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"Take your mask off. It's midnight. Look me in the eyes and tell me that I am still your queen... ”

- These are the words of my dear aunt Ljubica who does not doubt that with her little talent for me she was a light that shone during my childhood and my development as a writer.

Only for you Ljuba!

Thank you!
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Love with the smell of dynamite
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The narcotic-family intercontinental relationship between Latin America and Europe behind the author's creative imagination is reflected in the real examples of the time in which we live.

Two years after birth, she shone in a typical and creative way, one more pearl from Dianna Diverno's literal necklace. With the wonderful fiction and above all the transportation of the story after the characters made, she develops the narcotic-family intercontinental relationship of Latin America and Europe, defeating the path of entry into the genre plain of his contemporary Minette Walters, the queen of novels England police.

The mafia, drugs, sex, blackmail, confrontations, the murders of individuals, even entire families of cartels, and all this under the shadow of the power and influence of the ruling circles, the author of the novel "Forbidden Love" paint the present from the poetic point of view.

Constructing the outline of the novel in the characters of passionate and platonic lovers enduring it with the poetic title "Make love in the dream" as a prologue to this exciting and romantic story, once again demonstrates its refined and typical literary identity with the relationship autobiographical.

In the love triangle, in the struggle between life, death and agony, between reason on the one hand and emotions on the other, that unstoppable desire to take revenge on another family, Dianna reveals the complex nature of the main heroine, the daughter of the king of the marihuana, and the writer is shown as an expert in personal psychological characteristics.

The author is known for her creation in many genres, especially this creation of imagination and erotic fantasies that are impressive. This time, the romance in the Bermuda’s triangle of their characters is performed with an equally impressive incorporeal relationship, demonstrating that the relationship can be strong and passionate, and that women are affected by relationships with “the tough guys”.

Subotica, November 23, 2009.

The poet Sredoje Topalovic

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Genre art of Dianna Diverno
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Writing in genre, genre and for genre, walking along on a dangerous border that connects art “hard and high”, and for a long time in the socio-cultural area of ​​Serbia represents a creative and interpretive challenge. In this context, the literary works of Dianna Diverno and her novel ‘’ Forbidden Love’’ is multiple representative. It is representative because it has realized aesthetic values, in the formal, stylistic and well-constructed language, the (po)ethical consciousness that follows the story of the novel, for the justification of the questions asked and the themes revealed. It is significant because it continues and exceeds his earlier novels, which also with its purity of genre represent the necessary element of contemporary Serbian literature.

With the novel ‘’Forbidden Love’’, Dianna Diverno enters completely into the poetic context of European and world literature that the adventurous, hard, mafia, vengeful, erotic and love novel considers, that its quality seeks in uncertainty, types, established themes and relationships. Like each significant work of the genre that is equally well observed from the point of view of the integrity of the works and from the individual point of view and ‘’Forbidden Love’’ is a synthesis of the poetic elements that that genre absorbs in itself and shines from itself.

In the writing process, the writer is restorer of archetypal literary and genre layers and cultural traditions, and as a means of knowing the history of literary modulation and reality outside of fiction through the depth of the chosen themes. She moves away from the spaces of Serbia that are close and known and goes, in this novel, to Mexico. Mexico is a joint space, a reason that sublimates the experience of criminal flows. Cuba, Venezuela, Germany, France, Serbia, Russia, Italy, Spain, Brazil remain as subsets, their presence is justified in a real and psychological way and is the proof of the omnipresence of relationships that govern in that type of thinking. Here, however, one should not seek the relationship between life experience and literature. That relationship is found in the themes of family, love, hatred, supremacy and subordination. Precisely with other themes Dianna Diverno achieves the exceptional credibility of the novel.

Finally, completely in the context of the ironic module, I am going to present Northrop Frye's famous phrase, Dianna Diverno fails the horizon of public expectation and ends the novel with an open end, which does not tolerate ideological ambiguity.

Krusevac, September 4, 2008.

