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I remember, reluctantly, being born while the sun was bathing the white face of day. In a room of sobs and screams, of sweat and pain, of straw mattresses and a small window, life flashed amidst a quiet cry.

I think my mother was confused. She probably expected the newborn to cry far more loudly. I did not. It seemed to me that all the tears had already been shed over there, on that other side from which one arrives with fear upon their shoulders. Life is a passage through a personal hell. I know no one who would wish for it just like that, for a joke.

Then, darkness set in. In the darkness, you could smell the walnut tree above the house, an old dog stretched out before the threshold, an owl hooted a story about the eternal questions of human beings, a snake drowsily peered, trying to see a path to my cradle. My "I" did not exist yet. At that time, a thousand-year-old soul swayed in the cradle, a memory of previous lives, a sorrow for the sufferings of the planet I had descended upon. I was rocked by the hands of my friends, the hands of all those angels who watched over the little body, feeble, swaddled in sheets. The large eyes of the small child drank in the concepts of time and space, the shapes of night and day, all those vague forms of existence. A child's eyes are dark oceans. Within them lies the boundless expanse of understanding life and its limitations.

Occasionally, I would fly away to nourish my soul in places where suffering never existed, where only peace and absolute harmony floated around like a whitish haze. I vividly remember one of those journeys. The ocean and the celestial vault, joined on the distant horizon, danced a gentle dance of an embrace. On the shore, white, sandy, crouching, two children played, a boy and a girl, brother and sister in spirit. With her hands, soft as silk, she mingled rainbow colors with the wind, with sea foam and light. He, mischievously, threw lightning bolts towards a distant, imagined island and blew thunders from his palm. The gentle quivering of the ethereal ground was like his play with earthquakes, floods, and fires. He laughed. He desired nothing more than a small kaleidoscope in his eye, than the small game of assembling the geometric shapes of nature into an abstract picture of the only reality he acknowledged—the spiritual one.

The girl scooped up white sand with her hand and let it trickle slowly through her fingers. An angelic choir sang its song about the vortex of life. The boy looked at her and smiled. He threw his most beautiful lightning bolt towards the horizon and it thundered far, far away. The echo stretched into infinity, just as the sand slid down the small, white fingers. Life...
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I was waiting on the square. The stares of all those people slithering around like lizards in the sun were driving me insane. What did he want now? What does he want? Maybe to hurt me one more time, to deal me the final blow, subtle but effective. Despite the sunny May day, my blood was freezing in my veins. I was trembling. I was lighting one cigarette after another. Disgusting. I'll stink like a skunk when he arrives. Even if he intends to plunge a knife into my heart, I don't have to be a piece of trash that reeks of tobacco when she speaks. Panic. Chewing gum. Although chewing gum is a stupid choice, it's still better than tar in my mouth. If I don't choke on the gum when I see him, I'll probably stick the cigarette in my mouth and burn myself. I'm totally confused when I see him. All my wits go down the drain, I always mess something up. Most often, I blabber nonsense. I say all sorts of disconnected and meaningless things. I gawk at him and I can't control my hands. And they certainly don't know where to go. I'm lying. I'm a goddamn liar! My hands know exactly where they want to go, they just don't dare.

Finally. He materialized in front of me like a ghost. I had, of course, swallowed the gum. It's a good thing I didn't choke. Swallowing it was a completely solid outcome. The cigarette fell from my hand. My eyes were probably huge, like jombies, those big marbles we played with as kids. Faca was the one who had the biggest glass jomba. I had two when he looked at me. They glittered in the sun and threatened to catch fire, to melt. I don't know exactly how glass melts, but these two little glass marbles were melting and sliding down my cheeks. Of course, I was a moron who couldn't even manage to say hello to him. Mute as a statue, he stood before me. Deadly serious, he grabbed me by the arm and pulled me along after him. It would have been logical to ask him what was wrong and where he was taking me. Yet, I didn't. My mouth was mute, like a fish's. It just opened and closed, trying to get some air. A fish doesn't know how to breathe on dry land, it just flops, thrashes helplessly, like me.

