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About the Book



For fans of FIFTY SHADES OF GREY and BARED TO YOU comes LIBERATE YOURSELF, the first in an erotic, emotionally charged and addictive romance trilogy.


Valentina lives with her lover, Theo Steen, in Milan. They have an explosive sexual connection . . . but are they in love? As Valentina questions her true feelings for Theo, she finds herself drawn into Milan’s shadowy, sensuous underworld – one which allows her to explore her deepest desires.


In Venice in 1929, Belle is trapped in an unhappy marriage and plays out her most erotic fantasies by living a secret life as a courtesan. Yet she is only truly free when she falls wildly, passionately in love.


Valentina and Belle are two women living in different times, each poised on the brink of a passionate, all-consuming love affair.




Belle


THEY CARRIED HER NAKED DOWN TO THE WATER’S EDGE. They laid her down upon the still warm sand, her feet facing the sea. She could feel it lapping against her ankles as if it was another lover leaving icy kisses upon her toes.

The night was moonless, but a few stars gleamed, tiny pins of hope, tears within her heart. It was so dark she couldn’t see their faces any more. She felt as if she were spinning out of the real world and into another cosmos. A place inhabited by her fantasies. Her companions had become something other than mere men. They were shadow creatures pulsing with their need, their desire. Although she was out in the open, by the sea, she could just as easily be inside a dark cave or a blacked-out room. She was a little frightened, but not enough to want to stop. She was becoming like them: her other self.



Valentina


VALENTINA PUSHES HERSELF UP ON TO HER ELBOWS AND gazes at her lover. Six months they have been living together. She leans over and carefully arranges her arm across Theo’s back. She loves to do this while he is sleeping, when he doesn’t know how she likes to imagine the two of them together, and all that could be possible. Tenderly she strokes his flawless skin, letting herself express a rare moment of affection. It is a gesture she is careful never to make when Theo is actually awake.

Valentina examines her flaxen whiteness against the sallow colouring of Theo Steen, and considers what a perfect contrast the two of them are. She is as pale and fine boned as her beloved twenties icon Louise Brooks. He is dark skinned, more sultry than any Latin lover she has ever known, yet with disturbingly bright blue eyes. It would make more sense if it were she who was dark. She is after all the Italian, while Theo is from New York, his parents Dutch immigrants. She doesn’t know much about his background, but it appears very different from hers. He is close to his parents, both of them, and to Valentina’s eyes his childhood was charmed. So much attention and expense lavished upon him. Theo is an accomplished cellist, equestrian and fencer, as well as speaking a myriad of languages. He could have gone into any profession he chose. He is one of those men she thought would irritate her. A privileged high-achiever who doesn’t need to worry about making a living, and can indulge full-time in his passion – the study and analysis of modern art. Yet she did not dump him at the first opportunity, as she thought she might; instead here he is in her bed, lost in the innocence of sleep right beside her. He is living with her.

Valentina looks down at her sleeping lover. Theo is lying on his stomach, his head turned away from her. She wonders where his dreams take him. She wonders if he will wake with the memory of her touch upon his skin. Last night she wanted to make him come so much, and yet strangely she had no desire to have an orgasm herself. This is not usual for her, not very Valentina, she thinks. Even now she is not demanding morning sex. At some point does the passion fade? If you took away the sexual desire between her and Theo, would there be nothing left? Strangers before their union; and strangers again afterwards. Is it time to end it? No, not yet, a voice begs inside her head, and she tries to swallow her anxiety. She is panicking unnecessarily. This is just all so new to her, to be cohabiting.

She has never shared her apartment with anyone else, not since her mother left. It still startles her how easily it all fell into place, the fact of Theo moving in. She knows why she asked him. It was a knee-jerk reaction to her mother’s warning. Is he using her? Instinctively she rejects the suggestion. He was so hesitant about accepting her offer. Asked her several times if she was sure. There is something different about him. Already he has seen her at her lowest, and he didn’t leave.

Valentina knots the end of the sheet around her finger, pulls it tight. A ring of white cotton pinching her flesh, making her bite her lip. It’s because he doesn’t take anything for granted, she thinks; despite his easy life, he never stops trying to please her.

She lies back down on the bed and smiles up at the ceiling, studying each glinting crystal of the chandelier as she dwells on last night. She tentatively runs her tongue over her lips. She can still taste him. She savours the saltiness of her lover as she recalls how she caressed him with her mouth, pushing him as far as he could go, not stopping despite his plea to be inside her. She would not allow it. She wanted everything to be focused on him. And so she kept on going: licking, teasing with her teeth, flicking her tongue around his length and squeezing his velvet hardness tight between her lips. She needed to feel his abandon inside her mouth. His vulnerability, and her power. She had taken him over the edge. And when Theo cried out her name, it was like a flare to her heart. Burning her and yet warming her at the same time, filling her with the dual sensations of fear and satisfaction. How could that be? Normally she doesn’t like her lovers to speak, let alone cry out. She always insists on making love in silence. She hates false proclamations of love, uttered in the heat of passion. Yet Theo called to her, and deep down inside her there was an answering echo, despite her conscious denial. Now the salty flavour of him lingers still upon her lips. No wonder she dreamt of the sea. She closes her eyes and pushes away unwanted images, her smile fading. But they resurface, these disjointed sensations from her dream. Sinking under water, unable to swim up to the light; darkness, suffocation.

‘Hey, what’s wrong?’

She opens her eyes. Theo is lying on his side, his head resting on his hand, his clear blue eyes studying her.

‘I had a bad dream last night.’

He pulls her towards him, and she lets him fold his arms around her. She closes her eyes and feels his chin as he rests it on the top of her head.

‘Do you want to tell me about it?’ he asks, his voice muffled against her hair, but she doesn’t reply, not immediately, and he doesn’t push her. It feels so good to be held in her lover’s arms; she doesn’t want to take them back to her nightmares, ruin a fresh new day with her baggage.

‘No,’ she says.

‘Okay, darling.’ He kisses the top of her head. The endearment trips off his lips so easily. Can he really mean it? She finds it hard to do the same, the words sticking in her throat. Darling. She stiffens in his arms, wanting now to push away from him. Theo gently unravels his body from around her, as if sensing her need for distance.

‘I’ll make some tea,’ he says, getting out of bed, studiously avoiding eye contact. She watches him in all his glorious nakedness as he strides across the room. He wraps her silk dressing gown around himself, but it only adds to his manliness, emphasising the masculine contours of his body. She feels a stirring below her navel, deeper, deeper, as she watches him walk out the door. Why did she chill in his arms? Now she would like to make love.

