. His story has saddened me deeply.»


	Soon afterwards the boys returned and Guido and I left, leaving Niccolò to his family’s pampering.


	I returned in time for dessert at the dinner in Paestum.


	Eventually I managed to pull off the most arduous week in years. The conference went far beyond my wildest expectations; it was a real success! Local and regional administrators, important “friends” had attended with pleasure. No speaker had forfeited, there had been no delays or incidents, and everyone had showered us with compliments on the perfect organization.


	I could relax and had time to call Guido and Nick and find out how it was going.


	Wonderfully. Guido had been accepted very well by the family, they grew fond of him immediately, so much so that they had forced him to stay with them, in the guest room of course.


	Roberto meanwhile, had extended his business trip. Things were not going as planned; he had had problems with one of his branches in Luxembourg. And he did not suspect Nick’s return, nor Guido’s.


	 


	On May 19 I decided to take some well-deserved rest to visit Giuseppe, in Palinuro.


	After the first few days spent relaxing, eating fish and endless sessions of sun and sea however, since I was not used to being so “relaxed”, we decided to spend a day different from usual. Giuseppe called some friends of his who organized boat trips, which included day trips of the sea caves of Capo Palinuro and Baia del Buon Dormire.


	We left in fourteen, as many as the boat could carry, and began the day trip.


	After almost forty years of going to Palinuro, I was finally able to visit it.


	 


	We stopped for a snack, at the beautiful little beach of the Baia del Buon Dormire.


	An extraordinary day with an epilogue as welcome as it was unexpected, Clara. She was with a boy about eight or nine years old and a boy who might have been sixteen.


	I hadn’t noticed; it was Giuseppe who pointed out to me that the girl kept glancing at us, checking us out. Twenty-five years old, dark skin, long, curly black hair, stunning body, two endless legs, nice firm breasts, and a behind...


	When I checked her out from head to toe, although I had lost a bit of the habit of looking at women, I could not help but be attracted to her. It didn’t take long to become friends and start chatting. She was born in Italy to a Cuban mother and an unknown father; she had recently taken the place of her mother, who had returned to her country for health reasons. I mustered up the courage and invited her out on a date: «Clara, I like you a lot and would like to get to know you better, maybe over dinner...»


	She smiled and without saying a word she started playing with the child.


	«Don’t you like me? Judging by the way you looked at me all day, it seemed the opposite»


	«I am not one of those, I think you got the wrong girl, my dear “horny middle-aged man”!»


	And she continued to play with the child.


	I was speechless and retreated… that horny middle-aged man had hit home, while Giuseppe, who had heard, was cracking up with laughter!


	Back at the harbor, tired but satisfied from the day trip, we stopped to ask a fisherman who was leaving with his boat, to set aside some fish for us to fry, before we headed towards the car. Halfway up the hill leading to the village, we joined Clara and the two boys, who were struggling on foot, having missed the last shuttle bus. We accompanied them. Clara invited us to go get something refreshing, but Giuseppe wanted to go home to his son.


	 


	After a couple of days, like every morning, before the sun became too hot, with Giuseppe’s son’s mountain bike I went to get the newspaper at the historical newsstand in Palinuro. Passing by Clara’s house, I saw her in the garden busy hanging out cloths.


	«Good morning Miss Clara, early riser.»


	«Good morning to you my dear hor...»


	I interrupted her knowing what she was going to say, she laughed out loud.


	Her shorts, so tight that they left no room for imagination, prompted me to try again. No dice. Was I too old - what an ugly word - for her?


	Collecting yet another rejection, pretending nothing had happened, I continued chatting. When she knew I was going to the newsstand, she asked me to get a sports newspaper for the eldest one and a children’s coloring periodical for the little one. On the way back, since I did not accept the money, to pay me back she invited me to try her apple pie. I was hesitant, when I learned that other than the boys, who were asleep, there was no one else there; she didn’t have to repeat herself, I rushed in. We began a very pleasant conversation. Clara liked my jokes, I continued my refined and tight courtship to get to know her better, until, perhaps attracted or perhaps just bored by the situation she had been in for too long, she agreed to go out with me the following night, on her day off.


	Excited and fearful, I began to think: will I make a good impression? How should I behave? Should I be romantic or be direct? I was a bit rusty on the subject. I had not had a date with such a young and exciting woman in a long time.


	 




Chapter 3


	 


	 


	 


	June 1, 7:01 pm, a vision appeared before my eyes. 


	 A white sheath dress with a stunning mini-skirt, two-toned high healed sandals matching her handbag and necklace, and very light makeup made her as sexy as I don’t remember others; elegant and breezy at the same time. I helped her get on my Yamaha T-max and off we went.


	Following Giuseppe’s advice I took her to a rustic restaurant in the countryside, almost in Camerota city, within the peace of the hillside, surrounded by centuries-old olive trees.


	We followed the advice of the owner who brought us so much food that you don’t even eat that much at Christmas.


	Clara, to my increasingly insistent courting, responded by alluding and teasing.


	«I’ve never eaten this well!»


	«Then I deserve a prize.»


	«We’ll see, my dear hor…»


	Covering her lips with two fingers I thought “Did this bitch learn it by heart?”


	«This middle-aged man as you say, will…»


	«Yeah, sure…»


	«Try!»


	She changed expression and annoyed: «Come on let’s get out of here buffoon... I’m sick of you!»


	I got pissed! She was making fun of me and even insulting me. 


	I paid, made her get on, and set off toward home.


	During the first stretch of the road it was a silent treatment on both sides.


	As the road begins to skirt the coast as it descends to sea level, a series of tunnels begin to follow one another, some only a few meters long and with walls made of live rock, others are longer. After the second - the longest - you are at beach level... there Clara interrupted the silence:


	«I don’t feel so good, can you stop for a moment?»


	Without saying anything I pulled over on the sea side, just after the third tunnel, into a small lay-by, thinking she had to throw up.


	Once we stopped, as if nothing had happened:


	«What a beautiful evening, why don’t we go for a walk on the beach?»


	«What? Ten minutes ago you called me a buffoon and said you were sick of me, and now this? You think you’re dealing with a capricious kid like you? Walk... get on I’ll drive you home, and hurry, if you don’t want to be left here! Will you look at what had to happen to me…»


	She said she was cold. Indeed, the air was chilly. I took off my sweater and gave it to her. As soon as we started up again she said she was still cold, even though I was practically going at a walking pace. 


	I kept going, we were almost there, but she began to shiver. Then, to my amazement she squeezed me tightly, so tight that I could feel her nipples pressing against my back:


	«I’m still cold, warm me up.»


	She slid her hand between my legs. I stopped.


	«Stop it, haven’t you had enough fun? I did…»


	«Sorry, but I don’t understand what you mean.»


	«Do you want to be warmed up? Fine, but we will do it my way!»


	«All right, how?»


	Passing under the fourth tunnel there is a small restaurant and after a few meters a narrow lay-by that enters the mountain again. In summer it’s used as a parking lot. It is locked by a chain but we managed to easily pass through. There is vegetation to protect it from prying eyes, and I entered. Hiding behind a bush, I put on the center stand and…


	«What are you doing Mario, isn’t dangerous here?»


	«Don’t worry. Didn’t you want to warm up?»


	I began to massage her arms and neck, back and legs brushing her artfully: «You feel better now?»


	«Yes, it’s better now.»


	«Why don’t you warm me up a bit now?»


	And taking her by the shoulders, I made her sit on the vehicle.


	Eventually… 


	«Amazing» I told her «you are outstanding.» And turning her head, I kissed her passionately.


	We lay down facing each other continuing to make love. 


	I was still excited and she noticed.


	«I was right, you are so horny! But for a middle-aged man, you manage quite well. When I have your friend within reach... he said you were gay. It was an excuse to trick me huh, you asshole…»


	«Clara, it’s almost 2 o’clock. I would stay all night but…»


	«You’re right shit, tomorrow morning I have to wake up at six o’clock!»


	We hurriedly got dressed and I drove her back.


	In the morning Giuseppe, not seeing me, it was after nine o’clock, came to my house: «Oh, sorry Mario, you were asleep. It went well last night huh?»


	«My dear Peppino, what a hottie! It’s been years since... it worked so well for me. A curiosity: why did you tell Clara that I was gay and exactly who told you such a thing?»


	«I wanted to help you. Why is it not true perhaps that you like both men and women?»


	«Yes, that’s being bisexual... gay is someone who only goes with men and doesn’t like pussy.»


	«Whatever, come on, when you’re ready I’ll take you to a nice place... have breakfast, I got croissants, they’re still warm.»


	What an asshole, he took me to the Mingardo beach, in the section known as Troncone, thinking I didn’t know about it. It is about four hundred meters of beach, far from prying eyes and made of three coves, where nudism is allowed, and therefore frequented by various types of people. To get there you have to cross a cliff that reaches the sea: «This is the Troncone beach - as we arrived at the place - come, I’ll show you something…»


	As we began to meet the first naked people, without hesitating I began to undress and naked as well, I said: «Come on Peppe let’s go swimming, the water must be beautiful.»


	He was stunned, did he want to embarrass me perhaps? He didn’t want to undress, he tried to hide, I went to find him behind a large rock and... he surely wasn’t trying to make me uncomfortable. I put my clothes back on: «Let’s go, some things are bad for your health…»


	«But I brought you on purpose, here you can find both men and…»


	I said nothing, setting off somewhat annoyed, I didn’t need him to find company.


	We were walking about ten meters apart from each other when a guy with obvious feminine poise, in a thong, passed me by and coming face to face with Peppe said:


	«Hi Mimmo... are you leaving? You already had your share. Too bad, I got here late, lucky who found you before me.»


	He became bright red as I smiled amused and amazed at the same time. I never imagined that Peppe also liked to transgress.


	«You wanted to embarrass me huh? Serves you right. You got caught…»


	«No you are wrong, besides who is this Mimmo? He must have confused me with someone else» he babbled while becoming different shades of red.


	«Peppe don’t worry. By the way, do you know how to drive this?» I asked him as we arrived at the vehicle.


	«No, why?»


	«What do you mean why? You want to get behind me with that hard thing? - smacking him on the groin - look for a ride!» I exclaimed to embarrass him further.


	«Come on now it’s late.» he said in a hurry as he slipped on his full-face helmet so he would not to be recognized by those passing by. 


	As we headed back, through the helmets’ microphones, I forced him to tell me why he had brought me there, and how he knew the place.


	«Mario, I went two years without having sex, I was about to burst, but I didn’t want to cheat on my Teresa with another woman.»


	«Always that story. She asked you…»


	«I couldn’t do it. Then I found out that I also liked to go with men a little over a year ago by chance, on that very beach. I thought that this way I would not betray my Teresa.»


	«And how did you know about me?»


	«Aside from the fact that I already knew, one day - the first and only time, I swear - I took a guy to your house who, seeing a picture of you and me on the wall - the one from my parents’ 50th anniversary - recognized you and told me a few things.»


	«Okay, but why did you take me to that beach?»


	«And what do I know, maybe to... never mind, I’m an idiot!»


	I pretended nothing had happened but realized I had no alternative; I had to go back to Salerno. I was about to risk ruining a lifelong friendship and I didn’t want to. Giuseppe today is a pleasant 43-year-old man but we are more than friends, brothers.


	After lunch I stopped by Clara’s to say goodbye and warn her that I was leaving the next day because of a sudden work emergency.


	Fortunately Pamela’s phone call at lunchtime came to my aid, and I spent the afternoon anyway convincing Giuseppe that what had happened was not his fault.


	 




Chapter 4 


	 


	 


	 


	On the morning of June 2 - at the same time that Giuseppe and I were returning from the Troncone beach - a family drama was unfolding in Salerno.


	When Roberto returned unannounced, the first thing he did was to go to Nick’s room. He was sure that his wife would never abandon their son, in fact he found the bed unmade.


	He went crazy and began calling, screaming, for his wife. Chiara was the only one at home, studying, Pamela and Elisa had gone grocery shopping, Nick was roaming around on his scooter, and Guido was at work... it was around 11:30 am.


	Chiara hearing her father screaming understood immediately. They knew that moment would come, but not so soon... and that way. They hoped they could first “soften” him up.


	She hurried to call her mother to warn her, she did not answer. She then tried to call Elisa, no answer.


	She then decided to confront her father and try to calm him down.


	«Dad, dad is that you?»


	«Of course it’s me, who did you expect?»


	«No one. I heard you screaming, what happened?»


	«Chiara my dear don’t play dumb. Where is your mother?»


	«Grocery shopping together with Elisa. You didn’t tell us that you were coming back…»


	«Of course I should have told you, so you could hide the trace.».


	«Trace? Of what?»


	«Chiaraa…»


	«Tell me daddy…»


	«Where is your brother! Let’s stop this charade. I had clearly said that I didn’t want to see him in this house again…»


	«Sure, and we had to leave them, I mean, leave him, I meant to say…» A mistake that didn’t allow a fix.


	«What... what? Repeat please... leave them?! Chiara, this is going to end badly. Are you telling me that someone else was in this house, my house... that someone?»


	She decided to take it head-on: «Yes! You want the truth? We found Nick and his friend Guido again, dad you should see what a decent guy he is, and how they care for…» Roberto interrupted her by loosing his temper.


	«Chiara, shut up. Don’t you dare say those names in front of me. Do you understand me?!» he slammed his hands on the table.


	Pamela and Elisa, who had returned in that moment, heard Roberto’s screams and dropping the bags on the floor, ran into the house.


	«What happened? Why are you yelling, we could hear you from the street!»


	Pamela said with her usual stolidity.


	«How dare you allow that being to enter this house again! I was clear, and even worse! You let in that other outcast as well. And they were even sleeping together I bet... how disgusting. You people are out of your minds.» He sat down, putting his head in his hands.


	«Are you done? Have you let it out? If you’ve calmed down... do we want to talk about it in a civil way?»


	«No! I decide when to speak or when to shout. Clear? I am in charge here!»


	He was so enraged that he looked as if he might have a heart attack at any moment.


	«And I clearly told him that he didn’t have to come here anymore!»


	«But he is your son, good God» Elisa intervened, and tired of the situation, also shushed her mother who wanted to stop her «what kind of father are you? Mario was right that you don’t deserve to be called that.»


	«And who is this other one now... have you turned my house into a fag hangout?»


	«If you really want to know, Mario is the good person who saved Nick from you.» Chiara retorted.


	«That asshole! If I see him again…»


	« You should just be grateful to that asshole, and to Nick, for not reporting you.»


	«However, now that I’m here changes will be made, if you want to continue to…» Elisa interrupted him again.


	«You are really out of your mind! You know what? If Nick is no longer your son, neither am I.»


	And leaving the kitchen: «I’m getting my things and I’m leaving. However, you should know that you are a disgrace to fathers... to human beings!».


	Elisa had never dared to talk to her father like that, not even when her husband disappeared out of the blue, and she believed he was behind it.


