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CHAPTER 1






Osvaldo went back home for the Easter holydays. One of the first things he did was to ask his parents news of Letizia. They were worried - for ten days now they had no news from her; neither letters nor telephone calls, nothing. The last time they had talked with her by phone had been the previous month, and then his sister told them that she would come to see them for Easter holidays. 

"She'll be on her way here, or maybe she's gone on a journey somewhere, Mum... You know how Letizia is, don't you? If she said she will come for Easter, she could well be here today or tomorrow. Why do you mothers have to be always anxious? She's twenty-one, she's able to care for herself!" 


"Yes, but without telling us..." 


"Tell you about what? She said she will come, and she will come," the son said, quietly. 


His father agreed with him. 


Unworried, Osvaldo went out to the village square to meet his old friends. 


"Hey, look who's here, the Milanese! How are you Osvaldo?" Roberto asked him moving to greet him and offer him his hand. He then called towards the bar, "Marco, Gianni, come to see who's here - the prodigal son!" 


Two boys tumbled out of the bar, beaming bright smiles and almost running to greet their friend. 


Osvaldo was fond of the three of them. They attended the primary and junior schools together and had parted only when Osvaldo moved to the city to attend the professional institute for graphic designers. Marco had for years been his steady desk mate. Gianni and Roberto, who were cousins, had also always been his class mates. When they were adolescents, Osvaldo had a short love story with Marco. It had been started by Marco, and also ended by him when he fell in love with a girl. 


Now Marco was married and already had a two year old son. Marco was the only one in the village who knew that Osvaldo was gay, but their friendship had not been in the least tarnished by that. 


Later, when Osvaldo and Marco were alone, his friend asked him, "And your loves?" 


"Nothing, as usual. Just short encounters..." 


"Ha, old libertine! Find yourself a good boy and sort yourself out, it's time you did!" 


"If I was just able to find a good boy!" Osvaldo answered shrugging his shoulders. 


"But when you'll find one, will you let me meet him?" 


"Of course, Marco. You're my best friend, you know that, don't you?" 


"Eh... I feel somewhat responsible for your life, you know. It was I who..." 


"I already told you so many times, if it hadn't been you, would have been someone else. It's not you who made me become gay; I already was. You just made me understand it. And I'm grateful to you, because you made me understand it in a very beautiful and sweet way. And I possibly don't find a good boy, because after all I'm searching somebody like you..." 


"Now you're making me feel a traitor..."


"No, Marco. You like women; that's your nature. With me it has just been..." 


"But I liked you a lot, really, very much. Good heavens, I still like you very much, even though in a different way. But I don't repudiate our story, you know? It was really beautiful... as long as it lasted." 


"Yes, Marco, you're right, it was really beautiful. My god, how my heart was drumming each time I saw you, each time you touched me..." 


"Yes, it was really beautiful." his friend repeated. 


Even though any physical relation had ceased seven years ago, they really loved each other, and they still were really close friends, and had no secrets from each other. 


Osvaldo also liked the "physicalness" that was still colouring their friendship, as in that moment, that Marco was walking at his side keeping an arm on his shoulder. 


As usual, Marco invited him for lunch at his home. Osvaldo was also friends with Rosella, Marco's wife, and he had been the godfather for the christening of the little Aldo, their son. Osvaldo had always thought that the child had been called Aldo in his honour, but he never asked Marco for a confirmation. After all, he had been Marco's first love, then there had been that girl, whose name he did not even remember, then Rosella... 


They were fourteen. They were wrestling, playfully, up there on the meadow behind the little Saint Sebastian church. Marco, who was on top of him, became still, looked him in the eyes, then kissed him. 


"I love you, Osvaldo." he had murmured. 


Just so. Like the most right and most natural thing he could say to his closest friend. 


Osvaldo, even though he became aware of it at that very moment said "I too love you, Marco." with complete sincerity.
 
Then his friend, remaining on top of him, transformed the wrestling hold in an embrace, kissed him again and, moved, whispering, "Then, if we love each other, we have to make love, you and I." 


Osvaldo felt his friend's hard-on through the cloth of their shorts and his body responded at once. 


"Yes, of course. Let's make love, Marco." he then said. 


And their first time had been there, in that meadow, as two foolhardy boys, risking being caught by a passer-by. But they were lucky, and the following times they had been more cautious. Marco already knew "what two males do", even though he had no personal experience of it. It had been his elder brother who had, in an approximate way, explained it to him. So Marco gradually guided his friend to discover and experiment with him all the joys of love between two males. 


Already that first time they sucked then penetrated each other. And they went on for three years, on each weekend, when Osvaldo came back home from the city school. Until Marco fell for that girl. He confessed it to Osvaldo, almost with tears in his eyes, and asked his forgiveness... 


Osvaldo suffered very much over that. But he really loved Marco, and understood that his friend's happiness was there, with a girl, therefore he gave Marco up. For love. Their friendship lasted, and, if possible, became even stronger. 


Then Osvaldo set himself up with a class mate, but it lasted just a few months. Because, without being aware of it, he had always looked in a prospective partner for another Marco. Only just recently he had understood it, and he knew it was absurd. It had been beautiful to love and be loved by Marco. But if he wanted a new love, he had to see the other as he was and not deceive himself he could find another Marco, not to compare him with Marco. From now on he would do that for sure... or at least he would try. 


Besides Marco, the only other person who knew he was gay was his sister Letizia. Once, by mistake, she had opened a letter addressed to him. What she read in it was clear. So Letizia had talked about it with her brother. She had understood him and not only she didn't say a word to their parents, but after that time Osvaldo knew that he could freely open his heart with his sister, and this gave him great joy. 


When this "accident" happened she was eighteen and he twenty-two. In that period Osvaldo was with a dancer but that duet had broken up too and it had been Letizia, his little sister, who had consoled him. 


"If he left you, he didn't deserve you!" she said him, self-assuredly. 


Then, when she was nineteen, Letizia had won a competition to work as nurse at the "Ospedale" of Florence. Then Osvaldo found a job in Milan, with a publisher of comic strips. He had become a really good designer, and he was earning good pay. He found a small apartment in Milan, as did his sister in Florence. And in Milan Osvaldo started to frequent gay places - discos, saunas, pubs. He didn't have sex very often, and then only when it was safe sex, what in Italy was called SSS (Solo Sesso Sicuro - Only Safe Sex), as he was afraid of Aids. He didn't take a partner home very often, because in reality he was still looking, stubbornly, for a real love story. In spite of the fact that his friends were always pulling his leg about that. His gay friends of Milan, that is, certainly not Marco back in the village. 






Easter passed, then also Easter Monday, but Letizia didn't come. They tried to call her, but nobody answered the telephone. Osvaldo enquired at the Sip, the telephone company whether the number had changed - but no, the number was right and the line was working; also recent bills had been paid regularly. At this point Osvaldo started to be worried as well. But when he had to go back to Milan, he told his parents not to worry. For sure Letizia was still on a trip. If something bad had happened, they would surely have been informed... 


As soon as he arrived in Milan, Osvaldo called at the Florence Hospital, where his sister was working. And so he came to learn that he had resigned two weeks before. He was astonished at that news. Why did she resign? Why didn't she say anything either to him or to their parents? He again tried to call at her house at the different times of the day and night, hoping to find her at home, but never got an answer. 


At this point Osvaldo was really quite worried. Something bad could have happened. He hurriedly completed the comic story he was drawing, brought it to his publisher and warned them he had to leave Milan for a few days for serious family problems. Back home he packed his suitcase, called his parents telling them he was going south to look for Letizia, went to the station and took the first train for Florence. 


All during the journey he said to himself and kept repeating that he had to stay calm, he had not to worry, not to become upset, as he would surely find that all was normal and that there would be a very simple explanation... but he was not able to relax. He didn't believe in "forebodings" and yet... and yet he could feel that something bad had happened. 


As soon as he arrived in Florence, he took a taxi so as not to waste time and went straight to Letizia's place. He rang the bell several times, but of course he didn't get any response. He remembered that the other times he had come to see his sister, in order to give him a door key, she had always gone upstairs to her neighbour who had a copy of the keys for an emergency. So he rang the neighbour's bell. 


"Yes?" a woman's voice answered at the intercom. 


"I'm Osvaldo Solaro, Letizia's brother... May I come upstairs for a moment, please?" 


"Yes, sure, come in..." 


As he entered the hall he checked Letizia's mailbox - it was packed with mail, ads, printed matter. It was evident that nobody collected the mail for a while. He went upstairs to the fourth floor where the neighbour was at the door. They recognized each other. 


"Oh, mister Osvaldo! Come in." 


"Sorry to bother you, but... my sister is not at home. Do you possibly still have the spare key?" 


"Yes, mister Osvaldo, I'll get it immediately. But Letizia went away about two weeks ago, and I haven't see her come back, since then." 


"Do you know where she went?" 


"No, she didn't tell me..." 


"Did she leave alone?" 


"Yes, as far as I know. Oh, here is the key, mister Osvaldo. Did anything happen... something?" 


"I don't know. I hope not. Thank you, and sorry if I disturbed you." 


"Oh, don't mention it. Keep me informed, mister Osvaldo, please." 


"I shall." 


Osvaldo went at the third floor. He opened the door and entered. The apartment was in order, the shutters were closed and there was a musty smell. Osvaldo opened all the windows wide in all the rooms. He then switched on the main switch for the lights and turned on the gas at the meter. He looked for the water meter lever and when he found it, turned it on too. He looked in the fridge - it was switched off and empty. Therefore Letizia had intended to leave her apartment for a long time. 


He looked around - but there was nothing that could help him to guess where she had gone. He went downstairs with the mailbox key and emptied it. Back in the apartment, he discarded all the ads, then divided the remaining mail, letters, bills and printed matter. First of all he checked the bills. Two were near payment time, telephone and electricity, and he left them open to remember to go and pay them. 


He asked himself if his sister had left because she lacked money... No, in that case she would not leave all her belongings there... moreover, and above all, she had left her work. He looked at the letters. There were three envelopes, delivered by hand, all three written with the same calligraphy. On the front there was only "for Letizia" and on the back a "G. C." written on the glued flap. Then there was a letter from France, one from their village and two from their parents, his illustrated card from Venice, and nothing else. 


He asked himself if he could open the letters. Then he told himself that he had to, after all she was his sister and he had to try to understand what had happened. First of all he opened the one coming from France. It was from a friend to whom she had written that she regretted she would not go to see her for Easter, but she could understand that Letizia wanted to visit her parents and brother. She sent her best wishes, and hoped they could meet on another occasion, and so on, and so forth. 


So, Letizia had really planned to go to see their parents for Easter. What made she change her mind? 


Then Osvaldo looked at the three hand delivered letters. He weighed them, then opened all three and put out the three notes. They were written on a computer. He put them in order of date. All three were signed by hand with a "Giulio", The "G." outside the envelopes. He read them in order. 



"9/4 Dear Love, 

yesterday evening I waited for you at National Square, in front of the movie theatre but you didn't come. I called you until late but you weren't home. What happened? Did you forget our date? Why don't you answer the telephone? Contact me soon, please. 


Small kisses and big kisses from your Giulio" 


"13/4 My dear love, 


why have you disappeared and not called me? I can't understand. Are you possibly upset with me about something? I don't think I did anything that might have made you upset, but if this is the case, please forgive me, my little dove, and please explain to me what I did, surely unwillingly, so that I can avoid it in future. 


You know how much I love you, and also know that mine is a sincere love. You possibly had just to leave suddenly... but you could have called me in these days. I'm not reproaching you, but I'm feeling ill at ease. 


I miss you very much, or rather, very, very much. Also my home seems so lonely now that you are not around. I hope to hear from you, to see you soon, very soon, my sweet love. I feel so lonely, do you know? 


A little kiss plus a big one from yours always Giulio" 


"19/4 Easter. 


I presume you're possibly at your parents' home as you told me, therefore you will find this letter only when you come back. Therefore, also if you read this late, I hope you had a good Easter, my beloved one. But you could have made even just a short call! 


I hope that your sudden and early departure was not caused by some problems in your family. If this was the case, I would really be at your side, with my heart, with my love. But I really hope your family is alright. 


I wonder if this time you will tell them about me? You know that I've sent our picture to my Mum, who is really longing to meet you. Because, as I told you, I have serious intentions towards you. You are my beloved little dove, you know it. 


And now that my job is going well, we can also start making our plans. What do you think? You tell me that I'm in hurry, but the fact is that I really love you so much, and it is now one year and one month we are together. Or to be precise, one year and thirty-seven days - I'm counting all of them. 


Well, I hope you will call soon, my little great love. Your Giulio" 



So, then, Letizia had a boyfriend for one year and she never told him! And also that Giulio didn't know where and why she left. Who knows who that Giulio is? Judging from his letter he seemed really in love, and the last one, practically, was talking about marriage... If he just could find that Giulio... 


Osvaldo thought he could search through his sister's drawers, hoping to find some clues, whether about Letizia's sudden departure or about that Giulio C. But after a long and careful search, he found nothing. 


He decided to switch on the fridge and to go out to do some shopping - his stay in Florence could become longer than he had foreseen. When he was back, he put the food in the fridge. Then he looked for the pans, the dishes and started to fix his meal. He meanwhile was asking himself, "But where is Letizia? Where did she go? Why she didn't get in touch with us or with that Giulio?" 


He opened the trash bin to throw out some cooking scraps and stopped. On the bottom there was a picture torn in pieces. He took it out and put the pieces on the kitchen table. It was the face of a boy, possibly just a little older than him, black or dark brown hair, with some forelocks; he had straight eyebrows, thick and well parted, green, intense eyes, a straight and proportioned nose, a sensual mouth with its corner slightly pointing upwards in a hint of a smile, and a nice oval face. He was wearing a turtle-neck sweater. He was a really handsome boy. Could he be that Giulio? But then, why did she tear his picture in pieces? And there wasn't a dedication or anything. 


He searched around for adhesive tape and found it in a drawer of the desk, where he also saw a reversed picture frame, placed face down.. He took it - it was empty. But it was the exact size for that picture. He went back to the kitchen, carefully put together all the pieces of the picture using the tape, and put the picture back in its frame. He looked at it - yes, he was a really beautiful boy... 


He put the frame on the kitchen table and resumed cooking his meal. Once in a while he looked at the picture. Whoever he could be, that boy was really beautiful. His sister had a good taste. But why did she tear up the picture? If he was Giulio, it didn't seem, from his letters, they had had a quarrel. 


He sat down to eat, continuing to look at the picture. 


"My little sister, if this one has a body as beautiful as his face, I would for sure not have let him get away... But what suffering would be for me having such a sexy brother-in-law, just to look at but not to touch! What's your name, handsome? Are you Giulio? God, what sensual lips do you have, boy..." 


Osvaldo became aware he was aroused and smiled of himself. He finished eating, washed the dishes and pans and put everything in order. Then he decided to start to search again amongst his sister's things, hoping to find other clues that could help him in his quest. He combed one drawer after another, emptying them and then putting all their content back one piece at a time, but he still found nothing. Not a note, not an address, a picture, a letter... nothing. It was as if his sister took away with her everything personal. Almost as if she didn't want to leave any trace behind her. 


He saw some books on the shelf. There were some gaps and traces of dust, so he understood that some volumes were missing. He took those that were still there, one by one. All books concerning her studies to become a nurse. He leafed through them - there were sheets with notes, underlining in various colours that she had done while studying them. In the other books, he looked for a dedication, but didn't find any. They were love novels, science fiction, a tourist guide to Florence. 


While he was pulling one of the books out from the shelf he noticed something behind it. He took it out - it was a pornographic cartoon magazine of low quality. He rapidly leafed through it. He didn't expect to find such kind of magazine amongst his sister's belongings... but why not, after all. He too, once in a while, bought a few gay porno magazines. 


A book by Herman Hesse. As he leafed through it a picture fell out. He picked it up and at once recognized the boy in the torn picture. It had been taken at the seaside and the boy was wearing just swimming briefs. He was beautiful, sexy, his body didn't at all belie the beauty of his face. Osvaldo contemplated it for a long while. 


He was portrayed standing on the beach, one foot lifted up and resting the edge of a boat, an arm leaning on the raised knee, his Speedos tight and tense, and well rounded in the right place... and here, under the sun, it was clear that his hair was not black but dark brown. A lean and agile body, not excessively muscled... exactly as he liked... 


He had a very light down only on the forearms and on the shapely legs. A real Adonis. In this picture, his face had a more serious, intense expression. It was a vivid image, a virile and yet sweet body. 


Osvaldo thought that if such a hunk told him 'come!' he would follow him to the end of the earth. He was way too beautiful and arousing... in fact Osvaldo by now had a taut erection. 


He looked at the back of the picture, there was just the date "October 12, 1991". The previous year. Exactly the period when Letizia had said at home she would spend her holidays at the seaside with her friends, all girls... but it seemed that she went with just 'one' friend, a boy. And what a hunk of a boy! To lick one's lips... Or better... to lick him all over! 


Osavldo stirred himself. He put the picture on the desk and went on to leaf through the books one by one looking for anything more. When he put the last one back nothing else had come out, besides that picture. He took it and went back to the kitchen. Why he had never found somebody as handsome as that boy? He asked himself. 


He looked his watch - it was after 11 pm. He decided to go to bed. He went in his sister's bedroom and started to undress. He then went back to the kitchen, took the two pictures of the beautiful unknown boy and put them on the night table near the bed. He slipped under the covers wearing only his briefs. He again contemplated the two pictures and felt strongly the impulse to masturbate. He then put them down and switched off the light - no, it wouldn't be good to masturbate in his sister's bed, moreover possibly dreaming of her boyfriend. 


He had to pull away such thoughts from his head. He was there to understand where his sister was, not to amuse himself. 


He had difficulty falling asleep. The bed had a light feminine scent. Every noise coming from the stairs and the landing made him jump, sitting up. Thinking it could be his sister coming home. Then he remembered his parents. He got out of bed and went to the hall where the wall telephone was. He called them and told them he was in Letizia's home, she wasn't there, all was in order and it was clear she had left for a journey. Also the neighbour lady who had given him the spare key had seen her leave in a taxi, alone. 


He told them not to worry, he would carry on his quest, to be calm, and that he would call them as soon as he got some news. He hung up and went back to bed and again tried to sleep. It took him a long time, but finally he sank in a deep sleep.




CHAPTER 2






He was woken up by a persistent ringing. He looked bleary-eyed at the watch he had put on the night table - it was seven am. And it was the telephone. He jumped out of bed, ran to the corridor and grabbed the receiver. 

"Hello?" 


"Sorry, but... who's on the line?" a male voice asked at the other end. 


"Who are you! You called." Osvaldo answered, irritated. He had always been annoyed with the people calling and asking who was on the line. 


The voice at the other end said, hesitantly, "Forgive me, I am Cronati. I was looking for miss Letizia Solaro..." 


"Ah. Yes, this is Letizia's home." 


"Is she back?" the voice at the other end asked, shrill. 


"No, she's not back. I'm her brother..." 


"Osvaldo?" 


"Yes, Osvaldo. But, sorry, who are you?" 


"I'm Giulio Cronati, a friend of Letizia..." 


"Ah, Giulio. Her boyfriend." 


"Well... er... yes... I didn't think she told you about me. Yes, it's me..." 


"No, she didn't tell me about you. I'm here to search for Letizia and found your letters..." 


"To search for? But, wasn't she at the village with you?" 


"No, we were waiting for her, but she didn't come. We don't know where she is. And you neither do, I presume." 


"No... but it's strange..." 


"Very strange. Excuse me, Giulio, mister Cronati, but I would like to meet you, to talk with you..." 


"Yes, sure, I would like to do so as well. But just now I'm leaving for work... I mean, I just woke up and have to dress... I don't have much time, now... but at 4:45 I'll be free. Can't we meet at that time? Is it alright with you?" 


"Yes, alright, thank you. Do you want to come here or can we meet elsewhere?" 


"I can come, I've got a car. Let's say that I can be there around 5:20." 


"Very good. This morning I was planning to go to the hospital to see if they know why she resigned." 


"Did she resign? I didn't know. When did she resign?" 


"A little more than two weeks ago. I don't know the precise day. I will tell you this afternoon." 


"Yes... yes, alright. Thank you. See you later, Osvaldo." 


"See you later, Giulio." the boy answered and hung up. 


At least he had found Letizia's boyfriend. It seemed that Giulio had even less news than him, but he could possibly give him some useful clues... 


He went to the bathroom. Smiling, he saw in the wall unit dozens and dozens of small bottles. He found some toothpaste and brushed his teeth, then took his electric shaver, shaved carefully and then went under the shower. He washed for a long time, and dried himself thoroughly. Naked, went to the kitchen to fix his breakfast. After eating, he returned to the bedroom to dress. Again he saw the two pictures on the night table and asked himself if that guy was Giulio or if there was another man in Letizia's life. He would know in the afternoon. He dressed and picked up the guide to Florence, put it in his sheepskin jacket, checked that he had his wallet, his documents and his keys, and went out. 


In the bar on the ground floor of the house he asked how he could reach the hospital by public transport; took a bus and went there and with help from the driver, he got off at the right stop. He entered the hospital and asked the attendant where he could find the human resources bureau. There, after showing his identity paper, he asked for information about his sister. The clerk went to bring a dossier and opened it. 


"Here is written that she resigned on April seventh, without notice. In fact we have to deduct the missed notice time from her severance pay." 


"Did you already give her the severance pay?" 


"No, we are calculating it." 


"And did she give you an address to send the money to?" 


"No, she said she would phone to know when it is available and that she would come and fetch it." 


"Forgive me, madam, my questions can seem odd, but the fact is that my sister disappeared without telling us anything. Our parents are worried. I'm trying to trace her, to understand what has happened to her. Did she give any reason for her resignation, where she intended to go or what she planned to do?" 


"I'm sorry, I'm not able to help you. But possibly... you could ask her ward sister or her colleagues..." 


Osvaldo thanked her. He had already thought of doing that so he made his way to the ward where Letizia had worked and went to see the ward sister. She received him with a warm manner. 


"Letizia? I've really no idea why she gave her resignation. She worked here, and she was serene, peaceful. I didn't get the impression she had any problems, on the contrary... She never hinted she intended to change work or to move elsewhere. She had won the competition and she was a good nurse. On April six she carried out her regular duties. On morning of the seventh she didn't come and I thought she could be ill, but then I received a call from the human resources bureau who told me she had resigned... I was really taken aback, believe me. I really can't understand why she acted in such a way. She had always been very correct in her duties, it was not like her to behave in such a way, with no warning. And it is very strange that she told you and her family nothing ... I really don't know what to tell you." 


"On the sixth, you said, she was on duty?" 


"Yes. Wait a moment... here, look, these are the shifts for this month. Do you see? She was on duty in the morning, that week, and on April sixth morning she was here. She should have come again the seventh, but instead..." 


"May I know who was on duty with her, during that week?" 


"Sure. Here, look here. In the ward with her were on duty Rosetta, Isa, Marina, Lina and Frederica." 


"May I talk with them too?" 


"Of course. But just now only Marina is on duty. Do you want me to call her?" 


"I would be grateful. And the other nurses?" 


"You can find Rosetta and Federica here in the afternoon, and Lina and Isa on the night shift, after supper time." 


"Can I come back to talk with them too?" 


"I will leave a note for the other ward sisters. You can try and come again. But to enter after the supper, as it is after the visiting time, you'll have to ask for a special pass. I'll send you Marina, now. You can wait for her here, in my office. But if I can ask you a kindness, don't keep her too long time, she's on duty. You can possibly fix a meeting for later, outside." 


"Of curse, I understand. Thank you very much." 


"Oh, when one can be of help..." the woman said and went out. 


After a while a rather nice young nurse arrived. 


"You are Letizia's brother? How do you do, I'm Marina." 


"How do you do, Marina. Sorry to bother you in duty time, but I need to talk with you about my sister. Do you know that she has disappeared?" 


"Disappeared?" the girl asked, widening her eyes. 


"Yes. I don't want to keep you now in your duty time, but I would be really grateful if you could give me some of your time later on." 


"Oh, yes, no problem. Disappeared! But how did she disappear?" 


"That's what I want to understand. Can we meet at the end of your shift?" 


"Yes, yes. I will knock off at 12:30 and I usually stop to have lunch at the hospital canteen. Can we meet there? You know, the price is low and the food is rather good. Oh, well, not as good as in a restaurant, but anyway better than what I can cook..." the girl said with a giggle. 


"Well, thank you. I'll wait for you at 12:30 in front of the canteen entrance." 


"Do you know where it is?" 


"No, but I'll ask..." 


"Good, then at 12:30. Oh my god, she disappeared..." the girl repeated in a shrill voice, leaving the room. 


Osvaldo looked at his watch. It was just 10:30. He could do nothing in those two hours, therefore he went out of the hospital and went to sit in a nearby coffee shop. He ordered a coffee. He saw a newspaper on the ice-cream freezer and took it. He slowly leafed through it, reading here and there. 


After a while he noticed a boy sitting at another table. He could be twenty, twenty-five years old. He was handsome - a thick mane of light brown hair, waved and soft, bright brown eyes marked by long eyelashes and eyebrows, a nice and proportioned nose and he had a saucy way with him; his lips were soft and smiling. He was not handsome like the guy of the photos, he thought, but was nice anyway. His slightly triangular face gave him the air of an urchin. He was wearing a short leather jacket opening onto a water-green shirt; tight jeans wrapped beautiful legs. Osvaldo's eyes ran to check between the boy's legs and noticed a nice basket, full but not cheeky, though agreeably visible. 


He looked at his face again. The boy was looking at him. Osvaldo moved his eyes away, asking himself if the boy could have noticed where his glance had been lingering a moment or so before. But after a short time, he looked again at that boy who was again, or maybe still, looking at him, and this time he had his hand under his leather jacket and was lightly moving it almost in a caress. 


"Shit!" Osvaldo thought, "He's teasing me... caressing his chest... he must have understood I like him..." 


Osvaldo again moved his eyes away and resumed reading the newspaper. But his attention was really still focussed on that boy. A nice boy. He would hook him willingly... But when, and how? Not now - he had to go to meet that nurse, then to meet Giulio, then the other nurses... 


He looked again at that boy. He was still looking at him, and slowly caressing his chest, and he threw Osvaldo a light, fleeting smile... Osvaldo looked at his watch - 11:20. As he didn't know what to do, he stood up, paid for his coffee, went out and stopped for a moment on the pavement. It was too early to go back to the hospital. He would have done better to have stayed longer in the coffee shop... 


"Hi. Do you have a light?" a voice asked behind him. 


He turned and found that he was in front of the coffee shop boy. 


"Yes, here..." Osvaldo said and gave him his lighter. 


The boy took it brushing his hand and looking at him with a smile flickering in his eyes. He lit his cigarette. Then, giving Osvaldo back the lighter, he asked, "May I offer you a cigarette?" 


"No, thank you." 


"I noticed you, in the shop. Are you waiting for somebody?" 


"No, I've a meeting at 12:30." 


"Ah, still more than one hour. Are you waiting for a friend?" 


"No, I've to meet a nurse in the hospital canteen." 


"Your girlfriend?" 


"No, no..." 


"You know... I meant, a handsome boy like you, I thought you must have a girlfriend." 


"No, no girlfriends. I'm not interested in girls." Osvaldo said, looking at him right in the eyes. 


"I can understand you, I'm not interested either... You're not from Florence, are you?" 


"No, just passing by. And you?" 


"I live here, nearby." 


"With your family?" 


"Oh no, happily not. Thus I can ask whoever I like to my home. As you have still one more hour to wait, wouldn't you like coming to my place? Just to kill the time... we can have a drink..." 


"I don't have much time but... I'd like to come. When one is alone, time never passes..." 


"Good. It's close by. My name is Leopoldo, but Leo will be good. And you?" 


"Osvaldo. But please, not Aldo..." he answered with a smile. 


They went. Just turning the street corner Leo opened a door. They climbed upstairs to the mezzanine where the boy opened another door. They entered a wide bed-sitting room. 


"Here we are. It's all here." the boy said merrily, closing the door behind them. 


"It's nice, your place. And what a wide bed! Do you sleep alone on it?" 


"Usually I do, but not always, thank heavens!" the other answered with a light laugh, then asked him, "Are you staying in a hotel?" 


"No, at my sister's place." 


"Ah, you're her guest..." 


"More or less." 


"Are you stopping in Florence for some time?" 


"I still don't know. A few days, I think." 


"What a pity... I like you very much." 


"I like you as well." 


"Yes, I realise that. I hoped that you and I..." 


"Unhappily I've just a handful of minutes left." 


"Well, Osvaldo, as we have broken the ice... we could meet again, couldn't we? This evening?" 


"Yes, possibly... but I don't know when. After supper I've to go to the hospital again, and..." 


 "Do you have health problems?" 


"No, Leo, I'm as fit as a fiddle. I've to meet some of my sister's colleagues. She worked at the hospital." 


"Well, I have no plans for tonight, so if you feel like it, after you have met them you can come up here to my place." 


"More than willingly, Leo. But I'm not able to tell you at what time I shall be free." 


"I told you. I'll have my meal at home then I'll wait for you. Perhaps I'll wait for you watching a movie on the video-deck..." 


"So when I get here, you will no longer be interested in me." Osvaldo jokingly said. 


"No, on the contrary. I'll wait for you with more... longing." Leo answered. Then drew near him, hugged and kissed him. 


"If you do that, Leo, I'll not be able to leave here, now..." 


"If only you couldn't! Hey, feel what effect you have on me?" the boy answered guiding Osvaldo's hand between his legs. 


"Leo, unhappily I've got to go, but... I'm really longing to come back here." 


The boy kissed him again and fondled him on his fly, "Yes, come back here. I'm already dying of desire. Wait... I'll write you down my address and telephone number, in case... Here, Osvaldo. Don't make me wait too long..." 


"No, Leo. I would really like having time to stop now..." 


The boy saw him to the door but before opening it pushed Osvaldo against it, brushing his body on him and kissed him again. Osvaldo put his hands on the boy's buttocks and pulled him against himself to feel his erection through their clothes and make him feel his. 


"Tonight, Leo, we'll have all the time we want, I promise. Tonight you'll not be alone on that nice bed." 


"I'm counting on it, Osvaldo." 


When he was on the street he checked his watch and went hurriedly to the hospital. Marina was already in front of the canteen door. 


"Oh, I was afraid you weren't coming." 


"Sorry, miss Marina, I've just had an unforeseen event." 


"Nothing bad, I hope..." the girl mewed. 


"No, in fact it was something rather ... sweet." 


"Oh, you like sweets too, do you? Unhappily I can eat but a little bit, you know, the figure..." 


They went in, chose their dishes and with the trays moved to a free table, in a quiet corner. 


"Excuse me, miss Marina, did you know my sister very well?" 


"Who, Letizia? We were practically as thick as thieves. And... why not to drop the 'miss', after all?" 


"Yes, thank you, Marina. Did Letizia tell you she intended to leave her job?" 


"Oh, no, never!" the girl said, widening her eyes. 