She glances at the clock. It’s already after seven. She should be getting up; she has a busy day ahead, yet still she cannot stir from the sanctuary of their bed. She yawns and stretches, awaiting Theo’s return with the tea. She is glad she didn’t blot this morning with her narcissist fears.

Valentina isn’t fond of the past. She has never understood the obsession amongst her contemporaries with relationship transparency, the need to dredge up your personal history and expect your lover to share it. It bemuses her how so many young women want to manipulate their boyfriends through pity. The last thing she wants is to be a victim. No, it is better to never look back, always maintain a little mystery. She believes you should keep your secrets to yourself. That has always been her motto. And yet . . .

She can’t get Gina Faladi’s words out of her head. Said in all innocence, of course. Gina is a sweet person, if a bit too submissive in Valentina’s opinion. She has seen the way she lets her boyfriend, Gregorio, boss her around. God knows what he is like under the covers. Yet despite this, Gina is one of the best make-up artists Valentina has ever worked with. Last week they flew to Prague together to do a fashion shoot for Marie Claire. It was on the way home, after a couple of glasses of wine on board the flight, that Gina asked her the question that now keeps circling inside her head like a big black cat.

Where does he go?

That was what Gina said. Valentina was about to reply that she had no idea, and so what, she and Theo didn’t do jealousy, but when she saw Gina’s eyebrows beginning to arch, she changed her mind.

Work. She took a sip of her red wine. Going to exhibitions. Meeting artists. Buying art, she expanded vaguely. A good excuse, and who knows, possibly true. But the fact of the matter is that Valentina has absolutely no idea where her lover disappears to once a month and for several days at a time. Yes, there have been articles and reviews, and before he met her, two books had been published, one on German expressionism and one on futurism in Italy in the twenties, but there is not nearly the volume of work one would expect from such a globetrotting art critic. And what is he doing in Milan? His part-time lecturing at the university hardly provides a good income. Surely he could get a better position in a university back in America? Yet when she asked Theo why he was in Italy, he avoided answering her, waving his arms around like a true Italian and stating vaguely that it was where he needed to be right now. Every day she expects him to tell her he is going home. And yet here he is, still based in Milan nearly a year after she met him.

In the beginning, Valentina didn’t care where Theo went. In fact during the first couple of months of living together she looked forward to his little disappearances. She couldn’t help doubting her rash offer, and blamed her mother’s words for pushing her into making it.

‘Don’t let him possess you; that’s what they all want to do. And for God’s sake don’t move in together.’

As usual her mother had taken the wind out of her sails. What had induced Valentina to call her anyway? She had been on some kind of a high, after the first few exciting weeks with Theo, and she had had this foolish urge to share it with her mother. She had even sat up half the night to wait for a good time to call her in the States. Yet of course she should have known better. Instead of being happy for her, all her mother could see were the negatives.

‘Valentina,’ she warned, ‘you and I, we’re not able to give ourselves up totally to just one man. We need space. I learnt that the hard way, honey. Don’t rush into anything.’

Her advice made Valentina furious. She was not like her mother, who was vain and self-centred, an attention-seeker and unable to share, even with her own children. She had to prove her wrong. So that very evening, much to Theo’s astonishment, she invited him to move in with her. Why not? His landlord had just given him notice, and he needed to find a place to live anyway. Her apartment was huge and cost her nothing, since it belonged to her mother. They were to be flatmates, she told him, who happened to have sex together. The incongruity of her proposition made him laugh and call her a crazy woman. Even so, he accepted.

Yet if she is honest with herself, Valentina has to admit that she is afraid her mother could be right. She finds it hard getting used to compromising. She and Theo rarely argue, and they have similar tastes in music, food and art, yet it is the little things that get to her. She likes the bedroom door open at night, and a light on in the hall, whereas Theo prefers complete darkness and a closed door. She likes silence when she works, and he plays music. Usually it is something they both like, but occasionally he puts on music from the eighties that her mother loved – Joy Division, The Cure – way too loud so that she can hear it even when she is in her studio or in her darkroom developing pictures. It always makes her grit her teeth. And sometimes he talks too much. He is careful not to talk about himself, or push for too many questions about her mother (something other lovers all end up doing, which puts her off them instantly), but he is obsessed with discussions. It could of course be on art, or a film they might have just seen, and that is fine. But Theo also loves to get stuck into talking about current affairs, economics or history. He is constantly quizzing her on Italian politics. What do people think of Mussolini now? What happened to her family during the Second World War? Valentina has no interest. She had a stomach full of politics when she was a child. Her mother’s bedtime stories of what had happened to her father’s family during the war were enough to put her off for life, as well as her mother arguing over the rights and wrongs of communism with her brother Mattia, on the rare occasions she saw him. Somehow she equates the clash of her parents’ ideologies with the reason why her own father left all those years ago. Valentina doesn’t like idealists. Those who neglect their own families for the sake of the common good. Theo seems more pragmatic; how can he not be with his upbringing? And yet when he starts talking about the world and hope for change, it makes her edgy. Does he notice the tightness around her mouth as she sets it in an uncommunicative line, the clench of her jaw as he pushes her to give an opinion? It is no coincidence that usually the very next day Theo will announce that he is heading off on a work trip, as if he knows she needs to be on her own.

Valentina has always been used to solitude. She grew up as if she was an only child, since Mattia was thirteen and away at school by the time she was born. Her father left before she was old enough to remember him. Even Mattia claims he doesn’t know where he is. So it was just her and her mother, who taught her from an early age to be self-sufficient. When she was very young, Valentina’s mother took her with her on her photographic assignments, and the long hours spent waiting turned her into an avid reader.

Once Valentina was thirteen, her mother left her behind in Milan, claiming she didn’t want to disrupt her education, but Valentina suspected that it was because she didn’t want her teenage daughter cramping her style. All the men loved Tina Rosselli. She was an icon in her world of glamour and style. To her credit, she never hid her age, but to be accompanied by a glaringly younger version of herself was a little too much for her vanity to bear. Thus Valentina would spend whole weeks at a time on her own in the apartment, her only company her mother’s sulky cat, Tash. She remembered bringing Gaby back with her one Friday after school, and her friend’s complete astonishment when she realised that Valentina had been alone all week. It was a fact she was careful not to broadcast when she was in school.

‘But who looks after you?’ Gaby asked her, wide eyed with pity.