	«I also feel the same way» Chiara said «you also lost me as a daughter.» and she followed Elisa.


	Husband and wife were left alone. They stared at each other for endless moments, then Pamela made her choice. Inevitable.


	«What happened to you. You were always fair, loyal, selfless. You are... you were an exceptional person, and I loved and admired you for those very qualities. But I warned you that if I had to choose between my son and you... I would choose Nick. I hope you will never have to experience such pain... the one you are causing to all of us. I forgot: your son, and I don’t know how he does it, still loves you and stands up for you, in spite of everything. Think carefully about your behavior... goodbye!»


	And she also went to pack her bags.


	Now Roberto was truly alone. 


	He had lost in a matter of days, his son, his best friend, and now his loved ones. Everyone had abandoned him.


	He got up from his chair for a moment... he felt faint and sat down again.


	He remained petrified in that chair, leaning against the backrest, his hands dangling between his legs, his head leaning back... for as long as it took the three of them to pack.


	He heard them coming down the stairs... closing the door behind them... leaving... he tried to call out to them, to get up, but he could not speak, almost struggled to breathe, as if he was paralyzed.


	Motionless, in the silence of the now deserted house, he thought about what his huge ego had caused. And for the first time in his life, he felt tears falling down his face, which soon turned into loud crying.


	An hour went by, then two... three. He didn’t have the strength to get up; he only managed to slump down on the table, where he fell asleep. 


	Pamela and her daughters, as soon as they left, called Nick on his cell phone telling him to meet them at Guido’s office.


	«But mom, why did you leave?»


	«What do you mean why, isn’t it obvious?» Pamela said «your father made a choice. As an idiot. And until he comes to his senses, your sisters and I can no longer live under the same roof as him.».


	«Where do we go now? Guido’s house is super tiny.» He said innocently.


	«My little one, don’t worry. We will be all right» she said caressing him «I was thinking about the villa on the coast. It is spacious and we have recently renovated it…»


	«Yes, we just need to go get the cars and make some sacrifices in preparation for the summer…» stated Elisa.


	«What about dad? How will he manage on his own?» Nick replied gloomily.


	«Look at what an idiot of a father you have. He hits you, kicks you out of the house, can’t stand to have your name mentioned, and you worry about him! He will have to manage…»


	Pamela exclaimed amazed as she hugged him.


	They decided to go to a restaurant, and Pamela called Giorgio to ask him for help in getting her settled, and to have some moral support. 


	She also called me, explaining what had happened; I felt obliged to go and give the two boys some support. 


	They spent the rest of the day setting up the house and food.


	Roberto woke up at 10 pm thinking he had had a nightmare. It was dark, the silence was unreal, the lights all off. Instinctively he called his wife, his daughters, but there was no answer.


	Everything was real! 


	He managed, with what little strength he had left, to get to his bedroom and, without even undressing, went back to sleep!


	The next day, having reluctantly returned from Palinuro, I went to the villa on the coast to see Pamela and the others.


	They had settled in just fine. 


	Lovely place, Nick and the sisters seemed serene, the only one feeling guilty was Guido. Pamela was suffering as well, but tried not to show it, for the choice she had been forced to make. We talked about it a bit on the beach, and like Nick, she was worried about her husband. She wondered how he would cope, and in general how he was living this whole situation alone, whether leaving would help him come to his senses, since he didn’t even have Giorgio as a support anymore.


	I found all this remorse for the man who had disowned his son and let the rest of the family go so easily, even though I did not know him, so exaggerated. They spoke of him as an exceptional person, always helpful to others, who did good even to strangers...


	Were they talking about the same person?


	Nick especially, did not hate him for what he had done to him, he only had words of respect for him, even when he said that he never had him by his side during crucial moments while growing up. He defended him by saying that he did not have time for such things, that he acted that way because he was too busy with work.      


	What was wrong with Roberto then? Why on earth had such an exceptional person as he was described by all, become the protagonist of such a terrible act? A mystery.


	I declined the invite to lunch; I had been missing from the office for two weeks now, and although it was a slow moment, I had a lot of things to take care of.


	On my way out I passed Giorgio coming for lunch. Eighties appearance, dyed hair and Pasolini-style glasses, we greeted each other politely. Giorgio was with them every day, trying to console and support Nick, who occasionally got sad when thinking about his father and the situation; he got to know Guido well, they had told him his story, and he was won over by the person he had managed to become in spite of everything. 


	The two boys spent hours chatting on the private beach, Pam and Giorgio grew closer, Elisa had started dating a man older than her - something that Pamela did not like - and Chiara kept studying.


	Roberto, for his part, went through a couple of days of total blackout; he was ragged. Then he was able to recover and return to an almost normal life.


	He had neglected some important business deals that caused him serious financial losses and drowned the pain that wore him down - even though he would not admit it - by devoting himself heart and soul to work. 


	It was the only way out, and slowly he was succeeding.


	In the evenings, alone in that big house he would reflect, and day by day his certainties crumbled more and more. Did he act rashly with Nick’s situation?


	Was he right to continue with his intransigence?


	Were his wife and daughters wrong to stay with Nick and not support him?


	He needed help, he knew in his heart that he was wrong, but his pride would not allow him to ask for it openly. Who would help him without knowing him?


	He began an exhausting search on the Internet, found plenty of material on the subject of gay children&fathers but also gay fathers&children, family relationships and related topics.


	He signed up under fake names to several forums, tried to compare with others, but found out that the journey was long and difficult. Whenever he shared his story and someone commented negatively on his choices, he would go crazy.


	He exchanged views with dozens of fathers in the same situation as him, many had come to their senses, others had continued in their intransigence at the cost of losing their children forever, and others who, once they had accepted their children’s diversity, had loved them even more than before, supporting them unconditionally.


	He read the stories of so many boys who had ended up in the tunnel of drugs and alcohol, others who had committed suicide, others who had been killed by the homicidal madness of a random crazy person.


	He began to reconsider, but the turning point appeared only a few days later, on one of the few forums from which he had not been banned from. He stayed up all night chatting with the forum’s moderator, the father of a homosexual, effeminate, transvestite-for-hire boy.


	When G.D. - those were his initials - found out about his son... he had the exact same behavior as Roberto. He beat him to a pulp - and the boy didn’t get lucky, no one helped him - he kicked him out of the house leaving him alone.


	The boy, with a fragile personality, first began drinking then taking drugs. He lived on the streets, stole, prostituted himself without precautions. In the long run he discovered he was HIV-positive, but failing to get proper treatment and living in unhealthy places, it became AIDS, and he died of a silly cold... alone as a dog.


	In less than two years.


	Once the father found out how he had died, realizing that his stubbornness was to blame, he attempted suicide twice. The second time his son’s former partner saved him. And when he asked why he had helped him, he told him that his son before he died had asked him to let him know that he had forgiven him. That was the turning point. He decided to devote the rest of his now useless life to trying to redeem those who had committed his same mistakes, and avoid similar tragedies.


	Roberto, traumatized by the story, began to see his situation from a point of view he had never imagined before. He continued to talk to G.D. over the next few days, acquiring the mindset that he could accept the fact that he had a child who was different, but he could not get rid of one last seemingly insurmountable obstacle: his pride. He could not take the first step.


	Above all, he considered Guido the person who had turned his son.


	He had found out where his family was and was on the verge of going to them, going inside and asking for forgiveness several times.


	But he couldn’t.


	He kept asking himself why he had to ask for forgiveness. Wasn’t it enough to go, say okay from today I accept you, kick Guido out, and make everything go back to the way it was? No! He knew in his heart that it didn’t work that way. And so he continued in this sort of rehabilitation that seemed to have no end.


	A few days later, I was invited by some friends to the inauguration of “Alcohol1000degrees”, their new club.


	I could not refuse, they had to introduce me to someone who often organized events. The evening, despite the fact that I did not like to attend social events - the ones I was forced to organize myself were enough - was going well, I met at least four potential clients, including a couple of good-looking guys. Although I was distracted, attracted by a mysterious grizzled man sitting in the shadows of one of the private rooms. He intrigued me to the point that from time to time, I would walk past him “by chance”, but wasn’t able to see him clearly. 


	After a while, seeing him with one of the prettiest women of the evening, I thought “lucky her” and gave up. I was about to leave, when there was a bit of commotion.


	«Aurelio, what’s going on?» I asked one of the owners.


	«Do you see the guy in the private room? He is drunk and he hit on a girl, even stripping naked!»


	«And why don’t you send him away?»


	«He’s a rich and influential person and... try to understand, we can’t afford on the first night to mess up. I don’t know what to do. Besides he is our first customer, he booked the private room for the whole year.»


	«Shall I take care of it? He’s grizzled... important... horny... Perfect for me!»


	«You never change. And anyway you wouldn’t manage either, he is considered the best playboy in the whole town.»


	When he saw my sly smile, giving up he told me: «... I knew it, I know that look! Well, you know what? Do whatever you want, just please, try not to make me shut down…»


	«Don’t worry. One way or another, I’ll solve your problem!»


	I entered the small room closing the curtains. 


	Since I went from the light of the club to the darkness of the small room I could practically make out nothing. I sat down and bluntly said: 


	«Man, I think you had a lot to drink... you should go home.»


	«Leave me alone, do you understand? Until I decide so, I’m not moving from here. Now get out of my way I want to see if I can get a good blowjob.» He continued drinking.


	«Boy, that’s some Oxfordian language! I can help you if you want.»


	«You’ve got some hot chick that knows how to use her mouth?»


	«And what would you give her? I think that with all you’ve been drinking, you need support to keep it up.»


	I was beginning to adapt to the darkness by at least making out the shapes.


	«Yeah? You think this needs support?» 


	He said as he stood up and lowered his pants. I jumped at the chance and, caught off guard, he tried to move away, but quickly gave in; he liked it so much that he did not resist, in fact... It was an arduous task, between him being very held back and the alcohol he had swallowed, he made me struggle for almost an hour! Eventually, pulling away the covering silk scarf from the lamp: 


	«Let me look at you in the face fag, and even though no one has ever done a job like that, don’t you dare show your face again or I’m going to beat you up. You fucking fag!»


	He got up and pushing me hard on the small sofa, he left. 


	I went out too, the light blinded me and I lost him in the crowd. 


	Aurelio, who thanked me for solving his problem, would not tell me who he was: «If you want, ask him in person, he will come often, he has the private room booked for the whole year.»


	As we were saying goodbye I caught a glimpse of my old friend Ferdinando who, strangely enough, was drinking whiskey... even though he never drinks. I approached him, he greeted me warmly and hugged me: «Mario, Diana left me. All of a sudden.»


	«How can it be? You loved each other so much. Did she tell you why?»


	«She gave me no explanation. I only know that she changed after receiving a phone call.»


	I called her the next morning. She was upset, didn’t want to tell me why, but I finally convinced her to tell me everything.


	I had to intervene, Ferdi was the only person who had helped me when I returned from the shipwreck. I immediately got on the phone and at 4 pm I was in front of the entrance of the Region, where Mino was waiting for me.


	He was afraid, but finally gave me a number.


	Which I called immediately after I left him: «I am a friend of Diana’s, we need to talk. As soon as possible!»


	«Look, I don’t know who you are, I don’t know how you got this number, but if you want to live serene delete it and forget me. Am I clear?»


	«I, on the other hand, know very well who you are. You have four days to bring me those documents about Diana, or I will come and get them personally.»


	I hung up. 


	I had bluffed; I knew almost nothing about him. If he did not take me seriously, I might have risked making the situation worse by endangering their lives.


	To anticipate a possible reaction from him, I had only one option...


	I returned home and, after fifteen years I was forced to open that box. I was breathless for a moment, then I mustered the courage. I found that code almost at the end. Now I needed a secure access and a place that could not be traced back to me. Achille. No, not him. Who could have a secure access? Rosa. Yes, and she owed me a favor. 


	I called her right away and we agreed to speak on Monday.


	On Sunday, June 8, Pamela invited me over to lunch. We had not heard from each other since I had returned, and I was happy to accept.


	A hundred meters before arriving at the driveway of the villa, I noticed a black Mercedes parked in a small lay-by overlooking the sea. I had a flashback of that May 10, however I continued on. Giorgio was behind me.


	When Nick saw me through the French doors of the living room, he ran up to me and hugged me, followed by the rest of the family. Pamela introduced me to Giorgio whose first sentence toward me was: «A big thank you for what you’ve done for these people, for my grandson - ruffling the thick mop of the youngest of the family - I’ve heard a lot about you and always enthusiastically.»


	We sat outside, and while the sisters prepared lunch and I talked with Nick and Guido, Giorgio took Pamela under his arm and they went further away to talk. From a distance I noticed Pamela getting agitated, going pale and looking up in the direction of the road.


	Was what they were talking about related to that flashback I had earlier?


	Time passed pleasantly, although Pamela was tense, nervous... which confirmed the idea I had about the conversation between her and Giorgio. I became certain after our coffee, when, once the three of us were left alone, I asked:


	«Can I ask you a question? It was Roberto in that car at the lay-by, wasn’t it?»


	«And how on earth did you figure it out?» retorted Pamela in amazement. «Dear Pamela you still don’t know me that well. I observe, I notice, I anticipate... that car is identical to the one I saw the night I helped the boys. Now I see an identical one near your house, you become agitated while talking and keep looking up. One plus one and that’s it.»


	«Really insightful. Congratulations, everyone was not exaggerating in describing you.» Giorgio exclaimed in disbelief.


	«So... what will his intentions be now that he knows where we are? I fear a reckless move, is he still there?»


	«I’ll go check…» 


	Giorgio said.


	«You will not find him. He must have stayed to spy, then when he saw us all happy and smiling at the table, he must have left pissed as hell. Although I don’t think, from the way you’ve described him to me, that he would do anything reckless... yet.»


	«Yes, you are right» Giorgio confirmed, and Pamela nodded as well, although she did not seem convinced.


	«Pam relax, you will make the others nervous too. Do you know what I think? That that huge, forgive the term, asshole, understood what he has done, but doesn’t have the courage to retrace his steps. And I’ll add, that I’m sure he’s spying on you to make sure you’re okay…»


	«Yes, I think so too» Giorgio said.


	 


	On Monday at seven o’clock, I received confirmation from Rosa that I should go to Turin. They had a “safe” location there.


	I went to Pamela’s for lunch the next day as well and found that car in the same place again.


	Around five o’clock I returned to the office. A fax had arrived to organize an important event, and my collaborators were agitated.


	I said goodbye to everyone and before I left, I told Giorgio to check on Pam. If she was seriously worried, I could make my house in Palinuro available to her for a few days. We exchanged phone numbers and I left them to enjoy the sea breeze of the coast.


	 


	 




Chapter 5


	 


	 


	 


	Crossing the threshold of the office I noticed great excitement. The fax came from the office of a powerful national political leader. He was organizing a convention for early September, and had chosen my agency.


	The next morning I warned Pam and the others that I would not be able to visit them for a few days. It was quiet at their place, although Roberto went regularly to spy on them, with different cars, having realized that his was too recognizable.


