BEBAWI / CHIARA 
PAGE  

CHIARA

                                       SABRI g. BEBAWI

Copyright © Sabri Bebawi, 2016, 2017
California, USA                           

ISBN-13: 978-1537554990 

ISBN-10: 1537554999
LCCN: 2016914963
Library of Congress
All Rights Reserved © 2016-2017
Printed in the United States of America

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT
This is dedicated to my muse, all the young girls of the world, my closest ally and companion Marisela who has worked very hard with me on editing and has shown great patience for the madness of an artist.  Chiara is also dedicated to my family, the children of the world from whom I gain immense knowledge, my dearest friends who impact my life daily, Dr. Sonny, Dr. Sukhmani, Safwat, Androula, Shahnaz, Lina, Laila, Maria, Eddie, Atef, Celine, Taran, Tracey, Dan, Vera, Lon and Ginger. And to the others whose names are printed in my heart like all my friends from Europe: Fayez Henein, Sammy Selim, Nairouz Shehata and their families and my own children Christian, Daniel, Alondra, Richard, Sebastian, and Nardeen.
To my physicians, Grammy Award Winner, Dr. Mike Vasilomanolak, Dr. David Shen, Dr. David Rosenberg, Dr. Nancy Godfrey, Dr. Michael Kim, Dr. Trevidi Kashyap, my Italian brothers, Dr. Thomas Asciuto & Dr. Mario Curti, Dr. Farin Azadeh, Dr. Laura Manuel, Dr. Christopher Woodson, Dr. Harry Karp, and Dr. Hightower.  I dedicate this work to my nurses, and the medical staff of all my doctors who work tirelessly to save my life, and to the victims of medical challenges.

Special thanks to my legal advisors, and friends, Mrs. Ruth Shamir and Mr. Jack Golan, of the Law Firm, Popkin, Shamir & Golan. And, I reserve my gratitude to my personal Attorney, the Honorable Joseph F. Henein, Esq.

In memory of my two cousins, brothers who died in the same month.
Honorable Air-Force Major Samer Rushdy
Honorable Family Prince, Maged Rushdy
In memory of my longtime best friend

Honorable Philosopher George Simon and Honorable Barrister, Abbas Alaei
MAIN CHARACTERS
Chiara Calione
Ada Calione

Mario Calione
Rosie

Marcelo 

Sofia Curti

Rafi Curti

Marlene Giudo

Pierre Alexandre 
Mr. Bentley

THE AUTHOR

     Sabri Bebawi, born in 1956 in Fayoum, Egypt. He attended law school at Cairo University. He left Egypt for the United Kingdom. Oxford University invited him during the fourth and last year of Law School. He never returned to Egypt. A few years later, after living and working as a journalist in England, Italy, France, and Cyprus, he took political refuge in the United States. He has been teaching ESL, English, Journalism, and graduate Educational Technology courses. He studied for more graduate work at UCLA and got a PhD degree in Philosophy, English Education and Distance Learning from Capella University.

     Although English is his third language, Bebawi has published many articles, books, and essays on eclectic topics. It has always been his ambition to write novels. This is his second try; his first has been successful; God on Trial has won several awards including a British Literary Award in 2015.                           That English is a third language to Bebawi, writing a novel has always been preoccupying and challenging.

     As a child, Sabri Bebawi struggled to make sense of the world and of human nature. He knew of the human condition. As he grew older, and studied law, and the “not so holy” books, he developed a more pragmatic and sensible stance; the world became just a mirage, an illusion and a mere phantasm. Bebawi waits for that to come day when religions, conformity, capitalism, republicanism, and corrupt governments are eradicated. He believes in John
Lennon’s immortal lyrics, “Imagine.” 

In dedication to my intellectual & philosopher hero,
Honorable Woody Allen
“It is not the consciousness of men that determines their being, but, on the contrary, their social being that determines their consciousness.” 

Karl Marx
DISCLAIMER
The author and the publishers of this work stress that the characters and events are fictional. Resembling reality is coincidental. 

INTRODUCTION
     Human nature has always been an interesting topic for discussion for centuries and throughout time. Many thinkers, writers and intellectuals have touched on the topic; no one has comprehended it. According to Plato, “The human condition is one of ignorance: like the prisoners in the cave, we see only shadows but believe them to be reality.” 

     Psychologists fail to recognize that each of us is unique; they tend to generalize ideas, concepts and theories that are meaningless, and are even laughable.

     This work is not a try to analyze human nature in any way, but it will depict it as is in its raw form. As offensive and unacceptable to puritan, unrealistic, and phony societies as the content may be, the truth is these events take place every minute of every day and everywhere around the globe.
This is a mirror of the world. We are full of emotions, confusion, hopes, dreams, and we struggle on daily basis; many of us struggle more than others. Just as the great Woody Allen has been trying, in vain, to teach us. Because he makes us naked of our hypocrisy, we do not like him or his work, as we feel uncomfortable.
CHAPTER ONE
     Chiara Calione, at twenty-two, lives in one of the richest parts of Southern California, Newport Beach. Chiara lives with her two well-known parents, Ada Calione, an important international real estate agent and broker; Ada is licensed in the United States, Europe, Mexico and Canada. Her office of contact is in Paris and she handles high priced properties for the rich around the world. Mario Calione is an outstanding trial attorney. 
     Chiara is an alluring young girl with an oval-shaped face adorned by her stunning sharp, intelligent and sparkling greenish-hazel eyes; her long soft, straight with golden stripes hair falling upon her shoulders makes her look seductive. Her cheeks are semi red decorated with her neither too thin, nor too thick lips that shape her small mouth, and this gives her self- confidence. Above her small mouth, lays her stunning petite nose. Chiara’s charm and sensuality projected from her small breast match the French writer who said, “You flat-chested women, I adore you, for making love, with you, makes me closer to your heart.” While her chest is flat, she stands at 5.8”, which makes her alluring to anyone alive with any senses.

     Chiara has no siblings; her relationship with her parents is based on love, respect and trust. They talk and discuss what happens in their lives. That her parents are conservative republicans, Chiara is unhappy.

     They live in a large house on a hill upon the Pacific Ocean; one can see the ocean from any corner of the house. The Calione family has a large terrace where they often have their breakfast and their dinner, depending on the unpredictable climate of Southern California.

     Their terrace is large with many sculptures and artificial waterfalls; this makes the atmosphere always romantic and suitable for good conversations over delicate Californian, Italian, Chilean or French wine. They always have friends and family members over for dinner. Mr. Calione’s favorite wine is any prestigious Italian Chianti Classico.
     Chiara’s, future is preoccupying Mr. Mario Calione. She has just completed her Bachelor degree in Art History from the University of California, Irvine. She is not sure what she wants to do, but she contemplates going to Europe to spend time studying the arts of painting and sculpture. 
     Chiara has grown unsatisfied with young boys for their trivialities and lack of intellectuality.  She has become at odd with materialism; she is more of an intellectual romantic whose pleasure lies in the delicacy of art and the charm of small things and thoughts. During her study at UCI, Chiara spent two semesters at the University of the Sorbonne of Paris, France. The intelligence, the sophistication, and the Europeans influenced her with great force. The French have shaped her the most. She sees a clear distinction between cultures.
     As a result, this has been a point of tension between her and her father. Mario is a forty-eight-year old man; he is two inches shorter than Ada, his wife, but this bothers neither of them. Though Mario is tranquil on the outside, he is a nervous man; his legs do not stop moving. His hair is receding, so he looks bald. Age has taken its toll on his face, so he looks older than his age. He often complains of back pains, maybe because of his sedentary life style, which makes him overweight. Though he is serious, he has a permanent smile on his face. Being a well-known lawyer, Mario is always preoccupied by deep thoughts, besides his preoccupation with Chiara’s future.

     Chiara longs to return to Europe, not only for studying, but maybe even repatriating. She has been contemplating the idea.
     Chiara and her parents have always had different political and economic viewpoints. While Chiara is a democrat and self-declared socialist, her parents are hard-core republican capitalists. They have often entered unfruitful and useless discussions each arguing a point of view.
     On a warm Friday afternoon in August, Chiara surprises her parents with a dinner she prepares herself for the first time. When her parents arrive home twenty minutes apart, each smells the aroma of Italian food coming from the kitchen. They are both astounded to learn that it is Chiara, not Rosie, their housekeeper, who is preparing the dinner.

     Expressing their feelings of being proud of their daughter, both parents get ready to sit on the terrace for what will be a delightful dinner evening. Mr. Mario Calione opens a bottle of wine, picks up three wine glasses and goes to the Terrace. Ada Calione goes to the bathroom to freshen up and change her formal clothing to a more casual and comfortable outfit. She arrives at the Terrace radiating with attractiveness and sensuality.

     Ada, Chiara’s mother, is not much different than Chiara herself. She is just as appealing; yet, age shows on her pinkish cheeks. She is a forty-two-year-old lady with full lips and dark brown eyes. Her hair, though much shorter than Chiara’s, is wavy dark brown and when wind plays with it, she looks more appealing. She stands at 5.9” and is, as her daughter, flat chested. Her exquisiteness and her pleasant persona is a reason for her success as an international real estate agent and broker. She often uses her charm to allure her clients. Ada is jealous of her daughter, but who isn’t. Her daughter is twenty years younger, vivacious and full of life. To Ada, life played on her the aging trick. She married Mario when she was nineteen. Now she sees aging signs seizing her body.
 

     Mrs. Calione walks to the table where her husband and daughter are sitting and greets them and takes her seat. The three cheer one another with a glass of Chianti Classico, then Chiara gets up to bring the first dish, the primo. She made Ravioli with white wine; both her parents enjoyed with an intense surprise at how an excellent cook their daughter has become.

      Rosie, the housekeeper helps, taking dishes and bringing others while the Calione family gets engaged in a serious conversation. Mario Calione starts by asking Chiara what she is planning to do next. Chiara explains that she wants to go to Europe to enhance her knowledge of art and then will decide what to do next. Mario asks her why she doesn’t go to Law School, she becomes defensive refusing the suggestion saying, 
“Dad, do you understand I am an artist, socialist and against materialism?”
     “Materialism?” Ada replies, with a devilish smile, 
“Let me remind you dear Chiara that this, what you consider materialism, gave you the Mercedes we bought for you for your graduation.”
 Chiara strikes, 
“Who said I wanted it, mom? So I own a Mercedes, so what”
     Meanwhile, Ada winks at Mario and keeps her words and thoughts to herself. The three continue eating the second plate, Lamb Chops and Asparagus. Mario interrupts by commenting: 
“Scrumptious, Chiara. Brava Bella.”
     Afterwards, Mario asks, 
“So, what are you planning to do, honey? Are you planning to move to Europe?” He does not wait for a reply and adds, 
“Is life in Europe better than in the US, the best place on earth?”

      Before he finishes the word earth, Chiara interrupts, 
“Dad, our country is not necessarily the best place on earth; it is a great and powerful country, but socialist is what I am and I do not prescribe to your capitalistic views.”

     Ada tries to ease the tension by asking, “Honey, do you have a boyfriend or any young man in whom you are interested?”

     Now Chiara goes into deep thought, a trance. She remembers Marcelo, the Italian student at the university of the Sorbonne, in Paris. She had a powerful lust for him as he had for her. Just by thinking of him, Chiara gets aroused and wet. The memories are strong that make Chiara see them as the present. Chiara believes it was Marcelo who made her uninterested in any other. To Chiara's disappointment, they both parted ways once they finished their student-exchange period. They never kept in touch.

     Chiara comes out of her trance, comes back to the moment and utters, 
“No, Mom, I do not. Most good decent men are gays. Most of the rest are little boys who do not phantom what to do when they grow up; but they never grow up. I do not need a child in my life. No. I do not and I will not.” Chiara strikes back at her mom.

     “Maybe,” Ada says, “But look how wonderful your dad is. Mario is forty-eight; he is decent and adorable. Aren’t there similar men, Chiara?” 
Ada receives no response. Silence has befallen upon the table and each is wondering until Rosie interrupts by asking, 
“Should I bring the desert now Mrs. Calione?”
     “Yes. Yes, dear. Please do.” 
Ada answers in a distressed voice, meanwhile, Mario refills the glasses of wine and raises his glass saying, 
“To Chiara’s future.” 
Ada repeats, 
“To Chiara’s future.”
     The Calione family eats the desert and in a subtle way, Chiara asks, 
“Dad, so, should I go to Europe for a while? What do you suggest?”

     Mario looks at his wife, Ada, and says,
 “Yes honey, if it is what you want, you should,” 
Ada interrupts, 
“Well! Do you want to go to Rome? I have a friend to whom I sold an apartment on Via Veneto last October. It is a very prestigious neighborhood in Rome. Her name is Sofia Curti; we have become close friends since and I visited her once. She, I am sure, will host you for a while in Rome until you decide what you want to do.”

     “Excellent idea,” said Mario. “This will be a positive step forward, Chiara. Do you agree?”
     “Let me think and I will most likely do that. Thanks mom, thanks dad,” 
Chiara agrees and approaches each and plants a warm kiss on the cheek of each. She is elated and is sure that her dream of moving to Europe is becoming a reality.
     Dinner is now over and each of the family members retires to his or her quarter. Mario goes to his study; he takes a shot of Courvoisier Cognac and works on his upcoming legal brief. Ada gets herself ready for bed with her thoughts wild and full of jealousy of her daughter’s youth and telling herself in a loud voice, 
“Shit! It is good to be young.” 
She is looking at herself in the mirror in her bathroom and passing her fingers through the wrinkles under her eyes and around her mouth and experiencing sorrow for aging so fast. Though forty-three is not that old, her life style and living in sunny Southern California make Ada look much older than she is.
     Chiara goes to her room, picks up her diary and writes the events of the day. Her going to Europe and leaving behind what she dislikes most – capitalism - makes her happy. Marcelo comes to her thoughts. He is the only one with whom she had the best and most erotic sex. The possibilities in Italy and what men she will meet are occupying her mind. Her aroused body makes her take off her clothes, turn her room light off and lie in bed naked; she starts her erotic thoughts with one, two or three Italian boys. 
     Sensual imaginings incite her to play with herself erotically and sensually. Touching her clitoris gently gets her more aroused.  She continues playing with herself until she achieves a strong orgasm that her parents and Rosie hear her moaning and screaming.  Chiara becomes bashful, takes a fetus position, covers herself and goes to sleep.

CHAPTER TWO
      Saturday morning, Chiara wakes up at seven, but she remains in bed reflecting, and contemplating. She is satisfied by what she did the night before and still remembers Marcelo. She remembers and reminisces. A Saturday morning in Paris, she and Marcelo went out together for the first time. They walked and visited many parts of Paris’ lovely quarters. She remembers the first time Marcelo kissed her. They were walking on Paris Bridge, Pont Neuf, as they were going to St. Michelle to visit Notre Dame and eat at any of the great restaurants on the small side streets. 
       Chiara recalls Marcelo as a handsome young tall, dark man in his twenties, just as she was. She remembers how sexy, handsome, and sensual he was; she recollects how that sensual kiss made her feel; she gets aroused again.

     As serious and pragmatic Chiara is, as many girls at her age, she is romantic and sexual. She is still naked in bed and she touches herself again and becomes more aroused. Though shy and embarrassed of her parents, she collects courage and masturbates again with Marcello in her mind. Her thoughts go to other unknown Italian boys in Rome she hopes to meet.

     She is now a happy young lady, smiling and energetic. She gets up, puts a robe on and goes to the kitchen. It is nine in the morning, and Rosie is preparing breakfast for Mr. Mario and for Chiara. Although it is a Saturday, Chiara’s mother, Ada, went to work early. It is a weekend for her father, Mr. Mario Calione.

     Mario enters the kitchen and greets Rosie and Chiara. With an embarrassed smile, Chiara returns the greetings. She knows that her father realizes what she did this morning and last nigh. She is reserved and distracted; Mr. Calione has no inkling of any of that and asks Rosie for a cup of coffee.

     “How was your night, honey?” Mario addresses Chiara. 
“What do you mean? It was fine; why do you ask?” 
Chiara snaps back because of her own awkwardness of her sexual actions and feeling mortified that her dad and mom may have heard or noticed.
“Nothing, love. I am just asking if you slept well.” 
Mario replies. 
“Oh! Yes, Dad, sorry. I slept well. I was so tired thinking of Europe.” 
Chiara tries to ease the tension.

     “Do you want to go on the terrace we have a drink and I can smoke my cigar?” 
“Sure, Dad. Let us go. It is sunny.” 

Mario picks up his cup of coffee, looks for his cigars, picks up one cigar and a box of matches and walks out to the terrace. They both sit on one of the round tables on the edge of the hill by the Pacific Ocean and talk.
     “So, honey, did you decide if you will go to Rome and go to Sofia for a while?  It is a wonderful chance for a break.”  

“Mom will make for me the arrangement with Sofia and get things in order and, yes, I will go.” Chiara responds.
“Great darling. That will be great; we shall miss you, but…” 
Mario says but is soon interrupted, 
“Oh! Dad. Do not get sentimental on me now. I am fragile enough.” 
Chiara pleads.

     Chiara and her dad finish their short conversation and both enter the house. Mario goes to his study, and Chiara goes to the kitchen. She chats with Rosie over various unimportant matters and goes to her room. Soon after, she jumps into the shower and, since she is excited going to Europe, she sings old French songs she had learned in Paris. Her father hears her and smiles.

     After her shower, Chiara gets dressed, picks up her iPhone and communicates with her friends telling them of her plan to go to Rome and to see from there what to do next. Chiara had few, but close, girlfriends in whom she trusts and confides. She and her friends often talk of Chiara’s ability to be multi-orgasmic while for many of her friends, having an orgasm has always been a mission impossible. They often envied her for her talent.


     Soon, it becomes six in the afternoon; Ada arrives home from work and greets everyone; she goes to her room to undress and get herself comfortable. She calls on Rosie and asks her for dinner. Rosie had prepared the usual Saturday dinner, Lasagna, as primo, and roasted lamb with roasted potatoes as secondo.

     Rosie asks Ada whether they will eat on the terrace or the dinning room. Ada decides that they will eat in the dinning room at half past seven, but they will have cocktails on the terrace since the climate is suitable.

     Rosie prepares the table in the dinning room for the three members of the Calione family, and calls on them to come to the table. They come one after another. Mario sits at one end of the table; Ada sits at the other end, and Chiara sits in between where her dad is on her left and mom on her right.


     “How was your day?” 
Ada addresses both her husband and Chiara. 
“Very good; Chiara and I had nice time; didn’t we, honey?” 
He looks at Chiara and waits for response, 
“Yes, mom; we sure did. It was a nice day for us. And you, mom, how did your day go?”

     “Oof!!” Ada sighs; “It was a long day; do you remember the listing I had in Laguna Beach, honey?” She addresses Mario. 
“Well, I had two clients interested in it today. I had lunch with a client, and I had a drink with another client. Mario, I do not understand where do these people get such money! One is offering to pay two and half million dollars in cash. Where from and how they get this cash?” Ada wonders.

     “I called Sofia today, and she is thrilled that Chiara might spend time with her in Rome.” 
Ada declares with enthusiasm; both Mario and his daughter respond, 
“That is great!” 
Chiara continues saying, 
“Mom, that is wonderful. I should go the first of next month, September. Do you agree?” 
She asks Mario.

“Tell me when you want to go, honey, and on Monday, I will ask Beverly, my secretary, to book the ticket for you,” 
Mario inquires; he adds, 
“I will have to order an American Express card for you to take. I am sure you will handle it with responsibility, right?” 

“Thank you dad; you are the best. I should leave by the end of August instead of the first of September. Mom, could you call Sofia again and ask her if it is right for me to go at the end of August?” Chiara asks.

      Rosie is diligent in taking care of the family’s dinner and now she asks them if they want to have a drink on the terrace. They look at one-another and agree. They get up and walk in file to the terrace. The three share drinks and debate various topics from politics, to economics, to the market and to the arts.

     Chiara interrupts the conversation saying, 
“I will go out tonight with my friends; I better go get ready.” 
This surprises her parents but they do not object. 
“Well! Honey. Have a great time.” 
Both parents wish their daughter a good time.
     Chiara leaves the Terrace leaving her parents; she takes a quick shower and wears her most elegant outfit and she greets her parents before leaving. Ada gets jealous when she sees Chiara’s charm and observes her sensuality; both parents assume she is going on a date, but in reality, Chiara is going to see her girlfriends for a girls evening out.

CHAPTER THREE
     Chiara wakes up Sunday morning with a hangover because of the heavy drinking she had the night before at the famous restaurant Sevilla on Pine Avenue in Long Beach. There was dancing and drinking and many sexy Spanish boys. Chiara was not interested as her focus has lately been on the Italian boys she will meet in Rome.


     Chiara gets up and goes to the kitchen, throws her body on a table chair and asks Rosie for a strong cup of black coffee. Rosie obliges. Chiara drinks her coffee fast and gets better by the second as though Rosie’s coffee had a magical power to terminate hangovers.


     When Chiara asks for her parents, Rosie tells her they went out and will be back later tonight. Chiara does not mind and after she finishes her coffee, she goes to the shower.

     Chiara is not sure whether it is the drinking and dancing the night before, or her erotic thoughts of Marcelo on the River Seine, or her excitement for Italian boys, that arouses her at the moment in the shower. The showerhead becomes a toy as she aims the water flow at her vagina. The sensation is pleasurable as she moves the showerhead to hit each side of her clitoris while touching herself and she imagines different men and boys. A mild orgasm takes place. Chiara finishes showering, gets out of the shower both satisfied and embarrassed. Her clothes are casual but sensual. 
“Rosie, I am going out for a short run.” Chiara Does not wait for a response and leaves.


     The day is uneventful, but the next day, Monday, is exciting and brings great promises. It is Monday evening at seven. Attorney Calione arrives and declares his arrival to whoever is in the house; it is Chiara and Rosie. They respond to the greetings, and before finishing, Ada arrives home, too. 
“Good evening people,” 
Ada shouts. She receives a good evening salute from everyone in the house.


     Rosie prepared the usual Monday dinner, Minestrone, Veal, and Chocolate Cake for desert. 
“I am starving.” 
Ada screams. Meanwhile, Chiara is on the terrace taking pictures with her iPhone of the majestic scenery just before sunset. She walks inside and looks at her dad, Mario, with a different look; she is guilty and shy for what she experienced in the shower and, like what happens to some of us, the morbid thoughts that came to her mind. But, being the artist she is, she overcomes this by analyzing her thoughts and refuses to allow them to bother her. Then another thought invades her mind; she looks at her parents and wonders if they have wild and passionate sex, just as she had with Marcelo, and that makes her confused but not too confused.  Most young people cannot phantom their parents having sex. 

     “I have your ticket to Rome, Honey, and an American Express card with your name. Are you happy now?” 
Mario broadcasts as though he did the impossible.
Chiara approaches him, kisses him on the cheeks. She says, 
“Thank you dad so much. I love you.”  
She opened the envelope where the ticket is. The ticket is from Los Angels Airport to Leonardo Da Vinci Fimuicino Airport in Rome on August twenty-eighth, and the return is open. She is overtaken by excitement and joy she does not want dinner anymore; so Mario and his wife, Ada, have dinner alone. This gives a golden opportunity for Ada to express her feelings of jealousy and insecurities to her husband, Mario. She starts by saying, 
“Can you guess what is so strange, Mario? It is that I am jealous of Chiara. She is so young, vivacious, and sexy, and I lost that, and, I see you love her more than you do me” 
Mario interrupts, 
“What are you saying, honey? You are just as attractive as the day I married you. This is normal; we mourn our youth, sweetheart, and we wish it back; this is life. No, I love Chiara as my daughter; just as you love her, right?”

 “Yes I do. She is young, thin, and gorgeous. Can you see how fat I became? Watch this ass of mine. See how saggy my breasts are. They are not as firm as they used to be. You used to love my breasts; now you do not tell me anymore. Do you admire Chiara’s breasts?”


     “You have gone mad, Ada. No, and your breasts are just as lovely as they have always been. I love you Ada.” 
Mario says that with regret for he might have had an unintentional glimpse –or two- at Chiara’s breasts and sensual body when he saw her coming out of the shower naked as a delightful maiden that conquers the world of men with any gesture. He feels guilty; Chiara is his daughter. Human nature can certainly put one to various tests. Chiara radiates with sensuality; even girls find Chiara sensual and sexual and even gay men might fantasize making love to her. Chiara is alluring. But she is Mario’s daughter and he loves and protects her. 

     Mario collects his thoughts and calms and assures Ada. The atmosphere is well for the moment. Ada is still preoccupied by the loss of her youth though she is in her prime. She does not notice how men look at her when she goes out with clients or with her husband. She is a career woman but at times, looses confidence in her sensuality. Although she has many unscrupulous encounters with many unprincipled men, even women, she always discards. She often smiles and walks away.


     Ada has been with Mario since she was eighteen; she had Chiara when she was nineteen. Ada has the skill of making these ugly thoughts go away, but she has never felt guilt. She possesses excellent skills and always ignores her invading thoughts.


     Now, it is the end of August and Chiara is preparing for her trip. She studies everything possible on Italy and specifically on Rome. She is very excited. Now she is preparing her suitcase with the help of Rosie. Ada, her mother, walks in on them, 
“Do you need help honey?” 
“No, Mom. Thank you, we have everything in order and we are finished here.” 
“Well done, darling. I will see you on the terrace.” 
“Yes, Mother.” 


     Rosie and Chiara finish packing the suitcase and the carryon bag. Chiara thanks Rosie and goes to the terrace to see her parents there. 
“Mom, Dad;” they greet her back.
“Are you ready to go?” 
“Yes, Dad. I packed my suitcases. Will you be able to take me to the Los Angeles Airport, Dad?”  
“No darling; Mom will. I have an important case tomorrow and have to be in court early.” 
“It is sad how many Black and Hispanic innocent people are accused without foundation.” 
Mario interjects with frustration.
“Is it one of the cases you always take because you conclude the accused is innocent?” Ada utters.
“Yes, darling. You remember To Kill A Mocking Bird? It is similar. This poor black man is accused of raping and killing a girl whom I am certain, he has never seen.” 
“I am so proud of you my brave husband” 
“So am I dad. You are the best.” 
     Mario Calione’s Law Firm is known for defending the innocents. If Mario and his partners conclude the accused is guilty, they will not take the case. Chiara remembers To Kill A Mocking Bird by Harper Lee in 1960, and she feels sad that such horrific situations can still happen. She is happy she is leaving what she considers to be a more racist nation than others and a system of capitalism she dislikes. She is just romanticizing Europe and does not know how racism is a part of their daily lives. However, she is elated and happy. She cannot wait for August twenty-eighth; that is the day she is flying to Rome.

CHAPTER FOUR
     Today is Thursday, August twenty-eighth. Chiara wakes up early though her flight is at noon. She is excited and euphoric. She jumps in the shower singing French songs. Her parents hear her. They both are jubilant for her and look at each other with love and support.

     Perhaps because she is not involved with anyone, and she is sexual, Chiara gets erotic again and masturbates using her preferable method, the showerhead. She moans and sighs; Mario, Ada, and Rosie hear her and her heavy breathing; they look at one another and smile.

     Chiara finishes her masturbation and shower, gets in her sexy rope and goes to the kitchen. When she notices that Ada, Mario, and Rosie carry a mischievous smile, she asks, 
“Why are you smiling?”  
“Shouldn’t you say good morning first, Chiara?” 
“Oh! Sorry mom! Good morning Mom, Dad, Rosie.” 
“Good morning.” 
It is not in Chiara’s mind that her parents and Rosie heard her moaning and heavy breathing; but she gets red when her dad exclaims, 
“Your singing in the shower is pleasant honey.” 
This statement makes Chiara embarrassed and Ada angry with her husband, Mario. “What do you mean Mario Calione?” 
This is the first time Chiara realizes her mom’s jealousy of her; yes, she has read many novels and books that depict mother-daughter jealousy, but the reflection never crossed her mind. She gets naughty and mischievous; she says, 
“Thanks Dad,” and she goes to him, kisses him on the cheek and in a very infrequent gesture of her, she sits on his lap. Her mother is furious. 
“Honey! Do not bother your father; he has an important trial today.”

     Mario feels his wife’s discomfort. He says,
“I have to run now. Bon voyage baby. Call as soon as you arrive, OK?” 
He hurries, kisses Ada and Chiara and leaves.
     
     There is a moment of awkwardness. Chiara senses her dad’s discomfort, and that confuses her; her mother is not hiding her jealousy and irritation; Rosie is just an observant to this fiasco of events.

     Ada is taking Chiara in Chiara’s new Mercedes to Los Angeles Airport, Tom Bradley Terminal, to take Alitalia Airline at twenty-five minutes past one to Fiumicino, Leonardo Da Vinci airport in Rome. On the way, Ada speaks of Sofia, the woman who will host Chiara, and gives advice to her daughter.

     They arrive at the airport and Chiara insists that her mother should just drop her off and drive to work; Ada hugs her daughter, kisses her on both cheeks and lips, wishes her well and asks her to call upon arriving at Sofia’s home. Chiara obliges and exits the car. She enters the airport and goes to the check-in counter. She goes through security to her gate and waits for the flight.

     Chiara is full of mixed emotions. She does not grasp for sure if this step she is taking is wise; but she is jubilant and is looking forward to many adventures. She sits at a bar near the gate and asks the bar tender for a martini. The bar tender asks to see her driver’s license. She picks it up from her wallet with a smile. She feels young and is happy that others see her young, too.

     Twelve hours later, the plane is landing in Rome airport on Friday. Chiara’s heart pulsates, but she convinces herself that she will be just fine.

     Chiara’s first meeting with gorgeous Italian boys is with the immigration officer. “Bienvenuti a Roma, Signorina Calione.” The officer says with a sexy and nervous voice as he is taken by Chiara’s noticeable sensuality. 
“Sei Italiana?” 
The officer asks if Chiara is Italian. 
“No, I am American but my parents are Italians.” 
Chiara responds to the sexy officer with tenderness and sensuality. The officer turns red with Chiara’s flirtatious behavior. He stamps her passport and wishes her well.
     
     Chiara picks up her luggage and exits the arrival terminal. Soon after, she sees a woman who is well dressed, has wavy dark hair, skinny, tall and pleasant approaching her; she could recognize her from the photos her mom, Ada, showed her; she knew it was Sofia. The woman gets closer to Chiara, “Chiara, right?”  
“Sofia, right?” 
They both greet and embrace each other and they are happy and impressed.

     Sofia takes Chiara from Rome airport in her Fiat 500 sport and drives in an erratic fashion as most Italians do. Chiara is holding on frightened for she is not familiar with Italian driving methods. Sofia is so fascinated by her new GPS, and she follows it. They drive following the advice of the GPS male voice. Turn right here; turn left here; in one and half mile make a U-Turn; go straight for one mile. Turn left at this intersection. After that, Sofia and Chiara find themselves in the same spot where they started. They both curse a few words, laugh, and reset the GPS. 
“Fanculo,” 
Sofia screams.
“Is that Fuck in Italian?” 
“Yes, bastardi.” 
They both chuckle at the mishap and after an hour, they arrive at Sofia’s apartment on the fifth floor in a high building on Via Veneto.

     “Welcome Chiara love, welcome.” 
Sofia welcomes her guest Chiara. 
“I am sorry for the mess here; I had friends over last night and we drank too much. We also had too much sex.” 
Sofia apologizes to Chiara. Chiara looks around and she is walking to the kitchen and sees many empty glasses of whiskey, beer, cognac and other drinks. Bottles are on the kitchen table; empty and half full glasses are on the floor.

     “Oh! Do not worry Sofia. I am ok with that. I have done these parties myself many times.” 
“No, you did not. This was a wild party, many unusual activities, and I am sure, at least I hope, you do not do that.”
     Chiara is in a state of surprise and she is uncomfortable, but excited, and curious. “It is ok, Sofia; I will help you clean.” 
Sofia and Chiara clean up the kitchen and talk at the same time. Chiara is taken by Sofia’s liberal thoughts of taboos including sex. She hears Sofia saying things she had never heard; maybe pondered, but never heard.

     Chiara analyzes Sofia for a moment. She soon judges her as a nymphomaniac, and she is. She sees her as spontaneous and erotic, and she is; and she sees her liberated from conformities. Chiara likes that and wishes to live the same way as Sofia does, but she soon realizes that she is from a different culture, and her culture is innately conservative, reserved, and she cannot escape that. But Chiara tells herself, 
“Fuck that. I shall have a new life here.” 

     Chiara explores Sofia’s apartment. It has a long corridor and is a four-bedroom apartment with two large bathrooms. It is decorated with valuable items; real oil paintings; a chandelier beautify the Soiréé Salon; there is a black grand piano at a corner by the balcony door. The walls in the Soiréé Salon are full of bookshelves between the paintings. These bookshelves reach the ceiling and are full of the most famous collections of the most famous writers. Most the books are hard cover and are arranged by author. The apartment is elegant and gorgeous.

     Sofia shows Chiara to her room and shows her the apartment and where everything is if she needs to help herself. Chiara is now comfortable, and she is as comfortable as she is in her home, thanks to Sofia’s hospitality. She picks up the phone and calls her parents. It is very early morning in California, but her parents are pleased she arrived and she is content. They wish her well and she says Ciao and ends the call.
     Sofia prepares light snacks and asks Chiara to join here in the kitchen. Chiara obliges. They both sit and talk of many subjects including family and friends. Sofia asks Chiara,

“Do you enjoy sex; I love sex; I cannot have enough; do you?” 
With embarrassed expressions on her face, Chiara replies, 
“Who doesn’t? I do, but it depends with whom.” 
Sofia laughs and picks up her glass of Grand Marnier, 
“What do you mean with whom? We are talking pure sex here not love or relationship or hardship or any of that.”

     Chiara is at a loss, yet mesmerized and has admiration for Sofia’s free spirit. 
“Well!! Do not forget, Sofia, I am an American; we are not that free even in California, the most liberal and free state in the United States. I hope I will learn from you.” 
“You will, Chiara; you will,” 
     “Oh! Time flies; I need to go to bed. I have an early appointment with my hairdresser tomorrow on Via Veneto. I must tell you good night. You know where everything is; feel at home, Chiara, OK?” “Ok, Sofia buona notte and sweet dreams; I will see you in the morning.” 
“Buona notte, Chiara, darling. Yes I will have sensual dreams.” She winks her eye at Chiara and walks away.

     Morning sun rose, and both Sofia and Chiara are awake. Sofia gets to the kitchen first and prepares coffee and Italian pastries. Chiara follows to the kitchen, 
“Did you have the dreams for which you were hoping, Sofia,” 
She says smiling and continues 
“Buongiorno a te.” 

“No. There is nothing of sort. I do not remember if I had any dreams, Chiara. And you?” 
“Oh! Yes, yes, yes-the talk we had last night reminded me of a boyfriend I used to have in Paris. He came to my dreams last night and we made passionate love-Oh! I miss him and I do not even know where he is.” 
Chiara replies with deep aspiration. 
She is becoming friends with Sofia, and in her fascination with Sofia’s liberality she is becoming less and less reserved.

     Sofia’s curiosity has taken the best of her, 
“Oh! Tell me of this hot lover; tell me everything.” 
Under the pressure and Sofia’s insistence to learn everything, Chiara says, 
“It was a Saturday morning, as today, in Paris when Marcelo, an Italian boy I met when I was an exchange student at the Sorbonne, and I went out together for the first time. We walked and visited many of Paris’ lovely quarters. I remember the first time Marcelo kissed me. We were walking on Paris Bridge Pont Neuf as we were going to St. Michelle to visit Notre Dame and have food at any of the great restaurants in the side small streets of St. Michelle. He suddenly stopped at the middle of the bridge, and turned me around and kissed me. I remember Marcelo as a handsome young tall, dark man in his twentieth, just as I was. I kept pondering how sexy, and sensual he is; I remember how that kiss made me realize much and, Sofia, I got very excited. I never saw him after I went back home.”

     “Well, well! This is a romantic story. I miss such romance. Now, it is sex. Only sex.  What are you planning to do today, amore?” “I will explore the neighborhood.” 
“Good idea. Get familiarized with our location and venture even further. You will love Roma.” 

     Chiara goes to her room and gets herself ready to explore the city.

CHAPTER FIVE
     Chiara leaves the apartment on Via Veneto, walks a short distance and takes the electric bus number 116 to Villa Borghese Gardens. She spends time there contemplating and reflecting, walks the other direction to the famous Trevi Fountain. Admiring Rome for its streets, statues and ancient buildings, Chiara does not realize how much she walked.

     Chiara walks to the top of Via Veneto to Piazza Fume; she contemplates whether to take the Metro to Piazza Barberini and visit the Vatican from there, but she is now tired and wants to get back.
     Being lost for a while, Chiara stops to ask pedestrians how to get back home. Many Italians speak English or French or both; Chiara’s Italian is limited at the moment.

She does not realize she had eaten nothing, and it is five in the afternoon.
     When she arrives home, she finds Sofia in the kitchen preparing delicious dinner. Sofia prepared Lasagna for primo, and medium-rare lamb-chops with green vegetables. For desert, Sofia prepared a chocolate cake for which Chiara is dying, as she smells the cake while having dinner.

     “So, what did you do, amore Chiara?” Sofia inquires while they both are toasting each other with glasses full of Chianti red wine. Chiara shares her adventures of the day and expresses amazement at how magnificent Rome is. 
“I envy you people for living in such a living museum.” 
Chiara interjects with a smile. Sofia smiles back and agrees that 
“Roma è Bella.” 
“I was thinking of going to the Vatican, but I got tired. Maybe I will tomorrow.”

     Now Saturday evening 7:00 PM. Chiara and Sofia are just finishing dinner and when Sofia asks what they both will do, the doorbell rings.

“Please darling, open the door Chiara amore” 
Chiara obliges and runs to the front door not knowing what she will see or meet; she opens the door and sees a young Italian man who looks close to thirty years old. Her heart bounds, her sexuality arouses and in her mind she says, 
“What the fuck! Who is this gorgeous man? The man is thinking the same and he is stupefied and surprised. He looks at the apartment number twice, and looks at Chiara again, 
“È questo zia appartamento nello stesso di Sofia?” 
He asks with a surprised look on his face. Chiara replies with her face blushing, “Sorry, I do not understand. Do you speak English?” 
“Yes, yes. I am asking you if this is aunt Sofia’s apartment?” 
“Yes, it is.” 
Chiara replies with her heart still pounding and her eyes are focused on his eyes and still aroused and doesn’t understand why, except thinking that the Italian young man is dazzling.


     The guest introduces himself as Rafi Curti, and that Sofia is his aunt. Rafi explains that he comes every other weekend to see his aunt. He looks wealthy. He is dressed in very elegant clothing that shows taste; Rafi has sharp dark and wide brown eyes. His long black eyelashes sharpen his eyes, above which lay his well-designed eyebrows. He looks sportive and in a good shape. He is 5.11" and stands erect as a palm tree. Ada's nephew is thirty-three-years old.

     Chiara is so taken by Rafi and welcomes him saying, 
“Oh! It is nice meeting you. What did you say your name was?” 
She utters. 
In a calming and assuring voice he replies, “Rafi. Rafi Curti. I am Sofia’s niece” 
“You mean her nephew. Niece is for a girl. You are positively, positively not” 
Chiara corrects him and still is blushing looking at him from top to bottom. Rafi notices Chiara’s nervousness, and he is taken by her elegance as much as she is by his. 
“Oh! Yes, nephew. Sorry, English.”


     “Chiara!” Sofia shouts wondering what is taking Chiara so long to open the door. “Your niece, I mean nephew is here.” 
She has a naughty smirk on her face that Rafi identifies. He smiles.
“Oh! Rafi is here? Hello my darling. Figlio di benveuto.” 
Sofia replies. Rafi explains to Chiara that his aunt said welcome son.

     Chiara and Rafi walk to the kitchen where Sofia is busy tidying up after dinner. Sofia goes to kiss Rafi on both cheeks and asks how everything is and how his parents are. He replies to her and the three sit at the table again. Sofia brings a third wine glass and fills the three with Chianti wine, raises her glass and salutes her guests. 
“You met Chiara, Rafi, right?” 
“Yes, I did and she corrected my poor English right away.” 
“That is Chiara for you. She is smart; you   will learn from her.” 
 “And I am all ready to learn.”


     “Chiara, you know, Rafi is a professor of art at the university of Florence where the poet Giovanni Boccaccio was a professor of the Divine Comedy. You will have much to discuss. Rafi, Chiara studied Art in California.”   
“That is an amazing coincidence.” 
Rafi and Chiara say amazing coincidence at the same time, and they laugh.

     “When will the school start again after summer?” 
Chiara inquires. 
“On September, 28th. We have time to share and I will come every weekend or other weekend. I am teaching a summer class.”

     “Ok, Chiara and Rafi, what shall we do on a Saturday evening?” 
Sofia asks after she greets Rafi and asks to learn more how his parents are. Soon after, Sofia suggests that they go to Hotel Majestic Roma, not too far from where she lives; it is at 50 Via Veneto and well known as a very classy hotel with a superb nightclub. Rafi and Chiara agree. They get ready for the evening. They leave at ten and walk to the restaurant.

     Sofia is well known there. As soon as they arrive, the host welcomes them, 
“Hello Ms. Curti. How are you? Welcome, welcome.” 
The host welcomes the three of them and finds them a suitable table not too far from the stage where the band is playing.

     With the first song, Sofia encourages Chiara to dance with Rafi. Rafi takes Chiara’s left hand with gentility and elegance and leads her to the dance floor. The song is old and romantic, Melancholy in September, by famous Italian artist, Peppino di Capri. When the singer sings the lyrics in Italian, Rafi translates the words to Chiara, “You told me you no longer love me, and it was like that in September, your smile ended. Yellow photographs just like then yellow leaves fell - Just a memory but is fuzzy….” 
Chiara's emotions and sexuality are aroused. Chiara gets near Rafi, she strokes him with her body; Rafi is brushes his body against hers. She gets more excited that she is virtually orgasmic; she excuses herself; her face is red of embarrassment; she goes to the toilette.