‘I don’t need anyone to look after me,’ Valentina replied haughtily.

‘Do you do everything yourself?’ Gaby asked her. ‘Your clothes?’

Valentina couldn’t help but notice her friend looking down at her crumpled school skirt and blouse. The nuns were always telling her off for her messy uniform, a criticism she was careful never to relay to her mother, who was fiercely proud of her appearance and always left Valentina strict instructions to be neatly turned out.

‘I don’t care about how I look,’ she said nonchalantly. ‘It’s only school.’

Gaby gingerly hung her satchel on the back of a kitchen chair. The table was littered with unwashed cups and a couple of sticky plates.

‘So do you cook for yourself?’ she asked Valentina.

‘Sort of.’ Valentina sashayed over to the fridge, feeling very grown-up. ‘Are you hungry?’

‘Always!’ Gaby grinned at her. ‘Hey, let’s eat everything we’re not supposed to. I’ll go to the bakery while you cook.’

Valentina limply hung over the fridge door, and stared inside. There was a jar of pesto, a block of Parmesan and a container of rigatoni. That was it. Gaby joined her by the fridge. She put her arm around her friend’s waist when she saw its paltry contents.

‘Is that it?’ she whispered in horror.

Valentina couldn’t reply. She was seeing the inside of her fridge with her friend’s eyes. She felt so ashamed of her mother.

‘Mama’s not that into food . . .’

Gaby squeezed her waist.

‘I can cook something nice for you. My mother taught me how.’

Valentina bit her lip. She loved Gaby, but sometimes she couldn’t help feeling a little jealous. Gaby’s mother was one of those traditional Italian mamas. Plump, doting, always feeding you. It was why, Gaby complained, she was twice the size of Valentina. Yet Valentina admired Gaby’s budding curves. She herself was still tall and narrow, with no shape at all. Her mother had never taught her to cook.

‘Okay, I’ll go to the bakery and buy us some little cakes,’ Valentina offered.

‘Get a selection, four different ones each!’ Gaby called as Valentina went out the door.

Not only did Gaby cook for her, a sumptuous meal of pesto and rigatoni, with a rich tomato sauce (where did she find the ingredients in the chaos of the kitchen cupboards?), but by the time Valentina returned with the cakes, she had also swept the floor, washed the dishes and wiped the kitchen table. Her friend’s desire to care for her filled Valentina with awe, for she knew she would not think of doing the same for her.

‘Aren’t you lonely?’ Gaby asked her as she polished off the tomato sauce, licking the spoon hungrily.

‘Never,’ Valentina said, sitting back and feeling the rare satisfaction of a full belly. ‘I like being on my own. Although I wouldn’t mind having you as my cook.’

This love of being in her own company has never gone away. So until Gina’s fateful words, Valentina had actually looked forward to Theo’s short absences. Only two, at the most three, days away. Long enough to relish her solitude and to miss him, but not too long to worry about where he is or what he is doing. The fact that he has never offered an explanation demonstrates that he believes they are above the possessiveness others can get bogged down by. They really are flatmates first, lovers second. He never asks her what she has been up to.

Valentina gets out of bed and draws back the curtains, opening the French window slightly. She is cooled by the autumnal breeze, yet even though her skin is prickling from the chill, she likes to remain naked. She closes her eyes and the wind feels like a hand stroking her, all the way from her forehead, down her cheeks and neck to her throat and chest. She feels her nipples harden as the temperature drops inside the room, and wind licks between her legs. She can hear the constant stream of traffic through Milan, the heartbeat of the city, and yet she catches what peace there is as well. She visualises random images of tranquillity: a pigeon taking flight in the cloisters of Sant’Ambrogio, a boat drifting down the Naviglio canal, an empty swing in Parco Sempione rocking in the breeze. She smells the dying leaves, imagines them spinning off the trees on Via De Amicis. She likes this time of year in Milan. The city has finally cooled after the heavy, humid summer. August can be a nightmare, forty degrees and yet skies as grey as lead. Everyone tries to get away. This year she and Theo escaped to Sardinia for three weeks. Just as hot, yet the sea breezes lifted the oppressiveness of it.

She opens her eyes and feels such a longing to be back in Sardinia, outside in nature, naked on the warm sand, smelling the salty tang of the sea washing over her. As she walks across the bedroom, she imagines wading through the balmy sea. She feels the weight of her nakedness and catches a glimpse of her bottom as she passes the mirror. Men have always admired her behind. She has to admit she is rather proud of it. After being such a skinny teenager, she was pleased when her curves finally developed. She hates to see other women ashamed of their bodies. Struggling into swimming costumes behind towels at the beach; self-conscious and eyes averted when trying on clothes in changing rooms. Can they not see how beautiful they are, in all their diversity, within their curved contours: the creamy velvet of their skin, breasts of all shapes and sizes, soft stomachs, broad hips, voluptuous thighs? The only other women she knows who are as open as she is about nudity are the models she photographs. Those stick-thin girls are past any kind of self-consciousness. Sometimes when she sees models who are obviously anorexic it makes her tense, almost angry. She is, as all her friends will tell you, one of the most non-judgemental people you will ever meet. Yet anorexia brings back ghosts for Valentina. Images of her mother she would like to forget.

By the time Theo returns to the bedroom with a tray laden with teapot, cups and saucers, Valentina is back in bed, sitting up expectantly, a pillow stuffed behind her back against the iron bedstead. This is one of the advantages of living with someone. Just by making her a pot of tea, Theo makes her feel cherished.

Her lover carefully places the tray in the middle of the bed, and climbs back into bed beside her.

‘Will you be mother?’ he asks her.

The English phrase amuses her. The last thing she could imagine her mother ever doing is pouring tea out of a teapot like a duchess.

‘Of course,’ she says, looking at Theo from under her lashes. ‘As you know, I like to be in charge sometimes.’

He grins back at her as she picks up the teapot and begins to pour tea into his cup. As she does so, Theo leans forward and cups her breasts, one in each of his hands.

‘Don’t want my property getting splashed by hot tea,’ he explains, winking at her.

She swats him off nonchalantly, yet a part of her likes this. She leans back against the pillow, nursing her hot tea between her hands, and wonders if they are the image of an old married couple, sitting side by side in bed drinking Earl Grey tea for breakfast. Well at least we’re naked, she thinks comfortingly.

‘Are you okay now?’ Theo asks her.