	 


	On Wednesday I flew to Turin.


	When I saw the two guys waiting for me at the airport, who looked more like thugs than agents, I was puzzled. They took me to the old part of town, and drove their car into the doorway of an old building where, after checking me with a scanner and taking the battery out of my cell phone, they let me into the disused guardhouse. We went through two adjoining rooms, then operated by remote control, part of a wall opened up.


	We went down about thirty steps, walked down an underground tunnel, lit by the soft light of old incandescent light bulbs for about twenty meters, and climbed up another staircase, ten steps. I memorized the route as a habit; I knew I was safe.


	What we entered was certainly a basement. 


	Certainly below street level.


	Opening the door, I was dazzled by the many rows of neon lights that illuminated the room. There were no windows, although a powerful ionized air conditioning system made it so that the air was as if we were in the country. Various stations housed people of all ages, all busy using computers. At the far end of the room, on the entire wall, there were dozens of screens and each of them had images of security cameras from banks, jewelry stores, public agencies. Behind me, Rosa, patting me on the shoulder made me jump. She hugged me warmly, then moving us away from prying ears she wanted me to explain properly what I needed.


	«Are you crazy? Those are dangerous people...»


	«I owe it to him. He was the only one who helped me when I came back, and if it wasn’t for him, I couldn’t have helped you…»


	«This is a cheap shot, but it is the truth. Take a seat at that computer over there, it’s the safest of all... Claudio, can you come please? He is my best man.»


	We immediately set to work. Entering the code matched to the iris, we accessed the most powerful software in the world. Claudio was stunned when he realized it. He almost couldn’t figure it out himself. He asked me who I actually was…


	«I’d better not tell you... otherwise I’d have to kill you.»


	After gaining access to the politician’s file, it took almost three hours to trace the entire money trail. Qatar, Switzerland, Hong Kong, Afghanistan to finally land in an account in the Caymans. Having traced the identity of the real account holder, we dedicated ourselves to searching for the phone calls that I was interested in. With “their” software, it took just over half an hour. While copying everything onto two pen-drives, additional help came from the phone call we intercepted. I copied that phone call on the phone and before I closed everything, I had to burn the code. I knew Rosa’s methods, she had taken note of all the movements, and the iris would not be an insurmountable problem. I returned to Salerno on the first flight and immediately called Salsano. As soon as he answered, I played the recording of the call that I had on my phone. Eventually:


	«This is just a taste. I know all about your business. And if by tomorrow morning at seven o’clock, you don’t give me the photographs, the negatives, and the documents that you forged... oh, I’m warning you, if even a little mishap happens to those two... I made myself clear, right?»


	The next morning at 7:05 I retrieved all the evidence with which they had framed Diana. At eight o’clock I called her, we met and I destroyed everything in front of her.


	«Mario, what can I say?» 


	She began to cry, I told her to go back to Ferdinando.


	«No Diana, don’t be like that, come on. It was easy and besides I couldn’t stand there and do nothing. You are so in love. Go, be happy.»


	By the time I said goodbye, I got a text message:


	“CODENAME: SILVERWOLF. Do you know that what you did is not right?”


	I replied: “I don’t know what you’re talking about, but if this is yet another clumsy attempt to make me come back... FORGET IT! And do me a favor and don’t bust my balls, you know what would happen!”


	A strange feeling took hold of me. The adrenaline accumulated in those hours was followed by anxiety and trembling. 


	I started sweating, I almost had a panic attack and had to resort to extreme methods. After all those years, returning “active” if only for a few hours, had plunged me back into anguish. I disconnected the phones, locked myself in the house and made that cocktail Brandon taught me when I was in America. I immediately fell asleep.


	When I woke up in the late afternoon, regenerated, I called Nick to see how he was doing. Better and better, by now they were serene.


	However, when on Friday Giorgio revealed to me that he kept seeing Roberto more and more often and at different hours in the vicinity of the villa, and it was causing Pamela anxiety, I decided to go to them and suggest that they move to Palinuro for a while. They willingly accepted. Especially Nick, and although he did not show it, the happiest was Guido. He had always dreamed of going there, but he was aware that he would perhaps never be able to afford it. We decided to leave on Monday. Early, to avoid traffic.


	«Mom, I don’t have anything to wear for Palinuro, will you buy me something?»


	«Of course honey but I can’t accompany you, I have to go to the doctor’s today and your sisters are coming with me.»


	When I offered to accompany him, I noticed Guido sneak away. He was very shy and felt out of place, considering himself a guest and not part of the family. We agreed to meet at five o’clock.


	«Oh Guido, obviously... you are coming with us, you will also need something.»


	«No really, you guys better go.»


	«No. You are coming!»


	It was clear that he could not afford clothing of the level to which Nick was used to. I was going to buy him what he needed. After five minutes I became a little anxious: “I have quite an afternoon ahead of me!”


	At five o’clock I was at the gate of the villa, I picked up the boys, and we set off for Salerno. Parking was a challenge, but eventually we managed, starting by going in the stores along the main street of the city.


	In my day everything was less complicated... you walked into a store and that was it. 


	Nick got me to enter in every shop... none excluded.


	After two hours he still hadn’t found anything he liked, but it didn’t matter. It was so good to see Nick’s enthusiasm, who no doubt had missed all this... because of his father.


	And as always happens, we eventually found the right store... the second one we had entered.


	The boys picked out various items of clothing and eventually we made our way to the register.


	As we waited our turn, the figure of a grizzled man peering into the store caught my attention. I could not bring him into focus because the reflection in the window prevented it. It may have been the suggestion of those days, but I thought of Roberto. Could it be him? They described him to me, but I hadn’t gotten a good look at him; the night of the attack it was dark, the morning I saw him on the coast he was covered by the car.


	Then Nick called me. He had chosen a nice but expensive bathing suit. Too much for the money his mother had given him and he had such a sad face…


	«What a pity, I really like it, but why didn’t mom give me the credit card?» 


	I looked at him, smiling… «Credit...? Maybe one of these? What do you say, we should use it?»


	His expression changed immediately, smiling and hugging me.


	Out of the corner of my eye, that person outside the window disappeared soon after Nick’s hug. I had to struggle to convince Guido to buy something else besides the 10 euro T-shirt he had chosen.


	I spent Sunday with them, organizing the trip.


	Trip that we had to postpone for a day, Giorgio had to go to the accounting office of Roberto’s company to sign some papers. He came face to face with Roberto, who hesitated for a moment before leaving.


	On Tuesday we managed to leave at noon, with one of my vans; there were seven of us plus luggage, and we arrived after 1:30 pm.


	A few kilometers from home, I thought of stopping to say hello to Clara, I called her, and since she was alone with the little one who was driving her crazy, bored to death, I invited her to join us for lunch. She eagerly accepted. I also thought of the little one, stopping at the newsstand to get him a coloring magazine.


	When I honked, a couple of times, she had no idea she would see me with the van. Little Alberto ran up to me jumping into my arms, then it was Clara’s turn, who greeted me with a not so innocent French kiss.


	In the van they didn’t understand, wasn’t I gay?


	I showed them the two apartments. Us men organized ourselves in mine and in the one across the street - owned by Giuseppe - the women. Once we got our luggage inside and ate... Giuseppe, even though I had asked him to prepare a quick snack, made us find a proper lunch. I took Clara and little Alberto around for a bit, Giuseppe accompanied Pam and the girls to the supermarket for groceries.


	In the afternoon, Giuseppe went back to his things, the boys went to the nearby bar, and Giorgio and I chatted for a while walking in the park’s courtyard. I told him about that man in the window, he asked me where the store was and it was Roberto also according to him, his private office was in the same building as that store and going between his and the company’s headquarters, he necessarily had to pass by that store.


	He told me about his meeting with Roberto, very cold and without uttering a word. He was tired and sad.


	Hesitant as if he had wanted to... but couldn’t.


	It was impossible then, not to talk about Clara, and what our relationship was. I explained to him that basically I was bisexual but more inclined toward men: 


	«With such a hottie at your disposal, how can you be interested in a man?»


	«I like to experience sex fully, women have something that men don’t have and vice versa. I prefer young women while I am attracted to mature, grizzled men.»


	«Yes, but I don’t understand, what can you feel by going with another man... what can you even do? With a woman you kiss, you lick, the…»


	«With a man... you do the same. Although it is easier to show it than to try to explain it…»


	Instinctively he moved away from me, making me smile.


	«Don’t worry, I’m not going to jump on you.» and I laughed. And since he was obviously embarrassed, I changed the subject.


	We returned directly to my apartment, and found everything already settled! The boys had taken over my room.


	Together, as we looked into their eyes we said: 


	«Don’t even think about it».


	I was planning to repaint the walls and in one room I had already crammed some furniture. Of the other two, mine had a double bed, the other had single beds. They tried to be smart and had chosen the one with the double bed.


	Without being seen I sent a text message to Pam: “Come now!”


	«Pam, do you like the way the boys have settled in?» I said laughing through clenched teeth, already knowing the reaction.


	Pamela glanced around, looked at the two:


	«Don’t even think about it!» causing general laughter.


	Nevertheless we had a problem. My bed had a single mattress, and so if Guido and Nick could not sleep together... it was up to the only other two men present, because Giuseppe’s apartment was a two-room apartment and could barely fit the three women. I did not see Giorgio completely convinced, but I reassured him: «If it’s any consolation, you’re not my type. I like men with graying hair!»


	With a wink at Pam, who gave me support.


	After dinner I had no desire whatsoever to stay home and I called Clara, but her employers were back and she couldn’t leave, Giuseppe was at a family birthday party, Pam and the girls were tired, and Nick and Guido with Giuseppe’s son had gone for a walk into town. That left Giorgio... well I don’t know, he didn’t really seem like the late-night type, he looked very strict with those 1980s glasses, so I decided. I would do something by myself.


	I didn’t know what to do. 


	In town among people, or at the lighthouse to enjoy the full moon in the company of a nice cold beer?


	I decided to choose at the crossroad. Still better than going to bed at 8:30 pm.


	I warned that I was going out, and Pam suggested to Giorgio to join me so he would not be left alone, since they were tired. He accepted. Good I thought, at least I will talk to someone: «Where were you planning on going?»


	«I was undecided whether to go into town or to the headland, in total peace to admire the full moon in the company of a nice cold beer. You are the guest, I leave the choice to you.»


	«I have never gone to the lighthouse, there must be a breathtaking view…»


	«Okay, so let’s grab a couple of beers and go…»


	When we returned after a couple of hours, everyone was already asleep, and we went to bed. We had to decide which side to sleep on. As a host I left the choice to Giorgio, and he chose the left side.


	«Do you sleep in your pajamas or…»


	«Pajamas» he said without even letting me finish the sentence.


	Pajamas it is. I had not slept with pajamas for the past twenty years, but one had to make sacrifices...


	We undressed, showered, and took our places in bed. We began the typical conversation strangers who are forced to share intimacy have.


	«It’s been a long time since I’ve slept with someone beside me…» he said.


	«I haven’t slept in my pajamas in a long time!» I replied.


	«You never thought of settling down?»


	«What do you mean?»


	«Get married or at least find a steady partner.»


	«Get married? I was going to, but not wanting to repress my homo side, and being against a double life, I gave up. I have not yet met the man of my life.»


	«Sorry for being indiscreet.»


	«Don’t worry, not at all…»


	After a while we turned off the lights.


	Around five o’clock in the morning I woke up with a start. I could no longer breathe. I tried to turn around, but I had something very heavy crushing me.


	I sleep on my side and Giorgio hugging me, was on top of me, his leg over mine, his chest on my shoulder, his arm around my neck, and I felt something hard pressed against my back, and it wasn’t his limbs.


	«Giorgio…» I whispered in a low voice... nothing.


	«Giorgio, wake up…» I said a little louder. Nothing!


	I then gave him, gathering what little strength I could, a shove... he woke up: «What is it... what happened?» he asked, raising his head but staying in that position.


	«Nothing... just that I can breathe if you move.»


	Only then did he realize what was happening and jumped out of bed and placed himself in front of me with the obvious bulge of his pajamas on display. Realizing that I was staring at it, he covered himself with his hands.


	«I’m sorry Mario, I just don’t know what came over me... sorry.»


	«Don’t worry, no problem. It can happen to wake up hard.» I tried to downplay it.


	«No, I was referring to the fact that I was on top of you, you can tell that I am no longer used to sleeping with someone. As for the other thing... it is not normal for me, it had never happened to me in my entire life.»


	«It’s because you had never met me. I always have this effect on men!»


	I tried to downplay it, seeing him very embarrassed.


	«Come back to bed it’s barely five o’clock.»


	We fell asleep again, but at 6:30, we were exactly as before.


	«Giorgio, Giorgio…» this time he woke up immediately. He lay on his stomach:


	«What the hell is happening to me? And once may happen but twice, and then that dream, so real…»


	«What dream?» I asked as I sat down on the bed. He was hesitant.


	«Come on, don’t worry, tell me it will do you good.»


	«Swear that you won’t tell anyone about this and that you won’t judge me.»


	«I swear.»


	«I dreamed that while we were at the lighthouse, sitting while drinking beer and talking about sex, I got up, unbuttoned my pants, and then…»


	After all, Giorgio was not bad at all. I got up, locked the door, trying not to make any noise.


	«So many new things, all at once. Too long since you obviously had... too much pent-up curiosity. You need shock therapy!»


	I went back to bed and peeled back the sheet. He couldn’t believe he could do such a thing, then he relaxed.


	At breakfast his embarrassment was obvious, as if everyone knew what had happened. Pam noticed it too, and asked what was up.


	«I’ll tell you, he didn’t sleep at all. It must have been my fault. Tell the truth, you feared for your safety. I already told you, you are not my type.»


	I chuckled.


	«No doubt that’s it, Giorgio is impressionable» Pamela said «surely you must have joked around as you always do.»


	I had to kick him under the table to awake him from the state of paralysis that had taken over him. However, with good promptness he replied: «I had to supervise the boys…»


	«Uncle Giorgio, what are you saying?!» Nick exclaimed, making us all smile.


	After breakfast we accompanied them to the lido of a friend of Giuseppe’s. A few minutes later I received a call from a client begging me to organize a presentation for him for that weekend. I could not refuse; I had to return to Salerno. Since there was no telling how long they would stay, I suggested that Giorgio and Giuseppe should come back with me to Salerno to get their cars. One would have been enough, but to make the boys more independent, it was Pamela herself who suggested bringing two.


	At mid-afternoon we left, and with Giorgio we tried to interpret Roberto’s reaction as to whether indeed the man in the window was him, and as to what he was thinking about his family’s disappearance. Giorgio stated that, knowing Roberto well, certainly that scene had made him sad, while their disappearance... even more pissed off. I, on the other hand, hoped that that might be a key moment to make him understand his mistakes, while Giuseppe, poor soul, listened, but not knowing the whole story, understood little of our conversation.