Master  Spasoje Z. Milovanovic
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Chapter One - The Return
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Long, boundless fields of corn pierced her eyes. At one point the sky connected to those fields, but the line was obvious and clear. The noise of the motor started to irritate her and Donatella could not wait to get to her destination, take a bath and go to bed.

Since leaving Mexico three years ago, Donatella Osorio has not returned to her parents' home. They visited her in her college dorm during the holidays and vacations. She had never wanted Madrid, now she had got used to Spain. The best image she had brought from there was related to the character of Matilde Revalier, a beautiful student, very beautiful that all the girls envied and that all the boys wooed like crazy. She knew how to have a beautiful, dignified, beautiful attitude ... And she also knew that she was going to introduce herself under that name before strangers.

Before, her eyes, like a stream, pierced the corn, and she leaned toward Andrés, who sat in the front and drove the father's jeep. She looked at the path behind, knowing that there is a cloud of dust behind them.

- We will arrive soon?

Her father`s Andrés Vargas personal assistant, bodyguard and driver looked fixedly in front of himself, always perfectly focused on what he does (even if all that concentration is directed in a simple driving). He quickly glanced at her and then searched her face in the rearview mirror.

- Half an hour to go, Miss Osorio! - He answered plain and simple. All his attention turned to the road. Donatella turned back. The veil of dust billowed behind them. She looked at the corn again. Everything was the same, the same as before her  departure. Nature remained the same as it had left it, the fields were growing, the weather was good, only ...

- This is so boring! - she said so as not to think much. That day was long, overwhelming. The flight was horrible and lacked peace. The luggage hold line was too long and in delay. There was nothing that would improve her day. She only noticed a handsome man standing in front of her and wearing a small gold earring in his ear. She killed time by watching him, though she knew she would never have noticed him in that long line if she weren't so bored. Andrés waited for her. He said it looks better than before, but a little lean.

- I believe him, but he knows how long the road is - she searched his face in the rearview mirror. Donatella smiled. She never knew that old filth from his father. He was one of the few who surrounded his father with whom he found a common language. She had known Andrés since she was little and always felt safe with him, despite the fact that all his father's bodyguards were equally qualified for the work they did. She was his favorite, he knew how to tell jokes, he seemed like a big guy. The other bodyguards, three more men, were silent and completely dedicated to their work. Despite his sense of humor, Martín Villareal Osorio still wanted that bodyguard that he had known for twenty-three years.

While thinking about the bodyguards, Donatella also remembered her departure from Madrid, which had happened in a very good mood. They threw a small party, like a cocktail, they were in their twenties. They all made an effort to make the humor magnificent and to joke, only some boys brought several bottles of the alcohol, because the alcohol was strictly prohibited in the bedroom. Donatella had the impression that she left wonderful friends, although before they were not such great friends, she also had the impression that she will not find such wonderful and loving souls again. Maybe the reason for all of that was his departure? Can be. It often happens that people, when someone around them goes, have the feeling of losing someone special and different and they try in every possible way to facilitate that person's departure, with their loving behavior. Anyway, now they were not out of her thoughts.

She felt as stupid as three years ago. She did not want to leave the farm, but her father forced her to do so. That accompanied a long adaptation to Madrid and school. And now, when she finally got used to it and accepted everything as it was, she returned to the farm.

Again she glanced out the window. They have not arrived yet. She looked at the clock. Only fifteen minutes had passed since Andrés asked when they will arrive.

- How is father? - she asked calmly. That didn't interest her, wasn't on good terms with him. Her sister Diana had a completely different character from her and the father loved her immensely. She asked for asking and killing boredom.

- He's okay. He read a lot lately.

"He used to read a lot before," Donatella recalled, an old man, little bald and with white hair reading novels with glasses on his face. That was his best hobby at night. Her mother, Cynthia Villareal Osorio, did not consider that type of hobby very clever by the eyes, especially at night ... But Martín Osorio would not be what it is, if it would not be persistent and hard to the end. That reflected even in that little hobby.

- Now he read encyclopedias.