Oswaldo was somewhat disturbed by her 'kitten' attitude. 


"Did you know, Marina, about my sister's boyfriend?" 


"Oh, yes! She dated with a hunk who seemed he came out of a movie. His name is Giulio, and he works in computer graphics... whatever that could mean." 


"Did they get along well together?" 


"And how! They were so nice together. He... just to look at him I felt like dying. But he didn't even notice me, you know? He had eyes only for Letizia. Eh, what a lucky girl!" 


"But... did Letizia like working as a nurse?" 


"Oh yes, and she was so skilled. Well, you know, at times we told each other that we would have liked becoming actresses, but they were just speeches... how can I say... just for the sake of chit-chatting, nothing more."


"Did she talk often about that?" 


"No, no, I was the one talking about it more, to tell the truth. She always said - yes, it could be nice, but would you then be ready to... you know, the directors want that little thing, or else you don't star... And then also the actors want it... All the men, in that ambience, want just... that! Well, I answered her, possibly I wouldn't give it to everybody, oh no, but to a handsome actor... you know, a Richard Gere, possibly, why not." 


"Did she tell you she wanted to go on a journey?" 


"No... Well, yes, she wanted to go home for Easter. Yes, yes, she told me so when she came back from Rome." 


"Ah, she went to Rome? When?" 


"I remember it very well, it was our free day, and it was April the first. And she told me - I'm going to Rome and will be back this evening. I thought it was an April fool, of course, but she really went." 


"From morning to evening?" 


"Yes, right. She said - I'm going to meet the Pope. You see why I thought of an April fool, don't you?" 


"Did she also go to Rome before that day?" 


"Oh yes, two, three... or four times, I think. In January... then twice in February and once in March, yes. But not from morning to evening. She stopped there a couple of nights, if I'm right." 


"Why did she go to Rome?" 


"To do some shopping, I think." 


"Shopping?" 


"Yes, she always came back with bags of fashion clothes, very beautiful things." 


They chatted some more but Osvaldo had the impression that he wasn't getting any more useful information. He saw the girl to the bus stop, then went back to the hospital and went to the ward. He asked about Federica and Rosetta, explained them who he was, what was his problem, and fixed a meeting with those two nurses as well. 


Then he went back to his sister's home. In the mailbox there was nothing. He went upstairs. Waiting for Giulio he decided to sweep and dust the apartment, as it hadn't been cleaned for almost three weeks. He had just finished when the door bell rang. He went to answer it and in front of him stood the young man of the two pictures. 


"Giulio?" 


"Yes, it's me. You are mister Osvaldo..." 


"Yes. Come in, please. Excuse me, but we can be less formal... after all we are of the same age." 


"Yes, of course." Giulio said 


The young man went straight to the living room - he evidently knew the place well. Giulio, in person, was even more beautiful than on the photographs, Osvaldo thought, feeling a pang in his heart. They sat on two armchairs. Osvaldo offered him a cigarette. 


"Did you get any news?" the young man asked, looking at him with a worried expression. 


"I met one of her colleagues, at the hospital. And later today I have a meeting with two more..." Osvaldo said and told him all the details of what he came to know at the hospital. 


"Rome... She never told me she went to Rome. And to do shopping, then..." Giulio said. 


"But when she went, you didn't know where she was going?" 


"Well, we didn't meet every day. Almost every day, it's true, but... You said she went once in January, twice in February and once in March. And then again on April first, right?" Giulio said pensive. 


"Yes, that's right." Osvaldo said admiring the boy's memory. 


Giulio thought for a moment, then said, "Did she never go to see your parents in January, February and March?" 


"Not that I know of. I live and work in Milan, so I don't know if she went to our village or not. But from what I know, after Christmas she didn't see our parents any more. I'm not a hundred per cent sure, but it would be odd if my mother didn't tell me having seen her again. I can check it... Did she tell you she was going to see our parents?" 


"Yes, sure. And instead she was going to Rome. But why lie to me?" 


"Forgive me, Giulio, but... how was your relationship?" 


"Beautiful. Serene. We have always got on well together. And we always told each other everything. And needless to say, I can't see why she had to hide from me that she was going to Rome." 


"Are you... jealous, Giulio?" 


"Jealous? No, absolutely not. I've always had a total trust in her, there was no reason to be jealous. Rather, at times she reproached me not being jealous. She said that whoever really loves cannot but to be jealous." 


"What bullshit! Whoever really loves, on the contrary, cannot but trust the other!" Osvaldo exclaimed. 


"Yes, I totally agree with you." Giulio said with a smile. 


"But, was she jealous of you?" 


"Yes she was. But not in an obsessive way. And anyway I never gave her a reason to be jealous." 


"Forgive me, Giulio, the question I'm asking you can possibly seem somewhat too intimate, but I'm trying to understand, to find some clues..." 


"No, no, I fully understand you. You can ask me whatever you want." 


"If you don't feel like answering, I would understand..." 


"Just try." 


"Well... you and Letizia... were you making love together?" 


"Yes." 


"And... was she happy with that?" 


"Yes, she was. The first time, it was her asking me. And also afterwards, it was more often she who... who asked me, more than I." 


"Why? Didn't you feel attracted to her?" 


"Oh yes, a lot. But you know how it is... it seems that we boys think only of having a good fuck and I didn't want her to think I was also like that, therefore... I mostly preferred her to make the first move." 


"Is it possible that... that she became pregnant and that now she's gone away for an abortion?" Osvaldo asked hesitantly. 


Giulio looked at him, astounded, then shook his head with a smile. "No, she didn't want to get pregnant, and neither did I. Not before marriage, anyway. Therefore she took the pill and I always wore a condom with spermicide... therefore I think it is absolutely not the case. Anyway, as I know that one can never be certain one hundred per cent, I told her that if by chance it happened all the same, she had to tell me. And she promised me she would. No, I can absolutely exclude it." 


"I apologize, Giulio, for asking you such questions, but..." 


"No, no, in your place I would ask the same questions. And in any case, between men we can talk abut these matters... especially as there is a serious reason." 


"I was asking myself why she never told us about you, Giulio. And mainly never to me. We always confided in each other, Letizia and I. And you seem to be a good, nice guy, someone to be proud of, not to keep hidden. And you also seem a clever boy..." 


"I would have liked her to talk about me with you, because I have serious intentions towards her. But she insisted she wanted first to be certain..." 


"Certain about you, or about herself?" 


"At first about me, I think. She possibly wanted to get to know me better. But then... I don't know. She seemed so self-assured; she has always been very self-assured." 


"Yes, Letizia is a strong-willed girl." 


"Yes, but every time I hinted to her about marriage, she always said - sure, darling, but not yet. It's a serious matter, we need to consider it carefully." 


"Yes, alright. But not to consider it for a whole life!" Osvaldo exclaimed. 


Giulio smiled, "Almost exactly the words I told her. Anyway I was ready to wait because I love her, Osvaldo. And I can't understand what can have happened, where she could have gone." 


"Neither can I. But I'm determined to find out. Will you help me, Giulio?" 


"Of course I will. And further, I was thinking... I can ask for a week's leave at work, or an advance holiday, so we can try to look for her together. With two it could probably be easier. A detail that can perhaps escape one of us, would not go unnoticed by the other..." 


"I would really be grateful if you could. And you know Florence better than I do, and you've a car... Would you come with me later to meet... what's their names... ah, yes, Rosetta and Federica?" 


"Yes, I know them by sight. We can surely go and meet them together. Then tomorrow morning I'll go to work, ask for a week's leave, then come here." 


"Will you get it without problems?" 


"Yes, I've a right to it. Moreover, this isn't a period of super-busy work..." 


"Marina told me, today during lunch, that you work on computer graphics. What do you do exactly?" 


"Animation. Short advertising spots." 


"It seems interesting." 


"Yes, it's amusing. And what do you do?" 


"I draw comic strips." 


"Wow! That's a really amusing job!" 


"That's so, and I like it a lot. By the way, in your opinion, did Letizia like her job?" 


"Well... I would say she did. Or at least I never heard her complain about it, and she was always keen to be on time and to do everything in the best way... But she didn't talk about it very often..." 


"Ha, I probably talk too much about my job, and I would like the person I love to talk to me about her's..." Osvaldo said. 


"Yes, it's really so for me too. I too would have liked Letizia to tell me more about her work. But she seemed not to feel like doing so, therefore I didn't ask her very often. And also my job didn't seem to interest her so much." 


"What a pity. But how can one not be interested in the job of one's lover?"




CHAPTER 3






They went to meet Rosetta and Federica. They had the appointment after supper time, in the coffee shop where Osvaldo had met Leo. Rosetta was a girl with a strong and determined character, Federica was a mature woman, with a rather heavy make up, neither beautiful nor ugly. Both knew Giulio by sight and had already heard about Osvaldo. Both seemed keen to help them. 

"She wasn't really passionate about our work. As I have to do it, she said at times, I want to do it properly. Sure our work isn't always easy, being always amidst suffering... You do it as a mission, or it simply becomes a chore. You know how it happens, either you try to help the patient on a human, a personal level, or he becomes just a hospital number for you ..." Federica was saying. 


"And how did Letizia behave with the patients?" Osvaldo asked. 


"Professionally." Rosetta answered curtly. 


"Yes, but... more as numbers or..." Giulio asked. 


"Well, it depends. You see, even reluctantly we all have the patient we like more than the one who is more difficult to treat. Moreover, especially for a young and pretty girl like Letizia... at times she had to defend herself, so to speak, from some of our male patients..." Federica said. 


"She never told me that..." Giulio observed. 


"She didn't really need to defend herself. She was able to keep them in their place." Rosetta countered. 


"But did she have some problems with some of them, more recently?" Osvaldo asked. 


"No, not recently." Rosetta answered. 


"Then in the past?" Osvaldo insisted. 


"Rosetta, don't you remember that movie actor who courted her? That man with intestinal problems... that foreigner..." 


"An actor that one? He said he was, but I never saw him in any movie." 


"But yes, Rosetta, his director came often to visit him..." 


"Well, I never believed him, and I don't think Letizia did either." 


"Sorry, but who was this actor? And the director?" 


"Oh, the director, I really don't know, I just saw him when he came for a visit. The actor was a really handsome man. His name was Antonio..." 


"Federica! We can't give the names of our patients!" Rosetta dryly scolded her, "And for sure he has nothing to do, that coxcomb, with Letizia's disappearance..." 


Osvaldo then shifted the conversation to the journeys to Rome. Rosetta had no idea about them. Federica confirmed more or less what Marina had said, but added a detail. 


"In February she received a phone call at work, I took it so I went to call her. I can't swear to it, but I would say that the call came from Rome... The ward sister reprimanded her, because she doesn't want us to get calls while we are on duty, unless it's a really serious matter." 


"Why do you think the call was from Rome?" 


"Well, she really never named Rome. But she said - we will meet in front of the Pasquino like last time. Now, from what I know, the Pasquino is only in Rome, isn't it?" 


Rosetta said, "If it's the statue, you're right. But it could be a restaurant or god knows what. You work with your imagination too much ..." 


"She anyway was going to Rome, she told me so!" Federica answered, annoyed, then added, "She gave me her confidences..." 


"And did she tell you something that can help us to understand why she resigned and where she can have gone?" 


"Well, no, not that..." Federica answered, confounded. 


Then Giulio asked Rosetta, "Did you notice some change in her behaviour, in these last months?" 


"She was happier, that's all." 


"Happier? She was a cheerful girl; she always has been." Giulio objected. 


"Yes she rather was. But after the New Year's holidays, once she told me - this year started in a promising way, for me..." 


"Promising? Do you know what she was referring to?" 


"No... she didn't say more." 


They talked some more, for about half an hour and then said goodbye. Osvaldo wanted to go and see Leo... so he asked Giulio if he could go to the ward to arrange for a meeting with Lina and Isa, the last two nurses, for the following day. 


"Yes, sure... and you?" 


"I've a... an appointment. You can fix the meeting, where and when you thing best. I'm free tomorrow. Will you call me tomorrow morning at Letizia's place?" 


"Yes, I will. Have a good night, Osvaldo. See you tomorrow." 


"... 'night..." 


Osaldo watched Giulio cross the street and thought he would possibly have liked better it was Giulio who was waiting for him. But also Leo, although so different and less beautiful, was an attractive boy. He went round the corner, entered the half open street door and went upstairs. He rang at Leo's door, and the boy came to open it. He was wearing a tracksuit and welcomed him with a wide smile. 


"I was afraid you were taking me for a ride..." he said moving back to let him enter, but with a smile. 


"No, I told you I didn't know what time I could manage to free myself." 


"Yes, you did. But the time was never passing." 


"Didn't you look at the movie as you said?" Osvaldo asked, pulling off his sheepskin jacket and putting it on a chair. 


"Yes, but I like the real thing better..." Leo answered with a mischievous smile, drawing near, and embracing him. 


They kissed. Osvaldo felt Leo's body quiver under his tracksuit. 


He parted and asked Osvaldo, "May I offer you something?" 


"Yes, some meat." Osvaldo answered slyly. 


"Are you hungry?" Asked the boy pretending not to understand. "What meat would you like? Some chicken?" 


"No, a cockerel..." Osvaldo answered caressing him between his legs. 


"Hey, careful... it's not a cockerel that one, it's a fighting cock!" he warned him drawing him towards the bed. 


"So much the better!" Osvaldo laughed. 


Osvaldo was feeling he needed that encounter. Not only because Leo was physically very attractive and, it seemed, had a warm personality, but also because he hadn't had any physical contact for a long time, but above all because he needed to relieve himself of the nervous tension of the last few days. 


That boy Leo was a mix of simplicity and sophistication, of a boy and a man, of cheecky and demure all in a harmonious contrast. While they were undressing, Osvaldo was studying him with real interest. For a moment, when they were both naked, they looked at each other with appreciation. 


"Do you want me I put on a spicy movie?" Leo proposed. 


"I don't really think I'll need it - you are more than enough..." 


"You're kind, saying so. Come on the bed then..." 


They laid down, embracing each other. They caressed. Osvaldo had always liked exploring a companion's body to discover its most sensitive spots. It was like venturing in an unknown land full of promises. Whenever he met a partner aiming for fast enjoyment, a hurriedly consummated connection he was always more or less disappointed. To him it was important to first explore each other, then to savour each other. To appreciate and feel appreciated. To give room to his desire a little at a time, and let it be fed by the other's desire. 


"So, you're tickling me..." Leo giggled. 


"It means that I've not yet been able to arouse you enough..." Osvaldo answered with a smile. 


"Are you in hurry?" 


"It's okay if I go back home tomorrow morning early..." 


"Good. I don't like things done hastily." Leo sighed leaning against his companion. 


"Neither do I." 


"Perfect." 


Leo probably did lot of gym work as his body muscles were well defined everywhere, even though not too bulky; they were almost chiselled. It was enjoyable to touch them - it was like granite lined with velvet. 


Osvaldo thought of Giulio's pictures - his body was more natural that that of Leo, and possibly Osvaldo preferred that of Giulio. But also Leo was absolutely not bad. And anyway Leo was there, available, while Giulio was taboo. 


Osvaldo had never liked it when the partner asked - what do you like to do? In his opinion, it had to come out by itself, spontaneously, as a consequence of the mutual exploration. And it seemed that Leo was behaving the same way - he didn't ask, he searched... 


"Your body is beautiful, like that of Michelangelo's David..." Osvaldo said, passing his hands over it, almost as to mould it. 


"Oh my god, not really the same, I hope!" 


"Why?" 


"Eh, the statue of David has a such small dick that you need a magnifying glass to appreciate it." Leo answered with a funny expression. 


Osvaldo laughed, "No, I was talking about all the rest; there, you're much better developed." 


"Oh, happily." Leo laughed. 


"Yes, it really seems a nice fighting cock..." Osvaldo said, caressing it. 


"Oh, but it's gentle, you know, it's never dangerous..." the boy said, cunningly. 


Their searching each other was going on in a natural way, alternating moments of excited passion with periods of calm tenderness, in the spontaneous desire to fan the flame of desire without priming all the powder at once. 


During one of their pauses, Leo asked Osvaldo, "Do you have a boyfriend, in Milan?" 


"No." 


"How come?" 


"I don't know. I'm possibly waiting for Prince Charming." 


"He doesn't exist." 


"I know... or perhaps there is a little of him in each person we meet." 


"How's your Prince Charming?" 


"Physically?" 


"Yes." 


"I don't know, I've still to discover that. And I don't think it's so important. Well, of course he has not to be a toad... and if he's handsome, so much the better. You, for instance, would be alright, physically." 


"You think I'm attractive?" 


"Do you doubt it? It don't seem to recall that you had so much difficulty in bringing me here..." 


"No, that's so. But if it wasn't me to hook you..." 


"All in all I'm a shy guy." 


"And that makes you possibly even more interesting, or rather, exciting. I like how you make love. And you are no longer so shy, once the ice is broken." 


"No, you're right. I like making love, especially when I can feel that my partner likes me." 


They went on giving each other pleasure until they felt they were about to reach the point of no return, then they abandoned themselves to a full reciprocal enjoyment, one into the other. And then they relaxed. Satisfied, their bodies languidly intertwined. 


"How long do you stay still in Florence, Osvaldo?" 


"I don't know, I've no idea." 


"Will you come here again?" 


"Willingly." 


"You have my phone number. Call me any time you want." 


"Don't you work?" 


"No, I'm a university student, foreign languages. These days I'm preparing for two tests, thus I'm almost always at home." 


"When you're not at that coffee shop..." Osvaldo said smiling. 


"A couple of times in a day, just to relax." 


"And to hunt..." 


"No, you're the first one I've hooked in that coffee shop. It's just that I liked you at first sight, immediately as you entered." 


"It would be better for me to go back home, now." 


"It's three o 'clock. There are no buses at this time. Stay here. We will have a sleep and tomorrow morning you go back home." 


"Do you have an alarm clock? I've to be back early; I have to wait for a telephone call." 


They slept, half embraced. It was good to fall asleep feeling the scent of a male body near you, Osvaldo thought while he was quietly drifting off. 


He went back home early in the morning and almost immediately the telephone rang. It was Giulio. 


"I called you just before. Were you still sleeping?" 


"No, I went out to have breakfast." Osvaldo lied. 


"I got the leave. I'm coming to your place." 


"Good, I'll wait for you." 


Osvaldo recalled the night he had just spent with Leo - yes it had been really enjoyable. He would meet him again very willingly, even though it was a story doomed to end soon. After he shaved, he had a shower. He had just put on a dressing gown when Giulio arrived. 


"Hi, Giulio. I wanted to ask you, do you have a key to this apartment?" 


"No, but Letizia has a key of mine."


"Ah! And how come that she didn't give you hers?" 


"I don't know..." 


"That's weird. I'd give it to the person I love. It's somewhat like a symbol, isn't it?" 


"Do you attach importance to symbols?" 


"Yes, I do. We express ourselves through symbols. The language, our way of making gestures, everything is a symbol." 


"Yes, you're right. But it's rare finding young people believing in the importance of symbols. I always give weight to symbols. Letizia not so much, on the contrary..." 


"Bah, she deceived herself not to believe in symbols. Without symbols a person cannot communicate, in my opinion." 


"Yes, that's right. Ah, listen, we have to meet the other two nurses at 11:30." 


"Very good. Where have we got to, up to now, Giulio?" 


"I don't know. We still have very few clues." 


"I searched through Letizia's things, but have found nothing that could help me, except for one thing... that you won't like." 


"Which is?" 


"Your picture, the one that was in the frame, was torn in pieces and thrown in the dustbin..." 


"Ah!" 


"Did you perhaps had a quarrel?" 


"No, not at all. On the eighth, we were going to the movies together, but she didn't show up. There was absolutely nothing wrong. I really can't understand." 


"Tearing a photograph that was in a frame in pieces, is a symbol, isn't it?" 


"Of course it is. It is like breaking up. And without telling me anything. And without a reason..." 


"A little bit more of the mystery. I'm sorry I told you." 


"No, you did the right thing, though of course it's not exactly a pleasure knowing about it." 


"Listen, do you feel like searching through Letizia's things? It's possible that something that I ignored can give you a clue. You knew her in a different way to me." 


"Yes, alright. Were can we start?" 


"In her desk. Come on." 


They started again to examine everything. When the porno magazine came out, Giulio smiled. 


"One thinks one knows a person well, yet on the contrary..." 


"Are you scandalized?" 


"No, not at all. I just didn't expect it, that's all." Giulio said, slowly leafing through it. Then he stopped, "Look, a page is missing here. It has been cut with scissors. I wonder what was there. It's between two stories which are complete, therefore it was a kind of insert..." 


"Yes. I didn't notice it, before. We must find an intact copy. Look at the issue date." 


"November '91. About six months ago. Do you think we can get a copy after six months?" 


"Where is it published?" 


"In Milan." 


"Good. I'll call one of my colleagues and ask him to contact the publisher and send me a copy by express courier." Osvaldo said and at once went to call. 


"He said he will do it immediately, even though he mocked me..." Osvaldo said, amused, while they were resuming combing the apartment. 


"Sorry, Giulio... another of my tactless questions..." 


"Go on." 


"Women have... a different orgasm curve from men..." 


"So you want to know if she reached her orgasm or not when we made love, don't you?" 


"Yes..." 


"Yes, she did. I was always keen about that. I wanted her to be happy and satisfied at least as much as I was. The physical intercourse has to be valuable for both the lovers, or else... or else I would have felt as if I was... using her. Do you understand what I mean?" 


"Yes, I do perfectly. A relationship can work nicely only if each of the partners applies himself above all to the other's pleasure. From both sides of a couple. She... she did care about your enjoyment, didn't she?" 


"Well... it was almost like a consequence..." 


"Do you mean that you... that you had to care for both of you?" 


"Not really. Let's say that she had some limits that I didn't dare to overcome." 


"You mean... little versatility, little fantasy?" 


"In a certain sense. She was anyway very pleasurable and... hot. And it was good like that, for me..." 


"But would you have liked doing... other things too." Osvaldo concluded. 


"Yes, fantasies. But I didn't feel right forcing her, and so..." 


"Yes, alright. But when you like somebody, and even more when you are in love, you feel what the other desires and you just desire it. There are no taboos between two people really in love." 


"Yes... theoretically it should be so, I think. But you know, education... can block a person very much. It makes us less spontaneous. And anyway one has to accept the other as he or she is, especially when the balance is positive, everything considered." 


"Alright, but I feel that you were the one who accepted her more, than vice versa." 


"Whoever has the broader shoulders, has to carry the heavier load, isn't that so?" Giulio answered with a smile. 






They went to meet Isa and Lina. Isa was young, rather plump, with a curious turned-up little nose, and she was cheerful and expansive. Lina was possibly around forty-five, a spinster, but sweet and delicate. They both tried to be helpful, when the two young men explained the problem of the mysterious disappearance of Letizia. 


"Do you know something about an actor, whose name is Antonio, and who was in your ward at the end of last year?" Osvaldo asked. 


"That one? A good for nothing. I didn't like him, even though he made sheep's eyes as a lady-killer." Isa answered. 


"Did he behave like that with Letizia?" Giulio asked. 


"Oh, with her more than with the other nurses because Letizia is prettier than all of us, we have to admit it. But Letizia was very professional, she wasn't naïve, so she kept him in his place. Even though he tried to enchant her with his tales of movies." 


"Did Letizia ever talk about her intention to change of work?" Osvaldo asked. 


"No, not really..." Isa answered. 


"Not really? Did she hint something?" 


"Well, just before resigning... At first I didn't give any weight to it, but... she said - we are killing ourselves with our work, here, to earn peanuts, and there are women who earn millions amusing themselves..." 


"She said exactly that?" 


"Well... the actual words... I can't swear to them, but the meaning was the same. Then I asked her - but how can one earn lot of money amusing oneself? And she answered - well, if you like the job..." 


"But, millions?" Giulio asked, perplexed. 


"Well, she was possibly thinking to women managers, who knows..." Lina said. 


"Do you know something about her trips to Rome?" 


"No, nothing." Isa answered. 


"Well, once I happened to see her putting a train ticket in her handbag. So I asked her if she was going on a journey, and she answered she was going to take a test..." Lina said. 


"Was she ill?" Giulio asked. 


"That's what I asked her. She answered - I hope they will say I'm in a nice shape. I then asked her why she didn't do the tests in our hospital, and she burst in laughter and said - here they don't have the right equipment." 


They didn't get more information, so they thanked the two nurses and left. They went to eat in a family restaurant and discussed the last few pieces of information they got. 


"Do you think she really could be ill and that therefore..." Osvaldo asked. 


"She seemed to be in perfect shape." 


"Didn't she ever talk about aches, illness?" 


"No, Osvaldo, never." 


"All this is so weird..." 


"Yes. But possibly it seems us weird only because we still can't get the full picture. Like jigsaw pieces. They seem meaningless, but they do reveal the image, a simple, clear, complete image, only when all the pieces are in the right place." 


"But why she didn't tell you nothing about her trips to Rome, and nothing about this medical check-up she went to take in Rome and not here in Florence? What could she have had to hide?" 


"I don't know. I never got the sensation she was hiding something from me." 


"What did you talk about, when you were together?" Osvaldo asked him. 


"About... bah, lots of things. A little about her dreams - a beautiful home, a fashionable wardrobe, such kinds of things..." 


"Desires she hadn't realized?" 


"Yes, more or less. After all, it's good being able having dreams." 


"Yes, as long as one doesn't mistake dreams for real desires. If one remains realistic, I mean." 


"Sure, you're right." 


"But amongst her dreams, were there was also marriage, children, family?" 


"No, Osvaldo, not children. She said she didn't want children." 


"But did you want them." 


"Not so very much. I wanted her, above all. And her happiness. Therefore, if she didn't want children, it was alright with me." 


"But you wanted to marry her, didn't you?" 


"Above all to make her understand I really cared for her. But to me it was also alright as we were. I just wanted to live with her, in the same home. Yes, I wanted that." 


"It seems just natural, to me. What is the sense of being a couple if you don't live together." 


"Yes. As I told her..." 


"And above all, as you were both free and independent." 


"Exactly. But she kept repeating to me - not yet, Giulio... I value my freedom too much." 


"But if two are really in love, they are totally free only when they share everything, I think!" Osvaldo exclaimed. 


"I would have liked it if she also thought that, like you. But she could possibly just need some more time. After all for everybody, parting from the family and living by oneself, is like a discovery. One doesn't come of age at eighteen, but when he parts from his family and lives by himself. She evidently needed to test her own forces, her own ability to support and take care of herself." 


"I, on the contrary, would very much like having somebody taking care of me, and also for whom I could care..." 


"Yes, Osvaldo. You evidently came of age already. But you are also four years older than your sister." 


"I don't want to seem you conceited to you, but... at her age I already had the same principles as now." 


"You are a particularly mature boy, even though you still have all the freshness of youth. A rare balance." Giulio said with a smile. 


Osvaldo felt pleased by that appreciation, but said nothing. 


Then Giulio went on, "I feel really good, with you. I never met anybody, up to now, who has ideals so perfectly coinciding with mine. And I feel that I can tell you anything without worrying that I might be misunderstood." 


"Wasn't it so with Letizia?" 


"Not so much. I had often to explain myself to her, and to be very careful about what I was saying, to avoid being misunderstood. I had to adjust somewhat to her way of speaking, to her vocabulary, to her mental categories. You, on the contrary, are exactly on my wavelength. I think we will be two perfect brothers-in-law, you and I. And also two wonderful friends." 


"Oh, about friends, did you have common friends?" 


"No. She wasn't interested in meeting my friends, and never told me about hers. She said that in the little time we could spend together she wanted to be with me and nobody else." 


"Heck! But for me, the first thing I would like to know about the person I love, are the friends. It's a way to know the one you love better, and something beautiful to share. My dearest friend asked me and repeated to me, that when I fall in love he wants to meet my lover. What did my sister have in her head?" 


"Again, Osvaldo, I see this matter exactly as you do... but she was so..." 


"But when you were together, did you always and only make love? Nothing else, together?" 


"Well, no... We often went to the movies, or to concerts of modern music, or to dance... We also went to eat together in some interesting places... Yes, of course we also devoted a good share of our time to making love. We both liked it very much... and she made love with great... enthusiasm. Letizia is really sensual..." 


"But, didn't you ever had a chat... like we are having now, for instance?" 


"Well no... not really." 


"And didn't you miss that?" 


"A little, I did. But look, being able to communicate as we are doing, is a rare thing. You are the first person I can totally open my heart to. The first one in twenty-seven years! Yes. I've some friends I can talk with, and about deep, beautiful matters too, but after all we never touch each other so intimately, they never involve us so totally. There always is something like... a mask we all wear, unhappily. But not with you, and this is... beautiful."




CHAPTER 4






Osvaldo and Giulio had decided to meet in the evening, to have supper together then to go to see a movie, just to make the time pass and to relax a little. Later, as soon as he was alone, Osvaldo called Leo. The boy was happy to hear him.

"May I come to your place, Leo?"


"Sure! Are you coming now?"


"Yes."


"Will you stop here for supper too?"


"No, I can't. I have a meeting, later..."


"What a pity. How long can you stay at my place?"


"Three hours, three and half."


"Then don't be late. Come quickly!"


Leo's haste to meet him, his pleasure, his desire gave a tingling sensation to Osvaldo. He decided to call a taxi to arrive sooner. Leo welcomed him as if he was an old friend, even though they had first met just a little more than forty-eight hours before.


Leo was wearing the same tracksuit.


"Am I disturbing you? Were you studying?"


"Yes, I was, but I'm glad to stop for a while to be with you." the boy said, pulling his sheepskin jacket off him and caressing him through the shirt. Osvaldo pulled Leo to himself and kissed him. He slipped his hands under the elastic band of his tracksuit trousers and caressed his small and firm buttocks.


"You aren't wearing your briefs, Leo..." he noticed with pleasure.


"One less thing to take off, right? I would even have waited for you naked."


"Why didn't you?"


"What if somebody was passing on the landing while I was opening the door for you?"


"He would faint because of your beauty."


"Mmhh, how flirtatious you are! Do you want to make me fall for you at any cost?"


"We would not even have the time for that, I'm afraid."


"A real pity. I feel so good with you."


"You're the second one to tell me so today."


"Another boy?"


"Yes, but he's the boyfriend of my sister. Nothing to do with him!"


"That's good for me. Is he handsome?"


"Yes, very."


"And I?"


"I don't know. Let me just check..." Osvaldo jokingly said and started to undress him.


When the boy was naked, assuming a model pose, asked, "So then? What do you think?"


"That if you don't undress me immediately, all my clothes will get torn like those of Hulk... but the trousers first, differently from him."


They laughed and Leo hurriedly undressed him. "Come here, terrible Hulk. Make me feel how strong you are."


"Leo, I do so like you!"


"Yes, I see that..." the boy answered, adhering to him with desire. "Do you know the meaning of Osvaldo?"


"It's a name... it's my name."


"It means 'power given by god'!"


"And which power did god give me?"


"The power to fascinate men."


"You think so? I never realized I have the power of fascination."