	When we arrived in Salerno, we stopped at my house, Giuseppe wanted to see how I had settled in my new home. I offered them a drink, and they were both enraptured by the view from the terrace as the sun went down. 


	We then went to the villa on the coast. Giorgio got out and came face to face with Roberto, who, seeing that they had disappeared, had gone to see if he could find out where they were.


	«What are you doing in my house?» he screamed.


	«Roberto calm down. We just came to pick up Pam’s car…» Giorgio answered fearfully.


	«And where are they now?»


	«They are in a safe place. They were afraid of you, and seeing how upset you are, they are right to be.»


	Hearing the screams, Giuseppe and I rushed over, just in time, Roberto had grabbed him by the collar, and since he didn’t hint at letting go I urged him: «Calm down, let’s sit down and talk like civilized people. Maybe then we can also tell you where your son is with the rest of the family.»


	«Who are you? What the fuck do you want, get out of my house or I’ll beat you up…»


	«You know very well who I am, and I warn you... this time it won’t end like last time, my patience has a limit.»


	Roberto tried to hit me, brushing past me. I grabbed him by the arm and twisted it behind his back and pushed him onto the small table next to me. Roberto tried to free himself from my grip, wiggling but the more he did that the harder I pinned him to the table. Only then did I realize that he had been drinking and I loosened my grip a little.


	Suddenly the garden lights went on and the one on the small table illuminated him. It was five past nine on June 18! I saw him properly for the first time: hand-some. 


	He had perfect facial features, a well-proportioned nose, green eyes, salt-and-pepper hair, a dimple on his chin that gave him such an sexy look... the most handsome man I had ever seen in my life!


	I was thunderstruck, and he took the opportunity to wriggle out of the way. Giuseppe blocked him and forced him to sit down.


	He finally gave up and we were able to talk like civilized people or almost civilized people...


	In fact, Giorgio provoked him causing him to lose his temper again.


	«Enough!» I yelled!


	«Giuseppe, take Pam’s car, go get Giorgio’s car, and head off. I’ll stay and talk to him.»


	Giorgio didn’t want to leave us alone, afraid it would end badly.


	«Don’t worry. I know how to handle these situations. Besides Roberto has calmed down. He’s smart and understands with whom and when he has to play the tough guy... right? You want to know where they are and how they are doing? Then let’s talk about it like civilized people.» 


	Roberto nodded, even though he would never admit it, he wanted to know where they were and how they were doing.


	Giuseppe knowing me, convinced Giorgio that there was no need to worry and they left.


	«We got off on the wrong foot, but there is time to make up for it. Look me in the eye Roberto. I know what you are like, how you think and how you feel at this particular moment, you on the contrary know nothing about me. You have an idea, but I assure you it is wrong. Since I am a decent person, an honest and appreciated professional in Salerno and beyond... I want to answer the question you asked me earlier. Who the fuck am I! I am Mario M and I am the owner of a well-known, indeed the best event planning agency in Southern Italy. Do you want to ask me anything in particular? Do you need help? Do you want to vent? Just tell me. I am willing to talk to you even all night long.»


	«And what drives you to be so selfless? What do you want from us?»


	«I don’t want anything from all of you, from you. I found myself involved in spite of myself that damn night. By chance. And thank your lucky stars.»


	«Why should I thank my lucky stars? Is it perhaps luck to find out that you have an effeminate son?»


	«Roberto, use appropriate terms. You meant to say maybe gay... homosexual... different. Don’t use derogatorily labels for those whose sexual behavior is different from yours because of some mental qualm you have. Lower your walls with me, it doesn’t work. Speak from the heart, I can give you the help you need. If you want it. But you have to really want it.»


	I sensed in his voice a kind of relaxation. 


	He changed his tone, he was relaxing, he was beginning to trust.


	«I don’t see why I should specifically do that with you. What did you mean then by that phrase... about my lucky stars?»


	«You know the answer. You were hitting your son. Do you know that you cracked two of his ribs? If you had hit him a couple of inches lower, he would have been in danger of losing an eye. And if you had continued with that violence, how would it have turned out? Do I have to tell you or can you imagine it?»


	«How... is he... now?» he let slip between his teeth, and that was the confirmation that he had not erased him from his life.


	«Finally the Roberto that everyone described to me. Fine physically. Heartbroken but responsive because he feels understood and can finally be himself.»


	«And the girls, my wife, where are they?»


	«They were afraid of their father and husband. Is it right according to you?»


	«But they... they did not accept my decision. In my house I am in charge.»


	I looked at him... I shook my head: 


	«Of course, Adolf Hitler joined us, come on. You talk, you discuss, you compare, you even argue, however you acting like that made you sunk so low... Why is it so difficult for you to take a step back? You have thrown away besides a wonderful family, a 20-year friendship with Giorgio, just because he did not agree with you. No one can give a plausible explanation. Yet they still defend you.»


	As we were talking and it seemed I was about to succeed in getting him to open up, my cell phone rang.


	Pamela, alerted by Giorgio, called worried.


	«Mario what’s going on? Are you okay? What are you doing?»


	«Well, we’re having a friendly chat.»


	«Are you sure? Tell me the truth…»


	«Who is it?»


	«Your wife, do you want to speak to her?»


	«And what does she want, why is she calling you? That’s it, I’m leaving!»


	«Pam, it was not a good idea to call, I have to leave you. I’ll see if I can make him stay…»


	I ran after him although he would not listen to reason. The spell was broken.


	I decided to let him go, however I had gotten a very good first result.


	«All right Roberto, let’s close up the house and get out of here. It is obvious that you don’t really want to know where your family is... anyway this is one of my numbers, I will keep it turned on night and day just for you. If you feel like hearing from them, even if you just want to talk, call me without any problem.»


	I was literally dazzled by Roberto’s beauty, and the desire to put his life, and the lives of his loved ones, back on the right track had strengthened in me. I slept little and badly. I was totally enraptured by his beauty. I had his face always before my eyes.


	 




Chapter 6


	 


	 


	 


	Roberto did not sleep either. He spent the night chatting with G.D., and as they had not been in touch for a few days, he explained to him what had happened: «I am very upset G., I went at the villa on the coast tonight. Everyone has disappeared since yesterday and I wanted to…»


	«Wait, you need to fill me in. We haven’t spoken for several days.»


	«Yes, sorry. After the last time we talked, I found out that they were in the house we have on the coast, something urged me to go there every day.»


	«So you’ve reconnected?»


	«No. I spied on them from above without being seen. Or at least I thought I wasn’t seen. Yesterday they suddenly disappeared. This afternoon I went to the villa to try to find out where they had gone, when unexpectedly Giorgio arrived to pick up my wife’s car. Along with him were two other people. The one who helped Nick the night I beat him up and another person.»


	«This is the first time you have spoken your son’s name. And how did it go, did you screw-up again?»


	«At first with Giorgio I yelled, I almost attacked him, then the others intervened. They forced me to listen to them. The one who helped Nick, made Giorgio and the other guy leave, and we were left alone to talk.»


	«Good. What impression did you get from that? What kind of person did he seem like to you?»


	«Sincerely? He spoke to me harshly, accused me of hurting Nick a lot, but that he is fine now. He told me that they are happy now. Oh, I forgot an important episode, which happened a few days before they disappeared. That guy, I think his name is Mario, took Nick and the fag... no forgive me, Nick’s friend... shopping at a store right below my office…»


	G.D. noticed that Roberto’s attitude had changed: «Wow though, what a change. Already saying your son’s name twice and apologizing for the insult to his partner is a good step forward, I’m glad. You were saying?»


	«Well, I was walking by when I saw Nick in the store. He was there with this Mario and I think his name is Guido, the boy. I stopped and looked, and suddenly Nick, who before was gloomy like he always is when he can’t get what he wants, hugged him and went back to smiling. The typical attitude of when he gets what he wants. How many times has he done this with me.»


	«What about you? What did you feel seeing that scene?»


	«Sadness! I thought he had replaced me…»


	«And whose fault is it? Better to let it slide. You were sad not because you thought you were being replaced ... but because you wanted to be there instead of this Mario. And you must do everything you can to go back.»


	Roberto blurted out: 


	«You are all against me. No one understands my opinion!»


	«You don’t wonder, however, if your opinion is right or wrong, do you? However this Mario, who seems to be able to stand up to you, what exactly did he say to you?»


	«He was very harsh, throwing everything I did in my face. He wouldn’t tell me where they are and he blackmailed me.»


	«What do you mean he blackmailed you?!»


	«He said he understood how I am, what I am thinking and how I am feeling these days. He told me that if I wanted to know how they were doing, I should call him. Even though I only felt the need to talk.»


	«From what you say, he seems to be a smart person who has taken the matter to heart, my instinct tells me he is a good person. My advice to you, because I don’t know if I will be still available, accept his help as you have accepted mine. I feel that he can be a positive influence for you.»


	«Yet you and I are normal, he on the other hand is a fa... gay..»


	«You still have a long way to go... don’t forget that my son’s partner made me understand... who is a fag as you say. Unfortunately I have to say goodbye now, tomorrow will be a hard day. Allow him to help you…»


	Early in the morning, I was asleep, I got a call from Pam: «Mario, where are you, what happened? Why didn’t you call? Are you guys okay? Roberto freaked out, didn’t he? You didn’t get into a fight, did you?»


	«Good morning Pam, what a sweet awakening...take a breath, relax!»


	«I’m sorry, I woke you up, but I was very worried, and not hearing from you…»


	«It was late last night and I was a little tired. If you hadn’t interrupted us... we were having a civilized conversation, then you called and he closed up again. Yet he still cares about you. I told him what he did to Nick and what could have happened to him. You won’t believe it, he asked me how his son was doing.…»


	«Really? The little one will be thrilled…»


	«No Pam. Don’t say anything. It’s too early to talk to him about it. Let’s give your husband time to think, I have to help him through it without making mistakes. Although I can assure you one thing, I will do everything I can and more to get your husband to accept Nick and Guido. And you will know by now that when I set a goal...»


	«Thank you... thank you and thank you again. I am in the best of hands. When are you coming back?»


	«I’ll try to drop by over the weekend, if nothing comes up, so I’ll explain everything in detail.»


	At eleven o’clock, at the office, Roberto thought back to our encounter. He had not trusted people for so long that he did not understand whether my interest in them was sincere or whether I had some other purpose. He did not understand why even G.D. had advised him to open up to me; after all, he did not know me. He kept looking and turning over in his fingers the business card I had left him, tempted to use it. Finally he decided to contact G.D. but instead of the blog he found a notice: “Website under maintenance. We will be back online as soon as possible”.


	He absolutely had to know who I was, if he could trust me, and so he invited one of the few friends he trusted to lunch: «Giancarlo, I need to know what you think about this person.» 


	He showed him the business card.


	«I thought about doing some advertising, but I need a trusted person. What do you think?»


	«Yes, I know this agency and the owner. I don’t know if it’s their field but if they accept, go for it, they are the best. I had a chance to work with them when I was a council member and I can confirm that they are precise, meticulous and very honest» then smiling... «you just have to watch out for the owner, Mario M. if he likes you, and I think he does, he will do anything to get you into bed!»


	«Why, is he a fa... gay?»


	«Yes, but don’t worry, just get things straight right away and you won’t notice. And anyway, as we say, he’s a nice person.»


	In the evening he tried again to connect with G.D. but the blog was always off-line. He went to bed and put the business card and phone on the bedside table. He did not have the courage to call. Without G. to confide in he felt lost; he longed to confide in someone, not me. In the morning, as soon as he was in the office he looked for more information about me: «Carmine, do you know this person? I need to know everything I can about him!» He showed him the business card.


	«Good person, one you can count on.»


	At that point Roberto felt relieved. If everyone had the same opinion about me, he could trust me. Yet again because of his egocentricity, he had to find out where his family was. And to do so, he found no better way than to lurk under my office and follow me.


	On Saturday I had planned to spend the weekend in Palinuro, but the arrival of the first draft of the convention in September, forced me to postpone the departure and organize a first operational meeting. I decided at that point, to attend the presentation of a book we had scheduled. Having warned Pam, I endured almost three hours of reading various passages from the book - boring... on a Sunday afternoon moreover - and the only absence among the guests, was that of an old friend, the real reason I had decided to stay.


	In the evening, Andrea and a couple of co-workers convinced me to go with them to Paestum for something to eat. At the restaurant I met old friends whom I hadn’t seen in a long time, we joined them and were having a nice evening, when suddenly... the shiver. Since I had also felt it the day before, I had a suspicion. Passing through the bathroom I went out the back, went to the parking lot and... just as I thought. Roberto!


	Clearly in an attempt to find out where his family was, he had started following me. He didn’t look so good, I felt sorry for him and approached him, startling him:


	«Roberto, what are you doing out here, come on in.»


	«What are you doing here! Are you following me?» he promptly turned my question around.


	«Sure, now I’m the one following you. Come on, I already told you that you don’t have to pretend with me, I know you by now, and look this is not the way to find out where your family is. Come inside, I’m with some friends. I bet you haven’t eaten anything today.»


	It took me a while but I finally convinced him.


	Once at the table, Roberto knew one of the friends he met at the restaurant, and he relaxed. 


	Perhaps he feared he would find himself in a gay group.


	By the end of the evening Roberto had drunk a lot and eaten very little. I didn’t trust him to go back alone, and after a nod of agreement with Andrea, I expressed tiredness, and if Roberto offered me a ride, I would gladly go home. He agreed, once he realized that I would not take him to his family.


	In saying goodbye, Claudio, the mutual friend, confided something troubling. There was a rumor that a mysterious, very powerful, unscrupulous person was furious with Roberto. He asked me to warn him, but without mentioning him, and that if he heard anything else, he would call me. 


	Now what was this news, what mess had he gotten himself into? I thought it was related to his business. I would look into it in due course.


	We had just set off, we were on the S.P. 175, Roberto got an urgent urge to go to the bathroom. I pointed him toward one of the side roads that led to the beach.


	The side road was narrow, and to get back to the main road, we went to the end to turn around. There Roberto noticed a small pier lit by the full moon and stopped to admire it. 


	I took the chance, noticing its shape... a T. I invited him to get out:


	«Beautiful, isn’t it? It can be a good example of your situation. Imagine you are walking along it. When you get to the end you come to a crossroad and have to determine whether to turn right or left. On one side is serenity and happiness, on the other is loneliness and remorse. It is up to you to decide which way to go!»


	We set off again and Roberto seemed upset. On the way back I did not have a chance to mention to him what Claudio had told me, he overwhelmed me with questions of which one out of two was about his family. He asked me what my job was like and where his family was, where he had to take me and how they were doing... Arriving at my place, I invited him to come up. He declined, although I eventually managed to convince him: 


	«Come up and I’ll make you some coffee, it’s a way for you to get to know me better and show you that I can be trusted. I also have something important to tell you that I discovered tonight.»


	I had him park his car in the garage. He was positively amazed by the apartment - and coming from him who has that mansion... it made me proud.