     Sofia is not a fool; she understands and watches the incident. When Rafi comes to the table after Chiara goes to the toilette, Sofia sees Rafi’s penis bulging inside his pants as though it wanted to come out, asks, “She is a sensual girl, no?” 
Rafi responds with a sense of shyness, “Sure, she is. Behave Sofia, please.” 
Rafi knows how naughty his aunt is as her reputation of being a nymphomaniac precedes her.
“Well, Rafi, I am pointing out the obvious.” She looks at his penis, 
“Why are you so red? We are the same, bambino; and we are after the same thing-SEX, right?” 
“Yes Aunt. That is true.” 
“Do not call me aunt; you make me feel old.” 
Sofia shows frustration for being an old aunt. 
“Sorry, Sofia.” 
Rafi replies to comfort her noticing that she had many drinks.

     Before long, Chiara returns to the table and Sofia, being the naughty observant she is, notices a spot of wetness on Chiara’s short and elegant dress, just between her thighs. Sofia smiles and repeats, 
“Oh! Here you are, amore. Why are you late, darling? Are you fine, amore?” 
Sofia asks with mischievousness in her eyes. Rafi gets up and pulls Chiara’s chair out to allow her to sit; he is such a gentleman. 

     “Chiara, do you like to go for a walk exploring Roma tomorrow? I will be happy to spend the day with you if you have no objection.” 
“Yes, that will be great. No objection; it is a date, Rafi.” 
Sofia kicks Rafi with her foot and winks at him. He ignores her but cannot ignore his excitement and Chiara’s approval.
     “The music is loud; I cannot hear myself talking.” 
Sofia shouts. 
“I will walk here; maybe I get lucky tonight.”

Both Chiara, who is taken by Sofia’s openness and free spirit, and Rafi, who, is embarrassed of his aunt, look at each other and break into laughter.

     Sofia gets up and trudges; drinks and the romantic atmosphere intoxicate her. 
“Hello handsome.” 
She addresses a man who looks foreign to her. She is suspecting he is of Middle Eastern descent or Spaniard. The man is gorgeous; he is tall and skinny with oval face, curly long black hair that falls upon his forehead. His dark brown eyes are glowing in the darkness of the nightclub. He is dressed well and looks wealthy. She pulls up the wine glass in her hand and cheers the man she met. 
“What is your name, adorable?” 
“Well, my name is long and complicated; I am Marcelo Angelo Giuseppe Roncalli.” 
He responds with arrogance. Sofia recalls that name. She recalls Marcello and Roncalli, but she cannot put her finger on any. She, with courage, pronounces, 
“What do you say, big boy, we leave this noisy place and go to my place; I live around the corner. Do you live far from here?” 
“No. I live on Via Salaria. It is only a seventeen-minute walk.” 
Marcello replies.

     Sofia is wild for young boys. Although she is in her forties, she likes boys between twenty-two-to thirty-two. She insists again, 
“So, let us go to my apartment and we shall have a drink or two there and we can talk easier, away from this noise.” 
Marcelo agrees and Sofia goes to the table where Chiara and Rafi are sitting and says, “See you at the apartment; I am leaving and please do not ask why; do not be nosy.” They understand and reply, 
“Ciao, Sofia.”

     Now Chiara and Rafi are alone. They dance a few dances and leave and trudge along Via Veneto discussing several subjects and learning of each other.

     Meanwhile, Sofia and Marcelo are at the apartment drinking and talking. 
“So, who are you, Marcello? Tell me everything; I am curious.” 
Sofia confesses. 
“I see that.” 
Marcelo replies. He continues telling his story, 
“I am the illegitimate son of one of the Roman Popes; I shall never say who as I promised my mother before she hung herself when I was a twelve-year-old child. My mother used to work as a housekeeper at the Vatican. One day, the Pontiff went after her and she could not refuse, as she was religious and had faith that it had been god’s will. She gave birth and left the Vatican after that. We lived in Sorrento until she killed herself. I lived with my grandparents in Capri. They sent me to school and took good care of me. I spent a year at the Sorbonne in Paris as an exchange student before graduating from the university of Florence. By the way, that man who was at your table looks like a professor I know from the university. His name is Dr. Rafi Curti and he teaches Art.”
     Sofia focuses trying to make sense of these horrible stories and, though intoxicated, she apprehends what is being said. With no warning, she takes the wine glass off of the hand of Marcelo and places both her and his glasses on a table next to the couch. She gets up, takes Marcelo by the hand to her bedroom. She seduces, and undresses him; he gets excited and undresses her and both lie in bed and make passionate and fanatical erotic love.


     Not long later, enter Chiara and Rafi. Both hear sighing and moaning and realize that Sofia is having sex. Chiara looks at Rafi; they are shy. Later, they go to the kitchen. Even in the kitchen, they can hear Sofia’s sounds of ecstasy. They are still timid. 
“I think we should go to sleep now – that is if we can” 
Chiara says in a semi trembling withdrawn voice and her face is still blushing. 
“Yes, maybe we should. It is three in the morning. We have a long day tomorrow exploring Rome, right?” 
“Right.” 
They say good night, kiss each other and leave to their bedrooms.
     Chiara is in her bed cannot sleep. She can still hear Sofia’s sexual and erotic sighs. She tosses and turns, puts a pillow and covers her face and she goes to sleep by dawn.

     Rafi sleeps as soon as he gets his head on the pillow, but before that, he sits on the edge of the bed revisiting his meeting with Chiara and thinking what an interesting personality she has. He is embarrassed because of his aunt’s behavior, but he persuades himself that Chiara is an intelligent girl enough to understand and not to make judgments.
     On Sunday morning, Sofia and Marcelo, who spent the night, are in the kitchen drinking fresh coffee and eating a variety of pastries. The coffee smell woke up both Rafi and Chiara. Rafi goes to the kitchen but Chiara goes to the bathroom to freshen up and get herself ready for a day of a Roman holiday. She does not understand why she is anxious and her heart is pulsating fast. She has this strange sense of doom. She ignores it and continues.

     “Bonjour tout le monde,” 
Rafi greets his aunt and her guest. Sofia introduces both and Marcelo explains to Rafi that he knows him from the university. 
“What a coincidence!” 
Rafi exclaims. 
The three sit. Sofia pours a cup of coffee for Rafi and asks how his sleep was. Rafi answers with sarcasm and with a grin on his face, 
“Sofia, you let no one sleep in the house.” “Oh! Shut up, Rafi.” 
Sofia scorns him.

     Chiara is now ready and she goes to the kitchen. She is stunned, confused, stupefied, fuddled and bewildered; looks as though she saw a ghost a phantom of sort; Chiara rubs here eyes, and rubs it again. 
“What is the matter with you, Chiara? You look pale as though you saw a ghost. Are you all right amore?” 
Sofia wonders. 
“Here, come meet my new friend, Marcello Angelo Giuseppe Roncalli; we met at the hotel last night.”

     Sofia notices that Marcelo is petrified and anxious. 
“Are you…Ah? Are you the Chiara? The Chiara I know from Paris?” 
He whispers in incomprehensible phrases. 
“What a strange coincidence, Marcelo. How do you know Sofia? What a fucking small world! Merd! Merd- What the fuck? —Oh Sorry forgive me; I am just stupefied. Sofia, I told you of him, remember? Pont Neuf, remember…?”

     Sofia covers her face with her both palms and screams, 
“Che Cazzo abbiamo fatto? Fanculo-Fanculo.” 
Chiara realizes that Sofia is angry but does not understand what she says. She asks Rafi, “What is that?” 
She said, what the fuck we have done-fuck. “Calm Sofia;” 
Rafi asks. 
“Say something, Marcelo.” 
Marcelo cannot voice a word as though he lost his voice and his reason.

     Chiara, being as calm as she can be, explains the whole story to Rafi. 
“Look! Two or three years ago, when I was an exchange student at the Sorbonne, I met Marcelo and we had a relationship in Paris. It is strange that he meets Sofia – and FUCK- fucks her, too – damn, fuck, fuck, fuck. –OK! It is what it is; there is no need for drama. It is ok. This son of a bitch never wrote to me one word. As soon as we parted Paris, he forgot me. There is nothing here, Sofia and Rafi – Tell them you fucking ass hole, Marcelo or whatever your name is.” 
“Not unusual or scarce in Italy, Chiara, you are still timid; calm please.” 
Rafi interrupts. 
“Calm, Chiara.” 
“You are asking me to be calm; he fucked your aunt. She is my mother’s age or older, and her friend for fuck sake.” 
Chiara screams her lungs out waving her hands like a maniac; everyone is tense now. “Should you fuck my mother, too, Enforce? It means Fucker in French.” 
She explains to Rafi.
Rafi replies, “I know. Remember, I speak French, too.” 
“Yes, yes. Fuck you, too.”
Chiara lashes out.

     Marcelo and Sofia are sitting there listening to that in perspiration and saying nothing. Sofia is in shock and Marcelo is staggered. Marcelo gets up, walks to Sofia’s room, picks up his jacket, puts on his shoes, and picks up whatever it was he left on the nightstand and runs for the front door.
“Wait, you lâche connard.” 
Chiara screams but Marcelo does not listen to her. Sofia asks Chiara what she told him “Coward bastard, I told him.” 
Chiara translates.

     Marcelo does not wait. He opens the door and does not wait for the elevator; he descends the stairs two or three at a time. He is so shocked that nothing can calm him. Nearby where he lives in Via Salaria, he stops by a bar and asks for a shot of Courvoisier Cognac; this surprises the bar tender as it is still early morning. The bar tender obliges, and Marcelo gulps the glass in one shot and sighs. 
“Something wrong, Sir?” 
The bar tender asks in Italian. 
“No, no. I am fine. Thank you.” 
He leaves money on the counter and exits. “Your change, sir. Your change.” 
Marcelo does not care. All he wants to do is go home and rethink this nightmare.

     “What a feisty girl you are, Chiara. Your mother is much more tender than you.” Sofia says in a regrettable voice. 
“So what if I fucked a boy you once knew? Is that the crime of the century?” 
“I am so sorry for losing it Sofia and Rafi. What the fuck just happened? I am so, so sorry for being taken.” 
Sofia interrupts. 
“You are insane darling insane amore mio.”

     Chiara replies, 
“Why cannot men keep their penis inside their pants? They brandish it out at any opportunity.” 
Sofia replies back to that, 
“Well honey, thank goodness they cannot for our sake. Can you imagine us without their penises? Chiara, Marcelo had no chance; I seduced him and I am the queen of seduction. The poor boy had no chance.”

     “Sofia, but you are twice his age!” 
“That is how I like them honey; they are sensual; they do not go to sleep on you. You are too young; you will know in time. Chiara, I know what it is to be young, but you do not know what it is to be old.” 
Sofia educates Chiara who is calmer and is now drinking her coffee and chatting with Rafi of their plan for the day.

CHAPTER SIX
     As planned, Chiara and Rafi exit Sofia’s apartment on Via Veneto and walk. Chiara is in a much better mood now. She is pleased to be with Rafi. They walk to Via Delle Quattro Fonante, The four fountains. Later, Piazza Barberini; they get hot coffee. Rafi asks for cognac in his espresso to calm himself even though it is not midday yet. Then they take electric bus 175 to go to Piazza Venizia.

    Chiara is taken by the charm of the city, and as an artist, she is as though she were in a living museum. She shares her thoughts with Rafi and now, for the first time, they hold hands. She is reluctant at first, but she soon succumbs to lust and holds his hand tighter.

     “This is so captivating, Rafi. I never imagined Rome to be so breathtaking.” Chiara says in an exciting voice. 
“Yesterday, I wanted to go to the Vatican, but I couldn't; is there a way we can go there?” 
She asks. 
“Sure we will, Chiara.” 
Rafi replies.
     They walk a few miles to Piazza Navona, then to the Vatican. They walk on Ponte Saint’s Angelo Bridge from which they can see the Vatican, the Castle Saint’s Angelo and other bridges reflecting on the water.

     At the middle of the bridge, Rafi stops, turns Chiara around and kisses her. Although she kisses him back, she is preoccupied by the memories of Paris as she remembers walking along the river Seine on Pont Neuf Bridge with Marcelo when he stopped in the middle of the bridge and kissed her, too.

     She is overwhelmed. She develops feelings for Rafi. 
“So, after today you will leave and I will never see you again?” 
Chiara says in desperation. 
“What are you saying, Chiara amore? Why do you say such a thing? I shall be here every weekend. It is just I am teaching a class this summer; otherwise, I stay here with you. How long will you be in Rome?” Rafi replies to Chiara in a gentle loving voice. 
“I am not sure. This is a hypnotizing city. I will learn from it and from you, too, being an Art Professor.” 
Chiara replies. 
     They walk to cross the bridge. 
“Will you be staying with aunt Sofia? She is crazy, you know, right?” 
When Rafi says that, Chiara is offended as she likes Sofia and finds her unique. 
“No. She is not crazy; she is unique and courageous; I wish I were like her. I love her sense of liberty and her free spirit. Don’t you?”
Rafi responds, 
“Oh! Yes I love her courage and ability to express herself. I thought…” 
“What?” 
Chiara interrupts. 
“I thought you being a timid young girl and not familiar with our culture, you would frown on such behavior.” 
Rafi says. 
“You have little respect for me. Do you Rafi Curti?” 
Chiara asks in a sarcastic tone of voice. 
“No, not that at all. It is just I believe many Americans are far too reserved.” 
Chiara comes back at him, 
“I could sense that; I am an American you know? I am not that reserved; am I?” 
“I know Chiara. Listen. There is a great restaurant near Saint Peter Square; we should go eat.”  
Rafi changes the conversation. 
“It is before sun-set and I know a brilliant five-star hotel and restaurant here, a Luxury restaurant, very similar to Imàgo on the sixth floor in Rome, and it has a marvelous view over the whole city. It is not far from here or the River Tiber, forty minute-walk. Is it OK?” 
“That will be great; I am starving and it is better we sit and talk and get to know each other.” 
Chiara confirms.

     They reach the restaurant; it is very elegant and has many patrons. The restaurant is designed as an old French castle; there are chandeliers everywhere, elegant marble floors with an antique wooden inlay. There is sensual play of light reflecting on their mirrored tables. Chiara is impressed by the enchanting atmosphere, and whispers to Rafi, 
“This will cost you a fortune, it is a high class place.” 
“Don’t worry, Chiara amore mio; you are worth every Euro.” 
Rafi states. 
Chiara is flattered and pleased. They are greeted by the host who is a tall, skinny, and very elegant man in his thirties; his hair is long and combed back; he is dressed in a black suit with a bow tie, and he smiles at everyone. And tells Chiara and her gentleman, 
“I will get you and your Signior a table in a moment Signorita.” 
Both Chiara and Rafi smile and look at each other’s eyes.

     Their table is now ready; they are following the host to it. It is a lovely table right in the middle of the restaurant. It has a white cloth covered in an angle with another green cloth. A vase with fresh flowers in the middle of the table makes the atmosphere more romantic. On one side, there is a small candle, now being lit by the host as he puts the menus on the table and opens the white serviettes and puts one on the lap of each.

     The waiter is in his forties, dressed in a black suit and wears his hair short; he approaches them. 
“May I offer wine this evening?” 
The waiter asks. 
“Yes, Yes. May we have a bottle of your Vini Rossi ItalianiI Grandi Annate Vintage Italian red wine?” 
“May I bring Acqua Filette fonte di Guarcino?” 
“Si, Gratzie mille.” 
Rafi approves and thanks the waiter. 
“I shall go bring the drinks until you decide on the appetizers, Ok?” 
The waiter waits for permission. 
“Si. Si per favore.” 
The waiter walks away.

     Rafi says, 
“Let us play a game amore mio; each of us asks the other a question, but we must tell the truth,” 
“That is a good idea; shall I start first?” Chiara requests. 
“Sure, go ahead; shoot.” 
Rafi replies with confidence. 
“Do you date your young students from the university?” 
“Yes, I do, Chiara. I am old but not dead. Now it is my turn.” 
“How many boys have you been with?” “One, The only boy I have been with is Marcelo who fucked your aunt, the son of a bitch. He had never written to me after we left Paris and I forgot him until that strange coincidence.” 
“Why?”  
Rafi is surprised and perplexed because of Chiara’s gorgeousness and sensuality. 
“Well!” 
Chiara continues to explain, 
“Today’s boys around the bloody world are just that –boys. They can be thirty years old and still do not know what to do when they grow up. I can’t stand them; I cannot be with any of them.”

     The waiter comes back with a bottle of water and a bottle of wine. He turns the glasses of water up and fills them with water and opens the bottle of the vintage wine. He turns the wine glasses and after opening the bottle, he hands the cork to Rafi and pours wine in Rafi’s glass to taste. 
“Excellent.” 
Rafi compliments the waiter.

     “Now it is my turn. Do you like America at all?” 
Chiara becomes inquisitive and asks Rafi to respond with complete honesty and not to hold back.

     “OK. You asked for it. First, I do not appreciate that people call the United States America since America is the whole continent. Second, I do like the United States; however, I dislike its extreme and savage capitalism; corporations are abusing innocent US citizens. I agree with the ideas of conspiracies, not only in the United States, but also around the globe, sadly. Let us not forget Reagan’s Iran-Contra affair, Nixon’s Watergate scandal, and Lincoln’s phony Emancipation Declaration, as he still had slaves. He did that just to win the war. Then Bush and Cheney and 9/11 and how the authorities treat their fellow man.” 
Rafi philosophizes. 
     “Oh!! I agree with you on that, but I am not as harsh. Politics is tricky and no one knows why events happen the way they do. Have you noticed how aged President Obama and his wife Michelle became in less than a year? Being the president of the most powerful country in the world is not a simple task.” 
Chiara defends, and meantime, the waiter comes to ask if they are ready to order appetizers. 
“Sure,” says Rafi. “We will have Foie gras and scones, Sweet Rain Blend and Octopus and seaweed, roots and Uma-Mia blend. Is that right amore?” 
Rafi addresses both the waiter and Chiara. 
“Excellent choice, sir, if I may say so.” 
The waiter replies and Chiara agrees and says is more than enough. The waiter refills the glasses of water and wine and walks away.

     “I like your political views, Rafi. I am a hard core liberal and socialist. My parents, who are Orange County people, if you know what I mean, are always arguing these issues. In fact, that is why I chose Art as my major to escape the reality of what is going on in the world. I love Europe, though. I love its system of government and its people. They are free and seem to be highly educated. You know, Rafi, one cannot be free unless one is educated; the opposite is true, too.” 
Chiara expresses her thoughts.


     “Now it is my turn.” 
Rafi declares. 
“The horrifying news of sexual abuse around the world always fascinates me. Does that happen in the United States? I know that the US is harsh on these kinds of crime. Have you or anyone you know had such experiences by a relative?” 
Rafi asks this question and regrets it. He does not comprehend why he asks such a question; but it is too late now except giving Chiara the right to refuse to answer the question. Chiara is agitated and uneasy now; her face and ears turn bright red and she excuses herself to go to the toilette. Rafi stands up and Chiara walks to the toilette. Meantime, the waiter comes back and asks if they decided on dinner. Rafi asks him to return in two minutes until his lady comes back. The waiter obliges and leaves.

     Chiara comes back with anger and frustration in her eyes. She stands by the table and hits the table with both hands that the wine and water glasses splashed. 
“Yes. Yes. Yes. Are you happy now?” 
“Sit amore; what is wrong; I am sorry.” 
Rafi apologizes again with a pounding heart. The patrons in the restaurant notice the commotion, but no one cares. Chiara is calm; Rafi gets up, pulls her chair until she sits and goes back to his chair. He asks Chiara if she is ready to eat the main course and she replies she is no longer hungry. “Oh! Please darling. Let us not spoil a great evening. I shall leave tomorrow morning and will not see you until next Saturday. Please be calm.”

     The waiter comes back and they order dinner. Rafi orders Mustard seeds flank steak, beans and friggitelli peppers; Chiara orders Seabass cooked with fermented vegetables, green tomatoes and caviar. The waiter writes the orders and walks away. Chiara now talks.


     “Rafi. One day when I was just turning a seventeen-year-old girl, my father came into the bathroom while I was in the shower. Because the shower door is one with a see-through glass, he could see me naked. I have always noticed that he looks at my breast and ass whenever he sees me coming out of the bathroom. That day, he was terribly drunk; he took off his pants and his penis erect, and that petrified me. He opened one side of the shower doors and touched my left breast and asked me to hold his penis. I refused and asked him what he was doing. He said I was sensual and very sexy and he wanted me. He could not hear my pleading for him to stop. When I refused to touch his penis, he masturbated. Although it might have taken two minutes, it felt like eternity. I was frightened, sad, confused and perplexed. He kept on masturbating talking rubbish until he ejaculated on my belly.” 
As she says this last phrase, she covers her face with both hands and shook. Rafi pulled her both hand with his both hand and held them looking at her tearing eyes and his eyes are also tearing. 
“Why did you ask me that question?” 
Chiara inquired from Rafi. 
“First, I am very sorry. Chiara, that was an awful experience and with all due respect, your father should have been punished for that.  There is no excuse for abuse. Have you shared this with anyone; I hope you did and got some help.” 
To which she replies with unequivocal no. That makes Rafi terribly sad to the point of having tear drops coming down from his eyes. 

     Dinner is now at the table; Rafi and Chiara, smiling at each other and wiping their tears, eat.

     Time passes fast, faster than anyone likes. Dinner is over and Chiara and Rafi are ready to leave. 
“It is still too early, do you want to visit anywhere? Shall we walk? You like to visit Piazza Spagna? It will take twenty minutes walk. Are you up to it?” 
Rafi asks Chiara and she responds in agreement.

     “You know Chiara, did you notice these barber wires around the Vatican? They implemented that after 9/11 only. Before that, people could sit on the stairs of the Vatican, drink, eat, play guitars and sing. It was delightful then. Our lives have turned from bad to worse. That Dick Cheney and his puppet George Bush! They have influenced the world. You know, we might not sit on the stairs of Piazza di Spagna either.” 
Rafi complains in sad voice and Chiara understands his ideas and intuit a sense of resentment toward the world status quo.

     Chiara and Rafi walk twenty minutes to Piazza di Spagna and Chiara finds it glorious in terms of art and history. After spending forty-five minutes there, Rafi and Chiara walk to Fontana della Barcaccia, a lovely shaped Fountain and Chiara and Rafi appreciate the art more than anyone. Both walk by Piazza Trinita dei Monti to see the Obelisk.

      As they walk, Rafi asks Chiara if she is up to talking or she wants to be quiet. 
“Why? Do you have other questions for me?” 
Chiara replies.
“You know that even though my specialization is Art History, my Doctorate degree is in Philosophy. I am interested in human nature.  Do you know Woody Allan?” 
Chiara interrupts, 
“Oh! Woody Allan! No prophet is accepted in his own land. This is a great artist who does not get the recognition he deserves in the United States.” 
Rafi adds, 
“Do not worry, he does in Europe. In France and Italy. Woody Allan is a god to us.” 
“I am so glad.” 
Chiara says. 
“What is it you want to say, Rafi? Be free with me. I like you very much.” 
Rafi holds her hand and gathers his courage and asks, 
“Do you think of me intimately or just as an intellectual friend?” 
Chiara squeezes his hand and does not reply. She sees a young Italian boy on a motorcycle and asks him to go for a ride with him.  
“Is it ok, Rafi?” 
She asks.  
“Go ahead playful girl; you will look lovely on a motorcycle.” 
The young gentleman takes a ride around the corner and comes back.  Chiara is euphoric. 
“That was fantastic, Rafi.”  
She thanks him and the rider and continues walking holding Rafi’s hand.
     Rafi and Chiara continue talking. They stop now and then and kiss each other. Both have been walking around until one of the many clocks in Rome rang midnight. Chiara asks to walk back home to Via Veneto.

     When they arrive home, they find Sofia in the Soiréé Salon entertaining a young elegant gentleman whom she introduced as El Matador. He was an elegant rich Spaniard she picked. They shared a drink after introducing themselves. Since Rafi will leave in the morning to Florence for a class to teach, he apologizes, explains, and gets up to go to his bedroom. He kisses Sofia on the cheeks and Chiara on the mouth. Sofia declares that she and her guest will go to bed, 
“Not to sleep; you know what I mean?” Everyone smiles and Chiara goes to her bedroom, too.

     Rafi cannot sleep. He hears his aunt laughing and making noises. He contemplates how intelligent Chiara is, but as a man, how sensual and sexy she is. 
“She radiates with sexuality, Dio Mio.” Little Rafi knows that a huge surprise is waiting for him.
     A few minutes later, he hears two soft knocks on the door. He gets up naked and sees Chiara before him, naked. 
“I am sorry, I cannot sleep. Your aunt is making me, mm; let me put it this way; I want to be hugged. May I sleep with you tonight?” 
Rafi replies with a trembling voice, “Amore. I am dreaming; am I?” 
Chiara smiles and replies in the negative and they both go to bed and have the greatest intercourse in Chiara’s life. 
     Rafi carries Chiara to bed. He kisses her luscious lips and sucks on her tongue; and he eats her, and she is in such ecstasy she enjoys three orgasms. Rafi sits on the edge of the bed and carries Chiara to sit on him; he inserts his erect penis into her, holds her from the back and allows her to move as she pleases. With her left hand, she lifts her right small breast and rubs its nipples on Rafi’s full lips and he sucks her breast. She enjoys one orgasm after another that they stopped counting. Then he takes her from the back for another orgasm or two; they turn and Chiara pleases Rafi until he has his own orgasm inside her tiny mouth. Their sighs are so loud that they overshadow Sofia’s sighs. 
     “Ah! They are at it. How many orgasms is she having?” 
Sofia utters to her El Matador friend. It was after dawn when they went to sleep in each other’s arms.
CHAPTER SEVEN
       Eight o’clock, Monday morning, Sofia gets up, goes to the kitchen to prepare coffee; she goes to Rafi’s room, knocks twice and opens the door. She sees both Chiara and Rafi naked hugging each other. “Wake up, amore. You have a train to catch to Florence soon. Good morning Chiara darling.” 
Chiara returns the greetings and wakes Rafi. 
“You guys must be exhausted from last night.” 
Sofia says with a mischievous smile. Chiara gets embarrassed and her face turns red, but she does not respond. 
“Get up. Coffee is ready in the kitchen.”

     Chiara and Rafi get out of bed straight to the shower together. They take a shower and mess around and try to control their voices; they are concerned Sofia will hear.


     They get ready and go to the kitchen where Sofia and her friend are sipping on their coffee and eating pastries. “Buongiorno.” 
They say and sit at the kitchen table. Sofia pours coffee for both of them and asks, 
“How did you sleep?” 
“We slept well aunt.” 
Rafi said. 
“I told you never to call me aunt,” 
Sofia strikes back. Rafi looks at Sofia’s young friend and winks his left eye.

     It is time for Rafi to leave to catch the ten o’clock train to Florence. Chiara gets ready to walk with him to the Roma Termini Railway Station. It is time to say Ciao. Rafi kisses his aunt on both cheeks, pulls his luggage and exits the apartment followed by Chiara who says Ciao and that she will go sightseeing.

     Rafi and Chiara go northeast on Via Veneto toward Via Molise, turn right onto Via Leonida Bissolati, which becomes Largo di Santa Susanna. They pass Piazza della Republica and continue onto via delle Teme di Diocleziano, and they turn left onto Largo Villa Peretti and pass Piazza Dei Cinqecento, then turn right to Roma Termini.

     Although the whole walk takes six minutes, for Chiara and Rafi it took much longer, as they debated several topics. 
“I will miss you Il mio amore; will you?” Chiara squeezes Rafi’s hand in agreement. She says in a very sensual tone, 
“Era bella notte scorsa; molto sensuale, amore.” 
This means it was a sensual night last night, my love. 
“Oh my God! You learn languages fast. Your Italian is proficient. You are so intelligent.” 
“I can read your mind, Rafi, you are saying sexy – Am I right? You are a man.” 
Chiara comments. 
“I said you were intelligent.” 
Rafi replies in the same manner. 
“Sei pronto per il treno?” 
Chiara asks if he is ready for his train. 
“Si. Si. Ok. Ciao bella ragazza.” 
Rafi says and let go of Chiara’s hand and walks toward his train at the platform. 
“See you next Friday, right?” 
Chiara asks. 
“Si. Si. Di sicuro.” 
Rafi assures her. They say goodbye, kiss each other a long kiss and part.

     Chiara is very pleased. She is jubilant and delighted with the events and by the fact she is in Rome, a living museum for her. She exits the station and trudges the ancient streets of the immortal city of civilization and classical antiquities.

     Her first choice of the day is to go to the Vatican. Before long, she arrives at St. Peter’s Square. She remembers from her college days she learned that it was Bernini who designed it in the seventeenth century. Chiara’s outfit is acceptable to enter St. Peter’s Basilica and, for the first time, sees Michelangelo’s famous sculpture Pietá. Chiara is in ecstasy as she views Italian masterpieces and enters the Vatican museum and views Michelangelo’s forever majestic, Sistine Chapel. She spends hours admiring the artwork and the magic of history as it becomes alive before her eyes.

     It has been six hours since Rafi got on the train to Florence; Chiara cannot stop thinking of him despite her admiration for what she has been experiencing. The attention she receives from young and old Italians flatters her.  It makes her happy that many people smile at her and wink at her and young men pinch her on various parts of her body; she does not mind. She is taken by how satisfied, joyous and friendly people are. The cafes are full of patrons smoking, drinking and the restaurants are bustling with diners. Chiara says to herself, 
“These people are like the Parisians; they know how to live. We are not as happy people in the States; I wonder why. Perhaps we worry too much, or may be people work too hard!”

     Chiara picks up her mobile phone and calls Sofia to let her know she is on her way back home. On the way, she is hungry, so she stops at a small pizzeria and orders a slice of pizza to eat while walking; this, she cannot do in Orange County, California. She smiles and thinks to herself, 
“Fuck, when in Rome, do as Romans do.” She takes the first bite of the pizza and screams, 
“Damn. Fuck. This is marvelous. It is so fucking delicious. Why is it that everything tastes better here? This is a simple pizza for fuck sake!” 
She decides, 
“That is it. I am staying in Rome.”
     She arrives home and sees Sofia busy in the kitchen. 
“What are you doing?” 
Chiara screams. 
“Say Ciao first, no?” 
Sofia replies while still busy. 
“Oh, sorry. Ciao Sofia.” 
She approaches Sofia and kisses her. 
“We are having a cocktail party tonight. How was your day, amore? Go freshen up or take a shower and come tell me how your day was.” 
Sofia instructs Chiara. 
“On a Monday! Fuck. You are energetic, aren’t you?”
 Chiara says with a surprise. 
“Honey, Monday or Friday, what is the difference? It is a day and we must enjoy each day as it comes, Capisci?” 
Sofia says. Chiara replies as yes she understands. She walks away to her room.

     Chiara knows that it takes an hour and thirty minutes for the train to arrive from Roma to Florence. So, before she goes to the shower, she picks up her mobile phone and dials Rafi’s number. 
“Pronto.” 
A young girl answers the phone. Chiara is very surprised and hesitates a minute, but when the young girl says pronto again, Chiara asks in Italian,

“Posso parlare con Rafi per favore?” 
The girl on the other end is surprised why a girl is asking for Rafi and asks who is calling.  Chiara tells her, 
“Chiara.” 
As she is still staggered, Rafi takes the phone from Marlene. 
“Buonasera, Chiara; come stai?” 
He says. 
“Who is that girl, Rafi?” 
Chiara asks. 
“She is my friend, Marlene. I will tell you of her on Saturday.” 
“No. No. No. Tell me now.” 
Chiara shouts.
“Chiara, calm please. It is nothing. I will explain when I see you, OK?” 
Rafi pleads with Chiara, but she cannot calm. She screams on the phone, 
“Rafi, we made passionate love and I thought you liked me. Is she your girlfriend? It is fine. I will have to learn your way of life people; you fuck her, too, right?” 
She hangs up the phone and throws her body on her bed repeating the word fuck many times.

     “Are you fine, Chiara amore mio? Why are you screaming?” 
Sofia shouts from the kitchen where she is preparing Antipasti. 
“That ass hole nephew of yours, Rafi, is having a girlfriend with him and is probably fucking her right now.” 
Chiara says crying. 
“Dio mio; did he not tell you of Marlene? Dio mio, Dio mio.” 
Sofia says with sympathy. Sofia adds, 
“Vieni qui Tesoro; vieni qui da me. Come here my treasure, come please.”

     Chiara decides not to take a shower. Her eyes are red of crying. She goes to the kitchen, hugs Sofia and weeps.

CHAPTER EIGHT
     Now Chiara is calmer. Sofia can make her smile and have her help prepare the appetizers.

     “It is just that I thought he liked me and I like him very much. I know it is too soon and quick, but I am attached to him. He is fun to be with and he is so intelligent and knows so much of art. I guess we can be good friends.” 
Chiara says while sipping on red wine Sofia offered her. She feels foolish and ashamed. She covers her face with both hands and exclaims, 
“Sorry, Sofia. I am sorry for troubling you.” “Don’t be gullible, amore mio Chiara. There is nothing to make you sorry. Everything will work out. He should have told you he is not free.  He is engaged and plans to marry that student of his named Marlene.”
Chiara interrupts Sofia’s dialogue, slams her glass of wine on the kitchen table and screams, 
“What! Engaged to be married, and he fucks me?” 
Chiara is at a loss.

     Sofia intervenes and says, 
“Listen Cara mia, Chiara. That does not mean that the marriage is inevitable. Things change and people change their minds. People hardly get married now, any way. Marlene is just a fling. I could see how Rafi looked at you that weekend; he is taken by you, trust me. I know. I am an expert on these matters, Cara mia.” 
Chiara focuses with a sparkle of hope in her hazel eyes. 
Sofia continues, 
“In America, you had a great man named George Burns; I think I told you before. He sang a song whose lyrics are educational, inspirational and so, so true. He said, I know what it is to be young; you do not know what it is to be old. I know, Chiara, what it is to be young. I was your age once. Please remember that.” 
Chiara admires and appreciates Sofia’s wisdom and calms; she even shows a smile or two. 
“Let’s get ready for our party; shall we? Guests will arrive soon," 
Sofia tells Chiara
     The doorbell rings; Sofia asks Chiara, “Please open the door, amore mio?” 
“Sure.” 
Chiara rushes to the front door. She sees a short man, bald, with a small face and a curved spine. He is dressed in a weird way. He has a green shirt, pink pants, yellow shoes and is wearing a green tie. Nothing matches. Chiara is dumbfounded and asks the man to come in. 
“Who is it, amore?” 
Sofia shouts from the kitchen. 
“I do not know Sofia; it is a man.” 
“Ah. This must be Bentley. Please ask him to come in”

     Bentley comes in and stutters, 
“H-h-h-hel-hel-hello.” 
“Hello to you Bentley. How are you my friend? Thank you for coming. You can help me because I have a party tonight; I will appreciate it very much.” 
Sofia greets her unusual guest. Chiara notices that Bentley acts as an outsider who is unaware. She realizes that he comes uninvited.

     “Wh-wo-who e-e-e-iz this p-p-pretty yo-you-ung girl, Sofia.” 
Bentley asks. 
“She is a friend from America, Bentley, dear.” 
“A-a-a-mm mm-eee-ame-america? L-l-li-like m-m-mee; like me.” 
Bentley stammers again. 
“Yes, Bentley.” 
Sofia replies and explains to Chiara that Bentley is an American who came to Rome forty years ago when he was only eighteen. His mother was a Schizophrenia patient and killed herself when he was ten-years-old. He is from Alabama, America, but never went back. She explains that Bentley had suffered severe abuse. His sick mother used to force him watch her having sex with her boyfriends. His father died when he was little and he does not remember him.

     Bentley pays attention to what Sofia is saying and although he is fidgeting all the time he is in focus.
“L-l-loo-lok at m-my f-f-father’s w-wat-t-twatch, friend.” 
He pulls out an old watch in a chain and shows it to Chiara with pride. 
“This is lovely, Bentley. Where are you from?” 
Chiara talks to him in the gentlest voice as she is taken by his innocence. 
“I a-a-ammm-I am f-f-f-f-fro-from…” 
“F-f-fro-from A..a..amer..America.” 
Bentley replies. 
Chiara is mesmerized wondering what he is saying; she looks very surprised and asks, 
“Where?” 
Bentley replies, 
“A-a-a-arrr-are y-yo-you s-s-stupid? A-a-ammmm-ere-America.” 
Chiara admires him and replies saying, 
“Yes, Bentley, I understand. You are a bright man.” She looks at Sofia and asks, 
“Isn’t he wise?” 
To which Sofia replies, “Wiser than all of us, Cara mio.”

      It is eight in the evening on Monday and Sofia’s guests are coming. Bentley is helping to move the drinks to the Soiréé Salon and Chiara is helping to decorate the appetizers’ dishes. The doorbell rings and Bentley rushes to open it. Two couples come in and greet Bentley with sarcasm. Chiara is upset at how people tease Bentley and does not find it proper; but she does not show it for now. A few minutes later, the doorbell rings again and two younger men enter and Chiara takes a look at them from the kitchen. Sofia’s apartment is now noisy and people talk and laugh over one another. Sofia is in her elegant outfit and her jewelry adorn her petite ears, long neck and piano fingers goes to welcome her guests and introduces each one to Chiara saying that Chiara is like her daughter and she is visiting from America. People smile, sigh, or show no expression, but all greet Chiara. Meanwhile another three people enter; they are two men and a woman. Everyone is dressed to the occasion and Chiara sees the guests as bourgeois.

     Chiara is annoyed by the mindless comments the guests make to Bentley. He himself does not mind and goes along with them with such innocence that amazes Chiara. She knows he considers them to be the fools; he is right.

     By now everyone has a drink and a few guests taste the h’orderves. Sofia walks around speaking to every one on various topics. Those who smoke fill the Soiréé Salon with smoke. Chiara has not been in such environment since she was in Paris at the Sorbonne during her college days.

     A man asks Sofia to play the piano. She has a black grand piano in the east corner of the room next to her balcony’s door. Sofia obliges and she plays with delight. People sing and everyone sings except Chiara; she is unfamiliar with the songs. Chiara can play the piano, too.
     Chiara prefers to speak with Bentley. She moves toward the kitchen and asks him, 
“Do you like living here in Rome, Mr. Bentley?” 
He smiles and moves his head toward Chiara, 
“Y-my-Yes. Beautiful” 
“Thank you, Mr. Bentley. You are kind, you know?” 
He smiles back but says nothing.

     A male visitor, over forty-years-old, cuts into the conversation and asks Chiara, 
“So, are you from the United States?” 
“Yes I am.” 
He continues conversing, 
“Are you here on vacation?” 
Chiara replies saying she studied art history, and plans to spend time in Rome and Paris to educate herself further.

     Chiara senses the man who introduced himself as Aldo is flirting with her. He looks at her with eyes full of desire and lust. Chiara is not a fool. She confirmed her senses when the man offered to take her to the country where his family has a winery. She refuses, ignores him and turns to Bentley. 
“Mr. Bentley, please tell me why you left the States.” 
Chiara says ignoring all the commotion, the jokes, the laughter, and the music. 
Bentley replies in his usual speech impediment and a calm voice,


     “My friend, I am from Alabama and I have never felt happy with my family. My father died when I was nine or ten and my mother was sick. She and her boyfriends used to beat me up, force me to do terrible things, and even lock me in the small wardrobe they had in their bedroom. Even at school, students used to laugh at me because of the way I speak; they used to beat me, too. When my mother killed herself, her boyfriend abused me physically and sexually. There was no one there to help me and everyone knew what was going on in our house. When I became eighteen, I escaped. At first, I did not know what to do; then I left America. I came to Italy. These are very nice people. They help me. They give me money and food and I am happy here. I baby-sit for young couples; I love children. People laugh with me because of my disabilities, but that is ok; it is funny, isn’t it, American girl? Life is wonderful and people are good and you are beautiful.”
“Thank you kind man. Thank you.” 
Chiara replies to his comment. Bentley continues, as he enjoys speaking with Chiara:

“Maybe I know little because I never finished school, but I understand things. For example, I am sick of Islamists who kill our innocent people, and I know many Americans loves guns, wars. I am ashamed because I learned I am that ridiculous man Donald Trump’s fourth cousin removed, that makes me nauseating and I tell every Italian I meet I am sorry. Do you know that crazy foolish man?”
“Yes I do. I am very surprised you are related.” 
Chiara replies with astonishment and not exactly trusting him.

     At this moment, Sofia approaches Chiara. “What is happening? Where are you, Chiara?”
“Oh! Sorry, Sofia, I am having this interesting dialogue with Bentley; he tells me he is related to Donald Trump; is that true?” 
She asks with aspiration. 
“Honey, everything Bentley says is true. He is the most honest and sincere man I have ever known. Come now; the guests are asking for you. They want to talk with you; come have a drink; where is your drink? Bentley, please get a Martini for Chiara.” She asks. Bentley nods his head and runs to get the drink.

     Chiara accompanies Sofia to the Soiréé Salon and guests pay attention. 
“Ascolta tutti,” 
Sofia uses a spoon hitting her wine glass to attract her guests’ attention and asks them to listen. 
“Please let us speak in English because of our American new family member, Chiara. Let us have a toast. Welcome to the family, Chiara,” 
Sofia announces and all raise their drinks shouting, 
“To Chiara.” 
“Thank you so much; grazie a tutti voi. I am honored.” 
Chiara replies.

     There are two elite women sitting on the red chaise whispering to each other. One gossips. 
“Abbiamo sentito che lei è con Rafi ora.” Telling the other they heard that Chiara is with Rafi now. Although Chiara does not understand or speak Italian that well, she could understand what the woman is saying. Chiara has a great sense of understanding people, and being an artist, she is always in tune with her surroundings.

     Another man approaches Chiara to discuss with her work, America and Europe. He is attracted to Chiara as she can tell from the way he speaks and looks at her breast. The man encourages Chiara to stay in Italy telling her he loves many things in the United States. Chiara agrees and excuses herself and walks away.
     On her way to the kitchen intending to chat more with Bentley, Chiara sees Sofia, another girl and a man entering Sofia’s bedroom and locking the door. At first, she does not make much of it and continues to the kitchen. Bentley is sitting at the kitchen table singing and enjoying his time. 
“How are you good man?” 
In his stammering words, he thanks her and tells her he is just fine.

     Curiosity takes the best of Chiara and she walks back toward Sofia’s bedroom and gets overwhelmed when she hears Sofia and another girl sighing sighs of sexual intercourse. She walks closer to the door, and she is sure Sofia is enjoying a threesome ignoring her other guests in the Soiréé Salon. She turns red and her timid nature surfaces, but she suppresses her thoughts persuading herself not to judge others. In the meantime, she considers the experience of threesome to be delightful and that she might even experience it one day. She smiles and goes to the Soiréé Salon and converse with the few guests.


