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	PREFACE

This story is quite different from all other of my stories, both for content and style.


About the content, it is the story of two straight men falling in love with each other. So the story is about how this happened, and how it evolved, with lot of difficulty, but (as in all of my stories) with a happy end.


About the style, having chosen to write it as an axchange of letters, of course they don't describe the sex between them in detail (they know how it was!) but more the feelings they had, the problems and so on.


So, if you are looking for a "fuck, fuck, bang, bang" story... I'm sorry to disappoint you. And in the first three parts nothing happens, just they are feeling more and more closely to each other. This first part anyway seems to me important to justify what happens after...


I would like to receive your feedback to this unusual story. Thank you.



Andrej Koymasky











Roma, 18/5/86

Dear Sebastiano:

Yesterday, after you left Rome to go back home, I thought about the time you spent here and felt a need to write and tell you how very glad I was to have met you, not only for our work but also on a personal basis. About our work: besides being very appreciative of your creative side and your excellent technical skill, I was surprised at the ease with which you grasped my ideas, ideas that I myself had difficulty focusing on.
On a personal level, I have discovered in you a remarkable sensibility, accompanied by a joy of living and by uncommon gifts of sympathy, so that I await with great pleasure your next visit to Rome. I certainly look forward to again appreciate your propositions for our work, propositions that I really long for, and the ability once again to enjoy your so agreeable company.


I give you my best sentiments and salutations and my renewed compliments.

Federico Maria Pirazzoli




Monday, May 26th

from Salerno

Doctor Pirazzoli:

Your kind letter surprised me.


Pleasantly, of course. You are really kind to write such things. But I feel you go a little too far. I really do not want to disappoint you.


I'm really so young yet. Taking my first steps, actually. This is the first important work ever entrusted to me. I hope I will be able to deal with it.


I feel working with you will be good. You too, in fact, are a creative person. I think it will be easy for us to understand each other. But then, you, too, are a young man.


The fact that I like your work very much makes things easier. There is nothing worse than trying to develop an interest in things you do not care for. It is not so with your work.


There is poetry and a freshness in it. There is originality. To repeat, I like it. I felt involved at once.


Anyway, thanks again for your letter. The first of the coming month I'll bring you my first sketches, as agreed. I hope you like them.


Take care.

De Donato Sebastiano





Roma, 2/6/86

Dear Sabastiano:

When I went back home from work, I had the agreeable surprise of finding your letter which arrived by this morning's post. The envelope which you painted was very beautiful. It was elegant, colorful and very joyful: do you always decorate your envelopes in such a manner? It is a very beautiful masterwork to carefully keep and preserve.


But lets now talk about the things I wrote to you. No, I do not exaggerate in what I wrote you, on the contrary, I expressed a little part of what I really think and feel and I am certain that your work cannot disappoint me; because even if it is true that you are young and taking your first steps as you write, you are extraordinarily skillful and I am not at all surprised to discover that you graduated with full honors.


If our producer chooses you for the graphics of our next publicity campaign from amongst the several applicants we had, and believe me there were many, it is because he deeply appreciated the work-book you sent us. Doctor Mancinelli is an old, astute fox and he knows how to surround himself with real talent, and let me assure you he has never been mistaken in any of his choices.


I have your envelope in front of me and the more I look at it, the more I like it: you are solar in your works and you are able to instill in whoever looks at them a deep sense of peace and joy.


I will be most pleased to meet you again and have your sketches.


Warm greetings and I hope to meet you again soon.

Federico Maria Pirazzoli




Tuesday, June 10th

from Salerno

Doctor Pirazzoli:

It is quite probable I will arrive before this letter.


No, I do not paint all my envelopes in that manner. Just the ones I send to people I like, and I do like you! It has been instinctive; perhaps I am too much so, but that's the way I am.


I have almost finished all of my sketches. The 16th of this month I'll be in Rome. I must tell you, the more you praise me, the more I fear disappointing you. If you don't like them, I'll do them again. In my work doing things over and over is normal. Is that your way also? You are the first scene writer I have met. I want to understand better what your work is. It seems fascinating.


Apart from the work for you, I'm also doing other things. One is the cover for an exoteric book. Another is a "jacket" for a record of Merola. Both are of little interest. They will not be very good. Happily, I like doing your work. But in order to eat, one has to do many things. Especially at the beginning. Even if one does not like that much.


I hope you like this envelope, and above all, my sketches. I am quite happy with them. It is said an artist is never happy with his work. Evidently I am not an artist!


See you soon. Take care.

De Donato Sebastiano


	






Roma, 28/6/86

Dear Sebastiano:

I would have loved it if you could have stayed here a few more days: those ten days made me feel so good being near you. Aside from our pleasant work relationship, it seems to me that a beautiful friendship is being born between us also.


I never cease to be surprised by the way you are able to understand what I have in my mind as soon as I hint at it. It is almost as if you were telepathic, that the same thoughts, the same processes in my mind are taking shape in yours at the same time. The Americans have a saying, "Great minds run together" and perhaps that is us.


Anyway, it is a beautiful feeling to know that it is not on just a professional level; it is a certainty that you and I are becoming a formidable team and that our producer is becoming aware of that fact; just yesterday evening he said to me that he "feels he chose the right person" to make you and I work well together for the smooth function of this publicity campaign; he clearly was talking about us.


As I knew they would, your sketches have hit the goal dead center; they are absolutely perfect. We are now waiting for you to develop the samples you showed to us, especially the one you preferred; that is the one I too liked best of all. It is the one my bosses have chosen, anyway. The other two were good. I really think that you are an artist, despite the fact that out of modesty you deny it; an humble artist is something beautiful and rare.


Stefania sends you her best regards; she was really impressed by you and your personality. I could almost be jealous because she talks about you with such admiration in her tone. Of course I am joking! I'm always pleased when others react favorably to the things and persons I appreciate and admire.


Greetings also from Monica (the girl in the Administrative Division) and from Renzo in Public Relations and as you must know, a dear greeting and good wishes for your (our) work.

Federico M. Pirazzoli




Sunday June 29th

from Salerno

Federico,

Many thanks for your welcome.


I really feel we work OK, you and I. The 10 days I spent in Rome were very beautiful. Thanks for being my pleasant guide. I didn't know the Capital. I was conquered!


The colleagues you work with are nice people. I loved that night at the pizzeria. Even if in Naples pizza is the "other thing." But you all are special.


I never liked hotels. One is an unknown among unknowns. After work, you are alone. I am a social animal. You were really kind. You spent your free time with me. And also your girl Stefania. She is a nice girl. You seem OK together.


I am glad you chose the A set. As you said, it is the one I prefer. I did it all in one go. By itself, I mean. I am glad you preferred it personally, also. I believe our tastes are quite similar. In various matters.


When you invited me to your place and showed me your videos, I was pleased. To be admitted to another's home is to cross a border. Until then you are a foreigner. Afterwards, no more.


Your videos are beautiful. And I loved your flat. To see someone's house is like seeing his identity papers. And that is really "your" home. In there I've seen you as you are. Your very soul, I mean. You are lucky to live alone. I still live with my family. There is always racket. And row. I often work at night to have some peace. While the others are sleeping. It is night, now, as I write to you.


If it were up to me, I'd prefer day to night. Sun to moon. Summer to winter. It isn't that I don't like the night, moon and winter. I do love them. But I prefer light and warmth. Am I wrong, or is it the same with you?


I have to tell you something. For a while, now, I feel as if I had known you for ever. Even from the first time we met. I felt you becoming a friend. You know, a friend you have had from the beginning. Friends who grew up together.

Its a rare sensation. But a good one.


I can speak honestly with you. You never misunderstand. I do not need ceremonies. You are always informal. I can say what I think. You are not scandalized.


That's so and that's beautiful.


Ciao, my friend. Take care.

Sebastiano





Roma, 7/7/86

Dear Sebastiano:

Of course I'm your friend and I too feel that our relationship is not just a working one but that a real friendship is being born and taking shape. In fact, I have very seldom opened up to others as I felt I could do with you. Friends are rare, real friends, I mean, the kind who are able to listen to you and understand you and accept you as you really are but with you I feel this is truly possible; this is very beautiful, probably because it is so rare.


Yes, living alone has several advantages, especially not having to report to anyone about how you live and most importantly the fact that you can design your living spaces as you like. I'm glad you like the way I've organized my small apartment; you realized I really put it all together myself. For four years I've lived here and I've furnished it little by little and possibly I'm not finished yet, in the sense, I believe, a home has to evolve and change with the person who lives in it. A home that always remains the same, in my opinion, is like a museum with a dead man living there! Dead inside, I mean.


Some people attach a great importance to clothing, to the personal aspect; it is not that I don't take pride in dress, but I attach more importance and weight to the place where I live: it has to be comfortable for both my body and mind - body and soul - a unique personality and not two separated things in opposition as some people seem to believe.


Anyway, apart from philosophy, I love my home and I'm glad you liked it and I have to confess to you that I feel really good in it, especially because it is on the top floor; from my windows, as you probably noticed, one can see the roofs of Old Rome and I love the old roofs, the cats that reign there, the green patches of spontaneous small plants that grow between the tiles here and there, the chimney tops with their thousand shapes, the dormer windows that seem to be little houses in fairy tales in an enchanted landscape.


At times, I stay there by the window for many minutes; you may think that I'm a little weird and perhaps you are right, but then I'll bet that if you were here in the day time you would be fascinated by that landscape of tiles and chimneys and dormer windows and by that sea of light and color that the roof are, that sea where your eyes can swim without worries, happily.


Next time, I hope you will come to my place in the day time.


Rather, I think why, instead of staying at a hotel, don't you stay at my apartment? Apart from the fact that you will spend less money, we will be company to each other and we can go to work and come back on my motorbike: what do you think about that? I really hope that you will not be full of compliments and that you will be informal about it.


I am looking forward to your next letter in another beautifully painted envelope.


Stefania also sends dear greetings and best wishes.

Federico




Monday July 16th

from Salerno

Federico:

Thanks for your letter. Thanks for your friendship.


I really think of you as a friend. And after your last letter, even more so. You can be alone and love. But it takes two to be friends.


In some ways it is like that with children. You have heard them say, "he is friend to me!" In that saying there is pride. I feel that way. Inside me I repeat, Federico is friend to me! And I feel pride.


Of course, we will have no ceremonies. Its impossible. I accept your invitation. If you were not my friend, I would have to say no, thanks. Don't worry about me. But you cannot say that to a friend. I mean there is no space for formalities: "After you," "Oh, no, after you, please." And both remain standing there like two dried cod. Not two friends. They cannot.


It's a good thing being friends. A brother, you just get him. A friend, you choose him.


But to be friends is also a demanding thing. It asks patience, availability. That's why real friends are so rare. I hope to be a real friend to you and with you.


I was thinking about your videos. You really do beautiful work. Have you ever thought about doing some videoclips? It might be amusing. And it also has a good market. You would surely succeed at it. I really loved that short piece about the two little dogs in love. It was tender. You are able to look at simple things with tenderness. You can find it where no one notices it. And I really appreciate that ability in you. The smallest things, seen by you in your videos become fascinating. Moreover, you are able to use the camera like a master. I think it's also in part editing, isn't it? And also background music.


You use the visive arts like me. You also have in it movement and sound. What you do is more complete. I invent shapes and colors. You create them, give them life. If we were together, we could do animation. But time and means are important. Experience can be acquired. I followed a course on animation at the Academy. Also one of computer graphics.


O.K., now I leave you. I await your answering letter with pleasure.


Kisses to Stefania. Greetings to Renzo and Monica. And also to the others.


Take care

Sebastiano





Roma, 26/7/86



I received your telephone message and it's really a pity you cannot come here.

We are waiting for your new sketches you are sending by carrier. Of course, I would have preferred to have you here to comment, illustrate and explain them to the boss but I will try to do it in your place and hope I can be as good as you are.


I do trust your mother will recover soon so that you may make a short visit here in Rome before the summer vacations: do remember that the agency will be closed from the 10th through the 31st of August.


What do you think you will do on your vacation? Have you decided where you will go? Stefania and I planned to do a tour of Greece this year. We would be very pleased if you and your girl friend were able to come with us: there is nothing to book because we decided to rent a camper in Athens and tour in it and if you two can come we will just rent a bigger one. Do you have a driver's license? If you have, we can take turns driving, but let me make haste to say it is not for that reason I am inviting you. We would dearly love to meet your girl friend and stay with you, so please think about this idea and write or call me.


Unhappily, they have not yet connected my phone at home: I am sure you know how it is, they always say we are coming soon and then they never show up; so you will have to call me at the office. You do have my personal telephone number, don't you?


Friends who have been there say that Greece is very beautiful, especially if you avoid the guided tours and the big cities and go your independent way, but they also remarked that in Greece life is quite inexpensive, especially in the rural areas.


Do you like to travel? I really love it and if I could, I think I would be always on a journey to discover new lands, other peoples and customs, to widen my horizons, to understand new things and to become little by little, a world citizen. Probably you think I am too much a romantic and dreamer, and that is quite possibly true but I don't regret at all being that way. Apparently you are a realistic person, your feet firmly on the ground, but even so, from your imaginative drawings and your so beautifully painted envelopes I truly believe that, deep inside, you too are a dreamer and a romantic like myself.


About your last letter: You asked if I would like to do animation with you, using your drawings. I really never did seriously think about that possibility since I am not able to draw in a decent way, but I think that with your drawings I'd like at least to give it a try. I also think that with animation one can lend life to any idea, any dream, any fantasy with much more realism than with photography, so I believe that it must really be wonderful.


Stefania doesn't indulge in much fantasy, as you may have perceived, and at times I ask myself why I ever started a relationship with her, but she is beautiful, knows how to make love, is also a nice, intelligent person and has a lot of talents. But she is so different from me and does not understand or appreciate my fantasies, my dreams. She even preferred not to go to Greece, wanting to go to New York instead, but she accepted, this time, what I liked after we made a pact that next vacation I will do what she decides: that way we arrived at an honorable compromise.


Yes, she is a sexy person and really knows how to do sex, but is that a sufficient reason to decide to stay with a girl? At times I ask myself what would life be like with her if we married: all things considered I realize that I'm a little scared and probably that is why I haven't yet decided to talk about marriage with her.


What is your opinion on these things? Am I creating too many problems or do the problems really exist? My mother says I exaggerate problems, that I magnify them, that I think too much about such matters and at times I think perhaps she is right. It is also true that I'm able to adapt to situations: I really have great adaptive skills and hence I may be able to adapt to living with a woman who has no fantasies, considering the other talents she has...


But now enough of these thoughts. I hope soon to have your news and to hear that your mother has recovered. I think it is a great pity that you also, like me, don't have a telephone at home: it would be so much more simple and a faster way to communicate.


I embrace you strongly and send you my best wishes.

Federico




Friday August the 1st 

from Salerno

Federico:

As I said to you on the phone, it is not possible to come to Greece. Carla booked all of our vacation at the Dolomite. I would have really liked to be with you in Greece.


My mother is not completely well yet. Partly because of that we can meet only after our vacations are over. For now, I have to go every morning to the hospital. After she is well, I will be able to go on vacation.


I understand what you mean about Stefania. I think she is beautiful and elegant and likable. But I scarcely know her. If she is good in bed, that's important. But it is not all. A man doesn't live just in bed.


I still don't think about marriage. I don't know if I will marry Carla. If she reads this, she'll kill me! But we have time. We are both young. And after all she may possibly be the one to tie me up. Carla has fantasy. Even in bed. She's better than a living Kamasutra. So I don't complain. I don't have the ideas of the Southern male. I like for a woman to have initiative. And I don't mean just in bed. The modern, free woman. I believe I would not even be jealous. Atypical Southerner, you see. Even if I do have black, curly hair. You too, are atypical, I think. For a Northerner, that is. Probably because you now live in Rome? Or perhaps it is just because you are an artist. Anyway, I like the way you are.


I'm preparing the sketches for the second part. As programmed. I think they are coming out O.K. I had to do one plate again. My sister Cettina stained it with milk. I was furious. Working hours thrown into the dust bin. But it serves no purpose to be furious. Yes, no purpose!


Ah, if I had a place of my own! We are too many in this house. But we love each other. That is all that counts.


At times I think that Cettina and Carla are the same age. It makes me feel strange. Carla is a woman. My woman. Cettina to me is a little girl. My little sister. Imagining her doing with a man the same things Carla does with me, upsets me. I know that's stupid and I'm wrong. Possibly Cettina really has relationships. But I prefer not to think about it.


The ostrich syndrome? The ostrich technique! Mothers and sisters: the Virgin Mary! Other women: the Magdalene. But before repenting, of course! Isn't that absurd? Nevertheless a man always makes that mistake. If Cettina is a Magdalene ... her business. But I have to think that out rationally. Spontaneously it doesn't come out. I must be more of a Southerner than I like to be.


About the telephone. If Cettina finds work this fall, we will probably get one. But now with just Francesco's and my money, we can't. Any way, not for a few months.


For the moment you must be happy with my letters. And envelopes. This one I drew in one go. I hope you like it. Do you really keep them? All my envelopes? Do you hope if I become famous, to sell them?


O.K. Take care, dear friend.

Sebastiano

















PART TWO







Roma, 8/8/86

Dear Sebastiano,

thank you for the wonderful envelope and for the letter, whose content is also very beautiful, in fact I like very much reading what you write, because it is a way to know you better and I think that the telephone couldn't give us the possibility we have in the letters to talk about what we have in our hearts, to open ourselves to each other as friends... and also by telephone you couldn't send me those splendid envelopes!


On the morrow I will leave for Greece and I have yet to prepare my luggage; I'm really sorry you cannot come with us, I will write you again from there, at least once. These three weeks will be a sort of trial for Stefania and I because it will be the first time we will have been together night and day for such a long period and then we will see if everything between us proceeds as well as I hope, and I surely will need to open my heart to you also on this occasion.


I really would like to met and know your Carla, she must be a likeable girl, be she a living Kamasutra or not. What does she do? is she a student or does she work? If I understood correctly, she must be eighteen and I'm amazed that her parents allowed her to come with you for her holidays, because to be alone with you is not what one can expect from a Southerner girl but more especially, from her family.


You are lucky having brothers and sisters and I say that because I'm an only child and I swear that I would like to have somebody to... make dirty my work with milk! Living alone of course has several advantages, but also not a few disadvantages, I can assure you. If I were still living in Bologna I would be living with my family and not just to have my food ready and my shirts ironed, but mainly because it is so good to have someone at home waiting for you, someone with whom to talk, or with whom possibly to quarrel.


It's a pity that you are so far away, because if you were here in Rome, I would certainly feel less lonely; here I do have Stefania, that's true, but with you a special communication channel has opened, such that in two years I never could have with her. At times I feel as if Stefania and I were on two different wave lengths, you know, or like the chats between two deaf people in the situation comedies, and it is just in bed that our two wave lengths seem to coincide for a while, but then it is only sufficient to rise from the bed that it again changes... and you understand that it is not possible to remain all the time... horizontal, right?


Moreover, I must confess to you that even in bed Stefy has very little fantasy and I think that my grandmother would have acted in the same classic way, that is she under and I on top of her, but at least she loves it, she does it willingly and that's good, and often it is she who starts and all things considered, the intercourse is agreeable even if she certainly is not a living Kamasutra and neither just a summary. In return she never forgets to take her pill and always reminds me use a condom, because her password is "prudence" and that not just in bed but for any of her decisions or activities: at times, as a little joke and to pull her leg, I call her Prudenziana, or Prue, and she smiles quite as if she took it as a compliment.


Anyway tomorrow we well start our trip and as it is said "survivors will tell" in fact it is possible that being far from home and together all day long, she will relax a little and who knows, we can make love more often and a little more... disorderly!