She nods, sipping the tea. The warm liquid comforts her, and yes, she can honestly say that her night-time fears are banished for today. Theo puts his cup of tea down on the bedside table, leans over towards her and kisses her on the neck, just under her ear. It tickles, but also sets her heart racing a little.

‘I have something to ask you,’ he whispers, his breath lifting her hair.

Involuntarily she stiffens with unease. No, not now; she doesn’t want to talk about it this morning.

‘I have to get up. I want to develop some pictures before I go on the shoot,’ she says, placing her cup back down on the tray.

‘It’s just a little question, Valentina, don’t worry.’ She looks at him, and he is smiling at her, his eyes brimming with bemusement. Is he mocking her?

‘Well, go on then,’ she commands.

‘My parents are coming to Europe,’ Theo says. ‘They are going to Amsterdam first to visit my grandparents but then they thought they would come and see me, us, here in Milan.’

‘They know about me?’

‘Of course they know about you!’ he laughs. ‘We’ve been living together for six months, Valentina. They are dying to meet you.’

She looks at him in horror. He is completely relaxed, as if this is something of small consequence. The fact that his parents are coming to Milan. That he wants her to meet them. Her mouth dries up for a minute and she is unable to speak.

‘They’re not coming until the end of November,’ he continues. ‘I know it’s ages away, but I wanted to give you fair warning.’ He hesitates, beginning to notice the expression on her face. ‘I know you’re not keen on family stuff.’

She shakes her head vehemently.

‘No, Theo, I’m sorry. I can’t meet your parents.’

‘What?’ He looks astounded. His mouth drops open in shock.

‘I told you this before. This is how I am,’ she says stiffly, pulling back the covers, straining to get out of bed. Theo catches her arm, restraining her.

‘Valentina,’ he says softly. ‘Really, it’s nothing to be worried about. They are nice people. I’ve told them so much about you. They just want to meet you.’

She whips her head around.

‘You told them all about me!’ she spits.

‘Of course I did. You’re my girlfriend.’ Theo looks wounded.

‘That’s the first I knew about it,’ she says cruelly.

Theo’s forehead creases in confusion.

‘Well what are you then, if you’re not my girlfriend? We’re living together, Valentina. We’ve already been through—’

‘Don’t say it . . . I told you not to mention it again . . .’

‘But Valentina . . .’

She holds her hand up, stops him before he starts to speak.

‘I am your lover, Theo. And that role is something very different from a girlfriend. The term “girlfriend” implies that we have some kind of vested relationship, a possible future. “Lover” is a more transitory term. It is a temporary condition.’

‘Christ, Valentina!’ Theo exclaims. ‘You are an infuriating woman.’

‘Remember, Theo,’ she says calmly, and it is a good feeling, this sensation of being in control, ‘when you moved into this apartment, I told you it was convenient. It suited us both. But I also told you that it wasn’t going to be for ever, remember?’

She listens to her voice. It is outside of herself, and she is unpleasantly reminded of her own mother speaking. Don’t let him possess you.

‘Valentina, I am not asking you to make any big commitment. It’s just my parents. I’d like you to meet them, that’s all.’

‘I’m sorry, Theo,’ she says, climbing out of bed and looking down at him. ‘I don’t want to. They can stay here, but I’ll go away. You’ll have the place to yourselves. It’s much better that way.’

Theo looks her up and down in disbelief. Just his gaze causes her nipples to harden, and she can’t help noticing his reaction to her naked body in return.

‘It’s not better that way,’ he says softly, entreating her with his rich blue gaze. A part of her wants to give in, to fall back into the bed, sink into his arms and comply. Yet her terror dominates. She can’t bear the thought of meeting Theo’s parents. It brings her too close to him, too much into his world. And if that happens, how will she find her way out again when it ends, because surely one day they will tire of each other? Nothing lasts for ever. She sighs deeply and turns away from him, picks up her dressing gown from where he discarded it on the floor and puts it on, tying it tightly around her waist.

‘I can’t talk about this right now. I have to get ready. I’ve a lot to do today.’ She wanders over to the dressing table and picks up her hairbrush, pulling it listlessly through her hair. She watches Theo getting out of bed, defeat still clear in his features, and she feels guilty. It’s time to change the subject.

‘Do you want to go to Antonella’s opening tonight?’ she asks, trying to sound more upbeat. Theo pauses in the doorway of the bedroom, towel in hand.

‘Sorry, I can’t. I have to go away. I’ve another job.’

‘Again?’

The word slips out. Deadly. Valentina wishes she could snatch it back. She turns away quickly, yet she can still see his face in the mirror. His expression is impassive now.

‘Do you not want me to go away?’ he asks.

She backtracks furiously.

‘No, of course I don’t mind. It’s just a surprise. I didn’t know you were going away today . . .’ Her voice trails off and suddenly she feels foolish, exposed.

‘Would you like me to cancel?’ he asks, leaning against the doorway and looking at her with interest.

‘No, of course not,’ she snaps crossly. ‘I was just wondering where you’re going. It’s not that big a deal.’ She tries to sound indifferent, focuses on arranging her hair.

‘Are you sure you don’t want me to stay?’ he asks. She can feel the heat of his gaze, although she still refuses to catch his eye.

‘No, I told you, I don’t care,’ she says harshly. ‘I was just curious, that’s all.’ She softens her voice.

Theo drops his towel and walks over to stand behind her. As he leans over her and strokes her hand, she can feel his erection pushing against her silk-clad back. She knows he is trying to entice her to turn around and touch him. Yet she resists.

‘I always thought you weren’t that interested in where I go or what I do,’ he says quietly.

‘You’re right. I don’t know why I asked you really. I like mysteries,’ she explains, trying to keep her voice light. ‘They keep things from getting boring.’

‘I see.’

He spins her around on her stool and he is smiling at her as if he knows something she doesn’t.

‘What is it?’ She pushes her finger into his belly, which is so firm it almost springs back. What art critic has a stomach like that?

‘I have a present for you,’ Theo says. ‘I believe it will stop you from being bored while I am away.’

‘Oh really?’ she says huskily, reaching towards him now. Maybe she does have time to make love before she has to go to work. She is aching to feel him inside her. The morning’s conversation has made her feel unsettled. She knows that if they make love it will calm her down. Yet just as she is about to touch him, Theo steps back and shakes his head, looking at her flirtatiously.

‘Now, now, Valentina,’ he says, walking across the room towards the wardrobe. ‘Patience.’

He opens the wardrobe and takes out a large package, placing it on the dressing table in front of her.