     Chiara is absent minded and confused by all the events of the day. One guest, a bourgeois middle age lady approaches her, “So, Chiara dear, have you visited many sites in Rome?” 
She inquires. 
“No, just a few places. I have just gotten here; it hasn’t been long.”  
“There is much to visit here. I hope you will have a great time with Sofia; she is a delightful girl, isn’t she?”  
The lady makes a comment. 

“Sure she is. She is kind, hospitable and I admire her life style.” 
Chiara admits. 
“Oh! I will tell her you said that; she will be very pleased.” 
The lady says in what Chiara perceives as a mischievous manner.

     Sofia goes back to the Soiréé Salon declaring, 
“Sorry friends I had to leave you for those thirty minutes. I had business to attend.” 
She smiles and winks and everyone understands and cheers Sofia in loud voices.

     Time runs fast. It is now midnight. Everyone is so happy to be there. Their cares of the day seems to have been washed away while listening to Sofia’s piano playing, singing, and laughing. It is now two in the morning, Tuesday, and the guests left one after another. They are noisy and loud. Chiara has seen many parties at her parents’ house. But nothing equals tonight’s cocktail party at Sofia’s apartment. She is wondering if any of these people work, and if so, how they can get up in the morning; they are all drunk.

     Because of the events of the day, and Chiara’s preoccupation with Bentley, she has forgotten Rafi and his Marlene. She, Bentley and Sofia clean up and put everything in order. Once finished, Bentley tells them good night and kisses both of them on the cheeks. He then holds Chiara’s right hand and kisses it like a gentleman and says, 
“Good nan-night girl.” 
Chiara notices that his enunciation is better and stutter is much less in saying that. She thanks him and says good night.

     “Bentley likes you and is fond of you, Chiara,” 
Sofia says. 
“Let us now rest and have what you Americans call a nigh-cap, and talk, or are you tired?” 
Sofia asks, but her eyes show she is pleading and wants to stay up and talk, as Chiara perceives. 
“Yes, sure. I love to sit and talk with you of many things,” 
Chiara says but interrupted. 
“What things?” 
Sofia shows anxious curiosity. 
Chiara inquires, 
“Shall we sit here or the Soiréé Salon.” 
Sofia prefers to sit at the kitchen table, instead; it is her favorite calming place.


     “First, did you enjoy yourself tonight, dear Chiara,” 
Sofia questions and receives a positive response from Chiara. 
“Ok, ask me whatever you like. I am all ears, honey.” 
“I am curious to know everything on Bentley, that kind gentleman. What do you know of him and how you met him?”

     Sofia explains to Chiara everything. She met him when she was thirty years old. Sofia was renting an apartment in Via Veneto before buying the one she lives in. Out shopping one day, because the bags were heavy, Sofia saw Bentley coming to her rescue and helped her to her apartment. She says at the beginning, his speech impediment annoyed her, but she got used to it. Bentley became a friend; he comes and visits every day. She continues saying that when she asked him who he was and how and where he lived, he told her his entire story. He had suffered great pains and abuses as a child; nothing do I detest more than child abuse, but that was long ago, anyway. Sofia says that his speech problem is most likely a result of the abuse. The government put him in foster homes many times and the foster parents abused him, too; the government was useless in trying to protect that child. He developed a plan. As you can tell, he is not stupid; in fact, he is smarter than us, and more intelligent than the guests who were here tonight. He told me he returned to his dead mother’s boyfriend and took the abuse because he had planned to get a passport which he did, and he stole his mother’s boyfriend’s credit card one night when the man was drunk and oblivious and booked a ticket on Alitalia using the credit card, figuring that by the time the man discovers what happened, Bentley might be far away. He booked the ticket and the night before leaving, he stole $345.40 from the man’s wallet and took a bus to the airport, and came to Rome. Someone had told him about Italy and Rome; he read a lot about it and decided to move here far away from the abuse and what would have been an oblique future. 
     “Oh my God! That is amazing; please continue. What did he do when he arrived?” Chiara is listening with impatience.  Well, Sofia continues to explain Bentley’s life story. At the beginning, he was sleeping on the streets and inside stationed trains. He found our neighborhood and the people here were kind to him. An owner of a restaurant here offered him to help at the restaurant and he eats and gets wages in cash. The man found him a simple room on the roof of one of the old apartment buildings on a street off of Via Veneto. It was for free. Ever since, Bentley has been an icon in our neighborhood. He knows everyone and visits many people of his choice; and he is always welcome. He babysits for young married couples; he loves children and never stutters speaking with them.

     “That is remarkable, Sofia. I am so flabbergasted. Things like that can hardly happen; people around the world have become so fucking selfish and governments are so fucking useless. That is why many people suffer today.” 
Chiara replies with a sense of anger toward the state of the world. 
“Now, please tell me this Donald Trump relation we mentioned.” 
Chiara asks in utmost urgency.


     “I will tell that our authorities of Records confirmed this information.” 
Sofia answers Chiara and continues detailing.
“Donald Trump’s mother is Mary Anne MacLeod. She was from a small place called the Isle of Lewis in Scotland. Her grandfather was a fisherman.  People say she went to New York and had two sisters there; they became housekeepers and the authorities listed them as maids for rich people. Well, the truth we know is that she met and married Fredrick Christ Trump who became rich during WWII.  The irony is that Mary’s sister had a different fate; she got married and divorced many times. One of her granddaughters married a man from the Bentley family. She was Mr. Bentley’s mother. Having been sick in the head, she committed suicide when poor Bentley was only twelve or thirteen, or something like that. That is how we know he is related to that idiot, brainless, and stupid presidential candidate of yours.”
     “He is not my candidate; I tell you that I think he is my crazy parent’s choice, but not mine. The man is certifiably mad.” 
Chiara defends what she considers a terrible insult. Sofia is intoxicated and Chiara is a little tipsy. Chiara is still curious, and Rafi is not among these things. She continues asking Sofia, 
“Did you have a threesome tonight? I saw you going to your bedroom with a man and a woman from the guests and I could not help myself; I had to eavesdrop and heard…”  
“Yes, sighs of orgasms. Do not be shy little one. Threesome is a profound experience for me, not for everyone; orgies are even better; they are divine my girl. You should try it if you should desire – Oh my God! Your mother will kill me for telling you that.” 
Chiara is thinking that such behavior may be for younger people her age not for such old people like Sofia; she is her mother’s age or even older.  She is amazed that a woman her mother’s age could do such things.

     “I must admit, Sofia, I admire your free spirit and your eccentricity. Sofia, I admire your honesty. I know many people who do these things, but will always deny it and pretend they are like the Virgin Mary. You are wonderful. I love you, but I will not sleep with you, though.” 
Chiara says and they both laugh at Chiara’s last phrase. 
“You do not find me sexy?” 
Sofia comes back with sarcasm and humor. 
“Oh! Shut up, Sofia.” 

     “Now tell me if you have any more questions; I am drunk and it is four; dawn is at the door.” 
Sofia asks with a drunken stutter. 
“Yes, I am wondering how you can live this lavish life style and you are not working. I know in America it is rude to ask such a question, but I am sure here people do not mind. Where from do you get the money to sustain such a high life style?” 
Chiara asks.
“Honey…” 
Sofia retorts. 
“I and my brother, Rafi’s father, inherited a large sum of money from our parents. They were wine makers in the south of Italy and were very wealthy. They both died together in a car accident fifteen years ago and I inherited most of their properties and my brother took care of the winery. I sold, with Ada’s help, what I inherited- Ada your mother. So, I have money in the bank and I receive interests, which allow me to live as you see. Are you satisfied now? I do not mind you asking. Many people wonder, but if one asks, I tell.” 
Chiara thanks Sofia for her openness and sincerity. 
     “It is four thirty, we must go to sleep at one point, no?” 
Chiara asks. 
“Yes, dear, you go to bed and I will see you when we wake up. It will be mid day.” 
Sofia says and gets up to go to her bedroom. 
“Oh, one last question, have you ever married anyone?” 
Chiara asks. 
Sofia laughs and tells her that her husband is in the bathroom drawer. Chiara understands what she means, and she laughs. They both say good night and kiss each other on the cheeks.

     The next morning, Rafi is teaching a class, since it is Tuesday, at the university of Florence. After his lecture, he meets Marlene. She asks him to take her with him to Rome the coming weekend. He lies to her and says, 
“I cannot visit aunt Sofia this weekend; I will meet the chair of the department and the Dean of the Division on Saturday morning.” 
“On a Saturday?” 
Marlene asks with a big surprise and clear mistrust on her face. 
Rafi replies saying they are planning on updating the curricula and the only free time they have is Saturday. Although Marlene does not believe him, she accepts and nods in agreement.

     Rafi is planning to ask Chiara to come to his apartment in Florence on Friday for the weekend, but is not sure, yet, if Chiara will agree; he is optimistic and hopes Chiara will agree. He considers calling her in the afternoon and suggests this idea. Chiara has not left his mind since they last met last weekend even though he had sex several times with Marlene. He was imagining Chiara every time he was making love to Marlene.

     At one o’clock, Rafi calls Chiara, but her phone is not working. He tries several times and he cannot get hold of her. At last, he calls his aunt Sofia. Sofia picks up the phone, 
“Pronto,” 
“Ciao zia Sofia questo è Rafi,” 
“How many times have I told you not to call me zia [aunt] you bastardo?” 
Rafi ignores his aunt’s comment and says to her he has been trying to get hold of Chiara, but her phone is not working. Sofia tells him they went to bed at dawn and she is still sleeping. Rafi thanks her and asks to tell Chiara to call him as soon as she is awake. They hang up the phone after saying “Ciao” to each other.

     It is two in the afternoon, Tuesday; Chiara just got out of bed. She is sleepy still and out of focus. She trudges to the kitchen where Sofia is preparing coffee and pastries; Sofia is still intoxicated and not herself, yet. “Buongiorno ragazza giocoso,” 
Chiara greets Sofia telling her good morning playful girl. Sofia smiles and returns the greeting and asks if Chiara wants coffee. “Si. Si. Please. I cannot get myself to wake up. What a night that was!” 
Chiara says and Sofia agrees. Sofia tells Chiara that is her normal daily life. 
“I die,” 
Chiara screams. They laugh; sit at the kitchen table drinking their coffee and nibbling on the delicious pastries Sofia put on the table.

     Chiara tells Sofia that she took a long time to fall asleep and she does not know why. She tells her she was thinking of their conversation and of Mr. Bentley. She expresses her admiration for Sofia’s honesty and openness. 
“You know, even my parents, as educated as they are, they are private and not open at all; it is as though they had secrets to hide. Our windows and doors’ shutters are always closed day or night. We have lived in our house for years and we do not know our neighbors. Yes, we say good morning and that, but we know nothing of one another.” 
       Sofia agrees, 
“Yes, I notice that every time I visit New York or Los Angeles; it is surprising to me.  Well! They value privacy. Many of them are conformists and religious, too.” 
“That is why I love Europe and the openness people enjoy. I experienced similar situations during the year I spent in Paris at the Sorbonne. Parisians and French people feel the same way. Many of them could not phantom I was actually from Orange County because of my own eccentricities and sense of freedom.”

     Sofia interrupts and changes the conversation, 
“Honey, Rafi has been calling you and he called me and asked that I tell you to call him.” 
“Oh! Thank you, Sofia. I will.” 
Chiara says, but she has no intention of doing so.
“Ada, your mom, called an hour ago. She says hello to you and wishes you well. She said that she and your dad were coming to spend Christmas with us.” 
As Sofia says that, Chiara feels very disappointed wondering why her parents want to come. She is afraid they will hate Sofia’s life style and will force her to move from Sofia’s house. She is irritable now and confused. 
“Why?” 
Chiara asks Sofia. 
“What do you mean why? They want to see you and share time with us.” 
“But you do not know how conservative my parents are.” 
“Do not worry honey. Just do not. It might not happen?” 

      Chiara is still too tired to go out although it is five in the afternoon. She stays home and uses her computer to check on her        e-mail and communicate with her friends. She contemplates calling Rafi, but decides against the idea. Meantime, Rafi calls her several times, but she refuses to answer. She realizes that he left a message on her answering service. Chiara is far too curious to hear it; she goes to her message box on her mobile phone and plays the message, 
“Cara mia, Chiara, I am hoping you will come to Florence on Friday and spend the weekend with me in my modest and humble apartment – nothing like aunt Sofia’s apartment. We shall have a good time. You will like Florence and its art. I will take you to the university where I teach; it was established in 1321, you know? You know Florence has culture, Renaissance art and architecture and monuments. We have many museums and art galleries, such as the Uffizi Gallery and the Palazzo Pitti, which I am sure you will adore. Please come.”


     Chiara keeps listening to the message and contemplates whether she accepts the offer. She is still hesitant to call Rafi back. She goes to the kitchen and calls upon Sofia to join her. Sofia obliges and opens a bottle of Chianti Classico. She gets two wine glasses from the cupboard and pours wine in both and offers one to Chiara saying, 
“Salute Amore.” 
Chiara lifts her glass and returns the salute. She tells Sofia of Rafi’s message and asks for her opinion. Sofia tells her it depends on how she is, 
“Do you want to see him? If so, do not hold back. Be free my little bird. Do what your heart tells you; do not bind yourself with the chains of what should and should not be. Who decides what should or should not be any way?”


     Chiara responds, 
“Do you wonder if he wants to have a threesome with me and Marlene?” 
“Do not be so dramatic darling. What makes you say that? Did he imply such a thing?” 
“No, not at all, perhaps I am just confused.” “Yes, it is normal, honey; just focus your thoughts and decide what you want to do. Then, you do what you like to do and no one should force you to do what you do not want to do.”


     Sofia and Chiara continue drinking the wine and having a dialogue on various issues from sex, to man-woman relationships, to aging, to politics, to religion and to Chiara’s parents. 
“I love them, but they can be difficult. I detest their religious and political attitudes.” Chiara speaks of her parents. 
“Amore mio, Chiara. Be yourself and do not worry for your parents. They have (or had) their lives, you are having yours; make it the best life you can make it to be, satisfying, and get rid of your chains.”

     Chiara focuses and agrees with Sofia. She decides that she will call Rafi in the morning and tell him she will go to Florence on Friday.


     The remaining of the week is uneventful except that Chiara visits several monuments in Rome and takes notes for her to study later. She even, sits at a museum and tries drawing to imitate paintings she likes and finds stimulating.

CHAPTER NINE
      Chiara wakes up early on Friday morning and prepares a small luggage with a few pieces of clothes and underwear. She calls Rafi and accepts his invitation. She says to him, 
“If you dream you will fuck me and your girlfriend think again, idiot. That will never happen.” 
“You are a funny girl, Chiara. Just come, please.” 
Rafi pleaded with her. Now, she is going to Florence; she decides.
     Sofia is already awake and is in the kitchen drinking her coffee. Chiara goes to the kitchen after taking a shower and preparing herself for the trip. It is eleven in the morning. Sofia offers Chiara coffee and expresses she is happy that Chiara will see Rafi. 
“I am sure you will have a grand short holiday, Chiara. You will love Florence and you and Rafi will sort things out. Please call me and keep in touch, OK?” 
Sofia stresses. 
“Shall I get ready to take you to the Termini Station? Or will you be taking a taxi?” 
“I will take a taxi. It is not a long distance to the Roma Termini from here and my train is at noon.” 
Chiara says. Sofia calls a taxi to be there by eleven-thirty.

     As usual, time goes by faster than anyone likes, the taxi is there already. Chiara kisses Sofia, thanks her and says, 
“Ci vediamo domenica, Sofia.” 
To which Sofia repeats, 
“See you on Sunday.”


     Chiara takes the taxi to the Termini and board the train to Florence. She is anxious. As soon as the train leaves the station, Chiara suffers anxiety, as she does not know what to expect. She knows that Rafi will meet her at the station, but wonders if he will be alone or with Marlene. Her questioning is soon answered as soon as the train arrives at Florence station and she pulls her luggage and exits the train. She sees Rafi waiting. He is alone. She runs to him and they embrace for a long time whispering how they have missed each other.


     After the long welcome, they exit the station and walk toward Rafi’s apartment. On the way, they talk little except for the regular greetings. Ten minutes later, they arrive at the building where Rafi lives. He welcomes her; they take an old elevator to the seventh floor. Rafi opens his apartment door that has number 707 on it and invites Chiara in, saying, 
“Welcome to my humble apartment adorable Chiara.” 
She likes the words he uses and enters. The apartment is much smaller than that of Sofia’s. It is a one-bedroom apartment with a large entrance, and a large kitchen. The apartment is well decorated and has minimal furniture, a black desk next to the balcony’s door; he has a large book shelve that has many books, and there are many cushions on the floor. Many books are on the floor, too, everywhere. The only chair Rafi has in his apartment is his desk chair. Rafi invites Chiara to be free and check out the apartment and freshen up in the toilette if she wants. She goes to the bedroom with her luggage. The bedroom is neither too large nor too small; it has a nice large bed and is decorated with many paintings from different art eras. The bedroom has a door to the toilette besides the door from the entrance. Chiara places her luggage on the bed, opens it and takes fresh clothes out and goes to the toilette to change and freshen up. Meanwhile, Rafi is preparing lunch and setting up the small counter he has in his kitchen, but there are no chairs but two stools by the kitchen counter. He cooked lasagna and made delicious salads. He has prepared an anti pasta platter with various delicious Italian delicacy items including caviar, prosciutto, and smoked salmon.

     Chiara comes out of the toilette well dressed and smells fresh and exquisite. She looks at the kitchen counter with all what Rafi prepared and she thanks him. Rafi offers her a glass of wine and they both are jubilant to be together.

     The subject of Marlene has not come up, just yet. Rafi and Chiara talk of the United States and Europe. Rafi asks, 
“Did you notice how many foreigners, mostly from the Middle East, we have in Italy?” 
Chiara answers, 
“You should see Paris. There are no French people anymore in Paris; the majority is Middle Eastern.” 
“How do you feel regarding that?”
 Rafi asks and Chiara responds, 
“Look, you did it to yourselves with your stupidity which you refer to as tolerance. Europe has been so stupid to permit many foreigners without exhaustive background checks to prevent terrorists who are savage criminals to take their countries over.” 
Rafi comes back saying, 
“Don’t you agree it is inhuman to turn migrants away?’
“Well, this may or may not be true, but you should not be deceived by anyone.” 
Chiara says.

“Well!” 
Says Rafi, 
“This is a complex subject and we will not solve the problem over dinner. Let us enjoy our time and forget it.” 
“No. I do not want to forget it. When I was in Paris, many Islamists accosted and hounded me; a person told me I could not complain because that in Paris complaining might be considered racism. Fuck!! They mean racism against whom? The bastards harass us, torture us and even behead us and we cannot talk in Europe? You Europeans are fucking stupid.” 
Rafi replies, “Yes, I agree with you, Chiara. We have failed to distinguish between tolerance and stupidity. Yes, Europe has become stupid.” Rafi continues, “But how is it in the United States?” 
“Well, Rafi. It is not as it is in Europe. Perhaps it is because our authorities are more vigilant or because America treats these people with suspicion all the time. I am not sure. But the overall sentiment is that Americans consider that not all Muslims are terrorists, but most terrorists are Muslims.” 
“It is true, most terrorists, if not all, of our time today are Muslims.” Rafi says.
He continues, “What do you see the outcome will be this year? Will that mad man Donald Trump be a president? 
“Well, Rafi” Chiara responds, “Just look at the Bible Belt States and all the conservative Christians and gun lovers and racists and some are even criminals – these are many people. Yes, that idiot might become the president –just might, I am afraid.”


     Rafi asks Chiara to change the subject and speak of more pleasant things than politics and religion. He asks that they eat and drink and sing and dance. Chiara expresses how happy she is there with him in his intellectual monastery and Rafi assures her they will have a great time.
     
     Rafi suggests that they go out to show Chiara the famous monuments in Florence. “It is late to visit any museum now; we should do that tomorrow, right?” 
Chiara suggests and Rafi agrees; both get ready and exit the apartment on Via Villamagna, near Florence University of the Arts, walking along the Arno River, which goes all the way to Pisa, enjoying the stroll and the conversation. Chiara feels strange that every time she wants to hold his left hand, as she is walking by his left side, he pulls his hand away. Many people know Rafi. Passers by greet him often, 
“Ciao Professore.” 
One person says. Three young girls, who may be students at the university, shout, “Come stai dottore Curti?” 
Then they giggle. Another couple comes close and asks, 
“Chi e la bella ragazza?” 
He nods and replies 
“Ciao.” 
Chiara understands that the couple asks who the pretty girl is and wonders why Rafi is silent. Chiara gets tired and irritable and asks Rafi to find a nice place to eat, as she is tired and hungry. He obliges saying that most restaurant do not open before seven thirty. They have fifteen more minutes. He takes Chiara to Ristorante La Maremma on Via Giuseppe Verdi. This restaurant opens for dinner at seven. It is a classy restaurant, yet not too fancy, but pricy.


     Rafi opens the restaurant door for Chiara, she thanks him for his gentility, and goes through the door and he follows. He asks for a table for two, and before long, the friendly hostess takes them to a table. The restaurant, though small, is cozy, tranquil and with a unique romantic atmosphere.

     Rafi orders an exquisite bottle of wine and mineral water. He orders traditional Toscana h’orderves, which Chiara finds it delicious. They take their time nibbling on the h’orderves and sipping their wine.


     “I am so happy you are here with me, Chiara.” 
Rafi breaks the silence. 
“I am, too, for sure, Rafi. Thank you for inviting me.” 
Chiara says, and she follows that by asking, 
“Where is Marlene?” 
“Ok. Ok. I promise I will tell you all that, but first, let us play our little game. I ask you a question and you answer as honest as you can; then, you ask me a question, and I will do the same. Ok?” 
Rafi asks and Chiara agrees.

“Tell me, what is lust for you?” 
Although Chiara finds the question strange, she replies, 
“Lust is when you see a person and your biological hormones go crazy and tell you to fuck that person. There is no clear reason. To meet this desire, one will have to summon all the courage and tell the person she wants to fuck him. Voila.” 
She says with confidence and continues, “Now is my turn to ask you and you promise to tell the truth.” 
“Yes, I will, go ahead.” 
“What is love for you, or mm, how you define that thing called love?” 
Chiara says with seriousness in her eyes. 
“Heavens, do not look so bloody dramatic,” 
“I don’t look bloody dramatic.” 
“Yes your eyes show it, Chiara. I know you like an open book.” 
“Love is an idea that cannot be defined. Couples lie to one another when they say I love you – What they are saying is I love me – People view love as giving and sharing and sacrificing without expectation. This is bullshit. It is possessiveness and self-love more than what one most likely agrees. Yes, people can grow old together, but they hate each other; they are together because they are insecure and afraid of the unknown. Don’t you agree?” Rafi inquires. 
“Mm-mm. You know, I am not sure. My parents have been together forever. In the company of others, they pretend they are in love, but when alone, they are like dogs and cats. I do not know why they are still together. It amazes me.” 
Chiara replies and continues, 
“Your analysis is interesting. I have never pondered it this way, but always wondered, though, if man kind is monogamist.” 
“Experience convinces me that we are not monogamist, but society forces us to deny that we are – it is conformity, you see. Look how many husbands and wives cheat on one another.” 
Rafi says with an obvious passion and conviction.  
“Now it is my turn to ask you. Well! Ok!! Do you see yourself married and getting old with the same man you married?” 
Chiara laughs. 
“That is an unfair question. I do not know; I am not even sure if I will ever get married. And you?”


     Rafi calls the waiter to order the main meal apologizing to Chiara for interrupting her. The well-dressed, good-looking waiter approaches and takes the order and walks away.

     “Well! Now we come to the Marlene story. I will tell you everything. Marlene is my student. We fell in love, or lust or whatever. Yes, we are attracted to each other and our sex is great, then I met you. You affect me in a very different way; I cannot describe what it is. And making love with you is a new magnificent, divine, delightful, and profound experience.” 
When Rafi says that, Chiara blushes and her hands sweat and she senses her vagina contracting. 
“The only – well not only, but most significant is that we are engaged to be married.” 
“You are fucking what? Engaged to be married and you fuck me? Are you psychotic?”

     Chiara said that in such a loud voice that all the patrons of the restaurant turned their heads to look at her and Rafi. 
“Oops!! I lost it, sorry, very sorry. I have no place or right to say that.” 
Chiara apologizes but not with a convincing sincerity. Even though she knew of Rafi’s fiancé, she does not share her knowledge of the matter with him to protect Sofia.

     Rafi hears a woman behind him sitting on a table of four asking in Italian another woman next to her if that man is Rafi who is a Florence University professor engaged to that girl student of his named Madeline or Marlene. Rafi gets embarrassed and Chiara asks why he looks so pale. At that moment, Rafi’s phone rings, and he gets Chiara’s permission to answer the call. It is Marlene. She asks Rafi where he is and he tells her he is busy and will call her later and hangs up the phone. 
“That was Marlene, right?” 
Chiara asks and Rafi answers with a simple and direct yes.

     They calm, leave the restaurant, and walk home. Once inside the apartment, neither can have patience. They both embrace with passion Before they reach Rafi’s entrance space, each is tearing the other’s clothes off, kiss each other, and undress themselves in such a fast movement that Rafi falls to the floor while taking off his pants. Chiara pulls off his underwear pulls up her skirt, moves her tiny red panties to the left with her left hand and sits on Rafi’s erect penis and enjoys an orgasm. They share sexual ecstasy for forty-five minutes. Like most men, once Rafi reaches his orgasm, splashing Chiara’s face with his semen, he cannot perform anymore. Chiara is still excited, however, so Rafi feels her frustration and feels embarrassed that his penis will not erect again soon; he rushes to his bathroom and gets his sexual toys one of which is an electric dildo. He places it inside Chiara’s vagina vibrating and she is by now in a different zone of human existence. Sex is a powerful instinct.

     While all this is happening, Rafi’s mobile phone keeps ringing. It is Marlene, and he does not want to answer; in fact, he cannot answer as he is in the devilish world of number one sin, sex.

     Once satisfied, Rafi and Chiara get off of the floor and go to the kitchen for drinks. They are happy and content and talk again of love and sex and man-woman relationships. They agree on most ideas. Rafi is a feminist supporter, so as Chiara.

     They go to bed forty minutes after midnight, hug each other and fall asleep. There is knocking on the front door and the doorbell is ringing. They are hazed and confused; Rafi checks the time; it is seven o’clock. He rushes out of bed and opens the door. Marlene rushes in and says in Italian, 
“Where is that fucking bitch that fooled you? No one will love you as much as I do; you know that you fool, Rafi.” 
Marlene screams and Chiara is trembling of anxiety. 
Chiara gets out of bed naked. 
“Ah! Pretty. Well,” 
Marlene says looking at Chiara’s naked body.  Chiara gets all red and embarrassed. Marlene approaches Chiara and touches her breast.
“Stop it Marlene; let us be rational, ok? I like Chiara and you do not own me.” 
Marlene gets furious. She picks up an antique vase from the top of the kitchen counter and throws it on the floor with all her force. The vase breaks into pieces everywhere. She says, 
“Fuck you. Fuck you, Rafi.” 
She walks out.
     Chiara experiences the strangest feeling she has ever had; she liked Marlene touching her. She is confused and does not comprehend why she likes such strange and weird things. The fact is that she does. She tries to brush the idea off of her thoughts.

     “Stuzzicare l’inferno [What the hell!] Fanculo. This was a scene from Woody Allen’s film ‘Vicki, Christina, Barcelona,’ when Penélope Cruz goes that crazy. She is mad.” 
Rafi cannot find better words to say. He continues to apologize to Chiara for Marlene’s behavior, but nothing can change the gloomy atmosphere. They are both unsettled and agitated. 
     Chiara is still in a state of tremor as she is violated and humiliated. Marlene has just touched her breast in a molesting way. She is flabbergasted and speechless. She is more confused than ever because she enjoyed the incident and Marlene’s touch.
“You Italians are very passionate, aren’t you?” 
Chiara says the sentence, though she is still shook up.

“Calm my darling, Chiara, calm. Nothing is abnormal here; people can be irrational when emotions take over. Isn’t that what the great Woody Allen has been trying to tell us for years, but we are stupid and deaf. Do you know Woody Allen?” 
Rafi tries to change the atmosphere even though he himself is still shaken by the incident. 
“I know Woody Allen. I know that many people in the United States do not know him and those who do, dislike his work; they view him as weird.” 
“We talked about that before, do you remember when I said no prophet is accepted in his own land?” She continues
“Do you know why people dislike him and see him as weird? It is because he is a genius artist who often tells us who we are as humans and exposes our inner selves just like making us naked. That, alone, makes people uncomfortable. Most people try to avoid knowing who they are; they live a life of a pretense and are happy that way. When one, like Mr. Woody Allen exposes them, they become defensive and scared.” 
Rafi says and continues, 
“Look at ‘Hannah and Her Sisters’ for example. Though released in 1977, it is still regarded as one of the finest screenplays. Have you watched it?” 
He asks Chiara who is calming now lying on the bed in the nude. 
“Yes, I did many times and I still love it. Like you said, it tells us who we are. It touches on so many aspects of our lives just like Vicki, Cristina, Barcelona does,” 
Rafi interrupts. 
“That is us here today.” 
Chiara continues, 
“Did you watch Match Point, Midnight in Paris or To Rome with Love which are intellectual films? Woody Allen is my favorite, I wish he would receive the recognition he deserves.” 
Chiara expresses sadness over this. 
“Here in Europe, like in Italy and France, Woody Allen is well recognized, loved, and admired by most of the population. I think I told you that. Most people today like action films. They love car chases, fights, killing and blood. Forgive me for saying they are somewhat unintelligent; they avoid anything that makes them think.” 
Rafi exclaims.

“Do not be sorry. It is the truth, but we refuse to see it and that is the saddest of all.”

     A strange thought came to Chiara’s mind, and she shared it, 
“If my parents knew what were on my mind and in my thoughts, they would disown me if not kill me. They are so fucking right-wing, it makes me sick.” 
She continues, 
“My mom called your aunt saying she and my dad will come in December.” 
“That is grand,” 
Rafi answers. 
Chiara whispers, 
“It is not. Fuck.”

     On Saturday morning, Rafi gives Chiara the choice of having breakfast at home or out. She insists on preparing breakfast herself for both of them and after that go out. 
“Let me take a quick shower first,” 
 “OK. And I shall take one after you.” 
He says to her. Rafi cleans up, but he feels aroused. He takes cream with him and joins Chiara in the shower. 
“Are you crazy, Rafi Curti?” 
Chiara asks, but she is very pleased he is there. He rubs the cream, designed for sexual arousal, all over her body and hugs and kisses her with passion. She is perceptive and is aroused that she has an orgasm just by touching. The cream he still rubs on Chiara makes her sensuality and desire go wild.  He pulls her up with her legs around his waist and his penis, erect, is all inside her and she is in ecstasy. For the first time she says, 
“I love you Professor Rafi Curti.” 
“Ti adoro americano Angelo ragazza.” 
She understands he says he adores her American, angel. He has his orgasm inside her and she feels the strong pulsation, and she has an orgasm at the same time. They laugh and admit they are insane. They finish showering together and step out of the shower, get semi dressed in robes and go to the kitchen.
    
     Chiara makes coffee and prepares pastries for a light breakfast. Their plan is to go to a museum or two today. Their first museum on the list is the Florence Museum, which hosts Michelangelo’s David and many of the most illustrious of artists’ work from Brunelleschi to Michelangelo


     They finish their breakfast, get ready and leave the apartment. Rafi asks Chiara if she prefers a taxi, a bus or to walk to which Chiara replies, 
“I love to walk. That is if you do not mind.” Rafi agrees and they walk to Piazza Ravenna, then through Lungarno Francesco Ferrucci all the way to Piazza dei Guidici until they reach the museum. The walk takes them forty-six minutes, but it is a pleasant stroll through historical sites, streets, and buildings.

     This time, Rafi is not concerned holding Chiara’s hand and she is very pleased. There are many people who know Rafi as Dr. Rafi, the Art Professor at Florence University of Art, and they greet him as they pass by.

     Rafi and Chiara spend hours at the museum discussing art history and discussing various artworks by major painters and sculptures. The dialogue is very stimulating for Chiara and her interest in the arts. She admires Rafi’s knowledge and expertise and hopes she will be like him one day.


     It is at that moment that Chiara decides to go back to school and study more graduate courses and even perhaps get a Masters degree. Everything around her is inspiring and encouraging. She is delighted and cannot stop thanking Rafi for the opportunity.

CHAPTER TEN
     Rafi suggests to Chiara to spend the whole week with him and he will go with her to Sofia’s apartment in Rome the following Friday. 
“This will allow you to see most of the museums and familiarize yourself with Florence. You can even visit me at the university. Perhaps you want to attend one of my lectures on art history.” 
     She finds the idea intriguing and agrees without giving the matter a second thought. 
“But do you wonder if we will have another episode with Marlene?” 
“No, I shall go to lunch with her one day and explain everything. Please do not preoccupy yourself with that.” 

     Chiara calls Sofia to let her know she will stay the rest of the week with Rafi and will return to Rome, with him, on Friday. Sofia is delighted that the both of them are at peace after the fact that he lied to her.

     On Sunday morning, Rafi and Chiara have breakfast at a local restaurant. After that, they visit two museums. The massive number of paintings of various eras and great sculptures take Chiara’s spirit into a spin. She is enjoying Rafi’s comments on each piece of art and she agrees with his intellectual analysis.

     In the evening, they go out to a nightclub. They go to the Rex Caffè on Via Fiesolana, which is nearby the university and closer to where Rafi lives. They have a pleasant and amusing night drinking, dancing, and chatting with people. The club closes at three in the morning. Chiara and Rafi stay until the club closes.

     They leave at three in the morning, trudge the streets, as they are both intoxicated until they reach home. Neither of them has any idea how they made it home. They are at it again. Rafi takes Chiara’s short and sexy dress off and takes off his own clothes and he bounces right and left. They jump in bed and make most passionate love ever. They attempt many of the Kama Sutra techniques – well at least a few positions of the seventy-nine-sex position described in the Kama Sutra. Being as drunk as they are, it is impressive how energetic and flexible their bodies are. They both fall asleep at dawn, at four-thirty, after a marathon of lovemaking or sex or whatever one would like to describe.
     On Monday morning, they wake up at noon. Rafi had to teach a class at ten, but he missed it. He goes to the phone, calls the Chair of the department apologizing and lying. He says that as he was walking out his apartment door, he slipped and fell and he had to go to the hospital. The Chair wishes him well.

     “Boy! You are a brilliant liar Dr. Curti.” Chiara shouts from the bedroom. 
“I hope you are not that good of a liar with me.” 
“Stop it, Chiara; get up and let us make coffee. I have a hangover.”

     Chiara and Rafi are in the kitchen, both in the nude admiring each other’s bodies. They, themselves, are pieces of art – exquisite art. They make very strong coffee and have pastries and toasts. Rafi is too tired to go to the university. Chiara is too tired to even talk. After the coffee and the light breakfast, they go to bed again. 
“I cannot help stop imagining Marlene?” Chiara utters without intending to share that idea. 
“What! Why now?” 
“Nothing, I feel sad for her. You hurt her; she is only a twenty-year-old girl.” 

“She will get over it. She is not the first or last of girls who go through this.” 
Rafi replies and makes Chiara very uncomfortable discovering how cold and cruel Rafi can be. 
“You know what, I will invite her to lunch tomorrow if it is ok with you.” 
Chiara suggests. Rafi says it is ok and gives her Marlene’s number. Soon, Chiara picks up her mobile phone and calls Marlene. “Pronto.” 
Marlene answers. 
“Hello Marlene. I am Chiara, Rafi’s friend. Remember? I am calling to see how you are and invite you to lunch.” 
Marlene agrees and asks if they can meet the next day at noon at Ristorante Academia around Piazza San Marco. Chiara agrees and says it is a date. She tells Rafi that she will have lunch tomorrow at noon with Marlene. Rafi is pleased the girls are getting along, but makes no comments.


     The day passes without major events. Rafi and Chiara go out to dinner and come back home soon. They are exhausted from the night they spent at the club. They go to bed early; Chiara is amazed to see Rafi’s penis erect again and says, 
“What the hell is that? Are you still horny?” To which Rafi says, 
“Look, this guy has a mind of his own. I cannot control the bastard. My penis does what he wants to do, he touches your lips and smells your pussy and goes crazy.” 
Rafi kisses Chiara, lies on top of her and fucks her again and again. Chiara has, again, several orgasms; she is peculiarly orgasmic.  Rafi, with effort and patience, accomplishes one. After that, like with most men, as the Divine Comedian has dictated, his penis goes into its shrinkage stage and sleeps. So do they.

     Chiara is walking toward Ristorante Academia on Tuesday noon, and as she approaches, she sees Marlene. 
“Ciao, Marlene. Come sei stato?” 
“Mi ha dato stato bene, grazie. E tu?” Marlene replies she has been well and asks how Chiara is, to which Chiara replies she is well and thanks Marlene for accepting her invitation. They go into the restaurant and the host gets them a table right away. They sit. Both are awkward, but Chiara breaks the awkward silence by asking. 
“You speak English, right?” 
“Yes, I do. I studied it one year in London at the British Council.” 
“You know, Marlene, I look at you with jealousy. You are so pretty and exquisite.” Marlene is a petite twenty-year-old girl; she is flat chested. She has an oval face and short black hair, cut Parisian style. Her eyes are wide and black; they are sharpened by her long eyelashes and decorated with thin eyebrows. Her mouth is petite, so as her nose. Overall, she is very sensual and sexy. She radiates with sensuality. 
“No man can resist your prettiness and femininity, Marlene.” 
Chiara compliments her. 
“Thank you very much. So are you; you are stunning and sexy. I will make love to you any time you want.”
 Marlene replies and Chiara gets embarrassed and red. Chiara has never hidden her shyness; her face gives it away at once as it turns pinkish red. 
“Have you ever had sex with a girl?” Marlene asks Chiara. 
“No, I have never.” 
“You should try it. It can be celestial. I did.” Marlene says in a persuasive manner. Chiara turns red again and remembers how she felt when Marlene touched her sexually. Chiara is withdrawn at the moment and wondering whether to share her experience of that moment with Marlene now, but does not have the courage to do so. She speaks to herself repeating she is the little American girl from Orange County, California, whose parents are conservative republicans. Precipitously and without intending to do so, she says, 
“You know, I shall tell you a secret; when you touched me the other day, Saturday morning, I became aroused and I cannot comprehend why.” 
Marlene replies, 
“You are weird and confused, I think. Do you often think about and consider what should and should not be? Who decides what should or should not be, any way? I decide for myself. Everyone should do, too.” Marlene continues, 
“I like to experience a night with you; here, I am not afraid to say it.” 
Chiara replies, 
“But you love Rafi, No?” 
“I do. But that does not mean I cannot have sex with others. In fact, I experienced sex with many others besides Rafi, many, many times. Two times with one of his best friends, a Professor at the university. I fucked several professors. I like sex, you know!” 
“Oh! You remind me of Sofia, Rafi’s aunt.” “Come on, Chiara, many women are like that; or I should say most women because few women are enslaved by religious philosophy and church doctrines.” 
Marline continues, 
“Tell me the truth, when you were fucking Rafi, did you visualize other man or men?” Marlene insists on an answer. 
“To be honest, yes, I did. Once or twice I imagined fucking my old boyfriend in Paris, Marcelo.” 
“You see…” Marlene says, “I am telling you we are sensual who want to be caressed, embraced and fucked; and we can get any man we want. Most men are poor little bastards; they do not understand who women are.” 
Chiara agrees to that.

     They talk of many issues including the arts, politics, the effect of religion on societal behavior, and other intellectual philosophical ideas. Both, at one point, even discuss Woody Allan’s film Vicki, Cristina, Barcelona.
     Lunch is done; Chiara pays the bill and expresses her gratitude to Marlene saying she hopes to see her again soon. “Consider my proposal, OK? We can even have a threesome with that hot Rafi.” Marlene ends the meeting and says Ciao to Chiara and walks away.

     Chiara and Rafi are at home on Thursday evening. They stay home for the night and cook dinner together. Rafi asks Chiara how her date with Marlene went. Chiara tells him it was just fine, pleasant and friendly. 
“She is a lovely girl, Rafi. Why don’t you like her?” 
“Not that I dislike her; yes she is a lovely young girl, but I feel at one with you. I am not sure why.” 
Chiara is flattered and pleased to hear such a reply and says, “Thank you, Rafi.”

     They make a simple dinner, spaghetti, mushrooms, and salad. They open a bottle of Chianti Classico and listen to old music. After dinner, Chiara explores Rafi’s books on the shelves. While he is engaged writing on his laptop, Dostoyevsky’s books The Brothers Karamazov and Crime and Punishment attract Chiara’s attention. When she sees Leo Tolstoy novel War and Peace – She remembers it and other books from college days and she has always admired Russian writers as much as she admires Jean-Baptiste Poquelin, who is known as Molière. She picks up Crime and Punishment and scans it. She becomes fascinated with the last sentence in the book, as she has always been, 
“But that is the beginning a new story; the story of the gradual renewal of a man, the story of his gradual regeneration of his passing from one world into another, of his initiation into a new unknown life.” 
To her, this line matches her, Rafi and Marlene. It is as though Fyodor Dostoyevsky were talking to her. 
“I am sure you have read Crime and Punishment, by Dostoyevsky; haven’t you?” She asks Rafi who is busy writing.” 
“Yes I have. Why?” He asks. 
“Nothing. It is just I think the last sentence of the novel matches our lives?” 
“Whose lives?” Rafi asks. 
“Yours, Marlene and mine.” 
She says to which Rafi replies, 
“You refer to, “… gradual regeneration of his passing from one world into another, of his initiation into a new unknown life. Right?” 
“Oh my God, you remember it word for word; how could you do that?” 
Chiara asks with a surprise, to which Rafi replies, 
“I have read it many, many times. In fact, it is one of my favorite novels ever written.” Rafi replies, and continues, 
“Have you watched Woody Allen’s latest film Irrational Man?” it is based on that novel, you know? Crime and Punishment by Fyodor Dostoyevsky,” 
Rafi says and Chiara replies, 
“No, I have not watched this one, yet. I will watch it.”