I bought an album expressly to collect your envelopes; I will never sell them even if you become incredibly famous and even if they offered me millions; I carefully put them in the album so that they are not stained, and in the order I get them. The last one is really wonderful, but all of them are so, and it would be difficult to make an ordered list and anyway I'm yet looking forward to your next one with a sense of pleasure, and then for the next one, and the one after next and so on. In my album there is place for forty envelopes, but don't worry, when it is full I will buy another one.


Yesterday I was thinking about your idea of our making some animations together and after the holidays, the first time we meet, we can talk about it, because this idea is fascinating to me and moreover, if you decide to stop at my place, we will have lots of time to talk about it and to lay down a program, some ideas and a working schedule, do you agree?


Oh, would I have loved to have you two in Greece wit us, but I have to be patient and anyway we will have other occasions to do holidays together, I presume.


For the moment receive my best wishes for your holidays and also for your mother health, my dear Sebastiano.


Ciao

Federico




Saturday the 16th of August

from Auronzo di Cadore

Federico,

here all is wonderful. So different from the South. You feel ok. Both for the air and for beauty.


Amazed for Carla? But her parents don't let her come with me. Can you think! She come here with her cousin. They have a twin bedroom. I'm here with Toni, the cousin's boy friend. We have a twin bedroom also. Same hotel. And here we swapped. Down there nobody knows about it. Officially Toni and I are even not here. We are in Sicily. Camping in the woods. In fact our families know each other. Just Francesco knows the truth. Not even Cettina. But he will keep the secret. He understands me. He too has had same problems.


With Carla it's ok. I think about you and Stefy. Hope you two are ok. Here climate is perfect. Not too hot. Splendid panorama. Many tourists, but not too much. This envelope is inspired by Dolomites. Not to the tourists.


Mum seems to recover. Doctors have hopes. We all hope. Thank for your wishes.


Here in the hotel there is a viking. The way she looks at me, she likes me. I too like her. But with Carla here, taboo! A pity. I'd like to give a try. They say they are so available. Especially with latin males. And I'm a male. And also latin. She's lean, tall, blond. Classic Northerner. Opposite of Carla. Well Carla too is lean. But not tall and she's dark. And she's always glued to me.


Would I be a faithful husband? Probably yes. But now I'm not married. I ask myself: is there any difference? It's enough of a rite to change things? Who knows..


But I'd like to go with that viking. I'm not reliable, right? What would you do in my place? I think you too are not so reliable. We are alike. I think you'd like the viking.


But then, she can be an iceberg. Sexual fantasies. Desire of new. Day dreams.


How's Greece? How are Greek girls? Filling your eyes? When back there'll be your letter. For sure. I count on that. Your letters are so good. I do fine envelopes. You fine letters.


I go to bed. Carla calls me.


Ciao. Take care. Your friend

Sebastiano

P.S. I've found a music you'll like. I bought for you the record.

They didn't have it on tape.





Karyai, 18/8/86

Dear Sebastiano,

from our camper window I can see Mount Athos we will go to visit tomorrow or rather I will go, because as you probably know, Mount Athos is a kind of small theocratic republic where females are not admitted, even female animals, just think of that, and therefore Stefy will probably do an excursion to sea with a group of American girls we met here in the camp ground.


With Stefy its going not bad, not good even if I hoped that these days would have allowed me to better understand my relationship with her, to make it clear so that I could be able to conclude in one way or another, that is, that I continue, or there is no sense and I break, and on the contrary all is exactly as always, no more, no less, and I'm disappointed, I'm disappointed in myself, I mean, because I cannot arrive at a decision.


Stefania... she is always the same, she can be foretold, she is immutable, warm-tepid in bed, cold-tepid out of the bed and her mood variates from serious-cheerful to cheerful-serious and her remarks, conversation with her at times is clever-worldly, a times clever-committed, never really futile, never really too profound, because she is a girl so very balanced, perfect, right that you cannot even be bored with her, you cannot be dissatisfied with her, honestly, but neither happy, and moreover she is neither the "aurea mediocritas" because Stefy is certainly not mediocre, on the contrary she is rather exceptional, I have to honestly admit it, but neither is she gold...


But now enough with those thoughts.


Greece is really a wonderful land, pastoral and perhaps it is just my mythological fantasies but I see it yet populated by gods and nymphs and fauns and heroes and it is beautiful, not just the Acropolis with the Parthenon and the Propilees and so on, but they are the only beautiful things to be seen in Athens; for the rest it is a tasteless city, but also the mountains, small villages, the small harbours at sea, the myriad of small islands and rocks, everything. I believe that if you were here, I could have enjoyed all that even more, that land of myths and poetry.


Do you know that still you can see boy shepherds sitting on a rock, while their flock browses all around, and they play reed whistles or syrinx? They still really exist! When I saw one of them, I stopped the camper and went down to look at him and I would have remained there to look at him, still, in a religious silence to enjoy the scene for hours, in mystical contemplation... but Stefy called me back to reality after exactly five minutes with two calibrated clacks of horns and so the little shepherd stopped playing his instrument, raised an arm to wave me hallo from afar, then resumed playing while we were going away with our camper.


Delphi and the Parnassus have disappointed Stefania, but not me. Do you believe that the sacrum of a place could be breathed with the air? This is what I felt because notwithstanding all, in that place the Oracle was just waiting to be waked up from the oblivion of centuries, amongst those sacred woods... but I presume that Stefy was hoping to see some important and majestic monument, that doesn't exist any more, and not just a forest, and so she was disappointed.


And then the sea! In several points you would not be surprised to see Venus coming out, all naked on her rosy mother of pearl and luminous shell, pulled by cohorts of golden-green sea horses. Even if my own Venus seems to be more at ease if she can surf the waves on board a chromium plated speedboat and she will be, to say the most, topless!


Sacred and profane, poetry and prose and I standing there in the middle and feeling like somebody having his feet in two stirrups, but not on the same horse...


How are you doing? How are the Dolomites? Do you know that I have not yet been there? Now that you have seen them, do you advise me to go and visit? Are you drawing there also, or are you rather taking a real rest? Did you write to me, you too?


When I'm back in Rome I hope to find one of your multi colored and full of poetry envelopes. I shot a lot of slides and I will show them to you as soon as you come to Rome.


Well, ciao for the moment, my dear friend, and receive a warm greeting

Federico




Monday, 25th of August

from Salerno

Back home, there was your letter.

I told you about vikings. You about Venuses. You win in poetry. I'm too carnal.


Yes, Dolomites are beautiful. But there are no gods.


Yes, I believe you can breath the sacrum. I'm sure. It happens to me, at times.


I'm curious about the monks' republic. And the boy shepherd. Did you take pictures? First days of September I'll be in Rome. At your place, if it's ok. You'll show me all. You'll tell me all. I will have little to tell. But I did drawings. I'll bring them with me. To show you.


Tony was a pain in the ass. Happily there was Lucia. You know, Carla's cousin. She neutralized him. He is the classic Southerner male. Full of himself. But to judge is too easy. And quite always wrong. Probably he is just not self confident. Anyway he got the viking. At least so he says. And he says she was a bomb!


 I hope you'll like the record I bought.


Happily I wrote you from the Dolomites. So you'll not be disappointed. I'm a little lazy to write. You're the first I write so much. But with you comes out easy. I know you understand me. You feel like me.


When you're back, probably you'll find this also. Here it is so hot. It's night and I'm almost naked. I wear just my shorts. Mum and Cettina are not at home, so... Later I'll paint you an envelope. Tomorrow I'll post.


I found mum better. She's doing cobalt therapy. Francesco still in holiday. Also Ruggiero is in the country. At our grandparents place. Cettina is at the hospital near mum. So I'm alone. It's rare to be alone, in here. It's beautiful, I assure you.


Who's alone wants company. Who has always company wants to be alone. Funny, no? Blonds want to be dark, and dark to be blond. Who has curly hair wants straight hair. And the straights to be curly. Why is no one happy? But I'm happy. All things considered, I am. And not just a little. I like to be dark, curly, to have brothers and sisters.


I have a lot of defects, that's true. But I like myself. Do you think that wrong? I don't think so. If you like yourself, then you can also like others. If not, you cant. As I like what I do. Without exaggeration.


Well, ciao Federico. Take care

Sebastiano





Roma, 1/9/86

Dear Sebastiano,

Two letters at once, what a luxury, and you cannot imagine my happiness and my desire to open them and to read them immediately, but not to ruin the envelopes I had to wait until I was in my apartment to be able to use a paper cutter. The envelopes are one more beautiful than the other and that is not a surprise, and with those two I am at seven.


Yes dear Sebastiano, I too think that we two do fairly resemble as character, even if I'm perhaps a little more talkative than you, but we both are crazy, or rather not so serious, as you say, but you are more self confident of what I am, more squared, possibly less problematic, but anyway we resemble and that's probably the reason why we did match immediately and this beautiful and precious friendship is born.


Certainly, if you were in Greece with me, instead of Stefania, I would have appreciated and enjoyed the trip a lot more because I think, or rather I'm sure, that you would have been in ecstasy for the same things that fascinated me and that you would have savoured them as I tried to do notwithstanding the indifference of my ineffable Stefy.


You say you like yourself and I don't think this is wrong at all, on the contrary I would like to like myself the same way, as you do for yourself, but you have all the reasons to be happy with yourself, I on the contrary don't have all those reasons, or perhaps I too have good points I think I'm a little happy with how I am, but not completely because there are things in me I would like to change, things I would like to be different, not so much for the physical aspect, but inside me, on the character level.

I think it is important to be able to take one's own life in his hands, his own way to be or to react to facts, to think, in order to try to become better, and I feel I'm not doing that enough.


I hope you can call me soon at work to tell me the days you will be in Rome, and of course not only there is no problem you staying at my place for those days, but I will be very, very pleased to be again with you.


Do you like to cook? I love doing it and if you want I will prepare for you some of my special dishes and personal recipes, so if there is something you don't like or you cannot eat, please tell me beforehand, so that I can plan your treats.


Good, for now ciao and see you soon. Big greetings

 your Federico


	





Saturday, the 20 th of September

from Salerno

Federico,

Before all, thanks. For the splendid welcome. For the tasty recipes. For all the time spent with me.


They have been splendid days. For real. But you have to make a promise. If you want me again at your place. In all those days you never was alone with Stefy. But I know that at times she spent the night with you. So, if you want to be with her, just tell me. I can go to dance. Or to a night club. Or to spend one night in a hotel. And be back home when right for you. You do have right to your intimacy. "Clear pacts, long friendship" as we say.


But it has been fine to chat until falling asleep. Normally I was the first to go, no? And I hope I didn't kick all the night. Your bed is wide like a soccer field! But I'm used to sleeping alone. In a small single bed. Really small.


I would like to have so big a bed. You can sleep in any direction. And when making love, you can roll and rock as you please. Could I have such a bed with Carla! We will do a corrida. She the torero and I the bull. Or vice versa?


Splendid your Greece slides. My eyes are still full of them. And wonderful your commentary. My heart is still full of it. You are a poet, a real poet. I would have recorded your words...


About the new work proposed by your producer. Don't deny it, there is your hand under it. I thought about it, and I'm sure. Anyway, thanks. I like it very much. Moreover that way we can continue to work together. For months. This also, I like very much.


I'm looking at your present. The one you brought me from Greece. Thank you again. I didn't bring you anything. It will be for the next time.


And then, thanks for the coffees. I was never waked up with a good coffee. It's really good. Quite a luxury. I felt like a pasha. You did spoil me in those days. I like to be spoiled. A little, at least.


I'll start immediately to work on our project. I think we can do something worthwhile. You're a volcano of ideas. One better and more exciting than the other.


Ciao, Federico. Be well and take care

Sebastiano





Roma, 2/10/86

Dear Sebastiano,

Before all, it is not true you didn't bring me back anything from your journey, in fact do you forget the record with the percussions music? I continue to hear it and to hear it again and the more I hear it the more I like it, in fact that "arrhythmic rhythm" makes something vibrate inside me, something ancestral and primordial and it is really, really beautiful.


Then, second point, you don't have to worry about me and Stefy, because it is not that we fuck every night, and neither every other night, so there is absolutely no problem about your presence and if by chance sometimes you will have to stay at my place longer than usual, let's say more than two weeks, and I want to be alone with her one night, I will tell you without ceremonies nor problems: is it ok, that way?


I too loved chatting with you in the evenings until falling asleep, even if it is true that you were almost always the first to glide into sleep, and anyway you never did kick during the night: as I told you so, why didn't you believe me? Between us no formalities, right? So if you did kick me or even if you did start to snore, I would have said that to you immediately without any problem, therefore there is no sense in you going back to sleep in the living room couch like in the first days, because the couch is narrow and uncomfortable and I would feel bat to sleep comfortably and not you. As you said, my bed is wide as a soccer field, so there is enough place for two and even more.


I too started to work on our project for the animation and I like that project so much that ideas are gushing out like an avalanche and I'm filling page after page so that the first time we are together again we can make a choice, between the many ideas, the ones we feel to be better. Anyway I think that I would like to call the dog Rodolfo and if you like this name and if it gives you inspiration, try to draw a dog fitting this name; for him, on the contrary, no good names did yet come out, but for sure with the developing of our project the right name for him will come out.


About your new work, I repeat that no, there is absolutely not my hand in it, but it is our big boss that is so pleased with your actual work that he personally decided to entrust you this new project and I didn't know about his decision, even if of course I'm really happy for that decision that I approve completely; but it is not my merit, it is only and exclusively your merit, hard head!


I feel Monica does have a crush on you, in fact she continues to ask me about you, to send you her greetings, to talk about you saying how very cheerful you are and likeable, and handsome, and sexy and so on, and so on; anyway I send you her greetings, so I did what I was requested and did my duty. She also asked me if you are engaged and I answered that I didn't know, but if she asks me again what do I have to answer? Would you like me saying yes or no? Let me know, please.


Ciao, steal hearts! A dear greeting from me and from all

Federico




Sunday, 12 th of October

from Faiano

Federico,

Steal hearts, I? I did nothing!


Anyway tell Monica I'm not engaged. You never know. All considered could be nice. Provided that Carla doesn't know. She will break my legs. She is so possessive!


I'm glad you like the record. Yes, to me too it has the same effect. Awakens the primitive we have in us. The instinctive man. Who is also the more sincere. The more wise. The more "really man". To me, that kind of music, inspires dancing. All naked in the nature. It's not so for you?


Rodolfo is a good name for our dog. It inspires me. He, instead, why don't we call him Theo? With the "h". I feel him that way, I see him really theous. Or theist. Or theic... Do you like it? If you don't like it we can think to another name...


About you and Stefania. You don't fuck every day because she doesn't want? Or it's you? I would like to fuck every day, instead. It's natural, I think, at our age. And you are just 5 years older than me. You cannot do it with a time table or a calendar. I wouldn't say really every day. But neither once in two weeks. You have to do it more often. That's why I was worried.


I don't want to be nosey about your sex life. You can tell me that those are your matters. And you'll be right. But just a little bit right. As a friend, in fact, I'm worried. Nothing is better than sex. Expecially if it is not just a physical thing. Expecially if there is love. Or at least affection.


Are you or aren't you a youth? Wake up, friend!


Well, now forgive me. I said even too much.


Next month Francesco will marry. At last they found an apartment. So here there will be a little more space. In our room will remain just me and Ruggiero. Loredana, my soon to be sister in law, is an expansive girl. Even her dimensions. She has boobs and an ass that are two monuments. Francesco always appreciates this kind of abundance. Not I, on the contrary. I will feel lost. Carla is even more lean than your Stefy. Even for that I like her.


The other day I found a fantastic shop. In Naples. They have everything for fine art. Really everything. I bought two sets of japanese felt pens. 96 nuances of colors and 48 of greys. A dream. With the veiling technique you can obtain a lot more nuances. Quite infinite. I've used them for the envelope of this letter. Wonderful colors, aren't they? Possibly in Rome I can find even better sets.


I enclose some sketches for our animation. Tell me what solution do you like more. Without compliments. If none appeal to you, just tell me.


Can you send me one of your recipes? That one of the chou entree. I told Cettina and she wants to try. If it is not your secret, of course.


Here in the country with my grand parents I feel good. I think you would like it here. Who knows that one day I'll bring you here. Possibly a week end you are free. We can do it, no?


Ciao, handsome. Take care and write soon

Sebastiano














PART THREE







Roma, 18/10/86

Dear Sebastiano,

I've just received your letter and I answer you immediately and attached to this letter I send you the recipe for your sister Cettina: not only is it not a secret; I'm flattered and proud if my recipes start to be requested, because this make me feel like a great "chef" or perhaps a "cordon bleu" and also because, if I do fail one day in my chosen field, I can have a safe future as a cook.


Really beautiful your sketches, both those of Rodolfo and those of Theo: the one marked with the number 10 seems to me the best for Rodolfo and the one marked with the letter C the best for Theo, because in my opinion, of all the drawings, it is the most "theous". You didn't tell me which ones you prefer and I would like to know that. May I keep them or do you prefer to have them back? Tell me in your next letter.


Very beautiful also the envelop and the colours are fabulous. I'm gathering information here in Rome about the best shops for fine arts products, so at least, when you come here I can take you to see them.


About Stefania and I, there is nothing wrong in you taking an interest in this, on the contrary: aren't we friends? Every day perhaps no, or perhaps yes, but anyway I would like to do it more often, but she doesn't want it often. Perhaps, if she was a little more passionate, the desire would grow also in me, but I adapt to her demands because making love without desiring it, for her, would be worse than for me not doing it even if I desire it. I agree with you that the physical relation could be a wonderful thing, probably the most wonderful, expecially if it is lived in a certain way. I don't want to complain about how things are going with Stefy, because certainly it is good doing it with her, but I cannot define it as thrilling, because at times I have some fantasies, some desires that don't seem to me absolutely out of the norm, but she... no, she is very traditional and says that I have to control myself. When I tried to make her understood about some of my erotic fantasies, my desires, she answered me that "nine weeks and half" is just a movie, not the reality... and yet I think that a relationship could also be that way or, if not exactly like in the movie, that there could be a little more fantasy, because fantasy is a little like sauce on spaghetti. Without fantasy or sauce, they are tasteless, at least some butter and parmesan are needed, right? or olive oil and garlic... I don't demand the four cheeses recipe, after all... I think you agree with me.


I never talked about these things with anyone but I think I can tell you, because telling you helps me to understand myself, even if I think that it is easier writing them in a letter than telling you in person, in fact to say that, to tell you in person, I think I would be a little ashamed. Not because of you, it's clear, but because of me, because I'm not used to talking seriously about these subjects with anybody, and with my colleagues we just do witticism, at times even smutty, but never serious talks.


All right! Now I leave you so I can post this letter soon. Ciao, my dear Sebastiano, see you soon.


All my greetings as always

Federico

P.S. Thank you for your invitation to come to the country at your grandparents place: when it is possible, we will organize something, promise!




Monday 27th of October

from Salerno

Federico,

thanks for the recipe by Cettina.


You can keep my sketches. I prefer the number 7 and the letter C. But I like also the 10 for Rodolfo. Moreover the 10 and the C fit better together. I'll try to develop them. We can always change our minds, if needed. Now we are just at the beginning.


What I appreciate more in Carla is her fantasy. She doesn't have many talents, but that one, she has. On the other hand, without fantasy there is no erotism. Without erotism, sex becomes tasteless. I like your image of spaghetti and sauce. I agree one hundred per cent.


Every relationship could be 9 weeks and 1/2. Rather, has to be. At least in part. I understand that if one is 70 y.o. And even in that case, not so much.