	«Beautiful, you have taste, but they say it’s a prerogative of you…»


	«Roberto…»


	«Whatever, you can’t even say something true…»


	«Look I am bisexual, I also like women... beautiful and young.»


	«Yeah sure, didn’t we say…»


	«You don’t believe me do you? Have faith, I will prove it to you. Now we have more important things to talk about. Do you prefer coffee or a drink?»


	«A drink, thank you.»


	«While I’m preparing it enjoy the view…»


	I activated the living room blinds with the remote control and moved to the kitchen. When I returned I found him spellbound on the terrace. I brought him a cocktail of my own invention - I always have some in stock - we sat down, and I told him what Claudio had told me at the restaurant.


	«That’s crazy, I’ve never had enemies in my life. Is this an excuse?»


	«What good would that do... what would I gain? Anyway, you’re a grown-up, do as you please, I’ve done my part. Do we want to talk about what you came for?»


	«Look, maybe it was a mistake to come up, I’m leaving…» he got up and set off, but the rum in the cocktail, added to what he had already drunk, caused him dizziness, and as soon as he got inside the apartment he had to sit on the sofa.


	«What was in that drink? My goodness, everything is spinning…»


	I realized I had used the wrong bottle.


	«Sorry, I got the rum cocktail instead of the coffee one. I’ll drive you home, I guess you are not able to drive.»


	«You have to tell me where they are first…»


	«Only if you confess why you behaved so badly» I said as I turned off the ringing cell phone «why can’t you accept your son? I want the truth! Be honest with yourself before being it with me.»


	«I don’t know. I can’t understand it either. I’m stuck, unable to give myself an explanation. I felt as if the world collapsed on me. I, considered by everyone to be one of the best tombeur de femmes… have a fag son. Yes, allow it this once. I just can’t understand why you would want to fuck another man.»


	«That’s the same question a gay man would ask you. I want to help you, but you should know that I am a very straightforward guy, so don’t be shocked. Let’s try to clarify with some examples about you and your son. You like women so you automatically like pussy, right?»


	«Obviously.»


	«Whereas if Nick likes a man, he automatically likes dicks, right?»


	«Well…»


	«Well, so it’s a yes. What if your son has your genes and is a fucker like you... only he likes men?»


	«I don’t understand the relevance…»


	«Let’s put it this way. Would your opinion change depending on whether your child is active or passive?»


	«Well, it might be different if they found out one thing or the other.»


	«If they found out... if others knew?»


	«…»


	«That’s the problem... people. What other people think.»


	«…»


	«What a disappointment! And you would sacrifice your son for what others would think? Do you think that by having kicked Nick out you solved the problem? You are stupid. You should know that even if you publicly repudiate him, he will always be Nick, Roberto’s fag son. I’m telling you from the heart: you are an id-i-ot.»


	«I don’t know, I’m confused... I just know that I’m disgusted by effeminate people, like all normal people…»


	«I mean, do you think your son is effeminate? What are you talking about?»


	«If he likes another man…»


	«Do you even know the difference between an effeminate person and a normal gay person?»


	«Not really, effeminate is if you go with men?»


	«No, come on. You have a degree, you’re an educated person, you can’t really think such a thing. ...Or do you really think that?»


	«Then you explain it to me, you know-it-all.»


	«Effeminate is someone who has behaviors, gestures, ways of speaking, typical of a woman. Because he feels a woman inside. Gay is who, beyond his sexual orientation, has manly behaviors, as we are used to know. Do you think Nick has a normal behavior or has feminine movements?»


	«He doesn’t seem to me to have feminine gestures, that’s for sure!»


	«And how do you consider me?»


	«Masculine…»


	He answered hesitantly. He did not understand what I was aiming at.


	«Didn’t you say that I also was...? Yes you are confused, so confused. Can I show you something? But swear to me that you will watch everything I show you and make comments only at the end.»


	«Do I have to?»


	«In my opinion it might help you, if not to understand your son, at least to have a clearer idea. It may help you…»


	I turned on the media center while making him a nice strong coffee. I showed him a video I had made with Adam at his house. A very masculine and rough Texan, whom I had met a few years earlier in America. In the scene Adam was active.


	«What do you think, besides the fact that it might disgust you?»


	I asked.


	«I’m passive. So according to you I should be effeminate. Am I? And Adam?»


	«No, but you like to take it. He is clearly masculine.»


	«Okay…»


	I went forward, until the scene where we had switched roles. Now I took Adam, who even came this way.


	«And now? What about Adam? And about me?»


	«Now Adam… he likes to take it too…»


	«Do you still consider him masculine now?»


	«Well, I do not know.»


	«Now tell me what you think about this…»


	I moved on to the video made with Antonella, a twenty-eight year old Roman girl, an amazing hottie. 


	I have to say, one of my best straight performances.


	In the end I saw Roberto shocked.


	«So? What do you say about this? How did I seem to you, a fag, effeminate or masculine?»


	«I’m shocked, I have no words, why did you show me these things?»


	«With Antonella... to show you that when I declared I was bisexual it was the truth! Then to prove to you that you shouldn’t take a stereotype for granted. I can be male and female at the same time without losing my dignity. Surely you’ve asked around about me. What did they tell you? How have they spoken about me to you?»


	«Honestly, everyone spoke well about you. They all think highly of you.»


	«And I don’t hide my bisexuality.»


	«In fact, some have warned me, but always speaking highly about you.»


	«You see? Intelligent people certainly don’t judge me for what I do in bed. I like sex and everything that can give me pleasure. Obviously I carefully select the people who enter my bed.»


	«I have to admit, that was some hottie…»


	«Adam is also a hottie. Almost at your level…»


	«What do you mean, at my level?»


	«In the sense of a handsome man. You are a handsome man like Adam…»


	I replied trying to disguise my mistake!


	«Let’s get to the point. Why should it be any different for your child than it was for me? How do you know that he will be judged by what he does in bed and not by what he is able to accomplish in life? I have never met such a sensible, polite, good sixteen-year-old boy - if I had a son, I would want him to be just like him. Who has a lot of love to give and a lot to receive, overdue. Then, as I told your wife, he’s still young, who knows, maybe tomorrow he’ll find a girl and fall in love…»


	«You get scarred once you get deviated, when you suffer…»


	«Suffer what? Oh, you think he was… no, you’re on the wrong track. Guido is a very good boy. He was the one who was scarred…»


	«And he had to do the same thing with my son?»


	I was amazed.


	«Roberto, it’s the first time you’ve said “my son”, I’m happy about it, but I can assure you that the two of them have never had sex, and I’m 200% sure of it. They didn’t go further than a little petting.»


	«Really?» 


	His splendid emerald eyes lit up at my statement: «Roberto… it’s three o’clock. I would say that’s enough for today. Can we go to sleep?»


	«I’m not sure I can make it home…» he said trying to get up and ending up lying on the sofa.


	«You can sleep here. I have a double bed, or you are not man enough to sleep with another man?»


	«Don’t even think about it.»


	«Just kidding. This is a sofa bed.»


	«No, I shouldn’t... really.»


	«Stay, you are in no condition to drive. And tomorrow morning I plan to give you a gift…»


	«You are a blackmailer, but I am too tired, confused…»


	I prepared the sofa bed, showed him the bathroom, gave him a toothbrush, a bathrobe, razor blades and all the necessities. However it’s my fate not to sleep lately: «Mario… Mario… I rememb…»


	Roberto screamed, opening the door of my room and freezing when he saw me naked laying on my stomach with my butt half out and half under the sheet. I gasped.


	«What the heck is going on…» I exclaimed as I sat in the middle of the bed, my eyes still half closed, looking at the alarm clock: «Roberto… it’s a quarter to six…»


	«I was thinking about what you told me last night…»


	«I told you so many things, just over two hours ago, not yesterday…»


	«On the terrace you told me that someone had it in for me. May I sit down? Okay…» he sat down without waiting for an answer «... and that I had to be very careful. Can you tell me everything exactly again please?»


	«I want my lawyer…»


	«What’s the lawyer got to do with it! Come on you told me that I had to be careful…»


	«I need a lawyer because…» I put my head back under the pillow and my butt became bare «... I’ve decided to kill you, Giorgio, your wife, everyone who doesn’t let me sleep!»


	«At what time do you wake up in the morning? Whatever, don’t get mad, but cover yourself you make me sick…»


	I sat on the bed again, covering myself. I was amazed at the change in Roberto’s attitude. I could see that he was no longer defensive and was acting very naturally.


	«Forgive me, but have you never seen a naked man before? I’ll cover myself up before you get weird ideas. Let’s get serious. Turn around so I can put something on. This friend told me he overheard a phone call where they were talking about you. They said to avoid dealing with you because there is a very powerful and dangerous guy who wants to make you pay for something you did in the past. He didn’t understand who they were talking about but as soon as he finds out something he will warn me.»


	«That would explain the strange things that have been happening to me lately, including the anonymous letter about Nick.»


	«Oh, so that’s how you heard about the little one. And what else happened to you?»


	He smiled bitterly.


	«Business deals that fell through shortly before they were sealed ... a couple of attempts on my restaurants and agreements with companies canceled for no apparent reason and... wait, then even in Vienna the woman who robbed me in the room…»


	«Wow. And you didn’t have any suspicions? Did it not occur to you that someone might have a grudge against you? Think about it, can’t you think of anyone?»


	«I haven’t the faintest idea. What do I do now. Nick’s situation wasn’t enough, this as well. Why is this happening to me, I never hurt anyone.» 


	He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees and holding his head in his hands.


	«Think about it, this is not the time to give up. Are you sure you have no enemies? A few competitors at work, a jealous husband... as far as I know, you’ve been pretty busy with other people’s wives.»


	«I was always fair in business, and the wives... most of them were handed to me on a silver platter by the husbands themselves!»


	«Then the matter is more serious than I thought. If you want, you can count on my help. Now, however, let’s get some more sleep okay?»


	«I’ve already closed the sofa.»


	«There is room here if you want. I need to sleep, at least a little bit...»


	I fell on the bed, stuck my head under my pillow, and immediately fell asleep again.


	I woke up after eight o’clock, and when I got up I found a note from Roberto:


	I don’t know how to retrieve the car, can you do me the favor of bringing it back? I have a pressing appointment to attend to. My number is…


	Roby




	Chapter 7


	 


	 


	 


	A shower, a shave, clothes, bag, cell phone, and off to the office, where I immediately took action to try to find out who was behind Roberto’s misadventures. Still either no one knew anything, or they were too afraid of this person. I lost track of time.


	Around noon I remembered about the car.


	«Roby? Mario, sorry if it took so long to call, where can I take your car?»


	«Hi Mario. I am in Naples, at the headquarters. I have one last errand to run before I return, I will call you back as soon as I get to Salerno.»


	«All right, see you later.»


	After not even five minutes he called me back. His car had been stolen.


	I dropped everything and rushed to pick him up. I took the opportunity to call a friend, an executive at the Region, who could certainly give Roberto a hand.


	At 1:30 I was at Piazza Ferrovia, where Giovanni was waiting for me.


	As we went to pick up Roberto, I explained what was happening to him. I introduced them and took them to lunch. He made himself available to take care of a couple of Roberto’s requests that were mysteriously “on hold” in the Region and promised to investigate who, and how, had blocked them. When we parted, I asked him to say hello to a couple of his fellow officials whom I had not seen for some time.


	We set off toward Salerno at 3:30.


	In the car:


	«You are something else. How many people do you know…»


	«Go ahead and say what you’re thinking…»


	«I’m not thinking about anything…»


	He said surprised, like a child who denies while being caught with his hands in the cookie jar.


	«No? Didn’t you think something like... “does he fuck all the ones he knows”?»


	«No... No, what do you take me for?»


	«Roberto…»


	«Do you have a crystal ball?»


	«And do you also want to know what you are thinking now?»


	«You’re scaring me…»


	I took out my cell phone, said “Call Giorgio” and the cell phone began to ring.


	«No… what are you doing? I won’t talk to him…»


	«Shut up, you want to see them right? Consider yourself busy for the rest of the afternoon!»


	«Hello Mario... finally, what’s going on?»


	«Everything is fine. Listen, do me a favor. By six o’clock, but not sooner or I won’t be able to make it, get everybody... get them in the car and bring them in front of the church in the square…»


	«Why... what’s going on?»


	«I’m in the mood for ice cream…»


	«I don’t understand…»


	«Giorgio do you trust me?»


	«Still explain, let me under…» I hung up.


	«Look, the line got disconnected. Roby, Giorgio is a big pain in the ass sometimes…»


	«Always. Like my wife for that matter. Where are you taking me?»


	«Where you would like to be and where you should be.»


	«I’m not ready, I know what you have in mind.»


	He began to get agitated.


	«I am the fortune teller here. You really don’t like not being in control of things huh?»


	«I need something strong…»


	«Do you realize that you are becoming an alcoholic?»


	«No, I can assure you.»


	«And I’m telling you... be careful!»


	«I can control myself. At least I hope so, given the way you treat me...»


	I got him to talk a little bit about himself, I told him a little bit about myself just to get acquainted. We arrived in Palinuro at a quarter to six, I parked in such a way that the car was out of sight, and we went to the terrace of a very famous place in the square. There we sat in such a way that we had a full view of the little square without being seen. 


	Roberto gobbled down three whiskeys one after the other: 


	«And you are not an alcoholic…»


	My cell phone rang and I put it on speaker.


	«We have arrived…»


	«Yes…» Roberto started gesturing… NO! NO!


	«I’m almost there myself. Wait for me without moving from there…»


	After hanging up I turned to Roberto: 


	«You have twenty seconds to decide whether to let them come up.»


	«No. I can’t do it, please…»


	«Whatever. Stay where you are. I’ll go, we will be at the ice cream shop across the street and we’ll have ice cream, so you’ll see they’re fine. Okay?»


	«Thank you, be sure to…»


	«Let me finish. When I’m with them, I’ll secretly call you and put us on speaker, you press the mute button on your cell phone so we can’t hear the noise and they might fall for it. So you can also hear their voices.»


	I winked at him and went. On the way down, I sent a text to Pam writing: “He is watching you, don’t say anything!”


	As agreed I let him listen to the voices of his loved ones for a while, when they started talking about him, I hung up.


	After about twenty minutes I left them promising them a detailed explanation of the last few days.


	I went up to Roberto but he had disappeared. I asked the waiter who told me that he had seen him run after a girl, not exactly from a good family, and that he had left a 200 € note to pay without taking the change. I asked him if he had seen which direction he had gone, I took the change, tipped him 10 € and went after him. I joined him in the parking lot, where he was already getting busy. I sent the “young lady” away and took care of a tipsy Roberto: «Are you stupid? I take you to your family to show them to you and maybe reconcile and what do you do? You go after the first whore that comes your way? You’re hopeless, why should I waste my time with you. Get in I’ll take you home.»


	«I’m such an asshole. You’re right, but the alcohol, the excitement... too much accumulated stress. If I don’t let it out I go crazy.»