     It is late, both Rafi and Chiara are exhausted, so they go to bed. Neither of them wants to have sex, so they say good night and try to sleep. Before long, Rafi is snoring, but Chiara’s mind prevents her from sleeping. She is remembering and recounting all the events; of Marlene and how it will be like if she takes her offer to sleep with her. How would that feel, she wonders. Will it be rational to do something like that just as an experiment? She goes through erotic thoughts and masturbates. This time she is visualizing a girl – Marlene. After several orgasms, she is shy and uncomfortable. The tension and her racing and battling mind take her to a different time when she saw her father masturbating while she was in the shower.  This makes her nervous and uneasy; she often wonders if she should have reported him; she just cannot get that awful experience out of her mind no matter how hard she tries. 

And now, her thoughts go to her parents’ coming to Rome and what that might bring. Her mind races for a while, she gets exhausted; then she falls asleep.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
      On Wednesday early morning, Rafi wakes and gets up before Chiara; she had a rough night trying to sleep while her mind was racing. Rafi prepares the coffee and gets ready to go to school; he has a lecture to give at ten in the morning. Chiara gets up; she goes naked to the kitchen, 
“Good morning my prince.” 
She greets and flatters Rafi. 
“Prince? Oh! My angel must have had pleasant dreams. I am far from being a prince. You are a princess American girl.” Rafi retorts with a big smile on his face.

     “You know, Rafi, Marlene is a fine girl. We had a great time yesterday. I like her very much.” 
“Yes, my darling, you told me. She can be a very nice girl; however, she has her moments – just like the rest of us.” 
Rafi replies. 
“What did you, ladies say?” 
“Nothing specific. We chatted over many things. We should all go to dinner soon.” When Chiara says that, Rafi turns around and asks, 
“You are not serious, are you?” 
“Yes I am. Why not?” To which Rafi responds, 
“Why not? We shall discuss this later this evening. I must go to the university now. You should go out visit a museum or two.” Chiara agrees and says she will visit nearby museums.

     After Rafi leaves for college, Chiara takes a shower and gets herself ready to go out. She first goes to the Uffizi Gallery as she has always been interested in the works of Leonardo Da Vinci and Greek and Roman sculptures. She takes time taking notes and drawing in a notebook she has in her hand. 
“There is so much to see in Florence,” Chiara decides. 
“I must come back and spend more time here.”

     As always for all of us, time is a mere perception, and it races without our awareness. It is now already evening and Chiara has seen little, yet. She ought to return because Rafi is waiting for her. She reaches home, and, Rafi was there. He cooked dinner and prepared a romantic kitchen counter with a delicate arrangement of flowers in the middle in a large glass since he does not have his vase anymore after Marlene broke it. He lights red candles, and puts plates of Caviar, Smoked Salmon, prosciutto, and various kinds of cheese. Chiara walks in and is very impressed.

     “Oh my God! I can make nothing as picturesque as this. You Italians are so romantic. You are like the French, but even better.” 
Chiara exclaims. 
“Thank you my love. This is nothing. I imagined we could have a calm Wednesday evening together.” 
Rafi thanks Chiara and shows appreciation for her compliment.

     They stand by the counter to eat what Rafi prepared. He asks Chiara if she wants white or red wine. Chiara chooses red wine, so he opens a 2009 Chianti Classico and pours the wine into two glasses, offers one to Chiara and raises his saying, 
“To us and our friendship.” 
She returns the salute, but her mind is racing again “Friendship? Is that all what he considers we are?” Chiara looks gloomy and Rafi inquires, but she, as most women do, assures him that there is nothing wrong and she smiles.

     Just before finishing their superb h’orderves, Chiara’s phone rings. 
“It is my parents,” 
she tells Rafi. She picks up the phone. 
“Hi Mom. How are you and Dad? Yes, Mom; I am having a great time. I am in Florence now with Sofia’s nephew. What? Why so early? You told Sofia you were coming in December.” 
Her Mom replies, 
“Yes, honey. We have free time in early October, so we booked tickets for September thirtieth. Your Dad and I cannot wait to see you honey; we miss you so much.” 
“Ok, Mom. I have to go now. I will see you soon.” 
She hangs up the phone and repeats the word “Shit! Shit! Shit.” 
“What is wrong?” 
Rafi asks. She tells him the news and he is not bothered by it at all and tells her it is nice that her parents are coming. She does not see it that way at all. In her mind, her parents do not give her much time to be alone; it has only been two weeks since she left Los Angeles.

     It is late now and Chiara is tired. They go to bed and fool around. While Chiara is on top of Rafi, they are both visualizing being with Marlene. Chiara says, 
“I want to see you fucking another woman; meanwhile she will eat me. Do you like that?” 
Rafi agrees. After they have their orgasms, Rafi explains to Chiara, 
“You know darling, threesome is the fantasy of almost every man and woman on this planet. I prefer to keep it just that – a fantasy. Many of my friends who have gone through the experience tell me it is discomfited, weird, and not satisfying as our imagination persuades us to believe. So, I will not do that.” 
“Not even with Marlene?” 
“Yes, not even with Marlene, darling. You are taken by her; are you?” 
“Yes I am and I have no idea why; I was never like that before. It is very confusing.”
     Before long, Rafi is snoring and Chiara is suffering from insomnia again. Her mind is racing everywhere. Marcelo invades her mind, then Mr. Bentley; Chiara has sexual thoughts of Marlene; then her parents’ visit invades her mind; 
“How will they perceive Sofia’s free spirit?” She is worried. She counts in French to keep her mind away from these thoughts. Before she reaches the number thousand, she falls asleep.

      Nothing is unusual this Thursday morning. Rafi wakes up first, he goes to the kitchen to prepare coffee and pastries for Chiara and himself. Soon after, Chiara wakes and gets up. She is tired, could not sleep well, greets Rafi and tells him of her horrible night tossing and turning and her mind not allowing her to sleep until very, late, 
“It was after three in the morning when I went to sleep, Rafi” 
 “You need to learn to relax, Chiara. Oh my God, you young people cannot rest.” 
When he says that, Chiara responds, 
“Young people? So you are old now; you are only thirty three; you are young people, too.” 
“I am over ten years older than you are, Chiara.” 
Rafi says and Chiara does not respond. She drinks her coffee and sighs.
     “Do you lecture today? If so, what is the topic? I might attend your class if you allow me.” Chiara asks. 
“That will be wonderful. I will lecture from ten to midday. The topic is Leonardo da Vinci’s work and its significance on our society today. If you are interested, you are most welcome to attend.” 
“I shall be there. Let us go together, ok?” When Chiara asks that, Rafi gets nervous and expresses they better not go together because of his students and their perceptions since they know he is supposed to be engaged to Marlene. In Italy, in particular in cities like Florence, people like to gossip. Chiara understands and agrees without making a hassle over the matter. She asks for the lecture room and goes to the shower soon after she finishes breakfast.

     Chiara attends Rafi’s lecture. She is taken by him and admires his intellect and ability to get ideas across. She feels jealous of all the girls in the class as she watches how they look at him with lust and desire. Her feminism takes over the best of her and just before the end of the lecture, she walks out. Rafi notices that Chiara has just left and after he finishes his lecture, he goes to look for her, but he cannot find her. She visits other monuments in Florence.


     Rafi picks up his mobile phone and calls Chiara. 
“What happened; why did you leave?” 
“It is not because I did not like your lecture; you are a fantastic teacher and I enjoyed each idea you shared with your students. I admire your rapport with your students. I was jealous of how the girls in your class were looking at you with lust and desire.” He replies, “Chiara, you are just as crazy as many women, I tell you. What girls, what lust? It is all psychological projection.” 
Chiara interrupts, 
“Projection? Ah! We need to talk later. Bye for now and see you at dinner time.” 
She hangs up without even saying goodbye. Rafi cannot help but accepts that some women are just insane. He does not understand why Chiara is upset.

At six in the evening, Chiara comes home and finds Rafi at his computer writing. He has been writing a novel. Now and then, he picks it up and writes a chapter or two. 
“Hello honey. How are you and how was your day?” Chiara announces. 
“Well darling. And how was your day? Why did you leave?” 
“I told you, I was jealous of all the young girls there wanting to eat you with their eyes.” 
“Chiara,” Rafi says, “You are more intellectual than that.” 
She replies. “You remind me of a line in the film Blame it on Rio; when Michael Caine has sex with his best friend’s teenage daughter, a man in the film says: ‘it is only when a man is not thinking of what he is doing, be sure he is doing what he is thinking’. You know, Rafi, how these little young girls are crazy for you; do not play the innocent. You are handsome, intelligent, intellectual, successful and their professor. Right? Perhaps you are not thinking of what you are doing, but you are doing what you are thinking. You are charming these little girls.”

     “Ok now, you are certainly insane; let us change the subject and let us see what we shall have for dinner? Maybe we should go out since on Friday we shall go to Rome.” Chiara agrees, she gets ready; Rafi gets ready, too and they go out hunting for a good authentic Italian restaurant that is not touristic.


     They have a delightful dining experience at the restaurant they chose and talked of many things such as sex, politics, human nature, art, and societal norms. Rafi cannot help himself and cannot hold back and asks Chiara, “Are you the jealous kind of woman who makes her partner suffer?” 
“Yes, I am a jealous person, but I make no one’s life miserable, Rafi.” Chiara replies. “Do you know what psychological projection is, Chiara?” 
“No. What is it?” 
“It is when one sees others the way they see themselves. One projects one’s feelings and behavior on another.” Rafi continues, “For example if a woman or a man is cheating on her husband or his wife, she or he always accuses the other of cheating. This projection eases the regrets one may face and – in a way – justifies what one is doing.” 
 “That is a very interesting thought. I know many people like that and my parents are included. I am not, however.”

     “Anyway, let us drop this subject; how do you find Florence?” 
Rafi asks to change the intense subject of psychological projection. 
“I love it here. Florence is a great city with great art; I think I shall have no problem living here; nevertheless, I still prefer my favorite city in the world, Paris.” 
“Yes, I agree. Paris is a magnificent city; who will not fall in love with Paris? It is full of Islamists, though, and one can't find an original Parisian there. Most of them went to the south escaping Islamists’ violence and hatred.” Rafi responds.

     Chiara could not help herself but elaborating on the subject, 
“You know Rafi, I have a Middle Eastern friend who practices law in Paris, but he graduated from the Middle East. He knows Arabic well, and he explained to me once that the word ‘Islam’ is not, as many Westerners believe, derived from the word Salam, which means peace. It means ‘sal-lém’ which means give up or surrender – So the word ‘Muslim’ means a surrendered person.” 
Rafi expresses surprise and admits that he has always believed that ‘Islam’ meant peace. This revelation makes Rafi depressed and uneasy. 
“That is very sad, isn’t it?” He says.
     They change the subject and speak of lighter topics. They are planning to go to Rome the next day, Friday. 
“We should get enough sleep, have a good breakfast, and take an afternoon train; what is your opinion, Chiara?” 
She agrees.

     They leave the restaurant and stroll home. The weather is fantastic. It is a pleasant walk for them. They reach home tired and go straight to bed saying good night to each other.

CHAPTER TWELVE
     Time to catch the Friday noon train from Florence to Rome arrives. Chiara and Rafi have a pleasant ride and reach Rome Station. They walk to Via Veneto, to Sofia’s apartment. 
     “Do you have a key just in case she is not home?” 
Rafi asks. Chiara says yes, she does. She adds, 
“But I do not know if Sofia goes out in the daytime; she is a night owl, and she likes to sleep in late – not a morning person, you know?” 
“Yes, yes. You are correct.” Rafi answers.


     They ring the doorbell of the apartment first, and they are surprised to be greeted by Mr. Bentley. 
“Ciao, Mr. Bentley.” 
They say one after anther. 
“C-CC-Ciao” Mr. Bentley greets them back. Chiara is again surprised that Mr. Bentley’s stuttering is not the same when talking with her; he is much more confident.


“Where is aunt Sofia, Mr. Bentley?” 
Rafi asks. In his normal stuttering speech Bentley tells Rafi that she went out for a walk and to the bank. He stresses she will be back soon.

     Rafi and Chiara, go to the bedroom they now share and place their luggage on the bed, open it and take their clothes out to hang and their underwear to put in the drawers. Rafi compliments Chiara on her stunning body as she is changing. She is embarrassed and thanks him.


     Before long, Sofia is home. She greets them and they all gather around the kitchen table. It is three in the afternoon. Sofia asks what they want to eat and drink apologizing that there is nothing ready to eat. Chiara and Rafi do not mind and offer to help her prepare something light. 
Rafi suggests, 
“Let us make Fettuccini Carbonara.” 
It is a classic Italian dish, which is made with bacon and eggs.  We will have garlic bread and salad. Sofia prepares everything she needs. 
“Rafi, please be a good boy and open a bottle of wine.” 
Sofia asks Rafi, and he asks, 
“Red or white, Aunt?” 
“Ok. Rafi, the next time you call me aunt, I promise I will slap you; Capicci?” 
Sofia says with serious anger. Rafi apologizes telling her to excuse him and that he is sorry, 
“Mi scusi, Sofia, Mi dispiace.” 
Sofia asks for Chiara’s preference and Chiara says she prefers red wine. Rafi gets a good vintage bottle and gets four wine glasses and places them on the table. Sofia asks, 
“Mr. Bentley, will you eat with us?” 
Bentley accepts the invitation and smiles.

     Bentley keeps looking at Chiara and calls her “Pretty girl” every little while. 
“How is Leonardo and Lucia, Rafi?” 
Sofia asks how her brother and his wife are. Chiara is surprised at the names until Rafi tells here that these are his parents. 
“Oh! They are fine zia Sofia.” 
Before Rafi completes the sentence, Sofia turns around and slaps him on his right cheek so hard that Chiara is shocked, but Bentley is laughing like a child. 
“L’ho detto million di volte di non chiamarmi Zia.” Sofia says. 
Chiara semi understands that Sofia is telling Rafi that she has told him million times not to call her aunt. Rafi apologizes again and kisses Sofia’s hand. Chiara is taken by the events. Rafi is a thirty-three-year old man; she cannot phantom what Sofia has just done.

     At dinner, Chiara could not help it but ask, 
“Is it common that aunts slap their nieces and nephews like that even when they are adults.” 
Sofia replies, “Even if they are seventy years old. Respect is respect. We are proud Italians.” 
Rafi explains to Chiara that the Italian culture is still traditional in that; respecting older people is a must and respecting and honoring family is a must. 
“So you do not mind that slap on the face? Your cheek is still bright red.” 
Chiara wonders. 
Rafi tells her, 
“Honey, Sofia’s and my parents’ generation is known for being the generation whose parents beat them, and their children do, too. Today, there is no respect anymore from young children. They do not have respect in most parts of the world; I am sure you sense that in your country, too. I have seen this disrespect in the rest of the world. But my family is still conservative in terms of due respect for older people”


     Silence takes over the table until Sofia speaks first, 
“How do you find Florence, Chiara darling?” 
“It is a gorgeous city, Sofia; I shall go back again for sure.” 
Sofia is happy and says, 
“Has this boy been treating you well and taking good care of you?” 
Rafi and Chiara smile; Chiara reaches for Rafi’s hand and says, 
“ He is a gentleman.” 
“He better be; he is my handsome nephew and I love him very much. I am sorry, son, for slapping you, OK? I warned you many times, no? ” 
Rafi assures her and everyone that all is well, and that she should not apologize as he deserves it.

     The Fettuccini Carbonara is ready. Sofia places everything on the table. Bentley serves himself and eats right away; he is silent today. Chiara asks him, 
“Are you ok today, Mr. Bentley?” 
Bentley replies in a non-stuttering manner at all, 
“Yes, pretty girl, I am just fine.” 
Rafi, Sofia and Chiara look at one another with a subtle expression of surprise. By now, they all agree that Bentley considers himself safe with Chiara and that helps him overcome his speech impediment.

     The bottle of wine is empty, so Rafi opens another, and another and they all sit around the table discussing everything. They talk of Italy and Europe. Rafi expresses his disapproval of Italy joining the European Union. Now that England has just voted to get out of the European Union, Rafi expresses his hopes that Italy will do the same soon. Although Rafi is an artist at heart and mind, politics, philosophy, social issues and religions are of deep interest to him. Chiara is just the same.

     For the first time, the subject of religions comes up as a topic not like speaking of Islamists in Europe. Rafi voices, 
“Chiara, I know that many Americans are religious. I know they have over seventy-five percent of the population affiliated with a religion; in Italy, it is only three or four percent. How does this make you feel, darling? Are you religious at all?” 
Chiara replies, 
“My parents are religious, but, no I am not religious at all; I am spiritual…” 
Before she finishes, Sofia interrupts her, “That strange idea of ‘I am not religious but spiritual,’ I cannot understand. What the fuck does this mean? Religious folks are spiritual, no? So what are you if you are spiritual? You believe in spirits, in ghosts, in what the fuck do you believe?” 
Rafi apologizes to Chiara for Sofia’s aggressive interjection and defends her saying she had too much wine.

     Chiara explains to Rafi that she is not offended at all, and that what Sofia says makes sense. 
“You have a good point, there, Sofia;” Chiara says. 
“This is just one new fad in the world that many of us follow without analyzing.” Chiara continues analyzing the point, 
“We have a phrase in the United States,” Chiara says, “Jumping on the bandwagon.” She continues explaining. 
“The phrase being spiritual falls into this category may be. Most of the world has to conform somehow and jump on the bandwagon. Or perhaps, one is afraid to reject religion and faith all together. I do not know; I know nothing the more I think of it. Everything is confusing. Don’t you agree Rafi?” 
Chiara seeks an answer. 
Rafi responds, 
“Not all that confusing, Chiara darling. We know we are brainwashed by society and parents to believe in something; then, we grow up and we study and learn and gain more and more knowledge as we grow. As a result, we think for ourselves using our own skills we develop over years of studying.” He proceeds describing his view, “we must be confident of our thoughts, our intellect, and ourselves. That does not mean, however, that we reject new ideas; we should be open minded to analyze ideas, thoughts, and ideologies.”  
He continued to say he believes that logical ideas stand on their own merit. 
     Chiara agrees and finds Rafi a brilliant professor who is articulate and has no illusions; Chiara has always considered illusions dangerous since they have no solid ground to stand upon. Bentley speaks on religion. His stuttering is still there, but not as severe. He says,

“Religion is nothing but a psychological pill that religious people take to comfort them and ease their regrets and guilt. My mother used to beat me up, and ask me to do things to her, I cannot even say; yet, she used to go to church, receive communion and pray all the time. Soon after she did bad, bad things or asked me to do the same, she prayed and forced me to kneel and pray with her to a god to forgive us for our behavior and our sins. Ten minutes later, she beat me up for no reason and locks me up. I always measured that her prayers and church and all that was nothing but a pill to comfort her and help her manage her evil personality – she and her wild boyfriend. Imagine, when I stole money from my dead mother’s boyfriend when he was drunk, I kneeled before the huge cross and the picture of Michael Angelo’s boyfriend, which they deemed it to be a picture of Jesus, and asked that god to forgive me for what I did. I never thought of god again.”
     Sofia, Chiara and Rafi are staggered and saddened by Bentley’s account. They are fascinated by his comment on the picture of Jesus being a picture of Michael Angelo’s boyfriend and they wonder how a man like Bentley knows such an intellectual matter that is still passionately debated. Chiara gets emotional and claps her hands shouting “Bravo, Bentley, Bravo, Bravo, you kind man.” 
Bentley feels shy and puts his head low. Everyone notices that drops of tears are falling from his eyes, yet his smile was so pleasant and inspiring.

     “Drink Bentley,” Chiara says, “Here is to you, your life, your courage, your innocence, and that is you –Saluti a te.” Chiara concludes. Everyone raises the wine glasses in salute to Bentley.

     Rafi changes the subject and addresses Sofia, 
“So, any wild parties tonight?” 
“Oh, merda. I forgot. Yes, we have company tonight for cocktail. We must get ready; it must be six or seven now.” Sofia says, 
“Do not panic, Sofia, it is only fifteen-minutes before six. We have time. Tell us what you need and we will help.” 
“You are such a darling, darling. Please get all the appetizers from the refrigerator and, Rafi, please get the drinks to the Soiréé Salon.” 
Sofia says with gratitude.

     Bentley gets up and picks up everything from the kitchen table. He places everything in its proper place and washes what needs washing. Chiara thanks him from her heart. She has grown to be fond of him as he is fond of her.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN
     Sofia’s guests are arriving one couple after another. Bentley is standing by the door to open it at once as the doorbell rings. Guests greet Bentley with their sarcastic unnecessary comments on his speech impediment and walk into the Soiréé Salon.

     Rafi and Chiara are in the Soiréé Salon, but Sofia is still in her bedroom making herself prettier. Chiara offers Sofia’s guests their preferred drink and Rafi arranges everything and makes sure that nothing is cluttered.

     While everyone is there, they ask for Sofia; she enters the Soiréé Salon as a queen dressed in a long black soiréé dress adorned with real pure white pearl necklace, which makes her noticeable. The sharp contrast between her black dress and the white pearls allows for this effect. Sofia is wearing matching earrings and a matching ring on her index finger, holding a cigarette in her hand and as soon as she enters a few men rush to light her cigarette. 
“This is a scene from a film,” 
Chiara speaks to herself.

     Sofia’s wavy black hair is wrapped up which makes her like a Spanish Ballerina. Her brand-name white shoes have high hill that makes Sofia look much taller than she is. She looks ravishing. She is receiving compliments from men and from women who are, most likely, jealous seeing the way their men are looking at Sofia, and at Chiara.

      Chiara appears more modest than Sofia does; but her short yellow dress with strap shoulders and her unique artistic necklace exaggerate her sensuality. Her long golden-stripes hair is noticeable to both men and women. Everyone wants and lusts after her. Rafi notices and he is proud, but his manhood takes over, so he reaches out to Chiara and stands next to her holing her hand as though he were an animal marking his territory.

     Sofia walks around flirting with men and women. She holds her drink in the left hand and her cigarette in the right. She walks with elegance and sensuality. People are tipsy, so remarks here and there are flying around the room.

     People ask Sofia to play the piano. She obliges and plays old songs and many of the guests sing along. The atmosphere is charged with pleasure and joy. Sofia’s parties are always joyous and pleasant.

     When Sofia stops playing the piano, she announces to everyone that Chiara plays the piano, too. Chiara is embarrassed and does not want to play. She declares, 
“I do not play that well and I have not practiced for years.” 
People shout,  
“Play any song, just play. Please Chiara play for us.” 
Rafi encourages Chiara, 
“Go ahead honey; do not be nervous. You are so stunning; even if you cannot play, everyone will still love you – go ahead.” People shout, 
“Yes, yes, go ahead, Chiara, Chiara, Chiara…” 
And they clap their hands.

     Chiara looks at Bentley as though she were seeking rescue. He nods his head and waves his hand for her to go play. That alone gives her courage. She walks to the piano. Silence has befallen the room as she pulls up the piano chair and finds a comfortable position and she plays one of the most loved songs of all time, ‘Red Rose Café,’ which is an Irish folk song, by a Donald Black. She plays the introduction and sings the lyrics,

“Everyone shares in the songs and the laughter. Everyone there is so happy to be there.” 


      Sofia’s guests in the room are so happy and sing the chorus many, many times. They thank Chiara and now they love her even more. Rafi takes her right hand and helps her stand up from the piano chair; he kisses her on the lips and says, 
“You are a wonderful piano player, Chiara. You have a delightful voice. Oh! You are multi talented girl.”

     Bentley rushes to Chiara with warmth and says with no stuttering not so ever, to the surprise of all attending, 
“Bellissimo. Bellissimo, you are great, mio amore.” He cries. 
She hugs him and Rafi taps his both shoulders with both his hands and hugs him, too.

     Unlike Chiara’s mother, Sofia is not jealous of Chiara at all. She is very proud of her and she declares after striking her wine glass with a spoon to attract attention, 
“Hey all. Isn’t my lovely girl charming? She deserves an ovation – to Chiara.” 
Every one in the room raises the wine, and other drinks’ glasses shouting, 
“To Chiara.” 
Chiara is conjecturing if her mother were here, she would not be so pleased; she would find negative comments to say. But, Chiara is content and full of joy. 
“Thank heavens mother is not here now.” She thinks to herself.
     The party goes as usual, singing, dancing, and laughter, people shouting to overshadow others’ loud voices. A man and a woman see each other for the first time there; they get playful with each other. They are sitting on a chair next to the grand piano kissing and touching each other’s private parts and getting seriously intimate; they are now becoming naked. In fact, the girls’ pink sexy bra is on the floor next to the chair and one of her petite breasts is exposed. Chiara is flabbergasted, and jealous at the freedom and liberty these people have and enjoy. Chiara, however, is still questioning if what is happening is proper and normal.  She thinks and speaks to herself once again, “What the fuck is normal?”


     Sofia is hunting for her evening sex partner or partners, depending on the circumstance. She is talking with a man and a woman who did not come together. She calls on Bentley to offer them the favorite authentic French Champagne. Bentley obliges, runs and comes back with two filled Champagne glasses and hands them to the lady and the man. They thank him and Bentley walks away.

     Chiara is watching all that and a few minutes later, Chiara says to herself, 
“Shit. They will fuck each other now.” Before she finishes her thought, she finds Sofia guiding the couple to her bedroom. Before reaching the bedroom, a woman approaches Sofia and talks with her for a second and she joins all the three, so now this will be an orgy, or as Italians call it, “Orgia,” of four. Chiara is asking herself, “What will happen when my parents come in two weeks? Fuck. They will take me out of here, for sure. Fuck. Merd.” 
     The noise in the Soiréé Salon overshadows the sighs of sex coming from Sofia’s bedroom. Bentley hears everything and looks at Chiara with a smile, “S-S-So-Soar-sorry P-P-Pretty girl.” He is stuttering more because he is reticent, shaking and nervous. Chiara hugs and comforts him and tells him not to worry; she is fine and not judgmental.

     Everyone in the Soiréé Salon, including Rafi, is asking for Sofia. Chiara gesture to Rafi a sign he does not understand. He approaches her and sees her by the kitchen with Bentley. 
“What is it, love?” 
“Are you looking for Sofia? She is in the bedroom with two girls and a man.” 
“Oh! My aunt. She will always be the same and never grow old.”

     Chiara is feeling confused, embarrassed and uncomfortable, noticing that Mr. Bentley is somewhat excited. Chiara is not sure if Mr. Bentley knows that he is stimulated, but believes he has his faculties intact and that he is a wise and an intelligent man. She cannot make out an explanation for this incident and hopes that Mr. Bentley does not fantasize about her. She shares her observation with Rafi. Rafi looks at Mr. Bentley and sure enough he agrees that Bentley is not himself. 
“You are right, mio amore. You are right, mm-mm. That is discomforting and troubling.” Rafi exclaims. 
“Do you suppose he is a virgin? He has never had sex in his life? The poor man is over fifty.” 
Chiara whispers to Rafi.

     Bentley is not a fool. He understands what is happening, but he pretends that he does not and sits at the kitchen table fidgeting like a child, but feeling both guilty because he thinks he upsets Chiara, and because he is embarrassed.
“Have you ever married or lived with a girlfriend?” Chiara asks.  
“No, I have never.” 
Bentley goes silent. 
“Have I offended you, Mr. Bentley?” 
He does not reply. 
Rafi and Chiara get very embarrassed and walk together to the Soiréé Salon. They pass by Sofia’s room and hear still sounds of heavy erotic and voluptuous sighs. They look at each other and smile.

     As they enter the Soiréé Salon, most of the men and women are being naughty with one another. This is a very interesting scene for Chiara that she runs to get her iPhone and takes a picture of the scene. No one protests and some pose for Chiara’s iPhone camera. They are all intoxicated and it is way after midnight. Soon, Sofia enters and screams, 
“Oh Lord! This is picturesque. Let us stay until dawn.” 
Her sex partners, the two women and man walk into the Soiréé Salon. Chiara continues to take photos as the scene compels her to do so. Though she is mortified and discomfited, she finds the scene possibly unrepeatable. She is still not sure what to expect from her new found friend, the very eccentric and unconventional, Sofia. 
     Dawn is approaching. Everyone, including Sofia, is inebriated with wine, champagne, and mixed alcohol drinks. Only Chiara and Bentley are sober. Even Rafi, is tipsy, to Chiara’s amazement. Still, she is so worried if her conservative Orange County parents will experience anything like this when they arrive in two weeks; they will surely make judgment and consider Sofia a bad influence. She may be is. 
     Guests are ready to leave as the sun is rising. Those who can leave say good morning; others cannot move from their places. Chiara goes to the kitchen. She loves to speak with Bentley. To her, he is the most intellectual stimulating person she met in Italy so far; yes, Rafi is intellectual and intelligent, but Bentley has this powerful wisdom that Chiara is in desperate need for growing and meeting her dreams, which she is not sure what they are.

     Rafi trudges to his room, not knowing whether it is day or night, and says good night – or good morning- to Chiara, Sofia and Bentley. Sofia stays for a while in the kitchen to relax after an exhausting evening she hosted. 
“Do you like that fucking thing you call night cap Chiara?” 
Sofia asks and Chiara obliges. 
“What kind of drink you like to have my dear friend, Sofia?” 
“Oh! Am I your friend? How wonderful. I am fucking older than your mother girl. Wait until I tell your mother; she will be jealous. Get me Campari, please.” 
Chiara goes to get her the drink and thinking to herself, yes, her mother will be jealous to know that Sofia and her are friends now.

     “Now did you lovely people have a great night like I did?” 
Sofia addresses Bentley, who is exhausted and Chiara, who is on edge. 
“Yes Sofia. Your parties are wild and pleasant. I love them. Did you have an Orgia, again, Sofia?” 
“How the hell did you learn that word? Did you teach her Bentley?”
Bentley feels cautious and puts his head low and squeeze his both hands together in nervousness, and his hand must be soaked of perspiration. 
“No, Sofia; I learned Italian, and the word is the same in English, anyway.”

     Chiara turns her attention to Bentley and asks him if he likes to talk. He accepts and says he loves talking with her. Sofia is asleep on the chair. Bentley starts with minimal stutter, as he does not feel that nervous talking with Chiara, so his speech improves. 
“Listen Chiara, lovely girl…” He says and continues,

“Please do not let what you see here impress you. I do not judge them, but these people are sad. They look for something to make them happy. They think that drinking and sex will make them happy, but they never do. That is why, if you notice, they do it often. And with sex, first, with one person, then it becomes unsatisfying, then with two and it is still unsatisfying, then with three, with four, with five… There is never satisfaction. Satisfaction is here and here (he points to his heart then his head) and it is never in outside sources. I suffered from these outside sources, but I overcome every obstacle because I am satisfied in my heart and mind. You should be, too. One must not judge people and accept them for who they are and whatever they do as long as they do not affect or hurt others. Our original country, the United States, talks of pursuit of happiness but they think that means owning money, property, big things, and becoming rich. I do not think that at all. I think the pursuit of happiness is being yourself and doing what makes you happy. Maybe later, your happiness will lie somewhere else.”

     Chiara is impressed and agrees with Bentley and thanks him for his wisdom. 

She gets depressed and her eyes tear; Bentley notices. He pulls out a clean handkerchief from his pocket and hands it to Chiara to dry her tears. He is apologizing non-stop not understanding for what, but he continues apologizing. Chiara explains to him it is not him that makes her cry; it is sad memories. Bentley continues his wise words,

“Chiara, you must put the past behind you. You had no control over it and it has no control over you now. Look at me, I do not think of my mother and her boyfriend or all the wicked things they did. I do not think you went through any experiences like what I had to go through. She used to force me to stand on the edge of the bed and take my pants and underwear off and touch me inappropriately. I did not know whether to feel excited or sad.  She beat me up, scolded me and locked me up in the closet. She called me a pervert. Now I know that that was long ago. I am free now. Have you ever read Maya Angelo’s eternal book I Know Why the Caged Bird Sing? Look, I am uneducated, but I can read and I learn and understand. I watch many documentaries on television and I learn. You are young, Chiara, and have so much ahead of you, and will experience and learn more than you think right now. I am an old man; I know.”  Bentley does not know anything about Chiara’s past or her experiences.  He is in general trying to comfort her and ask that she does not look back, but forward to a brighter future. 
     Bentley’s stories affect Chiara that takes her back again to her father’s unforgivable behavior in the shower. She dismisses that and thinks that it is not a time to share with Bentley, who has become a true close ally. She keeps the tale to herself as she has done for years. Chiara thinks, however, that she should write something about that to encourage youngsters who go through such abuse to be brave enough and come forward and not let predators go free. She ends her thoughts by telling herself, 
“One day, I shall write my story.”
     In the meantime, Sofia is half asleep half awake. Every few minutes, she utters a word that is incomprehensible. She wants to go to bed; daylight has broken. Chiara escorts her to her bedroom, Sofia gets naughty with Chiara and tries to kiss her on the mouth with tongue out, but Chiara with care puts her in her bed and gets her undressed. She looks at her breast and thinks to herself,

“Oh! Not poor at all for a woman her age.” Her breasts are firm, flat and stimulating. In fact, Chiara dares to hold Sofia’s two breasts with her two hands and Sofia feels and asks, 
“Do you want sex again, darling?” 
Sofia is intoxicated and she falls asleep. Then Chiara wonders if her mothers’ breasts are the same and if she can see them when her parents visit. The reason is that she wants to find a pretext or some explanation as to why her father touched her breast and masturbated on her if her mom is as young and pretty as Sofia. 
“Are all men dirty dogs as everyone says?” She ponders.
     After helping Sofia to sleep, Chiara goes back to the kitchen feeling weary that only she and Mr. Bentley are now awake. Chiara looks at him and gets anxious and feels uncomfortable; she asks Mr. Bentley if he is planning to sleep at Sofia’s house or go home. He says he had better go home to sleep. Chiara is relieved; she walks him to the door, kisses him on the cheeks with her body at a distance. He hugs her and says good night, or day, Chiara. Chiara screams, “Fuck biology.”

     Chiara goes to bed and does not want to share a bed with Rafi tonight, and goes to her room, gets undressed, washes her make up and her face, brushes her teeth and goes to bed, as usual in the nude. She thinks of the evening and all the events. Without intention, she touches herself, gets herself more excited than she already has been and masturbates. This time, her two people conquer her inner thoughts; first is Marlene, then is Marcelo again. She wonders why Rafi has not come to her mind. She reminisces, reflects and reviews all her experiences.  She thinks of Rafi and how much she is fond of him.  
“He is a very intelligent and handsome Italian.”  

She continues wondering,

“What direction will our relationship lead?” She asks, and tries to sleep.  It is forty-five minutes later, and she is still unable to sleep.
CHAPTER FOURTEEN
     Chiara, once again, is restless all night. She is so sleepy, but cannot get herself to sleep. She does all the tricks she knows. First, she masturbates. Second, she counts animals, then separate white from black sheep; then, she counts from one to a thousand in English, French, and Italian. There is nothing working. She has never experienced this insomnia since her teen years.

     She gets up and walks around the apartment. It looks similar to a brothel to her, though she has never seen one. People are sleeping on the floor of the Soiréé Salon with clothes and underwear scattered everywhere. She goes to Sofia’s room and finds Sofia in deep sleep, nude. She goes to Rafi’s room; he is sleeping on his back with his mouth open, smelling alcohol and snoring. She looks at his shriveled penis and wonders for a second how this little small thing can turn into what it becomes – amazing, she thinks.


     People start to wake up at seven in the morning; they are still intoxicated. They hear Chiara and scream for coffee. They all have hangover. Chiara volunteers and makes coffee enough for these smashed people.

     Chiara thinks of her upbringing and where she is at now and realizes that not all Italians or all Europeans are as Sofia, but she still admires her; or perhaps she is just fascinated by her personality.  She is equally riveted by most of her friends and how they direct their lives.  She thinks of herself, her Catholic background and learning.  Chiara is somewhat uneasy with the atmosphere; though part of her thoughts venerates the free-spirited lives these people have, another part is experiencing a sense of compunction. This spiral of uncontrollable thoughts makes her remember a quote by Arthur Schopenhauer, a German philosopher; she has often referred to this quote as one of her favorites. Now she uses it to balance her mind, she recites it loudly, “Religion is the masterpiece of animal training, for it trains people how they shall think” She analyzes the quote philosophically and thinks it explains her feelings. Her sense of discomfort and feeling she is in a brothel is coming from her childhood training as a Catholic girl born to Catholic parents and all her young schooling was in Catholic institutions. She is trained, just as an animal, to resent such behavior similar to that of Sofia’s and her friends.  Chiara comforts herself.
     Coffee is ready in the kitchen and she calls upon those who are awake. The people from the Soiréé Salon get dressed in any piece of clothes they find regardless if it is theirs, and walk to the kitchen wondering what the hell happened the night before. Chiara explains to them it was a delightful and wild party and everyone enjoyed the atmosphere. 
“You drank too much, though.” Chiara says.

     An hour passes and here comes Sofia all happy and fresh as though nothing had happened. 
“Good morning people.” Sofia says in a rather jubilant tone of voice. The rest can’t utter a comprehensible word, but whispered good morning back. At least that what Chiara and Sofia think they said.
     Soon, Rafi comes in. He is drowsy and suffers from a severe headache. He throws himself on a chair and pleads for coffee and headache medications. Chiara pours his coffee and rushes to Sofia’s bathroom to look for medications. In her search, she encounters Sofia’s husband in the drawer; she picks it up, looks at it with care, turns the power on, and with her both hands rubs it over her face forgetting Rafi’s agony. Before long, she comes to her senses; she puts the husband back and finds medications for headaches. Chiara takes two tablets and goes to the kitchen. She pours a glass of fresh water and hands Rafi the tablets and the water. Rafi thanks her and goes silent.

     Chiara goes into deep thought. She looks at Rafi with sympathy and love. Meanwhile Friedrich Nietzsche invades her thoughts, and she remembers one of his ideas, 
“There is always madness in love. But there is reason in madness.” 
Chiara thinks she is in love with Rafi, but it does not appear that the feeling is mutual. Chiara tends to believe that young men are the same all over the world. Europeans are similar to Americans; they are afraid of committing themselves to one person. Chiara is not sure if she will change and accept that, possibly, French-based ideology, though she will love to, but she is not sure if she can. 
“May be Sofia and Bentley will help me overcome these obstacles and free myself from the chains of puritanism and societal unreasonable norms.”

     Everyone is already awake and in the kitchen trying to sober up. The guests who spent the night get up and say goodbye and leave. Sofia is irritable and cussing; she gets up swinging to the right and to the left that Chiara is worried that she will fall. Chiara is surprised because she thought Sofia was all happy and fresh as though nothing had happened when she entered the kitchen. 

She reaches the bathroom and reaches the shower.

      Chiara and Rafi are in the kitchen. “Aren’t you going to put clothes on? At least your underwear?” 
Chiara asks Rafi. 
He asks, “Why? And he stays where he is. “Please give me more coffee, honey,” 
he asks Chiara; she obliges and asks no more questions.
     “What day is it?” Rafi asks. 
“It is Saturday noon, Rafi,” 
Chiara answers. 
“Are we going out today to explore more of Rome?” 
He asks. 
“May be later, not now. I am exhausted; I could not sleep.” 
Chiara explains. Meanwhile, Rafi’s phone rings; it is Marlene. Chiara tells Rafi and asks if she may pick it up. He agrees. 

“Pronto,” 
Chiara responds to the caller. 
“Hi Chiara, it is Marlene. How are you guys? Are you in Rome.” 
“Yes, we are. We had a wild, wild, wild, party last night. I wish you had been here, Marlene. You could have enjoyed it.” 
“I am not sure, Chiara. I have been to Sofia’s parties; they are not my type. I am still far too young and I get uncomfortable.” Chiara feels happy to hear that she is not alone in her feelings; and it is not her upbringing or her culture. She is now sure not every Italian or European is that extreme. 
“Do you want to come share the weekend with us?” 
Chiara asks Marlene. 
“I am not sure; Let me speak with Rafi. Is he available?” 
“Yes,” 
“Here he is.” 
She hands the phone to Rafi. 
“Hello Marlene darling; how are you today?” 
“Cosa stai facendo, tesero?” 
Marlene asks what Rafi is doing. 
“Niente. Proprio nel caffè cucina a bere nudo con Chiara.” 
He tells her he is sitting in the kitchen nude and drinking coffee. Chiara understands and gets uncomfortable; she assumes that Marlene’s voice excites him. The call ends with Rafi inviting Marlene to come over and she agrees to come spend the night and leaves with Rafi on Sunday afternoon. 
“Marlene will be here by five. Will you go to the station to pick her up, Chiara?” 
“That is great she is coming. No, I shall call her and ask her to take a taxi. I need to take a shower and get dressed. Remember, I have not slept one minute since last night,” 
Chiara replies and does not wait for a response, but walks fast toward the bathroom. 
“Sofia, do you need this bathroom anymore? I will take a shower now.” 
Sofia answers, 
“You are a funny girl, Chiara. Since when do you ask me that? I can go to the bathroom anytime I want. There are no locks on the bathroom door; are you shy of me, darling after playing with my breasts last night?” 
Sofia says.

Chiara’s face turns bright red thinking, 
“Oh my god. I thought she was drunk and asleep. She felt me touching her breasts. Damn. I feel so bizarre now.” 
Chiara does not reply, but Rafi hears this and when Chiara enters the bathroom he asks Sofia, 
“What did you tell Chiara now? Did she play with your breasts last night?” What the fuck Zia? I mean-Sorry- Sofia.” 
“Ah! You better watch it young man.” 
She tells him and continues asking him not to worry too much of women things. She continues conversing with Rafi, 
“Men are stupid and understand nothing anyway, Rafi. Do not worry honey. So, Marlene is coming and what are you going to do with this?” 
She asks with curiosity. Rafi says he does not know, and that Chiara enjoys Marlene’s company very much so does Marlene; she enjoys Chiara’s company as well. 
“It is an awkward matter Sofia, right?” He seeks Sofia’s advice. 
“No problem here, son. Let them sleep together in one bedroom and you in the other and do not worry. Everything will be fine. Are you young birds planning to go out? I am too tired to go out and will stay put in here this evening.” 
Sofia instructs Rafi. 
He replies, 
“I am sure the girls will want to go out. Yes, I think we will.”