He dragged me into some building, then into an elevator. Fifth floor. That much I managed to see before he pinned me against the elevator wall. He slid his hands into my hair and positioned my head so that our noses were touching. I don't know how I was still standing on my feet.

"Johnny!" I mumbled.

"Shut up, you sheep!" he said, and lowered his lips onto mine.

Whether everything before or after that is history, or whether I completely lost my mind 

from that joint with Steve, right before leaving, I don't know. His lips were soft, light, and gentle like genuine Chinese silk. My husband's aunt used to bring such scarves from China, the kind that make love to your neck, make you shiver and desire someone else's lips. My husband didn't have lips like that. Only Johnny possessed that right to the original quality of Chinese silk. Not even the actual silk had it to that degree. I wanted to stamp his lips, to certify that originality, that unique specimen of lips. But Ra Moon was already deeply engaged in sharing knowledge from all the world's languages with him and getting wet between my legs.
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We entered some kind of apartment. All I managed to see was a large bed, lowered blinds, and the pale glow of a small night lamp. He pushed me onto the bed, sat next to me, and said:

"Ra Moon, you've eaten my liver long enough. It's time to pay up."

He was smiling as he whispered this, his hands fumbling around my waist, undoing the belt on my trousers. That was the moment my brain experienced a "total eclipse." With my teeth, I undid the buttons on his shirt, one by one. My hands were finally on his skin. Everything sparked beneath my fingers with electricity. I thought my fingertips were catching fire, that flames would erupt. Not even when an earthquake shakes Cetinje is there so much trembling.

“Johnny...” I tried to say something into his neck, warm, with swollen veins, juicy under my mouth. 

“Just shut up, baby! Now I’m talking and you’re silent. And when I talk, Ra Moon, stars fall into your panties. Do you understand that?”

“Fuck you, Johnny!” I almost screamed. “A starry orgasm is in my panties when you talk.” 

Very quickly, completely naked, under a light blanket of yellowish light, we drank each other in. I guess I passed every hair of his over my tongue. I guess I slurped every drop of his sweat thirstily. I squeezed his buttocks to calm myself, to force myself to shut up, not to scream. He brought my breasts together, one next to the other, bit both nipples at once and sucked, as if he were feeding on the milky way and not on my quivering skin. He slowly pushed one of my legs away with his knee and crawled into the free space. Everything in me was transformed into a wide passage. Niagara Falls? The source of Bosnia? The fucking depths of the sea and all the split, overripe shells were not even offered to me. Mother Nature moistened and split the earth's crust to receive the divine moment of fertilization. If I could have conceived, I would have given birth to a whole new world from that act of union.

The sea was rocking somewhere. The wind swayed the blossoming lilac branches. He smelled the city of smudged multiple orgasms, of clitoral-vaginal multiple suicide, of Saturn ejaculating as he tries to throw some milk on his rings. Spring spread allergic pollen through the air, which caused everything to leak, prolonged, unstoppable. He pulled out a bottle of wine from somewhere and poured it over his chest. I dived. There are strangulations that are purposeful and bring unique pleasure. They say that the last predator in strangulation, albeit the other one, causes orgasm and death in one. There was no strangulation. There was my voluntary, self-conscious and long-desired impalement, on Johnny's bright golden cock.

Some dialogue, some nonsense, flashed through my brain. "There are some people coming along the road, father!" "These are not people, my daughter, these are Turks!" Let them be! Let the sky burn while Johnny fucks his little girl!

“Ra Moon, you're out of your mind!” was all he muttered, even though I didn't say any of the above. He bit my lip and entered me, triumphantly, magnificently, I don't know how many times.

Loyalty? Such a miserable and overrated category. Only my cunt was faithful to his golden cock. Why? Only she knows. I guess she was burning herself on the green meadows of my home, on the pick of an old guitar, on the “Blitzkrieg Bop” of the dark-skinned king of all love in the world. In the end, I hugged him tightly, trembling like a string, dreading the moment when I would have to let him get up and leave. Maybe dying is something else after all. Maybe you only die when Johnny leaves. Everything else is a farce. “Fuck you and everything on the list!”, I grumbled to myself. “I know you’re going to kill me! I just know it!”
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Steve was waiting for me in "Blue moon". I had to drink some vitamins and recover from almost all day long cuddling, biting, choking, whining, cursing, fucking... with Johnny. My legs and arms were shaking, my whole body was shaking like crazy. I barely made it to the cafe. 