- I can not imagine him 1reading that. Where's that bunch of Agatha Christie novels? I'm sure he read them all and now he have nothing to read. As much as I know him, I'm sure he won't read a book twice.

- No, he won't read. You are right, Miss Donatella - Andrés replied smiling. During those twenty-two years, he knew Martín Osorio very well, and realized that he was the type of man who gives order only once, that something beautiful and exciting wants to live once and that he would never read something twice, but he will remember after three years, what shoes did a female character have at a party.

- Encyclopedias! I can't believe he read that.

- Observe - Andrés corrected her, turning her attention on the way.

- It doesn't matter - she smiled. Her dark blonde hair was loose and reached to the middle of her back. Since her mane was smooth more often she would pick it up with a bobby pin or let it flap in the wind. She has long since abandoned the idea of putting permanent wave or painting and destroying it that way. When she was in high school she once painted it black and for a time curled her hair with huge curlers. But since her hair was a bit unruly and difficult to shape, she soon stopped doing it. Her dark-haired father did not like her as much as when her brother Eduardo had long hair and wore ripped jeans for a party. At home, father made a roll that implied that such rudeness was intolerable and that Eduardo immediately moved away from all that.

While in Madrid, Eduardo was missing a lot. Although he was a year older than she and faced completely different things in life, they had a common language, which she never managed to achieve with Diana.

She looked at the cornfields again, aware that this environment was overwhelmed and monotonous. You should take a magazine that you could flip through. At last the path became more familiar. They were approaching a huge white house with huge towers, swimming pool, lake and garden. Next to the access were ten large statues and some large fountains near which they passed. Her father liked fountains, but her mother said that he exaggerates with that and if he puts only two more fountains, that would be the culmination of the creation and decoration displeasure of the rich. She counted the sources. They were all there, there were no new ones. She smiled. Sometimes, Martín knew how to listen to his wife.

That was unusual but clever of him not to put more sources.

- Everything remains the same - she said melancholy.

- Usually. - Her father changed some things but, it seems to me, not with much desire. Her mother became angry at many things ...

- Yes, mom knows how to tame him - Donatella smiled at his joke because the sense of tame is more suitable for stallions.

- She is a special woman. So her father loves her so much.

Donatella did not reply. The father had his unwritten rules that indicated that certain things are not spoken and is silent. Just as the notion of their mutual love was an abstract notion that the people around them could not suppose, nor understand. Donatella always had the impression that her father did not love her mother as he should, that was a polished, reasonable relationship, which was only based on friendship. Cynthia had a character trait with which she managed to attract a man like Martín Osorio, she knew what she wants and wants and she knew how to confront him and fulfill her own wishes to the end.

Only Donatella had that trait - doing whatever it takes - and so her relationship with her father was strained especially if their attitudes did not match. And that happened too many times.

So she felt better in Madrid than at home. There it did not matter who thinks like her and who does not. There was simply the part of the bedroom and there the rules were respected no matter the attitudes.

The jeep finally approached home. For a moment Donatella put her hand on the leather seats. Material cooled her down. She had the impression that he couldn't wait to get there, take a bath and change clothes. She got out of the jeep. No one but Norma, an old maid with fat arms, in a black uniform with an apron and a white bonnet, waited for her. Norma was at the entrance and for ten minutes impatiently, jumping from foot to foot constantly looking at the clock. Norma was one of the rare loved ones in Donatella's childhood and life. She was a simple soul who always opened her heart to l, first when she was a little girl and then when she was already a girl. She was one of the rare people who missed Donatella in the long, lonely hours in the dorm and school, Donatella slowly approached her. She smiled with an irresistible smile that always highlighted her cheekbones.

"My old woman," she said enthusiastically. Before, they strictly cared about who was watching them, in case the servant hugged them or when they talked about anything. Now that didn't matter. Norma straightened up.

- For God's sake, Miss Donatella, do you want your father to fire me?

Donatella was smiling.