‘But why have you got me a present?’ she asks, and their eyes lock in the mirror. He hesitates for a minute, holding her with his gaze that seems to say so much. Words she doesn’t want to acknowledge. She casts her eyes down.

‘Because I believe it’s time for you to have this,’ he tells her.

So it’s not something she might want, or like; it’s something she should have. Why is he being so obtuse? She leans over to unwrap the package, but Theo puts his hand over hers and pushes her fist into his palm. She looks back up at his reflection in the mirror. She feels as if time has stopped as she looks into Theo’s glacial blue eyes, the only northern part of him, and for once she is inquisitive for his secrets. She sees herself reflected: tiny and naked. A little butterfly of flesh imprinted upon his iris.

‘Later,’ he says, pulling her up from the dressing-table stool. ‘Open it when I am gone.’

He kisses her, and she lets herself succumb to his touch. His hands work at the knot at her waist, and when he has undone it, he slips the dressing gown off her shoulders so it drops to the ground. His erect penis pushes against her pelvis and she is craving him, aching to feel him within her. She stands on tiptoes and wraps one leg around the back of his. He is almost breathless as he lifts her up and pushes into her.

‘Valentina,’ he gasps. ‘Oh my Valentina . . .’

‘Shush,’ she says, putting her finger to his lips to silence him. He carries her over to the bed. She is twisted around him, feeling his length going deeper and deeper inside her. They fall together as one on to the covers, and she squeezes him tight, urging him to push faster, harder into her. He raises himself above her, taking both her hands in one of his, and lifting them above her head. She is lost in the power of his passion. He pulls back ever so slowly, and as he suddenly rams back into her, she can’t help gasping slightly. She joins him in force, thrusting back with all her might, and they become one throbbing entity. She closes her eyes, relaxing at last. This is what she needs. Complete abandonment. She is all sensation, her body leading her, no thoughts involved. He touches her deep within, as only Theo can, and she begins to pulse around him. She has an image of ripples in water, ever increasing, ever decreasing, to the swirling whirlpool at its very centre. They climax together and she is dragged down, as if the bed itself is the bottom of the ocean drowning them. The water is black.

Afterwards, he cradles her in his arms. She knows she needs to get up, that she is going to be late for work, and yet she is paralysed, held tight within her lover’s embrace.

‘Valentina?’ he whispers into her ear.

‘Don’t talk,’ she entreats him. Don’t ruin our peace. He ignores her.

‘Valentina, please be my girlfriend.’

She doesn’t reply.

‘Valentina, I want us to be more than casual lovers. Flatmates.’

She turns to face him.

‘No, Theo. I don’t want that.’

‘Are you sure?’

She nods, and he looks so sad she almost agrees to his request. But what’s the point? She is not girlfriend material.

She tries to console him with her body. She places her hands on his chest, pushes her fingers through the twirls of hair and tugs them, before raising her fingers to her lips and licking them, pinching his nipples tight. All the while he stares at her, speechless, yet his body doesn’t respond. Eventually he takes her hands in his, and lifts them up and away from his body.

‘Why not?’ he asks. ‘I don’t want to change who you are. I just want to be able to call you my girlfriend.’

‘Theo . . . I can’t . . . you know that . . . I told you before . . .’

Her inadequate words stumble over each other. She pulls her hands away from his grasp.

‘Can you not just think about it? Please try, Valentina.’

She wants to scream at him that it is no good. She can’t let herself fall in love with him. And yet she finds herself agreeing to think about it. Even though she knows it isn’t fair, she lets him walk away hopeful.

It is too late now. He has gone. Where, she has no idea, apart from the fact that it will be cold, since he took his down jacket and snow boots. She is glad he didn’t push her further. Will you be my girlfriend? No, she could never do it. Why can’t he let things just stay as they are? Casual. Fun. Sexy. But living with someone is hardly casual, she suspects. Has she been a fool to let a man move in with her? And why does he need some sort of commitment from her? She doesn’t want him to leave . . . and yet she can’t give him what he wants. Maybe her mother is right after all, she thinks sourly. Maybe she and her mother are the same. Inconstant butterflies, flitting from one man to the next.

Valentina shakes the thought from her head, and picks up the package on the dressing table. It is surprisingly heavy and she places it back down again. It is a plain brown-paper parcel tied with string. No label on it. No card. She is full of anticipation. What could it be? She hopes it isn’t a grand romantic gesture. My God, what if he is building up to a proposal? The idea horrifies Valentina. She has no intention of ever getting married.

She steps back and stares at it. She is not sure she is ready to face what lies inside that brown paper. She has a feeling it is something important. She walks into the bathroom and turns on the shower full blast. As the steaming water cascades over her shoulders, down her back, stomach and thighs, she opens her mouth and lets it run through her. She tries to wash away her anxiety, forget the look in Theo’s eyes just before he left. Why is it that all her lovers want to cage her? She hoped Theo was different. She gives him so much space, and yet even he isn’t satisfied. What annoys her most is how his excursions are beginning to bother her. Sometimes she finds herself waking up in the middle of the night when he is away and wondering if he is okay. She will be on the verge of sending a text when she manages to stop herself. Their rule is never to contact each other when either of them is abroad. She hates the pestering nature of texting. The last thing in the world she wants to be is needy.

She is pulling on her stockings when she can bear it no longer. She has to know. Wearing nothing but her G-string, suspender belt and one sheer stocking, she squeezes the package and tries to weigh it in her hands. It could be a picture, or a book. It’s too big to be a ring, anyway, thank goodness. She unties the string, which is knotted tightly and takes ages. Typical Theo. Then she slowly rips off the paper until it is shredded at her feet.

She is holding a black book. On second thoughts, it is an album, but old, made from some kind of black velvet that is so worn it is no longer plush, but bare cloth. As she opens the book, she is hit by a strong scent of old roses, sweet and decaying. She looks at the open book and sits down on the bed in surprise. How strange. Her present is a riddle. Attached to the first page is a negative. She can tell immediately that it is old, because it is bigger than modern-day negatives. It also has a yellowish tinge. It is attached to the thick, card-like paper by a tiny sliver of tape that she can easily remove. She takes out the negative and holds it up to the light, but it is impossible to make out the image. She flicks the page and finds another negative. She turns the next page, and the next. All of them contain negatives. Nothing else. No words. No pictures. No explanation. She feels inexplicably annoyed, and tosses the book behind her on to the bed. What kind of a present is this?