"Possibly that's why you are even more fascinating."


"And what does Leopoldo mean?"


"Daring amongst the people."


"Yes, you've been daring, with me."


"We both have the right name, then."


"Therefore we fit so well together. I'm sorry having so little time to spend with you."


"Then we have not to waste it."


They united with rapture until they reached the peak of pleasure. Then Leo relaxed on Osvaldo's lap, tenderly caressed by him.


"I hate those who run away afterward..." the boy murmured. "I'm so happy like this."


Osvaldo kissed him lightly, "But in a while I'll have to run away, I too..."


"Yes, and it's a pity. I am almost ready to start it again."


"But you also have to study, don't you?" said Osvaldo gently.


"Yes, linguistics. But I would rather study anatomy on you."


"You already are an expert on that."


"Never enough. And you are the most stimulating textbook I could dream of. And you too are an expert."


"If I can, I'll come again tomorrow. But I don't yet know... Nowadays I'm living from day to day."


"But don't disappear overnight."


"No, I promise."


They dressed again. Osvaldo stayed for a while to chat with that adorable boy, but then had to go.


He found Giulio waiting for him in front of Letizia's house. Osvaldo apologized for being late.


Giulio suggested having supper at his home, "I would like to show you my place. And so I thought I can fix our meal, if it's alright with you."


"With pleasure. Can we go?"


"Do you have any problems with food?"


"No, I can eat everything. Are you a good cook?"


"Well, I do like cooking very much. How about you?"


"I get off well enough. You know how it is, when you live alone, you have to be able to do the best you can about almost everything, from darning a hole on a sock to ironing shirts..."


"Yes, but after all it's also diverting." Giulio answered while they were getting into his car.


Giulio was living in an old building in Oltrarno, a little further than Pitti Palace. It was just one very wide room with a high coffer ceiling where Giulio had installed several alcoves using some modular office panels two meters forty tall. It was a really agreeable mix of ancient and modern. Osvaldo looked around, pleased.


"It's really beautiful, here at your place... did you furnish it?"


"Yes. I'm glad you like it."


"An apartment is something like the visiting card of whoever lives there. I feel as if I know you better now."


"A nice simile, that of the visiting card. Would you like to come with me to the kitchen while I fix our meal, or you would rather stay there to listen to some good music? Or if you prefer, I can switch on the TV..."


"No, I'd rather stay with you. Then if you want, I can give you a hand..."


"No, that's alright. Have a seat here then."


"Is this Letizia's place?"


"No, she prefers to sit in the other room."


"Ah! No, I like it better here. In my opinion receiving a friend in the kitchen is... genuinely welcoming him."


"That's true. We've only known each other for just a short time and yet I already feel that you are a friend. A real friend."


"Same here. I'm still asking myself why Letizia never told me about you."


"She sometimes told me about you, Osvaldo. Mainly when she was telling me about her childhood. But I imagined you quite differently."


"Ah, really? And how?"


"I don't know... more... more common, possibly."


"Am I not a common type?" Osvaldo asked, curious.


"Perhaps I meant more of an uninteresting person. But no, you are all but an uninteresting person."


"But what did my sister tell you about me? I'm curious..."


"That you were always hanging out with your friends. That you liked playing soccer. That you didn't like studying very much, but you never failed at school... Ah, and that once you got drunk with gin, and that then you were ashamed to go back home..."


Osvaldo laughed. "Yes, it's true, I was scared of my Dad. And at the bar Letizia was making me drink one coffee after the other telling that my drunkeness would pass. My god, how my head was spinning! And what a stomach-ache later!"


"Did your father see you were drunk?"


"I don't think so. Or at least, if he did, he pretended not to, I don't know. Letizia did her best to... to cover for me."


"Was there a good understanding between you two?"


"Yes, she always... accepted me. To Letizia I was above all her brother. She never judged me, never condemned me..."


"Well, a brother, like a friend, should always try to understand more than to judge, don't you think?"


"Yes, that's right, he should. Do you have any brothers or sisters?"


"No, I'm an only son."


"And your family?"


"They live in Prato."


"Do you have good relations with them?"


"Yes... average. We meet three or four times in a year and we call each other once in a while. When I decided to leave them, I was twenty-four... They took it badly, but they didn't make too much fuss. But I had my job here, and wanted to live here, by myself."


"Did you have other girlfriends, before Letizia?"


"Yes, three. But none like Letizia. And I'm not saying that only because she's my present girlfriend... or because she's your sister."


"How did you meet?"


"In a disco. She was alone and I liked her. I asked her if she wanted to dance so we danced all night. We amused ourselves. I saw her to her house and asked her if we could meet again. She said yes. We met some two or three more times and I started to court her - I was falling for her. Then once she asked me to show her where I lived. I brought her here and... and she said she wanted to stay sleeping here with me."


"You didn't expect such a request?"


"No. But of course I accepted with pleasure. Even though when it was time to go bed, I was embarrassed because I really desired her so much and... and I was ashamed she could see I was aroused."


"She should have been pleased..." Osvaldo objected, thinking that, at least, he would certainly have been pleased in her place.


"I don't know. With girls, you never know how to behave. If they see you are aroused, they accuse you of thinking only of sex, but if you aren't aroused, they ask you if you aren't by chance abnormal. Well, this wasn't a problem with Letizia, she liked seeing I was aroused. But that first time I couldn't know it."


"Love, the real thing, is not just spiritual ecstasy. It's also physical desire and therefore... for us males, a hard-on." Osvaldo observed, then said, "The beauty of love is exactly in the total involvement of body and soul. It's something... total. You are in it, all of you, entire."


"Yes it's true. But it seems that women always make a distinction between soul and body. Either you love, or you fuck, according to them... Well, I'm possibly making a generalization, but this is my impression, my experience. Either you say sweet little words and give tenderly caresses, or you fuck like rabbits! For me, on the contrary, the two things have to go together."


"Sure, it really is so!" Osvaldo said, with decision.


"Man is not made in boxes, in watertight compartments. Or at leas not the well-rounded, complete man... Yes, sure, there could be the occasion when one is interested only in fucking, but only when there is no love. If one really loves, sex is the most right, natural way to express it."


"And the more complete." Osvaldo added.


"Yes, right, and the more complete."


They ate. Osvaldo praised Giulio for his cuisine.


Giulio was modest: "Oh, nothing special, just something made quickly. One day I would like to make you something really special, like the Orloff timbale, for instance." 


"I never ate that. Just the name make me feel it's tasty..."


"Yes, I'll make it for you one day. Now that we've got to know each other, we'll still meet, won't we?"


"Of course. Let's just hope we can find Letizia."


"Yes, of course. You'll see that we will be able to find her."


"We don't have very many clues..."


"Let's wait for that cartoon copy... who knows..."


"I don't have a great hope. But we'll see."


"Sure. But I'm confident."


After they ate, Osvaldo proposed washing up, but Giulio said to leave it all as it was, "So, then do you want to go and see a movie?"


"Do you have one in mind?"


"No. We can check in the newspaper."


"I... if you don't mind, I'd like staying here and chatting with you better."


"Very good."


"But if you want to go to the movies..."


"No, no. I like the idea of staying here with you too."


"So, then, let's wash up and tidy the kitchen."


"No, later. Come in the other room, I want to show you some of my computer animations, if you like."


"And how!"


Giulio switched on his computer, put in a disk, opened the animation program and then a file on the disk. The screen went black, then started to colour and some moving shapes emerged. At first they seemed just coloured shapes but they gradually changed their colours, assumed a shape and appeared as a little dancing man and, moving, he left in his place some letters, until a publicity message appeared. As a backing it had a merry jingle. Osvaldo was watching, fascinated.


"Did you do all this?" he asked, amazed.


"Well, I just put together shapes, colours and music. I have then a program that animates it all following a special script I created for this work. If you create a character following some parameter, the program is able to make it move according to the sequence you want, both in the single parts of the body and in a virtual three-dimensional space..."


"It's wonderful! So, with this program, you can make real cartoons."


"Yes, in fact."


"Could you give life to the characters of my comic strips?"


"Yes, sure. It would be enough if you draw them in front and in profile, then the program processor can do all the rest."


"For instance, to prepare the sequence you just showed me, how long does one have to work?"


"It depends on the skill of the programmer and on the complexity of the movements. When I made it, I worked for a little more than two weeks. But if I had to do it now, I think that I could do it in fewer than five days."


"It's fantastic! It's really fantastic!"


"I'm glad you like it."


"Do you have other of your works to show me?"


"Yes, a few. But the best of my productions are at my work place. Here I have just my first proofs, and some experiments..."


"How much does such a computer with that program cost?"


"Around eight millions."


"Wow! But at least you earn good money?"


"Yes. Even though I reinvest a great part of what I earn in buying new equipment. My dream is to be able to work on my own one day. But to do that I'll need to spend several more millions."


Giulio took some other disks and showed Osvaldo more of his creations. He watched Osvaldo, pleased at the enthusiastic expression of his guest.


"Good lord, I feel as if I am a child once again, I feel filled with astonishment. The world of fantasy becomes real!" Osvaldo exclaimed.


"It's good being able to retain the amazement of a child. It means that you still have a pure heart." Giulio said, almost in a whisper.


"Possibly comic strip designers remain forever children, in the depth in their hearts." Osvaldo answered." But you too, to be able to create such beautiful things!"


"Yes, you're right. So, then, do you like my toys?"


"To be crazy for! A lot better than going to the movies, Giulio! This is really beautiful."


"Letizia is not interested in them... She calls them my videogames..."


"She understands nothing! You made them; you don't use them. This is art, anything but videogames. No, really, if she says so, it means that she just doesn't understand!"


"Well, but you, as you love drawing, can possibly be inclined to understand this kind of work better, I think."


"No way! Well... yes it could be a little as you say, but... but it is just a question of... of..."


"... of not having killed the child that lives inside us, right?"


"Exactly so!"


"At times Letizia reproaches me to be too naïve."


"Well, I'd like being naïve a thousand times more than being malicious."


"Yes, I agree. But she seems not to understand it. She says that the world belongs to crafty people, not to simpletons."


"And they can hold the world tight! The fact is that the crafty people, in reality, deceive themselves to possess the world. But what do they really possess? Money, possibly. Power, possibly. But the world... the crafty people cannot possess the sunsets, or a starry sky, or the flight of a butterfly... they are not even aware of all that!" Osvaldo exclaimed. "And so they don't ever realize the beauty of your work, or the poetry of my drawings. They can also deceive themselves that they possess the whole world. But the world, in reality, belongs to us, Giulio, it's yours and mine. And this because we don't deceive ourselves believing we possess it, but we are able to see it. We are able to enjoy it... us, and those like us."


Giulio smiled with bright eyes, "You are able to say wonderful things, that I already thought were forever buried inside me, or inside others. Buried, hidden. Possibly because of the fear that the other's incomprehension could... crumple them."


"Incomprehension, Giulio, is a really bad beast. I also have often to hide... to conceal a part of myself out of the fear that the others could besmirch things that are beautiful for me that they could not understand."


"And isn't that sad, Osvaldo?"


"Yes, at times I can feel all the sadness of it, it's true."


After some time they became aware of how late it had become. Giulio wanted to see Osvaldo back home with his car. They talked some more, in the car parked at Letizia's apartment, almost if they both were unconsciously reluctant to part. But finally they said good night to each other and Osvaldo went upstairs to go to bed.


He opened the night table drawer and took out the two photographs of Giulio. He looked them for a long time, and kissed them.


"Is it possible that I'm falling in love with you, Giulio? You are the most rare pearl I've ever met... and you are forbidden to me. Yes, I'm already in love with you... even though I know it's a hopeless love. If I had the courage to confess it to you, you could possibly even understand it... but never return it. You are in love with my sister. But, I'm asking myself, what do you see in her? She doesn't understand you, she's not able to appreciate you... I would... but she's a woman, and you like women. When I first saw this picture, I thought you were really beautiful. But you possess a beauty that is way more precious than the physical one... I have to content myself with your friendship... It is somewhat like seeing, smelling a delicious dish without being allowed to taste it. And you are not even aware of what you have aroused in me... I would like to have told you, like my sister that night, that I wanted to stay and sleep there with you... but this time it would have been me to be the one ashamed to let you see my arousal, from a fear you would mistake my love for the desire to just fuck... She wanted your body... you only my friendship. How droll life is!"


He put the pictures on the night table, switched off the light and waited to fall asleep, but it seemed not to come. His mind was going on feeling filled with Giulio.


The next day, when they met again, this time in Letizia's apartment because they were waiting the courier's arrival, they noted the facts of the situation - from what they got from her colleagues, it seemed that she didn't have friends in Florence besides Giulio, that she did those five short and mysterious trips to Rome for a medical check up, or to do shopping, or possibly for both, and that all summed up she was happy with her job even though she possibly would have liked to earn more money... and that, for some reason, when she left, she tore Giulio's picture in pieces...


They had also tried to have a talk with the neighbour living above her apartment, the one having the spare key, but from her also they didn't get any more clues, beside that when she saw Letizia leave, she was alone and had with her just two suitcases and a vanity case. Letizia had said nothing to her about where she was going, nor for how long.


When Giulio had checked Letizia's wardrobe, he said with amazement, "It seems that nothing is missing, or almost nothing... What did she carry then in her two suitcases? The clothes she was usually wearing are almost all here, just two or three of them are missing..."


"Did you often come here?" Osvaldo asked him.


"No, rather seldom. Usually she came to my place."


"And I bet that... you never made love here."


"No, never here. And not only because at my place I've a king size bed."


"What do you mean?"


"One day that we were doing some petting, embracing in the other room, on the sofa, and we were about to do something... more, when she blocked me and said - no, I don't feel like doing it here at my place..."


"What an odd thing. Why not here at her place? It doesn't make sense..."


"I asked but she didn't want to explain to me."


"When a couple feels desire, any place that is not under the eyes of other people, is perfect. But, tell me something, when you made love, it was always and only on the bed?"


"Yes..."


"Never, what can I say, in the bathroom, on the carpet, on a table, on the armchair... standing..."


"No. She didn't want that. She said she is not a porno-star..."


"But what the fucking shit has it to do that with porno-stars! It's so good doing it where it happens... At least, when it happens. I don't say doing it on purpose, as if asking - where haven't we done it yet? But I don't see why only in bed. Good heavens, my sister, what a traditionalist! For sure I never thought she is like that! Letizia seemed to be more... rebellious, more full of fantasies, more non-conformist... I didn't think she had become so middle-class."


"To tell the truth, when I first met her, she was more... as you say. I would say that she became conventional or middle-class in this last year."


"Did you notice other changes in her, in this last year?"


"No... well, just in these last months... something indefinable, but... if we were not here discussing it, I could possibly not even have become aware of it."


"What is it about?"


"She was a little more... absent. As if she listened to me less, less than usual. And possibly she was also more restless... Oh my god! It could possibly just be that I'm going out of my mind now, I don't know..."


"You mean that she changed towards you?"


"No, not really changed. Or just a little bit. Perhaps more distant when we were talking but... hotter, when we were making love... But this is what I can say now... I wouldn't have said that in March, possibly. I didn't realize it, at least not consciously."


"But she evidently was already hiding something from you." Osvaldo said.


"Yes. It seems so."


"But what could she hide from you, and why?"


"Above all, why. I always thought that in a relationship there must be the utmost trust and the strongest mutual sincerity."


"Of course it has to be like that. If there isn't mutual trust and sincerity, it means that there isn't true love, that one is using the other, in a way. Possibly unconsciously, but still using the other." 


"Osvaldo, you have a vision of love, of the couple relationship, of sexuality that totally matches mine. You must have had beautiful love experiences, I think."


"Oh, just one when I was adolescent, but it's true, it was like that."


"And how did it end?"


"Oh... we remain very good friends... I'm even the godfather of their son... But love between us couldn't go on... A complex story..."


"Do you still suffer for it?"


"No, I'm now totally serene. We still are friends, as I told you, close friends. Of course at first I felt bad... very bad. But when I understood that it was the right thing to do, I gave up..."


"That is real love! I think that the peak of love is to give up the person we love to secure her happiness."


"Yes... but it's a cold comfort. Anyway, life mends everything. Man is the most adaptable animal."


"I think that for love... I would be able to accept everything." Giulio said in a dreaming tone.


"But one has to be really strong to accept... and also pass for a weakling to the other's eyes."


"Don't you think that it is love that makes one really strong? So strong that makes you free even from yourself? So strong that it makes you able to surpass your limits, your weaknesses, your selfishness, and your prejudices? Love is the only really revolutionary force I know..."


"Revolutionary?" Osvaldo asked.


"Yes, because when you fall in love, all your inner world is revolutionized and all your values system is reorganized in a deeply new system. My job, for instance, was the most important thing to me. But now that I'm in love, it became the second, the third... First of all comes the person I love and her happiness, I come second, as I am her love object, then my job, then..."


"Yes, it's so, I see what you mean. But when a love comes to its end... doesn't everything crumble into pieces?"


"Of course, yes. And then you need to pick up the pieces and start to rebuild them into a new order."


"Yes... to pick up the pieces... I know what you mean." Osvaldo commented, thinking of Marco and the end of their love affair.




CHAPTER 5






The carrier came and gave them the parcel. The two boys immediately opened it and at once turned to look for the page missing in the other copy. It was a page of ads. One was for sexy clothes for him and her with an address of Bologna. Then there was the ad of "artistic and erotic" photographs in Florence. Two were from sex-shops, one in Rome and one in Milan. An ad of prophylactics and condoms, scented and with various flavours, fluorescent and so on had three addresses, in Brescia, Genoa and Naples. Then there was an ad for aspiring actors and actresses in Rome, another for special escort services, both male and female, in Milan, another for aspiring writers of erotic novels in Milan and the last one for a course for "erotic massage" in Rome. And that was all.

"If she cut this page out, she must have been interested in one of these ads, but which one?" Giulio said, perplexed, looking at them again and again.


"There are eleven addresses. But if she went to Rome for one of them, only three remain - the sex-shop, the one for actors and actresses, and this about the erotic massages..." Osvaldo pointed out.


"Perhaps she just wanted to visit the sex-shop on the occasion of one of her trips to Rome... perhaps only out of curiosity..." Giulio said, "... and it has nothing to do with her recent departure."


"Do you think so, or do you hope so?" Osvaldo asked, looking into his eyes.


"I... hope so."


"And what do you really think?"


"This one for actors?"


"Yes. But as it is in this kind of magazine, it surely it's not for... normal actors."


"No, but could Letizia be interested in doing spicy movies... it doesn't seem possible." Giulio said with a hesitant smile.


"We can try to ask them for information." Osvaldo said.


"If it's what we fear, I'm afraid they wouldn't tell us if she contacted them or not. And anyway, she possibly didn't think at all about it."


"But so we are back in the dark again." Osvaldo said pensively.


"She could just have found this magazine at the hospital, and that page was already missing, and we are elaborating on it." Giulio said, trying to seem unworried, but Osvaldo felt he was really tense.


"Anyway, we have nothing else to cling to."


"That's true, but this could also lead us totally astray."


The two boys were silent for some time, with the two copies of the magazine open before them. Then Osvaldo picked up the copy with the missing page again, lifted it up it and looked at the page, against the light, rather carefully.


"What are you doing?" Giulio asked, made curious by these manoeuvres.


"Look here. There is the trace of a cross marked with a pen or a pencil... which ad does it correspond to?"


"Let me see... if the trace is here... the cross has to have been traced... here!"


It was the ad for actors and actresses.


"Can it have been she who marked it?" Giulio asked, hoping to get a no for an answer.


"I don't know. Fifty-fifty. We would have to check it, but how?"


"The address is a post office box... We can write there to ask who they are... what one has to do to become an actor for them..."


"Yes, but if she really was there... and if she saw your or my name... because she went away like this she evidently doesn't want anybody know about it, and mainly us."


"But it would just be a clerk who would get our letter ..."


"Yes, but he can possibly say - oh, look, Letizia, another letter from Florence, do you know them? That place couldn't be a big enterprise like Cinecittà, I imagine..."


"Yes, you're right. But we could write just giving a poste-restante address, just with our ID number."


"Assuming they would reply to such an address... And anyway, several days would pass even if they replied."


"So, then, what do you think we can do?" Osvaldo asked.


"Listen, we don't have any other clues. It could turn out to be a flop, but... it's worth a try. I'll ask for some more days leave from my job and go to Rome. I'll get a hotel room. Then I'll write from there giving them the hotel address so that they can contact me soon..." Giulio said.


"Do you intend to tell them you're an aspiring actor?"


"Yes, something like that."


"And... would you really do something... a movie?"


"If this is the only way for me to know if she's there... Do you think it's a totally crazy idea?"


"I don't know... Possibly not, but... Just think if you have to perform in a porno movie, then you possibly discover that she never went there!"


"Yes, it's true... But do you have a better idea?"


"No. But... what if we discover that she really is there?"


"Well... I would talk with her... ask her to come away with me... I'd try to understand what pushed her to take such a step... I don't know."


"Would you have her with you even if you discovered she's become a porno-star?"


"If she wanted to continue... my god, I don't know. I love her, don't you see? But if she wanted to go on... I think I would feel too bad. I mean... if she did it at some time... I don't care so much, but that she goes on while being my woman..."


"How much do you love her?"


"So very much! But possibly not enough to go on sharing her with other men... even if just on a physical level."


"If you have to perform in one of those movies... and then she's not there... somebody who knows you could see you later..."


"I'm ready to run that risk, if I don't have any other system to find her."


"I think we should consider it some more..." Osvaldo said.


He then called his parents to tell them he couldn't find her yet, and had difficulty dissuading them from calling the police to report her disappearance. He then called the human resources office of the hospital asking if by chance his sister did contact them to get her severance pay, but got a negative answer.


Giulio had a dejected, gloomy air.


"Come on, Giulio, we are possibly just building a house of cards. We have not to cross our bridges before we come to them." Osvaldo said sitting at his side and girding his shoulders with his arm.


"Let's hope, Osvaldo, let's hope. But this would explain why she left without saying a word to you or to me."


"Yes, true... but it could possibly be just brainwave, a... an escapade. Possibly after giving it a try she will be the first to want to stop, to give it up and come back..."


"God grant. But it is now almost a month since she went away."


"Well, after all that's not so long. It seems a long time to us who are looking for her, but for her it possibly even went too fast..."


"Okay. I'm going to Rome, Osvaldo."


"To be a... porno-star?"


"Yes, as it seems to be the only thing I can do. I can't just sit here and wait..."


"Well, then... then I am going too."


"I didn't dare ask you. I'll need a friend near me... especially if she really is there."


"I will go along and I'll tell them I also want to be an actor."


"Very good. With two it could possibly be easier to check if she really is there."


"I'll call my work in Milan to tell them I need to lengthen my absence."


"It's decided, then?" 


"It's decided, yes."


"Let me have just a couple of days to settle my business, then we'll go."


"Alright."


Giulio left him and went straightaway to his office. Osvaldo remained at home for a while, to rethink the matter over... then decided to call Leo and went to see him.


When Osvaldo was with him, Leo asked, "You have a tense expression, what's happening?"


"Nothing... but I'm tense, yes."


"Problems?"


"Yes... huge..." and he told him the whole story of the disappearance of his sister.


Leo listened to him in silence, to the end, "So, now you're going to Rome?"


"Yes, we don't know what else we can do."


"Christ, going to be porno-stars just for... but he, your sister's boyfriend, he knows you are gay?"


"No, he doesn't."


"And... if they ask you to do screen-test or a movie with a woman, you..."


"I'll hope not to misfire."


"And if, on the contrary, it was with a man?"


"I don't know... I'll have to see..."


"And possibly with your sister's boyfriend?"


"Ohmygod! I didn't think of it!"


"Wouldn't you like to?"


"Yes, far too much, he's so beautiful! But of course he would refuse. No, but I would refuse anyway because we'll do it only to see the actresses, and..."


"But what a huge mess!" Leo said, then asked him, "But now, do you feel like making love with me, or do you just need to talk?"


"No, I really need to make love with you, Leo. I need to not think about this affair for a while. You have to forgive me, if so it seems that I am using you for my..."


Leo smiled, "But I'm glad being... used by you. Being able to make you relax, to forget for a while."


"You're a dear."


"Well, I simply like you a lot. And I can understand you are passing through a really bad time. Come here, come on, and Leo will make you forget everything, at least for a while." the boy said embracing him and starting to caress him through his clothes.


Leo had to go on for some time before starting to arouse him, but he felt he was gradually answering to his caresses, relaxing so he could finally light his desire.


For a couple of hours Osvaldo was able to forget everything and everybody and fully devoted himself to making love with that boy, enjoying his sweet availability. He thought he could even fall in love with Leo, if he just had more time to spend with him. He liked the calm and assured way with which the boy was taking care of him, and the joyous and sweet way he was accepting his attentions. He enjoyed the long preliminaries, the long union, the time they spent after their orgasm just to cuddle and relax. He liked the simple cheerfulness, the spontaneity with which Leo gave and received pleasure. At moments he was a delightful boy, a times a passionate man, in a well balanced and agreeable mix.


Afterwards Leo, while almost rocking him, asked, "Do you feel better, now, Osvaldo?"


"Yes, Leo, thank you. I'm feeling much better."


"I always feel very good too, after I've made love with you. I even study more willingly, with more energy."


"Well, at least I don't need to have pangs of conscience for stealing from you the time to prepare your exams... Tell me, Leo, for how long have you known you are gay?" 


"How long? From my birth, of course." the boy gaily answered.


Osvaldo smiled, "Yes, but when did you clearly became aware of it? When did you have your first experience?"


"I became aware quite early. I very soon felt I was different from most of my friends and mates. And that made me feel I was special, and I liked it. I thought that everybody believed I was just one of the many boys, but that instead I was different. Yes, I liked that sensation. Then, well, you know, the usual kids secret games when I was twelve, thirteen... Then, when I was fifteen, a cousin who works as a sailor came to visit us. At that time he was nineteen. My parent had him sleeping in my room with me, on a folding bed they had put there for that occasion. Before falling asleep, we chatted, and I asked him if it was true that on board, sailors do it with each other. In the dark, he giggled, and told me that yes, it was true.


"I then asked him what they did. He asked me if I wanted just to know or to try with him. I at once said I wanted to try. He got up, slipped into my bed, pulled off my pyjamas and started doing it with me. I felt immediately that it was really good, great... He tried to fuck me, but I was too tight. He said that the next day he would buy some special cream... And the following evening he tried again... We made love every night, for that dozen days he stopped at our place. He was strong and yet also gentle. No, he wasn't really handsome, but he was really super-skilled. I can say he taught me all there was to know, so that after him I had nothing more to learn. A kind of intensive course. He told me that while several of his mates, although on board didn't refuse doing it with a mate, when they were in a port, went to look for a woman, but he and a few others, were instead looking for men. And he also explained to me how to look for a date, how to find a companion."


"Did you ever had a steady boyfriend?"


"No, and I don't want one, not for the moment. I want to have more experiences, to amuse myself. After I graduate and I get a job, I'll look for one. I would really like one like you, for instance, but after I graduate, not now. I will be more mature, I will be able to understand better who my Mister Right can be."


"Did you meet that cousin again?"


"Oh yes, we meet once every year. His parents are dead, so he considers us like his family, therefore once a year he comes to spend a couple of weeks with us. And now, each time he comes, he stops here at my place and we make love again."


"Wouldn't you have him as a steady boyfriend?"


"No. He has his boyfriend on the ship, a steady boyfriend. They've been together for four years now. I would prefer his boyfriend because he's handsome and very likeable. But they are in love with each other."


"Well why, if they're in love, does he cheat with you?" 


"I'm the only boy he has sex with. His boyfriend knows about us, and he's not jealous of me. It's not really cheating - my cousin always goes back to his sweetheart. With me it's something different. With me... it's not just a fuck, but it's not love either. It's like a friendship expressing itself very physically."


"I understand. But would you accept a boyfriend of your's having a friendship... also physical?"


"If he really loves me, and if I really come before anything else for him, why not? Of course, if he went continually to look for other adventures I think I would be worried. It would mean I'm not enough for him, I'm not what he really needs. But I really think that if my cousin stopped having sex with me, he would not look for a replacement. No, he's really in love with his man."


"And I... I'm falling in love with the boyfriend of my sister!"


"Oh, shit! But he's not aware, he doesn't know, you told me."


"Of course not. He's in love with her. Between us is just taking shape a very strong friendship... at least from his point of view."


"Is he handsome?"


"He's wonderful, both inside and outside."


"That has to mean suffering, for you..."


"Yes, it does. But it's a... sweet suffering. What would one not do for love!"


"I don't know if I would be able to love without a return. Knowing that it's a hopeless love."


"Unhappily a love is not a light."


"That is?"


"You can't just switch it on and off, pushing on a button."


Leo smiled. "Yes, you could possibly be right. I like your image of a light. But the day you really fall in love with another boy you will also probably be able to switch off the love for your handsome brother-in-law..."


"I hope so."


"Well, Osvaldo, Now I want show you the picture of my cousin with his man." Leo said and got off the bed.


Osvaldo looked at his beautiful naked body going to the desk, saw him rummage in a drawer and come back with a small album in his hand. Back on the bed, he sat near him, opened the album and showed him a photograph.


"Here they're in Spain," he explained, "and this is my cousin."


Osvaldo looked at the photograph. The two sailors were seated on a low wall, with some bushes behind them. His cousin was sitting between his lover's legs, his back leaning against his chest, and his lover had an arm on his shoulder and a hand on his chest. The lover was really handsome and had a wide and sweet smile. The cousin was nice, and had a light smile on his lips. Both had an arm on the low wall. The lover had his legs hanging down. They were beautiful in their merchant navy uniforms.


"They are so sweet, both of them. It's obvious they fit well together..."


"Yes, don't they? They are saving their money to buy a flat and a shop in some years, when they will leave their job aboard the ship."


"What kind of shop?"


"Of exotic objects."


"That's interesting..."


They chatted some more. Osvaldo was grateful to the boy who, by talking in this way, was helpfully distracting Osvaldo from his worries. When Osvaldo said it was surely time he got dressed and went away, to let him resume his studies, Leo refused.


"No, Osvaldo. Tomorrow, if I've understood correctly, we will meet for the last time, won't we? Therefore today and tomorrow I can devote more of my time to you."


"I could possibly come to see you... once a year." Osvaldo said, jokingly.


"Why not. You will always be welcome."


"You are so sweet, Leo."


"Careful not to get diabetes, then!" the boy jested, to ease the tension, and kissed him.


And they started making love again.


That evening Osvaldo went back home, feeling much more relaxed. He called Giulio, who told him he had asked for one month's leave, which was granted.


Then Giulio asked him, "Where have you been all day long?"


"Wandering in Florence." Osvaldo lied, and felt sorry he had to lie.


He thought he could have told him the truth, and that possibly Giulio would have accepted him all the same, but he didn't find the courage. It was not out of lack of trust towards Giulio, but really because he was in love with him. He felt it would have been uncouth telling the man he had fallen in love with that he went to make love with another. Even though of course Giulio didn't even suspect that Osvaldo was in love with him.