	We set out making sure to avoid running into them, but as we reached the crossroad to the lighthouse, infuriated by Roberto’s attitude, I detoured toward the headland, stopping at a lay-by. We had to establish some rules. And immediately! «Why did we come here?»


	«We need to get a few things straight: if you want help from me from now on you do as I say, and if you slip up again I’ll leave you to your fate, which won’t be rosy if you keep this up.»


	«But…»


	«No buts... ifs... maybes... you want my help, yes or no? You decide but you have to follow me, trust me.»


	«I wouldn’t know how to handle it on my own. This situation is too much for me to deal with. I don’t know... I’m not doing well!»


	«Yes, but it’s only your fault…»


	«No. I’m really sick…»


	He managed to open the car door and lean out just in time, he threw up. And he was really sick. He did not stop vomiting for more than ten minutes. By the end he was a wreck. I gave him some tissues and some water to clean and rinse his face and moved the car to allow him to get out and get fresh air. He staggered away from the car, I followed him, he collapsed leaning against the fence and began to cry.


	It was so sad to see an upright man like him in that state. I wanted to hug him, comfort him. My hands were already outstretched, but I hesitated for fear of myself. I was too attracted to him and could have ruined everything by doing something thoughtless in that moment. Instead, he was the one who threw himself into my arms and, continuing to cry like a baby, asked me:


	«I beg you, I beg you, stay with me. Be patient. Don’t give up on me. I never imagined I would be able to say such words to someone, but I can’t take it anymore.»


	«I’m sure you will make it. I am here and I will not leave you alone. You have my word.»


	We climbed back into the car with the intention of returning to Salerno. I soon realized that with every bump, pothole, curve, Roby was in pain. In that condition he could not handle a journey of more than an hour. I called Giuseppe:


	«Peppe it’s me…»


	«Good on you! Have ice cream without your best friend…»


	«I will explain later. Now I have a serious problem, you have to help me out. I am with Roberto, who drank too much. He feels terribly sick and is in no condition to travel. Could we stay over at your place tonight?»


	He said yes of course, would Roby accept? «It is clear that you cannot travel, Giuseppe will leave us his son’s room, who will sleep with him. And where is the problem you might ask. The son’s mattress is also a double, so we will have to sleep together. Do you feel up to it?»


	«Mario I trust you completely, I now consider you a friend.»


	«Giuseppe did you hear that? We will be there in five minutes.»


	And that was it. I got Roby to get out of the car at the door and went to hide the car, then went up to Giuseppe’s house, who prepared a home-made hangover remedy. Immediately afterwards Roby went to lie down, while I explained the situation to Giuseppe. He caught me by surprise:


	«Has he realized that you are hopelessly in love with him?»


	«Is it that obvious?»


	«When you mention him your eyes light up.»


	«Unfortunately, it will be a platonic love. He can’t even stand having a gay son…»


	«I don’t envy you. What are you going to do?»


	«I have to make him accept his son, make peace with his family, and then grieve until it passes.»


	«What about tomorrow?»


	«We are leaving early in the morning. Pam and Giorgio know I brought him here but the kids don’t. And it’s too early for him to meet them.»


	I went to bed. Roberto was sleeping blissfully, trying not to make noise I lay face to face and watched him all night long.


	I collapsed around six o’clock perhaps, and when at nine o’clock Giuseppe came to wake us... Roberto was not there.


	We didn’t even have time to speculate that we heard commotion in the staircase. We were the only ones in the building... I immediately thought he had gone crazy again.


	I hurriedly slipped something on, went down the hallway, and… «Mario… Mario…» Nick shouted as soon as he saw me «he is here. I’ve seen him. Dad is here!»


	The daughters were the first to rush in worried, then came Pam and Giorgio who, knowing of Roberto’s presence and believing he had attacked him, turned on me, saying it was my fault. Nick interrupted them:


	«Nothing happened…»


	«Can you tell me in detail what happened?» I asked the little one.


	«I was going down the stairs two at a time as I always do and all of a sudden, he was coming from outside, we... we collided. Or rather, I ran into him.»


	«What about him?» Pam asked worried.


	«He stood motionless.»


	«And you?» urged Chiara.


	«I was... I was paralyzed... then dad embarrassed told me: “Hello champ... how are you?” And I stammered... “well dad”. Then he saw Guido on the stairs and ran away. Mom why did he run away when he saw Guido...»


	I intervened by making him sit down on the stairs.


	«Nick, dad is still confused…»


	«Okay, but why did he run away?»


	«Because... because he still doesn’t know Guido like we do, he is afraid that Guido... by the way, where is he? Giorgio, will you please go find him? I was saying. He doesn’t know that Guido is a good guy. He has been told bad things about him, and so because he loves you, he considers him an enemy.»


	«Still it is not fair to Guido. He didn’t do anything…»


	«I am trying to make him understand that. I will succeed don’t worry. You, however, must promise me one thing.»


	«What…»


	«That you’ll stay calm and happy and keep doing what you have been doing so far. You also talked to your dad. You said he called you champ. Now you know he still loves you. So... do you promise?»


	«Scout’s honor.»


	I walked out the door followed by the others and went to check if Roberto’s car was there. It had been an unexpected and traumatizing encounter for him. He needed me.


	The car was where I had left it, but no sign of Roberto. Giorgio and Giuseppe went to check on the street, when I saw a shadow behind the car. 


	Roberto, sitting on the ground leaning against the car door, he did not look good at all. He was crying in shock.


	I approached but the others were coming as well. I did not want them to see him in that state and indicated to Giorgio and Giuseppe to take everyone inside and leave me alone with him.


	I sat down next to him.


	«Hi, you’re up early…»


	«What are you doing here? Go away…»


	A lump in my throat. I was tempted to hug him, I barely held myself back.


	«Roby… you can see that it’s me. It was a shock, wasn’t it? Yet I had to risk it, you couldn’t face the trip yesterday. Are you mad at me?»


	«No.»


	«So what’s up? Weren’t you glad to see the little one again?»


	«I’m a shitty father…»


	«And why on earth? You took an interest in him, he told me very happily, that you asked him how he was... you called him champ…»


	«And then? I couldn’t help but run away. I’m a coward.»


	«What is it that you wanted to do?»


	«Another would have taken his son in his arms and asked him for forgiveness for the harm he had caused him.»


	«I’ll try to guess why? Or do you want to tell me?»


	«That one appeared and I didn’t understand anything anymore.»


	«I’ll grant you, but only this once, the “that one”. Guido is a good guy and the sooner you realize that he didn’t lay a finger on Nick... the sooner you’ll find the strength to accept the situation, and the sooner all this will be over. Now let’s go have breakfast and then we’ll go back to Salerno.»


	«I don’t want them to see me in this state…»


	«They won’t see you, come.»


	I helped Roberto get up, then, having made sure that no one from his family could see him in that state, I took him to Giuseppe’s house, who we found on the phone. 


	The family who every year rented the apartment where the women were staying, wanted to know if it was available from July 1 because they had to begin their holiday sooner than expected. Giuseppe told them he didn’t know if the apartment was already booked and that he would let them know that evening. Given the situation, he let us decide.


	Not being able to take further advantage of Giuseppe, renting that apartment was his main source of income, I told him that we would vacate the apartment within two to three days. 


	Roberto, who agreed with letting them head home, was intransigent on the fact that Giuseppe should accept a check to repay the expenses and the help given to his family. And even though he refused by claiming he had done a favor to me, in the end, he had to give in. The situation was evolving better than I had expected. I had to warn the others of the developments, but I also had a terrible desire to do something with Roberto, I wanted to see him... naked.


	«Roby, what do you want to do? You can stay or…»


	«Why, what else did you have in mind?»


	«No, don’t worry, not what you are imagining. I wanted to stop by and say hello to a friend and maybe go for a swim…»


	«Ah, Clara! Sir, she is a super hottie and our friend here... doesn’t want to share!»


	«Giuseppe, address me informally, tell me... is she so beautiful?»


	«Hands off. Don’t get any strange ideas... shall we go for a swim or do you want to head back?»


	«I’ll make a couple of phone calls, let’s see this Clara…»


	«I’ll call her and then I’ll go to your house. In the meantime, wait for me here. And this time don’t move!»


	So on the way to Pam’s, I called Clara and invited her. 


	She gladly accepted, but I still had Pam to take care of! Knowing that Giuseppe had to rent the house, they agreed to leave. She was stunned when I told her that I would take Roberto to the beach for a swim.


	«Are you really sure? Roberto hasn’t agreed to come to the beach in years…»


	«Have you forgotten who you’re dealing with?»


	«It is true. You’re amazing.»


	At eleven we went to pick up Clara. Roby couldn’t believe his eyes... first the Roman, now the Cuban... he told me in a low voice: «If these are your acquaintances... I think I have to go out with you more often.»


	«Don’t let her hear you, just for asking her out she called me a…»


	«Horny middle-aged man» Clara laughed.


	We spent a couple of pleasant hours, but I was unsettled. 


	On the one hand Roby, a damn handsome man, in a bathing suit, a pair of incredibly muscular and firm thighs, a well-defined chest... the...


	On the other Clara, super long legs and that firm ass... I was bilaterally excited. I had to put up with Roberto’s flirting with Clara for the entire time and this made me jealous, but I didn’t understand whether of her or him.


	For lunch we stopped at a place not far from Clara’s, it was then time to say goodbye. Outside the house, Clara, who knows how provocatively, said two things. Talking to Roberto: «You make a really nice couple…» and she left him speechless.


	And to me, kissing me on the lips: «I hope you will find some time to come visit me. Alone! We have to play that little game from last time... you know what my day off is.»


	It was time to return to Salerno.


	I called Pam to reassure her and confirm that I would be back to pick them up over the weekend.


	Roby wanted to drive. By now he had fully recovered, he was serene and smiling. Having that moment with his son had done him good, he was on the right track and I believe that Clara also had a certain effect on him. After about forty kilometers he couldn’t take it anymore: «So? Are you going to tell me which game Clara was referring to?»


	«Would you like it if, after a night of wild sex, I went around and told everyone what we did in bed?»


	«What?»


	«What do you mean what! I am a gentleman!» and to tease him: «You don’t talk about what you do in bed, or rather, in the evening, with a full moon... lying on a blanket, near a bush two meters from a busy road…»


	«Oh no, now you must tell me. Don’t be an asshole.» Roberto had totally changed. It really felt like we were old friends. 


	«I told you no! I can only tell you that… it was so tight. It was the first time for her…»


	«Noooo. Are you talking about that gorgeous, firm ass? Did she give it to you? No, no. It’s decided. Starting tomorrow we are going out together…»


	«Like two sweethearts?»


	«Do not overdo it. At most like two guys looking for hot chicks…»


	«Let’s talk about serious stuff, come on. What are your plans for your family? I think the accommodation on the coast is not the best.»


	«I thought about it too. Tell them to go back home.»


	«Good. Do we want to take the big step?»


	«No. The villa has an annex. I could settle there.»


	«Okay, but I doubt they will accept.»


	«For what reason…»


	«Are you playing dumb? Guido.»


	«Why, what does he have to do with it?»


	«He definitely has something to do with it. First, because Nick clearly said that he will stay where Guido stays and was adamant about it, who knows who he took from. Second, because Pam made him leave his apartment and job to keep a better eye on them. He wouldn’t know where to go or how to make a living…»


	«No, it’s not possible. I don’t want him in my house.»


	«Let’s do this, I’ll tell you his story, then I’ll try to accomplish what you agree too, and I’ll decide on a fair basis.»


	«No come on.»


	«So. When Guido was Nick’s age…»


	When I finished telling him the story…


	«I knew it... a similar story that ended badly came to mind. However I don’t care. They’re not my problems. I won’t change my mind about this.»


	«Can I offer a solution?»


	«No.»


	«If you do not want…»


	«I said no!»


	«That Guido stays at your house, even if he doesn’t have the plague, he can use the annex. So Nick and everyone else can go home.»


	«And what about me?»


	«You can stay with me.»


	«You are crazy. That sofa is a nightmare.»


	«We’ve slept together before…»


	«Not even if…»


	«Not even if? I knew it, you’re scared.»


	«Shall I leave you at your place?»


	«Yes please. Although think about it carefully.»


	 




Chapter 8


	 


	 


	 


	It’s hard to be around someone and know you can’t have them. What is the solution... work? Sex with multiple partners until it passed? No, I couldn’t let myself be distracted by my feelings. I had a mission to accomplish. Fuck, MISSION... a shiver... and for a moment I remembered my “old life”!


	Two days later - I must have driven more this month than in recent years - I was back in Palinuro, this time by train, to pick up Roberto’s family.


	Since he hadn’t contacted me again, nor had I called him, he hadn’t accepted my suggestion. We had to return to the house on the coast.


	While Elisa, Chiara, Nick and Guido went in one car... Pam, Giorgio and I went in the other.


	We had to talk about everything that had happened with Roberto. I told them everything... well almost everything, and they were amazed to discover a side of Roberto that was unknown to them. He had let himself go with me having known him for just a few days in a way that had never happened with them. Pam had welcomed the fact that Roberto wanted them to return to the villa, but when I told her that he absolutely excluded Guido’s presence, her mood changed: «I truly believed he was changing, but I was wrong. No! We’ll go to the coast and at this point, if I find him spying on us again, I’ll report him. If not even telling him Guido’s story has made him mend his ways, he cannot be saved.»


	«Pam don’t be so authoritative. I’m not worried at all, I’m surprised he hasn’t called yet…» I didn’t finish saying it when my phone rang. The two looked at each other in amazement. I signaled them to be quiet and put the speakerphone on: 


	«Hello…»


	«Mario?»


	«Yes... who is it?»


	«What do you mean who is it, it’s Roby…» the two looked at each other in shock. Only Pam could call him that: «Oh. That Roby? You’re still alive then…»


	«Are you alone?»


	«Why?»


	«The speaker…»


	«It works, I’m using it…»


	«Take it off.»


	«Absolutely not. I don’t hold my cell phone to my ear while driving.»


	«What if you’re not alone?»


	«Roberto, are you drunk again? What do you want?»


	«I’m very sober. Don’t use that tone with me…»


	«Roberto, I’m nervous, I’m neglecting my commitments, my job... my life, because I have to go and pick up your family in Palinuro, which you should have done. What do you want?»


	«Would you please let me know, where do you intend to take them?»


	Pam and Giorgio were surprised again!


	«Are you dumb? If you continue to forbid Guido from staying at home with Nick... the others will never come.»


	«Convince them!»


	«Get it out of your mind. I agree with them, in fact I’m telling you, you’re taking your last chances.»


	«Listen Mario, you may be perceptive but tell those two next to you that I have already arranged everything!»


	«We need to understand what… you have arranged.»


	«The boy goes to the annex.»


	«As soon as I see them, are you waiting for them?»


	«No, I’m busy…»


	«Okay we’ll talk later…»


	Even though I got what I wanted, I was disappointed.