It seems to me that my granddad and granny (he is 74 and she is 71) still live their 9 weeks and 1/2. He is a real little devil. And she is a coquette. When they think nobody is looking at them. But if someone is looking, then they act very formal.


But I discovered that granny has lace panties. And granddad curls and combs his mustache before going to bed with her. And when they talk in private, they are hand in hand. It's a pleasure to see them.


Dad, I don't know. He died early. Mum, I presume, is similar to your Stefy. But I may be wrong. Expecially now that she's widowed. And is not in good health.


Anyway with me you can say what you like. Or write me, if you prefer. Without false modesty. There is nothing wrong in these things. I mean not doing them, or not talking about them. Expecially between real friends.


All right. I'll be in Rome soon. I'm really longing to meet you again.


For now, be healthy and take care

yours, Sebastiano


	






Roma, 14/11/86

Sebastiano,

I'm terribly embarrassed, I don't where to start, but I feel that I must absolutely clear up what happened last night.


God knows what you must think of me, now.


I don't know how it could have happened, I feel deeply ashamed and I apologize for that: forgive me, if you can.


I never did such things, never desired to do them, I really can't understand how it could have happened and feel terribly confused.


This morning I had difficulty being in your presence, probably you noticed that - I wanted to talk you but each time I told myself I had to, I started to tremble and a knot locked my throat and I was absolutely unable to do it, so at the end I preferred to act like nothing happened, as you were acting, but I felt nervous and shaken, because our friendship is too important and I really don't want it ruined by this unpleasant incident.


I know that now you have other problems, other sorrows and that perhaps you don't even feel like thinking of these things, that what happened between us is my fault, but I pray you to believe that I didn't do it on purpose, I didn't premeditate it, and really I cannot understand what happened to me, how I could have done such a thing. I am not trying to find an excuse, I know very well that there is none, but the more I try to understand how it could have happened, the less I understand it.


Forgive me, Sebastiano, if you can, if this is possible; forgive me, I pray you. I know very well that it is not possible just to let bygones be bygones and pretend that nothing happened, but, if I'm not asking you too much, please try to forget all and write me something so that I may again have the courage to look you in the eye, and know that you don't judge me a perverted and vicious man, an abnormal and amoral one as I may have appeared to you.


I swear to you that I never did such things with anyone before, and that I also never thought it possible for me to do such things, but above all I swear that I didn't intend to show a lack of respect for you, to take advantage of you, I really, absolutely didn't want that.


If you want, you can insult me, beat me, I deserve it, but don't deny me your forgiveness and your friendship.


I hope to receive your answer soon, if it is only just just two lines. Forgive me.

Federico




Friday 21 st of November,

from Salerno

Federico,

Today I received yours of the 14 th. I was expecting something different.

Friday morning I wanted to talk with you. Before boarding the train. But I thought you acted so strange. It seemed to me that you were avoiding me. So I said nothing.


Sure, I'm really distressed over mum's death. But also for your reaction. For your letter.


Is it possible that you can't understand?


When the telegram came, thursday night, it was a blow. I felt lost. I was really attached to my mum. You saw that. I was distraught. Even more because she seemed better. I really didn't expect her to die.


And you, as a real friend, tried to comfort me. To let me feel you were near. When we went to bed, if I hadn't burst into tears, it would probably not have happened. But when you heard my sobs, you caressed me. Then you embraced me tightly trying to relieve my pain. I felt your affection, your warmth. I really needed that. I terribly needed that. So I too embraced and huddled against you.


Our half naked bodies, our warmth, our affectionate caresses. This is what happened. Our bodies reacted, woke up. You kissed me.


It was still a friendly kiss, I know. But my kiss in answer was more than just a friendly kiss. I was thirsty. Thirsty for you. For your affection. I needed it. We got aroused. We searched for each other. We made love.


You are ashamed just to write that. We made love.


We made love. LOVE! Because our souls have been in love for months.


You swear to me that you never thought about making love with a male, before. And I believe you. I too never thought about that. For me it is the first experience, absolutely. Not even when I was a child, with my friends. Never, nothing.


But instead, with you, yes. But you are my best friend. Does it seem so strange to you? I'm not a faggot. I know you aren't. But it has been so beautiful! And why?


Because I was in need of love. To feel your love. And you gave it to me. With all your body.


Sublime! I felt your concrete love for me. It has been sublime.


But you now apologise. You ask forgiveness. You are ashamed. Are you sick, or what? You are ashamed to have given your love to your friend? I found it wonderful. Because it was you. You tell me you lacked respect to me! That's the last straw!


Friday evening I wanted to write you to thank you. To thank you, you know that? It would have been better if I did it.


But at home, these days, the funeral, the parents, I didn't have a single moment of peace. So, I confess to you, I didn't think so much of that. But at times I recalled that night, and I was happy.


Inside me I was repeating: for real Federico loves me.


And you ask my forgiveness!


And you are ashamed of me. And possibly even of yourself. I really can't understand you. Are you so much a slave to conventions? Or are you afraid to be a faggot?


Not I.


I never thought to be so. But if, now that I made love with you, that makes me a faggot, it was worth it. I don't give a shit! Rather, I'm happy. Super happy. Hyper glad.


No. I would be happy if you didn't react that way.


To me also our friendship is precious. I too hope that it will not be ruined.


And I was illuded into believing that now we were friends even more than before. Rather, more than friends. We were sharing not only our dreams, projects, but also our bodies.


But now your letter makes me doubt that.


I love you, Federico. I'm not ashamed, therefore, to have had sex with you. Absolutely not.

Sebastiano





Roma, 30/11/86

Yesterday i received your letter and I've read it again and again and I'm no more able to make out what's happening, unless you wrote me these things just to make me feel less bad.

You are very gentle, as ever, but I don't feel right about what you say, and these days I do nothing but think about it -- two men don't do such things, no matter how close their friendship is.


It happened to me, when I was fourteen, by a class mate, a sixteen year old student repeating the year's course, and he made me believe we were in love; but it was for me just a kid thing, just an adolescent discovering affection and sexuality and mistaking them; anyway just a youthful crush, understandable if short lived, and the one who drew me out of it was my father who brought that morbid relation to end, and made me understand how it is against nature, and I'm still grateful to him because he set me right again.


But between two adults it is no more understandable, but because it happened between us, it is explainable for you, because you were weak in that particular moment, because of the enormous grief that you felt; but for me it has been something I yet cannot explain to myself, anyway something that will never again happen.


As always you exaggerate in your expressions, you are hyperbolic, but I thank you for that, because it is evident that you did all you could just to make me feel more comfortable, and in fact I now feel a little more serene.


Even more because I have Stefy and I like making love with her, and even if I grew tired of her, as could happen, I like women and I'm sure about that. We are not queer, weird, not I and neither you, it is not sufficient an incident to change a life, don't you think?


Anyway, thank you because from your letter I clearly understood that you are still and want to remain my friend: to me also our friendship is more than precious and right with this letter where you try in your way to paint what happened in less dramatic colours, you show me the truth and depth of your friendship. Other "friends", very likely, would have cut me off, not talk to me any more, labelled me as an abnormal, a pervert, but happily not you.


Our friendship comes out intact, thanks be to God and to your magnanimity, and I promise you that our friendship will remain firm and clean from now on, and rather who knows that this incident makes us even more united, even more friends? We have now a secret in common, a mistake made together: at times even from evil comes good!


Thank you, Sebastiano


your very affectionate friend

Federico




Thursday 9th of December

from Salerno

Federico, the one to understand nothing any more, is me.

First of all, what I wrote you is the indisputable truth. It is not a nice stratagem to make you feel OK. I'm not "hyperbolic". I didn't exaggerate anything at all.


I would like to make love with you again!


But, as it seems to scare you so much, I will not.


Probably that is the reason. You, as a boy, had had a love affair. With a male. And they taught you to be ashamed of it.


So now you refuse it.


On the contrary, I did not even touch a male. Nothing, neither to jerk off one in front of the other. I never had the occasion. So now I'm not scared at all.


Your father imposed on you his solution. But how is it possible to say it was a morbid relation? There cannot be morbid relations between two adolescents. They are still too pure, the small boys.


And about being against nature! That could be said by one who doesn't know a shit about nature. Even monkeys, and dogs, and lots of other animals do it between males. And without love, just for instinct, that is nature. But we humans are superior beings! Bullshit!


About me there has not been the weakness of that moment. My brain was not dimmed by pain. I felt your affection, your warmth. My body and my soul understood that you were offering me love. I accepted it, fully conscious.


I knew perfectly well you are a male. I knew perfectly well that I too am a male. I touched your hard cock, and you mine. We couldn't not know that, not notice that. And we accepted that. And we proceeded. And we exchanged love, through sex.


It seems to you so strange? So abnormal? So immoral?


Sure, I too want to remain your friend. Sure, it's very important for me. But not at the price to tell lies! Not to myself, not to you.


Anyway, as this thing seems to disturb you so much (just because I want to continue our friendship) if you want we will talk no more on this subject. We will have a chaste and pure friendship. And gelded. Inhibition exists and works, if one wants it to...


But be careful: at times even from "good" can come "evil".


Let's change the subject.


Before Christmas holidays I'll come again to Rome. I'll bring the new plates to show you.


If you want this time I can book a room in a hotel. If you want I can stay at your place. I leave that decision to you.


I'll bring up also a sketch of the strips for the script you wrote for Rodolfo and Theo.


Ciao. Take care

Sebastiano





Roma, 16/12/86

Dear Sebastiano,

I don't know if you can receive this letter before leaving to come here. Before writing this letter I thought about it for two days, or more exactly, I started to answer to you immediately, but then I tore it up.


All right, you think that all is normal, right, well done, but it doesn't seem so to me: it's possible you could be right, the only one experience I had as a boy can have conditioned me, and that conditioning could be right or wrong, but I have it; for me it is not normal for two males to have a physical relationship between them, even if they are two very close friends as you and I are.


Male is made for the female and vice versa and also anatomy shows that, it seems to me, in a more than evident way. Between two men there can be friendship, nothing more, and when there is friendship, the true one, this is the maximum: you cannot and may not go further.


Anyway, as you wisely suggest, I think that it is best not to talk about that any more. I respect your ideas, your convictions, your choices even if I can't share them.


Anyway, as I told you when you called me at work, it is clear you come and stay at my place: I don't see any reason to change our habits, there is no problem, no danger. What happened, just happened, it belongs to the past and I feel self confident that you can feel safe.


I'm really longing to see your sketches for the strips for our animation movie. I'm writing a second script and have lots of ideas, or better, idea outlines, so we can talk about them in the next few days and develop them together.


What will you do during the Christmas vacations? I will probably go to Bologna to see my parents: I don't meet them often and, usually, we spend Christmas together.


Stefania was here yesterday and told me to send you her greetings and that she too is longing to meet you again in the next few days, because she likes you and says you are a nice boy, very smart.


I completely agree.


Ciao, my dear friend, receive my greetings and I will see you very soon

Federico

P.S. the color technician asks if you can bring him the samples book you told him about. I don't know what he is talking about, but he says you know. And remember also to bring with you the drawings you did on the Dolomites, the ones you showed me the last time. I think that doctor Beccacece will be interested in them for a campaign he is starting. Ciao ciao.

F.


	














PART FOUR







23 rd of December

from the train for Salerno

Merry Christmas, my friend.

How are you? Bad, I presume. Right? I'm really sorry. But just what I feared has happened.


You, notwithstanding all your speeches, are different. The fact you don't want to talk about it personally, shows it. In a letter. I would have liked to talk about it at once. But as you prefer. I respect your... inhibitions.


After what happened, to sleep in the same bed made things more difficult. You said you felt self confident. That there was no danger.


I had to push you away. Being rather rough with you when you tried it. But I did that for you, not for me. I would have made love with you again. As you felt, I was aroused as you were. But if I said yes, then you would have gone to tilt again.


Probably you are that way all the time, now. Probably it would have been better if I'd followed my instinct, not my brain.


I desire you, Federico, it's useless to hide that.


And you desire me, don't you see?


What's making you so scared? Being a faggot? A queer, a gay, a sodomite? I'm not scared at all. Those are just absurd labels. You are Federico. I am Sebastiano. Nothing different. Why cannot we be ourselves? Why cannot we love each other?


I feel it, I love you.


But not because you are a man, just because you are Federico.


You see, with Carla I'm OK. With her I fuck. Really more than pleasurably. But to be sincere, I am not in love with her. I love her, sure. But I'm not in love. That one with a capital L. Good sex and affection. And stop.


On the contrary, I'm in love with you. Every fiber of my body loves you. That's why just being near you gives me hard ons. If I had hard ons for any male, I could say: I'm a fag. But I got hard ons just for you, so I say: I'm in love.


Does that seem so strange to you?


And then, if to show you my love in a physical way I need to stick that label on me, good! I stick it on me. On my forehead: "Sebastiano - Faggot".


If it is the only one way, I'll say it to everybody: "I'm in love with a man, Federico".


But that would probably just worsen things, no? You would run away. You would be ashamed of me. You would accept from me, just one part. An aseptic friendship. Sterilized.


Better than nothing. I'm game. Knowing that you are not able to accept nothing more from me. Just friends. "A sound virile friendship". What nice words!


I would like to give you all of me. Give you so much of me that I was ready to give you my body also. But you don't want it. Patience! If someone doesn't want a gift, you cannot force him to take it. I prefer being accepted as a friend for half a relationship than a lover refused entirely.


Probably you will be annoyed by this letter. But I don't write letters and then tear them to pieces. Even at the risk of upsetting you, I send them to you. And in the painted envelopes. Because I think that is a sign of our friendship. And we are still friends.


Ciao Federico. Take care and try to feel ok

Sebastiano, a friend





Bologna, 26/12/86

Dear Sebastiano,

even if we are so far apart, I think a lot about you.


Thank you, you really are a friend and did right, the last night there in Rome, to stop me: I was about to fail again in that, notwithstanding I succeeded in controlling myself all the preceding nights.


It's all so strange.


In those days I did nothing but look at boys and girls: boys don't appeal to me at all, girls on the contrary do, of course not all of them, just the nice ones, but that means that I'm not a degenerate, I function normally.


But then, what happens to me when I'm near you? Could the difference be just the physical proximity?


So, I have to confess to you, that two nights ago I went to the Minghetti, a park here in Bologna known as a meeting place for faggots. I told myself: I have to try, so I can understand. After a while a guy approached me and touched me down there and I almost ran away, but decided to stop, to let him have his way, to test myself, and I wasn't aroused, not even slightly. That guy continued for a while and I was totally indifferent, so at the end he got tired and left. I was really satisfied with the result of my experiment and went home, much more quiet and serene.


If it had been a girl that touched me in that spot, and with so much insistence, I would have been aroused at once, and responded to her.


Forgive me if I talk about such intimate matters, but I know I can do that with you, and just with you.


Did you spend a good Christmas with your family? For me, all was as usual, listening to all my mother's kin about our relatives, the comments of my father about the republic going to rack and ruin, but I'm happy with that.


If I'm not wrong, you told me that your brother Ruggiero collects ancient paper money, and here at my parents' home I've found some Austro-Hungarian paper money that belonged to my granddad and, since my parents don't care about it, I asked them to give it to me for your younger brother, and I enclose the bills in this letter, hoping they are different from any he has.


I saw a really good movie, Woody Allen's "September". Do you like this actor-conductor? I like him very much and as of now I haven't missed even one of his movies. If you can, go see it, if not in Salerno, they will show it in Naples, I presume. When I buy a new videorecorder, the one I have at home doesn't work and isn't worth repairing, I'll look for all the videos of his movies.


I'll be back in Rome on January the 3 rd, but I'll immediately leave with Stefania to go to Campo Imperadore, hoping we can do some skiing. Would you feel like coming you also? Do you like to ski? If you decide to join us, we will be at the Hotel just in front of the rope-way, you cannot miss it, it is the only one in front. I don't remember the name, unhappily, because the vouchers are at home, in Rome.


We will be there to the 10 th of January, then we will be back home.


See you soon, anyway, my dear Sebastiano.


I embrace you

Federico




Monday 29 th of December,

from Salerno

I'm writing you again. I hoped to receive a letter from you. Possibly it's too early. It will probably come in next few days.

In my letter of two days before Christmas I was probably too harsh. But I can only write things the way I feel them. Can you understand? And I'm not able to be ingratiating. I don't like euphemisms. I call a spade a spade and a cock a cock.


But really our friendship is precious to me. So the next time I come to Rome, I'll stay at a hotel or sleep on the couch in your living room. You see, Federico, the next time it would probably be me who tries. Because you are important to me. Because I like you. Because I'm really and deeply falling in love with you. Because I desire you. But I don't want problems with you.


And even now, just writing those words, I got a hard on.


See, now I am supposed to tear this letter up. Not to send it to you. But that would be absurd. It is exactly what I feel. What I never felt before. For anyone. Not even for Carla.


But if I insist on pursuing you, I will lose you. And I don't want that. And I don't want to make you feel bad. I want you to be happy. Even if in spite of myself.


Between the two of us, I am probably the stronger. And the stronger has to carry the biggest burden. It's a natural law.


So I will not tell you my feelings any more. Unless you want me to. Near you I will behave, like a friend. As you preceive this word. A straight friend. It will not be easy, But I'll do my best.


Well. Enough of that subject. It's time to change the music.


I've almost finished the first draft for your boss. After that, I'll start the plates for our animation.


The first check from your firm arrived. Happily. This money arrives just at the right time. It's not that I was completely broke. In fact Cettina found a job. Francesco continues to help us. Even though he is now married. To pay for Ruggiero studies. So we can manage a living.


What did you get for Christmas? I received a leather jacket from Francesco, a nice sweater from Cettina and a LP from Ruggiero. You have to see me with the leather jacket. I am a hunk! I look like an Armani model. No, even more handsome!


Well, I stop here. Take care, my dear friend

Sebastiano




Wednesday 7 of January

from Salerno

Federico!

I received your letter from Bologna. Just 30 minutes ago. And I answer you at once. I promised you to never again talk of such subjects. But you force me to do it.


How can you write such bullshit? Sorry, but, that's real bullshit. And also all in capital letters.


You went to the park to be groped by faggots. And no hard on. And you are proud. You proved not to be a faggot. For the Holy Virgin of the Carmel, triple hurrah!


But to whom did you prove it? To me? I didn't need it, I don't have this problem. To yourself? But who are you fucking cheating? I too, in those conditions would not get a hard on. But not because one is not a faggot. Just because you went there scared to death. And because who knows who that guy was! To me, in your place, probably my cock would have fallen down, too!


I feel like saying: do you really want the experience? The real one? I come to touch your basket. To finger your cock. Then, let's see if it doesn't became hard like steel. If it's me that touches it.


And what am I, a girl, perhaps? I really don't think so. I have a cock between my legs. And not a small one. I don't have boobs and on my chest there is hair. I have two balls, very visible and working. I am a man. And for me you got a good hard on. And even several times, as you wrote me. Anyway I can say at least twice. And the first time we didn't even touch.


Do you know what the real difference is between you and I?



You didn't think you could dig a male.

I didn't think I could dig a male.


You discovered that Sebastiano arouses you.


I discovered that Federico arouses me.


You ran, scared, crying to your mum.


I'm happy because I discovered I'm in love with you.



That's the difference.


And so, I'm a faggot but not you. By God!


But you did the experiment!


I don't need it. I'm not scared if one day I get a hard on for another male. If it happens, do you know what I will do? I will ask him to lets fuck together, See? And I remain always the same Sebastiano, as usual. And try to tell me it's not so!