     Chiara is in the shower anxious that Marlene is coming and thinking of her sexual attraction to her. She is wondering what will happen tonight and feels jaded, anxious and scared. She is a girl from Orange County, an artist, a free bird, and a philosopher in her own right. She thinks of a comedian she once heard, Elmo Philips, who says, “My mother was like a sister only we did not have sex often.” She thinks of that line and laughs out loud, 
“Nothing is bloody forbidden, fuck” 
She tells herself in a loud voice, but then regrets thinking of such a suggestion; then she realizes it is absurd. Chiara comes out of the shower. She sees Rafi, dressed, and Sofia in the kitchen drinking Martini already.  Time flew by so fast that it is fifteen minutes after five and Marlene is to arrive. Chiara puts on a quick light dress wearing no underwear and goes to the kitchen to join Sofia. 
“You will have fun tonight Chiara amore.” “Yes, I think we will, Sofia. Will you enjoy coming with us? We will go out to dinner and dance; we will go to that restaurant Rafi took me to before.” 
Chiara asks Sofia in a way that sounded as though she wishes she could say yes. Sofia declines the invitation saying she wants to stay at home tonight, as she is tired, 
“I am not as young as you are. I am an old lady already.” 
 “Sofia, you will never get old. You are forever twenty one – younger than I am, you see.” 
Sofia thanks Chiara for the compliment and thinks for a while and says, 
“Yes, cazzo, sto andado fuori.” 
Chiara is elated; as she understands that Sofia says fuck it, I am going out. Chiara confirms she understands and Sofia tells her yes she does.
CHAPTER FIFTEEN
      The doorbell rings thirty minutes after five. 
“I will get it. That must be Marlene.” 
Chiara with excitement runs to the door and opens it and screams, 
“Marlene, How are you my love. I miss you. Come in, please.” 
Chiara takes Marlene to her bedroom and places her small luggage on the bed. She then escorts her to the kitchen where Sofia is sipping on her Martini. Sofia gets up, hugs Marlene and greets her. She asks her to take a seat and if she wants a drink. 
“Ah!” Marlene sighs, “Give me something refreshing. The walk made me hot.” Both Sofia and Chiara look at each other and reply,

“You are always hot, Marlene. You are hot and that is what it is.” 
“Stop it girls; I am serious.” 
Chiara pours a glass of French Champagne left from the many bottles opened the night before and hands it to Marlene. She takes it in one shot and Chiara fills her glass again.

     “Where is our handsome boy, Rafi?” Marlene asks with anxiety. 
“He is coming horny girl.” 
Chiara says with a mischievous smile. 
“Zitto ragazza.” 
Chiara understands she says, 
“Shut up girl.” 
Chiara understands Italian better and better; maybe she cannot speak it yet, but she understands. That is impressive to everyone there, that she has only been there just over two weeks.

     “Let us have fun before my parents come. They are fucking coming in less than two weeks.”
This brings Rafi from the bedroom and he greets Marlene and his aunt. 
“Chiara, you need to stop worrying that your parents are coming. Everything will be fine, trust me.” 
Rafi comforts Chiara who is hysterical.


     “Pour me a drink, please. I need a drink.” 
Chiara obliges and asks him if he wants a Martini and he agrees. She brings him a Martini, and he cheers everyone and drinks rather fast. The professor is anxious and nervous. 
“What the fuck will happen tonight,” 
He is thinking.

     At seven in the evening, Chiara asks everyone to get ready to go out. Everyone goes to change and gets ready. They go to the restaurant near Sofia’s apartment. They visited that restaurant, Imàgo, which is on the sixth floor and has a view over the whole city. It takes forty minute-walk. This will be the first time for Marlene to be in such luxurious restaurant.

     They walk to the restaurant. They are all very elegant that passers by whistle and make comments at how charming the ladies are. Sofia is jubilant and flattered as she considers herself one of the girls. As they walk into the restaurant, the hosts and hostesses, waiters, and waitresses, and even the owner know them; they know Sofia since she has been a fixture there. Everyone works at Imàgo greets them and they dash to prepare a table for four.


     Not long after, a handsome host takes them to their table by the window with a magnificent view of Rome. Soon after, a fine-looking, well dressed waiter in his early fifties, with his short hair combed back comes to their table, welcomes them, opens their purple napkins and places one on each one’s lab. He turns both water and wine glasses to be ready for pouring and lights the small little pink candle on the right corner of the table. 
“Do you wish to have mineral water and a bottle of wine?” 
They answer in one voice as a chorus, “Yes.” 
The waiter says he will be back with the water and the list of wine. 
     Rafi is between Chiara and Marlene; Sofia sits next to. They designed a perfect sitting for chatting, playing, telling secrets, and fooling around. 
     The waiter comes with the list of wine and Sofia chooses exclusive red wine on the list. The waiter obliges and runs to get the bottle. He comes back and has Sofia taste the wine first. 
“Exquisite, darling.” 
He thanks her and fills the other three glasses and, as customs enforce, he leaves a few drops in the bottle and leaves. They check the menu to order and talk with one another.
     A piece of famous music plays. It reminds Chiara of the film, Frantic, directed by the unrivaled director Roman Polanski 
The song is, “I have seen that face before,” By Grace Jones. Chiara persuades Rafi to dance with her on the sounds of that sensual song; he obliges; they excuse themselves and go to the dance floor. As Harrison Ford did in the film, Frantic, Rafi acts, so does Chiara as the French girl, and both are in a different dimension. Rafi does not know the song and has not watched the film ‘Frantic’ and asks Chiara to decipher the lyrics. To her best, she does,
“Strange, I've seen that face before. 
Seen him hanging … door.
Like a hawk…
Like the night waiting for the day,

Strange, …
Footsteps echo on the stones,
…
Parisian music … from the bars,
Rafi does not have trouble understanding the French part of the song; they both sing together,
Tu cherches quoi, rencontrer la mort
They sing to the end of the most erotic song.
     “A sensual dancing song,” 
Chiara screams and thanks the writer, the director and Harrison Ford. She is a girl full of sexual energy; she expresses herself through body movements and gestures of sexual interaction. Chiara takes Rafi to a different exotic and erotic world, and he thinks that he loves her now more than ever. She is that connection between the university life of intellectuality, which is referred to as ‘the Ivory Tower’ in which he lives, and the realities of the true and real life out there that the rest of the world lives. He has found the missing connection.


     Marlene sees the two dancing and burns with jealousy, hatred, selfishness, possessiveness and severe lust. What comforts her now is only her feeling of lust for Chiara. She wants to fuck her more than ever before. She is determined that she will satisfy her yearning this evening.

     Rafi is now tipsy and Sofia has ordered the third bottle of wine. The h’orderves they ordered are Octopus and seaweed, roots and Uma-Mia blend; they ordered Shrimps tartare, veal’s tongue and watermelon ceviche, Foie gras and scones, Sweet Rain Blend. They have not ordered the main course, yet, and they drank three bottles of wine.
     Rafi loves the song and wants to dance again on the same music with Marlene. He picks up a napkin, takes his pen from the inside pocket of his black jacket and writes to the DJ, 
“Please play ‘I have seen that face before’ by Grace Jones one more time.” 
He puts a one hundred Euros inside the napkin and folds it, calls on the waiter who comes running. Rafi gives him the note, and the waiter takes it to the DJ. Sofia understands that her nephew is requesting the same dancing song.

     Sofia gets up and talks with the two people on the table next to them. 
“Ciao, come stai stasera. Spero che si sta godendo il ristorante. Posso prendere in prestito il tuo uomo per il prossimo ballo?” 
“Sorry we are Americans, we do not speak Italian.” 
In her mind she says, 
“Shit, this will be thorny” a few times. Then she speaks in English,
“I was saying I hope you are having a good time and I asked if I could borrow your man for the coming dance?” 
The American woman not knowing what the coming dance is, says, 
“Oh, sure. No problem. Please dance with my husband. I am sure he will enjoy it.” 
“All right, thank you.” 
Sofia says and returns to the table.

     After ten seconds, the song starts. Sofia gets up to get her dance partner; Chiara asks Marlene if she wants to dance with her and Marlene agrees. Rafi sits very disappointed that his plan did not work. 
“There goes a hundred Euros for nothing – thank you, Chiara.” 
He moans.

     The four, Sofia and the American man, Marlene and Chiara go to the dance floor and dance to the music of the most sensual and most inciting songs of our time. Marlene gets mischievous with Chiara and touches her in private sexual places; Chiara gets the courage to do the same. The American man had much to drink as he forgets his wife was there and is dancing his way with Sofia and her sexuality and sensuality affect him to the extend that Sofia noticed his penis is erecting fast; she got near him and whispered, 
“Your wife will kill you. Be careful you are visibly aroused. Try to cover it from your wife as it is very obvious.” 
“Oh! God my wife,” 
“Oh! Shit! Shit.” 
The American man is surprised at Sofia’s courage to say that, though he realizes that she is correct. Sofia is worried for him. She walks him back to his wife, says thank you and goes to her table with a rare sense of worry.

     When the song finishes and Chiara and Marlene return to the table, Sofia addresses Chiara, 
“Guess what, that man I danced with is married to that woman; he got excited and I am afraid his wife will be fuming.” 
“Oh my god! We have a divorce here tonight for sure.” 
Chiara is drunk from the wine and the atmosphere.

     The waiter comes, interrupts and asks what is for dinner. Marlene orders Seabass cooked with fermented vegetables, green tomatoes and caviar. Chiara orders Mustard seeds flank steak, beans and peppers. Sofia orders Lemongrass flavoured turbot, baby spinach and ciauscolo ham spread. Rafi does not know what he wants and asks his aunt Sofia to select for him the best dish; Sofia orders for him Marinara risotto, mussels and black lime. She knows he likes Risotto. The waiter takes the order and goes away. The music is playing. Rafi asks Marlene to dance; she obliges. As soon as they reach the dance floor Marlene tells Rafi, 
“I want to have sex with you and Chiara tonight. What do you think?” 
Rafi says to Marlene she is just drunk, and she does not really want that. Marlene uses women invisible power and gets Rafi horny and exited and his penis is just about to break away from his trousers. 
He tells her, 
“Well may be. We will see when we go home how we will feel.” 
Marlene is satisfied with this response.

     Sofia is determined not to spend the night alone; she is hunting for the right young man to seduce and take home with her. Rafi observes Sofia’s hunting skills and comments to Chiara, 
“Zia will never change. She is over forty years old now and still as horny as a teenage girl. She embarrasses me.” 
“Let her be, Rafi,” 
“A forty- some-year-old girl is not old. Your Zia has a deep and inspiring spirit.” 
     Before Rafi and Chiara finish their discussion, Sofia approaches the table holding a young man’s hand. 
“This is Juan Asciuto, everyone; he lives in Spain and is visiting family members here in Rome by the Vatican.” 
Sofia introduces her new prey to the family. Rafi gets up, shakes hands with Juan and asks him to join them. He offers him a drink; he calls the waiter to take Juan’s order for a drink. Juan orders Courvoisier Cognac. The waiter obliges and walks away.

     Sofia is sitting next to Juan and is applying her seduction skills. She is very successful as Juan by now is aroused by Sofia, who is may be more than twenty years older than he is. Chiara, Rafi, and Marlene are watching with serious bewilderment. 
“Sofia is a school in her own right,” 
Chiara says. Although Chiara is seductive and sensual, she is not skilled at using such a talent to lure boys and men. But in her mind she thinks she can if she wants to do so. She believes it is her upbringing and her conservative background, which prevent her from fluttering her wings to fly to wherever she wants and get whatever she wants.

     They order dessert, dance a few times, talk of many topics, and after midnight, they leave. Sofia is eager to be alone with her new Juan. Marlene cannot wait to satisfy her desire. Rafi and Chiara are just tired and want to go home. Sofia picks up the bill, pays it, and they all exit the restaurant. Everyone thanks Sofia for her generosity; Sofia smiles and says, 
“Stop it. It is nothing. You are my honorable family, not just guests.”

     They walk trudging the streets until they, reach Sofia’s luxurious apartment. They take the elevator to Sofia’s apartment and Sofia tries with difficulties to open the door. 
“I cannot find the hole?” 

“Your are a man, Juan. Can you find the hole?” 
She hands the key to Juan and continues laughing embarrassing her nephew. Juan opens the door and everyone walks in. Chiara and Marlene go to the bedroom to change. Rafi, Sofia and Juan go to the kitchen and each throws his and her body on a chair by the kitchen table. 
“Rafi, be a darling and prepare a night cap will you?” 
“Sure, zz-Oops, Sofia I will.” 
Rafi gets up while drunk, and gets bottles of alcohol and ice. He places everything on the table, and then brings five glasses and put them on the table with such a force everyone thought the glasses will break, but none did.
     After, Chiara and Marlene join them and they sit, drink and talk of many things. They are interested in Juan; except Juan is not much of a talker. He is silent and does not say much. As they are sitting, Sofia rubs her legs against Juan’s, which excites him and makes his face red to where Chiara and Marlene notice. 
“Is Sofia playing with you under the table, Juan?”  
Chiara asks.

Juan looks but does not reply. 
“I certainly am; do not be ridiculous girls.” They laugh and drink more and more. Now Sofia and Juan are impatient and want to get to business. Sofia gets up, takes Juan’s left hand, says good night and walks to her bedroom. Juan is too conquered to even say good night. He follows as a puppy, as most men do.

     Now it is the dilemma of Rafi and his two girls. 
“What will happen?” 
Rafi wonders. 
Marlene has her mindset that having a threesome is imminent. Chiara and Rafi have a different viewpoint. Chiara may be persuaded because she is determined to break puritan rules and conformity chains. The only levelheaded person here is Rafi; but he is so intoxicated he cannot stand up straight. Chiara and Marlene do not think his penis will erect under these circumstances. They are wrong. Rafi approaches Chiara and fondles her, kissing her with passion and Chiara is in the sphere of sexual pleasure and nothing will stop that. Marlene sees this scene, gets jealous, but collects her twenty-year-old courage and approaches the two of them and starts fondling Chiara with the right hand and playing with Rafi’s already semi-erect penis with her left. With no questions, Marlene unbuttons Rafi’s trousers and pulls it, and pulls his underwear, so he is exposed in the middle of the kitchen. She goes down on him with seduction while repeating, 
“Fuck me my adorable, Rafi; fuck me please, please.” 
Rafi is still engaged with Chiara. The three are now uncontrollable. The mix of drinks, seduction and sensuality always succeed no matter with whom. Chiara thinks, 
“I have seen much less intense incidents, as President Clinton and the horrid baby girl named Lewinski. What we have here is real and intense.” 
“Will you fuck both of us, Rafi? Do only if you want. If not, it is ok with me.” Chiara says. 
“Not with me!” 
Marlene shouts. 
“Girls, please let us pass on that or we shall regret it for a long time. I am much older than you and I know. Please do not think I do not want to, for I do, I do, but I know if we go ahead with that, we shall be haunted by it most of our lives.” 
Rafi analyses the matter. 
Chiara sees his logic, but Marlene does not. Marlene leaves Rafi alone at a thorny moment though as he is ready to ejaculate. Chiara takes two steps back and they sit at the kitchen table again. 
“What do you think of chilly water?” 
Chiara suggests. 
“Yes, please.” 
They answer at the same time. They drink water and cool off. Rafi’s penis goes to rest; Chiara and Marlene are still wet. 
“Let us go to sleep together and just hug each other with Rafi in the middle.” 
Marlene suggests and they agree to that. 
They go to the bedroom, get naked and go to bed kissing one another good night. As Marlene suggested, Rafi sleeps in the middle, to his left is Chiara and to his right is Marlene. A few seconds pass, and Rafi is snoring. Twenty minutes later, 
“Are you asleep, Chiara?” 
“No, I am masturbating and I have the weirdest thoughts.” 
“I cannot sleep either and I am masturbating, too. What do you mean by weirdest thoughts?” 
“I am thinking of a very sad incident happened between my dad and me; can you believe this shit? Why now” 
“OH! What do you mean when you say sad incident? Is your father a pervert?” 
“I think many men are perverts.” 
Neither girl understands why they are talking of such things. 
“I love to eat you Chiara?” 
“No. We better not get into that, Marlene, please.” 
Chiara answers.
The three fall asleep. They are awakened by Sofia’s exaggerated sexual sighs to incite young Juan. They say, 
“Shit, Merd, Merda, fuck.” 
They go back to sleep. It is dawn already and morning shall be broken in a short time.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
      Sofia is the first to get up on Sunday morning. She goes to the kitchen and prepares coffee and breakfast for everyone. Juan joins her.  
“I had the best night of my life, Sofia darling; you are an amazing woman.” 
Juan says

“Oh! Stop it. You are such a liar, but not a good one.” 
“Sofia. You are so sensual and sexual.” 
“You are only a baby; you have a life ahead of you and you will meet many young sexy woman.” 
“Will I see you again while in Rome?” 
“No honey. It is my policy not to fuck a man twice. This is it; we say goodbye and you go on your way and forget you ever met me.” Sofia explains her life policy. 

Juan is sad and Sofia asks him to stop and if he wants coffee to which he says yes he does.
     Sofia goes to wake her nephew up. She opens the bedroom door and laughs out aloud when she sees Rafi in the middle of the two gorgeous girls, Chiara and Marlene, in the nude. 
“Wake up lovely birds; what have you done naughty boy, Rafi? Are you learning from me the nasty habits? I will tell your father.” Chiara threatens.

Half asleep, half awake, Rafi replies, 
“Shut up Sofia. Nothing happened here. Nothing.” 
Rafi, with effort responds.

“Have you castrated yourself? This is weird.” 
Sofia wonders and walks away to the kitchen telling the three that coffee and breakfast are ready to be served in the kitchen.

      They get up and put whatever they can find on. Chiara wears Rafi’s shirt which makes her extraordinary sexy. Marlene puts on a short sweater she has that shows most of the lower part of her body. Rafi puts a robe on and they walk to kitchen. Juan looks at the girls and his saliva glands are activated; he is so aroused and his mind is racing. The girls are ravishing and edible. Sofia notices Juan’s excitement.  
“You see; I told you.” 
Sofia tells Juan and no one understands the comment to Juan.

     Rafi and Marlene get ready to leave for Florence. They leave midday to take the one o’clock train. Chiara kisses both and says she will miss them. They kiss Sofia and shake Juan’s hands and leave. Juan goes to Sofia’s bedroom, gets dressed and picks up his things and says goodbye, kisses Sofia’s and Chiara’s hands and leaves. Now, only Sofia and Chiara are alone in the kitchen.

     “How was your night with that young gentleman, Juan, Sofia?” 
“It was pure magic; this boy could not stop. He is a sex machine just as my husband in the bathroom drawer.” 
“And you my darling Chiara? Something happened between you three?” 
Chiara smiles and says. 
“No, no Sofia.” 
She continues explaining that Marlene is crazy thinking of having a threesome with Rafi and her, but both Rafi and she are reluctant and do not want to do that. 
“Why not?” 
Sofia asks. 
“Well! I do not know why not? Maybe because I am a fucking conservative and Rafi is a bloody intellectual.” 
Chiara says with frustration.

Sofia gets interested in the phrase fucking conservative and elaborates saying that being a conservative has nothing to do with it dear Chiara. 
“Do you believe that these things do not happen among the so called conservatives? They do, but the problem is that they are maybe hypocrites and private. They do not tell the truth because of conformity that is shoved into their throats.” 
Sofia explains to Chiara. 
“You are right, Sofia. I think.” 

     Chiara gets ready to go out exploring more of the eternal city, Rome. Sofia will stay at home. Chiara is ready, says bye to Sofia and kisses her on the lips and departs.

     She does not stay long outside, sees several touristic places, takes pictures and sits at a café and writes in her notebook her thoughts of what has been happening. She then walks back home before sunset.

     She is terrified of her parents visit soon. This is only her third week and they will come soon. September thirtieth is just around the corner. Chiara cannot imagine what will happen or what can happen.

The fourth week of her stay goes uneventful except that Chiara knows Rome better now and can find her way to go anywhere walking, taking the bus, or taking the train.  She has fallen in love with Rome, with Italy and with the Italian people.
In spite of how short the length of time is, Chiara feels that she is at home already.  Perplexingly, she feels as though she had lived in Rome many years.  Rome does have that magical and unexplainable effect on many people.
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
     Chiara and Sofia go to bed early to recover from the parties, the drinking and the sex marathons they have experienced in the past few days –over three weeks to be exact. Chiara is still weary of her parents coming the following week.

     Before they go to sleep, Sofia offers Chiara her husband who is in the drawer. 
“You are more than welcome to use my husband in the bathroom drawer if you need. Please be sure to give him a good wash before and after, then place him back where he belongs. OK?” 
Sofia offers and Chiara laughs and says that if she cannot sleep, she will take the offer.


     As Chiara goes to bed, her phone rings. She picks it up, 
“Pronto.” 
“How is my Princess Chiara this evening?” 
“Oh! I am so glad you called Rafi. I needed to hear your voice. I miss you already.” 
“Ahhhh! You are romantic.” 
Rafi says in a sarcastic manner. 
“Stop it, Rafi. I am not sure why you dislike Romance so much. In fact, I think you are romantic, too.” 
Chiara says with a serious tone of voice. 
“Darling, I do not dislike romance. I love you and you are an intense romantic.” When Rafi says that, Chiara asks to change the subject. 
“My parents are coming next Sunday. I miss you and I want you to come. I will need your support. Please do not bring Marlene. We will have enough problems with my parents.” 
Chiara says in desperation. 
Rafi responds and assures her that everything shall be well and she has nothing about which to worry.
     They chat for some more minutes. Chiara excuses herself for a second as she is still speaking with him. She tells him she will borrow Sofia’s husband from the bathroom drawer and make love to him right now. Rafi finds this idiosyncratic and agrees. Chiara picks up the dildo and goes back to the bedroom and makes distance love with Rafi. It is awkward for the intellectual Rafi to do such a thing, but he goes along. Sofia hears Chiara’s moaning and thinks to herself, 
“She took my offer, horny girl.” 
After a while, Chiara and Rafi say “Buona notte.” But before, he apologizes that he is not coming to Sofia’s this weekend, as he is planning to visit his parents at the winery in Calabria. He promises to take her there soon. And they hang up.

     Chiara, as usual these days, is restless in bed and cannot stop moving. She counts sheep and, once again, tries to separate the white sheep from the black ones. She keeps making mistakes to where she sits up on the bed and she is alert trying to find where the error is. To an outsider, this will be a funny episode. To Chiara, it is not funny at all. She is in desperate need to get some sleep. She sleeps two hours later.


     Sofia and Chiara get up early Monday morning. They are in the kitchen drinking coffee and eating sweets. They talk of politics, religion, philosophy, man-woman relationships, sex and growing older.

     All of sudden and with no reason, Chiara asks, 
“Sofia, why is it that you never got married?” 
She regrets the question and does not understand why she asks such a question. Sofia does not mind and answers in complete details, 
“My pretty Chiara, I will satisfy your curiosity. Maybe my story will help you.” She says, 
“Chiara, when I was seventeen, my parents were still alive then, I fell in love with a handsome twenty-seven-year-old sailor. Against my parents demand, I lived with him in Tuscany. One day, I was out shopping and came home unexpectedly only to find my prince charming fucking a boy not even fifteen. I took my clothes, and pondered over reporting him to the police, but until this moment, I do not know why I did not. I left to my parents’ house in the south of Italy and never looked back or thought of that incident again. I decided that most men are nothing but children who deserve neither consideration nor recognition.” 
“So, you never got involved again?” 
Chiara asks. 
“No never, never, and men have become just toys to play with since then. I am content though.” 
Sofia answers adding that the only thing that scares her now is aging as she is feeling it over her body, even in her sexual desire and performance.

“Thank you for your honesty and sharing, Sofia. I admire you and you are my roll model. You are much more honest than my mother.” 
“I shall not ask why, Chiara.” 

     Sofia asks Chiara if she likes to go for a ride around the city in the car. Chiara thinks and agrees, both get ready and Sofia takes her Fiat 500 sport and zooms across Rome, visiting the Spanish Steps, the Trevi Fountain, Piazza Navona, Piazza del Popolo, The Passeggiata, Piazza di Spagna, and Piazza Venezia. They stop at a regular restaurant, they have a simple dinner of Veal and Spaghetti, eat ice cream and drive back home.

     Chiara and Sofia are tired now and they go to bed early. For the first time, Chiara notices that Sofia does not have a television. She admires that. At her house, they have a television in each room. Chiara has always considered that television is for the injudicious.

     Sofia goes to bed and Chiara, since she is suffering from insomnia, goes to the Soiréé Salon and looks at the books in Sofia’s library. She thinks of her days in Paris and remembers the café where most famous writers used to meet during the period often called the interwar period. Sofia has many of Scott Fitzgerald’s, Ernest Hemingway’s, Gertrude Stein’s, and Virginia Woolf’s books. Chiara is fond of Virginia Woolf and always remembers her quote, 
“One cannot think well, love well, sleep well, if one has not dined well.” 
She picks up Virginia Woolf’s To the Light House, Woolf wrote in 1927. It meets Chiara’s personality and thoughts well. Since the book is concerned with the passage of time, the nature of human consciousness, and the process of artistic creativity. She reads; then she puts the book back in its place. Despite her feminism, she admires Ernest Hemingway. She picks up one of his books, scans it and puts it back. Chiara is impressed by Sofia’s education, knowledge and love for the art and literature.


     Chiara is tired and goes to sleep; she counts sheep again, but because she is exhausted, she falls asleep sooner than she expected. She is sleeping well and reaches the REM sleep stage as she is dreaming. Chiara dreams of her parents; it is not a pleasant dream. And that wakes her up upset and with a pounding heart. She cannot make out what the dream means, but she ignores it and goes back to sleep. The dream comes back again. In this dream, her father is attempting to rape her, and she is at her current age of twenty-two. She pleads with him to stop. In the dream, her mother walks in on them both and asks Chiara why she is not letting her father do what he wants and she gets shocked and wakes up again with severe anxiety. Chiara has no confidence or trust in her parents.
     She gets up and goes to the kitchen to get a drink. Chiara looks at the clock and sees it is twenty-five minutes after three. 
“Shit! I will drink at dawn?” 
She does not care or think of it twice and pours herself a shot of cognac. The noise in the kitchen wakes Sofia up from her light sleep and she goes to the kitchen. 
“Why are you awake honey?” 
“Oh! Sofia. I had the most horrid dream. I dreamt that my father wanted to rape me and my mother was present encouraging him and asking me to go for it.” 
“Oh! Dear. Why you dream such a despicable dream? Come here my love; let me give you a big hug.” 
Sofia hugs Chiara as though she wanted to secure her.

     “Did something happen in your childhood that makes you feel such a beastly thing?” 
Sofia asks. Chiara becomes honest with her and tells her it was not in her childhood, but when she was seventeen and what her father did. 
“Fucking son of a bitch – Oh forgive me for calling your dad that; this is awful.” 
Sofia says.  
“Did you report him to the authorities? You were a minor at seventeen, right? Oh! When I think of my own past, I wish I had reported that son of a bitch – it was a young boy, Chiara. Did you tell your mom at least? You should have done so, Chiara, but I am not blaming you or anything. This is absolutely terrible.”  
Sofia continues to speak with Chiara and she asks her to seek some psychotherapy to help her deal with such a devastating encounter. Chiara agrees. She drinks her cognac and Sofia asks for one, too, and they both continue drinking until sunrise.

     “Before we go to sleep, I want to share with you an unpleasant event that happened to my youngest cousin who has always lived in Napoli. When she was a teenager, not even fifteen, she needed help with mathematics. Her kind father asked his teacher friend to help my cousin with math. The friend was like a family member; everyone trusted him. One time, the parents had to go out to an aunt or something and they left the teacher alone with my cousin. The bastard raped her; he succeeded despite her struggle and pleas.  You know in Napoli, those days, a girl had to be a virgin to get married. My cousin never told anyone. She kept it a secret all her life and, because of her situation, she refused all men-callers and never got married. Her parents were always surprised why their daughter refuses marriage. When the bastard teacher learned that she had come of age and refuses to get married, he proposed to her, but she refused.  This is a sad story on two counts, one, is that the bastardo teacher was never punished for his hideous crime, and two is that my cousin has always been alone and practically hates men.”
      In astonishment, Chiara says, 
“You know, Sofia, that Egyptian author, Naguib Mahfouz, who won the Noble Price for literature for his Trilogy, wrote a story like that about a girl in Egypt. I remember my English teacher had us read and discuss it in class. Wow! Napoli was then like the Middle East now.”

Sofia assures Chiara that it is not, Napoli is not now; that sad incident happened long, long ago. 

     They leave the kitchen for their bedrooms and try to sleep. Sofia asks Chiara if she wants to sleep next to her, but Chiara refuses and goes to her bed, takes off her robe, takes a fetus position and goes to sleep. She is depressed.
     The rest of the week passes without major events. Chiara visited most monuments now and Sofia is calmer than usual. Sunday, when Mario and Ada, Chiara’s parents will arrive, is around the corner.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
      The dreadful day is here. Chiara’s parents are arriving at thirty-five minutes after three in the afternoon. Sofia and Chiara are at the Fiumicino Rome airport waiting for their arrival. Chiara’s heart is pounding, and she has a mix of feelings. On one hand she feels happy to see her parents, but she feels worried what may come; she is frightened that her parents may force her to leave Sofia when they realize how eccentric and free-spirited she is. Sofia is feeling nothing.

     A few minutes pass, but for Chiara it is a few months, and they see Mario and Ada coming through the gates pushing a luggage cart and looking tired. Chiara runs to hug her dad first, then her mom and welcomes them. Sofia hugs them and welcomes them to her country, her Rome and her home. They walk out to the car in the parking lot. Sofia had to rent a bigger car because her Fiat 500 is too small for four people and luggage. They reach the Alfa Romeo large car Sofia rented, place their luggage in the trunk, and enter the car. Chiara sits in the back next to her dad, and Ada sits next to Sofia, who will be driving.

     Sofia takes Via A91, and in less than thirty-five minutes, they arrive. Sofia parks her car and they exit, take the two pieces of luggage Mario and Ada brought, and enter the building. They call the elevator and chat; they reach the fifth floor where Sofia’s apartment is.

     As they exit the elevator, a neighbor of Sofia’s opens her apartment door, as she is curious; she hears noise. 
“Ciao Gabriela.” 
Sofia says. 
“Hai ospiti prvenienti da America?” 
Curious Gabriela asks and Sofia tells her yes. They are guests from America. Sofia continues explaining to her guests that Italians are that; they check on one another or maybe they are just nosy and want to know everything that happens around them. While Chiara understands the concept, Ada and Mario are irritated at this kind of curiosity since they believe in their culture of privacy.
     They enter Sofia’s gorgeous apartment. Ada knows the apartment well, but Mario does not. He goes around familiarizing himself with the place. Chiara, Ada, and Sofia go to the kitchen. Sofia apologizes for having not prepared food, but says she will have dinner made in a short time. 
“Will you help me, Chiara, please?” 
“Certamente, Sofia.” 
Chiara tells Sofia that she will. Ada is proud of her daughter; she speaks Italian now. When Mario walks into the kitchen, Ada tells him that Chiara speaks Italian well now. 
“That is my girl,” 
Mario retorts.

     Sofia and Chiara prepare spaghetti with mushrooms in no time. They make a bowl of green salad. They sit and eat; Sofia opens a bottle of red wine, but both Ada and Mario refuse to drink but water. They are tired from the long trip and are experiencing what most people their age experience, Jet lag. Soon after eating, Mario and Ada excuse themselves to go take a nap and Sofia shows them the room in which they will be staying.

     Mario picks up one luggage and places it on bed and takes out comfortable clothes for Ada and for himself. They change and go to sleep. In no time, both are snoring.

     Sofia and Chiara are in the kitchen cleaning and talking. 
“What will your parents do this month, Chiara? Do you know?” 
Sofia asks. 
“No. I am not sure; I know that my mother will go to her office in Paris. She says she has properties to show there. I am not sure what my dad will do.” 

     As soon as they finish cleaning the kitchen, the doorbell rings and Chiara runs to open it. 
“Oh! Mr. Bentley. We have not seen you in a while; come in. Welcome.” 
“It is Mr. Bentley, Sofia.” 
She shouts to Sofia. Both walk to the kitchen. Mr. Bentley kisses both Sofia and Chiara on the cheeks and takes a seat at the kitchen table. With no stuttering, Mr. Bentley asks, 
“How are you both? I have missed you. Are your parents here, yet, amore mio?” 
He addresses Chiara. She tells him they arrived two hours ago and are asleep now.

     Mr. Bentley is intelligent and perceptive. He understands that problems may arise from Chiara’s parents’ presence. He says, again with no stuttering, 
“Chiara amore, please be patient, understanding and avoid making judgment. Everything will be well. Your parents will have a great time and you will be without them again. I know that they may not appreciate many things. You need to take it easy and do not let things bother you too much, pretty girl. Please”

     Sofia is amazed at the verity that Mr. Bentley looses his stuttering when talking with Chiara. She attributes that to his love for, and his trust in her. She is convinced that his speech impediment is psychological basing that on what she knows of his abusive past. Mr. Bentley loses his stuttering talking with Sofia, too, and she thanks Chiara for that.

     “Chiara, my love, shall we prepare for a cocktail tomorrow evening celebrating your parents’ arrival? What do you think?” 
Sofia asks and Chiara approves, but in her mind she is repeating the words “shit” and “fuck” many times. Mr. Bentley feels the tension in Chiara’s eyes, tells her not to worry. Bentley says he read an intellectual piece by Silverstein and he wants to share with her.  “There is a voice inside of you
that whispers, I feel this is right for me, I know that this is wrong. No teacher, preacher, parent, friend or wise man can decide what's right for you--just listen to the voice that speaks inside.” 
Then Mr. Bentley recites quotes from Jane Austen’s novel Pride and Prejudice. Mr. Bentley knows that Chiara is worried and he is doing his best to give her courage and confidence and encourage her to be herself. Chiara understands and appreciates Mr. Bentley’s concern very much. 
“This is a man who knows everything.” 
She thinks.

“I love you, Mr. Bentley.” 
She says without intention. Mr. Bentley smiles, tangles his fingers and puts his head downward in shyness.

     Mario and Ada get up when it is night already and walk to the kitchen. Chiara introduces Mr. Bentley to her parents. 
“Why you leave the best country on earth and come live here, Bentley?” 
Mario asks. 
Mr. Bentley smiles and says nothing. After a while, Mr. Bentley says, 
“We-Well-Welcome-Welcome t-t-t-tto I-I-I-It-Italy.” 
His stuttering comes back which shows he is not comfortable with Chiara’s parents. Chiara and Sofia thank Mr. Bentley and tell him he is such a kind, kind man.


     The atmosphere is not very comfortable; it is tense. Ada is jealous of Chiara’s charm and the attention she is receiving from everyone. There is sexual tension between Mario and Sofia; it is subtle, but obvious to everyone including Ada. Sofia is very flirtatious and frisky with Mario – well he is a man and Sofia is a nymphomaniac. Bentley is watching and knows of everything and everyone’s feeling and action.

     “Ok guys and girls, we will stay here tonight and tomorrow Chiara or I will take Ada and Mario for a tour of Rome. On Tuesday, we shall have a superb party here. Is that ok with you?” 
Sofia declares and everyone agrees.

     Sofia opens another bottle of wine and everyone is drinking. Chiara shares with her mother her encounter with Sofia’s nephew, Rafi. Her mother is delighted, but her father, Mr. Mario Calione, is worried. He is concerned for his baby girl. 
“I want to meet this Rafi. Is he coming soon?” 
“He will come on Friday, Dad.” 

Sofia adds, 
“Do not worry Mario; Rafi, my adorable nephew, is a decent, well educated man. He is a full professor at the Florence University of Arts.” 
“Oh! What an interesting coincidence; he is into the arts as you are, sweetheart.” 
“Yes, Dad. He is. He is intellectual and knowledgeable.” 
Ada cannot help her jealousy and curiosity, “And how old is this Rafi?” 
“He is thirty-three-year old professor Mom. Isn’t that impressive?” 
“Yes it is.” 
Ada and Mario reply.
     Sofia declares that they should go to the Soiréé Salon to be more comfortable. They leave the kitchen and pass two rooms to the Soiréé Salon. The library impresses Chiara’s parents. Mr. Bentley is serving each his or her favorite drink; they are taken by the number of books Sofia has. Chiara’s father goes to look for any collection of Russian writers. Mario finds copies of Fyodor Dostoyevsky The Brothers Karamazov, and a copy in English of Crime and Punishment. He loves this novel, pulls the English hard cover out and opens it to page four hundred and thirty and recites the lines in a loud voice, 

“Can her convictions not be mine now? Her feelings, her aspirations at least…” 
Mario knows why he chose those lines, but no one else except Mr. Bentley understands Mario and his sexual attraction to Sofia. Ada climbs the movable ladder trying to find any book on how to be rich quick or any real estate books to do with becoming rich. She is frustrated and tells Sofia, 
“Your library is bloody intellectual; there is nothing realistic as we have in America. You do not even have Rich Dad, Poor Dad one of the most popular books in the world.” 
“We are a different world dear Ada.” 
Sofia replies with sarcasm. 

“Here we care for life not money. Ada, if in America you work for living, why do you kill yourselves working?” 
Sofia continues. Ada cannot respond to this question except saying, 
“Yes, true, we work very hard in America.”

     Chiara notices that there is sexual tension between her father and Sofia. The looks, the gestures, the seduction, the words and the moves make her think that Sofia is going after Mario, her dad. Mr. Bentley notices the same thing and is concerned for Chiara. He gives her unusual attention and tries to hold her hand to comfort her. Ada thinks that Mr. Bentley is a pervert. 
“Why is he holding your hand most of the time, Chiara?” 
“Bentley loves me, mom. He is harmless and innocent and feels he is protecting me from a certain doom; I feel it.” 
Chiara answers with confidence.
     The evening goes by without an incident. Mr. Bentley leaves after kissing Chiara and Sofia and shaking hand with Ada and Mario. They retire to their quarters.

     It is another night of dreadful insomnia for Chiara. She cannot sleep and is in no mood to masturbate. Her mind is racing. Even though it is after midnight, she calls Rafi. 
“Pronto,” 
Rafi answers. 
“Hi Rafi, this is Chiara. I am sorry to call you this late, but I am insomniac and very depressed.” 
“What is wrong my love. Do not be sorry it is ok; I am working on my novel and I am not sleepy either. What is going on, darling?” 
Rafi asks with anxiety in his voice.

Chiara cries and says, 
“My parents arrived and I am so worried how they will judge Sofia and will ask me to leave from her apartment.” 
“Chiara, you are an adult, well-educated and intelligent girl. Who cares what your parents think or not think? You are yourself. If we were to worry what others think, we will go mad.” 
Though it is absolutely untimely, Rafi gets philosophical; he just cannot help it. 
“Look at the fucking Islamist women who cover themselves from head to toe believing they are being modest while they attract the attention; they look as though they were fucking ghosts. Religious leaders in Egypt tell people not to believe scientists who say the earth is round- they still believe the earth is flat. Do you remember the story of Agnes of God, the nun who got pregnant because of her (holy) sexual intercourse with the bishop? How many stories do I have to tell? The world is fucked up and we cannot worry what one thinks, Chiara. We have active, intelligent brains and we have solid education. Please darling do not worry and sleep with peace.” 
Rafi answers using examples that appear to be outside what Chiara is thinking, but they relate to the same point he tries to get across, which is not to worry what others think, do or say. Chiara listens with attention and agrees with Rafi but still feels apprehensive. Maybe it is her Catholic upbringing from which she is still struggling to free herself. She thinks to herself, 
“Fuck it. I do not give a damn. My parents can fuck themselves.” 
     With this attitude, and after talking with Rafi, she can sleep, but not a restful sleep. She wakes up before anyone and goes to the kitchen to prepare the coffee and breakfast. She knows her parents will want to eat full breakfast, so she prepares omelets, sausages, and hash brown. The smell of cooking wakes up everyone. Chiara’s parents are starving; Sofia is disgusted at the smell and at such food early morning. Chiara apologizes to Sofia telling her that Americans prefer full breakfast. Sofia pretends she does not mind, but she does very much. She takes Chiara by the hand outside the kitchen and whispers to her, 
“From tomorrow, you take these fucking parents of yours out to breakfast, please. I am sick of the smell and just looking at the eggs and sausages so early morning makes me very sick.” 
Sofia insists.

Chiara laughs, admires Sofia’s honesty and agrees.

     Sofia takes her coffee and goes to her bedroom and excuses herself saying she cannot stand the smell of food that early. 
“What do Italians eat in the morning?” Mario Calione wonders. 
Ada, his wife, educates him that Europeans prefer simpler breakfast. Only in hotels you will find such rich breakfast because they are catering to tourists and visitors most of whom are Americans. If they were to eat breakfast, it is normally pastries, toast, jam, honey, and maybe one semi-boiled egg. 
“It is a matter of preference. Many people in Europe eat full breakfast –not as much as we do- but they eat eggs and sausages. I have seen this here and in Paris.” 
Chiara interjects. 
Ada looks at Mario, 
“Your daughter has to disagree with me on everything. She hates me and I do not know why,” 
“She does not hate you, Ada. You are her mother and she loves you. She did not say that to contradict you. She is just educating us of cultures.” 
Chiara thinks to herself, 
“Because you are a fucking bitch, mom.”

     They finish their rich breakfast and they get lazy now. They do not want to go anywhere. Chiara is trying to persuade them to go out trudge the streets of Rome and see the exquisiteness of it. Ada says she knows Rome well, but Mario says he wants that. Chiara and her dad go out alone and walk in the city for several hours that feel minutes. Mario is fascinated by Rome and agrees with Chiara that it is a living museum.


     Meanwhile, Sofia and Ada are in the Soiréé Salon having a chat. They talk of the past, of aging, of life, of the trials and tribulations they face on daily basis and discover that distance does not matter; humans are the same. We have the same feelings, hopes, aspirations, problems, and challenges. Ada and Sofia become closer friends than ever, they feel they relate to each other and that they are connected. They enter a personal conversation. Ada asks Sofia how her sex life is. Sofia is very honest and tells Ada everything. Ada loves the concept of a husband in the bathroom drawer and thinks she wants to try it. Ada complains to Sofia that her relationship with Mario is no longer sexual. They have gotten bored of each other, and she confesses to her she has slept with many other men while traveling through Europe on business. 
“Does he know?” 
Sofia asks in fear. 
“No. Are you crazy, Sofia?” 
Sofia thinks to herself, 
“Ah! That is hypocrisy at its best. I think many women do that and their partners have no clue.”
     It is dinnertime. Sofia decides not to go out and she prepares dinner for her guests; she decides that it is appropriate to be fancy tonight. She uses her skills in making excellent lasagna as an appetizer, makes Veal Scallopini, and for desert, she makes her delicious Chocolate Soufflé.