	«Where will he go?»


	«I don’t know. He refused my hospitality, maybe he’s going to the coast, it’s his business. I want to show a little indifference, I feel offended.»


	«What do you mean offended. Mario are…»


	«Pam, relatively offended. I had provocatively asked him to come and stay with me, and jokingly to share the bed, and he gave me a slightly disgusted look. Apart from the fact that it already happened the other day at Peppe’s house... Giorgio is also a witness to my... innocence.» Giorgio swerved, we almost went off the road. After the scare Pam looked at me as if to say, what have you two done?


	«Obviously my suggestion was intended to test his reaction. Agreeing to sleep with a man meant that the change was in an advanced stage. Yet maybe it’s still early. Let’s stop in Paestum, we have to waste some time. He shouldn’t see us arrive too soon, since I told him I hadn’t stopped to pick you up yet…»


	«Oh, right.»


	Having informed the children, we stopped for a coffee, arriving at the house at six. 


	I called Roberto, they didn’t have the keys.


	«Roberto, we can’t get in.»


	«Don’t they have the keys?»


	«They left them after taking their things…»


	«I understand... can you come to me? You know why.»


	«No, but in any case I’ll be at your office in ten minutes.»


	«What if we meet at your place?»


	«Okay, in the meantime they’ll go and do some grocery shopping. Oh, you should know that I have to come with Giorgio. I don’t have a car, I left it with Giuseppe.»


	Ten minutes later, outside my house.


	«Hi... can you give me a hand? Good evening Giorgio...»


	He opened the trunk and took out two bags. Then he grabbed some clothes from the back seat.


	«Roberto, you shouldn’t have given me all these gifts, Christmas is still far away…»


	«Keep joking around.»


	Once we were in I offered them my special cocktail.


	«I wanted to address this topic later on, but since this wonderful opportunity presents itself to me... Roberto, let me introduce you to Giorgio. Giorgio, this is Roberto. No, don’t look at me like that, I’m not joking, in fact I’m pissed off. However this time it’s not your fault Roby, but yours Giorgio! Your behavior was not the one a friend should have. A true friend is seen in times of need, if the other is drowning, he tries to save him even if he risks drowning with him. You ran away, leaving him to his fate. This has never sat well with me. Why?»


	«You caught me off guard. Maybe I thought that by behaving that way he would change his mind. Whereas I had the opposite effect and I want to take this opportunity to apologize to you.»


	«Hey… hello… Roberto, do you have anything to say? Roberto, come on, I understand that your fucking pride is strong but I already told you, your heart is stronger. And then consider it as a rehearsal for that other thing. I’m going in the other room for a moment, you can figure it out among yourselves. Roberto, however, you should know that I am running out of strength and motivation.»


	I got up and went in the other room.


	The time it took to get the keys to give to Roberto and, returning to the living room, I saw them shaking hands and hugging.


	Then the phone call from Pam, warning me that she was on her way home. Having handed the keys to Roberto, we set off.


	«Roby, these are the keys. Settle in as you please, then when I come back, I’ll change your sheets and prepare the sofa…»


	«No, for that matter the sofa is for me…»


	«Okay, let’s decide later. There is also a remote control for the garage. Giorgio, I’ll take the scooter so I won’t disturb you afterwards... Roby, what do you want for dinner tonight?»


	«Let’s go out to eat…»


	«I understand. You don’t trust my cooking skills, but you’ll be surprised. See you later.»


	As we headed out, I noticed Giorgio’s perplexed expression. Roberto’s behavior fueled his doubts, we seemed close... too close!


	«Giorgio tell me.»


	«What…»


	«What you are thinking.»


	«He seems strange. He doesn’t even seem like himself anymore…»


	«But?»


	«You tell me.»


	«Are you referring to something in particular? Be clear, I’m really tired.»


	«No, maybe I’m the one who’s seeing too much into this. There is a lot of chemistry between you two.»


	«Oh, and you’re shocked. For something in particular?»


	«Maybe I misunderstood, but it’s strange to see Roberto like this.»


	Had he seen something that I had missed?


	«I think he understood that he doesn’t have to pretend with me. We talked and he knows he has to accept Guido, he’s already succeeded with Nick. See you at the villa.»


	I stopped by to say hello to them, then went to the office to see how we were doing with the organization of the presentation of the following day. At nine Roberto called and arranged to meet me at the seafront. He took me to dinner at one of his restaurants.


	«Have they settled in?»


	«Yes, everything is fine. Of course the little one is a little sad. He doesn’t understand why his father…»


	«Please, let’s change the subject.»


	«Sorry, maybe this is premature. Have you thought about what happened to you so far? Try to understand who and why someone could be holding a grudge against you. If you’re sure that these aren’t work or women issues, that’s all I can think of. The strange thing is that this person frightens everyone, even if no one knows his identity.»


	«What can I tell you... I have no idea.»


	«Make an effort, think about the past, try to understand what you may have done, even unintentionally, that was so serious as to trigger such a reaction. Tomorrow a couple of managers of the treasury will come to the presentation, Giovanni has solved the problem with the paperwork but in the Region, as soon as your name is mentioned the alarms go off.»


	After dinner, Roberto wanted to go for a drink... I convinced him that it was better to head back.


	«So, shall we get organized? I’ll sleep on the sofa.»


	«No. I’m a guest so I should sleep there.»


	At the end of the argument we both ended up sleeping in my bed. As if living with him during the day wasn’t enough... now I had him in my bed just a few centimeters away. The night went by smoothly for him, agitated for me.


	In the morning I went to the presentation and he went to the office, and there wasn’t even time for a decent breakfast.


	We were both out of the house all day.


	The presentation went as planned but I couldn’t find out anything, plus I forgot an important appointment for the convention in September, which also ruined my afternoon. Since we hadn’t made plans for dinner and I was the first to get home with my head pounding, I went straight to bed, turned off my phone and fell asleep. When Roberto returned, seeing that I was asleep, he undressed and, making less noise as possible, he went to take a shower without bothering to close the door. The sound of the water woke me up and, when I saw him naked while the water ran over him, I got excited. There was nothing I liked more than seeing a man take a shower... and so I ruined my night too.


	Our coexistence continued with ups and downs, I was more and more nervous... having him by my side was torture.


	Adding to this internal suffering of mine was yet another attempt from an old friend via SMS.


	“CODENAME: SILVERWOLF, DID YOU DECIDE?”


	On Sunday, July 6, we went to dinner as usual, but unlike the other evenings Roberto didn’t want to listen to reason. He forced me to go and have a drink.


	We walked through the alleys of the old town trying to decide where to go; he wanted to take me to a place he usually went to, I wanted to go to Aurelio, the friend who had recently opened a club.


	«Come with me... - Roberto said - just a bit further there’s the place where I usually go.»


	«Yes, but there is a friend’s place nearby so I can say hello…»


	Once we arrived in front of the “Alcohol1000degrees”: «Here we are» we exclaimed in unison.


	Without knowing it, we were talking about the same place! We entered and, without suspecting anything, took a seat in one of the private rooms.


	Aurelio was busy at the register, and I joined him to say hello. He saw us, but he couldn’t move.


	When we greeted each other, he patted me on the shoulder: «From what I see you finally managed to meet him. Great.»


	«Excuse me, what are you talking about.»


	«Sure, whatever…»


	«No, I swear I don’t understand what you are referring to.» The shiver.


	«You know you can confide in me. Is he good in bed as that night promised?»


	«Wait. Either you’ve been drinking or I’m tired.»


	«Come on, just because I didn’t want to tell you who he was that night, you take revenge by not telling me the details. Still I was sure you would still manage to meet him. You rascal…»


	I almost fell, my legs started to shake.


	«Sorry Aurelio... excuse me for a moment. Do you mean that the guy from that night and Roberto... are the same person?!»


	«Did… you really not know?»


	«You’re an asshole! Do you know what I’ve been through the last few weeks because of him? For not telling me who he was? Holy shit…»


	And I left cursing, leaving him like the asshole he was.


	Returning to the table, I said goodbye to Roberto and left. He was stunned. He didn’t have time to speak, I was already outside. I began to wander the alleys of the old town aimlessly, shocked.


	Roberto, once he finished the drink he was sipping, called me, but not being in the mood to talk to him, I didn’t answer.


	I found him still up when I returned at three am.


	«Mario, what happened? You had me worried.»


	«Nothing Roberto... nothing.»


	And without even looking at him I tried to go to the bathroom.


	«I’m sleeping on the couch tonight. I’m a little nervous, and I wouldn’t let you sleep either.»


	«You’re upset. Talk to me, you have done a lot for me, if something happened and I can help you, I would be happy to do so.»


	He sat down next to me and put his hand on my shoulder.


	«Roberto leave me alone…» I moved away from him «it is a delicate matter. It’s too early to ruin our friendship, you have to reconcile with your family first, we have to find whoever is messing with you and only then, maybe, I’ll tell you. Or you will be the one to remember. Can you leave me alone?»


	«No! Especially if it concerns me, you have to tell me, and immediately.»


	«Don’t say I didn’t warn you…»


	We went and sat on the chairs on the terrace.


	«One night, exactly one month ago, a dear friend invited me to the opening of their new club. I only went there because they had to introduce me to some people for my business. Looking around, I noticed several interesting men, one in particular; I had only seen him from behind but there was something that caught my attention. He sat in a private room and from time to time I passed by to try and see his face, but either he had his back turned, or someone passed by and distracted me, until I found him in the company of a woman and I gave up. Then the woman left because the guy wanted to have sex, clearly drunk. Aurelio told me what had happened. The guy had stripped himself naked in front of her, and she had run away. When I offered to solve the problem for him, Aurelio understood what I had in mind, he tried to change my mind by claiming that I would not succeed, he said that he was one of the most sought after playboys. On the other hand, he didn’t know what to do, he couldn’t send him away, risking a scene on opening night. I decided to try anyway. I entered the room... I exchanged a few words with him, I managed to have oral sex with him. He seemed to like it a lot, even though in the end he said: “Let me look at you fag, and even if no woman has ever done such a good job, don’t you dare come near me again or I’ll beat you up. You fucking fag!”».


	Roberto ran into the room. I sat there staring into space. On the one hand I was disappointed, on the other I was pissed off. With myself.


	Of course, if that asshole of Aurelio had told me who he was, we wouldn’t have gotten to that point. Although the serious thing was thinking: if he did it once...


	I felt like shit, I had completely forgotten about the promise I made to Nick and Guido. And it was unacceptable.


	I wasn’t the only one who felt like shit. Even Roberto, who had suddenly remembered everything about that night, couldn’t find peace. He, so strict with his son, had been with a man. Inevitably he thought about how I would behave: “What will Mario do now? I’m sure he will tell everyone. And after finding out, how will Nick judge me? He will hate me. Everyone will hate me!”.


	He lived the worst half hour of his life.


	Even worst than the day his family abandoned him. The whirl of thoughts that followed one another in his mind gave him no peace.


	Yet it was that strange feeling, reliving that night, that took over his thoughts, that shattered all his moral principles, his beliefs.


	He found himself excited and couldn’t understand how it was possible that he had experienced unique feelings with a man, which he never experienced in his life. He left the room, he called my name, I didn’t answer. He looked for me and found me on the terrace.


	He came next to me and put his hand on my shoulder. I turned around swiftly and he backed away. I was as if in a trance, he was embarrassed.


	«What can I say. I remember everything now! I feel like shit, and the fact that I was drunk is no excuse. Who knows what you think of me. Who knows what everyone will think when you tell them and Nick… he’ll hate me and he would be right.» he burst into sincere tears and went to sit on the sofa.


	I tried to process what he had just said. Why was he sure that I would go and tell his family everything? How could he think I would break Nick’s heart like that? I joined him. I sat down… seeing him cry like a child, was like a punch in the gut. I couldn’t bear to see him like that.


	«Come on, don’t do this, I just can’t bear to see you like this... come on.»


	«Are you still talking to me after finding out how I treated you? I feel more and more disgusted with myself.»


	«Tell me why you assumed earlier that I would run and tell Pam and Nick everything. Who the hell do you think you’re dealing with? Do you think that after everything I’ve done…»


	«But I deserve it.»


	«I think we should sleep on it. Tomorrow morning with a fresh mind, we will certainly be able to think better.»


	And with that said I began to prepare the sofa.


	«What are you doing? Aren’t you coming inside?»


	«Better not.»


	«It’s very late, it’s not worth it. Come on, come inside.»


	I let myself be convinced and for the first time Roberto began to undress without going to the bathroom.


	I couldn’t stand there and look at him, I went and took refuge in the bathroom to change. When he slipped under the sheet I came out and got into bed.


	I don’t know how voluntarily, he resumed the conversation about that night: 


	«Now that I remember, I’m ashamed to admit it, but I said the truth when I told you that never in my life had a woman caused such sensations in me!» come on, not this too.


	«Roby… go to sleep.»


	After an hour spent with a lump in my throat, my hands sweating, my heart racing because of that last sentence of his, I realized that he was asleep, and I took the opportunity to go on the sofa. It didn’t last long. After ten minutes he woke up and joined me.


	«You’re so angry with me that you can’t even be close to me anymore. Still I understand…»


	«No Roby… you can’t understand. Yes, I can’t stand being near you, but not because of how you treated me that night but... No, let’s not continue ruining everything.»


	«Sincerity Mario... you always say it to me.»


	«Fine, if you really want the truth…» I said, getting up and starting to walk around the room searching for words.


	«I am so grateful to you that you can’t make me change my opinion about you. Not even if you told me you didn’t want to see my face anymore.»


	«This is probably the first time in my life that I can’t find the right words, so I’ll get straight to the point. I feel more than just attraction for you. Besides being the most handsome man I’ve ever seen, as I get to know you you win a piece of my heart. I thought I had fallen in love at least twice in my life, but I had never felt what just looking at you causes me. Until now, convinced that it was a feeling impossible to reach and having set myself the goal of making you accept your son, I resisted. Although now… now I think I can’t do it anymore.» and this time it was my turn to feel a few tears running down my face.


	«Really? I, on the other hand, thought you were disgusted by me because while I was so strict toward the little one…»


	«What happened can only be attributed to your state at the time. In that case you were already ready and I was merely the executor of an inevitable process. If you had been lucid, you would have beaten me up and kicked me out.»


	«And I would have made the biggest mistake of my life.»


	«I can swear to you that, even if I had known who you were, I would have done everything to make you understand the mistake you were making. I had given my word to Nick and your wife… maybe it would have just been easier.»


	The conversation was interrupted by the sudden ringing of Roberto’s cell phone. It was five o’clock in the morning… what had happened? He answered… he went pale and ran to get ready. I got worried.


	«What happened?»


	«There was an explosion and a fire in the Eboli warehouse.»


	«I’ll go with you.»


