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Introduction

As much as any of us is fascinated by the imagined private lives of others, we are similarly intrigued by the veil of discretion often drawn across the sexuality of strangers, and even more so when it comes to the world of desire beyond our knowledge and understanding.

Until recently, this was a curiosity we kept concealed for fear of attracting disapproval, but since the success of the Fifty Shades of Grey erotic book series, the secret is now out in the open and it has become almost acceptable to admit to an attraction to matters sexual on the page, if one considers the millions of readers all over the world who lapped up the romantic, if steamy saga.

This is of course nothing new for me, since I have been both writing and editing erotica for a couple of decades and am highly aware of the underground current of interest in the subject. But until now it was a guilty pleasure, which I had to share with a minority. So a great vote of thanks to E. L. James for, despite her clunky style and cumbersome clichés, making erotic writing acceptable again.

In many foreign countries though, the acceptance of literary erotica has never been in doubt, and it has represented a strong intellectual tradition for a long time. Some twelve years ago I assembled the Mammoth Book of International Erotica in which I offered examples of outstanding erotica translated from more than fifteen languages, and the volume has gone through numerous printings, a couple of editions, and is still in print and selling steadily still.

In Europe they have a different and healthier attitude toward writing about sex, and in Ooh La La!, which I edited with French editor Franck  Spengler over five years ago, I presented a compendium of modern French erotica by women writers, which proved provocative, eye-opening, and compelling. These were the granddaughters of the Marquis de Sade, the successors to a healthy strand of libertine and surrealist writers of the French past, and a collection of authors who felt no shame writing explicitly to arouse and entertain. But then you would have expected no less from France!

But writing erotica is not just a French tradition, as the present volume I think ably demonstrates. I have been fortunate to live for several years in Italy and return there frequently, and as a result I have learned the language, which has given me the opportunity to discover much of Italian literature that is still unknown to the exclusively English-reading public. And yet again, we find there is a fine heritage of erotica: Ovid, Boccacio, the Decameron, Casanova, and so much more . . . so is it any wonder that, to this day, the art and practice of literary erotica is particularly strong in Italy? And that many of its finest practitioners also happen to be women.

Many of the contributors to this anthology are celebrated in Italy and, in addition to their short stories, have countless novels to their credit. Indeed, I was sadly unable to include authors like Isabella Santacroce, Melissa P., Simona Vinci, and Tenera Valse, because they seldom write at shorter length in the erotic genre, but I urge you to investigate them at the first possible opportunity.

Some are also active in other genres: Barbara Baraldi, Claudia Salvatori, and Maria Tronca are well known for their crime thrillers and even horror; Georgia Gironi is known for her science fiction; Sofia Natella and Cristiana Formetta are leading bloggers and journalists; Francesca Mazzucato and Valeria Parrella are recognized as some of Italy’s most challenging literary authors, and some even write for young adults, erotica being just one of their many talents.

To contradict our title, not all the stories are even sweet or upbeat, but how could we not tip our hat to Fellini and the Italian cinema, which has also been a fertile field for the unique accents of Italian-style erotica over the decades: Pasolini, Tinto Brass, early Dario Argento are all echoed here in subtle ways.

We of course already knew how beautiful many Italian women were: from Sophia Loren, Gina Lollobrigida, and Claudia Cardinale onward, Italian actresses have illuminated the silver screen with their sensuality and effervescence. But now is the time to recognize that when it comes to celebrating the giddy whirlpools of sex and sensations, Italian female erotica writers are in world of their own.

To which you have a passport in the pages of this book.

 



—Maxim Jakubowski






The Lover

BARBARA BARALDI




A Shell 

I am in the dark in the car park behind the supermarket. I am waiting for him. I’m wearing a black silk slip dress, as light as the merest hint of a caress. I’m shut inside. My car is a shell and I’m a pearl with opalescent skin. I look around nervously.

The sense of fear is mild but it gets stronger with every minute that passes. The feeling will fade as soon as I see the headlights of his car cutting through the darkness and lighting up the inside of mine with two quick bursts on full beam, the signal we agreed. Then my nervousness will dissolve in a rush of desire. Not now. Not yet. My body is rigid, my muscles tense from waiting. My hands are manicured, the nails varnished—rouge noir—the color Fernando likes best. I use the same color on my full lips. I have light-colored eyes, sparkling and full of promise. Because of this, I have never believed that they are the mirror of the soul. So clear, as bright as splinters from a diamond, they definitely don’t resemble the clouded well that is my soul. All seven deadly sins are there, one on top of another, one fighting against the other to gain supremacy in an oasis of suppressed virtue. There’s Lust, undisputed mistress in the Garden of Eden of my vice. I have  called it Love to disguise it and keep at bay any sense of guilt. And then there’s Pride, which makes me believe that I deserve all the pleasure I can get, even if to get it I have to trample on the feelings of other people. And finally there’s Wrath, domineering and dazzling, which flares up every time I think about the woman who holds the official position by Fernando’s side. She occupies his bed while I get toilets in public places, the backseat or the hood of the car, the desk in his office—but only occasionally, otherwise his secretaries might become suspicious. And more: hotel rooms rented by the hour, and once a park bench. And how could I forget New Year’s Eve: our first time, biting cold, he and I on the terrace, him on top of me, inside me.

I remember the lavish apartment, crowded with people I didn’t know. Friends of Simona, the girl I used to go around with at the time. That night Fernando and I noticed each other. A first lingering gaze, the sort of gaze you could lose yourself in, then quicker looks to find each other again, to follow each other. I danced in front of him in the living room. I heated up the atmosphere by rubbing up against Simona: blonde, boob job, and perfect body. Me: brunette, naturally seductive, wearing a red dress, slit up to here at the side, and silver sandals with vertiginous heels.