Whoever gives me hard ons, means they're my type. Male of female it could be. Nothing more, nothing less. It means I feel horny so I can fuck with her or him. Nothing more, nothing less. But if besides that there is love, then yes it is different. Then this is the right person for me. My "her" or my "him". Without tragedies. Without whimpering. Without fears.


You have, instead, the ostrich technique. You hide your head in the sand. And feel quiet. And if there is no sand, you even invent the sand.


But what are you afraid of?


You do prefer your Stefania. Regular as a Swiss watch. Without fantasy and without love. That you feel tight like a new shoe. And even one size under.


But she is a female.


She has this enormous quality.


And then, keep her well tight. Fuck her only on the odd Thursday, between 9 and 10 p.m.! Only after you put on the condom. And she takes the pill and also the spiral. And, be careful, use also the spermicide and follow Ogino-Knauss and the thermometer system and even the interrupted coitus! And she under, and you on top, or vice versa, you on top and she beneath!


You are getting on me!


I don't want to play the "good" friend any more.


I'm in love with you! I want to fuck with you. I want to suck your cock and give you my ass. I want you to suck my cock, and I want fuck your ass. But I want to give you my love freely, and not just half of it.


So, you have just two choices. Either you chase me away shouting "faggot!", or... take care. Because as soon as we are alone, I'll jump on you and grope you. And French kiss you. Because I love you. Even if you are so fucking stupid.


If I wanted to just fuck, I have Carla. She is fantastic. I wouldn't need you. But I'm in love with you. You made me fall in love with you.


I didn't want it. I didn't look for it. It just happened.


But I accepted it. With surprise. I didn't expect anything like it. But I took it with joy.


I want to be yours.


So, either you accept me, or you throw me away. But all of me. Not just one half. Just the half that suits you.


I swear, as soon as we are alone, I'll open your trousers and start.


Take care, Federico. And think about it.

Sebastiano

P.S. Ruggiero is happy for your gift and thanks you.

I'll bring to Rome what you asked.

I'm determined. I'm not joking. Be careful!






Roma, 12/1/87

Dear Sebastiano,

I was waiting for you in Rome, but you didn't show up. What you wrote me is all right, I'll wait for you here at home, let me know by telephone when are you coming.


You really helped me to think, with your thoughts, your ideas and I thank you very much for telling me clearly and straight what you think, what you feel and how you intend to behave. Right for that I hold you in high esteem and admiration, for your sincerity even if it risks being unpleasant, but it really will never be that. Remain always that way, I pray you. I need to have a person like you near me, I feel that more and more strongly.


I really am lucky to have met a person like you.


You say that I never want to talk personally about some subjects, but just in a letter. So now I cut here: I'm waiting for you and we will talk all you want, until we have said all we need to say.


Ciao, my dearest Sebastiano, see you soon

yours F.


	





Monday 19 of January

from Roma

Federico, forgive me.

Tomorrow I'll came to the office but I'll try not to meet you.


I hope not to meet you.


I will give this letter to the janitor.


I wanted to go back to Salerno. Immediately, this evening, as I left your home. But I cannot. I cannot afford losing the work. So I'm now in a hotel. Not so far from your place.


When I left, slamming the door behind me, I was furious. In the most fucking black mood. At first with you. Then with you and me. Now just with me.


I'll try to explain you, if I'm able.


When you wrote me that letter, 7 days ago, I thought you received mine. The second one, I mean. The one where I wrote you that I was determined to make love with you. So your letter seemed to me that you were at last telling me yes.


That's why today, as soon as we were at your place, I embraced and kissed you. And probably you didn't understand immediately I was embracing a lover, not a friend. And at first you reciprocated, and I was so happy.


And of course I got an hard on, and you too were aroused. And I felt it. And you didn't part from me.


So I groped your basket. I wanted to open your fly. As I did write you. You tried to stop me, but quite without conviction, I felt. Like it was just a game. So at first I thought you wanted to do it in your bed, not there. But I wanted you immediately, there in the entrance. So I insisted. Like an erotic play.


And we fell on the carpet, and we fought. I was playing, you fought for real. But you were even more excited. And I too. So I continued without worrying. And succeeded in pulling out your hard cock.


And you came, at once, into my hand.


I laughed, happy. I was not mocking you as you thought. I was happy. Because I love you. And I thought you did remember that. You knew that.


But then you told me those evil things. And I suddenly understood you were not joking. I felt hate in your voice. The intention to hurt me. And all crumbled in me.


I could have killed you, at that moment.


And then you started to cry. I was besides myself with rage. Now he's playing the victim, I thought. So I took my luggage and left.


Now the hash is made. If you had received my letter, this wouldn't have happened. Possibly. Perhaps you wouldn't have called me in Rome. Or at least wouldn't have asked me to come to your place. But you didn't receive it, right? No, I think not. I must have guessed right. It is the only possible explanation.


I don't know if we can really manage not to meet again. I'm afraid it will be impossible. But I need this work, I'm sorry. But we will meet just in the office. Formal contacts. Like civilized people.


I would like to apologize. But I can't, and that not for pride. But just because if I was again alone with you, I'll do it again. Because I lost my head for you. It's beautiful to lose one's head, when it's two doing it. But alone, it's horrible. I feel like I'm going crazy.


While we were fighting you said: "But you aren't a woman." No, I'm not a woman. I don't want to be. I'm happy being a male. I'm sorry for you. All would be lot more simple, right? But I'm a male. Like you are.


I don't know if it will happen again any more. To fall in love with a male, I mean. But I hope not, seeing this failure.


And if you were a female? I think I wouldn't like you. Because it is Federico, like he is, that I love. Male included. That I'm madly in love. Just as you are, I like you. Even if you are so full of shit.


Why don't you accept the fact you too want me? Why don't you surrender to your true self?


And possibly now you are even disgusted with me. Because you came as soon as I touched your cock. I'm your bad conscience. I'm sorry. I wanted to make you happy. On the contrary I drowned you in a bad mess.


Because, you see, I could even disappear. But what has happened, will not. I'm sorry. For you, for me, I'm sorry.


But why aren't we both faggots? All would become so simple.


Farewell, Federico. Take care. I love you

Sebastiano





Roma, 20/1/87

Sebastiano,

This morning I got your letter, and as I don't know how to get this one to you, I made two copies, one I will send to you in Salerno and the other I will leave to with the janitor, hoping he will see you and give it to you.


I'm sorry for what happened and for what I shouted at you, for all I said. I didn't really mean those words that I said to you, and I don't mean them now. But at that moment I was distraught, because, I have to be honest, I was feeling that after all I liked the way you were touching me and I was scared and wanted you to stop.


Yes, you are right, I didn't receive the second letter you are talking about, I received just one letter from you, the other has not yet arrived, perhaps I will find it today going back home and I can understand better what happened and why.


Perhaps we will never again meet, and for that I would be very, very sorry: our friendship is really important to me. That's why I was crying, and not to play the victim, please believe me. Now I am here in my office writing to you and would like to say to you please come back, to meet again, but after what happened I'm afraid of that.


Yes, it is right, I'm scared, but it is not you that scares me, it is I, in fact I was fighting to make you stop but at the same time I was hoping you didn't stop, I'm honest.


God, what a migraine I'm getting! It is not easy for me to write you these things, to be so honest with you, but I feel I owe you that.


Until things are not as they are, that is until I am no more excited being with you or you fall out of love with me, probably it will be better if we don't meet, our work permitting. We both will feel bad.


But I would like to ask you one thing - let's at least continue to communicate through letters.


When this morning the janitor gave me your envelope, I recognized immediately your writing and felt at the same time happy and distressed. Happy because you did write to me (I didn't yet know what you wrote me, but you wrote!) and distressed because it was the first white envelope I receive from you, not painted. God, how much that white envelop hurt me, all white, so anonymous, impersonal, icy. But I want to keep this also, hoping it will not be the last to put in my album.


I'm fond of you, Sebastiano, believe me. I feel a physical attraction towards you and I fight against it because it seems wrong to me. You feel a physical attraction towards me and you accept it and it seems beautiful to you. I don't know which of us is right, but this is the situation. I would like to be able to give you what you ask of me, but I'm not able.


I feel terribly sad.


Why can't we be two friends like many others? Or two gay men like many others? It would be really so simple one way or the other!


If at least one of us could change, would all go as it should? It would be enough if I learned to feel like you, or you like me... Or it would be enough if that obsession that pushes one towards the other could stop.


Write me, Sebastiano, I beseech you; if you don't want to meet me any more, at least write me.


Waiting

Federico














PART FIVE







Roma, 25/1/87

Sebastiano,

 I found your letter of the 19 th inst. in my letter box today. It finally it arrived, but too late. It is a hard letter, but clear. If I had received this letter earlier, what happened would not have happened.


But, I ask my self, what would I have said to you if I had received this letter in time? Would I have told you not to come to my place? I'm afraid not. After all didn't I possibly hope to be touched by you? In my subconscious, didn't I hope to be... raped? Raped, yes, so it would have been you the guilty one and not I, but anyway we had sex... I really am not able to understand anything, but I'm afraid it is really so.


Tonight I slept little and badly. In my bed I was recalling that first night, when all this started, when I embraced you to console you at the news of your mother's death. And I was recalling how, for the first time, we got aroused, and how we did touch, caressed also in that spot between the legs. I was recalling how the affection impetus of friendship had imperceptibly, gradually but unmistakably transformed itself into physical desire. It has been beautiful, it is true. Honestly, it has been beautiful.


But I couldn't accept it, I was not able (and still am not able) because I was taught that way, and now it is in me, is part of me, is my second nature.


And yet, I was thinking tonight, you must have been taught the same also, and notwithstanding that you have been able to accept it serenely, quietly, almost like drinking a glass of fresh water.


To me instead, this fresh water, went the wrong way. I'm full of shit as you say? It's you the one who is wrong? One thing is clear: we cannot both be right.


Yes, I know, each one is made differently, each one has the right to think as he pleases, and so forth. But I feel that this is not valid in this case. I am not able to say, to think "I don't give a shit for him!"


I never discriminated against gay people, I have always respected them, at least I thought so, even if I couldn't understand what they could find so interesting in their own sex. But when the problem touched me, all my "open mind" has gone to blazes; I've gone to tilt as a pin-ball machine shaken too strongly, I don't function any more; and I'm not saying that just to be saying it.


It has been six days. I can't even get anything done at work and I'm asking myself how they have yet not become aware of that.


Yesterday evening Stefania called on me, come upstairs. I told she I was not ok, I was tired and depressed and sent her away. Her presence, for the first time, really bothered me. I don't say physically, but psychologically. I felt she was cold, far away, empty, indifferent, useless... She didn't even try to understand what was my problem. But even if she tried, possibly, it would have bothered, irritated me even more. Probably I have been unfair to her.


Just as I am probably unfair to you also.


I know I am thinking of my own problems only.


I feel like crying, I feel like breaking everything, I feel like disappearing, I need to sleep but I'm afraid I cannot.


Probably it would have been better if we had never meet, it would have been better for both of us.


NO! That is real nonsense! Forgive me. This time I will not tear up the letter. I'm learning from you.


My mind is muddled, I feel I am coming apart. How do you feel? So far I have just talked about me, me, me... How much did I hurt you?


I love you, Sebastiano. Why am I not able to love you as you want me to?


Ciao, my poor friend. Will you write me again? I made two copies of this letter. I don't know where you are. I wait.

Federico

P.S. I read this letter again and asked myself why, that first time, while it was happening, I was happy. I don't know, but could it be because I again experienced those emotions that my school fellow made me feel and that I believed were buried, forgotten? In that moment was I perhaps "in love" with you and that did, in a second moment, scare me? Why is it so difficult for one to understand himself? Why is it all so complicated?





Roma, 25/1/87

Dear Sebastiano,

this morning I gave my letter of yesterday to the janitor and he said that you took the one of the day before. So, you still are in Rome. I asked the advertising office; they had seen you and thought you were still at my place. You didn't tell them your new address.


You avoid me, you don't write me. Probably you are more wise than I.


The janitor looked at me strangely; possibly he is astounded that I send you letters, as you work here also. Later I will give him this letter, then I'll write you again, always hoping you will write me again...


Even only a note with just one word. Even an insult. But tell me that you have not excluded me, that you didn't erase me from your thoughts.


Am I asking too much of you? Are you still offended, hurt for what I said to you? I read again your last letter. There was no hate in my voice, I didn't want to hurt you, there was just despair, I was terribly scared, believe me.


Write me again, Sebastiano, I pray you. Send me again one of your wonderful envelopes. I don't ask for anything more. I don't ask you to meet me, I don't want to hurt you any more, believe me. I didn't look for you here at work because I didn't want to create an embarrassing situation in front of our colleagues. But if you don't write me, I'll visit every hotel in Rome until I find you.


And yes, last time we were together, as soon as you succeeded in pulling it out, I cum. Yes, just to be touched by you, just to be slightly brushed by you gave me a hard on. Yes, you attract me, I feel enticed by you. Yes, I'm scared of being a faggot, as you point out. Yes, I'm full of shit. Yes, I'm scared by what I feel for you. Yes, I'm conditioned by my father, by my mother, by the priests, by the middle-class morality, by the phallocracy, by the respectability, against what you want!


But write me.


If you still love me, if I haven't made you hate me, write me.


I pray you, Sebastiano, I pray you, write me soon

Federico




Thursday 27 th of January

from Roma



[image: ciao]







Roma, 28/1/87

Dear Sebastiano,

thank you. Thank you for the wonderful envelope. Thank you for your "ciao". Thank you.


At last a ray of light: you don't know how much that one word has done for me, what happiness the gift of your wonderful envelope has brought me, how I feel less desperate, less lonely.


At work I can't manage to do anything because night and day I just think about you, about me, about us. In my head there is a crowd of thoughts, confused thoughts in which I have difficulty seeing my way. I am not even able to write you all that I think and would, while I write one thing there are thousands more I would like to write you, but I'm not even able to fix them in my head. Thought goes a lot faster than a pen, than writing. So what I'm able to write you at the end are just bubbles surfacing the boundless stretch of the sea of thoughts crowding my brain.


I feel tired, terribly tired. I miss you Sebastiano, yes, I miss you so much.


I'm not asking you to come to my place, I don't feel ready yet and I'm afraid I may never be. I would like to be less complex, to have at least a little of your simplicity, of your strength, of your... but on the contrary I feel weak and lost and lonely and... I'm not crying tied to my mother's apron, believe me, I'm trying to understand, to understand, to UNDERSTAND!


Why am I not able to accept what you are offering me? Ah, if I were a woman! It's silly, right? I too never desired to be one. I too, as you say, am a male, I have a tool that works properly... and that becomes hard if you just barely touch me. And that is awakening even in this moment. And I would like to have you here to touch me.


And it is not true that I'll blow up again like the last time. I don't know, I cannot understand myself. I feel like two persons, like a schizophrenic. Inside me, I'm becoming aware, there is a Federico longing to be undressed by you, touched by you, make incredible things with you on a bed, and a Federico that doesn't want, doesn't want, doesn't want...


Which one of these two is the right one?


Who am I? What am I? What am I like?


You are right, that "experiment" I did in Bologna had been pathetic. You are the same Sebastiano of always, but I don't understand any more what I am.


I don't want Stefania, I want you. But I'm not able to accept you because in reality I'm not able to accept myself. You write me that you want to give me head and to take me, and you want me to give you head and to take you. Possibly I too want that. Possibly I would even enjoy it physically, but my head would refuse it and I would feel guilty. I tried to fancy we two making a sixty nine - the idea makes me feel slightly uncomfortable, embarrasses me, but when I think about it, imagine the scene, I get a hard on. So, I tried to imagine me and Marco, or me and Luca (you know, the handsome boy of the archives) while doing a sixty nine: the idea makes me uncomfortable and I didn't get a hard on. The only difference, then, is you. Yes, to me you always have been, and continue to be, special, different from any other person.


I love you, I feel physical desire for you, at this point I have to admit that. So, you'll say, all is complete... even more because it is reciprocal. But I'm not able to settle for that, to accept that...


You are more than right, I cannot accept just half of you: either I accept you as a lover or I lose you as a friend. The problem is, perhaps, that I never accepted myself, even just half. How can I manage to accept all of me?


Help me, Sebastiano, please. Don't leave me. I want to come out of this situation. If you cannot help me, who can? Who? Stefania with her hard-heartedness and empty elegance? Surely not. My father and mother? They helped me when I was fourteen and probably they just helped me to twist my thinking, to "straighten" me. I don't want to put blame on them, they were surely doing what they thought was right.


I think that the only solution is to go to a psychiatrist. At least, if I'm crazy, he can shut me in.

Federico




Saturday 31 st of January

What help do you want? Psychiatrists are just money consuming people. You have to come out by yourself.

I want you, I'm the interested party. I'm afraid that, instead of helping you, I will just bring grist to my own mill.


I love you. Still.


Perhaps I'm an egoist. I would like to help you, really. At times I think that if I really loved you, the only real help would be to disappear from your life. To leave you in peace. But... perhaps I am an egoist.

S.





Roma, 2/2/87

Dearest Sebastiano,

no, don't disappear, I pray you. Don't leave me, not yet please. Don't disappear.


The day before yesterday, in the evening, I went out and walked for about two hours - here at home I felt I was going crazy. I tried to focus on the problem.


Yes, I think that my problems is all in my fear of being abnormal, being gay. You say you don't feel gay just because you desire me, just because you desire a male. You say that you don't desire a male (not any male, that is) but me. But to me those two things are the same. Therefore to desire you (as I desire, it is now evident) is to desire a male and to desire a male is to be gay. And I fear being gay. I don't want to be gay. This is my problem.


If I accepted being gay, I would have no more problem. So then, what do I have to do?


Can one accept himself so simply? After having spent years of always half a smile of compassion towards gay people?


At the Academy a fellow student, a certain Massimo, openly declared himself gay. Not a queen, sure. To look at him he could be just a little bit less "manly" than others, but just in the sense that he was more refined. Nobody mocked him, least of all, I. But we all had that sense of superiority towards him, now I can see that - we all liked the girls! For the pussy, hurrah!


Now I would like to meet Massimo again, to talk with him, to understand him and perhaps then I would be able to understand myself.


He had his boyfriend, who came to wait for him outside the Academy. We smiled, I smiled. We didn't mock him sure; we artists are modern and tolerant people, but I too smiled. I felt superior.


Can I suddenly change, now? Can I say: "I'm a faggot, how splendid!" after years when I did superior half smiles?


I love the dick! Hurrah for the dick? Yes, yes, it is easy say it, write it, but inside I feel ill at ease, I don't accept it, I don't want it. And yet you are there, to uproariously belie me. And not just with words, your presence is enough. Rather, since for now it's enough just to think of you. And I cannot just think of you, at this time you are here, inside me, day and night, and you will be even if you disappear.


And it is not right not to think about all this; I can not just play the ostrich, as you say, I cannot hide my head in the sand, right?


Massimo was proud of his boyfriend. He talked about him, at times, with spontaneity: "My boyfriend says that..." like one would say: "My girl says that...""


Yes, I would like to be able to say: "My Sebastiano says that..." but I'm not able.


Is it enough just to want it?

Federico




Thursday 5 th of February

from San Lorenzo Hotel

I love you, you schizophrenic!
Sebastiano

P.S. the janitor is starting to act strange.

So I bring this to your home.

You can leave your letter at the hotel check in.

But don't yet try to meet me, please.






Roma, 6/2/87

Dearest Sebastiano,

I agree, I will not look for you. Anyway, thanks.


Your envelopes are wonderful and tell me all you haven't written in your last letters.


I too I love you, even if I'm not yet able to show it to you. I love you and I desire you and I'm not able to harmonize that - I really am a schizophrenic.


