
        
            
                
            
        

    
Reader, don't be afraid

 

This is not just a book.

It is a door, desire, freedom, intimacy

Here you will find naked words, living skin, trembling hearts

and hands that search for each other.

You do not read this book with your head.

You read it with your stomach, with your senses, 

with your breath.

We invite you to let yourself go...

 

To imagine. To feel. To remember. To dream.

And, above all, not to judge.

Because in these pages there is nothing fake.

Only the truth of two bodies that have recognized each other...

and now want to talk to you.

Happy reading.

The authors – Viventis & Lady Madonna 


Adam & the Invisible Guest 

 

Cap d’Agde – Journal of an ageless love 

 

by

Viventis & Lady Madonna

 

To those who love without asking for anything,

to those who have kept a desire all their life,

to those who find, between the pages, their own voice.

 

This book is for you.

 

And for us, who have never lost ourselves.
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Edizioni del Desiderio



Reflection on the title


Adam & the Invisible Guest

 

Adam is the man who walks barefoot between shadows and light,

he is the being who knows fatigue, sweetness and the fall,

he is the author, yes, but also Man in his most universal sense:

the one who searches, who desires, who remembers.

 

The Invisible Guest is the voice that caresses his solitude,

he is the intuition, the accomplice, the presence that cannot be seen but felt.

She is Lady Madonna, yes... but she is also the Desire that saves,

the Muse that accompanies him and awakens him with every word written by four hands.

 

Together, they are not just two characters.

They are a dialogue between flesh and spirit,

between the need for love and the freedom of dreams,

between what can be touched...

and what can only be felt.

 

This book is their diary.

But also the diary of every reader who, at least once,

loved someone who never stopped inhabiting his soul.


 

Dedicated to Lady Madonna

Inspiring muse of this journey of soul and desire,

silent companion between the folds of the night and the word.

To you who are invisible presence and eternal heartbeat,

who caress thoughts, guide the hand and embrace every page.

With affection, love, sincerity.

— Viventis 





My little story


My name is Giuseppe, but in this book I sign myself Viventis.

Because I am not just a man: I am a being who chose to live, even when it was easier to survive.

This story was born from a suspended time.

A time in which the body sought the skin of the other, but above all a deeper contact: that of the soul.

Cap d’Agde is not just a place: it is a symbol, a passage, a revelation.

It is there that my imagination and my heart found a new voice, that of Lady Madonna, my invisible Muse, who ignited my thoughts and gave breath to my desires.

Writing this book was like coming home,

but to a house where there were no walls, only windows open to the sea.

Every chapter is an encounter, every illustration a caress.

And every word you will read was born to reveal, not to hide.

If you decide to enter, do so with a bare heart.

Like me. Like her.





Preface – The Prologue of Pleasure


There is a place, somewhere between the Mediterranean wind and the whispers of naked skin, where time strips off its masks and souls touch without shame. That place really exists. We crossed it on four wheels, aboard a camper that became our refuge, our bed, our stage of freedom.

«Do you remember when we left without knowing if we would return the same? When every kilometer was a promise and every curve an invitation?» 

«I have never sought certainties. Only real skin. Looks that do not lie. And that silence... yours, which said it all.» 

This book is not a simple travel diary. It is an invitation to the reader to cross a threshold.

That of prejudice, of imposed modesty, of formalities that bridle desire.

In here you will find only the truth of pleasure.

The complicity whispered between the tents of a campsite unlike any other.

The game of glances. Laughter in the outdoor shower.

The sand that mixes with dreams.

«I didn’t know if I would be able to let go. But then I saw you. There, with the light of the sunset kissing your hips… and I understood that there was nothing left to hold back.»

«You were already naked before you even undressed. Your soul called me, and I responded as one responds to a caress.»

Cap d’Agde is not just a place.

It is a state of mind.

A free zone where what is forbidden elsewhere becomes simple truth.

Where the body is no longer an enemy. Where the gaze caresses, and the voice is no longer needed.

Time slows down. Intimacy breathes.

And you become yourself, without apologizing.

We traveled lightly, but deeply.

Each chapter that follows is a fragment of our abandonment to the present.

A small fire lit in a starry night.

«If you continue reading, know that you are about to enter a true story.

Live with passion. Without filters.

We have not hidden. And we do not want to do so now.» 

This is our camper.

This is our breath.

This is our love.

«Welcome, reader. Prepare to hear everything.

Even what is not written. Even what lives between the lines. Because what you will read… you may have already dreamed it.» 





Chapter 1 – The First Look


The camper slowly approached the entrance to the campsite, as if afraid of disturbing that bold peace. The wheels hissed on the gravel, and the engine, still warm, emitted little jolts, like the breathing of someone holding back excitement. Inside, she drummed her fingers on her bare thigh. She had only a thin sarong, transparent as a promise. 

«Are we really about to enter? Is this the border we wanted to cross?»

The thought appeared in Adam's mind, intimate and suspended, like a doubt whispered only to himself. 

«There are no borders for those who have already decided to desire. Breathe... and go.»

The voice came softly, from inside, or perhaps from the wind. But it was her. Unmistakable. 

Every now and then her gaze slipped towards her companion, driving: concentrated, perhaps even a little tense. But there was something in her eyes... a new flame. When they passed the gate, it was like entering another world.

Naked bodies everywhere. Not ostentatious, but proud. Not vulgar, but alive. Skin on skin, open smiles, breasts free in the sun, well-groomed pubes, casual glances, some explicitly mischievous. A couple was kissing while leaning against a palm tree. Another was spreading cream, hands lingering, fingers slipping.

She tightened her knees, as if to protect a desire that was already rising from her lower belly. He swallowed, caught out by a young blonde who winked at him, her lips parted and her tongue slowly caressing a red popsicle.

«Are we really ready for this?»

But he didn't expect an answer. His skin was already ready. His body already knew. And he understood. He saw it in the way she licked her lower lip, without realizing it.

They parked. They opened the doors of the camper. And the world became... naked. Two men approached, smiling. One had a tattoo on his hip that seemed to move with every step. The other wore only a straw hat and a deep gaze. They scrutinized them. They tasted them with their eyes.

«Welcome» said the first. 

«Is this your first time?»

She nodded, barely a voice. The sarong was starting to seem like a provocation to her.

«Then let yourself go… here we don’t judge. Here we live. And we enjoy.»

The second spoke softly, but every syllable seemed like an invitation to strip off not only our clothes, but also our fears.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
ADAM
& the
invisible gues

Cap d’Agde - Journal
of an ageless love