I did nothing more than follow the rhythm, careful not to lose contact with the grey eyes of the stranger with the salt-and-pepper hair, so elegant and apparently full of confidence. And he was always there, every time I looked up.

“It’s just like you,” he said shortly afterward, finally speaking to me. “Your hair, I mean. Every sinuous twist of your curls is an invitation.” I smiled, kissed a lock of my hair, and held it up to his lips. He took me by the arm in the midst of the chaos, a grasp that was firm but gentle at the same time. A few minutes before the countdown to the new year, we reached the bedroom at the end of the corridor through the steady stream of people trying to get to the living room or the kitchen for the midnight toast.

I let him do it. I was a bit tipsy, incapable of putting up any resistance to his will, which crushed any moral resolve I might have had. His taste was unusual, slightly spicy. The strong aftertaste was because of the cigars he smoked, as I found out later. His hand travelled over the curves of my body, more and more persistent. It slipped through the slit in my dress and up to  my pleasure point. When my knees gave way, I had to lean heavily against the railing. He whirled me around and took possession of me.

The headlights cut through the darkness, two quick bursts on full beam. I am in the supermarket parking lot. And he, at last, has arrived. I grip my thighs and try to control my excitement.




The Doll 

Excuses. Excuses yet again. He can’t leave her, it’s a bad time. I have to understand, put myself in his shoes. But he doesn’t even think about trying mine: too uncomfortable. A wardrobe of figure-hugging dresses, low-cut tops, short skirts, sky-high slits and stiletto heels; just as Fernando likes me. That’s how he cheers himself up. It’s the norm for me to always be perfect and smiling and flawless. A sexy Lolita, Venus made flesh, the woman of your dreams, but also understanding and rational when needed.

Lovers have to be perfect. Men already have imperfect wives.

“I can’t now, sweetie. You know it’s a crucial time at work. I can’t possibly cope with a divorce and all the stress it would cause.” As I think over what he said I increase the speed on the display of the treadmill. I run, fists clenched, the sweat runs down and washes away with it all the tears I don’t want to cry.

I knew what I was letting myself in for, going out with a married man. I knew I would always come second, that I would spend the holidays alone and that I would have to smile at his tomorrows. Tomorrow is another day, I repeat to myself. Another day.

I am the lover, she is the wife. Sara: I hate her without even knowing her.

When I try to picture her I give her the worst faults of the entire female gender. Is it possible that she hasn’t noticed anything in all this time? I would realize if my man were screwing another woman. But Sara is the fragile woman; Sara who is devoted to her family; Sara who needs him; Sara who lost a son two years ago; Sara who has suffered so much and hasn’t yet gotten over it.

“Don’t worry, sweetie, she and I haven’t touched each other for ages now. We’re like brother and sister. I have to stay with her for now, but as soon as she’s back to normal I’ll talk to her and then it’ll be just you and me.” Promises. I’m tired of promises and I increase the speed another level.

Now we’ll do things my way. I smile, determined.




A Crazy Idea 

It was exciting asking for the morning off and lying in wait in front of the house where my man lives. I waited; I saw him leave the house in a hurry, handsome and sure of himself, as always.

I’m waiting for Sara, his wife. Today I’ll put a face to the name. I’ll follow her and then we’ll see what happens. Perhaps it will be enough for me just to see her, homely and pale, to stop myself worrying. Or perhaps I’ll speak to her to hear what her voice sounds like; I’ll smell her skin as I pass close by her like the subtle touch of the autumn wind. I want to know. I have to know.

There she is, her movements as light as a butterfly. She glides from one aisle to the next in the supermarket, leaning against the shopping cart. She buys ten items at the most. I follow her for three days; she thrives on routine.

Sara is blonde. Her ash blonde hair tamed by a ponytail. She is tall and slim. She has small blue eyes that swim in a perfectly oval, pale face. Sara dresses simply. She isn’t flashy; she looks like she doesn’t need to be. She seems to glide through the air as she walks along and she doesn’t make a noise.

Sara has small breasts; she doesn’t confine them in a bra. So, in the refrigerated aisle her nipples get hard and lift the cotton jersey of her T-shirt, a touch of femininity that annoyed me. To start with I found her insignificant, then nice.

Today Sara is beautiful, beautiful enough to give me a twinge of pain in the pit of my stomach.

I have lost sight of her. Where can she have gone? I’m tired, and I realize that only now, lost in this labyrinth of canned food and promises printed on colored cartons.

I’ve been off work for days; not a problem, there’s not much to do and I can take my time off when I want. Anyway, a holiday with Fernando is something I can only dream about. Holidays are for wives.

My body feels warm, a sign that I’m ill.

I swing around a corner to get to another aisle. Frozen food. The collision is inevitable and violent. The shopping basket falls from my hands; two apples in a bag, a small tin of peas, and tuna chunks in brine scatter across the polished floor.

“Excuse me, I’m very sorry,” a soft, caressing voice.

“Don’t worry. I was miles away. I’m the one who ought to apologize. Did I hurt you?” I say and look up. I recognize her nipples outlined by the light cotton of a white T-shirt. I melt like snow in the sunshine, my knees give way, and so I bend down to pick up my shopping.

“Leave it. I’ll help,” she smiles, and her eyes light up for a moment.

“No, please don’t bother,” I say firmly.

“It’s no bother.” She is polite but clear about what she means to do.

Her hands around the apples. Eve versus Eve in the supermarket. My shopping is returned to its basket, and she gets up and holds out her hand to help me stand. My legs feel heavy. I accept her help even though the voice in my head is whispering that I shouldn’t touch her.

A warm hand, a reassuring touch, not a trace of sweat. Mine, on the other hand, is clammy with embarrassment. I snatch it back and wipe my palm on my denim miniskirt that shows off my slim thighs, elongated by the four-inch heels of my silver-colored sandals that accompany me during these days spent tailing her.