I'm aware I'm making love with you through letters, do you see what I'm trying to say? A letter is more safe than a condom, divides and protects lot more. Is more aseptic.


I'm full of shit, twice, three times, a hundred times.


I broke with Stefania, our relationship didn't make any more sense. Nothing has any more sense, besides you. It was time, it had to be done. Probably I was attached to her just to hide from myself my true desires. I'm asking myself how could I manage to waste all this time with such a person - at least it is over and I feel a lot better.


But this doesn't yet solve my true problem.


You wrote me in one of your letters that you don't feel like you are gay. That it is nothing more than a label. And that anyway you don't give a shit. Perhaps I too will arrive at that point in life, but to reach that point, I need to stick that label on me, at least to cancel that other label I still wear: "not-gay" that I stuck on me for too many years.


Don't mock me, I pray you, but like in Bologna I looked for faggots to show myself I wasn't gay, now I have to search for them to show myself that I can be one of them. Possibly I'm childish, but I believe I need to do that, I need to pass through that. You write me that I have to come out of my problem by myself, with my strength, and for the moment I couldn't think of anything better, any better way to do it.


I know that there is a gay disco, called the Alibi. Tomorrow night I'll go there. I don't know what I'll do, once there. Possibly I'll hook somebody, possibly he will bring me to his bed, or I will ask him to my place. Possibly I'll ask him to take me or to let me take him. Probably we will give head to each other. Perhaps.


What do you think? Am I crazy, or am I right? I think I'll get the answer after this try, if you want to tell me.


But I have to do something. Not only for myself, but also for you.


Good night Sebastiano. I embrace you

Federico


	






Roma, 7/2/87

Dear Sebastiano,

how long did you wait for me there in front of the Alibi? When I arrived and saw you, I felt a blow. All I could imagine, but meeting you. Did you notice how deeply I was stirred? Then you came to me, took my hand and said: "Go back home, madman!" and I stayed there like a fool to look at you, and you cannot guess how hard it was for me to ask you if you would come home with me. But you shook your head and smiled and said: "Go back home, come on! Tomorrow I'll write to you." But you smiled at me!


So, here I am, at home. Why didn't you want me to enter that disco? Did my idea seem so wrong to you?


I' m looking forward to tomorrow. I'll go down to check my letterbox, I don't know how many times, waiting for your multicolored envelope. What will you tell me? That I'm a fool? That you pity me?


Tonight in my bed I will masturbate thinking of you.


God, how beautiful was the smile you threw to me! So sweet, tender, indescribable! How wonderful it was when you took my hand. In that moment you could have taken me wherever you wanted. Like the Hamelin's magic fife player: I would have followed you anywhere.


Sebastiano, I surrender: do with me anything you want. Also physically, I mean. I want to become yours, body and soul. I don't know if it will be easy, if I will succeed soon, if I'll be able to accept everything serenely, but I want at least to try. I give up fighting against myself. It is really nonsense.


But you, give me that sweetness, look at me with those eyes, give me that smile, touch me with that hand, and I'll be yours.


Now I'll get drunk, then I'll go to bed.


Good night, Sebastiano. I want to love you.

 yours F.




Saturday 7 th of February
from San Lorenzo Hotel

Federico, Federico, Federico!

But what were you going to do in there? A little lamb amongst wolves. How naive you are! You can go there, we can go there, but after you become a little more self confident.


Federico, how much do I love you!


Good, you are gay. Good, I'm a male. Gays like males. But as soon as I touch you, you flee away or chase me. Full stop, next line.


The problem is not there. The problem is not if or who is gay. The problem is just you and I. Would you give life to your love for me, with your body?


You say you love me. I believe you. But to the point you show it to me with your body without going on tilt, without being ashamed? To the point of being happy to unite your body with mine? To feel that need, that necessity? If yes, yell and I'll come running! If not, I'll tell you what will happen:


or you repress yourself completely. And then, farewell.


or you burst out. And then, farewell.




In both of those possibilities you will be no more the Federico I fell in love with. That Federico able to be enthusiast like a kid. That Federico full of fantasy. That Federico that goes into raptures for a painted envelope. That Federico able to imagine a dog called Rodolfo. With a kid for a friend, we christened Theo, with an H, so theous!


All will be over.


Perhaps I say so just because I desire you. Perhaps I'm not objective. It is very difficult to be completely objective when you have a crush, you can understand that.


But that's how I see the situation.


I love you Federico, as long as you don't die inside.


I love you. Take care of yourself. Don't die, please.

yours (I hope) S.





Roma, 8/2/87

My dear Sebastiano.

come, I pray you, I await you. Tomorrow morning I'll call my work place and ask for a week of leave, I'll be at home every day, all the day long, I'm waiting for you, come. Our nine weeks and half. I have to try it, I want to try it.


You will touch my body, you will caress me, you will awaken all of me, you will do with me anything you want, as you want.


Come, please.

F.

















PART SIX






Tuesday 10th of February
from San Lorenzo Hotel

Federico,

I would come, but to do what? To touch you. To awake you. I can imagine that. You, there, tense, scared, still. I arouse you. Possibly I make you cum. NO.


That first time it wasn't that way. You were giving me tenderness. You were not doing an experiment. The problem is not to know if you can cum with me. Neither if you can fuck with me.


The problem is: can you MAKE LOVE with me?


I'm not asking that with wickedness, believe me.


And then, you now say so, write so. Then possibly you will insult me again. Probably not with words. Perhaps you can also control yourself. But inside you, you will.


I'm neithr a straight people perverter, nor a gay people discoverer.


I will not touch you any more. Not even with just my little finger. Unless you become my lover. Happy and proud to be my lover.


I'd rather go back to Carla. I like women, remember that. But I'd readily renounce them, for you. Like I would renounce other women the day I marry one. Because, even if it is true that many arouse me, I'm a faithful man, especially if I am in love.


I love you, Federico.


And as long as this doesn't die, I don't want anyone else. I'm not interested in anyone else. If this love doesn't die... we will see. Until I fall in love again. With a she or a he, now I know this has no relevancy.


I feel very sad, you know why? Because I would like to give you something, to give you more.

Sebastiano





Roma, 13/2/87

Dear Sebastiano,

Perhaps you are right. But please don't judge me badly, - I'm trying to understand, trying to accept and it is not easy, at least not for me. All day long I do nothing but think, think about it, but I'm not able to make any decision.


And yet that first time it all started in so spontaneous a way, so sweet, so beautiful... Why? If it were always that way, how magic it would be, how simple, how wonderful.


Instead, my violent reaction came out and all the troubles started, on the following morning, as I woke up and recalled what I did with you during the night.


I read again your letters, one after the other. I marked on the calendar the date of November the 13th, it was a Thursday night. That was the day it all started, exactly three months ago today.


Possibly it would have been better if we stopped immediately... no, that is not true. Luckily we didn't.


I know I need you, but I'm not yet able to accept that. That is, as you say, I still would like to have just one half of you, the half that doesn't become a problem for me, but that, as you rightly say, is not possible and not right to demand.


I feel so inconsequential.


And I'm really very sorry you are sad, all the more because I know that it is my fault. I would like to know you are happy, or rather, I would like to make you happy, but I feel I'm not able


As I write to you I'm listening to the record you brought me as a present from the Dolomites. I hear it more and more often, and more and more willingly. It makes me feel good, possibly because it touches the most intimate part of myself and makes it vibrate, it touches my most primal instincts. I never realized that before, but this music is erotic. It has the same rhythm of a beating heart. It has the same rhythm of a sexual mating. It is very beautiful, and it stirs me. And most of all I think, it is because it is your present.


I don't have any pictures of you: in these moments I would like to have at least one to cherish. To see your so beautiful smile, sweet, cheerful, tender, cunning.


Help me, Sebastiano. I myself don't know how, but help me. Help me to accept myself, to accept you, to love you. At this point, of that, I'm sure. I desire it now, and alone I'm afraid I'll never reach it.


Ciao, Sebastiano. Meet you soon, I hope.

Federico



Saturday 14th of February
from Rome

This afternoon I have to leave for Salerno, to proceed in the work. I have stopped even too long here in Rome. But I'll be back, of that you can be sure.

I'll send you a picture of me. Will that make you happy?


You know why that first time was so beautiful?


Because you were worried about me. For my pain. You didn't have any other thought. You wanted to be near me. You didn't want anything else. You were not thinking of yourself.


Therefore you succeeded in giving me the best of yourself. By instinct. You gave me what I needed: love. You gave it to me without reservation.


That's the secret.


Then you started to think to yourself, the image of yourself. The one that after your 14th year you built inside your mind. The one you had sewn on yourself. And you realized that it didn't coincide with the reality. With what you gave me. And it all fell apart, ruined, crumbled down. Because you chose the image and not the reality.


That night you were happy.


The morning after, scared.


Do you remember? Was it not that way?


I'm trying to help you, for yourself, for me. But it is up to you to carry the biggest burden, this time.


Take care. Write me

Sebastiano





Roma, 15/2/87

My dear friend,

Come back to Rome soon, come back soon to me. I want to be yours, I want to try, at least. I want to touch you, to caress you, to kiss you, to give you pleasure and, if possible, happiness. I want to try to think just of you, of my Sebastiano. I need your love.


I still feel strange writing it, but I know now that it is true. You changed all my life, you can change it again for the better, I think. No, for the better, I know.


Tomorrow I will go back to work. This week of idleness, of loneliness, did me good. I had a lot of time to think, to put my thoughts in order, to read and read again your letters.


You did suffer because of me, right? And yet you helped me, you didn't abandon me even for a moment. You are no egoist. You really love me so much, a lot more than I deserve, I'm more than sure about that, now.


I made my choice. Stefania came again to see me but I told her again that all is over between us. She asked me why. I told her that I'm falling in love with another person, but I didn't dare tell her that I'm falling in love with a man, that I'm falling in love with you. You see, I am still so weak. But at least she is gone and I really don't believe she will look for me any more, and I feel a lot better, I feel almost free. Yes, it is true, she was just an excuse to assert my virility, to feel manly.


I cut the last tie.


I'm ready to leave for a long journey, to explore unknown lands, virgin lands, where by chance I landed for a short while eleven years ago and that I thought lost forever. But I want to go there with you, alone I could not yet navigate. Do you want me on board? Do you want me with you? Will you, this time, stay at my place? I wait for you with longing, with anticipation, with desire.


Ciao, see you soon

yours Federico



Saturday 21st of February
from Salerno

Federico,

Here you have not one but three pictures of me. Now, to your letter:


I don't love you more than you deserve. I love you for all I'm able to.


You say that Stefania was the excuse for your virility? And why? Are you now perhaps less virile? Do you feel, perhaps, making love with a man makes you less virile? You are virile, or you are not, and you are. Aren't you starting now to wear the stiletto heels and the garters, right?


You are always you, can't you understand that?


If you were less virile, anyway, I could never like you. That's for sure. I like you as you always have been. Virile, precisely.


You have so many senseless ideas in your head!


But I like you for that as well.


And you don't need to start shouting to the 4 winds that you want to make love with a man.


When I come again to Rome, I'll go once more to a Hotel. If things became difficult, it would be better not to be together all the day long.


You say that I changed your life. I don't think so. I hope not. Perhaps I just opened your eyes. If we didn't meet, possibly you would have married. But then, after, you would have met another man with whom you fell in love. Anyone can fall in love with a woman or man. If he/she is honest and accepts it. If not, he/she will run away. Repress. Hide. The learned people would say "sublimate", an elegant term to say to repress, to deny reality.


You decided, at last, to stop running away.


Yes, I want you on board. But we have to be more sure, or we risk being shipwrecked. I'm sure about me. About you, not yet. Sorry for being so blunt.


I too would like to have your picture. Possibly naked. I'm joking, of course.


Yes, I love you.


If I did not I would have sent you fucking off to hell since one century and a half before now. But love gives one patience. But don't delude yourself. If between us it begins to work, you too must have a lot of patience with me. I'm not just roses and buds. I have my thorns also. Like roses, anyway.


I miss you. To tell the truth, I have missed you for three months!


I saw a movie, "My beautiful launderette". It is an English movie. Two males fall in love. And they were not fags. Two common youths. Like we are. And they give each other love without stories, without problems. You have to see it. It will do you good. I liked it a lot. It has moved and amused me at the same time.


Greetings from Cettina. And also from Ruggiero.


Take care, please...

Sebastiano





Roma, 1/3/87

My Dear Sebastiano,

Thank you so much for the pictures, all three are very beautiful.


I understand, or better I think I understand, why you still don't want to come to my place when you are in Rome. I'm sorry and have to disagree, I think that the less we are together, the more difficult it will be for me to accept completely what I feel for you, to accept myself completely, even the physical side of the problem.


By now you populate all my erotic daydreams. But I ask myself, is this really the acceptance of a physical desire, or it is just an attempt at self persuasion? I cannot tell until I can check how I will react to a physical intercourse, a real one, complete, with you. Complete, that is I want to make love until the end, not just to touch each other, caress, perhaps kiss, but all, really all that two men making love together normally do. Active and passive, I mean, front and back. Do you understand, no? I'm getting used to the idea, so then it will be easier do get used also to the concrete thing, don't you think?


Anyway I still feel weird, at times I feel like I'm a little school boy again not prepared for a test. I still feel afraid like I think a young virgin has to feel at her first sexual encounter. I don't yet feel like I felt with the girls: desire to take them in my bed, desire to act, to take the initiative, to enjoy them. Fantasies at times even unrestrained, exciting.


Even with Stefania I felt that anticipation sensation, that desire to take her to bed, that animal heat, so intense and so beautiful.


But I'm determined to do it with you and, I hope, if I succeed in freeing myself completely, it will be the same with you. Because I love you, I'm more than sure about it.


I look at your pictures, the one in the small colored speedo at the pool edge. You have a handsome body, really beautiful. And also in the half bust picture, you have a wonderful smile. But in the picture where you lie on the grass, in your shorts and your hand risen in a gesture that seems an invitation, you are beautiful. It seems that you are inviting somebody to lie near you, close to your body... perhaps .... me? At least this is how I'm fantasizing while looking at it. Yes, in my mind I am answering your invitation.


I looked for a picture to send you. Not one seems to me beautiful enough for you, but I'll send you the one that I think is closer to how I see myself. Probably you would have chosen a different one, who knows? I ask myself how do you see me, I ask myself why you are so much in love with me, what can you find interesting in me, both for my character and my physical aspect.


A short while ago, after showering, I looked at me for a long time in the mirror, trying to look with another person's eyes. Do you know that I never did that before? I didn't find me either handsome or ugly: a male, 25 years old, proportioned, 175 centimeters tall, 71 kilograms, light brown hair slightly waved, straight nose, straight mouth... normal, and average, I want to say. Average or mediocre? I asked myself. It is difficult to judge, to evaluate oneself. The girls did rather like me, no one became mad for me, but no one ran away from me. This sums up the physical aspect. The character is even more difficult to evaluate, because if for the physic there are beauty canons, for the personality it is much more subjective.


Anyway, in my opinion, you have a wonderful body and a wonderful personality. Your personality fascinated me from our very first meeting, and at each new encounter your fascination grew for me.


I checked the movie section in the newspaper but here in Rome the movie you mentioned is not in any theater. I go very seldom to the movies and normally more to see the works of the conductors I most like, to learn something for my work as a script writer.


I went to the telephone company to request a phone connection: they told me that I am on the waiting list, but that it could take some months yet; they were not even able to tell me how many months!


I would like at least to hear your voice, even if only on the telephone I wouldn't be able to tell you all I can tell in a letter, but at least I would be able to hear your voice!


But the best is talking in person, looking in each other's eyes, because as one speaks he can check the effect his words have on the listener and while he listens, he can grasp also those messages that at times just the words are not sufficient to communicate.


But I would like to ask you something: why, besides the physical desire of pleasure, the body of another person could be so important? I think I can guess it, but I would like to know how you feel about this point.


I hope you can come to Rome soon and that we can again spend some time together, even if you do decide to stay at a hotel.


Ciao. My greetings to Cettina and Ruggiero. I would like to meet them, one day. I'm longing for your letter (and your new envelope)

your Federico




Tuesday the 10th of March
from Salerno

 I hope you receive this in time.
HAPPY BIRTHDAY, silly goose!

When I'll come to Rome, I'll bring you your present.

And now, to your letter.


I populate your erotic daydreams. Do you mean that you jack off while thinking of me? Learn to speak clearly. As you talk about physical intercourse. Can't you say get fucked in the ass, get or give a blow job? It annoys you so much?


About active and passive, I think you are wrong. In my opinion it is not the top which is active. Nor is it the bottom which is all together passive. One can be a very active bottom. The real passive is the one that in bed let's the partner do everything to him or her. For instance a man can be passive and his woman very active.


Throw away the labels. Refuse the cliche.


Anyway, I too feel like a young virgin just as you do. You are for me my first man (rather, for you after all I'm the second). But I'm not frightened, on the contrary, I'm full of desire. I could possibly be a little pig, or perhaps just uninhibited.


Thank you for the picture, it is beautiful. You are there exactly as I see you. It doesn't matter if you are not naked. Anyway I saw you live, and I remember you very well. You are a handsome man, don't worry. I like you. Even your personality. In spite of your inhibitions, your doubts, your paranoia and you hard head.


The body can communicate things that no speech is able to tell. Especially and mainly through the sexual meeting. That's why I think its natural that two men can have sex between them. Especially if they love each other. To say "I like you" or "I'm in love with you" is not sufficient to express all one feels inside. The body knows how to express that feeling a lot better. I know that I'll be able to tell you how much I love you. With my body, I mean. But what I want to see is if you are able. What I'm waiting from you is not just an orgasm. But to feel that you are saying to me with all the parts of your body that you love me. If you really love me. With all that beautiful manly body of yours. To all this manly body of mine.


You write me and say you really love me; show that to me. With your body. Offer me your virginity, take mine. Unite with me entering me through my mouth, my ass hole, everywhere you can enter me. And letting me enter you everywhere. Let us meld together and be only one body just to tell each other how much and how we love each other, without limits.


Come out of your cocoon, larva! Transform yourself into a butterfly. Let's fly together in the blue sky. Let's rest together on the perfumed flowers. Let's enjoy each other. Let's write our love. Using our bodies. To write on the other's body.


I'm becoming too romantic. It's your fault. I love you.


I'll be soon in Rome, I hope.


You, meanwhile, take care.

S.





Roma, 19/3/87

Dearest Sebastiano,

Your letter with the birthday greetings arrived yesterday, just in time. How did you know my exact birthday? It gave me great pleasure, you know? I'm longing for your present, but the best present will be to meet you again.


Your image of writing with your body on the body of the other his own love is splendid. I hope I can learn to write, I feel an illiterate, but I would like to become a poet and if you help me I'm sure I can succeed.


This being so far away, this separation, this waiting is making me more mature.


Well, ok: thinking of you, I take my dick in my hand and I beat it, while with the other hand I touch myself everywhere, thinking it is your hand doing it. Well, not everytime I think of you, of course, in the office or in the street I could not, but it happens quite often at home.


I imagine myself kneeling between your open legs and making love to and sucking your dick. Then I fancy you make me stand up, and that you too bend to suck mine.


I fancy that while I'm sleeping, naked and on my belly, you lie on me and you slip it into my ass and I wake up feeling you moving up and down inside me. I fancy that you, all naked, are entering the shower box, and I come and put my arms about your shoulders taking you by surprise, I grasp your waist and I thrust it deep inside you and while I fuck your ass, I close my eyes and become the prey of an intense pleasure.


I could write it, as you see. It wasn't really so difficult.