No ordinary present, that’s what, Valentina.

She can hear Theo’s voice inside her head. She cannot help but be reassured. She picks up the negative she peeled from the album. This is more than a gift, she thinks. This is a game. A thrill of excitement stirs inside her belly. Theo is playing with her. Giving her little fragments of . . . what? Him, her, the mystery that surrounds him? This is fun, and certainly not a marriage proposal or anything too romantic. She carefully places the negative on her bedroom bureau and pulls on her other stocking. She cannot wait to get into her darkroom to make a print and uncover the first clue in her lover’s puzzle.



Belle


SHE RETURNS AT DAWN, TO ENTER HER OWN DEEP LAGOON of dreaming. She stretches on her back, her arms flung upwards and grasping her bedstead, her toes pointed, the sheets entwined around her naked body. Through a chink in the curtains she can see the pink blush of day. She hears a blackbird call to her and she imagines it sitting on her balcony, its oily feathers sleek in the morning light, singing as freely as her spirit feels. She closes her eyes and remembers the sensations of the night, a stranger’s skin against her skin, and the musky scent of shared desire.

She doesn’t feel wicked, nor does she feel good. She is detached from these emotions. She listens to the church bells of Venice, in time with the beat of her heart and the measured lap of the canal outside her window. She pushes her hand across her brow, lifting her hair as if to feel for fever, but in reality remembering the heat of his hand upon her forehead, less than two hours ago.

It is 1929. Picture her now, Signora Louise Brzezinska as Miss Louise Brooks. They are kindred spirits, she and the actress. Women who wish to share their sexuality, their eroticism and their affection. Despite her husband’s possession, Louise cannot live just one life with him. She is impelled to take risks because she needs to be another Louise. The Louise who plays the part of Belle, starring in her own private drama.

It happened quite by accident the first time. She was on her way to a costume party. Her husband was abroad and she had decided to be brave and attend on her own. She had been looking forward to it for so long. Her life had become unbearably dull, every day filled with running the household and looking after her husband’s needs. The only time they seemed to go out was to Mass. The party offered her some small escape, especially since she was required to dress up. She liked dressing up. She liked being another woman.

She decided to be daring, since her husband was not at home to be disapproving, and copied the image on a postcard from an arcade machine in America which one of her husband’s associates had given her, of a young woman dressed in Egyptian costume. Since the discovery of Tutankhamun’s tomb a few years ago, she had been fascinated by Egyptian imagery. She had found some books in her husband’s library on the ancient gods of Egypt, and had spent hours studying Horus and Thoth, with their bird heads, and sinister Anubis, half man, half jackal, guardian of the dead and yet potent with sexuality. Sometimes during the solitary days when she seemed to spend every hour poring over these books, she would dream of Anubis, his splendid dog face snarling, licking, biting, while his human half was inside her, satisfying her in a way her husband never could.

This particular night Louise wanted to be Egyptian precisely because it gave her these sensations, the mixture of seduction and the macabre. She had her seamstress make her a shimmering outfit: a long transparent gown of black chiffon decorated with gold beading worn underneath a cream silk skirt that parted at the centre. This was held in place by a sheath of rich gold damask tied around her waist and curving beneath her behind, emphasising its outline. On her top half she wore dark silk, sleeveless, split down either side right to the waist. Over this was an embroidered garment that was little more than a brassiere encrusted with thick gold beading. On her head she wore a gold band neatly clipped around her black bob. The outfit was more than daring and Louise loved it.

It had been her intention to take a gondola down the canal to the party, but at the last minute she decided against it. Although it was a warm night, her maid, Pina, insisted she wear a light woollen stole draped around her shoulders, fearful that her mistress was a little too under-dressed for propriety. She had begged her to wear one of her furs, but Louise claimed it was too hot.

Louise listened to the sound of her heels ringing out on the cobbles of Venice. She loved to walk in this city. Sometimes she would let herself get lost and disappear for hours, much to the annoyance of her husband. This night she chose a circuitous route to the party, since she didn’t want to arrive too early. It was a quiet, empty trail through the city, and she was sure her husband would disapprove of her reckless behaviour, but there was a part of Louise that could not help but disobey him. It gave her satisfaction even though he would never know.

She had just passed Campo San Polo when she paused on one of the little bridges. Putting her hands on the balustrade, she looked out at a corner of Canal Grande which she could see from where she stood. Here in Venice the streets were like a network of narrow branches stretching and reaching across a great sky of water. Sometimes she felt marooned. It could be a haven, or it could be a kind of jail. She reached into her bag, took out her cigarette case and snapped it open. The walking had made her hot, and she hoped her cheeks were not too red from the exertion. She would have one cigarette before she moved on so that she could compose herself. She wanted to look cool and aloof when she arrived, just like a dark Egyptian soul. She pulled her stole from her shoulders and looked at it in disgust. Louise Brooks would not be seen dead in such a mediocre garment. In a moment of abandon, she dropped it into the canal. She hated that stole. She shook her head and adjusted the gold band around her head.

‘Shall I rescue that for you?’ A man had appeared by her side. She started in surprise.

‘No thank you,’ she said, turning to look at him.

He was not a tall man, but he had a beautiful face. Dark honey eyes, and a soft curly moustache. He looked young. Maybe the same age as her. Perhaps younger. She took a drag of her cigarette and stared at him. She saw the surprise in his eyes at her audacity.

‘Are you going to a costume party?’ he asked, indicating her attire.

‘No, sometimes I dress like this because I want to,’ she lied, enjoying the suggestion in her answer. She put her head on one side and smiled at him. He smiled back, and she noticed that he had a little chip in one of his front teeth. A thought came unbidden into her head. How it would feel for him to tease her nipple between his teeth; how would it feel for the sharp broken edge of his front tooth to catch on her skin? She looked into his eyes and his pupils had dilated so that they were almost black. He took a tentative step towards her, and she didn’t move.

‘Are you working?’ he asked, so quietly it was as if the water beneath the bridge spoke.

Working? What could he mean?

He stepped forward again. From the glint in his eye, and his hand in his breast pocket, fingering some notes that he had begun to remove, she now understood what he meant.

He was up close. She could feel his excitement through his trousers as he pressed against the light layers of her skirt, which shifted easily as soon as he touched them to reveal her bare leg. For one so young, how bold he was to approach a woman he thought was a prostitute. Surely he had a beau? He was handsome, looked respectable, and yet she smelt it on him, his potent sexuality, just like her.