“Let’s not be formal. I’m Sara,” she says.

“Mimma. Pleased to meet you.”

It’s strange. Now I don’t know exactly what I feel any more. Confusion perhaps; that’s all that’s left. Everything happened so quickly. Sara is no longer the personification of my fears. Sara has a face, and together with the face I have caught her very essence, the color of her hair, of her eyes and of her skin, and now I can add the tone of her voice, the softness of her hands. I am intrigued by Sara. Sara the wife, Sara the saint sent by heaven,  Sara the fragile woman, Sara devoted to her family, Sara who needs him because she lost a son two years ago, the woman who has suffered so much and hasn’t yet got over it.

“I’ve finished my shopping. If you like, could we get a coffee together?” I ask without being conscious of doing so.

“Of course,” and she smiles. Now I’ve done it, I think to myself. I can’t turn back now, the cogs have started to turn, the gears are screeching. I try to convince myself that there’s no harm in it. Fernando will never know, and anyway I have the advantage. I know things that she doesn’t. Better to know one’s enemy, it makes you stronger. I am the perfect lover, and I am weaving my web.




Your Voice 

We sit opposite each other at a table outside the bar next to the supermarket. The stillness of her features is a calm pool matched by the low, even tone of her voice. She is the opposite of me, everything that I am not and could never be. I am fire, impulsive, and sensual. I am earth, skin that tans easily and is hot like the summer air at noon. She is air and water, cold hands, proud and with a look of detachment. But fragile at the same time; a delicate and regal swan on that pool of stillness that rules her face.

We chat for an hour or so. At the start, to break the tension, I bombarded her with a mass of information, true and false, all mixed together: I go to the gym four times a week, I don’t use sunbeds because they give you wrinkles, I’m lazy and prefer to lie in the sun like a lizard. It’s true: it’s contradictory to be lazy and to go to the gym so often. I like to please myself and, why not, also to give pleasure. I work part time as a receptionist in an office on Via Amendola. I’m originally from Puglia. No, I don’t believe that everyone from Puglia has dark hair and eyes as blue as the sea. I even ended up talking about my mother, too much like me for us to get on. She listened to me attentively, her small, light-colored eyes always on mine. I look down at my hands, and I’m amazed how natural it is to be here,  together. For now, there’s no sense of guilt, nor of hate or jealousy, just curiosity and an intense desire to know more about her. I realize that I have hardly let her say a word and now she is looking at her watch. Damn!

“It’s getting late, I have to go. I’m meeting someone for lunch,” she says with an apologetic look.

I can’t miss the chance to see her again. I have to know what sort of a relationship she has with my man, if it’s true they haven’t touched each other for ages, or if she really loves him. Or perhaps there’s more. Morbid curiosity, I tell myself, and I grab my chance: “Why don’t we have lunch together one of these days? I’d like that. And anyway, I did all the talking today, I feel terribly guilty,” I splutter, biting my lip. I always do that when I’m embarrassed.

“I’d love to. Is tomorrow okay for you?”

“Perfect.”

We swap mobile numbers and as I’m saying good-bye my cell phone vibrates. It’s a message from Fernando: see you this evening at the usual place.




A Walk 

I’m wearing a pair of wide-legged white trousers and a matching blouse with the last three buttons strategically undone. I wanted to arrange the meeting with him in a village on the Via Aemilia, not far from Bologna but far enough to avoid meeting anyone we know. We are strolling along a tree-lined avenue, he has his arm around my shoulder and seems, for the first time since we met, surprised. I haven’t behaved how he would have expected me to.

“I want to go for a walk,” I told him. I got the urge to have an ice cream and then walk some more. I didn’t wait for him to suggest something; I didn’t passively go along with what he wanted. For once the perfect lover, always ready to welcome him with her red-hot body and her fixed smile, has chosen instead of letting someone choose for her.

He stops and pulls me closer. He embraces me under the leaves of the trees that hide the face of the moon. I lose myself in his smell and I feel his desire growing. Our tongues intertwine; they speak the language of seduction and prepare our bodies for the battle of love. He rests his hands on my buttocks and then moves them up my body to the breasts that are bursting from my tight-fitting blouse. He can’t resist the lure of my body, he shudders and I feel powerful as never before.

I want to make him desire me for a while longer, so I move out of his grasp.

“It’s hot, isn’t it?” I say with a mischievous smile.

We walk in silence to the car. I sway my hips, breathing deeply the flower-scented air of midsummer. He opens the car with the remote but I still want to take a bit more advantage from the situation.

“Will you buy me a coffee?” I ask in a deliberately indifferent tone of voice. There is a bar right in front of the parking space.

He waits, uncomplaining, as my lips settle on the small cup. I drink slowly, keeping my eyes fastened on his. The first sip of scalding coffee makes me jump. I put the cup down and run my finger over the lipstick-stained rim.

“Are we going?” he asks with a grimace. He never asks—I have to deduce, but not today.

I drink the last mouthful of coffee and I head for the car, following a step behind him.

I don’t have time to sit down before he locks the car doors, looks around feverishly—it’s eleven o’clock on Thursday, and there’s no one around. He practically jumps on me; our breath is a heavy blanket that envelops us and muffles the sound of the bells ringing in the distance, of the occasional car speeding past on the nearby road. He bites my lip, he licks me and seeks out my flesh under my clothes. In an instant I find myself with my trousers and panties pulled down; there’s no room for foreplay. He enters me as if he wants to punish me, without realizing that he’s actually giving me power. He hammers down on me to destroy my arrogant femininity; he drives forward with regular thrusts and groans more than usual. My cries merge with his. I feel an earthy pleasure. After a few seconds he’s out. He withdraws just in time, staining my blouse with a spurt. I smile.