At times I think these things while I stand naked in front of my mirror and I dream that, instead of my reflected image there it is you, all naked for me.


Yesterday evening, before it was dark, I was passing in front of the Campidoglio staircase. There were two young men, around twenty - twenty five like us, almost certainly foreigners, sitting on the stairs. They were half embraced and they gave each other a kiss for a long while. A real French kiss, I mean, not just a peck. I liked looking at them even if I felt a little ashamed to look that way. They were beautiful, their intimacy was beautiful. So, I fancied that we were there kissing each other in that way. And at once I got a hard on, even without brushing it: isn't that a good sign? I'm getting used to the idea and I like it more and more. Anyway, one of the two youths noticed that I was looking at them, and he winked at me and smiled. I think I blushed, and continued on my way, going away. I would have liked to stop and talk with these two, but I felt embarrassed.


But then, recalling that couple, I understood one thing: you see, in my head two men having sex, living together was still that of "La Cage aux Folles" pathetic if not ridiculous. On the contrary those two boys, clearly lovers, were exactly like you and me: two very common boys, gentle and manly at the same time, absolutely not effeminate, not even the one with long, soft hair.


Yes, I think you are right, there is no sense in those labels, active or passive. Those two boys gave me the impression that they were both very active, even if one is just a top and the other a bottom. Or perhaps each likes to take it in his ass. Or perhaps they just do passionate 69. Nothing changes.


I asked myself if I would like it better in my ass or to put it in your ass, and how it will be for you. We will see, right? We will try both the things and we will find our balance so that we can be OK together. We will find it and build it, anyway.


Will it be painful the first times? It will be better to buy a lubricant, don't you think? Is it possible that we will loose some blood like girls do when deflowered?


It seems to me to be like a small boy discovering for the first time sexuality. Don't I make you laugh? Do you know about these things?


I remember the first time I had sex with a woman, how embarrassed I was! I feel just the same way. But at that time I learned and at the end I didn't have any more problems, so I think it will be the same with you, right?


But I also remember that time when I did with that school fellow, when I was fourteen. It is true that we only jerked off reciprocally and kissed, but I also remember that I did it probably with curiosity, but with no shame or embarrassment at all: all seemed me so natural and good!


Probably the difference is in the fact that with my school fellow it all happened so spontaneously, as with you that first time, even if it was him who started all. I liked him a lot and therefore I followed him in our sex without problems, rather with pleasure. With my first girl, on the contrary, I decided I had to do it because I liked her, of course, but mainly because in that way It seemed to me I was becoming a man, an adult I mean.


Also taking your dick between my lips, into my mouth, what sensation will it give me? When you pour your seed into my mouth, when you'll cum in my mouth, what will I feel? What taste will it have? Stefania never sucked my dick, but a girl before her did it to me quite often and she liked it and I too liked it a lot. She liked it for sure, because it was always initiated by her, I never had to ask her. But when I tried to ask that of Stefania, she was near tearing me to pieces: "I don't do those filthy things!" she said reddened in anger... but without shouting. She was always so self controlled...


Well, we will see, right? For the moment ciao, I send you a strong hug and I wait for you

yours Federico














PART SEVEN







Friday 27th of March
from Salerno

You really launched yourself into it!

You still don't write "cock" but you wrote dick, ass, fuck, cum, several times... These are not dirty words, there are no dirty words, really, but just dirty deeds like stealing, killing, despising and so on.


You are to me the really first absolute male. There is always a first time, it is said. We will learn. I don't think it will be so different than between a man and a woman.Other than some variations, of course. Also with me, the first time, we just jacked off and kissed. It is time now to try all the rest. We have to learn to know each other's body. I too, in a sense, have to learn to write. We will learn together.


I will be in Rome on April 6th. I'll stop at the same hotel. But I'll also come and spend time at your place. Don't worry.


I desire you a lot. If I try not to hurry you, it is for you, not for me. Anyway, that nice king size bed of yours, will become our accomplice. It will be up to all sorts of mischief, varied like all the colors; a lot more than my envelopes, I promise you.


Yes, I think it will be better to get a lubricant! I'll look for it.


How do I love thee? Let me count the ways! No, you really cannot know how many times I think of you these days: Now I take the train! Now I go to meet Federico! I go to his place. I strip him naked! I make love with him. I force him to love me. Until he will be the one to beg me to remain. Until he completely surrenders to me. Until he will become madly in love with me.


But alas, It is not right to force anyone. Expecially the one you love.


I warn you: with Carla, in bed, I was really unrestrained. I feel that with you I'll be that way, even more.


But only if you persuade me! If you persuade me that you really want me. That you really love me. That you desire me also. That you can't do without me. That you want to be mine. As I want to be yours. You will have to persuade me, I warn you.


It will not be easy. Because I know that you want all that. But you are just starting to be aware of that. All right, it is too complicated. I'll explain to you personally when we meet.


Ciao, handsome male. Take care of yourself and think of me. And don't jack off too much! Leave something for me also. I love you

yours S.





Roma, 3/4/87

Dearest Sebastiano,

For sure this letter will not arrive in time for you to get it before you leave for Rome, but I will write it and send it all the same; you will find it when you get back home.


I'm waiting for you with real longing, and with much trepidation. Will I be able to pass the test? Will I be able to express all my love for you, to remove the last uncertainties, the last fears, the last hesitations?


I want it to be so, I really want it to be. I want to have your naked body in my arms, I want to be in your arms, I want to get intoxicated by you. I want make you feel, with all the parts of my body on all the parts of yours, that I love you.


But I'm afraid I may not be able to do it. I'm afraid I'll ruin everything with my tension, with my residual fears.


That's why I write you this letter.


If what I fear happens, forgive me please and give me another chance, let's us try again.


You will tell me, now, that I'm bandaging my head before breaking it, and perhaps you are right.


Possibly everything will work perfectly and when you read these lines you'll just smile at me, laugh at my fears.


How can someone want something so much and at the same time be so afraid of it? I really must be touched in the head, possibly I do need a psychiatrist. Or will you be enough?


When, as a boy, I accepted the proposals of my school mate, it was all so simple, so easy and even so beautiful. Just after, they convinced me it was something wrong, something to avoid like the plague, and I've grown up with that idea in my head and now it seems so difficult to get completely rid of it.


Just the awareness that between us there is really much more than a simple friendship, just the fact that I finally became aware that we are in love with each other, is giving me some strength to try at least to free myself of that idea.


And your patience, and your perseverance, and your scolding me by your letters.


And if all that has not yet been sufficient, I beg you, carry on with them. I want to be your lover, I really want it.


If, on the contrary, all goes right, in good course, then this letter is just to tell you how very happy I am, and how much I love you.

yours (I hope for real)
Federico


	





Tuesday 7th of April
from San Lorenzo Hotel

How tense you were! You were shaking all over. You showed me so much tenderness. I wanted to embrace you, believe me. It was hard for me to remain there still, passive.

The way you were touching me, annoyed me. At the beginning. You were really awkward. At times even rough. At times coarse. But at times also tender and gentle.


I know you wished to be touched by me. And I too was dying with desire to do it. But the test was for you. Following the terms. At least it did work a little.


At the beginning we both had a soft cock. Perforce, it is not in that way that one is presumed to make love. But that wasn't our goal. Then, you succeeded in giving me a good hard on. And as a consequence, you too had a hard on. I liked your cock, beautiful, soaring, firm. Do you know that, when you are aroused, you become more beautiful?


You took it in your mouth. I was feeling your teeth, and that annoyed me a little. But anyway you gave me head.


You also asked me to fuck you in the ass. Not yet. You have first to fuck my ass. But not in a cold way. You must feel such a great desire to enter me, that you cannot do without it. Until you become enthusiastic, I will remain there, inert. Even if I feel a great desire to kiss you, to touch you everywhere. I want to give you a great blow job. I want to fuck your beautiful ass.


Tomorrow, when we leave work, I will not come to your place. We can go everywhere you want, we can be together as long as you want, but nothing more. Tomorrow you have to think about it, to let what we did reach a maturity in you. I know that this resembles a little too much like medical care, and after all perhaps it is. If you trust me, I'm sure we can succeed.


The day after tomorrow, if you want, I will come again to your place. I will not stay there, standing in your lounge. You'll tell me where you want me. And how. It is up to you to do it on your own initiative. Because it is your problem. It costs me also to remain so passive, it is against my nature. But when I start to be active, we will make sparks, you and I.


What effect did it have on you? What were you feeling while you were touching me? What was your reaction when you felt my hard cock inside your mouth?


I don't want you answering me in your letter. I want you to tell it to my face. For the moment it's me leading the game. When you are ready, when you'll release your brakes, we will lead it together.


I desire you, Federico. A lot. I love you. Very much.


You have a very nice cock, do you know? I still look forward to tasting it. And you also have a wonderful ass, round, small, firm. And incredibly sensual lips. And sweet, puppy eyes. It will be wonderful when all this comes together. All your body arouses me. I never realized before that a male body can be so arousing. Anyway your body is incredibly arousing. Your strong arms. Your smooth hairless chest. Apart from those nice, little tufts around your nipples. And you strong, firm legs, covered by a light velvet down. You are a really handsome man.


This time we didn't cum. Nothing wrong. You don't have to worry.


But Thursday, you will undress me, slowly, sensuously. Without hurry. Touching me all over. And at the end, I will not go away like I did today, if you want. Today I preferred to come away because we didn't cum. And I understood you wanted to jack off to cum and to release the desire you accumulated. But you were ashamed doing it in front of me, right?


But we don't have to be ashamed of anything, between us. Therefore, when I am not there to touch you, you can jack off without problems. After, you will not need that, be sure. What we are doing is not yet making love...


God, how beautiful you are, naked, in the day light. Possibly because I have a crush on you. The male body, anyway, is so beautiful! When it is well shaped. More than the female body, today for the first time I thought that while admiring you. At least, your body is.


Anyway, it is true. You are really doing your best.


Thank you.

I love you

yours S.




Thursday the 9th of April
from Bar Nazionale

Today was better, wasn't it? And not just because we cum. You were more self confident. More serene. Even if yet uncertain at times. At the beginning you were still trembling. But you are progressing beautifully.

This time it was even more difficult for me to remain still.


Don't worry if you weren't able to fuck my ass. You will succeed the next time. I'm still virgin, and you awkward. Did you ever fuck a woman's ass? I'm not talking about Stefania, of course. Not with her, I'm sure. But another girl? I think not. I did it with Carla. And with her, I also had difficulties, at the beginning. And also my cock skin was hurting. But then we succeeded and we both loved it a lot.


Why didn't you fuck my mouth with your nice big cock? Were you ashamed doing it? You told me that you liked receiving head, right? And I hoped you did try with me. I too am curious to experiment what the feeling is, with you. If you feel like doing it, just do it. You can use me, you have to use me. At least at this stage. The real love, that, we will do after. For the moment it is just sex. The fact that I remain there, passive, is not to limit your fantasy or your desires. Everything is good and right, between us. You can also try to impale yourself on my hard rod, sitting on it, if you want. You know how it is done, right?


But hurry up and let yourself go; break out! I can't continue to remain still much longer. It is not my style.


I'm really longing for Saturday.


But why did I fall in love with you? You are so clumsy! I'm joking, of course.


I desire to lick you all over. To feel you all over. To make you shout for the pleasure you feel.


Hurry up, my dear love.


Take care of yourself, and think of me always

yours Sebastiano




Saturday, the 11th of April
from the Pincio

I was near stopping in you place. I am starting to like it too much. Don't be afraid to hurt me. At the beginning there is pain, of course. But one becomes used to it. And anyway there is also pleasure. At least, I think so.

As soon as you entered me just one centimeter, you came. You were too excited. But I loved feeling you so.


When I was near cumming, I felt like keeping your head down with my hands. But I didn't do it, as was in our pacts. And you didn't pull away. As I hoped, but anyway it surprised me a little. I enjoyed it a lot more. What does my cum taste like? Sweet, bitter, good, bad? I'm really longing to taste yours.


This time you got a hard on right when you were stripping me naked, right? You liked undressing me. We are making progress. I really love how you lightly chew my nipples. Did you realize it? You are skilled.


My ass hole is still hurting a little. But it will pass. As I wrote before, I liked when you were pushing. You were a real young bull in heat. A stud. My stud. And when you came, your eyes were shining. They were sparkling.


For the moment I'm worse than Stefania, right? But I promise you that I will be better than she was, a lot better.


See you tomorrow. Then, in the evening, I have to leave, as I told you. Therefore I will not stop at your place. I want to take the 11 pm train from Termini. So I'll be in Salerno at 1:46. Will you take me to the station?


Now I'm going back to the hotel. I will shower and go to bed. I hope I dream of you.


Good night. Think about me, and take care of yourself

yours S.





Roma, 12/4/87

My dearest Sebastiano,

It is fifteen before midnight. I just accompanied you to the station. I will miss you. I love you.


Yes, it is very beautiful making love with you, even if you still don't participate, even if I'm still so awkward. I'm really longing for you starting to be active, but even in this way it is still beautiful.


I love sucking your cock, I love it's taste, I love pushing my cock between your lips, deep into your mouth, and also pushing it inside your ass hole, even though I still worry it may hurt you. I love impaling myself, sitting on your hard rod, even if I'm still not able to take it all. It is not hurting really, at least for the moment; I'm not yet able to relax my hole enough to let it slide inside me... But I'll succeed, because I really want to feel all of it deep inside me.


I love looking at you while you are enjoying your orgasm, knowing that it's I who gave you that pleasure, that it is my body that pleasures yours.


I love the way you look at me, I can see your love shining for me in your eyes.


But now, when I look at my wide bed, it seems so empty without you, without your beautiful, lean and slender body to caress, to kiss, to lick, to suck, to hold tight, to feel, to gently bite, to make quiver. And how much more beautiful will it be when you too, are be doing all that to my body?


Tonight, a moment before I opened the door to take you to the station, you embraced me so tight and you kissed me so deep inside my mouth, for a long while, I felt my strength vanishing! I loved it so much!


You bewitched me, Sebastiano.


Do you realize that now you can do with me anything you want? No, I'm not frightened at having sex with you, any more. I hope that you felt it, and that next time you come to Rome you'll again stay at my place, and that we will make love without limit or conditions, I mean you too will participate. Do you promise?


I don't know why people are against two men making love. Possibly because they don't know it is so beautiful. It seems that sex is seen as a dirty thing, especially if it is between two of the same gender. It could even possibly be so, but also between a man and a woman. It is not true that it is dirty, not always, anyway, and not between us, for sure.


Do you know that you kiss in a wonderful way? You have to do it more often, we have to do it more often


I have here in front of me your picture in the swimming suit, and I look at you, and I think: "he is my male, my man!" and now I like the feeling of these words. It has a good sound, not at all weird. And just think that until a few days ago it would have troubled me, until a few weeks ago it would have made me rebel. Sebastiano is my boyfriend! I feel like opening the window, go out on the roofs and shout it to all the town. No girl, not even the first, ever made me feel like this, do you know that?


Monday at work, I felt almost like I could tell it to everybody, especially to Renzo and Monica who knows you. "Do you know, Sebastiano and I, are in love, make love!" Who knows what what they would do or say? Monica, for sure, would burst with envy. She did lay her eyes on you for a while! Possibly she wouldn't believe me and she would think I'm pulling her leg. So I would tell her: "No no, I'm very serious: I did suck his cock. He has a very beautiful cock, straight and smooth, and when it is hard it is so big and so long! And his cum is warm, slightly salty, creamy and tasty. And he kisses in a special way..." Are these morbid fantasies? What do you think?


I miss you. You just left and I miss you a lot. How long will it be before we meet again? Really one month? Can't you come here sooner? Do you want me to come to Salerno?


Or perhaps you just want to be left in peace for a while, without this pain in the ass near you?


Anyway, I'm waiting for you, you know it. I love you. Also that you know. I want to be yours.


Ciao, my beautiful love

Federico


	





Thursday 16th of April
from Salerno

Even registered express! You were really in a hurry. But I appreciated it.

I too miss you. But don't shout it from your window. Expecially not in night time. They will put you in jail. For disturbing the public peace. And possibly also for obscenity.


Joking aside, I understand you very well.


When I come to Rome next time, I'll come to stay with you. And we will make love every day. And I will no longer be still. Not only because I think it is no longer needed. Above all because it is too much for me to stay still near you. I really was reaching my limit, I swear.


I'm working like a mad man. To end sooner and come up sooner. I really hope I can. I will rather let behind other works. Including Rodolfo and Theo. So, possibly, I can come to you sooner.


You can come to Salerno when you want. But we will never be alone. Very difficult. Will it not be worse to desire each other, to be so near, and not be able to even give each other just a peck? But I would like you to meet my family.


The day before yesterday I met Carla. We made love. I prefer you. Even if she is skilled and very good. But I prefer you, really. Even if you still are clumsy. But with her it is just sex. With you it is making love. From her, I just take. To you, I want also to give. I mean pleasure. Even if up to now I didn't give it to you. But you know why. But everything will change, you'll see.


If you like it even now, next time it will be better. A lot better.


And then, I am noticing another difference. Your body is like mine. Lean, strong, firm. Not soft and round like a women's body. And I'm discovering that I prefer the manly one. I think that, after all, I possibly am a fag. Just to use a stupid label. I don't feel like one. I feel perfectly straight, making love with you. But if I really am a fag, then... hurrah!


Do you know why fags are despised? Because they think that a fag is half a woman. And that they attempt to seduce children. And as you wrote, that they do dirty things. But what is dirty? To put it in an ass? How many men do it to their women? A lot. Is it then dirty to take a cock in his mouth? How many women do suck it? A lot. And then, if they don't do dirty things, why are the fags dirty? All bullshit! All absurd prejudices. The one who thinks that way is the one who is dirty. He has a dirty mind.


Gosh, hell and damn! I fukingly love you! And I miss you a lot.


And I'm happy. Because you did all you did for me. You are splendid. If you didn't love me, why on earth did you have to do it? You would have slammed the door in my face. You would have spat on me. But you love me.


I hope I can come to Rome soon.


For the moment, take care of yourself. Then soon, I'll take care of you!

yours Sebastiano





Roma, 28/4/87

My beloved,

Your letter was late coming and I started to worry. But now here it is, with another splendid envelope. You know, I thought that perhaps you were disappointed with me, and that perhaps you were no more interested in me, and I felt lost.


You are becoming so important to me that just the idea of not having you any more, made me feel ill, physically, I mean.


Don't worry, I will not do silly things, I will not shout from the roof that I'm in love with you. I will shout it just inside my heart, because in there it will raise wonderful echoes.


But I'm really longing to have you here, with me, finally happy about me. And I'm really longing to make love with you, this time with no limits, by no rules, and you too fully participating, and I want, after making love, for you to remain at my side, with me. I feel like I have passed an exam, or better, graduated from the university, or even more.


Love is a splendid thing. It seems a commonsense sentence, a stock phrase, and instead it is true, wonderfully true. Sure, it will not be so intense and magnificent every day like in this discovery period, and because I think that such an intensity without a rest could even kill. But it is splendid.


Possibly after a while I will calm down, things will seem more normal, but I believe that it is somewhat like winning the lottery: there and then, when you discover that you have won, when you receive all those millions, you feel overwhelmed, you feel you are becoming crazy from happiness, but then you get used to it. But, if you are able to wisely administer your new wealth, to wisely invest it, your life will have a change in quality and you can live on the interests, and be wealthy. You don't have the first enthusiasm any more, but the fruits remain: before you were poor, now you are rich. I think it is also true with love.


Now I feel like I won the lottery. If we are able to well administer our love, to wisely invest it, we will be wealthy all our life long.


Don't you think so?