Giulio had to spend the following day at his workplace, so they made an appointment for mid afternoon. Osvaldo would have liked to meet him that same evening, but it was already late. He watched TV for a while, then went to sleep.


He woke up in the dead of the night. A sudden thought made him sit up like a spring - what effect would it have on him if he had to be naked in font of his naked sister? Of course he would do nothing with her, but... what about looking at her fucking with a man? He never thought about that before. It would surely be terribly embarrassing... He then thought that almost surely the actors would meet before performing... therefore still dressed. Therefore his eventual meeting with his sister would happen off the set... both dressed... But they, seeing he had the same family name of his sister, could possibly guess... suspect. If he could just have a fake ID card... But how, and where, to get one? And how much would a fake document cost? And how long would it take to get one?


He laid down again, telling himself not to indulge in too much fantasy. Anyway he would talk about that with Giulio, the next day... And possibly also with Leo... It could be absolutely useless, but...


The following morning he called Leo and went to his place again. The boy welcomed him with the usual warmth. Osvaldo then told him what he had been thinking during the night.


"Yes, you're right. If she comes to know that you applied to be an actor there... Seeing the same family name, they would surely tell her... A fake document would be ideal, of course, but... Listen, I got an idea - you could tell them you've lost or don't have your papers with you ..."


"I'm afraid they will smell a rat and become suspicious."


"And what if... if you made a colour photocopy of my ID card, as well as yours, then you cut the photo from your copy and glue it on the copy of mine..."


"If they just looked it from far, yes, but if they take it in their hands to make a photocopy, for instance, they would immediately see it's fake."


Leo really wanted to help him, but it seemed that there was no solution. But at one point Leo went to get his own ID card and started to look at it carefully.


"Look, the photograph is fixed with just two rivets. We can detach it very carefully without spoiling the card at all, then put your picture at its place with two holes exactly in the same position for the rivets, then fix everything with glue... They would not examine it very carefully, will they? And after all you could be three years younger."


"But if the fraud is discovered, you could find yourself in deep trouble."


"I can just report to the police I lost it. We can try, and if we are able to do a nice job..."


"You really will do that?"


"Yes, sure. It's for a good cause, after all. Listen, we will go out now and you make your picture at the automatic booth. There is one just three blocks from here. Let's go."


"Are you really sure you want to do it, Leo?"


"Yes, sure. But if you really have to do porno movies, don't use my name, please, use a pseudonym."


"Of course I will!"


They went to get the snapshots. Back home, they cut one away from the band, superposed it on the photo on the Leo's ID document and marked the exact points for the two holes. Then Leo took a small lancet and, from the back, carefully cut the ID paper following the contour of the metal rivets perfectly. So Leo's photo was freed from his document together with the rivets. Then the boy freed the rivets from his photo and applied them to the two holes he had prepared on Osvaldo's picture, until he forced them through. He checked them with his ID paper's holes and everything matched perfectly. He took some special glue for photographs, spread a little of it all around the rivets edges and on the back of Osvaldo's picture, then he matched the rivets again with the holes.


Osvaldo was following the whole operation holding Leo's detached photograph in his hand.


He then said, "But here there is also an embossed stamp, that is missing on my photo."


"Yes, I've thought of that too. You'll see that I will solve also this detail. Now we have to just wait for the glue to dry. Just half an hour will be enough... Meanwhile we can have a fresh coffee, alright?


After they drank the coffee, Leo resumed his work. He searched among his tools, took a small steel nail with a round head, a hammer, a small wooden board, a newspaper and a sheet of white paper. He fixed the newspaper on the wooden board, covered it with the white paper, and then placed the ID paper face down on the white paper.


"Hold it dead still in this position. You see that on the reverse side there is the trace of the embossed stamp, that is more pronounced where the picture was? I will now go over it again..."


He put the small round head of the nail where the embossing was deeper and started to give small strokes with the hammer on its point, moving for fractions of millimetre the round head, inside the paper's furrow. He proceeded so for a long time, going over and over all the trace again. He finally put down his tools and turned the ID paper over.


"Good. Look. Do you see that now the stamp is in relief also on your picture? It isn't perfect, but if you compare it with the one on my picture, it's almost the same... you see, this also somewhat imperfect. Et voilà, monsieur. Les jeux sont faits!"


"Wow! But you are a licensed counterfeiter!" Osvaldo said, full of admiration.


"Eh, I've discovered I've got a talent I didn't know I had. It means that if I'm not able to find a job after I graduate from university I will have an alternative way to earn my living!" the boy said, laughing. Then, girding Osvaldo's waist, added, "But now, isn't it true that I deserve a prize?"




CHAPTER 6






After he said goodbye to Leo and promised him he would keep him informed, Osvaldo set off to meet Giulio. They went to his home, where Giulio phoned some friends and his parents to warn them he would go to Rome for about a month, for work. He then went back to the living room, where Osvaldo was waiting, leafing through a magazine.

"Well, then, we can prepare our suitcases, then go to the station to get the train tickets." Giulio said.


"Yes. But first I want show you something..." Osvaldo answered and handed him his forged ID paper.


Giulio took it and looked at it, made curious by reading the name printed on the cover, "Who's he?" he then asked.


"Open it." Osvaldo suggested.


Giulio opened it, read the data on the left part, then looked at the photograph on the right and was dumbfounded.


"But... that's you... I don't understand... You're Osvaldo..."


"Yes, of course, don't doubt it. Here is my real ID paper..." he said giving him the real one, opened.


Giulio looked at the two documents, then at Osvaldo, "But... how come that you have two ID papers with different names?"


"I got the fake one today. I thought that I could not go there as Osvaldo Solaro, because if Letizia is really there they would at once connect me with her. Therefore I will show up there as Leopoldo Morassi and everything will go smoothly. I'm also three years younger, as you can see."


"Yes, that's a very good idea. But how did you manage to get a forged document, so perfect and just in one day, or rather in a few hours?"


"Well, it's somewhat a peculiar story... Let's say that a friend helped me..."


"I see, you don't feel like telling me."


"No offence, Giulio. Perhaps one day..."


"No, no, I understand. After all these are delicate matters. But if police checked your papers... it would be risky."


"I would show the real one to the police, of course. The fake one is just for the movie people and I really don't think they would involve the police in their business..."


"Yes, I agree. You're the man of a thousand resources!" Giulio said, giving him back the two documents.


"I hope you will not be annoyed if I don't explain how..."


"Of course not."


"Anyway, you'd better get used to calling me Leo... I'll use the fake one at the hotel too."


"But it would be a little more risky, using it also at the hotel."


"Not really, as we will pay the rooms in advance, therefore nothing will happen."


"Alright... Leo." Giulio answered, smiling.


Giulio prepared his suitcase, then went with Osvaldo to his sister's apartment where Osvaldo packed his, and also put in it the two photographs of Giulio, as well as the two porno magazines. Then they fixed some food. Osvaldo went upstairs to tell the neighbour that he was leaving for Rome, and would keep the apartment key with him. He went downstairs again and called his parents, telling them he was going to Rome, because he had possibly found a trace of his sister, even though he was not totally certain he really had.


In Letizia's mail-box there was a postcard. They took it. It was signed by one Mimma and coming from Cagliari. There were just greetings. Osvaldo put it in his bag and they went to the railway station. They bought tickets and were just in time to take the 9:14 pm train that would be in Rome at 11:15. They found an empty first-class compartment and installed themselves.


"Ciao, porno-star." Osvaldo joked as they sat down.


"Ciao... Leo..." Giulio answered with a smile.


"How are you feeling?"


"A little dazed."


"I wonder if we will really have to perform as porno actors..."


"They could quite possibly not even hire us."


"They would surely hire you, Giulio. You really are beautiful, sensual."


"Well, you are too. What is to be seen is if our sizes are good for them. They normally want super-sized men."


"They usually also want super-boobs women, and Letizia is not so. She's normal."


"Well, in fact it's not at all certain she really is working there. Just think if we have to perform as porno actors and then we discover she isn't there!"


"I really don't know which of the two things I would like better. Anyway... it could be an experience we will tell our grand-children, one day..." Osvaldo joked, but feeling a little tense. Then he added, "We can anyway step back at any moment."


"Of course we can. I wonder how much a porno actor earns?"


"Hey, what's that? Are you already considering it?"


"No way. I'm already earning good money with my job, without needing to perform unusual... services."


"We can possibly meet Cicciolina or Moana Pozzi..." Osvaldo said with an artful smile.


"I don't really care for such encounters." Giulio answered.


"Anyway... How many centimetres is yours?" Osvaldo asked in a provocative tone.


"I never measured it! It should be... this long?"


"Mmhh, about twenty centimetres?" Osvaldo commented, "They should be satisfied with it, I think."


"And yours?" then Giulio asked, with a slightly hesitant smile.


"Mine? I too think I have about twenty centimetres."


"So, then, we have the same possibilities, at least on that side. Have you ever watched a porno movie?"


"Yes, a couple, at a friend's home."


"I never have. What are they like?"


"Fucks, from start to finish. Without a plot, or almost so."


"Bah... we will see."


"Worried? Anxious?"


"A little, I've to admit. Up to now I only had sex with women who attract me. I don't know if... moreover in front of a camera, and of other people... I'm afraid I will never get a hard-on."


"Well, the main thing is being able to be admitted and to look around... Perhaps it will not even be necessary to perform..."


"I'm so pleased you decided to come too. At first, when I got the idea, everything seemed so easy, but now... If you weren't with me, I could possibly even go back."


"We can always go back anyway."


"No... We have put our hand to the plough, so there is no turning back. We will at least try. Don't you agree?"


"Yes, I do. And if it can cheer you up... I am feeling the same worries and problems as you."


"Perhaps we're mad, Osv... Leo."


"So much the better, don't you think?" Osvaldo answered with a smile.


The train ran non-stop to Rome, so the two friends remained undisturbed for all of the two hours. They talked about Letizia all the time.


At a certain point Giulio said, "It's funny, but you have in you all the things I looked for in your sister. Your character is strong but gentle, you have beautiful ideas about love, about a couple's relationship, about life's values... Beautiful ideas, or at least equal to mine. I've never had such a good communication with anybody as I have with you. We've got to know each other in just a few days, and yet I feel as if I've known you forever. And this is a really beautiful feeling."


Osvaldo felt his heart skip a beat, but simply answered, "And I feel very fine with you as well." 


"I really hope we can become brothers-in-law one day."


"I hope that anyway we'll remain friends."


"I really think so."


"Even if, getting to better know each other, we could find in the other something we don't like..." Osvaldo, said thoughtfully.


"Well, two friends have to be able to accept each other as they are, don't they?"


"Of course, it should be so, Giulio."


"It has to be so!"


"But at times one gets great disappointments."


"Bah... in what way could you disappoint me, my friend?" Giulio asked him, gently smiling.


"I don't know. But I can try." Osvaldo jokingly asked, but he was asking, inside himself - what would you say if you knew I'm gay? Would you still accept me?


"In some respects, you are like Letizia, but in others you are so different..."


"Well, we are siblings, but she's a girl and I'm a boy..." Osvaldo answered with a smile.


"I wasn't referring to the physical aspect. It's obvious you are different. But I was thinking about your personality. You are the fair copy of your sister, regarding character and personality. Though she would have a lot to learn from you."


"She's my little sister. She'll grow up." Osvaldo answered.


"Yes, possibly. At least I hope so."


"Don't you like her as she is?" Osvaldo asked, curious.


"Yes, I liked her very much... before getting to know you. But I'm now becoming aware of all that I was, unconsciously, expecting from her, but haven't found, or not as much as I would have liked..."


"I'm sorry."


"Why?"


"I wouldn't like that because of me..."


"No, don't worry, I still love her very much. Or else I wouldn't be here embarking in this absurd adventure. You should produce a comic-strip about such a story!"


"Who knows... I can possibly do so."


"I haven't yet seen any of your drawings."


"Tomorrow we will go to a newsstand and I'll buy you a copy. So you can see my style."


"Without fail. I would like very much. And tomorrow morning we will also send the letters to the porno movies agency."


"Yes, we will. And as we will give the same address, that of the hotel, it will be enough to send just one letter, for both of us."


"Possibly passing ourselves off as cousins..."


"Why not! It will anyway appear we both are from Florence. Rather, to start I will be the only one to write the letter, introducing myself and writing about you, describing you... So I can use may fake name and family name, and if even she really was there and saw my letter, she couldn't guess it's from us."


"A very good idea."


They arrived at Rome. From the station, they took a taxi to the Boston hotel which Giulio already knew.


At the reception, Giulio asked his friend, "Would you prefer two singles, or a room with two beds?"


"A twin bed room, so that we can talk, and anyway it will be less expensive. If it's alright with you."


"Of course. I also prefer a twin bed room."


He went to the counter and asked for a twin. There weren't any vacant twins. Giulio then asked for two singles, but there was just one free. The receptionist said that they had some double bed rooms.


Giulio asked his friend, "What do you think? Is a double alright?"


"Bah... if it's alright with you..."


"No problem. We will take a double, then."


"How many nights?" the receptionist asked.


"I think for one week, but we aren't yet certain."


"Your documents, please..."


They gave the receptionist their ID papers, Osvaldo the forged one. The clerk after a quick glance put them away and gave them the key. A porter took their suitcases and with the lift took them to the third floor.


It was a small but very clean room, with toilet and shower, and a colour TV. They opened their suitcases, put the clothes in the closet and in the drawers, then decided it was time to sleep.


"Will you go first to shower?" Giulio asked.


"Alright."


Osvado undressed, keeping only his briefs on, and went to wash himself. He thought that in a short time he would see Giulio half naked for the first time ... and he would have him in bed near him. He was not happy with the situation of the double bed; he would have liked twin beds better. But anyway, he couldn't help it... He showered, dried his hair, put on his briefs and went back to the bedroom.


"I've done. I feel better, now. It's your turn. Which side of the bed do you prefer to sleep on?"


"I don't care. Make your choice." Giulio answered, starting to undress.


Osvaldo slipped into the bed, on the left side. He looked at Giulio's body gradually revealed to his eyes. Wonderful! Terribly sexy, he thought, starting to feel aroused. Giulio went to the bathroom. Osvaldo, on the bed, heard the water pelting down. He imagined how good it could be being inside the shower with Giulio, and got a strong hard-on. He noticed the light bed cover and saw that his state was clearly visible so he turned onto his side. After some minutes Giulio came out, wearing just his briefs. Osvaldo caught a glimpse of the nice curve in their front but immediately looked somewhere else. His friend slipped under the covers.


"I'll switch off the light?" Giulio asked.


"Yes, do."


"You know, this is the first time I've slept in the same bed with a man ..." Giulio said after a while.


"Not for me. This isn't my first time." Osvaldo simply answered, smiling in the darkness.


"Well, have a good night."


"Night. Have sweet dreams."


Osvaldo felt him moving, turning. Their bodies were not touching, there was enough space between them, and yet Osvaldo was continuing to feel aroused. After some time he understood, by the regular breathing of his friend, that he was already asleep. He then turned on the other side, careful not to touch him, and tried to sleep.


The following morning he felt himself being shaken. Giulio, sitting on the bed, his chest naked, was calling him.


"It's eight thirty, Leo... I feel funny calling you Leo..."


"Better get used to it! Did you sleep well?"


"Like a log. Let's get up and go to have breakfast. You will then write the letter, we'll go and send it, then look for the comic strips with your drawings. Alright?"


"Yes, alright. You go first to shave?"


"Yes, thank you."


As soon as Giulio was in the bathroom, Osvaldo got up. He told his friend to go first to shave, not to let him see the hard-on that he had still, or perhaps had again. He put on his trousers - so it was no longer visible. He switched on the TV, then looked in the porno magazine for the address of the movies agency and copied it into his notebook and put the magazine back in his suitcase. He looked at Giulio's picture, the one with the Speedo and emitted a light sigh. Giulio was much more beautiful in person. And he was really so desirable. He quickly put the suitcase away.


When Giulio came out, well shaved and combed, he went to the bathroom. When he too was ready, they went downstairs, asked at the counter for paper and envelope, and went to the bar to have the breakfast. Then remaining at their table, Osvaldo started to write the letter.



"My name is Leopoldo Massari, I am twenty-two years old university student from Florence. I'm 175 cm tall and my weight is 70 kg. I've light brown hair and green eyes, I think I am handsome, but you would judge this. I would like becoming an actor, and as I read your ad I resolved to write you. I don't have any experience as an actor, but I think I can perform in a good way in any role you might give me.

"At present I'm in Rome for a few day, I'm staying at Boston hotel, room 311, phone number 47.39.51. With me there is also my cousin. He is twenty-seven, 180 cm tall and his weight is 75 kg. He has dark brown hair and dark eyes, and he is even more handsome than me, and he too would like to become an actor.


"If you want us for a film-test or an interview, you can call here at out hotel to fix a meeting. We really would like to become actors and demonstrate our bodies and skills, as we have a good success with girls. We hope to hear from you soon.


Leo."




They put it in the envelope, wrote the address on it, went to buy a postage stamp and then sent it.


"It's done. Let's hope they will answer soon and that Letizia is really there." Osvaldo said.


They then went to look for a newsstand. At the first one, Osvaldo's comic book was sold out, but they found a copy in the second one. Osvaldo opened it at the page where his story started.


Giulio looked at it with great interest. "The drawings are beautiful! I like your style. You are able to stylise the human body very well and the faces are really expressive... Do you write the stories as well?" 


"No, that's someone else. He sketches the plot, then we decide together the framing and I prepare a set of fast sketches. After we have decided the sequence and fixed the texts, we both discuss the physical aspects of the characters, about their personalities, then I start to do some preparatory drawings of each character. We discuss them again, and I sometimes modify them, then I start to draw one scene after the other, in A4 size. After I've drawn all the scenes in black and white, I do some copies and start to colour them, adding the light and shade effects and the colour nuances... I finally give everything to the publisher and if he gives us the okay, he passes it all to the printer and my work is done. If the story goes on in instalments, it is much easier, because the main characters are already well defined, therefore it's enough to define any new characters for that instalment."


"Really beautiful! I would like seeing you while you're drawing."


"Well, I don't have my equipment with me, but I can just buy a good pencil and a drawing album and show you something. Just to kill time."


"Yes, please. Let's ask where we can find what you need."


They asked for information, took a bus and went downtown to a fine arts shop where Osvaldo chose what he needed. Then they went to look for a coffee shop having a free table inside. They ordered a coffee and sat down.


Osvaldo then asked him, "What do you want me to draw?"


"I don't know... one of the characters of the story you are working on."


"This story? Who? Bruno the tennis champion?"


"Yes, alright."


Osvaldo started and on the sheet of paper appeared the figure of a tennis player doing a backhand stroke. Giulio was looking at the drawing taking shape. Osvaldo had a sure hand, fast but precise.


"You never use an eraser?"


"No. I would rather re-do the drawing. When one erases and modifies, it never comes out as a clean line. Not to me, at least. Here it is. This is just a fast sketch, a preparatory drawing. Now I'll draw Bruno after a match, at the bar, having a drink..." Osvaldo said and, turning the album page, started a second drawing.


Giulio was fascinated. "You're so fast and precise!"


"But this is a character I know very well. I already drew him plenty of times. To create a new character I need much more time. I've to study his anatomy, features, expressions... At times that requires several days."


"But do you draw your inspiration from real people, someone you know?"


"At times, just in part, for some of my characters. But I just create the most of them."


"You must have a wonderful imagination..."


"I can't complain. Well, when I'm going around, I always carefully observe people anyway, to capture the types, the expressions. After all it is like an unending exercise."


"Could I be a character for your comics?"


"Oh, yes, you would be a wonderful character. A hero."


"Really!"


"Yes, sure. And who knows that one day you will find yourself in one of my stories?"


"From now on, I will always buy them."


"No. If you're really interested in them, I can almost surely get a complimentary subscription for you."


"That would be great."


"Consider it done. The next time I call Milan, I'll tell them to send you the comics regularly."


"A really personal gift. You know... I was thinking... with your skill in drawing and with my computer, we could make very beautiful animated cartoons."


"It could be interesting. All summed up, I would have liked to make animation movies, but I was scared by the huge amount of work to do all the drawings needed for an animation. Is your computer able to animate a character in a natural way?"


"Well, the one I use now, not very well, but the one I intend to buy will do so. Moreover, there are some excellent Japanese programs. They are expensive, but really perfect. We could think about it seriously..."


They spent the rest of the day making plans, drawing, and talking about several subjects, so that time passed quickly and pleasantly, and for a while they could forget the reason why they were in Rome.


When that night they went to sleep, after he switched off the light, Giulio said, "I spent a splendid time with you today. And after all I needed it, thinking of what might be expected of us in the next few days, if the agency answers our letter."


"Don't think too much about it. Let's live from day to day; it's the best thing to do. Each day has enough trouble of its own."


"Yes, but I really don't think I could face all this if I didn't have you here with me."


"It's quite possible that I wouldn't have managed to face all this either. And I don't mean just now, here in Rome, but also during the past few days."


"Yes, two is better, we can support each other."


"Do you know Rome?"


"Yes."


"I never came here before. Giulio, will you take me site-seeing, tomorrow or the day after? Assuming we receive a reply, it will be a few days before we get it."


"Yes, with pleasure. At least the wait will be less exhausting."


They were silent for some time, then Osvaldo asked, "How were the girls you had before Letizia?"


"When I met Serena, I was eighteen and she was twenty. She did... well... she taught me to make love. She was blond, had long hair, and was agile, tall, and elegant... and I found her fascinating. So very self-confident. She jilted me after about a year, because she found me immature."


"What could she demand, from a teenager?"


"I don't know. Then, when I was twenty-one, I met Paola. This time it was she who was nineteen. She had light brown hair, curly, she was also spry but not tall, and somewhat introverted. She always wanted make love and afterwards she always regretted doing so. In the long run I became fed up with her continuous shilly-shallying so I managed to gradually part from her. Then when I was twenty-four, that is when I moved to Florence, I met Gloria. She was twenty-two, was a brunette, plump but not fat, of medium height, lively... In bed she was... unrestrained. She did everything without problems. She was pretty but was full of complexes because she thought she was ugly. Once we quarrelled because I told her to stop her continuous talk about plastic surgery. And this time it was she who jilted me, because she said I was glad she was ugly, so that I could seem more handsome! Just think of that!" 


"From your description of these girls and thinking of Letizia, I should say that you don't seem to have a physical type interest you in any particular way. Am I right?"


"Yes, you're right. What attracts me in a girl above all is her personality, her character. The physical aspect is rather secondary. Well, I don't like the girls with big boobs, that's true. But the first thing to me is how she smiles, how she reasons, what she thinks and says... When I meet a girl I never look for a bed-female, but above all for a person."


"To me that seems to be right. Yes, very right."


"And you? Your girls?"


"I'll tell you tomorrow, I'm feeling a little tired now... let's have a good sleep."


"Maybe you have too many to tell me about?" Giulio asked with a giggle.


"Oh, sure, dozens..." Osvaldo answered, turning his back to Guilio. "Goodnight, Giulio, sleep well."


"Night. And thank you for today..."




CHAPTER 7






They visited Rome. Giulio, as luck had it, didn't pursue the subject of Osvaldo's girls. Osvaldo had brought the sketching album with him, and every now and then sketched some interesting type he saw, under the attentive and admiring look of his friend. Guido took him to eat in various places he knew, and they were back at the hotel only late in the evening. They went to bed and before sleeping watched some TV, but in fact they were mainly talking.

Osvaldo was more and more often aroused, seeing his companion undress or feeling his body near him on the bed and knowing he was almost naked. But he had always managed to avoid his friend being aware of it and hoped it would happen less frequently.


"It's good chatting together for a while before falling asleep." Giulio observed.


"You're right; it's really cool ."


"When I was a boy, I envied my mates sleeping in the same room with their brothers, and what's funny is that they envied me because I was alone in my bedroom. Possibly because the grass is always greener on the other side of the fence..."


"Letizia and I were sleeping in different rooms. But we had long conversations during the day. Also about our sexual experiences. This is why it seems odd to me, if she really decided she wanted to do porno movies, she didn't tell me anything."


"Well, but possibly it's rather different. She could possibly fear your judgement, don't you think?"


"It seems weird all the same. She knows me enough to know very well I would not have judged her. Well, of course I would have told her to carefully consider it before making a decision... Of course I would not have been pleased... Anyway..."


"There are sometimes matters which one doesn't have the courage to talk about, even with the closest friend."


"Yes, that's so. It's possibly a mistake but you're right." Osvaldo said, thinking that he didn't yet have the courage to tell Giulio he was gay.


At a certain point Giulio said, "I missed not having a brother a lot, when I was an adolescent. I would have liked having more a brother than a sister. An older brother or just a bit younger than me. Somebody with whom I could talk freely, with whom to compare experiences and friends. One like you, for instance." 


"Yes... I had a friend who was more than a brother for me. We still are close friends. His name is Marco. He still lives at our village, but each time we meet, there always is the usual understanding, quite unchanged."


"I've lost all my childhood friends. Real friends, I mean. And even the friends I have now in Florence, they are dear friends, yes, but... not so close. Nobody for whom I would be ready to do... just about anything."


"It's very difficult to get a real friend. I've been lucky I have Marco, but he's the only one I have. I could confess I've even killed a man to him, or to work as a porno actor, or anything, without fearing he would turn his back on me."


"That's very beautiful. I envy you."


"But one day you can find such a friend too ... I hope you can."


"I hope so too. I wonder if it could be you who'll be that kind of friend?"


"It could be. I would like it. But to become friends in that way requires a long time."


"Anyway it seems that we are on the right road."


"It could be, Giulio. But I... I haven't been totally open with you yet."


"That's logical. It requires a long time, as you just said."


"Yes, a long time and... also courage."


"Also courage, of course."


They kept silent, each immersed in his thoughts.


After a while Giulio said, "I'll wait anyway."


"For what?"


"For finding the time and the courage...for both of us."


"Wonderful." Osvaldo said, smiling.


Osvaldo was feeling a strong desire to stretch out his hand, searching for his friend's hand, grasping it and tell him everything about himself. But he still didn't feel ready. Rather, at least for the moment, the more he was feeling near to Giulio, the more he was afraid he could lose him, and less he was feeling ready to take the risk. Moreover, he was falling more and more in love with him. If he could just talk about it with Marco, to ask him his advice...


Osvaldo wondered what Giulio thought about gay people? How did he judge them? He seemed to be a really open-minded boy, with no prejudices... But Osvaldo knew only too well how much people's attitude changes as soon as the subject of homosexuality is brought up.


"What are you thinking about?" Giulio asked him.


Osvaldo was surprised he didn't ask him if he was already asleep... "About people's prejudices."


"Difficult to know how much prejudice we have. We are scandalized by the other people's prejudices and not even aware of our own."


"Yes, you're right." Osvaldo said.


"I always tried to be free from prejudices, to have an open mind, and yet it's an unending struggle against myself."


"It's already great it is as you say. We need to always be honest, above all with ourselves, or else we can't be honest with others."


"The temptation to live following pre-established patterns is always a great temptation. Because of our laziness or because of our cowardice. Not having patterns to follow means being able to put oneself under discussion again and again, and this is uncomfortable. But it is the only way one has to be... a real man."


"Wasn't it that old song that said 'What an effort being a man is'?" Osvaldo said.


"Yes, sure. But how beautiful it is being a man! You see, after all, the benefit of being a couple is exactly that is possible to help each other to carry on that toil and to become more human. This is what I always dreamed about - being able to enjoy a close relationship with Letizia and build a happy future with her. Never with the other girls before her, but only with her. And in spite of all, I don't cease hoping it would still be possible, even if we find her at that place." 


"The thought she might really be there hurts you, doesn't it?"


"Yes, I can't deny it. I'm asking myself what can have finally pushed her to take such a step, if she really did. I really need to understand it. Therefore I don't dare to judge her. But, of course, I hope we will not find her there... even though this would mean we have to start all over again. And it will be like looking for a needle in a haystack." Giulio's voice was sad, grieved.


"We are living in an odd world, at an odd moment. Just look the bribes scandal, the secessionism of the Lega Nord, and all the rest. It seems that the world is spinning in the opposite direction." Osvaldo said in an attempt to divert Giulio's thoughts.


"Yes. And people asks themselves why all this is happening - and the Bosnia war, and... But the cause is just one, and a very simple one. The lack of love. If we were able to love there would be no wars, no corruption, no separatism. Love is the real life's motor, is the only force, the only value. Christians are right when they define god as love. Even though at times they are not able to love. Love is really everything. Each of us should spend all his energies only to love... Do you think I'm a stupid idealist?"


"Not at all, Giulio. You seem to be one of the few wise people in this world, one of the very few, unhappily."


"Unhappily..." Giulio echoed and became silent.


Osvaldo felt even more in love with that young man, who really was so much more beautiful inside than outside, he dared to say! "Is it possible that such a splendid person could exist in this world?" Osvaldo thought, "People so wonderful and yet real? And Letizia tore his photo in pieces! We really are living in a crazy world..." he thought as he was falling asleep.


They had already been in Rome for five days, and they had spent them trying to relax, though not with complete success. Returning to the hotel in the evening, they found a message for Leopoldo Morassi. It said - Please call Aphrodite Movies tomorrow morning on 30-748-222, between 9 and 12.


The two friends went to their room, feeling both very excited.


"They answered!" Osvaldo said.


"Yes... My god, I don't even know, at this point, if I hope Letizia is there or not."


"One thing at a time. Tomorrow morning at nine we'll call. They will fix us an interview, I guess. We'll go... and we shall see what happens."


"Yes. Sure. You know... all of a sudden I'm no longer worried having eventually to play in one of those movies... And... and I hope we will find Letizia and can talk with her... and help her if she needs it and if she wants..."


"We will do our best, Giulio. And may god assist us. But it's possible that Letizia will be furious at first, seeing us."


"Or maybe she will understand how much we care for her. Also the fact that we both came here, her boyfriend and her brother, will help her to understand... and to open her heart to you, or to me, or to both of us."


"Well, we'll see. And let us hope."


"We have to cut a good figure, at the interview, to be self-assured."


"Assuming that our centimetres suffice for them..." Osvaldo said, giving a forced laugh.


"Yes. This will be the first time I will be judged... by a centimetre. Do you think we would have to get a hard-on in front of them?"


"They will possibly be able to judge at a glance. The important thing is to get a hard-on on the set, if we really have to do it." 


"It's surely a funny thing that to find Letizia, we will have to use our cocks!" Giulio said, trying to be witty. Then he added, seriously, "We haven't even dared to show each other our own nakedness... we aren't such self-confident actors, are we?"


"Well... I think it doesn't change so much. Between us is not the same as being on a set..."


"Anyway, it would be better if we start getting used to it. We should have done it from the first day." Giulio said, starting to undress himself.


Osvaldo was hesitant. He was afraid of becoming aroused. Then he too started to undress, but without looking at his friend. With relief, he was able to pull off everything without anything happening.