Hidden Persuasions 

I have dressed with care: I see myself as being different. The old clothes don’t go well with the new woman who has risen from the ashes of my old instincts. The vain phoenix looks at herself in the mirror and asks: “Was it meeting Sara that has changed you so thoroughly?”

The reflected image is motionless and observes the black satin pencil skirt, the voile blouse and the black leather court shoes with high heels. Elegance and femininity. Minimal make-up, a bit of mascara and a touch of lip gloss. Natural-looking hair, a mass of dark curls that fall onto my shoulders: a total weapon of seduction.

“I don’t think Sara has anything to do with it. She’s just a drop in this ocean of ambition. The change germinated inside me and came out all at once,” the reflected image finally replies.

It always happens all at once. The meeting with Fernando knocked the old equilibrium off balance. In an instant I became the lover. The one who says yes.

What sort of a wife could Sara be? Today I’ll find out.

I drive, lost in thought, and find myself in front of the salmon-colored house that looks out onto a well-kept garden. Today I will immerse myself in their world. I sense a new awareness inside me; I don’t know where this game will lead us, but I’m the one directing it.

I ring the bell. Sara looks out of the window and then materializes in front of the door. She is wearing a simple yellow cotton dress and a pair of matching ballet flats. They say that blondes don’t look good in sunshine yellow, but she is the exception. Her hair is tied back, as always, in a ponytail that leaves her aristocratic face bare. She seems happy to see me, perhaps she doesn’t have many friends. I was surprised that she invited me to her house rather than to a bar for a quick snack. She said we would be more relaxed this way. “And anyway, it’s no bother,” she let me know. “I’ll do a rice salad.”

She shows me into a room and says: “Make yourself comfortable. We’ll sit in the living room. I’ve made a fruit cocktail.” The voice has that soft,  low tone that sets her apart.

“Thanks,” I smile and look around.

The living room is decorated tastefully, with lots of light. It looks as if it has come straight off the cover of one of those magazines that show the most stylish houses. Nothing has been left to chance.

“What a lovely room. Did you decorate it?” I ask.

“No, we left it all to an architect from Milan. A friend of Fernando, my husband.”

Fernando controls things and loves to be in charge at home, too, it would seem. The sudden thought of him makes me wince. My body still bears the traces of his anger, bruises and the odd scratch.

“Cheers!” says Sara and raises her crystal glass.

“To our meeting and to a new friendship,” I reply and drink it all in one go.

We eat in the kitchen with plastic plates and cutlery. “For me, this is an act of total anarchy, and you’re my accomplice,” she says, trying to catch my eye.

“What do you mean?”

“My husband would never let us eat like this. Disposable plates, a single quick course. He says mealtimes are sacred. He insists on me laying the big table in the dining room and that everything’s perfect, even when we’re alone. Just imagine if he knew I’d entertained a guest like this.”

I don’t find it hard to believe, but to get her to talk I prompt her with a “Really?”

She smiles and her whole being lights up. Today Sara is incredibly beautiful. Her beauty isn’t a showy beauty; you wouldn’t notice it unless you stopped to look at her. I continue pouring red wine into our glasses and I intoxicate her with chatter. I talk about the man I’ve been seeing for more than a year. I feel the need to broach the subject even if it’s in an indirect way. I mention the fact that we never have much time to see each other and that he loves to be in charge and keep everything under control. I confide in her that I’ve always liked this. I used to find it reassuring, perhaps because, in contrast, I grew up with an absent father.

“I feel I’ve changed lately and as a result the relationship is evolving. Even if I don’t know yet if it’s moving in the right direction,” I add.

“To changes!” she says and lifts her glass with a strange light in her eyes.

“To changes!”




Paradise 

Sara takes off her shoes and makes coffee. As light as a butterfly, she moves silently. When she puts down the steaming cup in front of me I find myself saying: “You’re very beautiful, Sara.”

“Thank you. You’re stunning. I’m largely insignificant, just pretty. My husband is a handsome man, you should see him. If you see us as a couple, he’s the one who stands out.”

I fight off a rush of annoyance. It isn’t because Sara has talked about them as a couple; I feel a strange, insane desire to reassure her, to make her realize that the husband she admires so much is after all just a . . .

A what? A man who made me completely lose my head and who took me to bed. In fact, someone who fucked me against a railing, the first time we met. Should I tell her that? And perhaps I should add that our relationship is based on a multitude of uncomfortable and decidedly unusual places where he has taken me, anytime and anywhere. I’ve only ever needed to have him, to smell and taste his odor of tobacco and aftershave on my skin and in my mouth and to let myself be taken in by his promises.

“You’re an extremely beautiful woman, Sara. The incredible thing is that you’re gorgeous without make-up, without flashy clothes,” I say, pushing behind her ear a lock of blonde hair that has escaped from her ponytail. My grandmother used to do it when I was a child, after I’d tried to tame my hair by plaiting it or putting it in pigtails, but the mass of curls would rebel and try to escape.

She holds onto the cup, slightly embarrassed. She takes a quick mouthful and then says: “Fernando doesn’t like me dressing flashy. Sometimes I’d like to look different, perhaps more sensual, a bit like you. He doesn’t agree. Once I wore what I wanted and he made a scene,” she admits, lowering her voice.

“What?” I can’t believe my ears. He criticizes his wife’s femininity and then plays the part of an aggressive lover. I’ll punish him properly when we next meet, I think to myself.

“Don’t get me wrong, he doesn’t let me want for anything. It’s just that sometimes . . . ,” she leaves the sentence incomplete and I have an absurd desire to hug her and tell her everything will be alright.

She gets up and starts to clear the table. We throw the plastic plates, cutlery, and glasses into the bin. So much for Fernando, I think. We joke around a bit; she’s cheerful again, her bare feet dart across the floor.