      Chiara’s father rings the doorbell at seven o’clock.  Chiara has a key; she opens the door and both enter. She shouts “Ciao” to let Sofia know she is home. She hears Sofia saying, “Ciao Bella.” Chiara and her dad walk to the kitchen and the smell of the delicious food Sofia is preparing. 
“I thought we should have good dinner here tonight; we will.” 
Sofia exclaims.


     “You must have had a great time with your daughter, Mario. You forgot to kiss me hello when you came in as though I did not exist.” 
Ada complains with animosity and Mario rushes to kiss her hello. 
Chiara thinks to herself, 
“What a bitch! I swear women are bitches. Am I going to be that in twenty years? I want to kill myself now-Fuck-fuck-fuck.” 
She continues thinking, 
“What if she knew that her Mario wanted to fuck me when I was seventeen years old? And that he still looks at my breast and ass every time I pass by him? I am sure her Mario is dying to fuck me, fucking hypocrites.” 
Chiara keeps taking a deep breath every second and is trying to calm herself-repeating, 
“Every thing will be fine. Rafi is right; everything will be fine.”

     Dinner is now ready and Chiara helps Sofia serve the appetizer, the delicious lasagna. Everyone is satisfied. Then comes the main meal, the veal. 
“Oh my god, this is magical, Sofia. Thank you so very much.” 
Ada thanks Sofia. 
“I have always wondered why food in America never tastes the same as in Europe.” 
“It is because your government is fucked up and corrupt; you know Monsanto Company for which your government gave the green light to fuck people as far as they wish, they do terrible things to food products. That is why food in America is disgusting and Europe refuses to import food from your country.” 
Mario and Ada get offended. They are very patriotic –as most people would be. 
“We are still the greatest country on earth,” Mario says. 
Sofia is somewhat drunk and speaks her mind freely, replies to Mario, 
“Fuck you, Mario. I have been to the United States and saw the poverty and the gap between those who have everything and those who have nothing – and no one in between. I have seen it Mr. Calione. Bastardo.” 
Mario and Ada recognize that Sofia is drunk; they smile and refuse to enter unfruitful discussion.

     The group has drunken two bottles of wine and they are tipsy. They discuss pleasant topics that please everyone such as food, fashion, models, singers and rappers, talk show hosts, American TV programs, and Opera Winfrey. Sofia and Chiara want to throw up, but they keep themselves intact and as polite as they can be. Sofia whispers to Chiara, 
“I am sorry baby these are your parents; they are fucking stupid. I am sorry for being honest.” 
Chiara replies, 
“They are. Do not be sorry. That is why I escaped.”

     The evening passes fast and with no turmoil, thanks heavens for Sofia and Chiara’s sakes. Sofia announces that the next evening there will be a cocktail party and many of her regular friends attend. Ada and Mario are excited, and they say they cannot wait. They retire to their bedrooms and fall asleep except for Chiara. She is still suffering from severe insomnia and her mind cannot rest or let her sleep.

     Chiara phones Rafi again. 
“Pronto,” 
“Hello Rafi. I miss you. Are you busy?” 
“No, I am writing and I am glad you called. I miss you, too, darling. Come stai amore mio? Mi manchi anche tu.” 
Rafi asks how she is and that he misses her, too. 
“I am not all right, Rafi. My parents are driving Sofia and me crazy. I cannot wait for them to leave and worried because Sofia is having a party tomorrow. What will happen is hard to imagine.” 
“You are such a worrier. You will see. Please calm and I shall see you on Friday. Please try to get rest and go to sleep.” 
They say good night and hang up.

     Chiara struggles for a while; she counts numbers, thinks of various things, thinks of her childhood, counts sheep, and she, eventually, falls asleep. She is in deep sleep and is dreaming.

CHAPTER NINETEEN
     The cocktail party is this evening. Everyone is in the kitchen drinking coffee and eating pastries. They discuss the events of the evening and who will be coming. Sofia always makes sure that her parties are managed. She and Chiara are thinking of what h’orderves they should prepare and check to see if they need to buy more drinks.

Chiara suggests that she will buy what Sofia wants. She is planning on taking her parents out for another tour of Rome and maybe eat lunch outside; she tells Sofia she will buy the drinks on her way back. Sofia thanks Chiara and tells her she will ask Mr. Bentley when he comes to go buy whatever else she may need.

     Chiara and her parents get ready for going out. When ready, they tell Sofia, “Arrivederci Sofia.” And exit the apartment.

     Chiara and her parents visit a museum, walk around the streets of Rome. Ada shops for clothes from Via Veneto, and at six in the evening, they walk back to Sofia’s home.  Sofia is ready and she is enchanting. Her outfit is a sleeveless light blue dress adorned with a sliver necklace. She wears a matching pair of Christian Louboutin shoes. She has her hair loose, which makes her face, which is decorated with light makeup, appear gleaming, bright and stunning. This makes Ada jealous. She has always been the jealous type.

     Ada goes to the bedroom; she puts on one of her new dresses she has just bought. Her dress is spaghetti-strap bright red, short and comes several inches above her knees. She wants to show off her long and sexy legs. She wears a pushup bra that makes her petite breasts stand out and appear provocative in a way that calls to be touched. Her hair, as Sofia’s, is loose and her light makeup makes her, as Sofia, arousing. Now she is anxious because she cannot decide which shoes to wear. She takes Chiara’s opinion and wears her red pair of Gucci shoes. Now she is ready for the party.

     Chiara does not care much for these materialistic expensive things, so she wears a simple spaghetti-strap white short dress. She does not wear a necklace and wears a simple flat pair of white shoes. She decorates her both wrists with a Swatch watch on her right wrist and two attractive bracelets on her left.

     Mr. Mario Calione, as a man, does not care much for looks. He wears a simple shirt, pair of black pants and black ordinary shoes. Mr. Calione is enthralled by Sofia’ s elegance that Ada notices and looks at him with anger. Mario realizes and tries to behave himself.

     Guests come. Bentley is standing by the door and opens it whenever the doorbell rings. Guests go to the Soiréé Salon where Sofia, Mario and Ada are. Sofia introduces Ada and Mario as her friends from the United States. Everyone is delighted to meet new people. 
“Do you notice that everyone is at least ten years younger than Sofia? Oh! She prefers younger people.” 
Ada takes Mario aside and whispers, and he agrees, but points out a couple to Ada, 
“This couple is our age group. They are the oldest here besides us.”

     Now everyone invited is here. The total number of visitors is nine. Mr. Bentley offers drinks to everyone. People are chatting together on various topics. A man approaches Mario Calione, 
“Ah! You are an American lawyer, I am told; is this true?” 

“Yes I am. It is my pleasure meeting you. You speak English well, with Italian accent but well.” 
Mario did not know what else to say.

“Do you speak any other language?” 
The guest asks Mario.
“No. I am actually known to be not too good with other languages.”  
They both laugh at the joke- if it were a joke.

     Mr. Bentley comes by Mario and the guest and offers them more drinks and they take their drinks and thank Bentley. Mario asks Bentley back as he is walking away. Bentley obliges; Mario takes one Euro out of his pocket and hands it to Bentley. Poor Bentley does not understand. Chiara notices the fiasco from a distance and rushes to rescue the her dad, 
“Dad, Mr. Bentley is a friend. He is not a helper. Why do you do such an embarrassing thing?” 
Mr. Bentley gives the Euro to Chiara, who gives it to her dad. 
“I am so sorry Mr. Bentley. My dad does not know. I hope you forgive him and do not take this as an insult.” 
“Chiara, amore,” Mr. Bentley says, "You worry too much. I know the complex of superiority. Your father just wants to show off in front of his newfound friends. Please do not think of it, pretty girl.” 
“You are so kind and thoughtful, Mr. Bentley. I love you.” 
Chiara says and Mr. Bentley gets red of inhibition, and whispers, 
“I love you too, Chiara.” 
And walks away to the kitchen.


     The guests ask Sofia to play the piano; she does for a while. She sings two famous Italian songs then she stops. Everyone is so happy to be there and thank Sofia for the delightful time. Sofia plays dancing music, and everyone dances with sensuality and in the most erotic fashion. The songs Sofia chooses are very seductive. Guests are becoming tipsy and their filter goes way far low. Everyone is enthralled except for stiff Mario and Ada Calione. Sofia invites Mario to dance with her. It is such a seductive dance that Mario forgot his wife is there. Ada is engaged talking to a man and a woman regarding the differences between the United States and Europe. 
“You guys pay so much taxes here to keep your socialist system going.” 
Ada argues. 
“How much taxes do you pay in America, signora Ada?” 
The man asks. 
“Only thirty percent, but you pay over fifty percent.” 
Ada argues. 
“Besides your yearly income tax, do you pay taxes on items you purchase? Do you pay taxes on services?” 
The man asks with curiosity.  
Ada does not reply; she finds the argument unfruitful; besides, she is a real estate agent and a broker, not an intellectual. She does not understand much politics nor does she economics. She knows that Capitalism and America are the best things in the world. This ideology drives Europeans frenetic.

     Mario and Sofia are still dancing erotic dances and Mario is becoming horny and aroused by Sofia’s seductive nature. 
“I want to fuck you, Mario?”  
Sofia whispers in his ear.  He is shocked at the forwardness and honesty. No one ever told him that during all his forty-eight years. He cannot repeat the exact phrase, but he says, 
“So do I, you.”


     While everyone is busy dancing, drinking, eating and talking, Sofia takes Mario by the hand and heads for the bedroom. At the same moment, Chiara and Mr. Bentley are leaving the kitchen to go to the Soiréé Salon. They see Sofia taking Mario into her bedroom. Mr. Bentley reaches for Chiara’s hand and squeezes it. Chiara is unsettled. She walks with Mr. Bentley to the Soiréé Salon and pretends nothing happened. She talks with people; she hears her mother arguing with the Italian lawyer regarding the unemployment rate in America versus Europe. Chiara sneaks out of the Soiréé Salon with no one noticing; She goes to Sofia’s bedroom and without knocking, opens the door without fear or a second thought. She sees both Sofia and her father naked and Sofia is on top of her father fucking him and he is in ecstasy; he is not aware that Chiara is watching him. Sofia looks at Chiara and winks her eye and continues fucking Mario until she gets her orgasm with a loud sigh while Chiara, like a statue, is standing there in a state of a semi shock. Sofia tells Mario that his daughter is watching them fucking. She tells him he is a terrible fucker and his penis was not fully erect, and that she had to use her fingers touching herself to achieve an orgasm; Sofia is brutal and straightforward. Mario is depressed. He becomes more depressed when Sofia says, 
“If you feel guilty, do not. She cheats on you every time she is abroad. She told me she sleeps with many men. So do not pretend to be holy or your wife is, ok?”


     Chiara closes the door and goes to the kitchen crying. Mr. Bentley comes to the kitchen and talks with Chiara. 
“Amore mio, do you know Rodney Dangerfield?” 
“Yes, I do.” 
Chiara replies, 
“Well, he once said, ‘What a kid I got, I told him about the birds and the bees and he told me about the butcher and my wife’.” Chiara smiles. 
“That is my pretty girl. Your smile is worth a million dollar, amore Chiara.” 
“Do not forget what Scott Dikkers said. He said, considering statistics, there is a 65 percent chance that the love of your life is having an affair. Be very suspicious.” 
Mr. Bentley adds with emphasis. Soon after, Ada comes to the kitchen. She asks, 
“What are you two doing here? Why aren’t you enjoying yourselves with the dancing there?” 
She continues, 
“Chiara, have you seen your father? He and Sofia disappeared. I cannot find them anywhere.” 
“Yes, Mom. Dad said that there was too much cigarette smoke in there and he went out for fresh air. Sofia must be freshening herself up in the bathroom,” 
Chiara is a perfect liar here. She, herself, cannot believe she is such a good liar.

     Chiara asks her mom to sit, and she sits on her lap. Ada is very surprised. Chiara has not done so since she became thirteen. “What is it, honey? Is there something bothering you?” 
“No, Mom. Mom, are you and dad ok? Is there any problem between you two?” 
“No, Chiara. Your dad is the best husband ever. He is trustworthy; he is loving, giving and faithful. What else a woman wants from a husband?” 
Ada says. She continues, 
“I am sure he is a great father, too. I hope you agree.”

     Mr. Bentley is listening to this and feeling very, very sorry for Chiara. Chiara gets up off of her mom’s lap and takes her by the hand to the Soiréé Salon, 
“Let us dance, mom. Let us have a great time.” 
Chiara picks up a cigarette and a glass of Martini.  Her mom asks, 
“Since when do you smoke?” 
“I do not mom. I want to smoke now.” 

     Later, Mario and Sofia walk into the Soiréé Salon. Sofia’s hair is messed up as though she were having sex for hours. Mario has this distinctive smell of semen and sex. 
“Where were you, Mario?” 
Ada asks. 
“Oh! I was with Sofia talking business.” 
“I see.” 
Ada replies with cynicism. Ada does not and will not believe that Mario is a cheater or he will ever cheat on her. She is convinced. She does it, yes, but believes not Mario. Chiara thinks, 
“Oh Mom, if you knew what your husband did in the shower when I was seventeen years old!”

     Ada and Mario are surprised at the Italian’s free behavior, and their shamelessness showing of their bodies as some of the girls take off their clothes and show their bare breasts. Men have their penises bulging through their pants and as though they are unaware.

     Mario Calione is depressed after his experience with Sofia. He comes near Ada, his wife. 
“Honey, am I satisfying to you? Are you happy with me?”  
Mario asks Ada.

She replies and wonders why Mario is asking such questions. 
“Are you ok?” 
“Yes, yes, I am honey. Have you ever cheated on me or slept with another man because I cannot satisfy you?” 
He asks his wife with a sense of seriousness.

Ada with anger in her voice replies, 
“I think you are drunk. Perhaps you should resign for the evening, Mario. You are not used to this.” 
Mario does not reply and walks away. He talks with guests. He talks politics and religion. A guest asks his opinion of the ignorant presidential candidate Donald Trump. Mario wonders why he calls him ignorant. 
“Donald Trump will be a great president for America.” 
Mario says. 
The Italian man says thank you, 
“Sei un idiota e non posso parlare con te.” He walks away. Mario, not understanding that the man has just insulted him saying he is an idiota, he replies 
“Oh! Thank you, sir, very much.” 
A woman is near by and hears the whole conversation and asks Mario, 
“That man just called you an idiot. Why did you say, thank you?” 
Mario is confused and does not respond.


     Guests are having fun talking, smoking, drinking and dancing. Guests are interested in the American visitors, Ada, Mario, and Chiara. Some want to discuss intellectual subjects, and some want to talk of social issues. An elegant, well-dressed man who looks to be in his early thirties approaches Mario and Ada – Chiara is close by – and says hello. He introduces himself in English as Salvadore. 
“How do you do Mr. Salvadore?” 
Mario asks. 
“I am well, thank you. Are you enjoying Rome?” 
“Yes. Your city is exquisite.” 
“I understand that the United States is doing well; you have the lowest unemployment rate in the world. Is that true?” 
Salvadore asks.

Mario with a proud sense of patriotism replies to Salvadore, 
“Yes we have the lowest unemployment rate in the world. We are the best country in the world now.” 
Chiara is listening to the conversation and when she hears her father say that, she repeats to herself, 
“Shit, here we go. Shit, shit.” 
Chiara intervenes, 
“Ciao Signor Salvadore, come stai?” 
“Your daughter picked the Italian language fast, Mario. I am well, Chiara.” 
Salvadore replies to Chiara and comments on her language skills. At this moment, all what Chiara wants is to break the conversation because she knows how pathetic and patriotic her father is. She is successful.

     The music is getting louder and people are getting more and more intoxicated. Chiara is worried what Sofia may do. Her worries are well founded. Sofia takes Mr. Salvadore by the hand and takes another pretty girl sitting on the chaise and walk to her bedroom. 
“Where are they going, Chiara?” 
Mario asks his daughter. 
“They are going to the kitchen to prepare more appetizers, I think.” 
Mario is suspicious as he notices that Sofia and the two guests are heading toward her bedroom, just as she did with him a while ago. He experiences a sense of jealousy and wonders, “Three?”

     Chiara is so tense. First, she sees her father fucking Sofia; then she encounters unfruitful political discussions between her father and guests. She sees her mother as unmindful to things around her. Chiara hopes the night passes with no problem.

Mr. Bentley knows of Chiara’s disturbance. He is thinking of her and her psychological state. He asks her if they could go to kitchen to talk for a while. She agrees and they both walk to the kitchen.

     Mr. Bentley starts by rubbing Chiara’s hands and assuring her that all shall be well. Then he talks with no stuttering.

“You know, Chiara, amore mio, I love and respect you; I am fond of you as though you were my daughter. I need to tell you that there are things we encounter in life and we do not accept, so we work hard on changing them, and we succeed. There are other things we do not have the power to change. The problem here is how we know the difference. That is why we have thinkers and writers and philosophers who help us develop the wisdom we need to know the difference. I read a quote by Dr. Martin Luther King in which he tells us, ‘we must accept finite disappointment, but never lose infinite hope’.  Mr. Anthony Hopkins once said that his philosophy is ‘it's none of my business what people say of me and think of me. I am what I am, and I do what I do. I expect nothing and accept everything. And it makes life so much easier’. Chiara, try not to judge your parents. Everyone is unique and each of us does one thing or the other for a reason. I know you are sad now; you are young and full of hope and optimism; keep that up and never become cynical as many of us do as we grow older.”

     Chiara is touched by every word Mr. Bentley says. She gets up off of her chair, walks up to him and hugs him. 
“You are a wise man, Mr. Bentley. I love you.” 
Mr. Bentley puts his head low as an expression of reticence, but says nothing.

     The party is over and people leave saying ciao to one another. Sofia comes out of her bedroom messed up and looks as though she were having a sex marathon. She tells her guests ciao, then, come out the man and woman with whom Sofia was; they look as though they had a fight; their clothes is untidy; the woman’s dress is lifted and stuck to her body because of sweating. They intensify curiosity for everyone, but no one says a word.

     The guests have left. Ada and Mario retire for the evening; they say good night and go to their room. Now there are only Chiara, Sofia and Mr. Bentley. Sofia is far too drunk to speak, so Chiara and Mr. Bentley clean the place and arrange everything that needs to be arranged. Mr. Bentley places the dishes and glasses into the dishwasher machine and starts it.

     Although Sofia is intoxicated, she asks Chiara for a shot of Courvoisier Cognac. Chiara gets two, one for Sofia and one for her; she asks Mr. Bentley if he wants a drink and he asks for water only. The three sit around the kitchen table. Chiara asks, “Sofia, how could you fuck your friend’s husband?” 
Sofia replies in a slow relaxed tone of voice, being drunk, 
“Chiara honey, when I was younger than you; I think I was eighteen because it was after that sailor story I told you, my girlfriends used to tell me that on my forehead there is an invisible phrase only men and girls who go for girls could see it. It reads FUCK ME.” 
She continues, 
“Darling, your father had no chance, just as your ex-lover, what is his name? Marcelo? Yes Marcelo. I seduced him, and as most men in this world, who are as horny as small puppies, he plunged into it. I must tell you the truth though. There is an intuiting of sorrow for Ada, your mother. He is a terrible lover; I had to masturbate to have an orgasm. No wonder Ada cheats on him” Sofia looks at Mr. Bentley and says, 
“Sorry Bentley for being so vulgar.” 
Bentley puts his head low and in extreme wariness and nervousness he stutters 
“N-n-No-ppp-prR-prob-prblem- no problem, Sofia.” 
Chiara feels terrible that Mr. Bentley stutters again which means he is not comfortable and edgy. Sofia realizes that she said something terrible to Chiara, but she cannot take it back, so she stops talking hoping that Chiara did not pay attention. Regrettably, Chiara did.

     Bentley excuses himself saying it is too late and he has to go. Chiara takes him to the door and hugs and kisses him. He tells her, “Remember, Chiara. George Bernard Shaw said we are made wise not by the recollection of our past, but by the responsibility of our future. Have a good night, mio amore.” 
He leaves. He turns back and says, 
“Also remember Socrates, who wrote that the only true knowledge is in knowing you know nothing.” 
Bye now.

CHAPTER TWENTY
     Sofia and Chiara retire for the night. They say, “Buona Notte,” and each goes to her room. This will sure be a hellish night for Chiara, and it is. She throws her body, with her clothes on, on her bed and rubs her forehead with her thumb, index, and middle finger for a few minutes thinking of the events of the day. As she is in deep thought, she gets undressed while still in bed. She is too tired or lazy to get up to switch the lights off, so the lights remain on during the night.

     She is now naked in bed and the night is warm, so she has her windows open. The wind blows and moves the curtains as though they were dancing the Ballet Swan Lake. Chiara is focusing on these white curtains dancing and her thoughts dance with them. She thinks of what Sofia said regarding Ada and her infidelity. She believes Sofia and contemplates life and the jokes it plays on us. Though Chiara has resentment toward her dad because of his misbehavior in the shower when she was younger, she feels sorry for him that her mother has been unfaithful to him all these years. She feels sorry for him because Sofia divulges that he is a terrible lover. Chiara is so clouded and perplexed. She has another difficult night as those she is used to, but tonight is the worst. She wishes to call Rafi and speak with him, but it is three in the morning. She does not want to worry him. Her thoughts turn to the wisdom of Mr. Bentley. She wonders how the least educated person among those people is the wisest and the most intelligent. She tells herself, 
“That is Divine Comedy at its best.” 
She recalls Mr. Bentley last words of wisdom before he left, 
“George Bernard Shaw said, ‘we are made wise not by the recollection of our past, but by the responsibility of our future’.” 
She tries to focus on the future and what she will study to improve her artistic knowledge and talents. 
“Maybe I should go live with Rafi.” 
She speaks to herself. “Shit!” She screams. “I should just go back to Paris.”
     After, Chiara calms and convinces herself that she cannot escape anywhere since she will take herself with her. 
“What is the use? I have to confront reality and see it as is. I need to adhere to Mr. Bentley’s wisdom.” 
She still tosses and turns. She counts numbers again to keep her mind off of her thoughts; this is not helping. 
“I must ask my mother regarding her infidelity and tell her what my father did.” Then she thinks that there will be no use of that and it will just cause more problems and more hurting for everyone. She is bemused and confused.

     Chiara thinks that she must divulge the truth to her mother and her father; she owes it to herself and to them. They cannot be living a life of pretense; they have to face the ugly truth. I know many people live a life of pretense, but I do not want my parents to fall into this ugly category that characterizes couples. They have to be free as the Italians and the French are.

     The sun is to revisit Europe and daylight is breaking. Chiara could not sleep, not even for one minute, gets up, and it is six in the morning. She goes to the kitchen, makes a cup of coffee and goes to the Soiréé Salon where the library is. Chiara looks for books by Friedrich Nietzsche, picks up the book Beyond Good and evil, published in 1886, scans it and reads lines of perspective of life, and universal reality. She remembers studying Nietzsche in college and she has always admired his thoughts. It is too early for Chiara for such philosophical writings, so she puts the book back, but notices a book by Hugh MacKay titled Infidelity, and she takes it. She skims the book and what attracts her attention is that whether our circumstances justify or explain our behavior. She does not completely subscribe to such ideas; she thinks about them often. Chiara reads more and becomes exhausted, yet not sleepy, and the coffee is not helping her to calm.

     Sofia hears the noise in the kitchen and the Soiréé Salon; she gets up and goes to the kitchen and sees coffee made. Chiara realizes that someone woke up, so she puts the book on the shelves, leaves the Soiréé Salon and goes to the kitchen. 
“Oh! Buongiorno Sofia; ti ho svegliato?” She asks if she woke her up. Sofia tells Chiara that she speaks Italian so well, and no she woke up by herself. 
“I see you have coffee ready. Please pour me a cup; I have a strong headache from drinking last night.” 
Chiara pours a cup of fresh strong coffee for Sofia and sits next to her. 
“Do you remember everything happened yesterday?” 
Yes I do. I was drunk, not dead.” 

“I know it is too early and you have a headache, but I must ask you, do you remember what you told me regarding my mom and dad?” 
“That they are liars and cheaters and live a miserable life of pretense, yes, I remember.” Sofia adds, 
“Chiara, honey. You are old enough to understand life and what goes on in it. You need to create your path with enough knowledge of the world. I do not want you to be a hypocrite as most religious people are. You need to be free and truthful to yourself and others to be happy.” 
Chiara is shocked by what Sofia is saying. 
Sofia goes further, 
“I am sorry love for being brutal. That is who I am. Forgive me for being me, please.” 
“No, no. Do not say that. I admire your scrupulousness, your freedom and your life, Sofia. I told you many times. There is nothing to forgive here. I thank you from the depth of my heart.”

     Chiara changes the subject and tries to be funny, and says with a smile, 
“Is my dad that useless in bed?” 
“Oh! Darling, he is the worst ever. Maybe because he is old and I prefer younger men.” 
They laugh out loud. Chiara gets up and hugs and kisses Sofia on the lips.

     Mario and Ada are just getting up and it is nine o’clock. They freshen up, get semi dressed and go the kitchen together. 
“Good morning.” 
They both say. They receive the greetings back.  
“Mom, Dad, do you want coffee and something to eat?” 
Mario says, 
“Yes, please, we are starving.” 
Sofia asks if they want a full breakfast and in the meantime she is pouring them coffee. They both reply; they want to eat.
“I will make them breakfast, Sofia. You sit.” Chiara gets up and prepares eggs, hash brown, sausages, and toasts. She places on the kitchen table jam, butter and utensils.

     Mario and Ada eat in silence; Chiara and Sofia watch them eating and say nothing. 
“It is too quiet here, why?” 
Ada asks with suspicion. 
Sofia replies, 
“We are tired from last night.” 
Chiara says, 
“I could not sleep even one minute.” 
“Why baby?” 
“I Just could not fall asleep, Mom.”

     Chiara tells her parents she will stay home writing and reading today. She tells them they should go out on their own, tour the city and she tells them not to worry; “most young Italians speak English well.” She needs a shower to refresh herself; she walks away.

     Mario tries to play with Sofia, so he touches her legs under the table several times. Sofia says with no introduction, 
“You know guys, I never sleep with a man twice. It has been my policy for many, many years.” 
She is telling Mario to fuck himself. Ada replies, 
“I swear that is good for you, Sofia. I wish I were European.” 
Sofia replies with sarcasm, 
“But you are, darling.” 
Ada turns red and becomes very nervous and says to Mario to finish up, get ready and they should spend the day out trudging the streets of magnificent Roma.

     Ada and Mario excuse themselves and go to the bedroom to get ready. Once ready, Ada shouts to Chiara that they are leaving. Chiara shouts back for the mom to call her when they are at the Vatican. 
“Do you want to enter the church, mom? I am sure you saw it many times. Dad should go and you and I sit at a café and wait for him.” 
“OK. Honey, I will call you when we get there.” 
They are ready, say goodbye to Sofia and leave.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
     Chiara receives a phone call from her mom at one in the afternoon. Mario and Ada are at the Vatican. Chiara asks her mom to wait there and she will be there in no time. She tells her to have her father stand in line because the line can be long. Mario stands in line to enter St. Peter Church, and Ada sits at the first café she sees. Twenty-five minutes later, Ada sees Chiara and waves at her. Chiara comes, kisses her mom, and sits. She lights a cigarette and asks for a Martini. Her mother is very surprised that she smokes. 
“When did you pick this horrid habit?” 
“Do not worry mom. OK?” 
Chiara continues,
“Did dad go into the church?” 
“No, I do not think so; I see him in line still.”

“Mom, I want to talk with you of a very, very serious matters. OK?” 
“Sure, darling. What is happening? Did you meet someone? Are you planning to go somewhere? What is it?” 
“No mom. None of this is. It is regarding you and your husband.” 
Ada is shocked to hear the phrase your husband. 
“Are you upset, honey?” 
“Yes, Mother, I am. And that is why I could not sleep one minute last night. Your husband fucked Sofia.” 
“What are you saying, darling? Are you smoking drugs, honey? You can tell me.” “Mom, your husband fucked Sofia last night; I saw them myself. Your husband tried to fuck me when I was seventeen, but I was too petrified to tell you.” 
Chiara says in a more severe angry voice. 
“Honey, what are you saying? Did this son of a bitch hurt you? Did he harm you? Did he rape you?” 
Ada is traumatized, scandalized, and outraged. 
“Mom, do not act the innocent here. You are strange people; my parents are so dishonest, so disloyal and so phony and you, mom, have been cheating on my dad. There is no Virgin Mary here, mother. Do not judge dad. Yes, he is a bastard, but you are not any better.” 
Chiara says with confidence. 
“Did Sofia tell you?” 
“Yes, she told me everything. She even told me that your husband sucks in bed and is not a good lover. She is sorry for you.” Chiara says.

There is a moment or two of silence; Chiara lights another cigarette; her hands are shaking and she asks the waiter for another Martini.

     “Listen Chiara, my love. Nothing of this has to do with you. You learn that men are easy to please, but women need more, and often a man cannot meet a woman’s needs. You will experience this yourself. Maybe your father will be happy if his secretary sucks his cock, but for us women, we require much more. Tell me what he did to you, darling.” 
Ada says while trembling. 
“Do not worry mom. Yes, it was appalling.” 
“No, Please tell me. I need to know.” 
Ada insists. 
“Well! When I was seventeen, he came to the bathroom while I was taking a shower. He saw me naked and asked me to touch his penis. I refused, and he begged. I still refused, but he masturbated and ejaculated on my belly.” 
“This son of a bitch; I always noticed he was looking at your breast and your ass. He always found an excuse to go to the bathroom while you were in the shower since you were thirteen years old. I shall kill him.” 
Ada is furious. 
“Mom, are you better than he is? Think of it. Should he kill you, too?” 
Chiara says and they both go silent into deep thoughts.  Chiara does not mean to subside the magnitude of what her father did to her, but she is confused and is not happy with her mother and her behavior.
     They are not silent for long. 
“Mom, you know that dad is not coming out from the church soon; it will take him at least one hour. Do you want to order something to eat?” 
“Yes, honey. We should eat light. Now I do not have appetite.” 
The bar they are at has sandwiches and cheese plates. Chiara loves cheese plates as she ate much of cheese while she was in Paris. She tells her mom that a cheese plate with bread and wine will be delightful. Ada agrees and they place the order with the young gentle seventeen-year-old waitress. 
“After finishing eating, I think I will go back to Sofia. You and dad need sometime to talk and be honest with each other.” Chiara utters. 
Ada replies, 
“Yes, honey. Ok. You go back home and try to get sleep, ok? Please Chiara. Care for yourself, darling. Things will sort themselves out.”

     They finish the cheese plate. Chiara gets up, kisses her mom on the cheek and says bye and that she will see her and her dad at Sofia’s this evening. She walks away.

     Chiara reaches home. 
“Hello, Sofia. Are you home?” 
“Yes, Chiara, I am in the Soiréé Salon reading. Come here my darling.” 
“How was it meeting your mother and father?” 
“I saw Mom only and told her everything.” “You fucking did what?” 
Sofia replies in shock. 
“I am so proud of you my brave Chiara. If that son of a bitch, Rafi, lets go of you, I shall kill him with my bare hands.” 
Sofia exaggerates.
     
     Chiara is pleased to receive Sofia’s unexpected approval. That has been worrying her for a while. She thinks, “Heavens, this woman is an incredible being; her honesty, freedom, moral courage, and independence are so admirable. I want to be just like her when I am her age. Well! I mean as her. I do not think I am a nymphomaniac, or at least for now.”

      “What are you reading, Sofia?” 
“I found this book called infidelity in the wrong place in my library. I picked it up and became curious. I read it. It is fascinating how strange we humans are.”

“That is so weird, Sofia. I was scanning this book this early morning when I could not sleep. It raises this interesting question whether our circumstances justify or explain our behavior and I find that thought provocative.” 
Chiara tells Sofia. 
“Yes, that is what I got out of it. You are correct; it opens a room for interesting discussions.” 
Sofia replies to Chiara’s comment on the book.

     After a short chat, they go to the kitchen to prepare a light dinner. 
“Do you know how to make lasagna, Chiara?” 
“No, Sofia.” 
“I will teach you now. Let us make lasagna and salad for dinner tonight.” 
Sofia offers Chiara to teach her how to prepare authentic Italian Lasagna.

     Thirty-five minutes after seven, the doorbell rings. 
“These must be my parents; I will open the door.”
She opens it and welcome her mom and dad and kisses each on the check. They look very gloomy and depressed and it appears as though they had a fight. Chiara is sure they argued regarding what she told her mother. Chiara tries to be as pleasant as possible and shows no anger or frustration so that her parents might cool off and calm.

     Mario and Ada enter the kitchen with Chiara and greet Sofia who is busy preparing for dinner. 
“Oh! Just in time for dinner, Chiara and I made this delicious lasagna. I am sure you will love it.”

Ada approaches Sofia on the side of the kitchen and whispers in her ear, 
“Traitor.” 
Sofia says, 
“Let us be happy and have a wonderful dinner. I will open a bottle of good wine; will you help me with the glasses Chiara?” Sofia ignores Ada’s comment and continues as though she heard nothing. She opens the wine and pours wine into four wine glasses. They sit around the table and Sofia serves the Lasagna. The salad is already on the table for everyone to serve him or herself.

     After moments of silence while eating, Chiara breaks the silence asking, 
“How was your day together in scenic Rome mom and dad? I hope you had a wonderful day. You know dad I met mom in the Vatican while she was waiting for you to come out.” “I sure do, Chiara.” 
Her dad replies in a conspicuous voice. Chiara understands her father is angry and not himself.

“After dinner, I want to speak to you, Chiara, and to your mom, alone, with due respect to Sofia. Will that be OK?” 
Sofia says no problem and Chiara replies to her dad in a positive tone.

     Dinner is over. It is nine in the evening. Sofia asks if they want to stay and talk in the kitchen, or they will move to the Soiréé Salon. Mario, Ada, and Chiara look at one another and gesture they prefer to stay in the kitchen. Sofia understands, and she gets up and goes to the Soiréé Salon to read while the Calione family talks.

     “First,” 
Mario says, 
“Thank you, Chiara, for your honesty and moral courage. Your mom told me everything including her infidelity.” 
Chiara interrupts, 
“And yours?” 
“That, too and she gave me hell over it. I do not understand why a cheating partner gets mad and jealous if the cheater finds the partner cheating; this is beyond my comprehension. But, I am here to tell you I am so very sorry for what had happened in the shower when you were younger. I was not thinking of what I was doing.”

“Dad, do you remember the film Blame it on Rio with Michael Caine?” 
“Yes, Chiara, I remember watching it. Why do you ask?” 
Mario is puzzled but not for long. 
“In the film, there is a sentence we both laughed at and thought it was so true and brilliant. The sentence is –‘It is only when a man is not thinking of what he is doing, be sure he is doing what he is thinking’. Remember, father?” 
Chiara discloses. 
“Do you know how many nights I stayed awake analyzing that sentence from the perspective of you wanting to fuck me and ejaculated on my belly while I was naked in the shower. I wanted to find any excuse for your actions because I love you. I cannot find an excuse, Dad, I am sorry; there are no excuses.” 
Chiara continues to ask if he had told her mom of that incident, and if so, how she reacted. Then she asks if she had made him horny enough to fuck her mother well that day. 
“Do you still want to fuck me dad, as you fucked Sofia?” 
“Enough, Chiara.” 
Ada, her mother, cries. 
“I think you have said enough. No human is infallible or unfailing.” 
“Good excuse Mother.” 
Chiara comes back at her mom.

“Let us complete this now and never talk of it again,” 
Chiara says.  

“Enough, Chiara, Please. I beg you enough. You will have a nervous breakdown. I understand what you must be going through, but you act as though you are going through puberty.” Ada says. 
“I lost my puberty to your extravaganza telling me how I should behave and what I should or should not say to please your rich fucking guests.” 
Chiara shouts. 
“Where are my grandfather and grandmother? From my dad’s side, they both killed themselves. My grandpa was an artist, a famous writer, and a liberal man. He could not handle life, so he shot himself. Soon later, his wife could not live, so she shot herself, too. Buy do you remember your parents, Mom? They are from fucking Alabama. Alabama, for heavens sake, they have nothing and they never come over because you are embarrassed of them. You do not want your high society friends to know them. You are pretending to be somebody you are not, mom. Yes, you make a million dollar commission on a house in Tuscany you sell for twenty million dollars, but do you sleep with the byer, mom?”

     Ada has had it and swings her right hand as far as she could and slaps Chiara on her right cheek with such a force she fell to the ground. Now everyone is crying. Sofia comes out of the Soiréé Salon because of the commotion and calms everyone. She takes Ada and Mario to their bedroom and takes Chiara and sits her on a chair at the kitchen table.

     Sofia offers Chiara a glass of water, sits next to her and tells jokes and stories of her past, trying the hardest she can to make Chiara laugh. She succeeds when she tells her of something she experienced when she was young. 
“Listen carefully, Chiara. I am in a famous bar one night, and a young handsome rich man approaches and talks with me. He is from Argentina just visiting and exploring Europe and Rome. We end up going into his hotel room and have one of the greatest erotically sexual experiences. Argentineans are so fucking hot, I tell you. We spend the night together and in the morning I receive the surprise of my life. He asks me how much; he takes a large sum of money from his pocket and I become speechless. Anyway, I do not reply to the man; he leaves me one thousand Euros on the nightstand and leaves.” 

Sofia continues explaining the anecdote to Chiara telling her that at that moment, she did not know whether to laugh or cry. She got up, got dressed, and took the money and left.  

“Have you ever seen him again?”

“I never saw him again.” 

They both laugh. Chiara is now feeling much better. But, she will not be for long.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
     Sofia and Chiara finish two bottles of wine and they are both drunk. Chiara is tired since she has not slept for forty-eight hours straight. Chiara goes to bed and calls Rafi. “Pronto,” 
“Oh I am so glad, thank you for answering the phone, Rafi, thank you. I need to talk with you. So much happened here. I want to share with you. Are you coming on Friday?” Chiara babbles with anxiety. 
“Are you all right darling? What is going on? Yes, I will come Friday.” 
“I will tell you everything. I want to say I love you and I need you, Rafi.” 
Rafi is preoccupied with and worried for Chiara. 
“Amore mio, is everything ok? Please tell me. I am worried now.” 
“Yes. Do not worry. I will explain everything on Friday when you come. Ciao for now.” Chiara with a sudden move hangs up because she wants no more questions.


     Chiara takes off her shoes and lies on her bed, and she at once falls asleep. Several nightmares wake her up now and then, but she goes back to sleep. She dreams again that her father is raping her, wakes up sweating and panicking, goes back to sleep and dreams of having sex with Mr. Bentley and she enjoys it but wakes up frightened, and wet, tells herself, 
“Shit, merda, merda.” 
She goes back to sleep, dreams of Rafi and Sofia having sex, then of her mother and Rafi having sex, wakes up again sweating and spooked. She falls back to sleep right away, tired and drunk. The rest of the night goes in relative peace after that.

      On Thursday at nine in the morning, everyone woke up, and Sofia has the coffee and pastries ready on the kitchen table. Chiara walks in and says good morning to her dad, mom and Sofia with no kissing. She takes a seat at the table and asks Sofia for a cup of coffee. Sofia obliges. 
“How was your night, darling; I hope you could sleep.” 
Sofia asks Chiara. 
“Yes, it was better. I slept, but woke up several times after bad, bad dreams.” 
“Oh! Sorry love. We all have awful dreams. Are you feeling rested though?” 
“Yes, I am ok, thank you, Sofia.” 

A few minutes later, the doorbell rings. Chiara runs to the door to open it and it is Mr. Bentley. 
“It is so nice to see you Mr. Bentley; come in. I missed you.” 
Chiara welcomes Bentley. He is timid and embarrassed and as always puts his head low and thanks Chiara for the warm welcome. She leads him to the kitchen and everyone greets him and he greets everyone.

     Mr. Bentley takes a seat. Chiara tells her parents that Mr. Bentley is the kindest and gentlest man she has ever met; they nod their heads in agreement. Chiara is being naughty and facetious. 
“I am sorry everyone. I am just off balance. Mom and dad; you go out alone today. I will stay home read and write and may be talk with Rafi on the phone.” 
Mario and Ada Calione nod their heads in agreement; they are speechless, so as Sofia. Sofia does not know what came over Chiara. Sofia refrains from making any comments except saying, 
“More coffee anyone?” 
And she pours a cup of coffee for Mr. Bentley.


      Ada and Mario are ready to go out at thirty-minutes after ten, so they greet everyone and exit the apartment. Now it is only Sofia, Mr. Bentley, and Chiara.

“What was that, girl? Why do you seem restless and confused?” 
Sofia asks Chiara. 
“I am sorry Sofia; I am not in the mood of talking serious now. Are we having a cocktail party tomorrow? Please, please arrange for one. I need to party and I love your parties.” 
Sofia agrees and says they should have the greatest party ever. 
“Isn’t that right, Mr. Bentley?” 
Sofia asks. Mr. Bentley smiles, nods his head and says yes with reluctant eyes.

     Thursday passes with no major event. Ada and her husband Mario Calione are out exploring Rome. Chiara and Sofia are at home reading, writing, rearranging, and doing mundane things. Mr. Bentley left and said he might come the next day in the afternoon to help. Sofia is thinking of whom to call for the cocktail party. Chiara is just writing, drawing and relaxing. She has had rough few days. That confrontation with her parents took a toll on her and she is recovering, or at least trying.

     Chiara picks up the phone and chats with Rafi. She asks him how Marlene is. He says he took her to lunch and that they had a good talk. Chiara is happy and feels closer to Rafi. For the first time she talks with him regarding the novel he is writing. He tells her the story, the plot, and the resolution and that now he is writing it. She suggests to him they both go live in Paris. Rafi is fearful to commit. She uses his writing as an excuse and tells him that Friedrich Nietzsche said, “An artist has no home in Europe except in Paris.” 
And asks him what he thinks of that. Rafi thinks for a while and says, 
“You know, Chiara darling, you might have a point there. Let us talk.” 
That makes Chiara jubilant and content. She hangs up full of hopes, dreams, inspirations and a positive outlook on life after saying, “Buona notte amore mio.” 
Rafi replies, 
“Buona notte mia pricipessa.” 
They say good night to each other.