He had just pulled off his briefs, when he heard Giulio say, "So, it's done!" and Osvaldo looked at Giulio.


Giulio looked at Osvaldo too, and then said, "It's possibly easier done than said. Let's hope it will be as easy tomorrow, or whenever we shall have to do it."


"Perhaps it is only a question of getting used to it." Osvaldo said.


"Yes, it is certainly so. After all, in the gym, in the showers, we are always naked, aren't we?"


"Do you go to the gym."


"Seldom. But at times I go. And you?"


"I too, but rarely."


Osvaldo was stupefied, but also relieved, that he didn't get a hard-on. Not even now that he for the first time could look at the total nakedness of the young man with whom he was in love. Also Giulio's member was beautiful, worth of all the rest of his body.


Giulio said, "As I'm already naked, I'm going to have a shower." and went to the bathroom.


Osvaldo sat on the edge of the bed. When Giulio came out, he too went to shower. When he returned, his friend was already in bed. He slipped under the sheets without 'accidents', on his side.


"How long is it since you made love?" Giulio asked him.


"Not so long. Just a week."


"Ah, the cheeky boy! Therefore in Florence! Did you make a hit with one of the nurses?"


"No, a casual encounter."


"A real Casanova! For me though, it's about a month... a few days before Letizia went away. With her."


"Do you miss it?"


"Well, sure. We made love two or three times a week. The suddenly nothing more... It's not an essential thing, but... I passed even longer periods without sex. But I miss it, it's true."


"Do you... wank?" Osvaldo asked him.


"Not often. But at times I do it. When the tension becomes too strong, the loneliness too long, too hard..."


"If I haven't a relationship or an encounter I do it rather often instead. I rarely resist longer than a week."


"Well, some have a hotter nature, some are more calm. I don't think a rule exists for this kind of matter."


"Of course not. Anyway it's much better having sex in two than to wank, right?"


"Sure. Wanking is just a relief. In two is to give oneself to the other."


"Also in a one time encounter?"


"It can be also in a one time encounter. You, in Florence, did you just take or did you also give? I mean, did you just relieve yourself or did you make love, with her?"


"No, sure, it was not just a relief."


"That's it. I have had few adventures, but each time it was a search for a human relationship, trying to communicate, even if just for the short span of an encounter. I was looking for pleasure and giving it and not thinking just of myself."


"Yes, it should always be so, I think. I think that it is exactly this what distinguishes man from animals, isn't it?"


"Exactly so. This is why, in a sexual relationship, I like long preliminaries, and going on caressing and kissing long afterwards."


"Hell, Giulio, exactly like me. Otherwise it would be a fuck and nothing more."


"Yes, it would be something like wanking, using the body of a girl instead of the hand..." Giulio said, then added, "These are things that should be explained in a sexual education course at school. Not so much where the ovaries are or how the corpus cavernosum is made... that is, possibly that also, but if they limit to explain just that, it's genital instruction not sexual education. And then, above all, it should be education to love. One can learn to love... Loving, of course, but also talking about it."


"Tomorrow morning, anyway, we'll call them..." Osvaldo said making himself more comfortable under the sheets.


"Yes. I switch off? It would be better if we sleep now."


"Alright. Goodnight Giulio."


The following morning at seven Osvaldo was already awake. He looked at Giulio, still asleep. He asked himself if he should wake him up or let him sleep some more. Then he thought he would have liked waking him up covering him with kisses... and got an erection. So he climbed off the bed, went to shave and wash, and put on his clothes. He then woke his friend, gently shaking and calling him.


Giulio opened his eyes and smiled. "Are you already dressed? What time is it?"


"Seven thirty."


"It's long you have been up?"


"Just half an hour."


"I'll get up..." Giulio said and got off the bed.


Osvaldo noticed with a sense of pleasure that his friend's member was erect. Giulio noticed Osvaldo's glance and, hinting a smile, said, "This morning he woke up too..." and went quietly to the bathroom.


'If he just guessed the effect he has on me, he would be less self-confident' Osvaldo thought. But he was glad he had seen him in that state. When Giulio went back to the room, Osvaldo was looking out of the window.


"He went down..." Giulio announced.


Osvaldo turned and looked at him. "Did you wank?" he asked, hoping not to betray his emotion.


"No, I didn't need to, he went down by himself." Giulio answered simply and started to dress.


'Anyway, it's good being able to talk about it' Osvaldo thought, feeling a pleasant warmth. 'It would be even better if I could caress him, kiss him...' he thought just after. 'Does forbidden fruit become even more desirable?' he asked himself. 'No... he cannot be more desirable than he is already...' he answered himself.


"What are you thinking?" Giulio asked, buckling his belt.


"That you are really well built." Osvaldo answred.


"Let's hope that they will think so too." Giulio commented with a smile, "But now let's go and have breakfast. In an hour we have to call them."


They went downstairs and ate, often checking their watches. Both had a pounding heart and every now and then they looked at each other, smiling, possibly more to be reassured than to reassure the other. 


Finally it was nine o'clock. They asked the receptionist for an external line and entered in the telephone box together.


"You'll talk with them, won't you?" Giulio asked.


"Yes, okay..."


Osvaldo dialled the number, "Free tone... Yes, hallo? I'm Leopoldo Morassi and you left a message at our hotel a... yes, it's me... he is here too, yes... yes, of course we know it and we are interested in... no, never, only so, amongst friends, homemade videos... of course... we are free, yes... no, he is on holiday and I came with him... no, single both of us... sure... sure... I understand... yes, it's alright... Wait a moment, I'll write it down... tell me... yes, I've understood... sure... See you and thank you. Yes, see you." And he hung up. He showed the note to Giulio, "They are waiting at this address this afternoon at 4, both of us."


"All went smoothly, didn't it?"


"Yes. She wanted to know if we were ready to do sex scenes for a movie and if we already had some experience. I invented that thing of the homemade videos with our friends so as not to seem too inexperienced... She said we will first have an interview, then a screen test, and eventually we will also talk about money. So... in seven hours, Giulio..."


"You are nervous, aren't you?"


"Yes, quite."


"I am too. But on the telephone you didn't seem nervous at all, you seemed so self-confident..."


"Possibly there too we will be able to hide our nervousness... who knows. Do you know where this address is, Giulio?"


"No, I've no idea. Didn't they explain you hot to get there?"


"No, and I didn't think to ask. But we can ask at reception."


The receptionist showed them on a map where the place was. They decided they would go by taxi.


"What can we do, all this time, Leo?" Giulio asked.


"Bah... can we go on playing tourists?"


"Yes. As the weather is fine, we can go to do a visit the Imperial Forums, that we have just seen in passing. Do you feel like having a good walk?"


"Sure."


"If they hire us, will they make us start at once?"


"I've no idea, Leo... I feel still weird calling you Leo, even though it's now a week..."


"Isn't it starting to come out naturally, now?"


"More or less."


"Be careful not to call me Osvaldo."


"I hope I don't. You know, I never fucked in front of other people..."


"Neither have I. It will be a new experience. That is, if we will be able to. And if we will not, they will just fire us... The important thing is we have the time to see if Letizia is there or not. I wonder how many actors and actresses they have? Not so many, I think."


"You already saw a couple of those movies, didn't you?"


"Yes, and there could be about eight people in each... no more, I think. Therefore, if they hire us, there can be two more men and four women... or less... or more... Anyway, if Letizia is there, we should be able to see her. Unless she performs in another movie... Well, I've really no idea."


"What do you hope, finding her there or not?"


"More or less like you, Giulio. I hope to find her, so we don't have to start our quest again. I hope not to find her, because I would regret that she made such a choice. The more I think of it, the less I can understand why Letizia would have done it... But after all, we know so little even about ourselves, that it would be absurd to expect to fully understand any others."


"And yet, we have to try to understand, both ourselves and each other. And to be able to understand, we have to be able to listen."


"Yes, admitted that the other wants, or is able, or finds the courage to talk..." Osvaldo answered, thinking of his inability to tell him about his homosexuality. 


He recalled the morning, when he had seen Giulio with his beautiful erection, and the simplicity with which Giulio let himself be seen... and dreamed that that erection was for him, was waiting for him... He would have liked being allowed to take care of it... he being Giulio's lover in place of his sister... Fantasies, unhappily, only fantasies. Instead he should have cultivated his friendship with Leo, who had showed himself to be a remarkable boy, both as a friend and as a lover. But for Leo he was feeling just a strong affection, he was not in love with him as he was with Giulio.


He was now looking at him, and saw he was immersed in heaven knows what thoughts. So this time it was he to ask, "What are you thinking about, Giulio?"


"What? Ah, I was thinking of Letizia and me. Of the good months we spent together. They weren't perfect, of course... at times we had had also some light tensions... we had to make some needed adjustments. Surely, if Letizia agreed to live together, it could have all been easier. Just living together, a couple is forced to face the mutual problems of adapting. You know... the little daily problems like the laundry to do, the things to buy or not to have, and our different habits, our little personal passions... as well as the basic problems, like the relations with friends or with the respective families, with work. As long as two live apart, even if they meet often, they are not really a couple, and all these problems remain unsolved. So... between Letizia and me there were all these unsolved problems."


"I agree, also in my opinion two who are in love should do all they can to live together as soon as they can. I think I could not resist a long time living apart from the person I'm in love with. I admire you for having held out for a year."


"When one loves, he's also ready to make sacrifices."


"You would have married her, you said?"


"Of course. Because I feel sure about myself, about my sentiments towards her. You see, it is not marriage in itself that interests me, but the fact that by marrying you compromise yourself, you state publicly - I want to live with her. It is totally irrelevant whether it is a religious or civil marriage, or just a private ceremony you carry out in front of all your friends and families, to make such a statement. One rite is worth any other. But it's different just living together and publicly affirming the will to live together. But anyway she didn't want even just to live together."


"At times two people can live together but cannot declare it, make it a public choice... for the most varied reasons..."


"Yes... I understand that. Possibly one of them is already married and cannot yet get a divorce. But also the actual cohabitation is, in a way, almost making public a choice two people made. Moreover, you see, when two live together, also the way they make love will change, in my opinion. You can do it more freely and not at... with a... schedule, do you see? When we have little time to stay together, let's go into the bedroom and make love... It's alright, but it is a kind of... makeshift solution. When you live together, what can I say, you can for instance take a bath together, go around half naked... and so there is a deeper intimacy, you become less and less alien."


"That's true. But did you tell all these things to Letizia?"


"Of course I did."


"And she?"


"She just smiled and told me not to be in a hurry, and that anyway living together is not just roses and flowers, but also routine and weariness."


"It could be so. But if routine means just assurance, it's welcome. And anyway life can become routine and weariness also in a relationship where each one lives apart, at his own place. And in fact, it risks becoming so even faster, in my opinion. My sister has a queer vision of the relationship of a couple... a really weird one."




CHAPTER 8






The taxi left them in front of an eight-storey redbrick building. To one side of the entrance there were some brass plates. One of them read "Aphrodite Films - III floor - staircase B".

"Are you ready?" Giulio asked.


"Yes, ready." Osvaldo answered.


They went into the hall. The stairway B was on the right. They went upstairs to discover a closed door with the same plate. They rang the bell. A woman of about thirty-five came to open the door. She wore sober make-up, an elegant and not showy dress and round and big glasses. Her blond hair, almost certainly peroxided, was in a page boy cut. Peering though her glasses, she looked at them with a serious expression.


"Yes?"


"I'm Leo Morassi and he is my cousin. We have an interview."


"Oh, yes, we are waiting for you. Come in. If you can wait just for a few minutes, the doctor will receive you soon."


She made them sit on a wooden chest carved in gothic style, rather incongruous in that almost bare room. The woman sat at a grey metal desk and started to put in order some papers she was taking from a tray to sort into some orange Perspex files. The room had three doors - one to the exterior from where they had entered, and two more on the wall opposite. Behind the woman, hanging on the wall, there was a large frame with a silk print representing a Venus, plainly inspired by the Botticelli one, but standing on a bed instead of on a shell. On a low table near the chest, was a big chromium-plated ashtray and some magazines - Oggi, Panorama, Epoca, Novella 2000.


The woman ignored them, she seemed engrossed in her job until a buzzer sounded on her table. The woman took the receiver off one of the three telephones and answered.


"Yes, doctor... Yes, they came, they're here now. Of course. I think so... Alright." She put the receiver down and stood up looking at them, "Follow me, please..."


She opened one of the two doors. They entered a room with a big table and a dozen chairs all around, some metal cabinets along the walls, and then knocked at another door. She opened it and gestured to the two friends to enter.


It was an office with some pretence to elegance. Behind a wide polished wooden desk was sitting a man about forty-five years old, tall, lean, wearing informal but elegant clothes, an agreeable face adorned by a pair of well trimmed moustaches. The man stood up and went to meet them, studying them.


"Welcome. You are Leo, I presume," he said giving his hand to Osvaldo, "as you are the younger. And your cousin, what's your name?"


"Giulio." Osvaldo said.


The man shook hands with Giulio. "Good. I'm Rolando. Do have a seat, please. So, then, you would like to be actors for us." 


"Yes, doctor. It's something of an old dream of ours, since we were adolescents. We often talked about it, my cousin and I." Giulio said confidently.


"But you never acted before, is it correct?"


"No, but just to... to amuse ourselves, at our friends' home, with our girls, some short films with a video camera." Osvaldo said.


"Family movies... for a souvenir..." the doctor said.


"Not really. Our families... it would be better if they never see them." Osvaldo giggled.


The doctor smiled and said, "I see. Scenes somewhat... audacious."


"Yes, clearly, rather explicit." Giulio said with a conspiratorial smile.


"Therefore you should have no problem performing in erotic scenes."


"While we fuck? We don't think we would, even though there we were all friends, while here... possibly at first..." Osvaldo said.


"You have not to worry about that. Many actors at first have some erection problems. But here we are all friends. I presume you will soon be at your ease, if you come to work for us. But I have first to check two or three things. First of all, even though my first impression is good, I need to see you naked. Would you have a problem to undress now?"


"Not at all." Giulio said and, standing up, started to undress.


Osvaldo at once followed suit. In a short while they were both totally naked. Meanwhile the man had moved around the desk and drew near the two boys. He looked at them from head to toe.


"Yes, two good bodies... especially yours Giulio... and with an average endowment..." he said. He stretched out a hand and tested their arm muscles, then fingered the two youths' genitals, but without persisting too much.


"If you will perform well, you can be good. Are you ready only for straight performances, or also bisex?" he asked.


"Straight..." Osvaldo answered and Giulio confirmed.


"Alright. Thank you, you can dress again now." the doctor said going to sit behind his desk again. Then he stated, "In our movies we cannot use condoms, our customers don't like seeing them. Therefore you need first of all to undergo an HIV test and for other STDs, which you will have to repeat every three months. We want to protect our actors, you understand..."


"Yes, of course, no problem."


"I'll give you the address of a laboratory that has an arrangement with us, that will give you the results within the day. You will pay for the tests, but give us the receipt and if you work for us, you will receive the money back with your first pay. Otherwise the expenses will remain at your charge. Is that alright?"


"Yes, of course." Giulio answered.


"About your pay, we will give you 100.000 for each take, which will last about three hours. But the money will be paid to you only at the end of all the takes. This would be your starting wage. Later, if you are good, it can increase and by a great deal too."


"How many takes are needed to make a movie?"


"That depends. From a dozen, to double or three times that."


"And how much time does it take to make a movie?"


"Two or three weeks. But for you it depends on the number of scenes you have to perform in."


"And... at least at the beginning, he would have to carry on his present job, and I have to pass the exams at the university... Do you think they could be compatible, the two activities?"


"Yes, Leo. At the beginning you would just have secondary parts, therefore just few takes. And we never produce more than one movie a month."


"Do you use the same actors, in all your movies?"


"No, just some of them. The best ones, the most popular remain, it's obvious."


"How many will we be with?"


"At the moment, the movie we are shooting, we have seven in all, five men and two women. If you work with us, we will see. We have already planned three or four new stories... But we will talk about that after you sign the contract. I will show you where we shoot the movies, I will introduce you to the actors so that you can start to familiarize."


"Before we start... can we watch some takes, just to see how it all works?"


"Of course, we always do that. Well, then, I will give you the address of the laboratory. Go there at once, then come back here. The receptionist will give you the office times. Ah, and leave all your data with her before you go. I hope to see you again soon."


"Thank you, doctor. We are eager to start."


"Yes, sure." the man answered and pressed the buzzer.


Almost immediately the woman opened the door.


"Carla, give these young men the card for the medical laboratory, and write down their data. See you, boys."


Back in the entrance room they showed their ID papers to the secretary who transcribed their data onto two files then gave them back. Osvaldo was tense, and relaxed only when he put his forged ID paper back in his pocket.


"If you go immediately, you can possibly be back with the results before closing time. We have working hours with a break, from 9 am to 1 pm, and from 4 pm to 7. If you can't manage to be back in time, you can come tomorrow morning anyway. Doctor Papa will meet you again for the last details."


"Thank you, see you." Giulio said.


The woman saw them to the door and they went out. As soon as they were back on the street, Osvaldo said excitedly, "Letizia is here!


"Here? How on earth do you know?"


"Marina, the nurse, told me that on April the first Letizia came to Rome to meet the pope. It was not the pope, but doctor Papa, it's quite clear."


"You're right, hell! If he hired her, she really is here. She can possibly be performing already..." Giulio said, now he too excited.


"Let's hurry up and get these tests done." Osvaldo said.


They took a taxi and went to the laboratory where they presented the cards, filled up a form, and samples of their blood were taken.


"Can we wait here for the results of our tests?"


"They will be ready in one hour and half to two hours. If you want to go for a walk..." the nurse answered.


They went out to search for a bar.


"We are near getting a result, at this point. When we go back with the test results, I think he will made us sign a contract. I wonder if they will want us to undergo a fuck test?" Giulio asked, laughing with some tension.


"What effect did it have on you when he fingered your dick?"


"I thought he was also going to check my teeth as they do with horses. No effect, anyway. After all I think that the real stars will be our dicks. I think that the cameras will frame our cocks more often than our faces."


"Well, I think we will also have to show we are enjoying it... so we will have to make a face overcome with pleasure... or with lust... Well, we shall see."


"What possibly flunks us, you and I, is the fact we have always considered sex to be a way of behaving and not just as a purely animal instinct... Don't you think so?"


"It's possible. Moreover it is probably easier for a woman to fake pleasure, or an orgasm. At least women don't have problems of a hard-on and cum."


"I wonder how many guys in our situation would be excited just by the thought of doing it before a camera or in front of other people?"


"It's possible. But I also wonder that when we two have to do it we will discover that we are less inhibited than we thought." Osvaldo said pensively. 


"It could be. I, for instance... I thought I would have felt ashamed letting a friend see me completely naked and with a hard-on... but on the contrary, with you, it happened almost naturally, without exhibitionism and without shame. But perhaps that was only because it was you. I mean, after all, one usually has more reticence baring one's soul than one's body. And with you I'm baring my soul... therefore I didn't have a problem when you saw my naked body. With a stranger... I don't know. But we'll soon discover that, I think."


They went back to fetch the results of their tests. They were not yet ready, so they had to wait some forty-five minutes more and they were both negative. They went by taxi again to the Aphrodite Film office, but when they got there it already was ten past seven and nobody answered. So they went to have supper in a restaurant and later back to their hotel.


"It's early to go to bed. Perhaps I can do some drawings..." Osvaldo said taking his album and opening it at a new page. He sat at the table. Giulio went near him, standing.


"Will you draw me?"


"Do you want me to? I can try. Possibly not really you, but a character inspired by you."


"I have to assume a special pose?"


"I never drew portraits, but if you want I can try."


"Do I have to undress?"


"Why not." Osvaldo answered, anticipating the vision, then said, "Take a pose as if you were having a shower..."


Giulio, naked, went in front of the window curtain, and posed as if he was washing himself. Osvaldo was aroused, but as he had his clothes on, he didn't worry. He started to draw.


"This is the first time I've ever had a model sitting for me." Osvaldo said, looking a times at Giulio and at times at the drawing he was tracing on the sheet. "I'm not a portraitist or a painter. I'm just a comic strip designer so don't expect a wonderful result." Then added, "Make a merry face for me, as if you're singing under the shower. Yes, I think you will really become one of the characters of my stories..."


Giulio giggled, "I'm already following my own career, a porno actor and a comic strip model! You see, when one has hidden talents..."


"At this point your talents are hidden no more; you totally unveiled them for me. That forelock gives you the appearance of an urchin... Here you are! Come and see."


Giulio drew near him. "Wow, beautiful! Yes, even though stylised, he's really me, that boy. Will you give me this drawing?"


"Yes, of course. But now I would like to do another drawing. You're entering in a room where she is waiting for you, quite naked, on the bed... Put on a lecherous expression for me..."


"But I should have a hard-on..." Giulio said, laughing.


"Don't worry, I can draw that without problems... No, turn just a little, three-quarters. You are showing yourself to her, and she sees you naked for the first time and she has open wide eyes because she thinks you are wonderful..." Osvaldo suggested and started to draw again. "What effect does it have on you, Giulio, sitting naked for me?"


"None. Really no effect. As a character, how do you imagine me? What will I do in my life?"


"The private detective. One of those who before they are able to solve a case, have three or four adventures... A man of action, but refined, cultivated, a sportsman, elegant... Black hair and eyes of a deep blue, piercing. One that women cannot resist and that men envy. Clever, incorruptible..."


"Yes, I like him. And what would you call him?"


"What name would you like?"


"I don't know... Joey... Joey Donovan..."


"Very good. I really think I will submit him to our text author. He can became a successful comic strip, such a hero."


Giulio laughed, "But then you have to pay me some royalties!"


"Of course. Here, I'm almost done... Joey Donovan is going into the room of the very rich client for a very private encounter..."


"Let me see... Yes, amusing. So it risks being a porno comic."


"No, I wouldn't do such a drawing. In this scene you would still have your jeans on, possibly with just the top button undone... otherwise my publisher wouldn't accept it." Osvaldo said, winking.


"Well, It's now time to sleep. As I'm already naked, I'll go and wash before you." Giulio said and went to the bathroom. 


Osvaldo put away his album and started to undress. When they were in bed, they chatted some more.


At a certain point Giulio said, "It's best sleeping in the nude. But I have always slept with my briefs on. How about you?"


"Always totally naked at my apartment. But at my parents or friends' home, I usually wear briefs or pyjamas too. But I agree that naked one feels better. After all we should put on clothes only to defend our body from the cold, in my opinion. I fully understand the nudists."


"I'm starting to understand them, now. It gives an incredible feeling of freedom. And not only physically, but above all psychologically."


"Tomorrow morning at nine we will meet doctor Papa again... and I think he will have us sign the contracts. You more than I have to be very careful about what kind of contract you sign."


"Why I more than you?" Giulio asked.


"Because I had anyway given false personal particulars, therefore if I break their contract, they cannot do me any harm."


"I see. But anyway I don't know how can they do anything legal against us. I think that to shoot this kind of movie here in Italy is illegal or at least bordering illegality. If not because of other things, because I doubt if they pay taxes on their revenues..."


"Well, so our eventual revenues would also be tax free..." Osvaldo answered with a smile.


"When Letizia was saying to her colleague that a woman can earn a lot more amusing herself... she was talking about this job, don't you think?"


"I really think so, Giulio. I think that she can earn at least three million a month or more, if I've done my calculations correctly. That's double what she earned as a nurse."


"Do you think that is this what attracted her?"


"Possibly... But perhaps not just this. Possibly also the idea of doing it in a... fantasy situation."


"Bah! And yet I wouldn't have said that Letizia is an exhibitionist."


"Neither would I, Giulio, but... who knows? We will see anyway. Let's just hope we can meet her soon."


"Assuming that she really does work at Aphrodite, and that she still works there... and also that she is there these days."


"What would you feel, Giulio, seeing her between the legs of another man?"


"Rather bad, I think. I have probably idealized her too much."


"I don't think it's your fault."


"Not my fault, but possibly I unwittingly caused it."


"How come? In what sense you could have been the unwitting cause of her... of her choice?"


"Perhaps I didn't give her what she needed."


"But you couldn't get some men for her with whom she could fuck, could you?" Osvaldo said, knitting his eyebrows and shaking his head.


"No, not that, no. But I don't know, I confess to you that I'm feeling rather confused. I really don't know what to think. If I made some mistakes with her... I'm asking myself where I could have been wrong."


"Who said you did something wrong. As you described your relationship to me, I believe you have been... perfect."


"Nobody is ever perfect."


"Anyway, I would have behaved exactly as you have done."


"Yes, I know. We two are really similar about how we see things, how we think."


Racing through Osvaldo's mind was the thought, 'If only you were gay too, we would be a perfect couple. Heaven knows why the first time I find my ideal partner he has to be a straight boy? You're even better than my Marco...'


Giulio asked, "What are you thinking about?"


Osvaldo thought that it was the classical question between two lovers when they are living their first days of love. Each of them wants to know everything about the other, and especially his thoughts...


But he answered, "Of my friend Marco."


"You are very close to him. You often mention him."


"Yes, sure."


"I would like to meet him."


"Yes, perhaps one day..."


"If you like him, he has to be a special boy."


"Yes, he is special. And Marco's wife is special too."


"Good for him."


"Yes."


"It's a pity you live in Milan and I in Florence."


"I agree."


"But we will stay in touch, won't we?"


"Of course. These days together are tying us very strongly."


Yes. This common search... our sharing fears and hopes... Osvaldo, the more I get to know you, the more I feel as if I've known you forever."


"It's the same for me, Giulio."


"In a way you are the brother I never had."


"And you too..."


"You are just two years younger than me, and yet I feel you're like an older brother." Giulio said.


"According to my fake ID card I'm five years younger than you, remember?" Osvaldo said with a smile.


"Very well built, to be twenty-two, Leo!" Giulio said; he was smiling too.


"I'm a precocious boy!" he answered back with a laugh.


They fell asleep.


In the dead of the night Osvaldo woke up. He had an erection. He looked towards Giulio. He could barely see his shape. He felt tempted to switch on the light, to pull out the sheet from his body to admire him, but he didn't, afraid he would wake him up. He also desired to touch him... it was a torment feeling such a strong desire, loving him more and more, and having not to show it. A sweet torment having him so close by and yet so unattainable.


And Giulio was peacefully sleeping, totally unaware of the tempest that was stirring up beside him. Loving without being loved back... Being considered a brother was good, of course, but it was other that he wanted, that he desired... and he knew he could not even hope. He very cautiously got off the bed and went to the bathroom. For the first time he masturbated, fantasizing about Giulio... He went back to the bed and slipped under the sheet.


"Can't you manage to sleep?" Giulio asked him, his voice blurred with sleep.


"I'm sorry I woke you. I needed to go to the toilet and tried not to disturb you..." Osvaldo apologised.


"No, it doesn't matter. I too am having a bad sleep. I had weird dreams..."


"What kind?"


"I was tied and Letizia was on a bed and a queue of naked men wanted to screw her and I could not stop them... She was not tied, and was there, her legs spread, waiting for them... Se didn't seem happy but not vexed either. She seemed just indifferent..."


"It was just a dream, Giulio..."


"Yes... but it hurt me. I was feeling powerless. I was not even able to talk. I wanted to shout NO! but my voice didn't come out..."


"Then I happily woke you."


"Yes. Do you believe in dreams?"


"No, not at all. It's just our psyches unloading. I don't think they have any meaning... Let's try to sleep, now."


"Yes, it will be better. Do you know the time?"


"It's... three thirty."


"Good night, my friend."


"...'Night, Giulio. And try to have nicer dreams."


"I hope so. Till tomorrow..."


Osvaldo slowly slipped again into sleep and was barely aware of his friend's tossing and turning, restless, on the bed.




CHAPTER 9






The following morning at 9 o'clock sharp they arrived at Aphrodite Films. Carla introduced them at once to doctor Papa, in his office. He checked their medical tests, then handed them the copies of the contracts they had to sign, explaining them point by point and answering their questions. After they finished checking the contracts, they signed them. Osvaldo very nearly signed with his real name, and smiled to himself.

"Good," Rolando Papa said, "so you are officially on board. This afternoon I'll introduce you to the other actors. We will look at a script together and I'll assign your roles to you, and tomorrow I'll show you where we will film the movie. First of all we will you do a screen test, then we will plan the schedule for the takes for each of you. I imagine you will not use your real names, therefore I've already thought about your pseudonyms. You, Giulio, will be Michele de Regis, and you, Leo, will be Dino Stefani. Are they alright?" 


"Yes, sure." Giulio said and Osvaldo nodded.


"Now, if you like and if you've some free time, I'll take you to the video room, where you can look at some of the videos we've produced, to start getting an idea about your job."


"Yes, thank you." Osvaldo said.


The man took them to a small room. There were two rows of chairs and a wide screen TV. Rolando switched it on, then put some videos on a chair. 


"Here are some of our movies. You can put them on yourselves; you have just to slip one in that slot and it will start automatically. These are the rewinding button, the fast forward, the stop and the eject buttons... Have a good time, boys. When you want to stop, just switch it all off and tell Carla. See you this afternoon at four, alright?"


"Yes, sure."


After the man went out, they looked at the tape boxes and at the pictures on the front and on the back of them. Both were looking for Letizia's photograph, but she wasn't on any of them.


"Which one shall we see first? There is 'Housewives in rut', 'The Health Service Doctor', 'Home Delivery', 'Women in Careers', and 'Monica's Hitchhikes'." Giulio read.


"Bah, any of them..."


"Let's try 'Women in Careers'..." Giulio said and pushed the tape into the video player.


Images started to flow on the screen. There was a woman in an office, a manager, giving a buzz to her secretary, warning her that that day some men would turn up for an interview to be hired by their publishing house. The first of the applicants came, a young man of twenty-five, with a leather jacket, who while he was dictating his data to the secretary was caressing his basket; the secretary asked him if he had a letter of introduction, 'Yes!' he said and pulled out his tool and fucked her on her desk.


He then entered the manager's office and after an operetta style conversation, she said he had to undergo an aptitude test... that is they started to fuck, performing various acrobatics on the little sofa. Meanwhile the secretary received another young man, the 'shy student' kind, who oddly, didn't fuck with her. As the first applicant was leaving, the student entered the manager's office and she just said to him that, if he wanted to get a job, he had to make her happy. The boy played the shy little virgin and she seduced him. In a moment the boy was stark naked and she was keeping him happy in all possible ways. And so on...


Osvaldo was looking mainly at the men. Some were decidedly handsome, but others, at least according to Osvaldo's tastes, were nasty and vulgar. The fucks, after a while, were more or less all the same...


They had seen half of the movie when Giulio asked, "Do you want to watch it all or can we stop and try another one?"


"As you like..."


"Let's try 'Home Delivery'." Giulio said and, after he rewound the first movie, put on the second one.


"Do you find them arousing?" Osvaldo asked, curiously.


"Really very little. They are crude, boring and vulgar... Making love is... quite different."


"Well, this is just fucking, not making love."


"Yes, but it seems like an assembly line... zum-zum-zum, next one, please!"