“Try my shoes on,” I suggest, enjoying myself. I take them off, revealing my tanned feet with purple toenails. She puts them on and they fit like a glove.

“Definitely sensual,” I say, admiring her legs, the muscles taut because of the heels.

The effect of the wine is wearing off and so I suggest a toast to high-heeled shoes. She takes from the cupboard a bottle of Montenegro liqueur and two small glasses, but I forestall her.

“Wasn’t it a day for anarchy? No glasses,” I challenge her.

“Okay.”

She takes a mouthful of amber liquid straight from the bottle and I do the same, one foot on the other on the cold floor. We take turns with the bottle like two teenagers pretending to be grown-ups. The whole situation is very weird.

My head is spinning slightly. She is so defenseless, beautiful, dominated by a man who I wanted to please until yesterday, but today I want to punish.

“Try to see yourself as totally different. It’s a game I used to play with my senior-year school friends. We used to pretend to be each other. I’ll be Sara and you can be Mimma,” I suggest.

Without saying a word she has another mouthful of liqueur and slips off her yellow dress. Straight away she feels a wave of embarrassment and holds the dress in front of her body to cover her breasts while I begin to calmly unbutton my blouse.

“Be quick or I’ll change my mind,” she begs me. She smiles that smile again.

“Help me. Maybe I’ve had a bit too much to drink, and with all these buttons I can’t see straight.”

She extends her arms and focuses on the last, tiny, mother-of-pearl button that she holds in her fingers. The yellow dress falls onto the floor. She doesn’t seem to notice straight away, her attention caught by the round, glittering buttons.

I look at her small, perfect breasts that point upward, the swollen nipples, her flat stomach. Her unblemished skin contrasting with her black pants, her feet bent into my shoes.

My mind is a sheet of white paper where I want to write the words to describe those girlish breasts, those bright eyes, those tender lips. I find myself thinking that he doesn’t make her smile the way I have done. I find myself wanting her. My blouse falls to the floor; I unfasten my bra. She leans against the stove and doesn’t move. The zip hisses like the tempting serpent suggesting the next move. Eve versus Eve again, or perhaps she’s the apple. And all I want to do is pluck her from the tree.




A Pleasant Madness 

I reach out my hand and untie her hair, which falls like threads of silk onto her slender shoulders. I notice that she’s trembling. I move closer to her and stroke her gently. First her hair, then her face, her neck.

I can feel that I’m wet down there. She is a frightened deer and I’m the hunter; I have set my trap. I have done it to punish her or perhaps to puncture her pride. But now that I’ve caught her I realise that all I want to do is lose myself against her pale skin, make her cry out, give her pleasure.

I’m scared that she will push me away; if she does that I will die. I have to know, my desire is too strong. I’m a breath away from her lips. A whispered kiss. I move away and look at her.

“I’m afraid,” she says quietly.

I give her a kiss that forces open the slight resistance of her lips. I find her soft, yielding tongue. I rest my hips against hers, my hands on her breasts. It’s  not like it was with Chiara when we were girls; then it was just a game played by curious teenagers. Now it’s different. Now I’m controlled by a feeling I’ve never felt before. I’m like a man standing in front of a frightened virgin. I want to take her virtue, fill her with the blinding heat of my vice.

“I can’t,” she murmurs.

This excites me even more. I bite her lower lip and slide my hand between her legs. I pull aside her panties; she too is dripping wet. My blue eyes sparkle in the sea of hers. I draw a first moan of pleasure from her and then I kneel down, a sinner with bare feet. I sink my tongue into a paradise of the senses.




Subdued Seducers 

I met him one more time. The last.

For a while I enjoyed pushing him to the limit, but then Fernando overstepped that limit.

For a while I delighted in seeing him at the mercy of his emotions. He, who used to be so respectable, blinded by desire, his features transformed and his whole body quivering. At dinner I would eat slowly, then pretend I had a sudden headache and leave him in the grip of the hormonal storm stirred up by my body. I loved that unexpected reversal of our roles.

I have changed my clothes; now I dress like a beautiful and unattainable business woman, professional and detached, but with details that suggest that I know how to be sensual when I want to be. I’m always the one who decides how and when.

Fernando started to annoy me mercilessly. I gave in to him just a couple of times, perhaps to test whether I really didn’t feel anything for him anymore, or perhaps, even worse, out of pity. While he was screwing me I could see Sara’s face, her hair dishevelled from our amorous struggles, compliant and tremulous. I take her every afternoon, on the sofa, in the bed where she sleeps with Fernando. I leave the trace of my perfume in every corner of their salmon-colored house. I consecrate every chair with the  sweet fluids of her pussy. My desire for her is insatiable.

That evening I left Fernando, two cruel and irreversible words escaped my lips: never again.

He hit rock bottom, he yelled, he cried in front of me; me, who used to love his self-control, his strength of mind, and his inner confidence. He never used to need to ask, all it took was a glance. Today he begged me. I laughed in his face.

“You’ve become pathetic,” I told him.

The change is complete. I am the phoenix with the feral beauty that has ripped out the predator to become a wild animal.

Sara. What part has Sara played in all this?

None, I like to believe. The change had already been triggered in me some time ago, I’m sure of that.

And yet, if I think about the possibility of losing her now . . .

But this is a pointless and negative thought. Sara is mine, her body belongs to me, and only I know how to play on her pleasure. Only I have the key to the door that leads to her vice.

I am in bed and I’m thinking about her, giving myself moments of solitary pleasure.