- I very much doubt you would now. I just arrived! Do you think he wants to  with me and I haven't even entered the house yet? - She walked away from the maid. She had a pleasant enthusiasm for seeing her. She look around. Except Andrés nobody looked at them.

- Where are the others? - She asked in a serious tone. Of course she didn't expect someone else to wait for her. Except Eduardo, if he is not busy with other things.

- Your father works and your mother makes some tapestry. Diana went out to the city and her brother ... - the maid looked around. Would I swear he had told me he would be here?

- For real? - Donatella turned. Then she noticed a tall, handsome man approaching her. In his hands he held a bouquet of flowers.

- He did not know what and how - he smiled with the same smile that she had, which highlighted cheekbones, hugged her very tightly and then pulled her away.

- Let me see you little sister! You are a bomb! No doubt! Right, Norma? - He turned to the maid who smiled at his jokes. Eduardo was the happiest person in the family. So Donatella loved him. - Look at this body! What glutes! Ronnie Coleman would freak out for them ...

She knew he wasn't serious, but she smiled anyway, tapping the flowers from her hands.

- Did you pick this up by yourself?

- I didn't know the different way to welcome you, that's why I thought ... Don't be so hard on me. Who would wait for you with flowers if not me? Do you know that you always have me? You remember when you were little - he held her very tight and so they entered. - You came to me and I was your big and strong little brother who took care of you because you were afraid of the dark.

- I was also afraid of lightning and thunder and many other things. Remember the list was long? - she remembered.

- You see. The flowers are still ... - she showed in the flowers and then smiled. - You will say that I am pathetic.

- Not because? - He smelled the flowers.

- It is prettier the fact that you collected them yourself but you sent some basket from the flower shop that he arranged who knows who and did not have this tenderness.

- How cute? I picked them up in the garden five minutes ago. You know that the old man ordered that they always plant those roses and the rest ...

- I suppose that remains the same - she turned to Andrés who was carrying her suitcases. - Take them to my room.

Andrés carried the suitcases.

- Miss, I'm going to kitchen to prepare something to eat for you - Norma said.

- Yes, bring me an orange and a banana - said Donatella. She was left alone with her brother. - And?

- No news. You think that because you were there for three years, something had changed. The old man is still the same, mama only makes those tapestries and napkins of her, Diana is never at home, except when something interesting happens here and after all - he clapped his hands. - You've got me. You know I have a lot of green jokes to tell you. Are you interested?

- No thanks. I don't want them in the empty gut - she laughed out loud.

- Okay, I'll tell you when you eat well. No, I'd better tell you when you digest food. They are good, really, a lot of crap about pedophiles and lesbians - behind her went the marble stairs with the green carpet. Everything breathed with exclusivity, elegance and decoration. On the stairs there was a marble railing with large vases with golden edges in which there were wonderful and well-kept flowers. Huge portraits were placed on the wall. Donatella glanced around her. Everything remained the same. Only flowers had changed.

- I am tired - she said calmly entering her room and closing the door. Eduardo quickly threw himself on the bed in the center of the room. The bed was a French brocade bed. The entire room was in shades of pink that Donatella loved. Even the draperies on the walls were pink with large green arches.

He looked around. Really, everything was as he left it suddenly and not planned. Nothing had changed. She sighed before entering. Her brother watched as he calmly lay down and took a cigarette from his pocket. He lit one.

- You want?

- Later - she said quietly. She put his hands in the pockets of his jeans and walked to the window. - From the window I could see the fountain "Los Novios" - One of the most beautiful fountains they had. She remembered her last wishes while still here... She was watching “Los Novios” precisely... Now that reminded her of those moments and for a moment her eyes sparkled with tears. She turned to his brother who, as always, was in a good mood and ready to joke. He inhaled the smoke calmly and gazed at the ceiling.

- How is Madrid? Are you going back there?

- No, I don't think I'm going back - she replied gently. - Madrid is fantastic. It is perfect for a boy like you.

- Is there "powder" - he smiled with a bad smile.

- I can’t believe it! You should ask me about school, about ... You! Monkey! - She threw a green cushion at him. - You only think of whores! Are you going to change once and for all? You'll grow up!