‘How much?’ he whispered.

She shivered with fear and excitement. She should have slapped him and walked away, but she didn’t. Her lips went dry, but she tried to keep up her sanguine façade. She named a figure, not knowing if it was the going rate, as she stabbed her cigarette out on the parapet of the bridge. She could see her hand shaking uncontrollably as if in shock at her own words. She grasped it tightly with her other hand, stilling her astonishment. What exactly was she doing?

He counted out the notes, looking around him to make sure no one was watching, and handed them to her. She didn’t even glance at them as she stuffed them into her bag.

‘Where?’ he asked urgently, his hand around her wrist as if he was worried that she might flee now that she had his money.

Where? She hadn’t thought of that. She could hardly take this stranger home. And even if she could, she knew that if she didn’t follow her instinct right this very moment, she never would. She would give him back his money. She might still walk away.

Yet at the same time as her doubt, another emotion emerged: a sense of power she hadn’t felt since before she got married. Louise was in control again.

‘Over there,’ she said, her voice low and husky, indicating a tiny alcove on the other side of the bridge, barely visible from the street.

He expected her to do it. This was the thrill. After thirteen years of her husband deciding when they would have sex, and being in charge – she was never allowed to actually touch his penis; just had to lie back and let him do his business – this young man wanted her to touch him. She reached out, her hands shaking with anticipation. It felt different from how she had expected. Softer, yet stronger. She squeezed hard and then relaxed her grip. She felt his penis nuzzled into her palm as if it was a being in its own right. Her back was against the old Venetian wall as he pulled aside her skirt, as simply as if he were opening a curtain. He fingered her for a few moments, and it was a delicious sensation. Her husband had never touched her here before. She pulled her silk underwear down and opened her legs wide. With his penis between her hands, she pushed him into her.

She was in Ancient Egypt now, in a dark tomb of desire. She was Anubis’s love slave. The young man growled into her neck, and together they rocked backwards. He lifted one of her legs so that it hooked around his back. Oh, this young one has done this before, she thought. It excited her to imagine that he believed she was experienced too. All he wanted from her was sex. He licked her neck hungrily, pushing up into her. She pulled her silk top back from her chest, and yanked down the brassiere. She put her hand behind his neck, forcing his head down to her breast. Oh yes, she could feel him sucking, and that broken tooth dragging on her nipple. He pushed in and out of her, faster and faster, and she was moving with him, not lying like a dead woman as she did for her husband. She was making love with her Egyptian jackal god. She desired him, and yet she feared him. He was burying her under layers of his touch. The deep earth of her longing was reaching into her and extracting her passion. Ah, she thought, sex is not death like it is with my husband. It is the life in death.

And now Louise was so deep inside her jackal god that she was no longer flesh and blood, no longer a woman, but gold dust dancing in the night air, a tiny part of Ancient Egypt brought alive in Venice. It had been so long, so, so long since she had felt these sensations. She was full of this young man’s penis. She sensed her vibrations exciting him, and he sped up, biting her nipple as he came, and jolting her up towards him so that he was deep inside her, deeper than her husband had ever been.

A moment’s breath and the young man pulled out. He was grinning with delight but she refused to smile, although she was proud of the effect she had had on him. It had made her happier than she had been in a long time.

‘Good night, madam,’ he said, lifting her hand to his lips and kissing it delicately like a true gallant before disappearing across the bridge.

Louise was left shaking. She was shocked. Not at what she had done, no, she did not feel ashamed or disgusted with herself. Her shock was at the discovery of who she was. A vessel for lovemaking. She knew it in her heart, just as anyone who has a calling does. She had never felt so alive, so whole, so elated. What was love without sex? It couldn’t be real love. Yet what her husband classed as sex she would call procreation. The only reason he touched her was because he wanted a child. What had happened just now was sexual liberty in all its glory. Louise and this boy sharing their desires in a dark alcove in the backwaters of Venice. This was her freedom.

She rearranged her clothing. Took out another cigarette and smoked it, looking at the moon reflected in the canal. Her discarded shawl lay upon its surface like a gaping wound within its silver orb. An omen of pain to come, she feared, and yet she wondered if she would ever be brave enough to do again what she had just done. She tossed her half-smoked cigarette into the canal and set off towards the party.

As she walked briskly through the Venetian night, Saint-Saëns’ ‘Danse Macabre’ played inside her head as if it were the musical accompaniment to her night walk, enticing the dissolute ghosts of Venice to join her in a dance of liberty. If she could have passion and love, would that make her happy? she wondered. Or would it destroy her? She wasn’t sure. All she knew was that it would never be a possibility with her husband. If she were to have any hope of finding this kind of love, she would have to separate herself into two: Louise, the wife of the respectable Polish businessman in Venice; and Belle, her hidden self, the whore. She made a promise as she walked. She would find this kind of love despite the consequences. If Anubis himself came to take her away, she would follow him gladly. For Louise, life without love was death.



Valentina


HOW WILL VALENTINA TELL HIM WHEN HE GETS BACK? That she can’t be what he wants: that girlfriend is the first step to . . . what? Love . . . engagement . . . marriage? After she tells him, things will deteriorate no matter how she tries to divert him. It’s such a shame. She doesn’t really want him to move out. It is good he is away for a few days. It gives her a chance to prolong the illusion that everything is okay. Maybe if she plays his game, with the photo album and the negatives, it might be enough.

She closes her eyes for a moment and tries to stifle familiar memories. Those few weeks before letting a lover go. How a touch that could turn her on one day leaves her cold the next. What happens to her? Why is it that as soon as a man tells her he loves her, she switches off? I am just more like them, she thinks crossly. They flit from break-up to break-up all the time, and never get called unfeeling, heartless or shallow. And yet underneath her anger, Valentina feels the edge of another emotion. It is a feeling she doesn’t want to admit to.

Valentina drops the enlargement into the stop bath and waits. She looks at her watch and counts. She is in the crimson confines of her darkroom inside the apartment. It was always her mother’s hiding place, away from her and Mattia, and probably their father. Now it is Valentina’s. Although she only uses it for work, not liking the memories the space evokes.

Valentina often uses film and enjoys developing photographs the old-fashioned way, yet she has never been fond of her darkroom. She has never liked small, dark spaces. She clicks her fingers. Another twenty seconds before she can fix it and turn on the lights.

She leaves the print in the fixer for five minutes, trying not to peek. She doesn’t want to look at it until it is fully developed. She starts rearranging the row of prints hanging above her. Taking them down and examining them. Wondering if they are good enough to exhibit. Theo said they were, but she’s not sure herself.