Osvaldo giggled. On the screen the supermarket errand boy was fucking a housewife on her kitchen table, then the baker's errand boy also arrived, who at once joined them and fucked the woman at the other end...


"Try pushing the fast forward button, so we can see it in a shorter time." Osvaldo proposed.


"Alright... here it is... Now at least it seems like the old comic silent movies." Giulio said, smiling for the first time.


"Yes, porno comics! It could be an idea." Osvaldo commented.


Meanwhile, on the screen, there were two sisters in an apartment when the postman arrived and all three ended on the living room carpet and fucked.


"Wow, this one is super-endowed!" Osvaldo observed.


"Yes, and the girls are broken up!" Giulio said, somewhat tense.


They then looked at a bit of 'Monica hitchhikes'. Fucks in a car, in a motel, behind a bush, then with a couple, husband and wife, with a lesbian performance... and so on all through Monica's journey.


They checked all the movies at fast forward speed, just to see if by chance Letizia was on one of them, but she didn't appear in any. Finally they switched off the equipment and left the room. They told Carla they had seen enough, said goodbye and went out.


"Carla possibly hoped we knocked her over her desk and fucked her, both of us!" Giulio sneered when they were on the street.


"Or possibly she is totally asexual..." Osvaldo came back with a giggle.


"Anyway... In the afternoon we will see what they will propose for us." Giulio said sinking the hands in his trouser pockets and kicking a disposable paper cup from the pavement.


"Are you worried, Giulio?"


"I don't know. All this is so dreary... If there was at least a story, some flirting on those movies... How can somebody like such movies? It seems to me almost impossible that somebody can get aroused looking at them..."


"And yet, the quantity sold, as well as plenty of porno magazines and porno shops... Just think how much making one of those movies has to cost... I think they have to sell not less than a thousand of each just to pay the expenses, if not even more."


"Yes, yes, I believe you. And yet I still can't understand it. Or possibly it just isn't my kind of thing. Possibly it's me who is different, who isn't... normal. Or possibly I'm far too romantic, who knows. Or I'm not modern enough. It doesn't scandalize me, or disgust... it just simply bores me. But above all, it doesn't arouse me, or just very little."


"I can understand you, yes. The movies I saw at one of my friend's home also all bored me... in fact I never bought one of them."


"Yes, really. Spending money on them, it's..." Giulio commented, without needing to say any more.


They went to have lunch and talked about other matters. Then they went for a walk, waiting until it was 4 pm, to go back to the Aphrodite Films.


"Let's hope that all this will be useful to find Letizia, at least." Giulio said at one point.


"Yes... But I'm worried about her reaction when she sees us." Osvaldo commented.


"Why are you worried? Do you think she will not understand that our is a... something dictated by love?"


"That's so, but I'm afraid she might not understand it. She can just think we are nosing in matters that aren't our business."


"How could her life, her choice, not be our business? You are her brother, I'm her boyfriend. We have the duty and the right to care and to worry about her, and for her. And mainly because she disappeared in that way, without a single word. And then... if we didn't look for her, what sense would loving her have?"


"I totally agree with you, but... will Letizia also agree?"


"After listening to us, and after we have listened to her, she can decide to confirm her choice, of course. And I will respect her decision. But she can't simply ignore us, can she? She can't be angry with us because we came to look for her."


"I hope not."


"You don't seem really convinced."


"No, Giulio. I'm possibly saying that just to ward off bad luck."


"Do you want to give up? There's still time..."


"No, Giulio, no, on the contrary. I want to get to the end of it."


"It's possibly because I'm so in love, but I feel that everything will go well, that this will be a happy-ending story."


"I too really hope so."


At four o'clock they went back to the Aphrodite Films. When Carla went to open the door, she greeted them with a light smile.


"You're the first to come. Perfectly on time, good. Have a seat there, in the meeting room. Soon the others will come too."


"Is doctor Papa in?" Osvaldo asked.


"No, but he will be here in a moment." the woman said, leaving them at the door and going back to her desk.


They closed the door and sat down.


"In a while we will meet our partners... do you think she will also come?" Osvaldo asked, feeling his heart beat strongly in his chest.


"We'll see." Giulio answered tensely.


Quite soon the door bell rang. They heard some voices then two women and a man entered the room.


"Hi! Are you two the new actors?" one of the two women asked.


"Rolando said us we would have two new recruits. They're handsome, aren't they, Olga?"


"Yes, fairly good-looking. What's your name?"


"How do you do. I'm Giulio."


"And I'm Leo."


"How kind are they, Marzia, really polite! She's Marzia, I'm Olga and he's Stefano. We are just waiting for Cesare, Vito, Renza and Rolando, then we can start. Is it true you're cousins?"


"Yes."


"I'm happy I can work with you, Giulio." Olga said.


"She means the thought of fucking with you suits her. I'll willingly do it with our Leo instead..." Marzia said.


Stefano laughed, "You'll have it off with them both, don't worry, whores!"


"Listen who's speaking, the pimp." Olga retorted and went to sit near Giulio.


They heard the door bell again and soon two more men entered.


"Oh, here's the iron couple! They are Vito and Cesare, Cesare is the blond one. And these are the two newcomers, he's Leo and this hunk is Giulio." Olga said, taking Giulio arm in arm.


"How do you do, Giulio." Cesare said offering him his hand.


"Careful, darling, Cesare is bisex and from his lusty little eye he evidently wants to screw you." Olga said.


"You're really handsome, Giulio." Cesare said, not at all upset, keeping his hand in his own.


Giulio gently moved away his hand from the man's hold and answered, "Thank you, but I don't think that..."


"Never say never!" Marzia said with a giggle.


Finally Rolando arrived with a woman called Renza. Rolando, after they all took place around the table, passed around some photocopies.


"Well, we all are here. This time the story will be titled 'Perverse Couples'. The plot is this - there is a woman, let's call her Angela for the moment, who is in bed with her husband Berto, who goes off to go to work, but first he fucks his wife. As soon as Berto goes out, in comes Carlo, Angela's lover, and they have a good screw. Meanwhile Angela gets a call from Dina, her sister, who is fucking with her lover Enzo, and the two women exchange their erotic confidences. Break. In a villa there is Floriana taking a shower. A thief enters the villa, Gino, he sees Floriana naked and first enters the shower and fucks her, then they go on her bed for an encore.


"The door bell rings and Floriana makes Gino hide, then goes to open the door. It's her friend Dina, The two women end up on the bed and have a good lesbian fuck. Then Gino emerges and fucks both of them. Henry, Floriana' husband, suspects she has a lover, so secretly he goes back home. He sees Floriana on the bed with Dina and Gino, becomes mad and decides to punish them. He undresses, takes his pistol, enters the bedroom and first forces Gino to take it in his ass, then fucks Dina, then they end all four in a group sex scene.


"Dina goes to see her sister Angela and tells her the adventure she just had. Berto, Angela's husband, comes back home and goes to the living room to read his newspaper. Then his sister-in-law Dina reaches him in the living room, makes him get a hard-on and keeps him busy, so that Angela can let her lover Carlo enter her bedroom and they fuck. Henry divorces from Floriana to stay with Gino, so Floriana calls Dina telling her she want to stay with her. But Dina is in bed with Enzo ad doesn't intend to go. End of the movie. It's all there on your photocopies. Do you have questions?"


"But in this movie there is not even a scene of a woman with three men!" Renza protested, deceived.


Everybody laughed and Rodolfo said her, "You already had three men in your last movie, Renza. Be satisfied with two males and a female, this time. More questions? No? Well, let's now decide the roles."


"The thief has to be Cesare, as he's bisex, and Vito will be Fiorenza's husband, as he likes fucking Cesare's ass so much. I bet you thought of them, when you created these two characters!" Stefano said, laughing.


Vito protested, "Why Stefano, wouldn't you too be game, fucking Cesare's ass?"


"If it was required by the script, I would let Cesare or another man give me a blow job..." Stefano answered, sniggering.


So they decided that Renza would play the part of Vito's wife. Stefano and Marzia the other husband and wife. Olga would play the part of Marzia's sister, Giulio Olga's lover and Leo Marzia's lover.


After having settled that, each of them underlined his parts on their copy. They discussed some changes in the sentences they had to speak, and some scene details and they wrote down the changes on their copy. Anyway, the "plot" remained almost unchanged.


"Where will it be shot, in Tivoli's villa or in the one in Prima Porta?" Stefano asked.


"At Prima Porta they are just finishing a shoot. We will use both of them, I think, but we will start at Tivoli with the scenes involving Renza, Vito, Cesare and Olga. So that will give time for Giulio and Leo to familiarize themselves with the set and the takes." Rolando answered.


The meeting came to an end. Rolando Papa signalled Giulio and Leo to stay longer.


"So, then, you were both silent. Is everything alright?"


"Yes, sure." Giulio answered.


"If I can give you a piece of advice... go and fuck with your partners in this movie, before the takes, at their homes. They will be game for sure, and you can get to know them before doing it on the set... Then, when we shoot, it will be more natural for you, you understand? I don't think that this advice... well, does it annoy you."


"Of course it doesn't." Osvaldo answered, possibly even too hurriedly.


Giulio asked, "When will we have to start the takes?"


"The day after tomorrow. Study the script and call Olga and Marzia, so you can rehearse the scenes with them..."


"Can you take us to Prima Porta to see the takes and the set today?"


"Yes, of course, it was planned. Just be here this afternoon, in front of the street gate around 4:30. I'll have somebody take you there, possibly Stefano. More questions?"


"How will we have to dress, for the takes?"


"Bring some casual clothes you have with you, it will work. One can be what you are wearing now. Ah, but above all, nice, new underwear, don't forget that. Sexy items, of course."


"Of course."


"So, then, we will meet here the day after tomorrow at 10:30 a.m sharp. Alright boys?"


"Yes sure, alright." Giulio said.


The two friends went out carrying the folder with the script with them.


"What do you think, should we really call Olga and Marzia for... rehearsing?" Osvaldo asked.


"Let's start by seeing this afternoon if by chance we meet Letizia on the set of the movie they are shooting. If she isn't there, then we will call them and go to their places... and then we can ask them if there are other actresses, what their names are, and so on." Giulio answered.


"It's good that we two don't have to participate in an orgy, for the moment." Osvaldo abserved.


"Yes, sure. Possibly because we are greenhorns... they gave us just a fuck each. Do you like that Marzia?"


"They are all alike, to me. And you? Do you like Olga?"


"Same as you... If I have to fuck with her, I'll do it. The idea doesn't excite me very much, but... never mind."


"She's not bad, that Olga."


"No, you're right. But I'm just not attracted to her, not interested in her."


"But if you weren't in love with Letizia?"


"I don't think I'd try to hook her, if I met her. She's physically pretty, but besides that, I can't find in her anything else that could interest me."


"Physical attraction is important though, isn't it?"


"It can come later. To me, the most important thing is that I feel psychologically attracted by her personality. I care more for the character than for the physical aspect." Giulio answered. "The physical aspect can work quite easily. The body reacts... almost by itself. But if I don't like the personality, if there isn't a psychological attraction, even though my body can react, I'm not really interested. This is the case with Olga. I'll get a hard-on, I presume, and I will fuck with her, if I have to... But I'm really not interested in her."


Osvaldo nodded and asked himself if he could succeed in being aroused touching Marzia and being touched by her. He had never tried it with a woman. He asked himself if he would have liked having Cesare's role best... but Vito didn't attract him at all. If in Vito's place there could be Stefano, possibly... or even better Giulio... then he would really enjoy it.


But certainly not on the set with Giulio. On the set, possibly, with Stefano... but it was better as it was, hoping it would work with Marzia. Possibly the day after would be his first time with a woman... he wondered how it would be?


"Did you notice this script? What a fantasy it is! Do you think it's that Rolando Papa who writes them?" Giulio asked, with sarcasm.


"When you have to write dozens of this kind of script I suppose it must be difficult to think up new and original ideas again and again. And anyway, in these movies, the plot is totally unimportant. It's just the fucks that count."


"Yes, but also in such a case... a beautiful story is anyway a beautiful story. Even if in the movie the main things are the fucks, a minimum of psychological plot wouldn't be bad. A love scene, some romanticism..."


"Evidently people who buy them don't care at all either about psychology or about love, but just sex and fucks."


"People possibly buy just what is put on sale..."


"But for psychological scenes they would need real actors, not only handsome males and pretty women. And I think that a real actor would be a lot more expensive." Osvaldo said.


But he agreed with Giulio. Also in the few gay porno movies he had seen, he had always found the same deficiency, and mainly in the American ones. The plot was almost always the same - two look at each other, understand the other is game, undress, fuck. The courting, the flirting were completely absent, quite unknown.


Then he thought that it was weird that Cesare had been described as bisexual and not Vito who, from what he had understood, was fucking Cesare's ass off the set, in their private life... But evidently Vito was always the top, never the bottom, therefore he was considered... straight, by his colleagues. A funny conception. Vito and Cesare had been called the iron couple... perhaps they lived together.


It was also true that in those days Giulio and he were living together and also sleeping in the same bed, and naked too, and yet (unhappily) there was nothing between them, besides a strong friendship that seemed to strengthen day after day, but without ever passing the limits...


"What are you thinking about?"


"About our friendship, Giulio."


"Yes, ours is really a beautiful friendship. And it seems with every passing day to become more true and sincere."


"Exactly what I was thinking..."


"It happens quite often that you and I are thinking the same thing at the same moment, doesn't it?" Giulio said, pleased.


"Yes, you're right."


"I think that at this point it is not just our love towards Letizia that makes us so close. Without Letizia we would never have met, it's true... but at this point our friendship lives on by itself, don't you agree?"


"I totally agree." Osvaldo admitted.


"If I marry your sister, I would like you to be my best-man. What do you think?" Giulio asked him, with a smile.


Osvaldo loved Giulio's smile. "Sure, it will be a real pleasure." Osvaldo said and thought, with a pang in his heart, that it was sad he had to simulate in that way.


He recalled Marco. The only two men with whom he really fell in love, and both loved a woman. Was this possibly his destiny? Then he remembered Leo. If the boy lived in Milan like him, he could possibly fall in love with him too, and his love would possibly be returned...


"Excuse me, I have to go and telephone a friend..." Osvaldo said.


He stood up and went to the phone-box and called Leo and after a short time got him on line. He told him what had happened during the recent days, after he had left Florence. They chatted for a while. Leo was kind, but after a few minutes he apologized, telling him he had a guest...


"He's a French sailor on leave. Really handsome and sweet. He's waiting, he's here near me. Sorry, Osvaldo, but I have to leave, now. I have been really pleased you called me... call me again, agreed? I really would like..."


He was with another man. Well, it was logical. What could he expect? They weren't a couple... But, honestly, he felt somewhat deceived. He knew that Leo was sincere telling him to call again, and he would.


When he went back to the table, Giulio asked him, "Did something happen?"


"No, why?" Osvaldo answered, brightening up.


"You've a... sad expression."


"No, no... I just interrupted my friend while he was making love..." Osvaldo said with a smile.


Giulio smiled as well, "Well, next time, if he doesn't want to be interrupted while he's with his girlfriend, he will just have to unplug the phone. I always did that, when Letizia stopped at my place."


"Yes, good." Osvaldo said, with a smile.


"May I order two coffees?"


"No, let's go to have them to another place. Did you ask for the bill?"


"No, I'll ask it now. This time it's up to me..." Giulio said, taking out his wallet.


Osvaldo was still thinking of Leo and his French sailor on leave...




CHAPTER 10






The two friends were waiting in front of the Aphrodite Films entrance. Both where rather nervous but tried not to show it.

"Do you think that Letizia is called by her name or has changed it?" Giulio asked at a certain point.


"Not amongst colleagues. On the movies' cover I think she will have, same as for us."


"Yes, but to our colleagues you're Leo..."


"I had a good reason not to use my real name. I don't think she had one."


"Assuming that she's really here."


"Well, there are too many coincidences. I'm afraid we really will find her here... and possibly even in a short while, on the set."


"Right. Give me a cigarette, come on!" Giulio said.


Osvaldo lit two of them together and gave one to his friend.


"It's already 4.35..." Giulio said, puffing out smoke.


"You know how seldom they are on time, here in Rome. Let's wait a bit longer, then we can go upstairs to ask why nobody shows up."


"Yes, let's smoke a cigarette in peace."


A few minutes later a black Fiat Uno stopped in front of them and sounded a couple of short klaxon calls. Stefano was in the driving seat. They got in.


"Hi boys. Papa told me I've to show you what they are shooting."


"Will you stay too?"


"No, no. I'll get bored."


"Then how can we get back?"


"One of them will give you a lift."


"Have you been an actor here at Aphrodite for very long?"


"Three years."


"Do you like it?"


"Sure!"


"What's it like fucking on a set, in front of other people?" Giulio asked.


"A little exciting and a little boring. You have to stop to allow the cameraman to adjust the point of take, then start again, you keep your legs in odd positions so that everything can be visible... But one soon gets used to that. Anyway it's worth doing it, you'll see."


"Are you all steady actors?" Osvaldo asked.


"Well... some last longer, some not... There are people who give up after only one movie, and people who last longer like me and Olga. Olga has been playing in it for four years, she's the veteran."


"Are new actors like us often hired then?"


"Well, the average is a newcomer each month. Many more show up but Papa rejects most of them because they are not suitable. Either they're ugly or too full of complexes... You are handsome, especially you, Giulio. If you stay, you can have great success with your nice clean expression. How many centimetres?"


"What?"


"Yes, your cock."


"Ah, about twenty."


"Not bad. I've got twenty-three. Cesare twenty-six, Vito twenty-one, just to name the ones you already met. Then Antonio with twenty-three like me. Cesare is the record-holder, anyway."


"Who's Antonio?"


"You'll meet him today. He's the porno-star par excellence. He started one year later than me. He has a mister muscles' body and a nice rod. And he does everything without any problem: straight, bisex and homo.... He has great success. He has a part in almost all the movies so he works full time. He had just to stop for a couple of months last year, when he was hospitalised."


"Hospitalised? What for?"


"An intestinal infection. He was in Florence where his sweet grand-mother lives, and they had to hurriedly take him to an hospital..."


Giulio, trying to give a normal tone to his voice, then asked, "Besides us two, is there anybody else from Florence amongst you?"


"Yes, a girl, Antonio's girlfriend. Just think that they met right in that hospital, where she was a nurse. A fine figure of a girl..."


"But... she's Antonio's girlfriend and she plays in porno movies?" Giulio asked with an odd voice.


"Yes, why not? She's wild, on the set. Even more than Marzia. And she's skilled, she's a born actress."


The two friends kept silent for a while.


Then Osvaldo asked, "Will we see her on the set, today?"


"Yes, I think so."


"And you fucked with her too, Stefano?"


"Not on the set, not yet. But once, ten days ago, for my birthday she came to see me at my place and said - my birthday present is me. That afternoon was a whale of a time..."


"Ah, but... what about Antonio?"


"Of course he knew about it. Amongst ourselves we never do it behind our backs. It was a really good birthday present, believe me!" Stefano said, laughing, "She does fantastic blow-jobs!"


"She's more skilled than Cesare?" Osvaldo sharply asked.


"Off the set, Cesare does that only with Vito. Anyway she's more skilled than the others, It's so obvious she adores cocks, in all kind of ways." Stefano answered, laughing again.


"What's the name of this... girl?" Giulio, tense, asked.


"Her name's Lizzy." Stefano answered taking a remote control and using it. He slowed down in front of a gate that was starting to open slowly, then entered the garden of a villa.


"Lizzy? Is it short for Elisabetta?" Osvaldo asked.


"No, for Letizia." Stefano quietly answered stopping in front of the villa entrance. He got out the car, "This is the terminal, boys. Out you get."


The two friends looked at each other eyes, in silence. Stefano entered and they followed him.


"Here, boys. This is Rina. She'll take you where they are playing, right Rina?"


"Are they the new recruits?" the woman called Rina asked.


"Yes, the Adonis is Giulio and the handsome is Leo. Bye-bye boys, amuse yourselves!" Stefano said and went out.


The woman looked them from head to toe, "Welcome on board, boys. They are shooting upstairs, on the first floor. Follow me and don't raise any noise. Sit where I show you and keep still and quiet, don't breath until they stop the take. Is that clear?"


"Is the actress called Lizzy here too?"


"Lizzy? No, not yet, she'll arrive later. Antonio had a breakdown while they were coming here. He called to say they would be a little late. Do you know her?"


"Stefano talked to us about her..." Osvaldo answered quickly.


"Ah. She's great, our Lizzy. The innocent face of a convent girl and the sexuality of a nymphomaniac. The ideal for success... in spite of her having small boobs."


"Is she a nymphomaniac?" Giulio, tense, asked.


"No, I didn't say she is. I just say she is an avid man-eater like a nymphomaniac." Rita clarified, with matter-of-factness, then added, "Here we are. Now keep silent, boys."


She introduced them into a wide hall and pointed them to two chairs near a wall, behind some lit spot-lights. There were two cameramen, one with a camera on rails, and the other with a portable shoulder-camera. There were also two boys in charge of the lights and the director.


The set was in a corner furnished like a writing room, in front of a cold fire-place. A man with a monocle and a silk dressing gown was reading a newspaper, seated on an arm-chair. At his back was standing a young servant in livery with a tray in his hand, on which there were some letters. Behind the arm-chair an elegantly dressed girl was crouching, who had opened the servant's fly and was giving him a blow-job.


The director said, "Mario, make a more troubled expression! You are scared, as you fear the count can realize that his daughter is sucking you, is that clear? You're enjoying it but at the same time you're scared."


After a short time, the servant said, "I'm about to come..."


"Stop! Stop it Laura. We will resume as soon when Mario cools down. Rita... Rita some drinks! It's so hot here with those spot lights... Ah, you two, are the greenhorns?" the director said, noticing Osvaldo and Giulio.


"Yes..." Osvaldo answered.


"Good. Watch at your ease, but don't move from there. Fucking shit, Mario, is it possible that you last such a short time? Didn't I tell you to wank and come before the takes?"


"I did it, Marco, I already came!" the young man protested, "It's Laura's fault!"


The director went near the two friends, "You two will be on the set of 'Perverted Couples', won't you?"


"Yes, that's right." Giulio answered.


"One of you two possibly has the role of the thief?" he asked looking at them with badly concealed hope.


"No, Cesare will play it."


"Ah, I might have guessed. Anyway, is one of you two by chance a bisex?" he then asked, looking at Osvaldo.


"No, we aren't." Giulio answered.


"I see. A real pity. We should have more bisex men, I always tell Papa that." the director commented, moving away.


Giulio looked at Osvaldo with a twisted smile and said to him in a whisper, "That one hoped to have you in his bed."


Osvaldo answered, "I really think you're right. But he isn't my type!"


Giulio giggled, but he was clearly tense. His mind was evidently fixed on the imminent encounter with Letizia.


After a while he said to Osvaldo, "Don't you think we would have been better to wait for her on the stairways landing, or even better downstairs, in the hall?


"Possibly yes, though we are officially here to watch and not to meet her. They could find it odd if we go out to wait for her, don't you think?"


The director gave the "action!" and the filming resumed.


Osvaldo looked furtively at Giulio. He was looking at one of the two cameramen, but with an absent-minded expression. They heard muffled voices coming from behind the door by which they entered. One of the two voices seemed to be of a woman. They both were tense, and were not able to be sure if it was Letizia's voice or not. The two voices stopped. The two friends looked at each other and Giulio shrugged his shoulders, as if to tell him that he too couldn't understand if it was her voice or not. The door opened. It was Rita who silently went near the director and whispered something at his ear. The director nodded and Rita stayed near him, in silence.


"Stop! Good, Lizzy is here and she's changing her clothes. We can prepare the scene of the letter. Give me a light here, Eugenio, and you, Ricky, give me a light on that door. Flavio, remember to take a close-up of the count's hand while he takes the anonymous letter from the tray ..."


The director gave the last orders and went to the door from where Letizia would appear, opened it and said, "Lizzy, darling, are you ready? You're wonderful. Remember to knock at the door before opening it, so that Renzo can frame you when you come in. Well, boys, ready... action!" the director said sitting in his place again. 


A low knocking was heard, then the door opened and Letizia appeared. She was wearing a very short miniskirt, many fake jewels and a heavy make up... but it was she. Giulio became stiff, then was about to stand up, but Osvaldo held him back.


Letizia looked towards the count and the letter he had in his hand and entered the room, going towards him. She spoke her cue, the count answered while Laura was hurriedly buttoning the servant's fly. Letizia asked the count to give her the letter, but the man opened it and assumed an amazed expression... and the director shouted stop.


"No, no, no! Laura you don't have to stop yet, Lizzy didn't have time to realize that you were giving the servant a blowjob. We have to take this scene again. Be more careful, fucking goodness!" 


Letizia smiled, "Come on, don't get upset, now. Let's try to do the letter scene quickly, so we can take the one where he becomes crazy and tears away my clothes and jewels. I get so bored with these scenes with no action, bored to die, you know it..."


Letizia turned to go back behind the door and start again, when her eyes caught sight of her brother and Giulio. She stopped with a dumbfounded expression, remaining still for a moment and the others, noticing her expression, looked in the direction where she was looking. 


"Giulio! Osvaldo! What the fucking hell... What are you doing, here?" she asked with a shrill voice and a tone half way between furious and amazed.


Giulio and Osvaldo had stood up and were looking at her in silence.


"So, what the fucking hell have you come here for? Would one of you be so fucking kind to tell me?" Letizia asked again, in an aggressive voice.


"Letizia... you disappeared without warning to any of us, and..." Giulio said.


"Well? And so? Am I free or not to do what the fucking shit I like to do?"


"You could at least tell us, let us know..." Osvaldo said.


"And how the hell did you find me? And what the hell do you want, now?"


"But, who are they? Do you know them?" the director asked.


"Yes, darling, that one is my brother Osvaldo and the other one my former boy-friend."


"Former... boyfriend?" Giulio asked, disconcerted.


"But... they are two new actors..." the director said, in confusion.


"Actors them? Ha! If you need a faggot, my brother would be good. Rather, Osvaldo, as you're here, why don't you come to give a nice blowjob to our dear Marco? Or else, Marco, would you prefer to fuck his nice little ass? He likes it. Come here, Osvaldo, lower your trousers, we are amongst friends here!"


"Stop it, Letizia!" Giulio exclaimed.


"You tell me to stop it? You? And who do you presume to be, you, to give orders to me? Who the fucking shit do you think you are, eh?"


"Your boyfriend, your lover..." Giulio answered in a low voice.


"My lover! Bah! Look at him, he is an awkward guy, but he has a nice body... Isn't he nice? Undress, Giulio, come on, let them see the nice little hunk you are. The only passable thing you have... even though you're not even able to use it properly. Do you know that he fucks me only on a bed, and only in the missionary position? He's the most awkward male I ever met. And just think that before fucking me, he always asks me if I feel like..." Letizia said bursting in laughter and making all the others laugh.


"Letizia, can't we go to talk somewhere else, in private, calmly?" Giulio proposed, acutely embarrassed.


"Calmly? You gave me too much calm, you son of a bitch! I was totally fed up with your fucking calm. When we fucked I just hoped you would come fast so I could to go back to watching the TV, which was a lot more exciting. What a deadly bore, you were! Just to think that I was more aroused looking at the weather forecast!"


Everybody laughed again.


"But... Letizia, it isn't true, and you know it very well. I love you, and I would do anything for you..." Giulio said sorrowfully.


"Oh, yes, love? Then fuck me here, in front of them all and let me see how much you do love me! Come on, pull out your cock!"


"I told you I love you, Letizia..."


"But I need a good cock, not words. Or rather, a lot of cocks. You are just a screwed up middle-class dummy, Giulio, all so nice and gentle. Just think that he never shoved it in my ass or in my mouth... Evidently his dear Mum told him that such things are a sin, isn't that so, little Mama's darling?"


"Letizia, can't we go to talk elsewhere?" Giulio insisted, more and more embarrassed.


"That's it, did you hear him? He wants to talk, just to talk..."


"Letizia, but I desire you also physically, you know it..." Giulio protested.


"Oh, yes, poor darling. Oh yes, I know it. That's why once in a while I let you get a load off. After all I've a tender heart. I was pitying you, you poor little piece of shit."


"Stop it Letizia! That's enough, now! What did Giulio do to you to treat him in such a way?" Osvaldo stood up.


"Oh, my faggot little brother woke up! What's that, darling, did you fall for the handsome Giulio? Well, I give him to you, dear brother. It's yours. Fuck together and stop pissing me off!"


"Don't be such a bastard, Letizia!" Osvaldo almost shouted.


"The bastard is you, little faggot ball breaker! You know, he came to cry on my shoulder because his little friend Marco decided to marry and jilted him. Oh, right, I didn't realize it before. His boyfriend was a Marco like you..." she said, addressing to the director, then said to her brother, "You see, after all you are lucky, Osvaldo. You lost a Marco, but look, here there is another one. Come on, Osvaldo, lower your trousers for Marco, don't bother about us."


"Stop it, Letizia!" Giulio yelled. "You have no reason to be offensive in such a way!"


"Ho, ho! My ex defends Osvaldine with such heat! Can there possibly be a secret love affair between them?"


"Letizia, please..." Giulio said.


"You hear him? How sweet... he almost makes me vomit," Letizia answered, "the plastic boy doll!"


"But why are you treating us like this? What we did to you?" Giulio asked, "We have been worrying about you, that's why we came to look for you, and this seemed to us the least two people caring for you and loving you could do!"


"I'm grown up, of age and vaccinated! I do with my life and with my pussy what the hell I want, is that clear?" the girl said, hysterically.


"I just wanted to understand... What were you missing, with me? What should I do to make you happy? Why are you insulting us in this way? Why are you inventing such absurd things?"


"I'm inventing nothing at all, little darling! You are a mortal bore, and he is a lost faggot. I'm not interested in either of you two. Get out of my balls, right now!"


"But why..." Giulio started to say.


Osvaldo interrupted him, "Yes, Letizia. Alright. I'm a faggot. But at least I respect people's feelings. At least I don't amuse myself to wound someone else, to shovel shit around as you are doing. I live my sexuality in my way, but honestly. I look for and offer love, at least, and not just fucks for money!"


"Oh, listen to him! What do you call love, dear brother, your ass or your cock? These are the only things that you like to look for and to offer, isn't it so? Have you already tasted Giulio's? I don't advise you to do it with him, brother darling, he's a mortal bore. Anyway, if you like fucking him... but as a cock, I would recommend that of my Antonio, it's bigger and twice as long as yours, Giulio. I could convince Antonio to give a good lunge in your ass too, he might even do it, to make me happy."


"You're just a bitch!" Osvaldo said, shuddering.


"Yes, dear brother, or rather... dear sister. And I'm proud of it!"


"Letizia, that's not possible... you weren't so..." Giulio shocked said.


"No, love? But what the hell do you know, about me? Eh, what do you know? What have you ever understood? If it was not me to come in your bed, you would not even have tried."