- I do not want to grow up! - he would look like our grandfather then made a face like grandfather used to do and they both laughed. - And, are there whores? It should be some good pieces ... I know that doesn't interest you, but I suppose you had seen some ...

- I didn't walk that late or look for whores in the city. If I had known that that would interest you I would surely pay attention to that - she put her hands on the chains smiling. Sometimes his innate frivolity irritated her and over time she expected him to become normal, find a regular, permanent girl, and pretend for at least two months that he knows what it means to be in love.

- You should look. You know me! - he the smoke blew.

- I know you. - She sat on the bed. She felt the pain in her temples and the smoke bothered her.

Knocking on the door, Norma entered bringing a plate with a banana and an orange.

- Here you are, Miss Donatella. Are you sure that nothing else is missing?

- No, thanks - she smiled. Norma went out and Donatella got up to eat some of it.

- Are you hungry? - The brother looked suspicious. - I doubt that banana will whet your appetite. You have more concrete things in the kitchen. The menu is still large and the same.

- I'm not hungry. What's new?

So they talked a little about their latest adventures. The conversation was mainly about who's who in society and how he uses his position to win women. There was no doubt that he was still an incorrigible Don Juán.

When he finished his second cigarette, Eduardo went outside with the words that sex is only the need that leads to the pleasure of desires but it has nothing to do with love. He made two or three horrible ''green jokes'' that he had heard and disappeared behind the door.

Donatella rolled her eyes as he came out. To she be honest, he was her brother and loved and endured him for that, but when asked if any other woman would love or endure him, she couldn't give an honest answer. Or the answer did exist but that would require long and deep contemplation, and she was in no mood to do so. He got up again, put his hands in his pockets and looked towards "Los Novios". Grief filled her soul and tears sparkled in her eyes. So many divine and empty dreams she dreamed while looking at that fountain and the two sculptures embraced.

Love ... She seemed to perceive outlines of his old love as if they were mist in the distance.

She was bound to forget. Everyone thought she had forgotten ...

She knew not.

She heard a knock on the door and turned to the newcomer. It was her mother. Cynthia Villareal Osorio was a proportionate slim woman, a true perfectionist for everything: appearance, dressing, makeup, jewelry, hair, perfumes. Everything always had to be ordered, exactly in its place. Now she was like that too, a divine woman, groomed and her years spoke about the beauty she had before. The woman with her feet firmly on the ground.

- It is wonderful to see you my dear - she spread her hands and hugged her daughter.

Donatella smelled her perfume and that sparked her memories.

They were holding each other for a couple of seconds. Despite Donatella's emotion, Cynthia only gave her a cold kiss on the cheek. She waved her hair several times as if she wanted to make some kind of quiet comment.

Donatella followed her movements.

- And?

- You must cut your hair, your ends are damaged - said the mother slowly, waving her hair. There was love in that, but in Cynthia Osorio's cold face that was not noticeable.

- Soon - her little daughter smiled although she knew she is not going to cut her hair.

- It is divine to see you. I told your father that you are coming.

Donatella stopped the answer. It was her father who had demanded that she return. Why this hypocrisy?

- Surely. Dad was surprised - Donatella said calmly. She fixed her hair, because her mother messed it up a bit carelessly as she waved it.

Cynthia Osorio moved away from her. She smile with dignity.

- Of course. After what had happened, now your return is under surveillance. I hope - her mother walked to the window and turned suddenly - you're not going to have those kinds of surprises. It was enough once! I think you put your feet on the ground in Spain. Madrid changed you - when she see her mother looked at her with a gaze that Donatella did not know how to define.

- Europeans are different in terms of fashion.

- It's not about fashion.

- It’s not?

- But of trends, desires, needs. Your capricious love with that guy was out of the logical and impossible ...

- It was not impossible! - Donatella sighed.

- Not possible either. Don't forget who and what you are. Do you think your father will allow something like this - she showed around her - to pass before his eyes in his own house? No! Never!