     “Will Ada and Mario eat dinner here tonight, Chiara?” 
Sofia asks. 
“I am not sure; let me call them.” 
“Hello, Mom. How are you and Dad? OK? I want to know if you will have dinner outside or here with us.” 
“Honey, I think we should give Sofia a break. We will have dinner here somewhere. Do not worry. We will be back by ten.” 
“OK, Mom. See you later, then. Ciao.” Chiara hangs up and tells Sofia that her parents will eat dinner out and they will come around ten.


     “So, honey, the evening is for you and me. We will talk of everything you want.” Sofia says. 
“Shall I open a bottle of wine and we drink?” 
Sofia asks and Chiara approves. 
“Here is to you, Chiara – the future Sofia,” Sofia salutes Chiara and smiles for saying the future Sofia. 
“Do not take that with seriousness, darling. My life style will not suit everyone. You must choose your own path, but avoid emotional decisions because they are illusions, they have no solid foundation.” 
“I have learned so much from you, Sofia, and I am so appreciative for that. I learned during my stay in Paris, but I was much younger then to appreciate things the way I do now.”  
“That is always the case, honey. When we are young, we think little except of our pussies, maybe, and boys. We think we are indivisible until realities of age hit us. I tell you with utmost honesty, Chiara, I cannot believe I am over forty-three now. I think the reason I prefer to fuck young men is to feel young again. I know I will never be young again, so I do the closest thing to it, and I will as long as I can.” 
Sofia says with regret. 
“But you have always had a good life, Sofia. Age is just a number 
“This is rubbish, Chiara, that age is just a number. It is a number on you, yes. Besides the number, there are wrinkles, weight gain, saggy skin, and sagging breasts. It comes without awareness. I could swear that we age without awareness, in punctuation, every five years or so. Sad, sad, sad.” 
Sofia sounds depressed because of her aging.

     Chiara is speechless and does not know how to handle this heavy burden thrown at her. She suggests to Sofia to go to the Soiréé Salon plays the piano and sing together. Sofia thinks it is a brilliant idea. They both go to the Soiréé Salon and Sofia takes her piano seat while Chiara gets comfortable on the chaise. Sofia starts with a song of Edith Piaf ‘La Vie En Rose’, which is familiar to Chiara and they both, sing in such a harmony they sound as professional singers. Every time Sofia rolls her “R,” Chiara smiles and finds it very sexy. Then Sofia plays and sings the last aria from the opera La Bohème when Mimi, the main character, dies. This scene when Mimi dies is captivating and hair raising; Chiara is so impressed that her eyes become full of tears when Sofia repeats the last words of Puccini’s opera, “Mimi, Mimi, Mimi, (weeping).”

     Sofia and Chiara are having a great time together and are becoming closer. After singing a few songs, they move back to the kitchen. They continue drinking and are thinking of preparing dinner. Sofia suggests making Ravioli, and having caviar, smoked salmon, cheeses and crackers. Chiara thinks it is a brilliant idea. They prepare, and the doorbell rings. 
“This must be Mr. Bentley. Will you be kind and open the door for him darling, Chiara?” Chiara goes to the door, opens it and it is a big surprise for her. It is Rafi. He tells her he cancelled the class for Friday morning and took a train and came to Rome because he is concerned. She is delighted. 
“Hello Mr. Bentley,” 
Sofia shouts from the kitchen. 
“It is not Mr. Bentley, Sofia. It is Rafi.” “Rafi!” 
Sofia is surprised. 
“Today is Thursday, isn’t it? Am I losing my mind already as Gabriela my neighbor is?” 
“No you are not, Sofia. You will forever be young, zia.” 
“I will forgive you this time for calling me zia because you are nice today.” 
She kisses Rafi and hugs him. 
“How are Leonardo and Lucia, your parents, Rafi? They never call.” 
“They are fine, Sofia. I am planning to visit them in Calabria soon. I will take Chiara with me.” 
“That will be wonderful. Tell the bastards to call me. I miss Leonardo; remind him I am his baby sister.” 
Sofia requests.

    Now the three, Chiara, Sofia, and Rafi are sitting at the table. 
“H’orderves and cheeses are on the table, Rafi. Help yourself please.” Sofia opens another fresh bottle of wine and pours wine into three fresh and clean wine glasses. She raises hers and says, 
“Cheers to life.” 
Chiara and Rafi do the same, 
“To life.”

The three talk philosophy, religions, relationships and the arts. They are liberal, so there is no argument-taking place. One argument is Chiara’s defense for the United States, but she retreats. They talk of the violent culture of the United States. Rafi asks Chiara if she has a gun in the US. She replies in the negative saying, 
“I hate guns and those who have them. They are instruments of murder, nothing else. Because my dad is a famous lawyer, he has a licensed gun he carries with him. When I see it on his bedroom nightstand, I freak out. I cannot even look at it. And when I see my dad without a jacket on and his gun is showing, I feel repulsed. I hate guns. I hate guns and I hate the NRA and the stupid, stupid, and strange interpretation of the Second Amendment to the Constitution. It does not say that people should own guns.” Chiara speaks with passion that Sofia and Rafi are mesmerized. Rafi says, 
“We are lucky in Europe; we do not have guns so available as in the US. Only criminals can get their hands on guns here.”

    Then they move to politics and talk world politics and the United States current election. Sofia and Rafi are in complete shock that the idiot, poor minded Donald Trump could become the president of the most powerful country in the world. But they remember electing the idiot George Bush twice. What makes Chiara sad is that her fucking parents will vote for the Hitler idiot. She wants to divorce them; but she is over twenty-two now and independent.  She cannot divorce them. 
     Chiara’s parents return home just before ten. Chiara introduces Rafi. They say hello and soon after, good night and go to their room to sleep. It is time for the Ravioli. Sofia serves everyone. They eat, drink, chat more and now it is just before midnight. Sofia is tired, and she has a big day ahead of her tomorrow for the cocktail party, so she resigns for the night. She says, “Buona Notte, si competitive bene.” She tells them good night and to behave well. Sofia retires for the night and goes to her room to sleep.

     Chiara is very horny, pins Rafi to the kitchen table, tears off his shirt, and he does the same to her. She pulls his pants half way off, and pulls up her dress, moves her panty with her hand to the left and sits on his penis so it is fully inside her. Chiara enjoys one orgasm after another. She holds her right breast and rubs it against Rafi’s mouth and whole face; Rafi periodically sucks her nipple.  Sofia hears Chiara screams and smiles and feels happy for her. Rafi then turns her around, and still with the panty on he moves it to the right and plunges his solid erect penis into her vagina. It is a time of ecstasy, delight, and pleasure for both.

     After one in the morning, they both go to bed. They make love again Kama Sutra style and after getting exhausted, they fall asleep in each other’s arms.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
     It is the cocktail party day, and it is ten in the morning. Sofia is awake and is joined in the kitchen by Ada and Mario. Chiara and Rafi are tired from the sex marathon of the night before. They both take a shower together before they get ready to join the rest in the kitchen. They fool around in the shower, again – it is good to be young- Time passes and now Chiara precedes Rafi to the kitchen saying good morning to everyone. She is with a pinkish face as though she had just lost her virginity; she kisses everyone’s check. Soon after, Rafi follows and greets everyone with a big smile on his face. The five are sitting around the kitchen table with plenty of coffee and pastries.
     “You know” 
Ada says, 
“I prefer this simple breakfast. I cannot think of eating heavy breakfast, eggs and hash brown and sausages as I did before. And you, Mario?” 
She asks her husband. 
“I am not sure, Ada. I still feel I want this old American rich breakfast; but I can do with this for now.”
Neither Sofia nor Chiara cares what Ada and Mario want. They continue drinking coffee and Sofia tells Ada and Mario that they will have another cocktail party tonight. 
“That is wonderful, Sofia. Thank you so much. I loved the last party,” 
Ada says and no one could decipher whether she is telling the truth. It was during that party that Sofia fucked Mario, her friend Ada’s husband. No one cares. Everyone is as happy as though they were at the Red Rose Café by the harbor in Amsterdam.
     Rafi wants to invite everyone to lunch, including his aunt. They accept and they get ready to go out for a walk; then they have late lunch. They plan to come home after lunch and prepare for the party.

Rafi takes Chiara, Sofia, and Chiara’s parents to a simple authentic old style Italian restaurant on a small street that crosses Via Veneto. The menu is full of choices from seafood to meat to traditional Roman dishes. Everyone orders and Rafi orders two bottles of Chianti Classico. They have a semi feast talking and laughing.

     On the way back, Chiara asks Rafi if he thought of going to Paris. She says, 
“You will finish your novel, Rafi. We will live in Saint Michelle, and you will sit at the café where many major writers and artists met throughout history, Virginia Woolf, Scott Fitzgerald, T.S. Elliot, Ernest Hemingway, the Bloomsbury Group, even Picasso and Modigliani, and many, many others. You will get inspired and finish your novel in no time and I am sure you will get a class or two at any university in Paris. There are many Art Academies in Paris, Rafi.” 
She tells Rafi and he approves of the idea. 
“Yes, it is a good idea. We will decide in time.” 
Chiara thinks of and shares what Fitzgerald said, 
“A writer writes not because he wants to say something, but because he has something to say.” 
She continues, 
“Rafi you have much to say. We have to go live in Paris.”

     They reach home, freshen up and start the preparation for the party. Mr. Bentley comes over and helps. Ada and Mario are in the bedroom arguing in loud voice. Chiara is becoming nosy and tries to find what her parents are saying, but she cannot make out what they are saying. She is annoyed; but she ignores the matter.

Sofia is busy preparing h’orderves and getting the alcohol and wine bottles to the rendezvous Soiréé Salon and Mr. Bentley is helping her. Mr. Bentley is in a superb mood today. Chiara is curious, 
“Mr. Bentley, you are more happy today than usual, why, if I may ask?” 
“Amore mio, I spent the day babysitting the Marconi family’s children; I am, always happy with children, love their innocence, their thoughts, and their inquisitive minds. And I do not stutter with them. You know, I lose my stuttering with them as I do with you. No one understands why.” 
Mr. Bentley says with joy. 
“That is because you are as pure and innocent as the children, kind Mr. Bentley.” Chiara says with a big smile tapping Mr. Bentley on his shoulder. He puts his head low, crosses his hands and smiles.

     It is eight o’clock; visitors are arriving at Sofia’s place. Mr. Bentley, once again as usual, stands by the door and opens it every time the doorbell rings. Most people are coming in twos, threes or even one by one. Now there are eleven people in the Soirée Salon. It is getting noisy as everyone speaks at the same time. People devour the appetizers as though they had not eaten in ages. Mr. Bentley is serving drinks. People are happy and are having a great time.


     Mario Calione and his wife, Ada, walk into the Soiréé Salon and everyone greets them as guests from America. Visitors are fascinated to have Americans at the party; others are not so thrilled. A young man in his thirties approaches Mr. and Mrs. Calione and introduces himself as Baron De La Cruz. Mario is surprised and asks, 
“Do we still have Barons and Baronesses?” El Baron gets offended and says to himself, “Stupid man; he knows nothing.” 
“Yes, we do signor.” El Baron responds. “Tell me of your country. America always fascinates me. I have never had the chance to visit. Is it true that people carry guns and shoot one another on the streets as in the cowboy films?” 
Mario is shocked and his American patriotism takes full gear. 
“This is a stupid notion Sir. Baron. America is a civilized country with laws and order. Yes, we have problems as any other country, but we are civilized. That is enough Sir. You are rude and disrespectful.” 
Chiara hears the conversation; she runs to greet the Baron whom she had met before, “Ciao El Baron De La Cruz; Come stai stasera? Molto bene, spero.” 
The Baron picks up Chiara’s right hand and kisses it; 
“You are more cultured than your parents my dear lady.” 
He explains to her that her father got offended that he, the Baron, called him uncultured. Chiara smiles and tells the Baron not to worry. People are just tense.

     At one corner in the Soiréé Salon, Ada is speaking with Rafi and getting to know him. She tries to seduce him as she finds him fuckable and irresistible. She gets near him and whispers into his little right ear, how handsome she sees him.  She plays Mrs. Robinson in the great film in which Mr. Dustin Hoffman was the star, “The Graduate,” Rafi gets horny and excited. It shows. Ada feels the throbbing of his penis against her pubic bone. Rafi is confused and reluctant and he asks her, 
“Are you trying to seduce me, Ada?”
“Do not be a child, now. Come with me.” She takes him by the hand and tries to walk out of the Soiréé Salon. Chiara comes closer to them and interrupts her mother’s plans.

“Oh! I am glad you met and getting to know each other. I hope you will accept each other and find a common ground upon which to stand.” 
Ada replies with enthusiasm, 
“Oh! Yes honey, Rafi is a very interesting young man. He is a darling. You know how to pick them, girl.” 
Chiara leaves happy that Rafi and her mother are getting along. She does not know how far along though.

     The doorbell rings. Sofia goes to open her door and sees her old neighbor, Gabriela. 
“Ho sentito il partito e ho pensato di avere un bicchiere di vino con voi.” 
Gabriela, next-door neighbor to Sofia, tells Sofia that she heard the party and thought of having a glass of wine with her. 
“Certo, venire a caro Gabriela.” 
Sofia tells her, sure, and asks her to come in. She takes Gabriela to the Soiréé Salon and introduces her to Mario Calione who is standing alone. Sofia introduces them to each other though they had met the day of Mario and Ada’s arrival. Mario does not speak or understand Italian; Gabriela does not speak or understand English. It is a funny scene watching them trying to communicate. The strangest thing ever is that they can communicate. Nothing is lost in translation.
     Being the nosy woman Gabriela is, she sees Sofia’s nephew Rafi is being seduced by a woman his mother’s age. She thinks the woman is the American visitor, not Chiara, but her mother. She watches them with one eye and communicates with Mario with the other. When Rafi and Ada move, Gabriela excuses herself and follows them. She sees them entering one bathroom. She runs to Sofia and tells her that her nephew and that American woman are in the bathroom alone and she says it does not look good.

Sofia does not take Gabriela with a certain level of seriousness, but she soon realizes that neither Rafi nor Ada is in the room. She rushes to the bathroom and opens the door. Sofia is in a state of shock and stands there watching Rafi sitting on the toilette seat; Ada is pinning his hands to the wall while his pants and under pants are at his ankles. She sees Ada’s sexy green underwear on the floor; her spaghetti strap sexy dress to her waist and her matching to her underwear green bra is off and she is sitting on Rafi’s erect huge penis. Ada is holding her left breast and placing it between Rafi’s luscious lips. Sofia stands there for a while; neither Ada nor Rafi knows of her presence. It is the first time Sofia sees her nephew’s big solid penis as Ada is on top of him and screaming of joy for having multiple orgasms one after another. Sofia is fascinated, glad, aroused, shocked, intrigued, or excited and horny; she does not know; she is in a suspended state. Ada at last notices that Sofia was standing there the whole time. She covers her face and screams, 
“Oh my God, oh my God.” 
She gets up leaving Rafi unfinished. He plays with his penis and soon ejaculates; his semen goes over Ada’s new €1850.00 dress she bought from Via Veneto and across the bathroom to the wall. He asks Ada, 
“What happened? Why did you get up as I was ejaculating?” 
Ada mumbles, “S-S-Sofia is here watching us.” 
“What the fuck! How? When?” Rafi is traumatized and confused at the moment.


     They both get themselves calm. Rafi enters the Soiréé Salon alone. Ada goes to the bedroom to change her dress and hides the one stained by semen. Rafi goes right away to Chiara and asks how she is felling. He hugs and kisses her. She says, 
“Oh1 you are so sexy my love; you even smell sex. I can smell your sperm” 
“Oh! You are so sweet.” 
Rafi answers. 
“Why do you act as though you were nervous, Rafi? Is there something wrong?” 
“No, I am fine, Chiara.” 
Rafi answers with all the confidence he can summon. 
     Later, Ada shows up and goes to her husband, Mario. He notices she has changed her dress. She lies to him saying that her period came on without expectation and stained the dress with blood. She had to change. 
“The new dress? Oh sorry honey.” Mario replies.

     The party goes on. Everyone notices that Sofia is absent minded this evening and asks her if she is fine. She tells everyone she is fine. She walks around talking to her guests. They ask her to play the piano, but she refuses saying she does not want to play today.

     Mr. Bentley knows of everything and knows what happened. He is very concerned of Chiara. She is the only one he cares for and worries for her. Mr. Bentley approaches Chiara and asks if she can join him in the kitchen for a chat. As always, she welcomes the idea with pleasure. They both walk to the kitchen and sit.
“What drink shall I get you amore mio?” 
“Thank you, kind, Mr. Bentley. A glass of water will be enough.” 
Bentley gets up and gets Chiara a glass of water and for him a glass of icy water. 
“I want to share thoughts with you Chiara. Do you mind?” 
Chiara says she does not mind and she loves the wise words that come out of his mouth. Mr. Bentley speaks.

 “Amore mio, life takes us to the darkest points ever. We feel we are in a black hole and we cannot get ourselves out. Wisdom and those who teach us, philosophers and writers often become the ladders we use to climb out of darkness. The great Socrates, for example, tells us we should not get too caught up in our ideas, lest we grow egotistical and feel self- important. It is important that you remember that, Chiara. Aristotle was interested in friendship; the Greeks call it philia and for Plato the best kind of friendship was that which lovers can have for each other. It is a philia born out of erôs, and that feeds back into erôs to strengthen and to develop it. Are you following me, Chiara?” 
Chiara responds that she is and she is enthralled by what Mr. Bentley is saying.

Mr. Bentley continues, 
“Nietzsche Educates us that here and there on earth we may encounter a kind of continuation of love in which this possessive craving of two people for each other gives way to a new desire and lust for possession—a shared higher thirst for an ideal above them. But who knows such love? Who has experienced it? It can only be friendship. So what we should care for most is not lust or erotic love, but friendship, which is higher in terms of morality. These ideas, Chiara, are what you will need to be able to climb out of any dark spot you find yourself in.” Bentley knows what happened between Rafi and Ada.  He is trying to tell Chiara not to lose Rafi and to continue be his friend because, after all, friendship is what matters.


     Chiara is so touched to the point of tears. She does not understand why Mr. Bentley is telling her that, but she feels awkward and that she will soon need these words of wisdom to go on in life. Chiara gets up and hugs and kisses Mr. Bentley on both cheeks and he gets wary again and puts his head low crossing his hand together as he often does when nervous or excited. 
“You are the wisest man I have ever met and I think will ever meet, Mr. Bentley. I love you. I love you.” 
Chiara says that with deep sincerity and genuineness.

     Sofia walks into the kitchen. 
“What are you two up to?” 
“Well, Sofia, Mr. Bentley here was teaching me philosophical ideas that will help one go through life.” 
“That is great; Mr. Bentley is a wise man.” 
“Sure he is the wisest ever, Sofia.” 
     Sofia says, 
“I wish to add. Do you know the great poet from your country, Maya Angelo?” 
“I think anyone who reads knows her. I cried when she died and I was very sad. I met her once at a function while I was at the university.” 
Chiara recalls. 
“Well, Chiara, darling, one of her best quotes is ’It's one of the greatest gifts you can give yourself, to forgive’. Forgive everybody’. Isn’t this quote great?” 
Sofia asks Chiara and Mr. Bentley. 
They both reply together, 
“Yes, it sure is.”
     Sofia reiterates that Chiara must learn to forgive and forget and focus on herself. Chiara is becoming suspicious and asks, “What is going on? Is there something unusual that will happen and I am unaware of?” 
“No darling, it is just we are feeling tense today. I think your father is making people nervous. They dislike snobbish people.” Sofia says and Chiara responds by agreeing and saying that her father can be an ass hole.

     Sofia, Chiara and Mr. Bentley leave the kitchen and go to the Soiréé Salon. Everyone is happy to see them. Sofia puts music on. The music is loud and people dance and get fresh with one another. Chiara’s parents find the scene obscene and not to their taste. They express their thoughts to Chiara, but she does not care. She knows they are hypocrites and pretend to be pious.

      Chiara dances in a provocative manner with various men and women. Her father, Mario Calione, is furious and wants to go to bed. He asks his wife, Ada, to go to bed, but she refuses. He stands there for a while and goes to his bedroom. No one notices his absence. On the way to his bedroom, he encounters Mr. Bentley. He chats with him for a while regarding being an expatriate and Mr. Bentley tells Mario, in a normal with no speech impediment, that he feels Italian. Mario thinks to himself, 
“Traitor unpatriotic bastard.” 
Mario gets shocked at Mr. Bentley’s comment and wonders if he can read minds. Mr. Bentley tells him, 
“Do not judge me, Sir. You know nothing of my past or history.” 
“You are a wise man, Mr. Bentley.” 
Mario replies. 
“Will you be going to bed, Sir?” 
Mr. Bentley asks Mario. 
“Yes, yes. I am tired tonight.” 
“Are you sure, Sir? Is there anyone bothering you in there, Sir? Is Chiara’s dancing bothering you, Mr. Calione? If so, don’t. She is a great girl and you ought to be proud of her, Sir.” 
Mr. Bentley ends the conversation; he says good night and goes back to the Soiréé Salon.


     Ada is not giving up on Rafi. She is attracted to him with extreme sexual obsessiveness, and sensuality and it is as though she were competing with her daughter. It is as though she could not believe her daughter deserves such an elegant, well-educated, sexy man. It is a classic case of mother-daughter natural and biological animalistic jealousy. Ada, despite her being caught by Sofia, still wants to fuck Rafi another round and she is trying as hard as she can. The guests notice the sexual tension between Ada and Rafi and make comments. Being the open, free and not as hypocrites as many of us are; they are speaking in loud voice of their observation, which makes Ada and Rafi very uncomfortable. Chiara finds it comical as she can never imagine Rafi fucking her mother or that her mother will think of such a thing. Chiara is still innocent and very wrong.

     Ada comes near Rafi and whispers, 
“I want you Italian boy.” 
Rafi gets uncomfortable. He turns around and tells her to stop being crazy. She is tipsy and is acting with bravery. Gabriela is now tired and thanks Sofia saying she wants to go sleep now. Sofia thanks Gabriela and takes her to her apartment.

     Rafi tries to keep away from Ada as far as possible and to get near Chiara as close as possible. Sofia is happy that Rafi and Chiara are friends, and hopes that Chiara will never know of that terrible incident of Ada and Rafi in the bathroom; she, Sofia, cannot take the image out of her mind.

     The party is over and most guests comment it was a weird evening; no one can explain why. 
“Maybe Sofia is not feeling well.” 
One guest says. 
“Or maybe her guests are getting on her nerves.” 
Says another. 
The overall sentiment of the evening is gloomy and with an unexplainable sense of discomfort.

People leave. They say good night to one another and to Sofia and leave. Ada goes to the bedroom; she finds her husband sitting on the bed reflecting and thinking. 
“Are you ok, Mario?” 
“Yes, honey, I am fine. I think we need to go back home.” 
Mario says with a sense of depression.


     “Mario,” 
“I have work to do in Florence and in France. I am showing a house in the suburbs of Florence. She is not telling the truth. I will also have to show two apartments, one in Paris and one in Rouen.” 
“I did not know that, Ada.” 
“I dislike to bother you with my work, honey. You can return alone, though.”

     Ada has a sinister plan she is determined to carry out. She gets ready for bed, so does Mario. Ada remains awake for a long time planning for her sinister plan.  Now that guests left including Mr. Bentley, only Sofia, Rafi and Chiara are in the kitchen relaxing, talking and still drinking. Rafi is very embarrassed of his aunt Sofia and he notices and feels her disappointment in him. Chiara tells Sofia that she is proud of her because she did not flirt with anyone, but is worried that Sofia is not well. She says, “Sofia, how come you were so well behaved tonight and took no one to your bedroom?” 
Sofia laughs and looks at Rafi with unsatisfied eyes, 
“It is because others were having fun; I had to just play the supervisor.” 
Rafi says to himself, 
“Shit. Shit, She is upset.”

     Sofia breaks the strange mood and asks, “What is the plan for tomorrow; are we going anywhere?” 
“I know that Dad said that he might take us to dinner tomorrow night.”

After a while, they become tired and Sofia goes to bed. Chiara and Rafi clean everything up and go to bed, too.
     The night is quiet. Unnaturally, no lovemaking is taking place in any of the rooms. Everyone goes to sleep except for Chiara. She is having another night of insomnia and does not feel at peace but cannot find a reason. She thinks of the lectures she received from Mr. Bentley and Sofia and wonders what the reasons were. After thinking, tossing and turning, Chiara falls a sleep.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
     On Saturday morning, Chiara is the first one to get out of bed. She goes to the kitchen and prepares the coffee, takes pastries out and places them on the kitchen table, places on the table five coffee cups, a jar of water and water glasses. Coffee is ready, so she pours herself a cup and sits waiting for the others to get up.

     Rafi walks into the Kitchen, goes to Chiara, hugs her from the back and kisses her on the sexy spot of the back. She, shivers, smiles and says good morning, 
“How was your night my love?” 
“I slept well. I felt nothing. And you, my princess?” 
“It took a while to sleep, but I, at last did. I got out of bed just now.” 

     The next person to enter the kitchen is Mr. Calione. He greets his daughter and kisses her on the cheek and salutes Rafi without touching. Mario looks terrible; he looks as though he had no sleep and his clothes are so untidy. 
“Are you all right, Dad?” 
“Yes, honey, I am. I had a rough night sleep.” 

     Sofia and Ada enter the kitchen the same time. They both have hangover from drinking the previous night. Sofia shouts, “Oh, coffee. Please Chiara, give me coffee.” Chiara pours coffee for her dad, mom and Sofia. She had already given Rafi and her mother their coffee.

“What a night that was!” Sofia says with a sense of sarcasm and anger. In the meantime, she looks at Ada once, and Rafi once. Both Ada and Rafi feel very uncomfortable.


     They are sitting at the table. Rafi is next to Chiara; Ada is on the right of Sofia on the other side of the table, and Mario is on the right end of the table. Ada is trying to touch Rafi with her feet, but she touches Mario, who is on her right, instead. She moves her feet with seduction all the way to the pubic area. She is thinking she is doing this to Rafi, but she is doing it to Mario. Mario looks at Sofia and he has a funny smile on his face as he is thinking it is Sofia who is playing with him. Ada declares that Mario will go back to the States, but she will stay a few more weeks as she has business in Italy and France. 
Mario says, 
“Well, honey, I might stay for a while longer.” 
He is thinking he can sleep with Sofia again now he thinks she is playing footsies and flirting with him. Ada does not know she is flirting with her husband and not with Rafi. She is surprised that Rafi has no reaction. Ada wants to be sure he is getting her flirtatious gestures. She says, 
“How is our Italian boy today?” 
Rafi is the only Italian boy there. Sofia speaks on his behalf and says with sarcasm, “He is fine, believe me. Are you flirting with my nephew, dear Ada?” 
Everyone laughs as though this were the impossible.

     A few minutes pass and Chiara’s phone rings. It is Marlene from Florence, 
“Hi Marlene, how are you darling. We have not talked in a while.” 
Chiara says and Rafi is surprised why Marlene is calling this morning. 
“We are just finishing breakfast; yes I am sure it will be nice to come. You can meet my parents before they leave. Ok, We will expect you. Rafi and I will go for a walk and we will see you tonight at Sofia.” 
“Ok. Ciao.” 
She hangs up and Rafi asks what is going on. Chiara tells him and everyone that Marlene will come and stay the night with them and go back to Florence tomorrow with Rafi.

     Rafi and Chiara leave the kitchen to get ready to go out. Ada is jealous, but she finds it inappropriate to ask if she can go with them. Ada asks Mario if he wants to go out for exploration. He agrees. They both get ready and now everyone is out except for Sofia. She is home relaxing, reading, reflecting and writing in her daily diary.

     Rafi and Chiara walk to Piazza di Spagna and they discuss the arts, current events, societies, and human nature. Rafi feels that Chiara has a negative view of the world. “You know, Chiara, I find it strange that a young educated girl sees the world through such dark glasses. The world always goes through much turmoil and always survives.” 
“Rafi, how can you, with honesty, say that after seeing what Reagan, the Bush family –father and son, and son-of-a-bitch Dick Cheney, and Rumsfeld did to our world? Look at what Thatcher did to England and the world. Well! At least in England they had the sense to impeach the bitch. I am angry, Rafi. At my age, I should not be. I am sure you were not as angry at my age.”

     “I want you to know that your country does not have a monopoly over corruption. It is more prevalent there, maybe, but the world is corrupt, Chiara.” 
Rafi continues, 
“Look at the so-called holy Vatican, for example. Their bank has a billion-dollar investment in the German porn media company, Wetbild. Not only that, but Worldcrunch.com points out that the Catholic Church's ownership (50% equity) is invested in another publishing company called Droemer Knaur, which has its own line-up of erotic materials such as Call Me Slut! The other company called Take Me Here, Take Me Now!  The rest of their assets are invested in making weapons.” 
Rafi continues, 
“And by the way, when Pope Francis was asked of his opinion investing Vatican money in pornography, his response was that it was not pornography; it is erotic. How insane is that?” 
     They continue walking to Borghese Gardens and have fun just talking and exchanging ideas. 
“I love you Rafi Curti.” 
Chiara announces and holds Rafi as tight as she can. 
“I love you Chiara Calione.” 
Rafi says. He continues, 
“But time always flies when I am with you. Shall we return? I think Marlene is to arrive.” 
Chiara agrees and they turn back.

     They arrive at Sofia’s and everyone is already there including Marlene. 
“Oh! We must have been out for a long time,” 
Chiara says after greeting everyone and hugging Marlene. 
“Yes, you two love bird! Your dad has been waiting for you. He is inviting us to dinner. He does not know what he is getting himself into as he asked me to choose the place.” Sofia articulates sarcastically. They laugh. Mr. Mario Calione is not amused. He is worried how much money he will spend on a dinner.

     Sofia, being the kind person she is, takes them to a well-known five-star restaurant whose prices are not that exaggerated. They walk into it. Marlene, Rafi and Chiara walk together in the back of Mario, Ada and Sofia. They reach the restaurant and since Sofia made reservation, they are greeted and taken to their table without waiting.


     The restaurant has a romantic and quiet atmosphere; there is classical music playing. There are crystal chandeliers hanging from every section. Tables are well decorated with layers of several tablecloths that represent the Italian flag, white, red and green. The white tablecloth is on top, the green in between and the red is on the bottom. Each table has a bouquet of fresh flowers and a small candle. They are sitting in a superb section, a corner of the restaurant.

     They have a wonderful time, eating, drinking, and talking. Ada is still focusing on Rafi. When he gets up to go to the bathroom, she follows him and catches up with him before entering the bathroom. 
“You shall not escape from me pretty boy.” She sounds as though she is threatening him and she goes into the women toilette.

Meanwhile, Marlene is having a pleasant discussion with Chiara and her father regarding what they see in Rome. Mario is still hoping to get under Sofia’s pants. He plays footsies with Sofia, but in fact he is playing with Marlene, not Sofia. Marlene tells Chiara, 
“Your dad is weird. He is flirting with me.” Chiara smiles and says, 
“It is old age darling. My father is losing it”

     The evening goes as pleasant as it can possibly be. They dance with one another except for Sofia who does not want to be dancing and is very pensive and drinking much. Mario felt anxious, sad and depressed for the amount of money he paid for the dinner. It is way after midnight. They go back home and have a nightcap there. Chiara, Marlene, Ada and Rafi go freshen up in the two bathrooms available at Sofia’s apartment. Now only Mr. Mario Calione and Sofia Curti are in the kitchen. Mario finds it an opportunity to ask Sofia, 
“Why were you playing footsies with me and you have this attitude now, Sofia,” 
“Footsies with you? Are you an idiot? I never did that.” 
“I am confused now; who was playing with my feet? Oh my God. Was it Ada?” 
Mario says in a stressed voice. 
“I do not know, lover boy, but I did not touch you and I told you I do not sleep with a man more than once.” 
Sofia straightens Mario up and tells him the hurtful truth. Mario is now worried, confused and wondering whether to ask Ada. After a short time, Ada walks in. 
“Hello honey.” 
He whispers in her ear, 
“Plying footsies with me was exciting and arousing” 
Ada thinks, 
“Shit! What the fuck? Was I touching Mario beneath the table and not Rafi?” 
Ada turns pale and does not say a word. She is absent minded now. Meanwhile, Mario is wondering with whom he was playing footsies, then. Mario perspires and tells himself, 
“Shit! I hope I was not touching that young girl from Florence, Marlene.” 
It was, but no one will know. Only Marlene and Chiara know.

     When the rest come to the kitchen, Mario announces that he will return to the United States on Monday. Everyone except Sofia and Ada asks why and tries to make him change his mind. However, his mind is made. He has had enough of this confusing world and he needs to be in the world he knows.


     Rafi tells Chiara, 
“Honey, I have a seminar on Saturday that will end at 2:00. I do not think I will come next weekend. I hope you will come on Sunday and spend the week with me.” 
Chiara replies, 
“That will be ok, I think. Dad will have left; mom has business in France, I think. Yes, I will. I will register for this four-week seminar at the Academia di Belle Arti di Roma. It is on Renaissance period in which I am very interested.” 
Rafi encourages the idea and everyone supports Chiara.

     “Ok, let us go to sleep now; I am tired.” Sofia says. Everyone agrees and discusses who will sleep where. They decide that Marlene will sleep next to Sofia and Rafi and Chiara in their room and Mario and Ada in their room.

     Mario and Ada undress and sleep right away. Chiara and Rafi undress and fool around, then sleep. Sofia and Marlene talk sex, hot spots in women, differences between men and women and what the best ways Marlene should please herself. They are both naked in bed, so they touch each other, not in a vulgar way, but with gentility and in a more of a mentor-mentee encounter. Marlene has several gratifying orgasms by just doing what Sofia asks her to do. Marlene enjoys her best lesson in sexuality. They both go to sleep.
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
     Sunday sun rises and wakes up most of the group. Sofia is the first one to get up and go to the kitchen to prepare the usual breakfast ritual. Once she gets the coffee ready, she devours a cup and pours herself another; she needs the coffee boost. The smell of coffee and sweets force the others to get up. They enter the kitchen one after another greeting one another. Chiara says, “Time flies. I am sad you and Marlene are leaving before long, Rafi.” 
“Honey, you will come next week and we will have a great time together. And we will visit our parents in Calabria.” 
“Chiara, you know you can visit me any time.” Marlene says, “ I shall miss you too and miss Sofia. I am so happy to have met your parents. Your mom is as beautiful and gracious as you.” 
“Thank you, Marlene; you are sweet.” 
     Mario and Ada remain silent after the greetings and they are drinking their coffee without talking. 
“So, Dad, is it for sure you will leave tomorrow?” 
“Yes, honey. I booked the flight. I shall leave here at ten.” 
Sofia says, “I shall drive you to the airport, Mario.” 
“That is great. Thank you, Sofia.” 

“Mom you have work to do here, right?” Chiara asks her mom. 
“Yes, darling. I shall be busy for two weeks here and in France.” 
Ada says that while looking at Rafi in a seductive way that Rafi and who noticed felt a sense of discomfort.  It is Chiara and Mario who are the only ones unaware of what is going on between Ada and Rafi.
     After a while, Rafi and Marlene say they will take showers and get ready to catch the noon train. They both get up and leave. Ada asks and with deep sense of jealousy that makes Mario red with anger, 
“They will take a shower together? 
How lewd.” 
“No Mom,” 
 “Sofia has two bathrooms, remember?”

     Time has come. Rafi and Marlene are leaving to the train station. Chiara goes out to walk with them. Rafi kisses his aunt, 
“Do not forget to say hello to your parents, Rafi.” 
“No zia. I mean no, Sofia. I will not forget.” Rafi and Sofia kiss each other and Rafi refuses to touch anyone else and says bye and leaves. So does Marlene. Chiara takes them to the station and after, she goes for a long, long walk exploring, thinking, reflecting and meditating. She enters a small museum nearby Villa Borghese. The museum houses a great collection of Modern Art. Chiara is not very interested in Modern Art, but she is open to several forms of art as she is eager to learn more and more.

     The divine comedy has it that Chiara meets the Curator of the museum. How often does one meet a curator of a museum? He spots her and finds her attractive. He approaches her and says, 
“May I help you? I am Pierre Alexandre, the Curator of the museum.” 
She is astounded; one does not meet a museum curator. 
“No thank you so much Pierre Alexandre; I am Chiara Calione.” 
She extends her right arm to shake hands with Pierre. 
“Your English accent and your name sound French.” 
Chiara wonders. 
“I am French; I am here on assignment and will return to Paris in a month. And you are American, right?” 
“Yes, Yes” 
Chiara says with a smile. 
“I cannot fool anyone and pretend to be Italian or French.” 
“Why is that? Why do you want to be Italian or French?” 
Pierre Alexandre asks. 
Chiara says nothing, but smiles.

     Pierre Alexandre collects his courage and manhood and utters, 
“Listen, I have free time for lunch now. Do you want to join me for coffee? You sound very interesting and I shall be honored to know you.” 
He is shaking, but soon relaxes when Chiara replies, 
“Yes, that will be divine.”

    Thirty-three-year old Pierre Alexandre is a very handsome young French man. He stands at 5.11” tall and weighs 178 pounds. He has oval-shaped face sharpened with a not too petite Gaulois nose and beautiful not too thin and not too thick lips. His eyes are dark brown embellished with his long and thick eyelashes, above which lay his two eyebrows shaped to show exquisiteness and charm and are neither too thin, nor too thick. Pierre Alexandre is blessed with beautiful blackish soft hair that falls upon his wide forehead, which depicts intelligence and wisdom.

     On this day, when he meets Chiara, he is dressed in a blue Gucci suit and a pair of black Gucci shoes. His shirt is blue linen and without a tie. He appears, without a doubt, handsome and sensual. And he, with profoundness, seizes Chiara’s senses. All senses.
     They walk to a small restaurant near the museum. He is well known there as everyone greets him by his name. They get a table and he pulls out the chair for his lady of the day, Chiara, and ensures she is sitting in comfort. Then, he goes to the other side of the table and takes a seat in front of her. “Shall we have red wine?” 
Pierre alexander asks. 
“Sure. Wine is great and I love red wine.” 
“Do you like French Bordeaux?” 
“Sure. I drank much Bordeaux the year I spent in Paris.” 
“Ah! You lived in my city, Paris?” 
“Yes, I spent a year as an exchange student at the Sorbonne.” 
“You are a very interesting young lady. I love to know you. So, what brings you to this great city, Rome?” 
Pierre Alexandre asks with sincere interest in knowing.

Chiara replies with great passion, 
“Pierre Alexandre, I shall tell you. You know that decision making is a process that takes reflections and thinking, right?” 
Pierre answers, 
“Yes, that is true.” 
“Until that fraction of second when you decide and it becomes final. That happened six or seven weeks ago when I was at my doctor’s office. I waited for the doctor for a long time that my patience was running out. To add insult to injury, I was sitting on a U-shaped couch. On my right, there was a man reading a magazine titled “GUNS TODAY” and the subtitle read ‘your best defense handgun of the week’. That made me sick as I am anti guns and think the Second Amendment to the Constitution of the United States is misinterpreted to please the few rich elites. And on my left, there was a gentleman reading a book titled ADMIRALS. Please imagine the picture, Pierre; just imagine how insane one like me would get. It was at that moment when I got up, left the facility and decided I do not belong to that insane society. And here I am.”
     Pierre Alexander is in wonderment. 
“That is a good reason, Chiara. I admire you. I do not understand this gun business overall, myself. It is a strange philosophy for me.”

Chiara says, 
“I know we should talk of the arts. Pierre Alexandre, Art is my field of study and work and I am happy to know you. I am sure I will learn from you”

Lunch is over. Chiara asks Pierre Alexandre, “So, are you married? Or, I mean, taken-as, you know, not free?” 
“No I am not and I am free. I have many girlfriends in Paris; I have sex with some of them, but there is no attachment, if that is what you mean. And you?” 
     Chiara thinks for a short while. This European freedom regarding sex is amazing and is driving me insane. She admires Pierre’s honesty saying he sleeps with several girls, she replies, 
“Well, it is complicated. You will be late for work. I will tell you next time. Will there be a next time, or this is it?” 
Pierre Alexandre says, 
“Tell you what. Meet me here the same time on Wednesday, OK?” 
Chiara agrees with pleasure. They leave the restaurant, walk to the museum and say goodbye kissing each other on the cheek just as the French and Italians typically do.

     Chiara is now preoccupied, yet, with another possible new adventure. She still has feelings for Rafi, but after the Marlene story, she is confused. She is happy, however, and is walking back home to Sofia’s house, but it is as though she were flying, or, maybe, her mind convinced her she were flying.
     Chiara enters Sofia’s house singing and hears Sofia from the kitchen shouting, 
“My beautiful girl is jubilant this afternoon; something must have happened.” 
“Oh! Yes, yes, yes, my love Sofia. I met the most gorgeous man ever –Pierre Alexandre, Ah! Even his name is sexy. We had lunch and he said he wanted to see me again. And guess what, guess, guess. He is a Curator of a museum nearby. Now tell me why I should not be happy my love, Sofia?” 
Sofia says, 
“Dio mio, it is so good to be young. This is wonderful news, Chiara. Come darling and give me the details. I want to be young again for a few minutes.”

     Sofia and Chiara chat for an hour. Sofia without a cause remembers that she has not prepared dinner for them, meaning Ada, Mario, Chiara and her. Ada enters the kitchen and takes a seat. The first thing she says after the greetings, 
“I will show a villa just outside Rome this coming Thursday of next week and I think I will spend the night in a hotel. The meeting is late and I do not think I want to take a train that late.” Ada declares. 
“Ok Mom. Good luck with that. I hope you sell and make money.”

     Chiara refrains from telling her mother of Pierre Alexandre, but her mother notices she is happy this evening. Ada makes no comments except saying, 
“What will we be having for dinner tonight?” 
“Sorry Ada, I am not sure, yet, what we should eat. I think we will have lamb chops and fettuccine alfredo.” 
Both Ada and Chiara love the idea. Chiara helps Sofia prepare and she opens a bottle of wine and prepare the kitchen table.

     They eat dinner, chat and spend the evening in calmness. Later, each retires for the night. Chiara goes to her room to write and read. Sofia goes to play piano, and Ada and Mario go to sleep after they arrange Mario’s luggage for his return to the United States the next day.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
     Everyone is in the kitchen having breakfast and soon after, Mario gets ready for his trip back home. Sofia gets ready to drive him to the airport.  Mario says goodbye to Ada and his daughter, Chiara, and leaves for the airport with Sofia. After an hour, Sofia returns home.