"Brother, I totally fucked you! I mean, bro, I raved!!!"

Steve started laughing uncontrollably. He broke in. The old rave. Our code for hard fucking.

"Fuck you! HIM! You still got hold of him! It shows on your face. Only Johnny could afford you such bliss." 

"Johnny, my beauty, the only one! He squeezed all the juices out of me. Go get a squeezed orange, I yelled at you!" 

"So, what did that crazy guy do to you? I thought you'd never meet. You've been pissing on him for years and nothing."

"I know, sunshine! I'm an idiot to you. I'll never forget how horrified you were when I first told you I was cheating on him. You, you little piece of trash.! Now imagine. I'm going to tell you how it was until you suffer incurable trauma," I said, laughing. 

"Phew!" was all he commented. 

As he went to get the juice, he muttered to himself: 

"Old, horny animals! I thought people at that age didn't get laid. They're worse than...yikes!"

I laughed and my stomach hurt from every, even the slightest effort. Everything hurt. Johnny left me wounded with pleasure. There was nothing left in my body that didn't want my Johnny; again, again, again... I realized that I would never be free from this passion. It seems that fucking Johnny really was, at least for me, the only greatness in this world that could win my brain, heart, soul, body, blood, bed, life. If someone asked me what kind of lover he was when I was shitting so much about him, I wouldn't know how to say. That's not the point. It never was. Johnny had that something, that fucking something that no one else had ever had, nor will ever have. He had in his soul and his blood that magic made just for me. I don't believe in fidelity. Still, I knew that my soul would never be able to desire anyone as sincerely and purely, as unbridled and passionately, as Johnny. And Johnny wasn't mine. He was hers. And someone out there, someone I can't even remember while Johnny is in my thoughts, was officially called mine. Life is a fucked-up creation and surprises us when we think nothing can surprise us anymore. He sent that sooty grump to me, that most fucked-up, most pissed-off, most unattainable man in the world. I just had to, like the ultimate fool, get my ass on him. For my dull mind, for years now, no one but him has existed. He fucked my soul up a long time ago, ever since I first smelled him in the air. I didn't even know what he looked like or who that guy was, but I fell apart and waited patiently for him to tear me apart. Actually, just him. It's as if he came out of the deepest caves of my soul and became incarnate, with all the crappy flaws that I was a moron. I have always loved all his deranged curves. Whatever he did, he wasn't nice, he was bragging, I couldn't understand with my mind. I perceived with her cunt that she was chasing after him and I could only love him even more. What the fuck can do that? You love who is your doomsday. You humble yourself and don't care. You turn into a tiny human just because of one of his fingers that could touch you. The man is a shitty animal, powerless in the face of such love, completely fucked. I'm shit in the rain when he shows up, usually shit in the rain. I'd kiss his ass if he only loved me. Fuck me! Fuck this woman! I've been bragging about my pride for half a century, and now everything that was honorable in me has been taken from me by a scoundrel, a stubborn old man who's probably not much of a prize. But what does a fool in love know? After so many years of my life, I'm just that - a lovesick fool who would give the rest of my life for one more day of caressing with Johnny. And always like that. Always. Forever. He can fuck me for the rest of my life in my right mind when I'm crazy about him. And my mind is crazy. The worst thing of all is that I'm not sorry. I don't give a damn; for pride, for honor, for shitty morality, and for the whole world! I only want Johnny. I only cum on Johnny. I think about him and between my legs there's a tinge of lust. I just imagine him coming towards me and my panties (the only ones I'm single) are already getting wet and falling down. Fuck me, motherfucker! Hmmm... Yes...

"Blue Moon" is a good bar. They play "Cigarettes after sex". I'll drown Steve with stories about Johnny, I know that. Who the fuck! He'll listen to me and put up with it. That's what friends are for. Tonight I'm kissing my Johnny even after he left me, fucked and unfucked, forever and ever.
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