- I know you're against it.

- Me too and I'm sure everyone who knows you. Anyway - Cynthia came very close - Give yourself the blow. It is not worth to a pretty and rich girl all she has if her brain is empty.

- No insults, mother!

- That was decent advice. - Cynthia sighed. Maybe she knew how to talk reluctantly with her children. Her more sincere advice was oddly accepted and sounded like insults. Cynthia was not bad, only she could not bear disobedience and stubbornness. That was always the problem with Donatella.

- Thanks. - Donatella put her hands in the pockets of her jeans.

At those moments she remembered her mother very much. Her mother also had prominent cheekbones, a beautiful smile, and clear blue eyes. But Cynthia was always striving for perfection.

- I see you have eaten. Come down later. We will prepare the big meal in your honor.

- Thank you, mother - Donatella replied that she did not feel like eating, nor had a company.

Cynthia talked to her about all that and then she left.

For a moment she remembered the little party she had in the bedroom in Spain, aware that party was more relaxing and beautiful than her father's house and the formal meals they make.

But, now it's here.

The lunch was stiff, icy, and formal.

At the front of the table sat Martín Osorio, next to Cynthia and Diana. On the other side were Eduardo and her. While the waiters served the food, no one said a word. When the last waiter filled the glass and came out, father began to speak, although all the time he sat quietly and with his hands under his beard.

- We are happy for your return - he said that calmly and looked at her. - Your coming is accepted with welcome, right? - He looked at the others.

- Of course, father - Diana answered that that morning she was at the hairdresser's and her long black hair was in the elegant locks. Two sisters glared at each other on the table.

-Thank you - said Donatella, to whom Diana's support meant nothing. It was not honest.

- Well, we can start with the food - Martín said and at that moment his cell phone rang. He turned and spoke something silently. He was worried.

Donatella had not seen him like this yet. Despite the fact that her relationship with her father was bad and tight, she had never seen him like this. Maybe something changed, the father became more capricious.

- Problems? - asked his worried wife.

- A little - he said nothing more. He placed the mobile next to him. The expression of sincere concern did not drop from his face.

They started eating.

- Madrid is pretty, right? - Diana asked, as she ate with the dangerous sparkle in her eyes. Diana instead of Donatella and Eduardo was the true daughter of her mother. Although she looked like her father's ancestors, she was a classic brunette and very pretty. She liked to dress up.

- Wonderful. You will have to make a long visit - Donatella suggested.

- I suppose so - she said in an undetermined tone. Just as her father Diana had no desire to leave the hacienda, she wanted to take over certain businesses. Even though she was twenty-seven years old and many suitors still she didn't feel like having a relationship.

- I said to Donatella that I would like to go there - Eduardo said and that's why everyone looked at him with doubt.

- I don't think that's a good idea - his father announced. - You are quite thoughtless and who knows what you would do there.

- Nothing I do not do here - replied Eduardo. - All that with those women is ...

- Please! I want to eat in peace - announced Martín, who was fed up with his son's mistreatment of women.

Donatella understood the father's complaints about it. She herself knew that if Eduardo were not her brother, she could not approach him in a different way from the purely sexual approach. So she had never thought about how Eduardo sees her as a person. He was simply someone who was present from birth. It didn't matter how it is.

The meal passed in ceremonial peace. Occasionally Donatella looked at her older sister. Diana was always firm, independent, and paid  attention to anyone other than herself, her personality and behavior. She ate calmly. Periodically, she nothing particular would look at his sister stating that Donatella had not changed much and that it was difficult to wait.

After the meal everyone retired to their rooms.

Martín Villareal Osorio had a date with his bodyguards. The four: Andrés, Felipe, Sigmundo and Iván were in the large, spacious office that had the same exclusivity as the other rooms in that house. The colossal black table, carved with the gold edges was in the center of the room. On the table was a lamp and the photo of Cynthia Osorio when she was young. In addition to that photo, on the wall was a large and divine picture of Cynthia Osorio as she reclined to the table in wonderful
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