Women of Shadow, Men of Fog 

Sara has told me that Fernando will be away all weekend at a conference. I can sleep with her in their bed. I have asked her not to change the sheets. I want to cancel out his odor with the smell of our sweat and our tears of joy. I hate to admit it, but every time I get ready to say good-bye to her I can hardly breathe. I can’t think about leaving her in his power until the following day. She is mine, I know that, and yet sometimes I miss her so much that . . . all I would like is to not suffer the excruciating pain of separation. She has said she has a surprise for me. She told me this with that strange light that every now and then ignites in her small pale eyes. She kissed me and whispered: “You’ll be lost for words.”

“I adore surprises,” I replied.

“This will definitely be a surprise,” she said with a kiss. Her voice is like amniotic fluid in which my whole being wants to float. She has conquered me with her fragility. I have always been competitive with other women, but not with her. I’m the one who calls the shots; she is my swan, my doe, eager for my caresses, a silent butterfly.

I have a surprise for her too. I have bought handcuffs, a pale pink-colored vibrator. I will drive her mad with pleasure, and perhaps after this weekend she will decide to leave Fernando. She could easily come and live with me. I’ll be the one to take care of her; I won’t let her lack for anything. I feel a rush of anger. What am I saying? Has she affected me so much that I’ve taken leave of my senses?




Dying Among the Violets 

The bed is covered by a black sheet scattered with violets. The color of dreams, or at least that’s how I imagine them. A mass of candlelight dances around us, framing the bed with a warm and caressing glow. The background music is a mellow tune; a musky fragrance hovers in the air.

I have tied her wrists to the head of the bed and have made her come until she is exhausted. I wanted her to never forget our first weekend of love.

When I thought she was tired I freed her from my bondage. I lose myself in her eyes. I kiss her gently and stroke her hair.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmur.

“You are. At best I’m pretty,” she replies in that low, soft tone she has that immediately provokes a pleasurable stab deep in my stomach.

“I’d like you to come and live with me,” I say. The words escape like all the other times when something is bigger than me and just slips out. Almost as if my soul isn’t able to hold it in.

“Can you say that again?”

“I want you to come and live with me,” I repeat, saying the words clearly.

“Do you really want that?” she asks.

She looks like a goddess: her blonde hair kissed by the golden light of the candles, the body of a child woman beaded with tiny drops of sweat.

“I want it with all my being,” I reply.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“I’d like to tie you up. It’s that . . . you make me enjoy it so much. For once I’d like to be able to give you the same pleasure.” Sara takes me aback. I wasn’t expecting a request like that after my proposition, and usually she is so shy and submissive.

“It would be a way to show me that you trust me,” she adds.

“Of course I trust you,” I reply. After all, there’s no harm in it, I try to convince myself. Perhaps Sara wants to experiment.

I am wearing a black satin, boned corset. It encircles me like a vice; I look like a lady from the olden days in a naughty pose, my full breasts bursting from my bra. My partial nudity is emphasized by silk stockings held up by lace suspenders.

The graceful butterfly fastens both my wrists to the headboard, making use of the handcuffs. My heart begins to pound, partly because I’ve never found myself in this sort of situation before, partly because of the feral light shining in her eyes in that instant.

“Just a minute. I have to get the first part of the surprise,” she says.

I try to relax but it isn’t easy. A few moments later she reappears wearing a latex outfit: shiny boots up to mid-thigh, panties, and a lace-up bustier. In her hand she is holding a short whip made of strips of leather.

I gulp noisily. “And what do you mean to do with that whip?”

“It’s my cat-o’-nine-tails. The only pet I could buy without my husband noticing,” she responds with a strange smile.

Before joining me she turns up the volume of the radio, and then opens the wardrobe door. My mouth falls open in an expression that is more astonished than I’d like it to be; I can’t believe my eyes.




The Thinking Butterfly 

The bed is covered by a black sheet scattered with crumpled violets. The color of nightmares, or at least that’s how I imagine them. For about an hour I have been falling into a dark well. I keep on falling without stopping. Perhaps because what Sara has made me experience is the ecstasy of a pleasure so unbearable that it becomes painful. She has been able to transform every one of my orgasms into a wound and she has soothed every crack of the whip on my body with the medicine of her tender tongue and her skillful fingers.

She has learned and refined the art of giving pleasure. She has blended all my tricks with those that Fernando used to use to make me moan to the point of exhaustion. Sara has made our techniques hers and has combined them with her own individual skill. A subtle skill, as sweet as venom.

My body is covered with purple-colored streaks. My clitoris is throbbing; I could die for another orgasm. And every time I came I couldn’t help but look beyond the golden circle of the candles burning around us to see the pale and devastated face of a man, naked, tied to a chair, gagged. A man I hardly recognize, drained, his eyes red. A man who has observed every one of our caresses, right from the start, through the cracks in the door, unable to escape from the most agonizing and thrilling sight he could imagine. The staging of a double betrayal. His wife and his lover locked in the ecstasy of pleasure.

“Let’s begin, sweetie,” Sara said before starting to play with my pussy.

Sweetie: the pet name that Fernando used to call me when we made love. Then I understood that I wasn’t imprisoned in a nightmare. The cruel, striking reality was standing before me.

Sara, the graceful butterfly, or perhaps the patient spider who had woven the web of her revenge. While she was arousing me with the silicon vibrator she told her story in a musical voice. That afternoon she sedated Fernando by slipping a massive amount of benzodiazepine into his glass. Then she arranged everything so that he couldn’t miss even a second of the show staged for him. And for me.

Me, who thought that I was directing the game; me, a stupid woman ruled by my ego and the seven deadly sins in never-ending conflict. I changed from victim to tormentor of my man, only to discover that the one real victim in this whole affair was also the real tormentor. Sara. Who knows for how long Sara had been following us. Who knows for how long she knew everything . . .

You seem satisfied now. You stand up, you move away from my body and for me it is an excruciating stab of pain, worse than that caused by your whip. You put on a pair of jeans and a white T-shirt, like the first time I met you. You pack a suitcase.