For as long as she can remember, Valentina has taken pictures. Her mother was a fashion photographer, just like she is now. Valentina was given her first camera when she was eight years old. It was a Kodak Duaflex II from the sixties, which her mother used in her work. It can still take pictures and Valentina has kept it all these years. Although she grew up in the digital age, her mother insisted on teaching her how to use film cameras and develop pictures. She is primarily self-taught (well, mother-taught). Despite going to college to improve her skills, she has never been one to follow the crowd. She experiments constantly. Theo says that’s why she is so good. She shoots from the heart as well as the head. When she sets up a shot, even for a professional shoot, it is primarily instinctive yet at the same time meticulously orchestrated.

Valentina has a passion for the details in life. She notices small things that most people would not even acknowledge: the texture of a lip, a wisp of loose hair, the angle of an eyebrow arch, the length of an eyelash, the apple roundness of a cheek or the slenderness of an ankle. She finds these details, or close-ups, extremely evocative. Often she will create a frame with her fingers and choose a spot on her lover’s body – the stubble on Theo’s chin, for example – leaning down close and examining its exact pattern until he prises her fingers off him, teasing her for her obsession.

Valentina examines her latest work. After several years of shooting women for fashion magazines and looking at female bodies, sometimes so scantily clad they are practically naked, she has begun to feel the urge to make a more creative study. She loves the beauty of the female form, and even though she is not gay, she still finds looking at women erotic and stimulating, pushing her to try to create sensual images.

Using the medium of film, and shooting in black and white, she has so far only taken pictures of herself. She intentionally steers away from models, and has been too shy to ask any other women she knows. Up until this last batch of photographs she has remained clothed, dressing up in some of her mother’s old outfits from the sixties. She knows she looks just like her, and the images are unnerving. Valentina’s aim is to create a world of fantasy images where women become unreal, juxtaposing innocence and lust and seducing the viewer so that no matter how prudish they are they cannot deny the beauty in desire.

This new series of photographs was taken in Venice. She has always felt drawn to this city. Its poetic and sensual overtones constantly bewitch her. In fact it feels more like home to her than Milan. She shot her pictures in the early morning. She found an abandoned palazzo and began by taking pictures of the morning light streaming through the gaps in the boarded shutters. She moved outside then, squeezing through a narrow doorway that led to the canal. It had been raining the previous day in Venice and the water level was high. She crouched down by the edge of the canal and began to take pictures of the murky water. Despite the sunlight illuminating the surface, it was impossible to see to the bottom it was so dirty. So full of secrets, Valentina thought. She could smell the decadent scent of Venice, putrefied salt water. The thick opaqueness reflected back her face. She looked so serious.

She shifted position and a tiny part of Venice crumbled into the water, peppering its surface. Through the ripples she could see her legs, and she took pictures of their reflection. She began to make out other parts of her body. She took off her jacket and took a picture of one of her bare arms. It seemed as though it did not belong to her any more, this pale, slender waving line, beckoning to her. The girl in the green water was no longer Valentina, but another girl, who looked the same but unlike Valentina wanted to be seen. Look at me, she appealed. Her pale face, dark eyes beseeched her. Valentina took another picture, and another. She closed in and her watery self undressed for her. Here was a shot of the inside of a bent knee and upper thigh, teasingly cut off. Another of her stomach, creased from crouching, her belly button like a black seed floating on the water’s surface. She zoomed in on one breast as it floated upon the water like a white bloom. How long she was taking pictures of the naked girl in the water she didn’t know. She was completely focused on her work. It made her breathless and excited to be doing this. She never felt this way when she was doing a fashion shoot.

Gradually the sounds of the day around her began to reemerge. A vaporetto passed by at the top of the tiny canal, causing the water to lap and break up her imagery. Valentina’s erotic girl disappeared and suddenly she saw herself again, crouching by the canal, her eyes wild and her body naked. Hastily she put down her camera and retrieved the clothes that were strewn all around her.

Now she leafs through the prints. They look even more erotic in the red light of the darkroom. She has no memory of taking her clothes off that morning, and yet of course she did. How else would she have been able to create these watery images of her fantasy woman of Venice? She picks up the last image. It is a close-up of her bottom half crouching, from her waist to her knees. Her stomach is rippled by watery reflections of light and dark, and below, between her legs, is a dark, dark shadow of suggestion. The viewer senses she is naked, yet they cannot see her private parts clearly. The water keeps them hidden. Valentina can’t help feeling turned on as she looks at this image. She wishes that Theo were with her in the darkroom so they could make love.

She puts the pictures aside, begins to rub herself gently, fingering her nipples, and then stops suddenly. The negative. She is too curious about Theo’s gift to continue. She takes the print out of the last tray of water and blots it with a towel, taking it with her out of the darkroom and into the bathroom. She plugs in the hairdryer, puts it on low and air-dries the print. Gradually an image emerges. It is frustratingly hazy and at first it seems to be of nothing at all, just shadow and light. She turns off the dryer and walks back into her bedroom. She is still wearing only her dressing gown over her stockings. She places the picture on her bureau and stares at it as she throws off her dressing gown and puts on her bra, lifting and tucking her breasts inside its lacy underwire.

Well, what is this, Theo?

She can’t work it out at all. Is it some kind of landscape? She sees an outline that looks like the curve of a valley between two hills, but that is all she can make out. There is something about the texture of the landscape, though, despite the obvious age of the picture, which makes her think that in fact it is not what it seems. She can’t bear it. She has to know.

She picks up her phone and considers calling Theo, but that would be breaking her rule, and only a few hours after he left. Besides, she doesn’t like telephone conversations. For her the phone is purely functional, for work and the organisation of her schedule. She stares at the screen of her phone for a minute, thinking. She leans the photograph up against the lamp on the bureau and steps back. And something hits her. Something about the curve of that landscape. Of course, it’s not a long shot at all, but a close-up. She should know that after all the hours she has spent looking at women’s bodies. This is the outline of a naked back. But whose?

Now she really is curious. In fact she is so intrigued that she does something she has not done since the day Theo moved in, despite all his mysterious disappearances. She decides to have a little look in his desk, just in case there is some kind of paperwork explaining where he got this album, or explaining who the model is. He need never know. There has to be a point to this present, and she can’t bear to wait until he gets back to find out. What was it he said? I believe it’s time for you to have this.
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