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To those beings without whose existence life would not have been worth living.



To literature, a lover of silences. 
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“The best way to get rid 

of temptation is to fall into it”

Oscar Wilde

Ulysses

––––––––
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Once, that woman was mine, but she was taken from me. Since then, I search for her, though I can't find her. Despite my failure, I try again and again. Sex sliding me from one bed to another makes me shudder. Yet, after the satisfaction of desire, I find only remorse. At least this time it was she who abandoned me. 

The kiss

––––––––
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I approached her mouth with the uncertainty of the reaction, with the impression heightened by the desire of a furtive thief and the irresistible longing for the taste of a forbidden peach. 

She chatted cautiously keeping her distance, with words that I did not perceive, because her eyes had left me deaf behind her crystal lenses, enraptured in a sea of blue.

I watched her in silence, attending to the movements of her lips with an inner tremor, fascinated by her face and the honey color of her straight hair. She continued to vocalize sounds, leaning the weight of her body on a filing cabinet with a casual gesture. We were facing each other, just one more nondescript conversation among the many in the office that morning.

In my mind, my lips rested on hers, biting them, my hands caressed the nape of her neck weaving through her hair and my tongue darted between her teeth with the warmth of her breath. I kissed her smile in a whisper.

At some point, the conversation ended and the young woman returned, ignorant, to her desk. Already awake to the routine, aware of her indifference, at times her image blurs in the longing for an impossible, that of the kiss on her lips.

Desire

––––––––
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He summoned me tonight in a hotel room in the center of Madrid. A brief message after two years of absence, ten words. It is an unexpected gift from a woman I thought was indifferent to my longings. I answered with a simple "yes" and, after sunset, I sit on the sofa in the suite. I have a strange feeling, something doesn't fit.

The room is in semi-darkness. On the central table, two glasses of champagne, and in an ashtray, a coppery ember spreads wisps of smoke. A melody, Sade's voice, is a muffled, sweet, pleading cry. Suddenly, a sharp knock on the door. It's her, she enters the room with a cigarette in her hand and walks across the carpet with seductive steps. She holds in her gaze an invitation without words; the scarlet heels are sharp knives that penetrate my eyes, the black silk stockings prolong her legs caressing the thighs and provoke hungry desires in my mouth. Knees peek without shyness from under the cashmere dress tight at the hips. It enhances the chest as I suck in air to hold back the gasps. I sigh, two winters have passed since the last time until this spring. The wine-colored dress leaves her shoulders bare and reveals the beauty of her slender figure.

She ignores me, stands with her back to me, turns her head with a devilish smile in her wolfish gray eyes and discovers my lascivious gaze on her ass; she laughs while in my mind I caress her buttocks. The temperature in the room rises, I burn, undo a button on my shirt and nervously try to light another fag. She approaches me, holds the rouge-stained cigarette in her hand, slowly exhales the smoke over my face, envelops it in a haze, and with a honeyed cat-like voice, whispers in my ear:

“Are you just going to eat me with your eyes?”

I stand up, holding her long, flame-colored hair that delimits an oval of innocence and extends down to her chest. The features are sharp; the cheeks, white, barely obscured by a thin layer of makeup. The lips, fleshy, juicy cherry, fresh and sensual. The teeth in a row are small, the path of my desire, and her tongue, her red tongue licks my earlobe and lewdly slips inside my ear.

“You haven't changed” I say.”

“Shut up, I didn't invite you to talk.”

Then, he undoes two buttons of my shirt, pushes me decisively and throws me on the sofa as if I were a rag toy, a pushover. I am her slave. She straddles my legs, guides my hands over her mouth, kisses them and places her fingertips on my lips. I stare at her in rapt attention, my body reacts to the touch of
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