At times, thinking "all life long" I feel a little afraid. It seems to me quite as if I were challenging destiny, presuming too much. I ask myself: what if one day one of us will say: enough? I know it can happen. How many great loves (or so presumed to be) have miserably wrecked after one year, a few years or more? I'm not able to find any other answer but this one: you have just to try to do your best, to put in the best of yourself to do so it can't die.


Sure, at least for the moment, just the idea that our love can one day end, makes me feel bad. I'm investing all of myself in it, without reservation, without limits. I think this is the right thing to do.


From what I know of you, I think that you will do the same. But it is possible that one day one of us changes, becomes crazy. What can we do? Nothing, I think. We have just to hope it will not happens and, in the meanwhile, to fully live the joy of being with each other, of living this love. In a way, to live from day to day, even while making programs, while dreaming, hoping.


What do you think about this, my love?


Anyway I hope to never disappoint you, never make you tired of me. I'll do my best.


What you write about the male body that, in your opinion, is more beautiful than the female one, I had never thought about it. I think you can be right. Anyway I liked passing my hand over your smooth and firm chest more than feeling a girl's breast. I liked holding in my hand your beautiful hard and throbbing dick, more than fingering that soft furrow. I liked the feeling in my mouth of your firm and sound cock, with its good smell, more than passing my tongue in that wet slit with its undefinable smell. I liked caressing your smooth cheeks with just an inkling of your bristly beard. But possibly these preferences are just because I'm in love with you. Anyway, I can recognize myself in you, and this is something that could never happen with a woman. You are I and I am you. Moreover, just the fact I can penetrate you, and then you can penetrate me, makes me feel your peer. After all, women can just receive you, you can never receive them. Another thing I loved: being able to drink your cream, receiving in me a part of you: I think it is something special. Don't you agree?


Our love is at the same level, as that with a woman could never be. I don't want to be a chauvinist male, I believe in the rights and dignity and equality between women and men, I always believed in that. But they will always be two different beings.


Who knows, then, why the homosexuals are often defined "different"? More "equals", it seems to me, is not possible!.


Yes, I understand what you wanted to say when you affirmed that you don't feel gay. I too am starting to understand it. Really: I don't give a shit if I'm gay or not. Just labels, as you always said. A man is never just a label. Just one thing I care: that you love me, that I love you. That I discovered you, that I discovered love.


It is true that this sentiment is so great that words are not sufficient to express it: we need to use each part of our bodies. The union that is developing between us is physical, spiritual, affective, intellectual: it involves us completely, globally and nothing, nothing remains out of it.


I love you, Sebastiano, with all of myself.


A big, big kiss

yours Fede




Friday 8th of May
from Salerno

Dear, dear Federico,

The letter you sent me is wonderful. A hymn, a poem. I always thought you were a poet. And you made me rethink a lot of things.


Yes, it is true, one day all of our love can have an end. But it depends upon us. Let's do our best. We can not say "forever". We can say "as long as possible". Hoping that it will be so long that it never ends.


I too hope you will not get tired of me, that I will never disappoint you.


In the other letter you said that I can do with you anything I want. But you too have this power. I'm entrusting myself to you, like you are doing with me. I'm renouncing my single life. To build our life.


A life alone has a value of 10. A life of two doesn't have a value of 20, but a value of 100. Well, we are not yet at 100. We must not fool ourselves. But we are going in that direction. And I hope soon. I'm giving myself to you. But I have not yet fully done that. And I'm not saying that in just a physical sense.


The other day, Cettina said a very nice thing to me: "Roma is making you well. Since you have gone there to work, you seem to be more... handsome! You like that work, right?" I answered: "Yes." but at the same time I was thinking: "If you knew who is making me more handsome. Not really the work." Anyway I was happy it shows.


Anyway I'm also working a lot. And in a good way. I feel inspired. You are my inspiration.


Don't answer this letter, anyway I'll be there soon. I'll call you at the office to tell you the exact day and hour. I've almost finished this part of my drawings.


Take care, my love. See you very soon.

Yours yours yours

Sebastiano


	

















PART EIGHT







Roma, 21/5/87

My great love,

I have been happy celebrating with you one year since the first time we met.


These days spent together have been wonderful, superior to any expectation, any fantasy, any desire, any hope.


In bed you literally made me crazy with pleasure. You really are a tornado, an earthquake, a flood of joy. You have given me happiness beyond my dreams. Finally we are completely united and I am happy. Then, after making love, to remain so, embraced, to caress each other, and that whispering, tight tight, tender tender... is wonderful! Of course, we didn't sleep much. But who could sleep with you at his side?


Your skill in giving pleasure made me feel even more awkward than usual, but I don't worry about that, because I will learn, you'll see. I will be a diligent pupil and I hope, one day, to surpass my master.


Your coming and going is making me sad. Why don't you come live in Rome with me? You will not miss work, here, you know that. I would like to never be apart from you, I would like to live with you day after day and not by instalments. Am I asking too much? Do you think I'm never satisfied?


If you don't like this apartment, we can look for a bigger, nicer one. I'm not telling that to you to keep you away from Carla, I'm not jealous, you know that, we talked about that. You must be free to do as you like, as long as you fill me with so much love. I will be the happiest man in the world having you here, with me.


Do you perhaps think I'm going too fast? Possibly you wish to be more sure of me? I don't know, everything is so beautiful, so special, so unique that I want it to be nothing less than perfect. Anyway, I relay upon you, will abide by your decisions.


You left only yesterday but I feel like you have been gone forever. This apartment was so beautiful when you were here! Now it seems too empty, too silent. I loved looking at you going around half naked, loved watching you, loved savouring your presence, talking with you.


The sun is setting here over the roofs and my window is a picture of indescribable colors. I like it, but I would like it so much more if you were here with me to look at it, your head on my shoulder, hand in hand with me, as we were two or three evenings ago. You are giving a taste to my life, do you know that?


I love you, sweetheart. I love you very much.

Yours forever

Federico




Sunday 24th of May
from Salerno

My Federico,

possibly I have done it!


Yesterday I met Carla. I thought she would understand me. So I told her about us. And that, therefore, it was over between her and me. Because I am in love with you.


She just said: "All right."


I was a little amazed. She did take it well, I thought. But she went straight to see Cettina. And told her. Then she found Ruggiero, and told him . She then went to see Francesco. And she blurted it out to him. The poisonous tongued bitch! She only failed to put posters on the main square!


My family reaction astonished me.


Francesco said it was no one's fucking business but my own. He only advised me not to "give scandal". And then, he says, I should take to my bed whomever I wish to and like best.


Cettina was really put out. At first she didn't believe it. She said that Carla was saying those things just because I gave her the old heave-ho. I told her that no, it is really so. Then she said: "Happily mum is no longer living!" and burst out crying.


Ruggiero, last night, in our room, asked me if I was a faggot. I told him I don't know. But that I'm in love with you, and that you are for sure a male. Then he asked me if you too are in love with me. I said yes. And he asked me: "Are you happy?" and I said "yes, we both are very happy". "So," he tells me, "then, I too am happy." and he said he really wants to meet you. Then he gave me a serene good night.


This morning, just after waking up, he asked me if it isn't more pleasurable with girls. I explained to him that the pleasure can be the same with a boy or a girl. But that one doesn't choose, when he falls in love. He asked me if I had gone with many men. I told him that you are the first and only.


He confessed me that he has not yet made love. Then he added: "not with a boy, nor with a girl. A part from flirting with a girl. And a couple of time jacking off with his friends. But each only with himself. We talked for a long while. I explained him a little how difficult it had been for you. And how easy, on the contrary, for me. And he said: "But at last, now, you are both happy, right? This is the only thing that counts."


Today I didn't meet Francesco. Cettina pulled a long face. Ruggiero is as usual.


So, the hash is made, and I don't regret it. I am sorry for my sister. Because she feels bad. I would have guessed she would understand and not my brothers. But it went exactly the opposite.


Today after lunch Ruggiero asked me if I had a picture of you. I showed him the one I have. He says you are a likeable guy, that he really wants to meet you.


As I write to you he sits on his bed. He asked me if I'm writing to you. He says to send you his greetings.


I'm really dying to embrace you, do you know that? What are you doing in this moment? Now it is 11:39 pm. I leave you. But I think of you.

Take care of yourself, my dear love

S.





Roma, 2/6/87

My dear love,

I'm sorry for what happened. I'm sorry that your sister cannot understand and accept. Still, remembering how long it took me to understand and accept, her reactions seem natural to me, understandable. Let's hope that with time she recovers her spirits, poor Cettina.


Return the greetings to Ruggiero and tell him that I too hope we meet soon.


I hope that things are a little better when you receive this letter, and that you are more serene and quiet. I would like to be near you, and not just with my mind and heart, especially in moments like this one. Why don't you really move to Rome? You know that would really make me happy.


I have an idea: if you agree, I can propose it to our publicity depatment to hire you full time, and not just as an external collaborator as you are now. Your way of work and your style are much appreciated, as you know, and I don't think they will oppose it. And at work my opinion has some weight. Unless you prefer to remain a free-lance. But tell me yes, love, I beg you. I'll jump for joy, as you can guess.


My dearest Sebastiano, we are lucky to have met, to have fallen in love. At times I have the sensation that all my past life didn't have any other aim except preparing me for the encounter with you. Preparing me to love you, even if it took me so long to accept it completely.


I have your drawings here to make the test strip for our animation. I am becoming better equipped and I hope in a short time to be able to make a first section of the film. Then, if all works right and there are no parts to correct or to change, we can start the first Rodolfo and Theo's complete story.


I was thinking: why don't we create a friend for Theo? Someone to be paired with him? We can call him Tommaso, called Tomcat. "Rodolfo, Theo and Tomcat", what do you think of it?


Ciao, my love, I leave you, now. Think always of me and come soon.


A strong hug and a caress where you want it.

yours

Federico




Wednesday, the 10th of June
from Salerno

Love,

Yes, I too am sad being far from you. Living together would be great. When I come to Rome, we will talk about it. And in case we will work something out. You can talk to your bosses. I would really like living and working with you. But we have to be sure. If I come to live with you, it will be somewhat like marrying. With all the pros and cons.


Cettina didn't change. She hardly speaks to me. She doesn't make a scene, nor bring up the subject again. She is not hard, but she is sad. And this hurts me. If she attacked me, I would react. It would be more simple. A good fight. So, on the contrary...


Francesco went to talk to Carla. Without telling me. He told her that if she spread the rumor around, heaven help her! He will make her pay for it. Carla probably repented having told it. After all she is not a bad girl. Sunday I met her at the bar, here downstairs. After a first embarrassed moment, we said ciao to each other. Then she called me. She said that she is sorry having spoken to my family. Especially to Cettina. I believe her. So I told her not to worry. That I'm not angry with her. Then, she told me about Francesco's speech to her. She says that even if my brother hadn't threatened her, she wouldn't have broken my confidence to anybody else.


My friends understood that I've broken up with Carla. They think I have a girl in Rome. I didn't say yes and neither no.


A few nights ago, Ruggiero asked me why we don't live together. I answered that we are thinking about it. And he said: "I would not think twice, about it." Then he asked me: "If it were possible, would you marry?" I answered that I really think so. Then he said to me "So, Federico and I are like brothers in law." I smiled. But it gave me a great sensation of joy. As you can see, Ruggiero fully accepts you. At least one out of three. Even if he is only 16, he seems the more mature.


So, my dear love. For the moment I have nothing more to write you. Apart from the fact that I love you.


Always take care and be well

yours S.





Roma, 20/6/87

My dear and beloved Sebastiano,

I like Ruggiero more and more and I really would like to meet him. Can't you bring him with you the next time you come to Rome? He could sleep on the couch in the living room. Schools are out now, right? Did he ever visit Rome? We can show it to him, and I think that for a boy studying in the Classical High School, it could also be useful, right?


You didn't answer me about my idea to create Tomcat (but we can also choose a different name). Anyway I've almost finished the editing of the first film, and it seems good to me. I wait for us to judge it together. It is just five minutes long, included the credit titles, but it is sufficient to see the rendering of both your drawings and my animation technique.


Tomorrow my dad will arrive. He is coming to Rome for some papers at the Ministries. He will stop here, of course. It is really unusual for my parents to come visit me, normally it is I who goes to their place. I would like very much to be able to talk to him about you, but I am sure he would react a lot worse than Cettina, remembering how he reacted to my adolescent relationship with my school chum. He will surely ask me about Stefania, when I intend to set up house (to get married, I mean, but surely he will use these words) and give him grand-children, and so on. The same old story, in short. Why do we have to live in such a complicated world? Why do people have to decide how others live, to judge, to force, and...


Anyway I will tell him that I'm no longer with Stefania.


Next Summer we will go on holiday together, right? It will be like our honey moon. Where would you like to go? Do you have any dream, any preference? Let me know so we can organize in time. I want them to be fabulous holidays.


As always I have ten thousand ideas inside my head and I cannot write them all down. But one stays crystal clear and it never leaves, so that I can write it without effort: I love you!


But, besides loving you, I also desire you very much. I miss you, I need you, your nearness, your smile, your body. These separation periods are becoming more and more difficult to stand, at least for me. Come soon, I beg you.


I'm longing for you. I love you. I desire you.

yours yours

Federico




Monday, the 29th of June
from Salerno

First of all: I love you.

Then, OK for Tomcat. I'll try.


Then again: I also feel bad far from you.


Possibly, if we were always together we could also get our monkey up. But I don't think so. I really have to move to Rome. I'm more and more persuaded. I too need you. A really big need, it is.


Sure we will go on holiday together. Anywhere, with you. Why not rent a camper and wander? Without a goal, like two gypsies? How does that grab you?


Ruggiero cannot come to Rome. He is so sorry! And he thanks you very much. He has found a job for the Summer. He just started it. Possibly he can come in September, before school starts again. After we are back from our honey moon. He too is dying with desire to meet you.


Cettina has a little less long face. But still has it. At times I would like to confront her, to talk with her. But perhaps it will be better if it is she initiates it. Possibly, if she knew you, it would be more easy. Or on the contrary more difficult? I don't know. Ruggiero says that it won't last forever. He says I must have patience.


Francesco has never talked again on this subject. He just treats me exactly as before. But I would like to know how he really feels inside.


If I come to live with you in Rome, there is a but. I must continue to send the money for Ruggiero. Until he finishes school and finds work. And I think he also wants to go to the university.


When you receive this letter, don't answer. I'm coming, I'll be at your place the 16th of July. I would like to come Saturday the 4th, but the 5th is Ruggiero's birthday, 16 years round. I bought him a wrist watch. I'll also buy him a gift in your name. I hope you won't be displeased. But for sure he will be happy. I know that he desires a pocket size CD player, several boys have one. And it is not too expensive.


When will they connect your telephone? I want to hear your voice. Talk to you. Possibly I would just say to you over and over: I love you. But I would be speaking, not writing. When I call you at your office, I can't. And you can even less.


My love, I feel I'm going crazy. Being so far from you. As I do things, while I walk, I speak to you. As if you were here, instead of being so far away.


They say: "far from the eyes, far from the heart". It is not true, you know? My heart is full of you.


OK. Take care of yourself, now. See you soon, love.

more and more yours

Sebastiano


	





Sunday, the 12th of July
from the train for Naples

Ciao, love.

We just parted. The train is just leaving Rome. My body is rapidly going away from you. And from my heart, that remained with you.


Go soon to talk to your bosses. Tomorrow, as soon as you are in your office, find me work. I want to live with you in Rome. If not before the holidays, at least soon after.


I told you that I regret leaving my family and my friends. It is true. But I willingly leave them, for you. And with the exchange, I'll gain, you know?


I don't know if I should tell them just yet at home. Probably yes. Who knows that Cettina, at this point, decides to talk with me.


I hope that in your next letter there will already be an answer about the work. If they say no, look for something else for me. Even dish washer. Bog cleaner. Anything. It is no longer enough just to write you. I don't like one week together then one month far from you.


You are so sweet, so good. I was almost certain you would agree to help Ruggiero. But to hear you saying yes with such enthusiasm, filled me with joy.


When you were uncertain about our love, I mistreated you. You didn't deserve it. You say you are lucky having met me. The real lucky man is me, having met you. My luck is really very great.


Your apartment is ok, as I told you, don't worry. You know that I like it. It is one of the first things I liked about you. At most, we can change the sofa in the living room with a nice sofa bed. For possible guests. Sure, we will need a laboratory, for both you and me. But we can find it elsewhere. Especially if the animation is successful.


Sorry for the scrawl, but the train is shaking, now.


Sitting here in front of me there is a kid. He looks at me in a certain way... Possibly I'm his type. But it is useless for him to try. I'm interested only in you. Even if he was the most beautiful boy. Or the most beautiful girl.


And if I didn't have you? Probabbly I wouldn't be interested in him at all. Perhaps I didn't even discover this side of my sexuality. Who knows? But history is not made with "if".


One thing is true. Before, I never looked at males. Never in a sensual way, I mean. I thought I was interested just in girls. Now, instead, I look at them in a different way. This one in front of me, for instance. He is a handsome male. It would be pleasurable to fuck with him.


I wouldn't do that, don't worry. You have no reason to become jealous, nor to be afraid. Probably I shouldn't write these things. But if you love me, you have to know everything about me. Really everything.


God, I feel a strong desire to make love with you. Now.


I know on the contrary I will have to wait for a long while. Fucking shit! Yes, we have to live together. As soon as possible. And even before that.


By the way, when are you going to see about the camper? And please, not with two beds, but just a king size bed, understood?


Take care, my desired man

yours (and even more)

Sebastiano





Roma, 15/7/87

My love,

Right today I could talk with Doctor Mancinelli. He wants to talk to you directly, but he seems more than interested in the possibility of hiring you here, full time. Moreover, he told me that at the publicity department they were already thinking about that possibility. Therefore I wait you in Rome, of course before the Summer closing. Remember that this year we will be closed from the seventh of August, so you have to come here before the fifth. The best time, I think, will be the end of July or even Monday the third of August. So, if all goes as I hope, they will hire you beginning September.


Therefore, start immediately to prepare your luggage, both for our holidays and to settle here. Rather, I was thinking, when we come back from the holiday we can take the camper to Salerno and pick up all your belongings and take them to Rome directly with us. What do you think?


I'm longing to have you here, with me.


I feel so high-spirited at the idea, I think I am drunk!


On that occasion we can also take Ruggiero with us, so that he can spend some days in Rome with us, and we can show it to him.


Ah, and remember to prepare the papers: you for sure will need the Fine Arts Institute diploma. And the usual ones... anyway as soon as I know what they want, I'll send you the list.


I'm thrilled at the idea that finally we can start to live together. I think that tonight I will not be able to sleep: be that the case, I'll think all the time of you and in that way the night will pass in a rather pleasurable way. I say "rather" because if you were here it would pass in a lot much more pleasurable way.


I love you.


You see, words really aren't sufficient. I think, say, write "I love you" and it seems to me to say too little. When on the contrary I say those words with my body, when I "write it with my body on yours", I feel satisfied, because I know that then you understand what I really want to say. I feel like becoming a graphomaniac, I would never stop writing (on your body).


See you soon, my greatest, unique, splendid love.


Take care of yourself (as you always write) waiting impatiently for the time it will be me taking care of you.

All yours
Fede





Saturday 18th of July
from Salerno

Love,

Your letter has not yet arrived. Did you speak with them? May I hope? I feel like risking it and coming all the same. If you want. If you want me. I can't stand it any more being far from you.


I told that to Ruggiero. He is happy for me. Even if he is sad we will meet seldom. And he is happy to come to Rome in September.


Then, I told Cettina that soon I will move to Rome. Quite soon. She looks at me with two dark eyes and says: "Ah, with that one?"