"Because I respect you, Letizia. Because I don't jump on the first girl I meet. Because you are a person, before being a female!"


"How passionate!" Laura exclaimed ironically, laughing.


Letizia laughed too and said, "Really so! And I, on the contrary, am above all a female, you piece of shit!"


"Yes, sure, you're just a pussy surrounded by some flesh!" Osvaldo sarcastically said.


"Yes, little sister. And you, unhappily don't have a pussy!"


"Go fuck yourself!" Osvaldo answered.


"Sure, Osvaldine, with a real cock!"


"Stop it!" Giulio yelled. "I didn't come here to talk about pussies and asses! Letizia, it's not possible that one year together, one year of love have no more meaning for you... We can't throw away all that we have lived together. Come away from here and lets talk calmly, as civilised people. I ask nothing else from you. You life belongs to you, alright, and your choice... I respect your choice. But I would just like to understand them, to accept the inevitable, in any case. But not here and not now..."


"Go fuck yourself, you too, Giulio! I don't want see you any more, understood? For me you are now just an accident of my past."


"I desire you, Letizia, I do..." 


"And then, wank yourself, Giulio, Or ask Osvaldo to suck it so at least the two of you will be happy! But now stop breaking my balls. Go away, go away!" Letizia said. Then she turned towards Antonio, who had arrived meanwhile, and screamed "Send them away, I don't want to see them any more!" 


"Don't worry, I'll take care of them." Antonio said going to Giulio and seizing his arm.


Then Osvaldo landed a strong knee blow between his legs and Antonio let go of Giulio and bent double in pain, grimacing and moaning.


"Fuck your ass with your twenty-three centimetres of cock, bastard!" Osvaldo yelled, his face red, and taking Giulio's arm, said, "Let's get out of here!"


"But I..." his friend weakly protested.


"Let's go, let's leave this dung-heap!"


"Go, go, love birds!" Letizia yelled behind them while they were leaving.


Then, while they were hurriedly going downstairs, they heard Antonio's voice screaming, "Where is he? Where is he, I'll kill him!"


They were on the ground floor when Rita reached them. "But... now... where are you going?"


"To fuck ourselves!" Osvaldo answered, his face dark, going out into the garden, towards the gate.


"It's closed!" Rita yelled behind them.


Osvaldo turned back, "Then open it, shit!"


The woman went inside and pushed the gate button, opening it, and then rushed to call Papa.


The two friends went out onto the road.


"Where the fucking hell can we find a taxi, now?" Osvaldo said, furious.


"Here we are isolated. We can try to hitchhike..." Giulio answered, pale and tense.


About ten cars passed before one stopped. They asked for a lift to a phone box or to a taxi station. The driver had them get in and drove them to the outskirts of Rome. There they entered a bar and called a taxi and then waited for it outside the bar.


They had not exchanged a word, both dejected, each shut in with his own dark thoughts.


The taxi came and they asked to be driven to the Boston hotel. They were about to go up to their room when the receptionist called, "There is a message here from a doctor Papa. He asks you to call him immediately."


"Alright, thank you." Osvaldo answered and entered the lift.


When they were in their room, Osvaldo asked, "What can we do, now?"


"Let's go back to Florence. Straightaway. We have nothing more to do here."


"Alright. I don't intend to call Papa."


"Of course not."


They packed their suitcases, went downstairs, checked out and asked the receptionist to call a taxi for them. When the car came, they asked to be taken to the Termini station where they bought tickets to Florence. The first train would leave at 7:45 and get to Florence at 9:24. Just twelve minutes were left before their departure.


They didn't find an empty compartment so they sat in one with two men already occupying it. Neither of them said a word, for a long time.


Then Osvaldo asked Giulio, "How are you feeling?"


"Forgive me, but for the moment I don't feel like talking about it. In Florence... will you stop at my place, or will you go to her home?"


"As you like... But I don't want to go to her place, I'd rather stay at a hotel."


"Then, stop at my place."


"Alright, but..."


"But what?"


"Even after what you... you now know?"


Giulio looked straight into his eyes, "I only know that you are my fiend, the same friend as before!"


"Thank you."


Then they remained silent, until they got to Florence.




CHAPTER 11






They got to Giulio's house.

As they were in, Giulio asked, "Do you feel hungry?"


"No, not at all."


"A drink?"


"Do you have some whisky?"


"Yes... I need some too. On the rocks?"


"No, neat. A double one."


"Yes, a double one."


They sat at the living room table, each with his glass in his hands, sipping from it, each plunged in his thoughts.


"My god what a turd she is!" at one point Giulio exclaimed, "... or, better, what a turd am I. I lived a whole year with her and..."


"What do you have to blame yourself for? Nothing." Osvaldo said, looking askance at him.


Now that Giulio had come to know about him, he was feeling embarrassed, but his embarrassment was mixed with rage towards his sister.


"Yes," Giulio contradicted him, "my ingenuousness. Her travels to Rome... she screwed with that Antonio, I bet."


"It's probable. And he introduced her to Papa."


"And she's very happy, it seems."


"Yes... and nicely integrated." Osvaldo bitterly commented.


They finished their whisky. Then Giulio said, "I feel completely torn apart. Let's go to bed, can we?." and he stood up, moving to the sleeping area.


They undressed.


Giulio said, "I don't feel like having a shower, tonight. You?"


"I neither."


Osvaldo noticed that Giulio was baring himself completely, like the other times in the hotel, therefore, after a short hesitation, he also took off everything. They slipped under the sheet.


"I switch of..." Giulio said.


"Yes, let's sleep. Unless you would like to talk..." Osvaldo said, and he hoped his friend did want to talk.


Talk about Letizia, possibly, but above all about him, about his homosexuality that Giulio had now got to know.


"No... I don't feel like. Tomorrow, possibly. Do you think you'll go back to Milan at once?"


"I don't know..."


"Can't you stop here for a while?"


"If you like..."


"Yes, please. Good night."


"Good night, Giulio."


But Osvaldo wasn't able to fall asleep. His brain was in turmoil. After a while he became aware that Giulio was crying. He turned towards him, being careful not to touch him.


"Giulio! Please..."


"Why? Why?" his friend sobbed.


"You're really suffering, aren't you?"


"I loved her, I truly loved that... that bit of turd!" Giulio sobbed.


Osvaldo lifted himself onto an elbow and looked at him. In the subdued light from the street lamps that was shining into the room through the open window, he saw that Giulio was curled up, almost in foetal position, and shaken by sobs. Osvaldo, without thinking, girded him with an arm and caressed his hair.


"No... you don't have to cry for her... she doesn't deserve your tears." he said gently.


"She killed me... she killed me..." Giulio whined.


"No, you're strong. You're better off having lost her, as she's like that, isn't that so?"


"Yes, true, but..."


"Don't think of her any more, Giulio. It will pass... You'll see, it will pass."


"God, my god, but why?" the friend asked, curling himself against Osvaldo and leaning his head on his shoulder.


The boy, at that intimate contact, skin against skin, felt aroused at once and moved away slightly so that Giulio wouldn't be aware of it. But at the same time he could understand that his friend was in need for his warmth and that, however much it might cost him, he couldn't push him away. So he caressed him.


"Calm down, Giulio... come on... calm down..." he whispered.


"Crumbled... everything has crumbled... everything..."


"So you'll rebuild it all. Now you are just a little in shock. Try not to think about her, Giulio."


"That piece of shit..." Giulio sobbed, squeezing more against him and encircling his back with his arms. "Don't go to Milan immediately, please, Osvaldo."


"No, I'll stay here until you feel better."


"Swear it!"


"Sure, I swear it." Osvaldo said sweetly, lightly caressing his check wet with tears.


Giulio embraced him tightly, as a shipwrecked man clings to a lifebuoy. Osvaldo could no longer prevent his friend from feeling his erection.


He stammered in confusion, "I'm sorry Giulio... I can't..."


Giulio clung more tightly to him, pressed against him, and Osvaldo then felt that his friend was also aroused. This threw him into complete confusion, almost panic. Giulio caressed him, raised his head and his lips searched for Osvaldo's.


"Giulio..." the boy murmured, feeling his head burst.


Giulio's hand sought his friend's genitals and caressed them while he was kissing him on the mouth. Osvaldo trembled, tried to resist, felt lost... and started, hesitantly, to caress his friend in an intimate way. Now both the boys were fully aroused and were searching for each other, almost thirstily. Osvaldo couldn't understand anything any more, and let himself go.


Their bodies intertwined, wrapped around each other, clutched and searched for each other with growing ardour. They brushed their erections one against the other almost to recognize, to feel and to appreciate each other. Osvaldo was overcome by Giulio's impetuousness. He didn't think or reason any more, he only savoured those sensations he had believed to be forbidden and even impossible.


Giulio was kissing, touching him squeezing against him in some sort of desperation, like a shipwrecked man struggling to survive. Osvaldo answered and reciprocated mindlessly, his brain totally empty, blank as an untouched page. Their breaths came faster, panting. They didn't speak, both had their eyes shut, they were only feeling the mutual pleasure growing in a giddy way.


Now Giulio was on top of him and was clasping him tightly, moving his pelvis up and down, brushing his hard member against Osvaldo's groin and massaging Osvaldo's with his pubis, continuing to kiss him on the mouth. Osvaldo could feel him contract and dart on top of him, between his arms, and was feeling his body and head ablaze, and yet in paradise.


Giulio was strong, passionate and virile and Osvaldo was giving himself to him without restraint, giving him at the same time his strength, his warmth and his excitement.


He felt Giulio tremble strongly, all of his body stiffened while he continued to rub on him, up and down, and finally unloaded between their bellies that were almost stuck together and then Osvaldo reached his orgasm as well.


All of a sudden Giulio relaxed on top of him. Their mouths parted but Giulio leaned his check against Osvaldo's cheek. He could feel Giulio's short, fast, almost hoarse breath near his ear. He felt him gradually relax more, and caressed his back for a long time. Then he became aware that Giulio had fallen asleep.


He kept Giulio on top of him a little longer, then slowly turned onto his side, making Giulio slip down next to him; Giulio moaned and slightly tightened his embrace around Osvaldo's body, but without waking up.


Just then Osvaldo became fully aware of what had just happened, and his heart skipped some beats. It continued to beat, slowly but with some violence.


"My god, what did I do! I shouldn't have allowed it to happen!" he thought, in terror. "Tomorrow morning... he'll hate me... He'll think I took advantage of him in his despair... He will won't want to see me any more..."


Slowly, gently, Osvaldo wriggled away from Giulio's body. He espied the expression on his face. His friend was asleep with a sour countenance. Then Osvaldo laid down, looking at the coffered ceiling and at its play of deep shadows.


"What should I do, now? Possibly get up and go away at once... disappear from Giulio's life... He wanted me as a friend, and not... not in this way. And now I've disappointed him; I have surely disappointed him... Fucking shit, what a turd I've been... I should not even have touched him, not even to stroke him..."


So Osvaldo was not able to sleep a wink.


"No, I must have the courage of my actions. Tomorrow morning I'll ask him for forgiveness... and tell him that if he wants, he'll never again see me... Perhaps he'll forgive me... I didn't it on purpose, maybe he can believe me... Maybe he'll believe that I just wanted to be his friend, I just... But I've not been able to control myself, just that... He can understand that, possibly..."


It never occurred to Osvaldo that it had, after all, been his friend who had reached out for him, and that in any case, Giulio was also aroused. He was feeling guilty because of a desire he had not been able to restrain. He felt as if he had betrayed Giulio's friendship and trust, and that very much because he had intensely enjoyed that contact, from the first moment to the last.


Much later, Osvaldo too fell asleep, but it was a very disturbed sleep and only in the morning did he calm down and fall in a deeper sleep. And his dreams were confused, almost nightmares.


He wasn't aware of Giulio waking at around eight o'clock, getting up and going to have a long shower. He didn't hear Giulio dress, leave the sleeping area and move to the kitchen to fix breakfast.


At around nine, Giulio sat on the edge of the bed, at Osvaldo's side, and called him several times, in a low voice. When Osvaldo finally surfaced into consciousness, he didn't dare to open his eyes. He could feel Giulio's presence there, close to him, and guessed that Giulio was looking at him.


When Giulio called him for the umpteenth time, he finally found the courage to open his eyes and to look at him. Giulio had a serious expression and was peering into his eyes, without saying anything.


Finally Giulio quietly said, "Breakfast is ready, in the kitchen. Do you feel like getting up and coming to eat?"


"Yes..." Osvaldo hesitantly answered, trying to work out his friend's expression.


"It might be better if you have your shower first." Giulio suggested, still serious.


"Yes, it would be better." Osvaldo answered, remaining still and feeling more and more hesitant.


"Good, I'll wait for you in the kitchen." Giulio said standing up and leaving him.


Osvaldo knew that he was getting a splitting headache. He stood up and went, almost staggering, to the bathroom where he washed himself for a long time and the shower allowed him to relax a little. He dried himself, went back by the bed to dress and then joined to Giulio in the kitchen.


They ate the breakfast in silence, almost slowly, without looking at each other.


Then Giulio said, "I've to talk with you, Osvaldo."


"Yes..." the boy answered, trying to suppress the tremors that were invading him.


"Let's go in there... on the armchairs."


"Yes..." Osvaldo repeated, feeling is headache becoming worse.


They moved in the living area and sat on two armchairs that were next to each other.


"About last night..." Giulio started to say, but then became silent.


"I, Giulio..."


"No, wait..." the other interrupted him.


Osvaldo became silent, his heart in turmoil. He could feel the blood thundering in his temples with such a violence that he was afraid it would really blow out from one moment to the next.


Giulio was silent, then in a hesitant tone he spoke again, "I... I'm sorry, Osvaldo... I'm really sorry..."


"Giulio..."


"Don't interrupt me, please... It's so difficult what I've got to tell you... I... I didn't want it, Osvaldo... I really didn't want... didn't want to take advantage of you because I know that you are gay..."


Osvaldo looked at him in surprise, without understanding. His friend had his eyes cast down, his hands on the arms of the chair, gripping them violently.


"Osvaldo... I respect you, and... and I like you..." Giulio resumed to say, "You've got to believe me."


"Yes, I know..." the other answered, with a kind of sob.


"You've to believe me, I didn't mean to take advantage of you..."


"Advantage?" Osvaldo asked, even more confused.


"Yes... I didn't intend to use you, Osvaldo, believe me."


"Use me?"


"No, really not. I desired you, last night. I really desired you... but I didn't want to fuck... I wanted... I wanted to tell you... I wanted you to feel... that I need you... that I... that I love you, Osvaldo!" Giulio murmured and a tear ran down his check.


"You... you love me?" Osvaldo asked with a weird voice.


"Yes, I only became aware of that last night... when I realized how much of a burden it has been for you being near me all this time..."


"A burden for me, Giulio?"


"Yes... to hold back, to hide... Last night, in my despair, something like a veil was torn aside and... and I understood I'm in love with you and... and that is the only reason why... why I reached for you... I wanted you. I didn't want to take advantage of you because I know you are gay, I didn't want just to get a load off, believe me, please..."


"Good heavens, Giulio... say that again..."


"What?" his friend asked, in a dejected tone.


"That you... that you love me..."


"Yes, Osvaldo, and I'm serious. You are all I ever searched for, everything that I wanted and desired in her that has been so miserably shipwrecked. I felt as if I had lost everything... I had lost my life, you know... but then... but then, all of a sudden I understood that on the contrary, it's all in you. You are the person I always searched for... the one I have always needed..."


Osvaldo was feeling his head spinning, "But I'm a boy, a male, I'm gay... But you..."


"But I love you, Osvaldo. And I desire you, physically too."


"No, Giulio... you've had a bad shock; you're only confused, as I am too..."


"But you Osvaldo... don't you feel anything for me?"


"I... I desire you Giulio, and from the first time I met you, or rather, even before meeting you, when I found your photographs. And then, gradually, I became aware I was falling for you, Giulio..."


"So, then?" Giulio asked raising his eyes to meet Osvaldo's and looking at him in an almost imploring way.


"But I'm gay, you know that. To me it's just natural feeling attracted to you, so handsome; to fall in love with you, you are so exceptional... But you aren't gay, you can't fall in love with a boy, with a male."


"But I've already done so." Giulio affirmed.


"No. You think you have. But it is only the backlash of the disappointment you got from my sister. You're now just mistaking friendship and affection with love, Giulio." Osvaldo said in a grieved tone.


His friend looked at him, serious, "You really think that?"


"Yes."


"Are you convinced?"


"Yes, I am, Giulio."


"But you are in love with me..."


"Yes, I am, that's true."


"But last night I wanted to make love with you, and I'm happy I did."


"You were just confused. You just needed warmth and affection, and to feel needed... and there was only me, there, near you..."


"But I was also aroused... and I enjoyed it..."


"That was my fault. I aroused you without realising it because I embraced and caressed you. And I too was aroused and lost my self-control... and I'm sorry. I didn't deliberately take advantage of you, believe me... but it happened..."


"I know you didn't take advantage of me. And I was feeling so good in your arms. I needed you. Heavens, Osvaldo, I still need you."


"But I'm gay, you know that. To me it's natural being attracted to you, so beautiful, and to fall in love with you... But you... you aren't gay, you can't fall in love with a man." Osvaldo repeated.


"But I am in love with a man." Giulio insisted again, almost in a whisper.


"No, you think you are. But it's... it's just because of the shock you had with Letizia. You're really mistaking friendship with love, Giulio." Osvaldo repeated.


"Are you sure?"


"Yes, I am."


"Are you really sure?"


"Yes, Giulio, I'm really sure."


"And yet you said you are in love with me..."


"Yes, I am in love with you."


"And I tell you again, I wanted to make love with you, I wanted it, do you understand? And I'm really happy I did. It was really beautiful."


"As I told you, you were in some mental confusion. You needed some human warmth... and I was the only one next to you..."


"But I was really aroused... and I really enjoyed it!"


"Again, it was my fault. But I didn't take advantage of you..."


"I know you didn't take advantage of me. And I did need you. I still need you."


"I would like being able to give you my friendship... forever. Last night... we were weak, both of us... Possibly also the whisky we had, the pain, the disappointment, the rage... it all played us a bad trick." 


"But I wouldn't call it a bad trick at all! I really gave you my love, and I felt yours. Love, can't you understand?"


"Giulio, let some time pass... and you'll realise that I'm right."


"Alright, Osvaldo. But stay near me, please."


"Yes, of course, Giulio... of course."


They both became silent, for some time, without looking at each other.


Then Giulio said, "Do you feel like going out for a walk, downtown?"


"Yes, that's a good idea."


"Let's go, then."


They went out, took a taxi and got out near Santa Maria del Fiore. They walked side by side, in silence. They stopped in front of the window of a handicrafts shop and looked at it for a while.


"Do you like handicrafts?" Giulio asked.


"Rather."


Both would have liked to talk, to talk of this and that as if everything was normal, usual... but the words seemed not to be able to come out.


They stopped in front of Giotto's bell tower. "It's beautiful, isn't it?"


"Really beautiful, yes." Osvaldo answered.


Suddenly Osvaldo remembered Leo. He had to let him know how things had gone, about what had happened.


"I've to go and see Leo, the boy who gave me the ID paper..." he said.


"Who, Leopoldo Morassi? But then, he does really exist? You know him?"


"Why yes, I have to let him know what happened as I used his name, his identity."


"Yes, I think you have. So then... will you go to see him now?"


"I was thinking that way..."


"I'll go back home then. We'll meet later, at my place?"


"Does it bother you, Giulio?"


"No... I'll wait for you."


"Sorry, but I didn't think of it before..."


"No, no, it's alright. See you soon."


It was clear that Giulio didn't really like parting, but Osvaldo didn't feel like meeting Leo together with his friend.


"Just a moment, Giulio. I'll check first if he's at home. I'll just make a call."


"Alright."


Osvaldo went into a bar and to a public telephone. Leo answered, his voice slightly drowsy.


"Hello... who's speaking?"


"Hello, Leo, this is Osvaldo... Did I wake you up?"


"It doesn't matter, it's time I woke up. How are things going? Did you find your sister?"


"Yes."


"Is she alright?"


"Yes... Listen, I'm back in Florence again. Can I come and see you?"


"Of course you can. But... is everything alright?"


"I'll tell you... Can I come now?"


"Yes, sure. Where are you?"


"Near Santa Maria del Fiore."


"Good. Meanwhile I'll wash and dress. See you soon, then."


"See you soon. And thanks. Bye."


"Bye." Leo answered and hung up.


"Well, Giulio... I'm going."


"Alright."


"I'm sorry, Giulio, but..."


"No, no... will you be back for lunch?"


"Yes, definitely."


"Good. So then I will do some shopping and then I'll fix our meal. See you later."


"Bye, Giulio."


Osvaldo looked at him going away. He felt an impulse to call him back, to go with him to meet Leo, but he didn't intend to talk with Leo only about his sister. He wanted to tell him about Giulio and him as well and he wanted to have the boy's advice, so he preferred to meet him alone. He walked towards the hospital.


Leo welcomed him with his usual open smile, and wearing his tracksuit, as always. The boy at once noticed the tense expression of Osvaldo. He asked him in and they sat down while Osvaldo told him all about their trip to Rome.


"I haven't yet called my parents..." he concluded, "I don't know what I can tell them."


"Yes, I can understand that. But what's the matter with her? From what you said to me, she wasn't like that before, was she?"


"At this point I can't understand anything any more. I would say she wasn't, anyway. She didn't seem so... but... did she always lie, or can she have changed, all of a sudden?"


"She can possibly have always fought against that instinct, until the meeting with that actor... freed her. Therefore, perhaps, she has always been like that, even though she never lied to you, don't you think?"


"Yes... it's possible. But how is it possible that I never noticed anything at all?"


"You know, it's often the same for us gay people too. We don't live openly, we don't express our sexuality, out of fear and conditioning... we try to convince ourselves we are not really gay, until we are no longer able to control ourselves and in the end we get to accept ourselves..."


"It wasn't so for me. I accepted myself at once."


"Well, you've been lucky."


"It's true."


"And after all, the only thing she does extra, so to speak, is just performing for those movies. And very often we gays don't content ourselves with just one partner, do we?"


"As long as one isn't loved, yes, it is so. But she had Giulio's love, and he's a splendid person."


"Well... evidently it wasn't enough for her. Anyway she didn't return his love. It could be that now the bottle has been uncorked so to speak, she needs some adventures, some transgressions, some... sex for the sake of sex. But then she will possibly cool down, she can come back to being more... calm and balanced..."


"It could be so, yes. But what's left of her..."


"What do you mean?"


"Well, you made with the parallel with an uncorked bottle, and I at once thought of a sparkling wine bottle. You uncork it and some comes out, more comes out, until the sparkling subsides. But in the bottle there remains more or less only a third of the wine. The rest has gone, wasted."


"That's partly true. But at least that third can be savoured and drunk. If the bottle stayed closed, nothing would have been lost, but then nobody could drink from it either, do you see? Do you understand what I mean?"


"Yes. We shall see... But at this point it's up to her to eventually look for us. I don't even know where she lives... Moreover, what do I have to say to our parents? The truth? Or that I didn't find her? I'm not able to make a decision, to understand what I ought to do now."


"If you say you didn't find her, they will worry and possibly report her disappearance... If you tell them the truth... she can afterwards not to have the courage to go back, even if she wanted to or needed to."


"A half truth, then? But what?"


"I don't know... that you met her, that she's in good health... but that for some reason... I don't know..."


"If I tell them I met her, that I know where she is, they will ask why she didn't say anything. They will ask me where she is and what she's doing."


"Yes, it's a really big mess. You can tell them that you found her, that she's alright, but that she's passing through a crisis period and therefore she needs to be left alone for a while... that you contacted her through friends in common but you don't know her address... That she asked you to be left in peace for a while, and that you promised her you will..."


"They will ask me where she is, what she does... if she has work..."


"You can try to give them general answers, but reassuring ones."


"It will not be easy. I'll have to carefully think about it. Anyway I can do nothing but invent something. I'll call them this evening, I think."


"This entire business has troubled you a lot, hasn't it?"


"Yes, from what I knew, I suspected I would find her there. But it's not really what she does that troubles me, but all the poison she threw at Giulio and me. I really didn't expect that. That she would be angry, possibly yes, but... not all that hatred. You should have seen her eyes, Leo, they were frightening. It felt like having an alien in front of me ... no, worse than an alien."


"It could probably be just a rebellious phase. It wouldn't have been easy, not even for her, I think."


"Yes, it could be as you say. But it was horrible, I swear. Really horrible."


"I believe it. It's enough to look at you, to understand it... And her boyfriend, how did he take it?"


"Giulio? Yes, I want talk with you about him as well..." Osvaldo said, and then he told Leo all that had happened between them the previous night.




CHAPTER 12






Leo listened to him, and while Osvaldo was telling him the facts, he asked some questions.

At the end he said, "But, what more do you want? If he says he's in love with you..."


"In my opinion, he's deceiving himself. He's just shocked, as I am too."


"But you can't be certain you are right."


"A straight boy who suddenly converts and discovers he's gay? Come on!" Osvaldo said, unconvinced.


"But the world is not made of only gay and straight people. We have the habit of always gluing labels on people... and on ourselves. But I'm convinced that if our society didn't artificially create so many taboos, we would all be bisexuals, some more and some less, and rather fewer oriented towards one of the two extremes of that spectrum. All of a sudden Giulio didn't convert, all of a sudden he simply opened his eyes and realized it's possible for him to fall in love with one of his own gender, that is you. I'm too young, I don't have so much experience, but really I believe it is so. I understand you want to be cautious, but in my opinion you're exaggerating..."


"He... he's waiting for me at his place, now."


"So, then, don't make him wait too long. Go, and try to be less prejudiced. I understand that you want to be sure that his love is real, but don't deny beforehand that it could be love. Don't waste an opportunity that has turned up so easily."


"Alright. You're a dear friend, Leo. And thank you for so much. Thank you for having made love with me, thank you for your ID card, thank you for having listened to me today, and for giving me your advice. You really are a dear boy."


"Well, I'm glad I met you, and I've been able to be of some use. And if everything works out nicely with Giulio, I would be pleased to meet him. Let's keep in touch, anyway."


"Yes of course, Leo. Can I call for a taxi here? Now I'm longing to be back at Giulio's place..."


In the taxi Osvaldo was musing over Leo's words. Yes, possibly because the boy saw the facts in a detached way, Leo was able to put them in their true perspective. Nobody said that Osvaldo was mistaken in his opinion, which was that Giulio mistook friendship and affection for love. But nobody said that Giulio's belief that it was true love was wrong either. But if it was true love, Osvaldo would have felt he was the luckiest person in the world, not just because Giulio was physically wonderful, but much more because of his inner beauty. Living with such a man, Osvaldo was thinking as the taxi was stopping at Giulio's, would be wonderful!


He paid, got out of the taxi, walked quickly through the open gate, climbed the stairs and rang the bell. Giulio came to open the door immediately.


"Oh, hi! I hoped it was you..." he said with a sweet but tired smile.


"Yes, I came as fast as I could." Osvaldo said, entering.


"Come in the kitchen. I'm cooking chicken and potatoes in the oven. Do you like them?"


"Yes. Can I help you?"


"No... I just need company. Your company." Giulio answered, underlining the "your".


Giulio checked the oven, then sat on the other side of the table, in front of Osvaldo.


"You know... I've thought about what you told me..."


"Yes?"


"Yes. And... you see... even at this very moment I desire you. I desire to touch you and kiss you... I want to make love with you, Osvaldo."


"I don't know... I've desired you for ages, Giulio. But... are we right to even think about this desire?"


"But why not? Besides admiration and affection for you, I also feel a clear and strong sexual attraction. The very thought of touching your body arouses me. When attraction is both physical and psychological, as well as... as any other sense, isn't that love, in a word? I want to love you, Osvaldo, to give you all of my love and to receive all of yours... forever. I want to be yours, and make you mine, in every sense and in all senses."


"In all senses?"


"In all senses, yes. Last night we drew near, we touched, we enjoyed ourselves together. But we didn't really unite and become one. And I feel now that I want to blend my body with yours. As I told you, to become yours and make you mine..."


"Totally?"


"Totally. Completely." Giulio confirmed and stretched his arm across the table and slipped his hand under Osvaldo's.


The boy enjoyed that contact and quivered. Giulio turned his hand and their fingers intertwined, squeezed. They looked in each other eyes, each lost in the other's gaze.


"I desire you, Osvaldo... Come here, on my lap. I want to kiss you and touch you... and be touched by you. I need it!"


"I too desire it, Giulio, but..."


"I want to make love with you, Osvaldo. To tell you with my entire body what my words can't really tell you..."


"Giulio... but what if later you become aware you made a mistake? If you then open your eyes and realize it was just the emotion of the moment? What if you then regretted what you are offering me and what you are asking from me?" 


"I don't think it will be at all likely..."


"But it's possible."


"I love you, Osvaldo, and you told me you love me... why then, this resistance? Come here to me, please..."


Without leaving Giulio's hand, Osvaldo stood up and moved round the table. He sat astride Giulio's legs, guided by him. Thy embraced, squeezed against each other, kissed.


They needed each other, it was undeniable.


"I love you, Osvaldo. I need you, don't run away... Accept my love, please... Don't refuse me."


"It would be beautiful..."


"It is beautiful."


"Yes. It is beautiful. And yet, I'm still scared. Possibly because it is way too beautiful."


"Last night... I was awkward, wasn't I?"


"No..."


"Yes. I'm not used to making love with a boy, you'll need to have patience."


"But it was still wonderful. I really felt your desire so strongly."


"I will learn to make love with you... I'll learn to know you physically. I'll learn quickly because I really love you."


"I'm feeling drunk, Giulio."


"But this time we haven't drunk whisky. And we don't have any other pretext. This isn't a moment of weakness. I'm feeling strong, and I want you! And I want to be yours. I want to give you all my love and receive all yours. Don't refuse me, Osvaldo. We are born for each other, I can feel it... I know it... And really, you do too, don't you? You know it too, don't you?"


They kissed again. Osvaldo felt his friend's erection pushing under his buttocks and pushed his erection against Giulio's belly.


"I want to make love with you, Osvaldo."


"Oh... I too..."


"Now, immediately."


"Yes, now."


"Let's go there on the bed, then."


"Yes..."


They kissed again, while they were standing up, tightly embracing each other. Then Osvaldo parted from Giulio, without leaving him.


He said, "The oven... don't let everything burn..."


"It switches off automatically. Come..."


Giulio guided Osvaldo to his bed. Again embracing and kissing, they started to undress each other, feeling full of emotion. Their clothes were falling on the floor one after the other, and their bodies were revealed to each other's eyes and were exposed to their touches.


"God, how beautiful you are!" Giulio murmured, "All beautiful!" he added caressing Osvaldo's hard member. "Come on the bed..."


They laid down, and they tightly embraced.


"I'm yours, Giulio. Take me." Osvaldo murmured sweetly.


"No, my love. You first take me. I've wanted it and desired it ever since I woke up this morning."


"Really?"


"Yes, really. I want to feel your virility inside me."