“Untie me right now!” I shout.

You don’t seem to be paying any attention to me. Fernando stirs and groans from his vantage point, the front row at the great spectacle of his downfall.

You switch on the light; extinguish the candles with a gentle blow. Me, make-up smudged, humiliated in both body and spirit. Fernando a disjointed puppet, groaning grotesquely.

I close my eyes, I am worn out.




Shoot Me in My Heart 

I open my eyes to find myself aching in an unmade bed. I am free, my wrists are burning, the wounds on my body cry out. Fernando is opposite me, tied to the chair in the same position as last night, his head hanging to one side. He must have fainted or perhaps he fell asleep, just like me. On his legs he has the same red streaks that decorate my skin. Dried tears on his face, dried sperm on his stomach. Seeing us together must have hurt him and at the same time aroused him.

“Pain and pleasure, Sara’s punishment. A letter on the pillow.

“Good-bye Mimma. I told you I would give you a surprise that you would never forget. I leave you with a kiss and a tear for what will never be again. I forgive you.

“Now I am free and I will make sure my life from now on is a happy one.

“Sara

“P.S.: I’m pregnant.”

And so Fernando always continued making love to her, even when he was promising that he didn’t touch her anymore. Or perhaps after the red-hot afternoons in the company of her lover, Sara also gave herself to her husband, preparing her revenge. The tears stream down my face, salty; they burn more than all my wounds. I can’t lose her. Sara is inside my flesh now, she flows through my veins, she has entered me silently like an illness infecting my senses.

“No!” I scream. “I can’t lose you!”

I cry, unable to move. My skin is cold as never before, the pain of separation is like a dagger.

Fernando moves suddenly in his sleep but doesn’t wake up. There is a note for him too.

The signed papers for the divorce are on the kitchen table.

“It’s not worth you making trouble, I have proof of your adultery—photographs and videos. I could take you to the cleaners. Don’t ever try to find me. My lawyer will contact you.

“Sara”

Sara’s perfume fills the air. Obsession. My hand moves all by itself and I don’t even realize that I have started to caress myself again.





Chances

LIVIANA ROSE

 



 



 



I stop at a traffic light, one of many red lights, on a shitty day that shows no sign of ending. Even in my head, I put a “fuck” or a “shit” after every word I think.

Why must I live in one of the most congested cities in Italy?

 



Because it’s fashionable.

Because there are so many opportunities for the child.

Because you have better opportunities for work.

Because all our friends live here.

 



Because you can pay a king’s ransom in order to breathe the black air that will give your lungs a lovely cancer.

Because it’s really cool to pay the equivalent of a normal person’s salary to insure the high-performance car that someone will definitely try to steal.

Because you’re a poor nerd.

 



And, fuck, it never turns green.

I’m never the first in line so I can’t even try to challenge the cars that are next to me over who manages to set off first.

I was forgetting: I couldn’t win anyway—today I’ve got my wife’s Jeep.  The only good thing about it is that I can look down on the tie-wearing pretty boys on their scooters and the posh young ladies in smart cars.

Like this one to my left. Look at those thighs. She’s wearing a miniskirt that would make you wolf whistle in the street seeing it wrapped round that arse, in her car I’d say it looks more like a belt. Leather. Black. Into S&M, that young lady. Young, so to speak. Judging by her hands and the jewelry she’s wearing on her fingers and wrist, I’d say she’s at least forty. A pity I can’t see her face. She’s sitting with her thighs slightly apart—who knows how hot it is down there. Look, look at what magazine the honey’s flicking through. It’s only the catalogue of the best known sex shop in the city: I recognize it from the logo.

The light turns green, but at the next traffic light I arrange it so I’m next to her again. I don’t know whether she’s noticed my interest or not and whether she’s doing it on purpose but she carries on thumbing through the magazine. There are unequivocally pornographic photos: sex scenes to advertise this or that product for forbidden games. I’m a bit further away than before—this time I manage to see her face. She is a really beautiful woman, one of those women who gives you a hard-on with a single glance. Despite the leather skirt, her hair and makeup are very sophisticated: the overall effect creates a truly intriguing contrast. For just a second our eyes meet: now she knows perfectly well that I’m watching her.

Green again, and again I follow the mysterious woman.

At the next traffic light I manage to be near her again. Distractedly, she flicks through the newspaper lying on the passenger seat, then moves her hips a bit further forward on the seat, opens the glove compartment, and, fully aware of my gaze following her hands, takes out a fairly large vibrator, wets it with a bit of saliva, opens her thighs and slides it right inside. She looks at me, smiling, perhaps teasing me, seeing my staring eyes and my slightly open mouth, and starts to move the fake penis backward and forward. Every time she takes it out I see the reflections of the sun making it shine: it must be very wet and hot . . . I’m exploding inside my trousers.

I would like to get out of the car and fuck her. Perhaps I could follow her home and ask her to let me in, or . . . A blast from a horn wakes me  from my daydream. It’s green and I’m holding up the traffic. The woman next to me, however, has already gone and there’s no trace of her.
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In order to be able to move into the new house, we had to wait for about a year and a half beyond the due date. An immeasurable pain in the ass. Also because the builder did some truly crappy work. For example, the slope of the terrace floor was wrong, and when it rains I appear to have a swimming pool right outside my bedroom.

Also, the tiles have big black marks that can’t be cleaned off. I called the company that supplied them several times until I finally spoke directly to the owner. The lady assured me that she would come in person to rectify the problem.