	 




Chapter 9


	 


	 


	 


	Once we arrived on site, it seemed like we were in a war zone, ruins and smoke everywhere, hundreds of thousands of euros in damages. The firefighters almost immediately ascertained the arson intent, as well as clear signs of forced entry on a door, and the remains of a rudimentary device left no room for doubt. Luckily there was no one inside, the damage was only material.


	I advised Roberto to report everything, the other incidents, the threats, the problems with the Regional authority.


	By listing the names of the officials with whom he had had problems, I wanted to see if they would not report what they knew when called by the police. Roberto, understanding that he had no choice, accepted, I accompanied him to my cousin, certain that he would not stop until he solved the case.


	This latest attack had worried him to the point that he decided to hire a security service to protect his businesses and family.


	Not wanting to risk the safety of his employees, he also decided to close some of his businesses indefinitely, at least those most exposed to risk, even at the cost of going bankrupt. He asked Giorgio for help, who made himself available.


	In the meantime I took care of warning Pam and informing her that they would have a bodyguard until things were solved. The first reaction was negative but they understood that it was for their own good and that by choosing that solution, Roberto was showing how much he cared about them. Yet not enough to leave aside his hesitations and return home. In fact, he wanted to stay with me.


	Although with me on the couch and him in my room.


	On July 10, I took advantage of a meeting in Rome to ask Achille from the intelligence for help.


	I had to find out who wanted to harm Roberto at all costs, and why, it was no longer a matter of threatening letters or small sabotages, he had raised the bar and my instinct told me that he would not stop there.


	My old dear contacts in the capital... all it took was the time of the reunion and Achille managed to solve the mystery, digging into Roberto’s past. Returning to Salerno, I called him and Giorgio and joined them at home.


	«Roby, you had a partner a few years ago, right?»


	«Yes… Amilcare F.D., why?»


	«What exactly happened with him?»


	«I was at the beginning of my entrepreneurial life, I had an intuition about a patent, but I didn’t have the necessary funds to start the business. He offered to pay for the project, and we founded a company. Business went so well that in a short time we made a small fortune. Then I discovered that money was disappearing, and he was making false invoices, making sure that the blame fell on me. I reported him and in agreement with the police I made him confess, recording everything. He ended up in prison and I never heard from him again, I came out totally rehabilitated. They also recovered part of the stolen money which I used to settle debts with the tax authorities.»


	«I remember!» 


	Giorgio intervened «the incident ended just a year after I started working for you. We’re talking about almost twenty years ago.»


	«While I was in Rome, I involved a dear old friend in the intelligence, who even with the few elements I had, managed to find out who is behind what is happening to you. Let’s start by saying that Amilcare wasn’t the person you thought he was. He already had several criminal records at the time. When he got out of prison three years later, he found nothing better to do than killing his wife during an argument. Sentenced to life imprisonment, he died about a year and a half ago. You may say, so what does this have to do with what is happening to me? The crook had two children. A girl and a boy. The girl lives in the North and after her mother’s murder she no longer even wanted to hear his name, but the boy, very close to him, he managed to have him entrusted to his brother when the sentence became final. Conditioned by the two he began to hate you. Before dying, in exchange for all the money he had managed to hide, he made him swear to make you pay getting even.»


	«What does he look like? Does he look like his father? Is he dangerous?»


	«Obviously, he also became a criminal and has several convictions which forced him to flee abroad. To get hold of the money and make you pay, he had to change his identity and must have disguised himself. His connections with the underworld and the great amount of money he has access to make him a very dangerous person. Roberto... I think you are, we’re in trouble.»


	«Of course, who would have thought about that? Yet you surprise me more and more, I can’t understand how you always manage to sort things out, and how many important people you know help you, in your place I would at least be Prime Minister…»


	«The winning card, dear Roberto, is to be satisfied and hold on to those who love you, because the thirst for power... sooner or later leads to a bad end. And this is a warning for what you’ve been harboring for a few months. Try to understand what I am telling you and take my words to heart.»


	«Don’t tell me you discovered this too!»


	«What do you think…»


	«Can you explain what is happening?» said poor Giorgio.


	«Nothing Giorgio. Another stupid thing your dear friend is thinking. Still it’s better not to know, trust me. By the way, now that you’ve closed the restaurants where will we eat? Tonight for example, I’m ravenously hungry, I haven’t had lunch to hurry back.»


	«Let’s us go to “Alco…»


	«Roberto…»


	«Okay, understood. So? »


	«Giorgio stay over, I’ll prepare something.»


	«I don’t want…»


	«Don’t speak nonsense. You are more than welcome to stay.»


	I prepared some bruschetta with cherry tomatoes as an appetizer and a simple and quick first course: homemade lemon scialatielli pasta, with cream, bacon and mushrooms, which came out particularly well, and combined with a medium-structure chardonnay - which was my downfall - it left them speechless.


	«You are amazing also in the kitchen... you are amazing.» exclaimed Giorgio.


	«And you can’t imagine in be…» I stopped in time, but after all they both knew that too.


	«No no, just finish the sentence» Roberto said.


	«Roberto…»


	Giorgio was thoughtful for a while. He looked at us... he gave me, unseen by Roberto, a very slight nod with his head as if to say... what does he know, thinking about our fleeting moment.


	Immediately after dinner Giorgio left, after accompany him to the door Roberto started drinking from the bottle. It was a mistake to have opened the second bottle of wine. Now, without inhibitions - both of us, I’m a drink socially - what would have happened? It happened!


	He dragged me into the bedroom, I tried to resist... how can you resist!


	When he took his pants off, it only took a moment to get rid of our clothes and throw them wherever.


	Roby, without waiting a second longer, took me by the shoulders and made me kneel down…


	I wanted him so much that I didn’t even try to resist. In the heat of the moment I gave it my best for five, maybe ten minutes, then we went onto the bed and I placed myself next to him.


	I wanted to make love, he just wanted sex, like the first time.


	After having tried to engage him in vain with kisses and caresses, I finally managed to reach the dimple on his chin... he turned away and pushed me back down.


	I tried again, nothing. 


	He didn’t want that.


	«No, not hat. Continue down there. Come on, you’re amazing!» I got out of bed.


	«What are you doing, come here.»


	«No. It doesn’t work like that, if you come to bed with me you have to be ready to do everything, otherwise you can go with whores!»


	I went to the bathroom and got in the shower. He came in: «Mario. What have I done now?»


	«I just told you, I thought I was clear.»


	«I’m not ready.»


	«Then we will wait until you are.»


	«Look how hard it is, don’t you like it?»


	«I think you don’t know anything about me. I don’t go after cocks. I choose the person, whether there are ten centimeters or thirty centimeters between the legs... it’s not relevant!»


	«Come on…» he said, moving his hand down my back, to my buttock. I turned around and stopped his hand on top of it. As he retreated he slipped... as he fell he clung to me and I fell on top of him. We found ourselves face to face, nose to nose, chest to chest...


	I tried to kiss him again, he pressed his lips together. I realized there was nothing I could do, I got up and got back in the shower: «Sorry but I just can’t do it. I can’t help it.»


	«All right. You want me to be a whore, but you already know how it will end. Tomorrow one of us has to leave…»


	«Yes, come on, tomorrow we’ll calmly talk about it and find a compromise…»


	He didn’t think I was serious. I took him back to bed and did my best.


	The last symphony! I took him to heaven and when at the end he said something inconsistent with the attitude he had held up to that moment, I was stunned: «Love, you are fantastic, sublime. I want you forever.»


	I pretended not to have heard, I went to the bathroom to wash myself and when I came out, I found him sleeping with a satisfied smile on his face.


	It was time, I took what I needed and left.


	The next morning, when he woke up and didn’t find me, he panicked.


	The phrase I had told him the night before came to his mind. He called me, but my cell phone was turned off. He called Giorgio who didn’t know anything. He was so agitated that he even called Pamela.


	I was gone. I was serious! Still he had an appointment with Giorgio, he was late.


	Giorgio noticed that he was very agitated, but they didn’t have time to talk about it.


	They sorted out all the documents, and Roberto wasn’t as focused as usual. He, who would not get distracted by anything on the job, was absent, as if dazed.


	Once all the tasks were finished and they were alone, Giorgio decided to ask the question: «Roberto, sorry for asking, did something happen with Mario?»


	«No, nothing, why?» clearly defensive.


	«Last night there was a strange vibe, this morning you called me asking about him... you were, so to speak, somewhere else all morning. This behavior makes me worry about you. Do you want to tell me about it?»


	«No, it must be the situation…»


	«I understand, it’s clear that you no longer consider me the best friend to whom you confided everything.»


	«Why don’t we go eat something?»


	«If it doesn’t bother you…»


	«If it bothered me... I would not have asked don’t you think?»


	He took him, without even realizing it, “to the crime scene”, to “Alcohol1000degrees”.


	When they entered, the waiter accompanied them to Roberto’s private room and he suddenly became sad. 


	The final blow was given by Aurelio who went to apologize: «Sir, what a pleasure to see you again. I thought you were angry about the gaffe I made with Mario that evening. Also apologize to him when you see him. You are my guests today.»


	The situation worsened when Giorgio saw a tear on Roberto’s face: «You can’t keep everything bottled up. I am here and I am, as always, your confidant. You know that I wouldn’t reveal your secret even under torture. I learned from Mario and at my own expense that a friend, if such, is seen in times of need. And now you need a friend.»


	«You would be disgusted by me just like him…»


	«Don’t talk nonsense.» Giorgio was so convincing that Roberto told him everything about that night.


	The story left Giorgio speechless.


	«You see? What did I tell you, I can see it on your face.»


	Giorgio tried to recover.


	«No… no, let me take it in. It’s a shock for me, but I’m not judging. I think that’s not all of it.»


	«Did you hear the owner before? Mario hadn’t recognized me and I had forgotten what had happened... until the other night, when Aurelio, believing that Mario had found me, revealed to him that I was the mysterious man. He was shocked, he left me here and returned late at night. Worried, I waited for him and forced him to tell me what was happening. I then remembered everything down to the smallest detail, including how I treated him in the end. Yet the most shocking thing is that I found myself excited like never before and last night, I asked him to do it again. Giorgio, believe me... it was the most shocking and satisfying experience of my entire life and I wanted to do it again. Again, right away. He finally accepted because he confessed to me that he is in love with me, only that it didn’t go as each of us thought. I wanted to try the past oral experience again, he was looking not only for sex but also for feelings, kisses, caresses. I didn’t want to give them to him and in the end he told me: “Do you want to repeat that experience? Just like last time? Okay, but it will be the last. Tomorrow one of us is leaving.” You know the rest.»


	«Nasty business.»


	«Now do you agree with me that I’m an idiot? Knowing him I had to imagine that he wasn’t a person who looks for sex per se and if he does something, he does it properly. Still I couldn’t resist. Kissing him though, that felt weird, I just couldn’t do it. That feeling while he sucked me, look you can’t even begin to imagine…»


	«Actually, I know it very well. I tried it.»


	«What? You and Mario? Really? How… when…»


	«In Palinuro, the first night. To avoid making Nick and Guido sleep in the double bed, we slept in it. First we went to have a beer on the hill, we talked about the relationship between Nick and Guido, how they managed to kiss, about Clara and how, having such a hot girl at his disposal, how could he go with another man. Then once we got back we went to bed. Then…»


	«What an asshole! I bet he jumped on you and he was such a goody-goody. Fuck him!»


	«No Roberto, it wasn’t his fault, let me finish. Around six he woke me up; in my sleep I had clung to him and I had become so hard, due to a dream I had had, us on the hill, me getting up while we were talking and... He told me that he always had this effect on men and to go back to sleep. Yet shortly after again! I was on top of him again. Having confessed the dream to him, he decided that he had to let me try this new experience and I agree with you... wonderful. But unlike you, I kissed him.»


	«With tongue?»


	«Of course…»


	«And did it disgust you?»


	«The opposite. I still think about that strange and intense sensation.»


	«Really?»


	«That tongue that insinuated itself and dominated mine.»


	«Come on, really?»


	«When you kiss a woman you are in charge, she is more submissive. Kissing a man is a challenge to whoever can take control, a fight for supremacy. It’s a thousand times hotter.»


	«Have you ever done it before?»


	«Never even had the thought…»


	«Have you done it again?»


	«No, there hasn’t been an opportunity and he wouldn’t do it again, I think, but I admit that I would repeat the experience only with him, with someone else absolutely not. He has that certain I don’t know what... he makes you feel at ease, with those jokes of his that are never made lightly. I believe, at least in my case, that he understood before I did that I had an unaccepted curiosity to satisfy. But you, you are the one who is more uninhibited than I am, who was never afraid to try new experiences, who has always claimed that you like sex and want to satisfy all your desires, at any cost, what has stopped you?»


	«What do I know.»


	«Honestly, after that experience I am much closer to Nick and Guido, I can finally understand them even if I don’t approve of them.»


	Roberto looked at Giorgio and after a few seconds of silence: «Thinking about it, maybe I was scared as hell that I might enjoy it as I did with the oral sex. And what you told me confirms it. Now I’m selfishly almost regretful. According to you, now that he has decided to leave, what will happen to us, I feel lost.»


	«I, on the other hand, am sure that he will not abandon you. He will not abandon any of us. He has become too fond of Nick, he cares about Guido, I heard him promise both to the boy and Pam that he would make sure to fix everything. At any cost.»


	In fact, with that move I wanted to prod Roberto to understand if, without my help, he could get closer to his son.


	After lunch, Roberto and Giorgio came to my office. I had moved there, where I have, behind my office, a small room with a bathroom, for emergencies.


	I had given instructions to my collaborators that if any of them came by they had to say that I was in Rome for a few days, to organize an important event. I forgot I was dealing with smart people.


	«Hi, I would like to speak to the owner.» 


	Roberto turned to one of the guys who were having dinner with us in Paestum, who mentioned what I had told him.


	«His motorbike is here.» Roberto replied promptly. Andrea intervened.


	«Yes, he left it with us to ease our movements.»


	«Look, I know how this works, that’s what I do too.»


	«So you can understand when I tell you that I can’t help you…»


	«Touché. Nonetheless I urgently need to talk to him and his cell phone is always turned off.»


	«Strange. He always keeps his cell phones on, what number do you have?»


	«33500…»


	«Look, I contacted him on that number no more than five minutes ago.»


	On his own initiative, Andrea was giving me an important hand. Roberto dialed the number in front of him and… “The person you are calling might have their phone turned off.” 


	On the other hand, Andrea picked up the phone, dialed the number and it rang. Luckily I had it on vibration.


	«Can you please let me speak to him?» 


	Andrea hung up: «I just wanted to make you understand one thing, and I’m telling you this confidentially, when the boss behaves like this it’s because he needs to think. I have no idea what happened between you two, but I advise you to be patient. He’ll get over it and show up. Since we are on the subject of secrets, I would also like to tell you that the search for that problem of yours is ongoing. I shouldn’t say anything, but this morning he had me call a friend of his in Rome to make an appointment to talk about it. I don’t know what else to say to reassure you, I’m in trouble if he finds out that I’ve been so talkative.»
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