Annoyed, I say: "His name is Federico!"


Almost in a whisper, she answers: "I know."


So, looking her straight in the eye, I say: "Then, don't say with that one. And not with that tone. I love him."


She lowered her eyes and said: "Sorry, Sebastiano. I hope you will be happy, with Federico."


So I said: "I really think so. But I will be a lot more happy if you weren't so unhappy."


Then Cettina started to cry. But after, we talked. Then Ruggiero came and he sided with me. We talked all the afternoon. Perhaps she understood a little. Perhaps she is accepting. She will need some time. If she loves me, she will have to learn to love you too. I told her this. She again looked at me with dark eyes. So Ruggiero said that I'm right. Cettina then asked him: "Why, do you love Federico?" And he, promptly: "Sure! He is my brother in law, no?" Right so he said. Cettina looked at him as if to check if he was joking. Then asked him: "Brother in law?" and Ruggiero, quietly: "Brother in law, of course, brother in law."


Well. The die is cast. I crossed the Rubicon.


I love you so much, brother in law of Ruggiero.


I'm longing to meet you again.


I'm happy, thanks to you.


Ciao, love. Take care and think to me.

your lover

Sebastiano





Roma, 20/7/87

My sweet love,

I received the letter you wrote from the train and that you posted in Naples. Would you please explain to me how you managed to paint the envelope? Did you already have one ready?


Perhaps you have not yet received my preceding letter.


I don't care if you look at other boys, or girls, unless you stop looking at me. Well, honestly, if you were making love with them, I think I would feel bad. But I would forgive you as long as you continue to love me and stay with me. But I would prefer you not do it, and not just not to tell me. If it happens, I prefer to know it, not for other reasons, just because if we start to lie each other or to have secrets, it would be the start of the end.


But it seems to me so absurd to talk about the end when we have just started, right?


Anyway, you have all my trust and as long as you love me, all you decide to do is good for me.


I went to talk with the people at the staff office so I enclose the list of all the papers that you will need for the eventual, almost sure, hiring. Start to prepare them, so you will not lose too much time when the moment comes.


I met Stefania on the street. She was arm in arm with a real hunk. She greeted me and had the air as if she wanted tell me: "Look what a handsome man I have now!" and I felt like telling her: "But my man is more beautiful than yours!". But on the contrary we just exchanged trivialities and bye bye.


How could I have stayed with that one? Bah!? You literally rescued me, I think.


The fridge is near breaking down, it works worse and worse. But to buy a new one I'll wait for you. From now on we have to decide together all we buy or change in the apartment. Now it is also your home, right?


As soon as you come here, you will register your residence here, right?


I went to the stamp shop to make the new nameplates for the bell, the letterbox and the door. "De Donato - Pirazzoli" in alphabetical order. It has a good sound, and it is like being a married couple, in fact usually they write the two family names of husband and wife. For us, instead, it is the name of husband and husband.


The plant you bought for the living room is really beautiful and doesn't seem to suffer. Each time I look at it, I think of you. But I always think of you, even without looking at it.


This apartment is impregnated with you. And awaits you.


My love, how happy I am to love you and being loved by you. It is indescribable. Really.


Immersed in this sea of happiness (and wallowing in it) I send you a lot of kisses and one (just one) caress, there.

Your, and more than your

Federico
















PART NINE







Thursday 23th July
from Salerno

Beloved

Our letters are crossing.


How are you, my love? I am well.


Your letter of the 15th made me much happier. I'll be in Rome on August the 3 rd. so i will have time for the job interview. Then we will leave together for our holydays.


I note a softening in Cettina's attitude. A small one, that is, but it is there; today she picked up the mail. She gave me your letter and said, "From your friend." and her tone was kind.


I have begun to pack my things to bring to Rome. They are not very much, but neither are they few. I'm invading you.


Ruggiero sends you his greetings. He is so happy about coming up to Rome with us for a few days, after the holydays. He is loooking forward to meeting you. He often asks about you: how is your build, what music you like, what do you like to read, and so on.


Yesterday he says to me: "Don't worry, when I come to Rome. You two use your room as if I were not there."


I looked at him quite amazed and asked: "You mean when we make love?"


And he, quietly: "Yes, sure. I will not bother you. And you can also kiss or the like even in front of me."


So I asked him: "Are you sure that will not be a problem for you?"


He looks at me as if I was dumb and says: "Why would it give me problems to see that you love each other and that you show it to each other? Hey, I'm not a child any more, you know?"


I am putting in order all the things I will bring to Rome. I have found my old sketch album from the Art Institute. Some are beautiful; I'll bring them with me so you can see them. When we were doing drawings from life we had model girls, and at times model boys. When I come to Rome I want to draw you, naked, of course. One of the two boy models was not bad, I didn't remember him. But you are better, and I don't say this just because I love you. I am objective.


It is 11:04 pm and soon I will go to bed. Alone, unhappily. Without you. I too become graphomaniac with your body. I need to write!!!


Did you notice that the last time I was with you I stole your eau de Cologne? Do you know why? Because each night before going to bed I put a little of it on me. So, while I'm falling asleep I smell your perfume. That way, I can see you, and stay a little with you, at least in my dream.


Now I have to say bye to you. I miss you. I love you. It seems I always write the same things - I love you - I miss you - I love you - I miss you... but they are true, or better "truthful" as we say in Naples and surrounding towns.


Be well (this time I didn't write "take care", did you notice?)

Sebastiano (more and more happy)





Roma, 26/7/87

My great love,

This is the last letter I will write to you, because soon we will be united. I think, and hope, you will receive this on time. I really think that these days our letters are crossing.


I am beginning to like Ruggiero more and more and feel I will love my young brother in law. Tell him that I'm waiting for him with open arms and with a great affection. Tell him that he has a home also here in Rome.


Don't worry about Cettina, you'll see that in the end all will be fine and she will accept me, because she loves you. Anyway I feel I love she too, if for no other reason, as a reflex of my love for you.


When will you get here? I always wait for your telephone call here at work. Even if we can say little because at the switchboard they can listen to us, I like hearing your voice. And then, you are able to send coded messages, as that time you told me that you fucking liked the card games we had, and that we had to do them more often. I almost burst with laughter, because to me it was evident you wanted to say you desired to fuck with me. But if the switchboard girl was listening, she would have just thought we are two passionate cards players. And after all she will not be so far from the truth, we really are two passionate players - in bed. And on the arm chair, and on the kitchen table, and in the tub ad infinitum!


I was asking myself if there is one part of the house where we didn't make love. Well, there is: the broom closet! What place more suitable to fuck? What do you think of it? But we will have to do it standing...


But now enough with the silly things. Let's go to more serious matters: I love you, I desire you, I want you, I wait for you, I want all of you. And if possible, even more.


Ah, I went to book the camper - it is a nice Ducato as we decided, sky blue, with king size bed. Are you happy? It will be ready by August the 5 th, so we can start to load it with all we need for our honey moon. This time it's up to me to see for the condoms and the gel! Ah, and remember to put the revenue stamp on your passport and do not fotget the vaccinations (ask them for the certificate) and the driver's licence and the swimming suit.


The ficus benjamin is ok and is opening new leaves. The more I look at it, the more I like it. It really fits in that corner. During our holydays the neighbour lady will come to water the plants as before, since she has her holydays in June-July.


You also, the more I look at you, the more I like you. The more I know you, the more I am in love with you. The more I am with you, the more I want to stay with you.


You know, I often recall the time when I was making all that fuss about being with you, and now it seems to me that I was really stupid. Just think of the lost time. But I am most sorry of all, because I made you feel bad.


In your letter you wrote two sentences of Julius Caesar applying them to us, that is "The die is cast." and "I crossed the Rubicon". But then you had to write a third one: "veni, vidi, vici". In fact you come (to Rome), you saw (me), and you won (me). Will you bring me as war plunder at your triumph and wait for Caesar's thumbs down before fucking me in front of an audience?


The only other thing I will miss, now that we will finally be living together, is your marvellously decorated envelopes, one more beautiful than the other, that underlined all our adventure from the very first encounter to our union.


But you in person have much more value than billions of trillions of envelopes. No problem.


Let me know which train are you coming on, so I will be at the station to wait for you. Call me.


Ciao, my sweet, great, marvellous lover - beloved. I'm waiting for you.

your

passionated

Federico




Wednesday 29th of July
from Salerno

My beloved,

I think I will bring you this letter personally, and give it to you when I arrive at the train station. Otherwise, it will arrive after me.


Sure I will tell you everything. Sure we have to be sincere. Somebody telling lies to himself is a crazy man. And you are my self, and vice versa.


This will be my last letter, surely; we will be living together. Therefore I want it to be really beautiful. Not just the envelope. But the things I write, don't seem to me beautiful enough.


I'm happy coming to you. I'm happy we will at last live together. I'm happy being your husband. I'm happy you are my husband.


Sure, that happiness will calm down. We will become like many other couples, used to be together. We are also used to breathe, and to eat. But just try to stop! Moreover, you can eat well or badly. Routine doesn't scare me. To eat is routine. But you can cook different recepies. And from time to time it becomes a special meal. So it will be an agreeable routine. And take care it is not overcooked or undercooked, or burnt...


It will be great living together. Getting bored together. Discovering together. Suffering together. Enjoying together. Laughing together. Getting old together.


I don't want this to become the Christmas Letter full of good will and good intentions.


But I promise you that I'll do my best.


To make you happy. To surpass the black periods. To remain with you forever. To ameliorate my shortcomings. To accept your shortcomings. To always look at you with loving eyes. To be always sincere. To be able to listen to you. To be patient. To trust you. To love you more and more.


End of the Christmas Letter. But there would be much more to say. Perhaps, at times, we take too much for granted. So, to say them seems almost banal.


I will arrive the 3 rd of August. It will be an important day. We are undertaking an important step. The adventure begins. We are marrying, practically.


We first met on the 12th of May last year, we unite the 3 rd of August this year. Two important dates. One year and three months to make our love bloom. All our life to make it mature.


For one to give himself to another is rather easy. To accept that the loved one gives himself to you, is less easy. In fact it is a great responsibility. But I willingly accept it. Because I love you.







Thursday 30 th of July

Holy Virgin, how slow time passes.

It is almost all ready: cardboard boxes for moving, luggage for the trip. Documents ready, interview for the job then our journey.


I'm counting the days. Soon I will count the hours. Then the minutes. I'm really doing the count down.


I love you more today than I did yesterday, less than I will tomorrow, my love. I feel all upset. Feverish. I can't stay still a moment. Do you know why? Because I am impatient for you. At times I close my eyes and think you are here. I see your body. Naked, of course. I caress it with my fingers, I kiss it. I see your beautiful cock, erect, quivering for me. I kiss it, I take it between my lips. I see your eyes looking at me, with desire...


Soon I will really feel this desire fulfilled..


Saturday I'll go to the barber, to make myself beautiful for you. Today is Thursday, time never passes. On the contrary, when we were together, it was flowing away too fast. If you only knew how much I need you!


Finally Ruggiero will have a room for himself, a closet for himself. I will have all of you for myself, right? I need feeling you. Not just your voice, but to feel your body searching for mine.


Cettina says that Sunday she will invite Francesco and Loredana to lunch, to bid me farewell. Loredana doesn't know about you and me. She is four months pregnant, so soon you and I will become uncles. Francesco has never mentioned the subject again. But he hasn't changed at all with me.


It seems that Cettina is changing. Imperceptibly. She also has never brought up the subject. She avoids it. She talks about Rome, not you. Ruggiero instead talks about you, not Rome.


That is, I mean, for instance, that Cettina says: "when you will move to Rome... when you will work in Rome... your home in Rome..." and so forth.


On the contrary Ruggiero says: "when you will live with Fede... When you will work with Fede... your home...". In short, Ruggiero understands that I don't give a shit about Rome. You are the only important thing.







Friday 31 st Jyly

Ugh, what a bore! When does Monday come?

This afternoon I will call you at the office. I am hesitant. The 11:31 train arriving in Rome at 2:05 pm on Monday? Or the one leaving at 3:17 am and arriving in Rome at 6:30? Which one do you prefer? I prefer the second one, so we can meet 7 hours and 35 minutes earlier.


It is true that you will have to go almost immediately to work. But we can cut away a small hour for us, right? And in a small hour, we can make love, right?


To me to leave at 3 in the morning is ok. Anyway, that night, i will not be able to sleep. I still sleep little and bad. I'm so antsy. With happiness, of course.


How are you? Staying calm? If I know you well, no. You must be feeling as high as I feel.






I've just heard you on the telephone. Ok, then, I'll take the 3:17 train. I would have bet that you too preferred that one. Hearing your voice made me feel shudders all long my back. A bitch's chill! A pleasurable chill, of course.


I hoped to find the letter you said you sent me. I went back from the telephone box running. On the contrary, still nothing. I can receive it tomorrow morning, or it will arrive after I leave. I will be sad in that case. Mr. postman, hurry up!


God, what a torment being far from you. Instead of being here writing with a pen, I woul like to have you writing on me with your body. I spread my legs, receive you in me and you write love sentences. And your eyes look at me, shining with excitation. And then it is I writing on you, in you, all the love I have for you.


How beautiful it is to love. How beutiful it is to be loved.


I'm thirsty for your kisses.







Saturday 1st of August.

This morning I went to the barber. The best in Salerno, expensive but very skilled. He did the razor sculpture, last fashion cut. The result seems good to me.

Then I went to buy a new vest. I will wear it for my journey. I'm making myself beautiful for you. I want you to see only me; I want you so fascinated that you will look at no one else. Just me.


When I got back home, there was your letter, at last. I read it all in a jiffy, climbing the stairs.


Love in the broom closet? Wherever, my darling, wherever you want to do it. If we make love there, it will become more beautiful than the Caserta Royal palace, granted. Even if we will have to do it standing.


And then, you were right. I will drag you behind my chariot, in chains and naked. No, not naked, or they will steal you from me. You are too beautiful, too sexy. On the chariot with me, at least I can kiss you.


I love you.


All the rest we said on the telephone. But it is always good to read them. Very well for the camper. Wery well for all.


Two more days. Less than 48 hours. Then, at last, together. I'm really thirsty for your kisses, do you know? And I need to quench my thirst soon, I can't resist. And I will quench my thirst also in another way. Want to guess how? By giving you a fantastic blow job, my wonderful male! You know that I'm really a glutton for you, no?


Wait just a moment, Cettina is calling me.






Cettina wanted me to take the golden turnip dad gave her, just before he died. I asked her why she was now giving it to me.


"It is the most precious thing I have. I want you to have it."


"But, why?"


"Because I love you." Then she was silent for a while, looking at me. Then she says: "And I'll try to love him too."


"Federico? I would be so happy..."


"Are you happy going to him?"


"Very much."


"If Federico makes you happy, I will love him."


So I said that you have to meet. She said yes, but not immediately. She wants some more time. Then she says: "When we meet, he must feel really welcome. That's why I ask you for more time."


Let's hope, my beloved. She knows that until she accepts you, she is not accepting me. I think she really understood that. Cettina is clever, but above all, good hearted.


I love you so much!


37 more hours and we will be together.


I think that when we will meet at the train station I will scandalize everybody. Because i will kiss you on the mouth untill you are out of breath.


God, how much I love you!







Sunday 2 nd of August

Why didn't I come today? Or better, yesterday evening? Today there is the farewell lunch with the family, it's true. Quite as if I were going to the ends of the Earth! And nowaday my family is you.

It's a pity we cannot change our family name. To have the same, yours or mine. Or both our names. Or perhaps a new one. If we could choose a new family name I would choose Loved. Sebastiano Loved (by Federico) and Federico Loved (by Sebastiano). Woudent't it be great? Even without the brackets...


While I was taking my shower, I had a daydream. I fancied you were there. You were soaping all my body with long, sweet caresses. And without touching my dick, I cum! Oh! I wrote dick like you say, and not cock... I'm changing. I'm federicizing. I like that.


Still 18 hours and 27 minutes. I hope the train will not be late this time. In that case I'll come by foot, running.


They rang the bell. It must be Francesco and Loredana. Later again, my love.






They gave me many presents. It seems like Christmas and my birthday all together! After lunch Francesco gave me a parcel. I opend it. He says: "For your home, in Rome." Guess what it was? A nice Capodimonte's china set, tray, cups, sugar pot and milk pot. Very fine, refined even if classic. I don't like the Capodimonte style very much, it is too mannered. But this one is really fine, in good taste. But that's not all, the cups were two, a tete-a-tete, how is it called. Great, no? For you and me, it was clear. In fact Loredana says: "I wanted him to take at least the 6 set, but Francesco fixed his mind on this for 2... Are you moving into a small apartment?" I answered: "Francesco made a perfect choice. A set for 2 is perfect." and Francesco, from behind his wife, winked at me. I knew he really wanted it for us, it was clear.


Then Ruggiero gave me the galleon he built. I know that he is very fond of it. And on the side he changed the galleon name. With gilded letters he put on "FMP+SDD" You first. And there was a card where he wrote: "Always sail with stern wind". So this also is a gift for us both.


I am really happy. I come to you with the blessing of 2/3 of the family. I would have come without it, of course. But it's better so, right?


The only thing that was heavy to me during the lunch was I couldn't talk about you, because of Loredana and also a little because of Cettina. If I could, I would do nothing different. Also to the friends that in the past days were farewelling me because they heard I am moving. If you only knew what a great desire I have to tell everybody that I am coming to live with you! To talk about you! Patience!


Ciao, love. Tomorrow morning we will be together. Still 10 hours more. Are you too counting? If you know how often I look at my watch!


I love you terribly.







Monday 3 rd of August
from the train

Here I am, I'm arriving! I found a sitting place near the mini-table. As soon as we left Neaples I started to write to you. We are at the end of our waiting.

At 2:30 Cettina woke up to bid me farewell. At the door, she put a small parcel in my hand. "For Federico." she said. Then we embraced and she went back inside. I have no idea what is in the parcel. I'm bringing it to you.


Ruggiero wanted to come with me to the train. When I was ready to go inside, we embraced and he gave me a kiss. Then he gave me another: "This is for Federico." he said. I'm bringing this also to you.


I'm happy.


My dear love, still just 1 hour and 42 minutes. I'm coming. I continually look at my watch. It doesn't seem that the train is late.


Did you prepare the red cloth carpet runner to welcome your beloved? To tell the truth I would prefer another kind of carpet. The pink one, of flesh: your beloved body. But not at the station, at home. It will be better.


I'm coming fast to you. Kilometers are rapidly diminishing. But not fast enough for me. Are you getting ready to come to the station? Did you manage to sleep a little, last night? Take care, I want you in good form, understood? Are you also continually looking at your watch?






Now just 53 minutes! People are dozing around me. I did not even try. I am too excited. Salerno seems already so far away. It was another world, another life.


All is dark out the window. But here inside my heart there is a blazing light. Our love. Your picture is inside my suitcase. How stupid can I get! I would have liked to look at it. But in a while I will have in front of me the original.






I write a little, stop and think a little. Of you, of course. Of us. 21 minutes more. Run, train, run! There is my love waiting for me.


I bet that you are now on your bike speding toward the station. At this time all the streets must be deserted. You will arrive in a flash. You will look for the platform at which I'll arrive. You'll be looking at your watch...






9 minutes more. Now I put this letter away. Then I will move my luggage near the door. Or better, I will go to the first carriages to come down more closely to the entrance. What a dumb ass not having thought about this before!


Very very soon, my love. I'm arriving! I love you.


I love you beyond words.


I will take care of you, you know?

yours

Sebastiano

madly in love


	





END OF THE EPISTOLARY


START OF A LIFE OF LOVE
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