Here she is: a woman of about fifty who smiles at me and shakes my hand. She has a very pleasant jovial smile and a spark of vitality. She is still a good-looking woman, thin but with quite an ample bosom on display—anyone who cares to look can check it out thanks to her low-cut blouse. She carries her years with confidence, and this makes her even more attractive. I show her the problem with the tiles on the floor. She examines them for a moment, ferrets about in her case and takes out a product she tells me is miraculous for these sorts of black marks.

“You just have to wipe it on with a sponge and then rinse with a bit of water and vinegar,” she says.

And, elegantly dressed in a designer suit, she gets down on her hands and knees on the floor and starts scrubbing energetically.

I am amazed: not so much by what she’s doing but by the stupendous view she’s providing me with. Right before my eyes there’s her lovely arse moving backward and forward, hugged and emphasized by her pencil skirt. There’s no visible sign of underwear but above the waistband of her skirt peeks out a border of black lace, so she must be wearing a thong. I’m  delighted, and I don’t listen to the part of my brain that keeps telling me to look somewhere else or at least to move away from the fantastic sight.

I’m wearing a pair of lightweight tracksuit trousers and I think my arousal is starting to become rather too obvious. Just at that moment the woman stands up, her gaze lingers for a moment on my erection, and she says to me:

“The stains have gone now, but if they should recur don’t hesitate to call me.”

She smiles wickedly and, as she leaves, she puts in my hand a business card with her private number.

[image: 003]

Every now and then I too have moments of respite. For example, when I meet up with my young lover in some shopping center or other to eat ice cream.

She always has a cone with cream and strawberry flavors; I have a cup with hazelnut and chocolate mousse. If I haven’t seen her for a while I get them to add a bit of whipped cream as well and I offer her a taste.

I like watching her as she moves her little tongue up and down the cone and how she relishes it.

I still haven’t worked out if it’s just lust for ice cream on her part or if it’s a premeditated sexual ploy, although I’d plump for the second hypothesis.

However, there’s no need for her to act like this because all I have to do is think about her when she’s in the car with me to get aroused. She has a sort of habit that is truly delicious. Every time we stop at a traffic light she says “It’s red,” she turns toward me, sticks her tongue out slightly between her lips, puts a hand on my thigh, strokes the fly of my trousers with her fingers, and invites me to kiss her with an extremely cute look, a mix of femme fatale and seasoned porn star. I smile at this behavior, so out of place in this sweet young woman, I return her kiss and then I look around.

Usually I realize, only after the kiss, however, that the car next to mine belongs to a colleague of my wife, or my bank manager, or the family greengrocer.

I retreat gracefully, hoping that no one has seen me, and I think about something genuinely tragic, like my secretary’s cellulite or my neighbor’s snoring, to try to make my dick deflate, which, from the constraints of my trousers, is begging me to stop in the first blind alley and fuck the tasty little morsel sitting next to me.

[image: 004]

I double-park in front of the shop in the city center to wait for my wife who has to buy something or other. Evidently they must still produce the something or other because I have to wait for quarter of an hour. I watch people passing by and I notice how everyone’s in a hurry. Always in a rush, always out of breath, cell phone in one hand and umbrella in the other. It’s just stopping raining after a heavy downpour.

 



And then a flash: a woman wrapped in a black coat, hair tied back, dark sunglasses, black shoes with towering silver stiletto heels, a measured and very sensual way of walking.

 



I feel turmoil in my stomach, and I watch her cross the road in front of me with the intriguing sensation that under her raincoat the woman is completely naked.

[image: 005]

The thing I hate most, among all the things I hate most, is having to take out the rubbish in the evening, straight after having finished supper. I would like to stay on the sofa enjoying a film, channel surf for a bit . . . I would even watch a game of soccer rather than take the garbage out. Can’t one do it in the morning before going to work? No, in the evening, otherwise it smells. I could buy some scent . . .

The fact is that almost every evening I go out on foot, if the weather allows it; if not, I get no further than the parking space for the car. I do a route that covers almost the entire neighborhood, because, where I live, the rubbish collection is separated, to be environmentally friendly. And the bins are further away.

On the way there I walk by the houses, from which emanates an amazing variety of noises; on the way back I like to cross over to the cool of the bay hedge that surrounds the public swimming pool. It’s a stupid idea, but I feel that the greenery helps me breathe better. Every now and then in summer I hear voices coming from inside. I don’t know why, but I decide to take a peek through the thick growth of leaves. It seems strange to me that there are still people there at ten o’clock. I search for a spot where the vegetation is a bit thinner and I look through. In the water there are two very distinct figures: a man and a woman. I immediately recognize the girl—I could hardly do otherwise given her bulk—it’s the caretaker at my son’s nursery. She has two shoulders as wide as a four-door wardrobe and her walk resembles very closely that of a hippopotamus. She has, I have to admit, an exquisite complexion, fresh and smooth skin, and her face is lovely, like with most fat women. I don’t know the small man who’s splashing her. But he is thin and short, and his coloring, as far as one can gather in the dim light, is rather dark. He must be from North Africa, or possibly Turkey. They are playing in the water: they chase each other, they push each other under, and they compete to see who gets to the side first. I smile, pleased and accommodating: I’m happy that they’re enjoying themselves and cooling off. I too would gladly have a swim, what with this mugginess. I’ve no idea how the caretaker manages to be there after closing time. I am about to go when I see her coming out of the water completely  naked, her rolls of fat clearly on display: she has such enormous tits they could do with a sign saying OVERSIZED LOAD. And between her thighs sprouts a thick clump of coal-black down that contrasts with her very pale skin. The Moroccan gets out of the water—he’s naked too—and strokes her cheek. She then grabs him by the wrist and pulls him toward her, starting to kiss him and to play with his dick. When its hardness is to her liking—and I have to say that the man is tiny but his equipment is rather well developed—the caretaker opens her legs and slides it into that . . . that . . . technically I’d call it her pussy, but my brain keeps using the term “chasm.”
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