So with extreme tenderness, Osvaldo penetrated him. They made love for a long time. Then Osvaldo offered himself to Giulio and they united again and then again.


"I'm now really yours, my love!" Giulio panted as they relaxed, each in the other's arms, "Don't ever desert me..."


"I couldn't... I don't want to. Do you love me, Giulio?"


"I adore you. Come on top of me. Kiss me again."


Osvaldo didn't need to be told twice.


"Love?"


"Yes, Giulio?"


"It's so good staying like this, isn't it?"


"Yes, love, it's wonderful."


"I love you."


"I too love you."


"I'm not confused now. This isn't a moment of weakness. I really do love you, Osvaldo!"


"Yes, I believe you..."


"Happily! I need you, Osvaldo."


"And I you, Giulio."


"It's so beautiful making love with you."


"Good. Then we'll make love again." Osvaldo said, tenderly smiling him.


They remained there for a while, on the bed, their limbs intertwined, in a mutual embrace.


"Do you feel hungry, love?" Giulio asked.


"I am ravenous, now."


"Let's go and eat, then."


"We dress again?"


"No, no. I want to look at you still naked, Osvaldo. Let's go as we are."


"As you like."


"I already saw you naked plenty of times but now your nakedness has another flavour for me, can you understand?"


"Of course."


Holding each other's hands, they went back to the kitchen. Osvaldo set the table while Giulio served the food. As they ate, smiles were back on their lips, even if somewhat clouded by the odd thought of Letizia. When they finished eating, Giulio said to leave everything as it was and they went to sit on the sofa, where they embraced again.


"You're thinking of Letizia, aren't you?" Giulio asked.


"Yes. I have to call our parents... but I don't know what to tell them."


"I think you can't tell them the truth. They would feel too bad."


"But I can't tell them I didn't find her."


"I agree. Do you have any ideas?"


"I was thinking I can say she's doing a job requiring her to go abroad often and that doesn't leave her much free time... And possibly tell them she said she sent them a letter, that evidently went missing... That she is well and that sends them her greetings... I don't know if this story will stand up, but..."


"It could be a good story."


"I also thought of sending a letter to Letizia, care of Aphrodite Films, to explain to her what I'm going to tell our parents, and asking her to call them, or to send them a letter, at least once in a while..."


"Yes, that's good too."


"You... how do you feel now, thinking of her?"


"I feel weird. Earlier last night I was desperate, but today, now that I know that I love you, and that you love me, it just seems to me like a bad story from the past. Now I can look at it with some detachment, almost as if it doesn't concern me any more. After all, I'm thinking, you and I met, got to know each other and fell in love... and we owe it to her. I don't say I'm grateful to her for her behaviour, but... but it's an ill wind that blows nobody any good. Rather, I know that I will be much, much happier with you than I could ever have been with her."


"You seem very self-confident about what you're saying."


"Of course I am. I'm able to recognize real love... and I really am in love with you, Osvaldo. I love you very much."


"And after all we owe it to my sister."


"Well, only indirectly. We owe it mainly to ourselves. You are the most extraordinary person I ever met, Osvaldo. This is why I fell in love with you. I became aware of it only last night, it's true, but I know now that I was already in love with you before, but I was distracted by her, do you understand?"


While they were talking and confiding their feelings for each other, they were gently caressing one another, giving each other kisses full of tenderness. They were feeling so good together, both of them, and all the tension, disappointment and rage accumulated in the previous days, were rapidly subsiding.


Osvaldo wrote the letter to his sister and then, around supper time, he called his parents. He told them the story he had planned and with some difficulty, managed to have them believe it and to soothe their worries.


They ate supper, and this time Osvaldo wanted to cook. They cleared up and then went again to sit on the sofa, half embraced, and switched on the TV.


"Osvaldo... when do you have to go back to Milan?"


"Bah... sooner or later..."


"I don't want to be separated from you."


"Neither do I, my love. Perhaps one of us can try to move..."


"It could be easier for me."


"Why for you?"


"I don't think there are comic strip publishers here, but in Milan there will surely be computer-graphics firms, right? And then, in any case I prefer to leave Florence."


"It's a pity, this house is so beautiful."


"Yes, but... I'll let it out, possibly for offices. We'll find something even better, in Milan. You can go and start to look both for a job for me and for our apartment. Alright?"


"No, I want to look for an apartment together with you. At first you can just come to live at my place."


"But don't go back too soon. Stay with me a while longer, please."


"Sure, love. I can stay here another week. Is that alright?"


"Yes. I'll take you to visit Florence's surroundings."


"Very good. And I promised Leo I would arrange for you two to meet and get to know each other. And then, when you move to Milan, you can come to my village. I would like you to meet Marco too, if you want."


"Sure. I want to know all the people you love. Before you leave for Milan, I'll take you to Prato to meet my parents."


"What will you tell them?"


"That you're my closest friend. I can't tell them you're my lover, Osvaldo, they wouldn't understand."


"My parents neither, unhappily. I know how it is very well. Our love can never be celebrated..."


"Celebrated? Not publicly, perhaps. But we two will celebrate it day after day."


"Will you not grow tired of me?"


"That seems impossible to me."


"If you were in love with a girl, you could marry her, introduce her to your friends with pride, to your parents. You can't do so with me. Did you ever consider that, Giulio?" 


"I don't think it will be a problem. I will introduce you to everybody as my best friend. And sooner or later, some will understand and then... either they accept us and remain our friends, or they don't accept us and then... so much the worse for them. It will be their problem, not ours."


"You seem very self-confident, Giulio."


"It's my love for you that gives me this assurance."


"You know, Giulio, I must confess that your love is so unexpected that to me it still seems impossible."


"And yet I'm here, naked, in your arms. Am I not?"


"But... will it last?"


"We will do our best to make it last, my love. And with the passing of time you'll become really aware that my love is true and sincere."


"I haven't the slightest doubt that you are sincere. But you never loved a boy..."


"Before, if I had met a boy like you, I think I would have fallen in love with him. Because I don't love boys, but just one boy, only one - you!"


"Maybe I'm just a dolt worrying so much still ..." Osvaldo whispered, smiling.


"Yes, love, you really are a complete dolt." Giulio confirmed, sweetly kissing him.


Their desire gradually burned once more and they again started to make love. Osvaldo was feeling happy and could read the happiness in his lover's eyes. Osvaldo adored Giulio's smile, the corners of his lips tucked slightly upwards, his bright eyes. And he adored knowing that that smile was only and all for him. He adored Giulio's perfect body, with his hard dark nipples, the light down adorning his forearms and on his powerful legs, the forelock eternally falling over his eyes, the wonderful firm member pointing upwards toward his navel.


He adored each pore of the smooth and velvety skin covering his firm muscles, he adored the light male scent that exhaled from it, his bursting out and yet sweet virility. He adored Giulio's strong hands that were fondling and caressing him. He adored the long and passionate, breathtaking kisses, the warm and soft lips exploring him, the tongue rummaging all over him.


He adored uniting with him, accepting him in himself or being accepted... He adored the joy that was transfiguring Giulio's face when, together, they reached ecstasy. And he finally adored relaxing, intertwined with the limbs of that beloved body.


"Osvaldo... I never made love in such a passionate, complete way. For the first time in my life I can feel that it is not just my body making love with another body, but also my soul with another soul... and it's so sublime! Thank you, love, for making me experience the richness of real love!"


"Do you really mean that?"


"Do you have any reason to doubt it?"


"No, it's true."


"Do you want to go to bed, now?"


"Yes, Giulio. But let's talk a little more before sleeping. I feel I have so many things to tell you and ask you..."


"I too. I want to know everything about you."


They talked for a long time, in low voices, laughing and joking, enjoying the sweet intimacy they could now fully savour. They were feeling happy and carefree like two youngsters, and both were aware that they were able to recover so quickly from the shock of their clash with Letizia because of their love for each other, and they were both grateful for that.


"What do you think if we now try to sleep?"


"I don't know... I still don't feel sleepy, Osvaldo. Let's switch off the light, anyway."


"Give me your hand..."


"Only if you give me a kiss."


"I never felt so good."


"Neither have I, love."


"But why are you in love with me?" Osvaldo asked.


"Because... you're you, as simply as that."


They talked in low voices for a little more, until sleep come on them.


The following morning Giulio woke up first. He very cautiously got up and went to prepare breakfast, put it on a tray and took it to the bed. He awakened Osvaldo with a kiss.


"Breakfast in bed, sir!"


"But you're really spoiling me!" said Osvaldo with a broad smile.


"Sure. So then you'll never leave me."


"Just for the breakfast?"


"No, no. Also for the breakfast."


They ate; and then went to wash and dress. Osvaldo phoned Leo but didn't get a reply. They went out to post the letter to Letizia, then made a trip downtown, enjoying the splendid day in May.


After lunch, Osvaldo tried to call Leo again, but he still didn't get an answer. They continued their carefree tour in the old town with Giulio acting as his friend's guide. An itinerant photographer offered to take their photo in front of Palazzo Pitti and they posed merrily together, taking the name card with the address to go to fetch the photograph the day after. At mid afternoon Osvaldo tried again to contact Leo and this time the boy answered.


"Can I come with Giulio to see you, so you can get to know each other?"


"Of course, and willingly. Is everything alright with him?"


"Wonderfully."


"Oh, I'm really glad. Are you coming now?"


"Yes. It will take us about twenty minutes, I think."


"If you don't find me at home, just wait a moment, I'll be back very soon."


"Do you have to go out?"


"Nothing special, just a very quick errand. But almost certainly you will find me at home. I'll be waiting for you."


"See you soon, then."


They reached Leo's home, Osvaldo rang the bell and the boy came to open the door. He was not wearing his usual track-suit but dead-leaf green jeans and a lilac T-shirt. He welcomed them with an enormous smile and asked them in. On the table there were freshly cooked fancy cakes and a bottle of sweet wine.


"I thought I had to celebrate with you..." Leo said with a saucy smile.


"Celebrate? What?" Osvaldo asked.


"But... what do you think? The fact that you've become a couple, of course." Leo answered.


"That's nice. You are the first to know about it, and also the first to celebrate it. You are a darling, Leo..." Osvaldo said.


"Yes, I know that! And I'm really glad for you, for both of you. And Osvaldo, I see that your boyfriend is really splendid. You weren't exaggerating at all describing him. You know, at times, when one is in love, one sees the lover nicer than he really is, but this time..."


Giulio blushed delightfully but smiled, and said, "After having called my Osvaldo Leo for so many days, I'm very glad to meet the real Leo. You have been really very kind to help us, and now to celebrate with us as well." 


"Bah, Osvaldo is lovable at first sight, Giulio."


"You are perfectly right, Leo. Even though it took me a good many days to be aware that I'm in love with him."


"Well, women had made you lose your bearings; it wasn't your fault, was it? But now you are happily settled down!" Leo said jokingly and all three laughed.


They chatted, ate the cakes and drank happily. Then Giulio invited Leo to go out with them to have supper somewhere. After they had eaten, they went to the Lungarno for a walk, going on chatting and joking, happy and carefree.


After they said goodnight and parted, while Giulio and Osvaldo were on their way home, Giulio said, "He really is a very delightful boy, Leo, and also very handsome. I'm glad you didn't fall in love with him..."


"I couldn't. I was already in love with you. To be honest, I did have a few thoughts that way about him, but I really couldn't fall in love with him."


"Well then I have really been lucky. Do you know that I never had gay friends before, at least not that I know of."


"But what did you think of gay people?"


"What did I think? Nothing. At university I had a course mate who was said to be gay, but I didn't think anything of it."


"How is that possible?"


"Well, I mean... I also had a course mate who was Egyptian, and I didn't think anything special about him, other than he was born in Egypt... Can you see what I mean?"


"Yes, I do see. And I like it."


"It's just normal, isn't it?"


"No, not really, in fact it's quite rare. But anyway you are a rare person."


"Don't flatter me too much, or I'll end up believing it!" Giulio said with a laugh.


"When we get back home, do you feel like having a shower with me?" Osvaldo asked him.


"Mmmhhh, it seems a tempting idea. But I fear you've something in mind..."


"Just energy saving, I assure you!" Osvaldo answered making a funny face.


"Oh no! You can't fool me! Quite the contrary, I really think that we will spend a lot of energy, you and I, there under the shower..."


"And does that displease you?"


"Oh no! Not at all. On the contrary..."


They hurriedly went upstairs, went in full of desire and passion. Under the stream of water they relaxed, engaged in long love preliminaries and their mutual desire strengthened. Then they dried each other and moved to the bed to unite in long and hot lovemaking.




CHAPTER 13






The day came when Osvaldo had to go back to Milan. Neither of the two lovers wanted to leave the other.

"I'm afraid it's time for you to leave..." Giulio said sadly.


"Unhappily."


"Call me as soon as you get home, won't you?"


"Yes, of course. I'll call often. Then next weekend you will come to me in Milan, right?"


"Yes, but these five days will be very long, not seeing you."


"I will think of you day and night."


"I will too. And working will make the days seem less long for me... well, I hope so. The bed will seem empty, without you near me. The whole house will seem empty..."


"I'll start looking for a job for you at once. I hope I can find one soon. I'd like working with you, one day, on that idea of making animations on the computer."


"Yes, that would be great. Just think, having work which is all our own, being together day and night."


"I hope you won't get fed up with me." Osvaldo said.


"It's impossible to get fed up with the air one breaths."


"Unless one wants to die of asphyxia..."


"Exactly. And I don't at all intend to die of asphyxia, don't worry."


"Yes, I'll not worry, but I'll miss you during this week."


"Do we have the time for a cigarette, before the train leaves?"


"Yes."


Giulio lit two cigarettes and gave one to Osvaldo.


"I would so like to go with you..." he murmured.


"It would be good..." the boy answered.


"And just think that one month ago, for me you were just a name..."


"And for me, Giulio, you didn't even exist."


"Life is funny."


"Life is beautiful, Giulio."


"Yes, it's really beautiful now, thanks to you."


"To us, rather."


"Sure, to us."


Osvaldo had to board the train, as they were already shutting the doors. He leaned from the corridor window for a last farewell to his lover. When the train started, they waved a salute, until they could no longer see each other. Then Osvaldo went to his compartment and sat down.


He recalled all that had happened in that month... He had left Milan in a quest for his mysteriously missing sister... and he had found a lover. And what a lover! If he was already in love with him before, the last few days just spent together had totally conquered him.


When he arrived in Milan, Osvaldo went straight home and even before undressing he called Giulio. He must have been near the telephone, because he answered immediately. They talked for a long time, and when they said goodbye, neither wanted to be the first to hang up.


"You hang up first, Osvaldo."


"No, you first..." the boy answered.


But finally it Osvaldo was first to replace the receiver.


The next day he started work again. He had to recover the lost time; in fact he had only one instalment prepared, ready to be published. He went through the story, then laid out the new drawings. Besides having a lot of drawing work to recover, he had also to busy himself looking for a job for Giulio. He decided he would work mainly in the afternoons and evenings so as to have the mornings free.


In the yellow pages he found six whole pages of addresses of publicity agencies. Osvaldo photocopied them, and started to call agencies that were also doing computer-graphics and animation. He crossed off those who answered negatively, and asked the others if he could call to give them the curriculum vitae and the documentation of a computer-graphics technician looking for a job in Milan.


So he started to visit them, leaving Giulio's cv and also a demonstration computer disk with them. Each evening he called Giulio, to tell him where he had been, what he had done, and just to chat with him for a while.


So his days were really busy and passed quickly, one after the other, until Saturday came and he went to wait for Giulio at Milan central station. He saw him arrive. They hugged tightly, careless of some perplexed glances from passers-by. Then Osvaldo took him to his home.


"It's nice, here at your place." Giulio said, entering it.


"Oh, it's ugly, compared to your place. I think you are probably tired, how about a shower?"


"Later. Right now I want you. I missed you so much!"


"I missed you as well. Come, then."


He guided Giulio to his bed and, almost hurriedly, they undressed each other. Once naked, they laid down, embracing very tightly.


"Osvaldo, each passing day I feel I'm more in love with you. That seems almost impossible, because each day I feel I already love you to the maximum... and yet it is so."


"The more one loves, the more one becomes able to love..." Osvaldo answered and kissed him.


They made love until late, and then, finally assuaged, they laid there happily, tightly embracing. They were whispering tender words and looking at each other with dreaming eyes.


Osvaldo had fixed a cold collation which they ate by candlelight, then they went back to bed, one again inflamed with desire for the other.


The weekend flew away too fast. The melancholy of their separation took the place of the dream-like hours they had spent together. Six more days to pass until the next weekend and their next encounter. They were now living intent to wait for the weekends they could spend together. But the more time was passing, the more they were feeling the need for the each other increase. The long evening telephone conversations and the weekends spent together were no longer enough for them.


In mid-June the first replies from some of the agencies started to arrive. Giulio and Osvaldo evaluated the replies together and finally chose the most interesting offer and Giulio resigned from his firm in Florence. He would start his new job just after the summer vacation. Before then he moved to Milan, bringing all his belongings to Osvaldo's house. After they settled his things at Osvaldo's, they left together for a holiday.


First of all they spent three day at Osvaldo village, so Giulio met his parents. Letizia had indeed written a letter to them, writing more or less what her brother had suggested to her, and Osvaldo was pleased about that. He then looked for Marco to introduce Giulio to him.


"Marco, this is Giulio, my lover. We met in Florence, but he is now living with me in Milan."


"How do you do, Giulio. I'm really very glad to meet you."


"I too, Marco. Osvaldo has spoken a great deal about you." 


"Yes? Well, Osvaldo and I are... very special friends."


"Yes, I know. You were his first lover, weren't you?"


"Yes. But I have not been able to be faithful to him... I discovered I was more attracted to girls... unhappily."


"But I, on the contrary, made the opposite discovery."


Marco looked at him stupefied and curious, and so Giulio and Osvaldo told him their story.


Marco carefully listened to them, without interrupting, and at the end commented, "I asked myself many times if, all summed up, mine hasn't been a lack of courage. I was so very fond of him, and went very well with him, and sexually I liked being with Osvaldo too. But I was possibly too young to... to go against the mainstream. Too young, and too provincial. For me it was easier to get married... It's not that I married only out of conformity, I loved and I still love my wife, and sexually I am very close to her. But if I'd had more courage... I would possibly still be with you, Osvaldo, and we both would be happy being together. So now I'm really very happy you found your man, because now I can feel less... guilty. I wish you to be happy together always."


"But have you really felt guilty towards me all these years, Marco?" Osvaldo asked him, amazed.


"Yes, because I hurt you badly, even though you forgave me, even though our friendship is standing up, beautiful, strong, and true... But I knew that you were really looking for me in your partners, and you couldn't find me in any of them, so you were turning them down, one after the other."


"It's true. But I didn't think you were aware of it..."


"Yes, and it pained me. But now I see that everything is going right for you, at last..."


"But, what if my reaction is like all the other times?" Osvaldo asked, provocative, but at the same time squeezing Giulio's hand, as to reassure him.


"No. First of all, he is the first you have brought to meet me. And then, I know you far too well - it's enough to see how you look at him, listen to how you talk with him to understand that you're really and fully in love with him."


"That's true, Marco. I hope that you and Giulio will become friends."


"I think it will be easy and spontaneous. I really like your Giulio." Marco answered with a smile.


They spent some more time together.


When Osvaldo and Giulio were alone again, Osvaldo asked, "So, then, what do you think of Marco?"


"He is a dear boy, good-hearted, clever, and also fascinating. I think we will become good friends too. And, moreover, it's clear he really loves you, and even if it was just for that, I will love him."


"He somehow stupefied me, for what he said before."


"What? That if he had had more courage, he would have stayed with you?"


"Yes, that."


"Well, Marco is evidently a honest person. You know, in the past days I was asking myself if it is not quite natural that the eighty per cent of people who are bisex could live with, and love, a partner of their own or of the opposite sex quite indifferently... If it is not our society and our culture to impose on us different choices."


"Eighty per cent?"


"Yes. If statistics saying that the pure homosexual are about a ten per cent, and more or less the same per cent the pure heterosexuals, excluding these who are strongly orientated, both physically that psychologically, toward only one of the sexes, all the others could make love and fall in love with a man or a woman impartially, without a problem... And therefore they would finally live with the person they are in love with, regardless of the partner's gender. But unhappily society, culture, and religion are conditioning us thoroughly..."


"Not you, anyway, it seems..."


"Well, happily the conditioning is never perfect. But anyway, it does create a lot of problems."


"I have been lucky I met you, Giulio."


"I too, Osvaldo, I as well." Giulio answered, with a radiant smile.


After they left the village, they went on their "honey moon". First of all they went to Genoa, where Giulio wanted to buy two identical rings to symbolize their union. There they embarked for a cruise on the Mediterranean. They had booked a double cabin, not caring at all about the surprised glance of the clerk in the travel agency, and later, also of the ship's personnel who, thinking a mistake had been made, proposed that they change their cabin for one with two separated beds, which they refused.


"Have you noticed, Giulio, how women look at you, and also some men, here on board?" Osvaldo asked him, amused, the second day of their cruise.


"No, But I've noticed how they look at you. You are very attractive."


"Bah, never as much as you are."


"I wouldn't be so certain."


"When you see some really beautiful girls, don't you feel a little regret being with me instead?"


"And you, Osvaldo, when you see some really beautiful boys, don't you feel a little regret being with me instead?"


They both laughed.


During the cruise they became friends with a man in his fifties, Francesco, an industrialist from Milan who was on the cruise with his twenty-one year old son and his son's girlfriend. The man was separated from his wife. During the day he allowed the two youngsters a lot of freedom and only for meals were they always together. The man was very likeable, so Osvaldo and Giulio were spending a good deal of time with him. 


When the cruise was nearing its end, the man said to the two lovers, in a rather hesitant tone, "May I dare to ask you something rather personal?"


"Yes, of course." Giulio answered.


"You two are... lovers, aren't you?"


After a moment's hesitation, Giulio answered, "Yes, we are. But why are you asking us?"


The man smiled, "Well... because of the friendship that is starting between us... and I really like you both... to give you a proper answer, I would like to tell you my story, if you want me to."


"Yes, sure, Francesco." Osvaldo answered.


"Well then, when I was just sixteen... I fell in love with a man and started a beautiful relationship with him. I was so happy that decided to tell my parents about it. But they not only forced me to leave him, but also made me undergo specialist treatments - psychologists, endocrinologists, and so on. They had me undergo a real brain-washing until they persuaded me that mine was just an adolescent's disorder, something to treat and to 'heal'. And so I was convinced I was really 'healed'. 


"When I was twenty-one I met my wife. For about six years, all seemed to go on well. I liked her, liked making love with her... even though I now can understand I wasn't really in love with her. Then, when I was twenty-seven, and my son Cristiano was just born, I met Paolo. He was my new secretary, in my father's firm. We at once became friends... and then fell in love. At first I tried to fight against what I was feeling for him... a struggle that lasted for one year.


"But at the end, I surrendered. So then, out of honesty, I decided to talk about it with my wife. She reacted rather badly, but I couldn't help it, I didn't feel like going on cheating on her any more, but also I wouldn't break with Paolo either. She asked for divorce and took Cristiano with her. I moved to another apartment together with Paolo. And so, we passed thirteen years of real happiness. I could see Cristiano often, as he spent weekends and holidays with us. Paolo and Cristiano grew fond of each other.


"Three years ago, Paolo had a car accident, and died... and so I was left alone. Then, two years ago, my ex-wife also died, of septicaemia. So then Cristiano decided to come to live with me. That, in short, is my story.


"Seeing you two and guessing you were lovers, made me remember my happy years with Paolo. That's why I dared to ask you... and dared to nose into your private life."


"You've really been unlucky, Francesco." Osvaldo said.


"Well, not really, not so much. I've lived thirteen years of great happiness and I have Cristiano. I promised him and his girlfriend this cruise for his twenty-first birthday. He insisted I had to come too, because he knows that the anniversary of my Paolo's death is about this time..."


"But does your son know that Paolo was your lover?"


"Yes, of course he knows. He was also really affectionate with Paolo, as I told you."


"And... after Paolo, didn't you have any other lover?"


"No, not yet. One day I can possibly met somebody, but for now..."


"You are a handsome man, Francesco, still young and likeable... You will find somebody for sure, sooner or later." Osvaldo said him, with a friendly smile.


"It could happen. Not so easily though, as I don't attend gay premises or bars. I dived into my work, and I devote all my free time to Cristiano. You two would be my first two gay friends... and I really feel the need to have somebody like me with whom I can open my heart, do you see? When this cruise is over, I hope we can stay in touch, can we? After all, we all live in Milan..."


"Yes, of course, Francesco, and more than willingly." Giulio answered.


Osvaldo asked, "Cristiano knows about us two?"


"He guessed, as I guessed. And it has been he who pushed me to become friends with you two. My Cristiano is a really dear boy."


When the cruise ended, they went back to Milan.


Giulio started his new job. With Osvaldo, they started to look around hoping to find a larger apartment. They stayed in touch with Francesco and their friendship deepened. After they found another apartment, they invited him with his son Cristiano, to a small party to show them their new place.


Cristiano became fascinated with both Osvaldo and Giulio's work. So they told him about their project to buy all the equipment to start working together to produce animations. Cristiano asked them to explain their project carefully to him and he was enthusiastic too. So they spent a very delightful evening.


Three days later, in the evening, they got a telephone call from Francesco.


"Cristiano told me he would be really glad having you both here at our place for dinner tomorrow night. Are you free?" he asked.


"Yes, and we'll come very willingly."


During the dinner in Francesco and Cristiano's beautiful home, they chatted of this and that. Then they moved to the lounge, where the Philippine servant served them coffee.


"Now Cristiano has a proposal to put to you." Francesco said.


"Really? What about?" Osvaldo asked, curious.


"Well, you see, your project about making electronic animated cartoons fascinates me." Cristiano said, "Right now I have to carry on my university studies. But after I graduate, I would like it very much if I could work with you. So then... I asked Dad if he would finance your project so that you can start. In exchange, you would start to teach me your work so that, after I've left the university you can hire me in your firm. What do you think?"


The two lovers looked at each other, somewhat taken aback, then Osvaldo said, "Your proposal is certainly interesting. Without help it would take us many years before we would be able to start our own business. Are you thinking of starting a partnership with us, Francesco?"


"No, I was thinking to make you a loan, to finance you, on very easy terms at prime rates. The firm will belong only to you two."


"Couldn't it be a partnership with you, or with Cristiano, or indeed, with both of you?"


"I don't want you to feel tied. Especially because it isn't certain that Cristiano will become a valid collaborator. The fact he likes it is not an automatic guarantee he will succeed."


"It's not sure that we'll succeed either..." Giulio pointed out to him.


"No, you two have talent, real talent." Cristiano said.


So they discussed it thoroughly. In the end Francesco accepted thir proposal - they would start a partnership joint venture, where Francesco put up the capital and Giulio and Osvaldo their competence. The founding partners would be Cristiano, Giulio and Osvaldo.


So they started the business. Francesco gave them the premises on trust. They bought all the necessary equipment, the best available, and started work. They hired Cristiano's girlfriend as their secretary. Cristiano, besides attending the university, was also to work with them a few hours a day to start to learn the job, and he was more and more enthusiastic.


They produced their first animation movie, which was snapped up at once by Tele+1 and was a success. They started work on their second animation. As the business was proceeding well, they decided to hire two more technicians.


Then they took part in a competition held by the European Community for a set of didactic movies about the history, culture, economy, arts and geography of the various countries of the Community. They prepared a plan, created some clips and sent everything for the competition to Brussels. 


The result came back - they had won the competition. So they hired four more people to be able to carry on the work in the required time. Among them there was a young man of twenty-eight, a designer of French origin, called Philippe. While they were working together, Osvaldo got the feeling that Philippe could be gay. He then started to discreetly observe him, until he was certain he was not wrong. So, he told him about Giulio and himself and started to invite him to their home quite often, and they soon became friends.


Philippe told them he realised he was gay rather late, while he was doing his army service in France, thanks to a comrade. But after they completed their army service, they didn't remain together. He then had a relationship with an athlete, when he was in Paris working as illustrator for a publishing house of books for children. Their relationship lasted three years.


When he was twenty-five, still in Paris, he had met an Italian tourist, a doctor from Milan, so that after a few months he decided to move to Milan, where he had been hired by the De Agostini publishing house. He lived with his doctor friend for two years, until his companion left him, so that now, for a year, he was alone. He remained in Milan, because he liked his job and also living in Italy.


Osvaldo asked him, "And what kind of man is your mister right, Philippe?"


"Mature men."


"Forty, fifty years old?" Giulio asked.


"Yes, more or less... Possibly more on the fifty side."


"But do you have a particular type you like best?" Osvaldo asked.


"Not really... A peaceful man, intelligent, affectionate, with a lively mind... But above all an honest man."


The two lovers said nothing, but both had had the same idea. They thus decided what they could do so that Francesco and Philippe could meet. They started to always invite both of them together and as they guessed, a mutual interest soon arose between them, and Francesco, whenever he invited Giulio and Osvaldo to his place, always invited Philippe too. The two friends were silently observing the situation develop. The two seemed to become more and more close, but nothing more seemed to happen.


So they decided to talk, separately, with both of them. They started with Philippe, as they met him every day.


Osvaldo asked him "Tell me, do you like Francesco?"


"Yes, very much."


"But... do you also feel attracted to him?"


"Very strongly. He's really a handsome and likeable man." the French youth answered.


"Why don't you tell him then? Nowadays you are in his confidence enough, aren't you?"


"But he never takes a... a first step. He's always very kind with me, but... but nothing more."


"And why, if you're interested in him, don't you do the first step?"


"I'm afraid he would think I'm interested in him just because of his wealth."


"But it's not so, is it?"


"Of course not. He's a fascinating man, so gentle... I really like him a lot... I'm falling in love with him, but..."


When they met Francesco in private, Giulio asked him, "Tell me, Francesco, do you like Philippe?"


"He's a really dear boy."


"But do you... also desire him?"


"It would be difficult not to desire him."


"But then, why don't you tell him?"


"I'm always been rather shy about such matters, about love. Also with Paolo, it was he who took the first step to hook me. But Philippe doesn't do it... therefore he possibly wants just friendship from me, not a relationship. I don't want to make him feel ill at ease with a proposal.


"Well, then, at this point we can tell you that he too is feeling strongly attracted to you. But he doesn't dare take the first step simply because he is afraid you'll think he is aiming at your money..."


"Really? No, no, that can't be so. I know him well enough now..."


"So then, just once, Francesco, try to be you the one who takes this damn first step!" Osvaldo spurred him.


"My god... I'm feeling like a school boy with his first crush, in spite of my age. I don't know if I would be able to tell him."


"Then, write him a letter..." Giulio suggested.


Less than a month passed and at last Francesco and Philippe were together.


"I'm happy, Osvaldo. I hope they are getting along together as well as we are."


"Yes, Giulio, I hope so. When someone is as happy as I am with you, he would like all his friends to be just as happy, wouldn't he?








THE END
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