     Chiara goes to the kitchen to see Sofia “Did you take Dad to the airport?” 
“Yes I did, honey.” 
“Let me tell you as honest as I can be, your dad is a piece of work. Until the last moment of parting, he was still begging for oral sex. He even unzipped his pants and took his penis out.” 
“He did what?” 
Chiara screams with astonishment. She continues, 
“Do you mean like in that sitcom episode of Jerry Seinfeld when Ellen’s boyfriend drops her off at home and in the car, he takes it out?”
Sofia says, 
“Yes. Wasn’t that a brilliant show?  It is the only show I still watch.” 
She continues affirming,
“Yes, he took it out and I scolded him. So, he put it back and it was painful for him, I could tell, because it was hard. Actually, I felt sorry for all men at the time.” 
Sofia continues, 
“Men, men, men! They are little horny puppies, I tell you darling.” 
They both laugh at this story of Mario taking it out. Chiara cannot with ease imagine her father doing that. 
“Well!” 
She says, 
“He did it to his daughter.”

     As Sofia and Chiara are chatting, Ada comes to the kitchen from her bedroom where she was lying on bed reading. 
She asks, 
“Took what out? To whom are you referencing and what is it he took out?” Sofia and Chiara look at each other; they break into uncontrollable laughter that Ada laughs, too, but she does not understand why. 
“Don’t worry, Mom. It is one of Sofia’s naughty stories.”
     “Shall we have a drink; I know it is Monday and it is not night, yet, but so what? Who is to decide what time one can drink but not before? 
Sofia suggests and persuades. Chiara and Ada agree and both say at the same time “Hell with it; let us drink to our freedom.”


     The word freedom is not resonating well with Chiara. She knows that her mother has always been promiscuous and licentious, but not free. Her mother is a Christian republican and conservative. 
“Ah! Well! It is phony anyway. These people vote for the world’s most idiotic person, the dishonorable Donald Trump.” 
Chiara tells herself. She trusts neither of her parents.
     The three girls drink and have fun talking and discussing several subjects, men-women relationship. They agree that men are much simpler than women, and they are much easier to please, but, men do not understand women much, and they have no clue how to please them. They agree that it has to be the woman who tells her man what he should and should not do to please her. Here, there is no reason for women to be timid, shy, or afraid, otherwise, the woman is the one who will lose.

     They end the discussion by deciding on dinner. First, they have to decide whether to eat home or to go out; if they stay home, what they will cook. Ada suggests that they should go out, have fun and give Sofia a rest from cooking. They agree.

     A few minutes later, Mr. Bentley comes over. Ada opens for him the door and they both walk into the kitchen. 
“Oh! Mr. Bentley. I miss you; how are you my friend?” 
Chiara greets him and he replies with no stutter, 
“I am fine. You are happy; I can see it. Your mom is very nervous and unhappy. How are you Ms. Curti?” 
Sofia replies, 
“I am well, Mr. Bentley. It is good you came over.” 
“I was babysitting most of the morning for your neighbors upstairs. I passed by to say hello.” 
“I am glad you did; I am sure we are all glad you did, Bentley.” 
Sofia says and offers him a drink. He takes his drink with grace and thanks Sofia.


     “You are very jubilant today, Mr. Bentley. I am glad you are.” 
“Yes, I am dear Chiara because I see you jubilant today. I know something good must have happened; trust it pretty girl.” 
Bentley replies with a big smile on his face.

     Chiara is convinced that Mr. Bentley senses she has met Pierre Alexandre. She is convinced that he is so wise he can sense what others are feeling or thinking just by looking into their eyes.  As she is thinking that, Mr. Bentley says, 
“Your eyes are sparkling today, young girl; they are very expressive and tell stories. I am sure something good happened. I hope it is true.” 
“I shall tell you in time, OK?” 
“Ok, girl.” 
Mr. Bentley replies with joy; he puts his head downward as usual and fidgets with his hands. As he always does that when he is excited or nervous; now he is very excited for Chiara.


     “Do you want to eat, Mr. Bentley? We will go out to dinner, so we cooked nothing.” 
Sofia asks. 
“No, thank you kind Sofia. I am not hungry now.” 
He refuses.

      It is time to go out to dinner. The girls excuse themselves to get ready. Mr. Bentley says goodbye and leaves. The girls greet him and Chiara takes him to the apartment front door. She kisses him once on the cheek and he leaves.
     It is eight in the evening. Chiara, Ada and Sofia are well dressed with elegance, leave the apartment and walk to a known restaurant in the vicinity. They get a table right away and order wine and water. This restaurant specializes in seafood. They order Oysters, Calamari, and other seafood small plates of h’orderves.

     Music is playing. It is romantic semi-old sentimental songs. The three girls swing right and left to the music. Sofia sings along; she is the one most familiar with the songs.

Chiara goes into a different zone and leaves her present state. Now she is with Rafi after missing him and wondering how he is and if he is fucking Marlene at this moment. Chiara learned not to worry much, learned a hard truth: she could never control other people’s actions; but can be in control only of her own actions and her own feelings. Yet, jealousy invades her thoughts now and then, but she suppresses the feeling. Chiara moves to another zone. She is with Pierre Alexandre, and is fond of him and has lust for him, too, thinking of making love to him and he to her. Even in her imagination, love making with Pierre Alexandre is unsurpassed. Sofia interrupts her thoughts by calling on her,

“Chiara, Chiara, Chiara, where are you? I said Chiara many times. Are you OK honey?” 
“Yes, yes, Sofia, I am. I am sorry I was in deep thoughts.” 
“We are ordering dinner; what do you want?” 
Sofia asks, but Chiara asks her to order something for her. 
     Chiara makes herself happy by thinking of next Wednesday. She will meet Pierre Alexandre again and get to know him better. She feels guilty though. It is as though she were cheating on Rafi. Chiara feels she has to be a European and be honest and open, in both feelings and actions. She decides that as soon as she gets home, she will call Rafi and tell him she met Pierre Alexandre and will go to lunch with him on Wednesday, and does just that.

     Meanwhile, Ada is in a different zone. Hers is of sinister nature. She is very excited of what Thursday will bring, but she is not sharing, not even with herself, why she is excited. In fact, she is trying to hide her excitement fearing that Sofia, or that man named Mr. Bentley will feel or suspect something. She acts as normal as she can.

     Ada is jealous that young men keep coming asking Chiara for a dance. Chiara agrees to some and rejects others. Sofia is the one who ask young men to dance with her and they oblige. Ada is the only one who is not dancing tonight and jealousy is eating her heart and making her face red with anger and envy.
     Time is a mere perception and does not mean much; it is already time to go home. The girls feel as though they had just gotten there. They are drunk, so they trudge with care until they reach home. On the way, they encounter many wayward and aggressive boys who try to play with them, but Sofia knows how to handle those hot Italians. They reach home without incidents.  Ada is so drunk she says good night and goes to the bedroom and throws her body on the bed without taking her clothes or even her shoes off. Before long, she is deep asleep.

     Sofia and Chiara go the kitchen for the every night chat and drink. Sofia asks Chiara if she is happy that she will see Pierre Alexandre on Wednesday. Chiara admits that she is excited. Then, Sofia goes into a sensitive subject. 
“Chiara, may I ask you a personal question? It has been bothering me for a while, so I better ask you to put my mind at ease.” Chiara replies, 
“Sofia, you are my best friend now. You may ask me what you want to know, and I promise I shall be honest and open. I shall hide nothing from you because I trust you.” 
“Do you feel that Ada is jealous of you?” “My Mother! I am not sure; however, sometimes I feel it, though.” 
“Let me tell you a secret, Chiara. When I was a child, may be eight or nine, my mother used to scold me for sitting on my dad’s lap. When I grew older, I asked her why she did that. She confided in me she was jealous of my dad’s attention and love for me.”
     Chiara says, 
“I told you what happened with my dad in the shower, right?” 
“Yes you did.” 
Sofia replies and continues, 
“Have you read the short story by Joyce Carol Oates titled Where Are You Going, Where Have You Been.” 
“Yes, I have read it. Are you saying I am Connie and my mother is Connie’s mother who always scolded her for standing in front of the mirror.” 
Sofia replies, 
“But much more serious. Your mother does not appreciate the attention your father gives you. The same thing happened when I was young. Every time my dad shows he cared for me, my mother beat me up.”

     Chiara feels uncomfortable thinking of that. She remembers that her mother always told her not to walk semi naked, or to put something on while her father is at home. Then she changes the atmosphere, 
“Oh! I wish Mr. Bentley were here to give us wise perspective.” 
Sofia agrees.


     Although they have reached no conclusion, the philosophical discussion was stimulating. Now Sofia and Chiara want to go to bed. 
“Do you want to sleep next to me, honey, to hug you? I mean no naughty business here, OK?” 
Sofia with sincerity offers Chiara to sleep next to her for comfort. Chiara rejects the offer; she thanks Sofia and goes to bed for another night of tossing and turning and mind racing.

     Chiara gets undressed; she swings because she is semi-drunk, but can hold herself. Once in the nude, throws her body on the bed. Thinking starts. Chiara thinks of her parents and their relationship, of Pierre Alexandre and meeting him on Wednesday; she thinks of the discussion she had with Sofia. She thinks of Rafi and whether meeting and feeling the way she does for Pierre Alexandre is cheating.
     Chiara gets up and goes out naked, and goes to Sofia’s room and knocks on the door.  
“Come in, please,” 
Sofia says. Chiara opens the door and Sofia is in shock seeing Chiara standing there in her striking and astounding naked body. 
“Darling, what came over you? You and I can never do that; we are best friends and I am a mother to you, honey.” 
Sofia pleads. 
“Not that, Sofia. Don’t be crazy. I want to ask you something.” 
“Oh good heavens; you scared me for a minute here.” 
Sofia says. 
“What is it, Chiara, honey? Come here, honey. Sit here next to me.” 
Sofia sits up. 
“Is feeling the way I do for Pierre Alexandre and going out with him cheating?  Am I being disloyal to and dishonest with Rafi?” 

“Well lovely Chiara, I think you have to tell Rafi; he deserves to know.  Do not be scared or worried; your heart and mind will guide you.” 
“Thank you Sofia, you put my mind at ease now. I was thinking of telling him, anyway.”

     Sofia tries hard to calm Chiara and persuades her that nothing is wrong with her thoughts. 
“Go to sleep amore mio, crazy girl.” 
Sofia says and continues “
“Buona Notte Principessa.” 
Chiara says “buona Notte,” and leaves for her room.

     Her thoughts are still racing. Will she sleep with Pierre Alexandre, with Rafi when she goes next week, with both? Or will she sleep with Rafi and Marlene? This last thought is out of the realm of possibilities because Chiara is not interested in women and she is not in the stage of exploring sexuality– she is older and over that. After many pleasant and unpleasant thoughts, and after tossing and turning, Chiara falls asleep just before dawn.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
     Tuesday morning is a significant day for Chiara and Ada. Chiara will see Pierre Alexandre again on Wednesday; Ada will leave on her presumed work trip on Thursday.

     Since the three girls went to bed late the night before, no one is up, yet, though it is noon. The first one to get up is Ada. She is in a state of shock to see herself dressed even with her shoes on. She cannot remember much of what happened the night before. Ada is not used to drinking so much. She gets up, takes a shower and changes her clothes to more comfortable clothing. She finishes her shower and gets dressed. Sofia and Chiara are still asleep. Ada goes to the kitchen and tries to make coffee, but she is not used to Sofia’s coffee machine. She prepares the kitchen table. She puts the coffee cups, water glasses and a fresh jar of water from the refrigerator.  She waits for anyone to wake up to help her make coffee.

     Not long after, Sofia gets up and goes to the kitchen, 
“Good morning honey,” 
Sofia greets Ada. 
“Bonjour mon amour.” 
Ada returns the good morning salute. 
“I am sorry, Sofia, I do not know how to use the coffee machine.” 
“That is ok honey. Coffee will be ready in two minutes.” 
Sure enough, in two minutes, the coffee is ready and Sofia pours coffee into Ada’s cup and into hers. She is enjoying her coffee as she always does in the morning.

     The smell of coffee wakes Chiara up. She goes to the toilette and freshens up and goes to the kitchen. 
“Buongiorno a tutto il mondo.” 
Chiara says good morning to the whole world with a smile on her face.  Sofia and Ada think that Chiara must have had a wonderful dream or something. 
“You look pleased and pleasant this morning, Darling.” 
“Yes, Mom, I had a wonderful conversation with Sofia, and I slept well.”

     Sofia pours a cup of coffee for Chiara and discusses what each of them will do today. Ada thinks she will just go shopping and she will be happy if Sofia will go with her. Chiara does not know what she will do, but she says that most likely she will be out most of the day.

     After breakfast, Sofia and Ada get ready to go out shopping and have drinks outside. Chiara is planning to read and write for a while and go out later to see famous sites. Sofia and Ada go from one shop to another until they get tired. Now it is time to rest and have something to eat. They enter the first restaurant they find on their way and get a table. They relax and converse with each other. 
“What are your plans for the future, Sofia? Do you have investments and that?”
 “I am doing fine, Ada: I need no more money or investments. I have a wonderful comfortable life.” 
“Yes, Sofia, but you can make your money grow and make more money.” 
“Why should I do that, Ada? I am well now. This is the trouble with you. You always want something better, bigger, and you are never satisfied. Yet, you claim to be puritans and religious and pious. I am sorry to tell you, Ada, what will you do if Jesus visits you today and asks you to get rid of your possessions and follow him. Only then, you will, most certainly, abandon faith and religion because your faith and religion is money and possessions.” 
“This is the attitude that has taken Europe the wrong direction, Sofia. One can always be well and be richer.” 
“In Europe, Ada, we work to live and we do not kill ourselves working, as you do.”

     Both find that their disagreement is unresolvable, so they stop arguing and agree to disagree. But, the conversation left Ada thinking; if we are working to live, how come we are killing ourselves working. Ada will ponder this idea for a long time.

      Sofia and Ada are tired, so they return home and perhaps prepare for dinner at home. They walk back and they arrive home after forty-five minutes. It is six in the evening, so Sofia prepares dinner. Ada goes to the toilette to freshen up and soon after, she joins Sofia in the kitchen to decide what dinner will be.


     Chiara is still out exploring historical monuments and various art works. She takes notes, and draws drawings. To Chiara, Rome is an eternal city. She wonders whether she can live in Rome even though she loves Paris. She is not sure, yet, and she is not in any hurry to decide.

     Chiara returns home thirty-five-minutes after seven. She enters the apartment and goes to the kitchen to greet her mother and Sofia. 
“Something smells good in the kitchen, Sofia.” 
“We prepared roasted beef and vegetables in the oven. We shall have ravioli with white wine sauce. I am sure you will love it.” 
“Thank you Sofia and mom. I shall go change and will be back for a drink. I need a drink. It was an enriching and educational day for me. I hope you enjoyed shopping together.”

     Chiara goes to her room to change and soon after she goes back to the kitchen. She picks up her mobile phone and calls Rafi. “Hello handsome boy; I have been missing you. How are you?” 
“Hi Chiara darling. I have been missing you, too. I cannot wait to see you next Sunday. You will spend the week with me, right?” 
“Yes, I will be there on Sunday and will spend the week with you in Florence. I will tell you of my new French artist friend Pierre alexander. If we have time, we will visit your parents in Calabria as you said.” They hang up after saying Ciao.

     Ada is listening to the conversation and is burning with envy and jealousy. She tells Chiara she better stays in Rome and study without wasting time. Chiara tells her mother not to worry. She will study.

Sofia, as smart and perceptive as she is, is flabbergasted at Ada’s evident jealousy and bitterness. She makes no comments, but she looks at Ada in a way that makes Ada feel uncomfortable. Ada feels that Sofia, since she saw her with Rafi in the bathroom, is not very pleased with her and worries she will tell Chiara.

     “Ada, Chiara, dinner is ready to be served. Shall I serve you now?” 
Ada and Chiara agree and confess that they are ravenous. They sit at the kitchen table drinking and eating. Chiara is very excited about tomorrow and she is radiating with happiness. Ada thinks that Chiara is happy because she is going to Florence and gets more spiteful. She does not know that Chiara is joyous because she will see Pierre Alexandre.

     Ada tries to oppress her jealousy and feel happy herself for what she is planning to do. She goes into deep thoughts and imagines what might happen. She tries to justify what she is planning to do by saying she is not looking forward to going to work showing houses and apartments. She says she will meet her clients in different hotel restaurants.

     Sofia and Chiara wish her well and hope she will be successful in selling those properties. Sofia, being the naughty and sensitive she is, feels that Ada is not being honest and she has other things in mind. She cannot point out or phantom what Ada is planning to do. However, she still feels that Ada is up to something sinister.
     The three girls finish dinner and clean up. They sit around the table drinking wine and talking of various things. They are wondering if Mario has arrived already and Ada says she will call him later. She expresses she is not worried; Mario travels a lot and knows his way.

     It is after midnight and everyone is tired. They contemplate going to bed early tonight. Ada is the first one to say good night and goes to sleep. Chiara and Sofia talk awhile longer; Chiara shares with Sofia her excitement meeting Pierre Alexandre tomorrow and Sofia wishes her well and advises her to be extra careful.

Thirty-minutes later, Sofia decides it is time to sleep. She and Chiara tidy up the kitchen and they go to their rooms.

     As usual, Chiara is having a hard time sleeping. She writes for a while. Then, she switches off the light and tries to sleep. Her mind is not allowing her to rest. She realizes that she did not tell Rafi she is meeting Pierre Alexandre tomorrow. Not that she forgot, may be she feels reluctant. She considers calling Rafi again, but decides against it because it is too late and he may be asleep already. She leaves it at that, moves with restlessness for a while and she falls asleep long after midnight.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
     It is Wednesday and the sun is rising behind the horizon smiling at Chiara more than usual. Today will prove to be the most significant Wednesday and most important day in Chiara’s life and future. It shall become as memorable to Chiara as Ash Wednesday is to Catholics.
     Chiara left the curtains open so that the morning light wakes her up as early as possible. Sure enough, the sun penetrated Chiara’s room and it called upon her to wake up. She wakes up smiling and stretching. She speaks to herself, 
“Good morning Chiara. Good morning Pierre Alexandre. Good morning world.” She gets up and goes to the shower. She spends more time in the shower than she often does; one can guess why. After the shower, she gets dressed and makes herself more sensual and stunning than she normally is. She is gorgeous in her short spaghetti-strap, royal blue dress and tan colored pair of shoes. She puts her hair up, which makes her more sensual, desirable and edible.

     Ada and Sofia are already awake and are in the kitchen conversing and drinking coffee. As Chiara walks into the kitchen, Chiara’s sensuality draws attention from Ada and Sofia. 

“My lord, Chiara. Where are you going? You look stunning.” 
“I am going out, Mom, and will be back this evening.” 
Chiara sits, drinks a cup of coffee, then another, but she eats nothing. She is excited and nervous. Sofia knows why, but Ada does not. Ada is deep into her negative thoughts of envy, 
“I was that once, long, long time ago. Fuck aging; fuck aging.” 
Ada tells herself
     It is noon, so Chiara says Ciao and leaves. She is on her way to meet Pierre Alexandre at the same place they had lunch. Italian boys whistle at Chiara, make comments, slow their cars to say hello Americana, and brave young men come near her and make her uncomfortable, but she smiles and walks straight in complete confidence.

     Chiara reaches the destination. She enters the restaurant and sighs a sigh of relief. Pierre Alexandre is sitting at a table in the middle of the restaurant waiting for her. He sees her. She walks up to him, and kisses him once on each cheek. Pierre Alexandre pulls a chair for her to sit and makes sure she is comfortable, and he goes to his seat.

     “How are you my Chiara? You look gorgeous.” 
“Thank you. I feel better we are here now. I missed you and I have been thinking of this lunch.” 
“That is great. I thought of you all the time since we parted and felt stupid we did not exchange numbers.”

     They continue talking and they order and eat their lunch. It is time for Pierre Alexandre to return to the museum. He asks Chiara if she wants to wait for him. He’ll finish in two hours. 
“You can walk around, shop, or visit another museum and I will be with you shortly.” 
She agrees. 
He leaves for the museum and Chiara trudges the picturesque streets of Rome with her heart throbbing waiting for Pierre alexander to finish work.

     Chiara is counting the seconds now it is time for Pierre Alexandre to finish work. She walks back to the museum and waits outside. It is not even two seconds that passed before she sees him descending the stairs.  They greet each other with a kiss on the cheek. 
“I think we walk for a while until it is dinner time; we go have a good dinner and go somewhere else for a drink or two and we talk and get to know each other better.” “That is a good idea, Pierre. I like that.”

     Pierre Alexandre takes Chiara to Ristorante Mirabelle on Via di Porta Pinciana. It is an elegant candlelit restaurant in a plush hotel, for high-end Italian cuisine and romantic city views. One can see the magnificent views of Rome’s skyline. 
     It is after seven in the evening. They walk thirty-five minutes and they arrive at the restaurant close to eight o’clock. They are seated at one end of the restaurant by the rail where they have an excellent view of Rome. The place is majestic; it is a castle with famous paintings.

     Chiara and Pierre Alexandre talk of themselves. Pierre tells Chiara that he is pure Parisian and he is finished with his assignment in Rome. He tells her he will go to Rouen, France, to work on supervising and restoring painting in the church of Jeanne D’Arc. He tells Chiara that they burnt Jeanne D’Arc there. Chiara knew that, but does not comment.

     They order their h’orderves and a bottle of red Bordeaux wine, enjoying eating, drinking and sharing thoughts and ideas, discuss Italian Renaissance birth in Florence during the year1300. They discuss Neoclassicism, Baroque, Romanticism, Impressionism, Expressionism, Realism and Modern Art.

     Chiara realizes that Pierre Alexandre is knowledgeable in a different way from Rafi. Rafi is more into the academic part of art since he is a professor. Pierre Alexandre is more of a hands-on experienced artist. His knowledge and skills impress Chiara and makes her more attracted to him.

     Chiara travels to the sexual domain of human reality. Just talking with him makes her wet and her whole sexual biology gets disturbed. She does not know that Pierre Alexander is in the same predicament. She realizes he is when she asks to go to the toilette to freshen up. Being French and a delicate man, as she gets up of her chair, he does, too. Chiara looks at his penis and finds his penis bulging. She gets red, but pleased, and leaves for the toilette. Pierre Alexandre noticed that she looked at his penis. He is embarrassed, too.


     She comes back after and Pierre gets up again and she looks at his penis again, feels disappointed because she does not see it bulging anymore. She sits and picks up her wine glass and says, 
“To you my new friend.” 
“To you my new American angel.”

     They finish dinner and go out of the restaurant. Pierre Alexandre utters without a second thought, 
“How about you visit me in my apartment? We will have two drinks there, and I will take you home whenever you wish.” 
“I thought you would never ask that, Pierre. Yes, I like that very much.”

     They walk toward Pierre Alexandre’s apartment and Pierre explains the history and era of each monument they pass by. Just in this evening alone, Chiara feels, she learned about art more than what she learned in the three or four weeks she has been in Rome. She tells Pierre that and thanks him. He shows modesty and thanks her for her confidence in him.

     They reach his apartment building. He lives on the eighth floor. They take the lift and reach his apartment number 808. He opens his apartment door and invites Chiara in. When he puts the lights on, Chiara feels very impressed by how decorated his one-bedroom apartment is. It looks as though it were a section of a museum.


     He asks her to sit saying he will open a bottle of wine. Chiara cannot hold herself; she approaches him and kisses his mouth tongue to tongue. Now she is soaked and Pierre’s penis is up. He shares his problems with her, so she approaches him closer and takes his trousers’ belt off, unbutton his trousers and pulls it. She becomes more excited and wetter when she sees he is wearing Versace brief underwear, which makes him like a Roman God.

     As he is preparing drinks for both of them, Chiara comes and holds him from the back extending both her arms around his waist and kisses his neck, then she lowers her hand and touches his penis. At this point, Pierre Alexandre turns around holds Chiara and kisses her, carries her up and sits her on the kitchen counter puts her dress strap off on both sides, lowers her petite sexy pink bra, sucks on her breasts right and left, then he lifts her short dress up, moves her pink tiny underwear to the left and pulls his erect penis out and inserts it into her vagina. Chiara is a different existence, and Pierre Alexandre cannot believe he is fucking such a goddess. They continue this sexual magical encounter for over one hour. Chiara has three or four orgasms; she never counts. Pierre Alexandre ejaculated twice, without a pause. It is unusual for men.

     They are sweating, exhausted, but very satisfied, happy and exultant. Now Pierre pours the wine and they both go to sit on the modern red couch that is placed in the front and one can see as one enters the apartment.

“That was something out of this world, Chiara, right?” 
“Yes, Pierre Alexandre. I am not sure where you come from, but this was real love making. I enjoyed it and I just want to eat you. Do you think your penis will erect again?” 
“I am sure it will, Chiara, if you stay.” 
“I will stay.”

      Chiara picks up her mobile phone and calls Sofia. 
“Buona sera, Sofia, come stai?” 
“Hello Chiara darling. Are you well?” 
“Yes, Sofia. I want to tell you I will spend the night with Pierre Alexandre. Tell mom I am going on a cruise or something, OK?” 
“Do not worry, honey. I will take care of it. Enjoy yourself.” 
“Tell Mom I wish her success in her work tomorrow.” 
“I will honey. Chiara, be careful and take care of yourself, OK?” 
“Yes, Sofia. Do not worry. It is fantastic and I shall tell you tomorrow.” 
“Ok, Buona sera, bella Chiara.”

     Chiara tells Pierre Alexandre that is done and she will spend a majestic night with him if it is ok with him. He is triumphant and he kisses her another passionate kiss with tongues and passion. Now they are in peace, they discuss many subjects. 
“Chiara, is America as rich as they say it is? Are Americans that rich?” Pierre Alexandre asks.
“Pierre, Yes, the United States is very rich and powerful; however, it has some serious issues, more than you do in Europe. There are 32.8 million adults and 15.3 million children in the United States go to bed hungry every day. That is more than fourteen percent of the population. I am sure no other Western country has these astounding numbers.” 
“Oh my God, Chiara. That is terrible. America is a country that spends more than a billion dollar a day on wars.” 
Chiara recites the reasons she is repatriating and leaving her country forever and never look back. She tells him the story of sitting between two men; the man on the right was reading a magazine on guns; the man on the left was reading a book on Admirals.  She could not handle that and it was at that very moment that she decided to leave.
     “I am sure it is not that awful, Chiara. We have our problems here in Europe, too. I think the whole world has changed in the last thirty years.” 
“I know, I know.” 
Says Chiara, 
“But I appreciate the freedom and real democracy of Europe” 
“You are bitter for your age, Chiara.” 
“Yes I am; I feel it, Pierre.”

     They both drop the subject of politics and just get ready to go to bed to play before they sleep. Chiara laughs, gets up, and races Pierre to the bedroom. Pierre smiles and tells her she is a cute schoolgirl. Once in bed, they cannot control themselves; they make love, and have wild sex and it feels to them as though it were the first time. Chiara has innate knowledge of the various sensual and sexual positions of the Kama Sutra. She is not shy or timid to tell Pierre Alexandre what pleases her. Pierre is in a sensual sphere he had not experienced before. His erection refuses to subside. Although they are tired and are trying to sleep, they start again, and again. Pierre Alexandre decides that he has to get a few hours of sleep since he will work in the morning. Chiara sympathizes and lays her head on his left shoulder with his left arm around her and he is playing with her left petite breast. They fall asleep.
CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
     At nine in the morning of Thursday, Pierre Alexandre watch-alarm goes off. He jumps out of bed, but Chiara is still asleep. He takes a quick shower, gets dressed and leaves a short note for Chiara with a key for his apartment on top of the note. Chiara wakes up at eleven and calls on Pierre, but she soon realizes he left for work. She gets up and goes to the kitchen and finds a blue colored folded paper on top of which a red rose with long stem, and a key. She unfolds the note and reads, 
“Princess, Chiara. You are the most delightful flower my eyes have seen and my hands have touched. Here is a key for the apartment as a gesture for you to come anytime. I am so attached to you and love to be with you more and more; that is if you wish. Here is my number and please leave me your number. Ciao and see you soon. Love, Pierre Alexandre.”

     A few tears of joy and happiness now adorn Chiara’s smiling face. She folds the note again, holds it and the rose against her breast, then smells it and smells the red rose and sighs. She puts the note and the key into her purse and gets ready to take a shower. But before that, she gets a paper and a pen and writes a similar note to Pierre Alexandre telling him how she enjoyed every second with him. She writes on the note her phone number.

     After finishing her shower, Chiara gets dressed and leaves the apartment to go to Sofia. She hopes she will see Ada, her mother, before she leaves. When she arrives at Sofia’s apartment, she rushes to the kitchen and sees Sofia alone, greets and kisses her, finds that her mother left already. She excuses herself to call her mother. Chiara does and apologizes to her for not seeing her before she left. Ada is fine with that and tells Chiara not to worry and to care for herself. Chiara says Ciao and hangs up.


     “Now tell me everything Chiara; how was it?” 
“Oh, Sofia. Magical it was, magical. I am so happy and cannot contain myself. I think I will see him more and more. He gave me a key to his apartment, Sofia; a key.” 
“That sounds wonderful sweetheart; I am so happy for you.”
 “What did you tell Mom?” 
“I told her you were going to the country with artists and might spend the night. She was OK and not upset or worried.”

     A few minutes later, Mr. Bentley visits. He joins them in the kitchen and he is happy to see Chiara. He says with no stutter, 
“I am glad to see you, Chiara. I am ecstatic because I see you are content. Please follow your heart. I feel that you have found your path; take it with courage and without hesitation. Be sure to be honest with yourself and others. I love you, Chiara.” 
“Mr. Bentley, why are you calling me Chiara for the first time? You used to call me pretty girl.” 
“It is because you have matured now. In those last few weeks you blossomed and became a superb, intelligent, and wise young lady. You are now Chiara.” 
“Thank you, Mr. Bentley,” 
Chiara says that and gets up to kiss him and he gets onto his usual shy self.

     Chiara takes Mr. Bentley’s words with a sense of seriousness. She is not feeling guilty, but she feels she has to tell Rafi everything regarding Pierre Alexandre. She picks up the phone and calls Rafi and tells him the whole truth. This truth does not bother Rafi too much; he reminds her they are compatible and are fond of each other. She agrees, but she admits her confusion. Rafi assures her that such things and feelings are normal human condition. He is a scholar and a gentleman.

     Meanwhile, Ada is in Florence. It is afternoon and she is waiting at the University of the Arts where Rafi is a professor. She is hoping that she will see him coming out. She has been waiting for one hour and thirty-nine minutes and from a distance, she sees him descending steps. As he comes, she approaches him and pretends that this is a coincidence. 
“Oh! What a strange, but pleasant, coincidence to see you, Rafi. So, you work here? That is great. Perhaps we should go to an early dinner. I still have time until I meet my client.” 
Rafi is astonished and stunned. He does not believe Ada. He is anxious and nervous, but being the polite, cultured, and refined Italian he is, he agrees to the invitation.

     Ada and Rafi go to a known restaurant nearby; they take a seat at a table by the window. Many of Rafi’s students see him having early dinner with an American woman who is much older than he is. Students talk, laugh and make gestures. Rafi is very uncomfortable and does not know what Ada is up to. They order wine and appetizers. The waiter pours wine for Rafi to approve. Rafi tastes the wine and approves. The waiter pours wine for Ada first, then for Rafi.

     Neither of them has much to say to the other except the superficial dialogue that people who have little in common use. H’orderves arrive at the table; Ada and Rafi eat and drink. Rafi feels that Ada has a sinister plan; he feels it but cannot articulate it. He is feeling nervous and uncomfortable. Ada takes advantage of his nervousness and shaking hands and pulls her glass of wine up saying to Rafi cheers. Rafi pulls his glass and salutes Ada who pours the wine on her dress. 
“Oh! God. I am so sorry Ada.” 
Rafi gets up and tries to clean the dress with the serviette on the table. Ada in a mischievous way says, 
“What can I do now? I have to change or clean the dress. May I go with you to your place to clean the dress and once dried, I will be on my way?” 
Rafi agrees and tells Ada that there will be no problem; in fact, though, Rafi believes that Ada is up to no good. His feelings are well founded.

     They finish eating and walk a few minutes to Rafi’s apartment, which is not too far from the restaurant. Ada enters the apartment and sees how elegant the decoration is and how organized the apartment is; she complements Rafi for maintaining his apartment in such a shape even though he is a man. She says that men are lazy and sloppy. Rafi comes back at her and tells her that not all men are. She feels ashamed and gives no reply.

     Ada asks if she could use the toilette to clean her dress. Rafi shows her where to go and welcomes her to do so. She pulls her carry-on bag and carries her handbag with her and enters the bathroom. She spends a long time there. Rafi does not know what to do, so he opens a bottle of red wine and fills two wine glasses one for him and the other to offer Ada before she leaves. He does not understand what is in store for him.

     Twenty minutes pass and the bathroom door opens with Ada in front of it; her left hand is resting on the door and her right hand is resting on her right side of her waist. She is in hot pink see-through lingerie; she is wearing neither bra nor panties. Rafi could see her erect nipples and her pubic hair. She asks him if he wants what he sees. She says this is yours, 
“I am yours, Italian boy.” 
Rafi being the refined person he is, he does not know what to do. He is a man and a human; biology takes control and his penis moves until it becomes erect. He approaches her and kisses her and takes her to bed. Ada wants him to eat her; he does. They have sex for hours and Ada is more than satisfied. Rafi thinks that Ada is more experienced than Chiara and deep inside, he feels a sense of pride he fucks the daughter and the mother at the same time. Some men can be terrible. He thinks and he is sure that many men feel the same. He is correct.
     Ada asks to spend the night and Rafi agrees and they get up to have drinks and listen to music. There is nothing much to talk. This deadly silence is broken by Rafi’s phone ringing. 
“Pronto. Ah! Chiara how are you darling? I miss you and I cannot wait until Sunday to see you.” 
Chiara tells him she feels the same. She tells him she met Pierre Alexandre again and that she is very impressed by his artistic talents and asks Rafi that they should meet each other. Rafi feels uncomfortable for two reasons, one is that Chiara’s mother is naked next to him, and two is that Chiara is fond of Pierre Alexandre. 
“I wish you were here honey,” 
Rafi says and from his heart as he feels uncomfortable with Ada. 
“I do, too Rafi. Soon I shall be with you. Ciao for now. I wanted to hear your voice and say buona notte.” 
They hang up the phone and Rafi is back into the zone of silence.

     This silence is broken by Ada telling Rafi that he cannot sleep with her daughter again. When Rafi asks why, she replies, 
“Because you fucked me, you ass hole.” 
Rafi tells Ada that he did not fuck her; she fucked him. He tells her he will continue to see Chiara as long as she wants to see him. Ada screams at him calling him a pervert. 
“I am the pervert?” 
Rafi wonders. Then he asks her if he could sleep with her and Chiara at the same time. 
“Do not play that dirty game of religious maniacs. What is different? You fucked her boyfriend who could be your son-in-law. It is like you fuck your son. Right. You are so hypocrites I shall never be able to understand you or people like you.” 
Ada swings her right hand and tries to slap him on the face, but he catches her arm before her hand touches him. He asks her if she wants to slap him and if this is part of sex. You want to be spanked, no. Ada cannot control herself; she jumps on him on the couch, kisses him and sits on his already erect big penis and fucks him over and over. She has at least five orgasms before she stops. Rafi has no orgasm. Ada wonders why, so she plays some sexual tricks and in a second he ejaculates a large amount of semen, which satisfies Rafi.

     After a while, they both go to sleep. Rafi has to lecture tomorrow morning, Friday. He asks Ada if she will still be in the apartment when he finishes work. When she asks him if she should, he tells her yes. She is happy and she stays.


     Meanwhile in Rome, Chiara spends an exciting Thursday with Sofia and Mr. Bentley. They discuss many intellectual topics. Sofia and Mr. Bentley are well read and have much knowledge of different subjects. The most they focus on in their discussion is the human condition. They discuss societal problems, political turmoil, and the negative effects of globalization. None of the Socialist Liberals in the world supports or agrees with globalization. Chiara and her fellow thinkers believe it serves the rich and enslaves as many people as possible. Sofia believes that the European Union is nothing but Hitler’s original plan to control Europe. Now Merkel, the German Chancellor is taking on the job. It is an intellectual and philosophical evening at Sofia’s kitchen. The three, Sofia, Mr. Bentley and Chiara have a great memorable time. Chiara thinks of moments such as these as permanent pictures in one’s memory.

     It is time to go to sleep. Mr. Bentley says goodbye and leaves. Chiara tells Sofia that she will go to Florence tomorrow to surprise Rafi. She thinks it will make him happy. Sofia is skeptical because she has this feeling that Rafi is not alone and she is worried for Chiara’s feelings and wellbeing. She tries to persuade Chiara that it might not be a good idea to go without letting him know, but Chiara thinks that surprising him will have the same effect that his surprising her last time. Sofia goes to bed with a heavy heart. Chiara goes to bed with a big smile and unusual sense of happiness. She goes to sleep right away. She has several dreams.
CHAPTER THIRTY
     It is the day. It is Friday morning. Sofia wakes up before Chiara. When Chiara wakes up and goes to the kitchen, she finds Sofia there and coffee and pastries are ready on the table. Chiara says good morning and kisses Sofia once on her right Cheek. She takes a seat and devours her first cup of coffee. She wants to eat, but she refills her coffee cup and drinks her second dose of caffeine.

     Sofia is still apprehensive that Chiara is going to Florence. She does not know why she has a heavy heart. She shares with Chiara her feelings, but Chiara dismisses it as superstition. Sofia gives up and tells Chiara to be extra careful, extra intelligent, and to keep her wit. Chiara is wondering why Sofia feels that way and asks herself if Sofia knows something she is not telling.

     Chiara finishes breakfast and goes out for a long walk and to book her train ticket for seven o’clock in the evening. She comes back home and greets Sofia and they both have a drink together. Sofia asks Chiara if she needs a ride to the station. Chiara refuses. Sofia tells her she will walk with her to the train station, then.


     It is time to leave for the station; Sofia and Chiara walk out of the apartment heading for the train station. The train is on the platform. Sofia kisses and hugs Chiara and tells her she will see her soon and to call her as soon as she arrives. Chiara accepts and assures Sofia that everything will be fine. In her heart, though, she is feeling a sense of doom; it is as though something terrible is to happen. Chiara dismisses the feeling as normal anxiety and boards the train. The trip takes one hour and twenty-two minutes. Chiara is sitting by the window contemplating, reflecting and daydreaming. The train arrives.

     Chiara leaves the train and exits the station, wonders if Rafi is home. She remembers that he told her he keeps a spare key under the planter next to his apartment door. She trudges to his apartment while it is getting dark. She surprises him and does not ring the doorbell or phone him; she tilts the planter and, voila, the key is there. Chiara bends and picks the key up and opens the door. As she enters, she sees lights in the apartment and hears sighs and screams of lovemaking. Her first thought is that Rafi is having sex with Marlene. She walks up to the bedroom whose door is wide open and sees her mother, Ada, on her knees naked and Rafi is behind her fucking her doggy style. She is shocked, stunned and speechless for a few seconds; her mother covers her face with both palms of her hand while still in the same position; Rafi takes his erect penis out that Chiara could see it covered with her mother’s cum. Chiara screams and calls her mother a whore and Rafi an asshole who has no respect for basic decency. 
“This is like your mother you mother fucker.” 
Chiara screams at Rafi. Rafi is trying to explain the matter, but tension is so high and chaos rules the moment. 
“Do you want to fuck both of us now, you bastard? I thought you were a gentleman.” She uses many vulgar expressions and throws the apartment key at Rafi’s face. She looks at her mother and says, 
“You are no longer my mother; I disown you and I shall never, ever see or talk with you again.” 
Ada is in complete disarray, and panic she is speechless and does not utter a word.

     Chiara turns around and leaves the apartment. She comes back to tell Ada, 
“I shall call your fucking husband and tell him. Maybe I should have slept with him when he asked. Fuck you, fuck you, and fuck you.” 
She leaves and does not look back. She calls her father and tells him what she has just experienced; she uses vulgar words against her father and tells him, 

“ I do not want to see or talk to you or your whore wife.” 

She hangs up abruptly. 
     Chiara calls Sofia and tells her what happened. Sofia asks her to take the first train back to Rome. Chiara does just that. In two hours, she is safe back in Sofia’s arms. She tells Sofia in details how what she saw affects her. Sofia reminds her of the lessons Mr. Bentley and she taught her. 
“Be wise, my child. Be wise. You can never control other people’s behavior or thoughts. You can control only yours.”

     A few minutes pass and Chiara’s phone rings. It is Marlene. Marlene tells Chiara that Rafi called her and told her everything that happened. He insists that your mother has seduced him and this was not the first time they have sex. He says that his zia Sofia saw them in the bathroom last Friday during the party. She tells Chiara that he asked your mother to leave and she left and he was crying for what happened and thinking of the effect of that on you. She tells Chiara that she told Rafi he was an asshole and indecent out of control. He should have been a man enough to resist. But I, Marlene, tell you, that most men are little horny puppies that run after any pussy. Emotions such as love, friendship, and companionship are irrelevant. Marlene tells Chiara that she will stop seeing Rafi, but she will be in touch with her.

     Chiara thanks Marlene and agrees to be in touch and hangs up. 
“Sofia, is it true you saw them in the bathroom last Friday having sex?” 
“Yes, honey, I did. Gabriela, my old neighbor told me that Ada and Rafi went together to the bathroom. After a while, I went to investigate. It was shocking and it made me so speechless that I stood there for a while. I saw Rafi sitting on the toilette and your mother pinning his hands to the wall. His trousers were at his ankles and penis erect. She was naked. Her panties were on the floor and her dress strap and bra were off exposing her breasts. She was riding him so hard and fast as though she has been in a horse race completion. Your mother is much more horny than I am, I tell you, Chiara.” She apologizes for not telling Chiara and explains that she found no purpose or reason to hurt her. 
“I am glad everything is in the open now because that has been a burden.” 
Sofia declares.

     Chiara asks to open a bottle of wine, and Sofia obliges and opens a special edition of Chianti to celebrate life, freedom, and reason. She pours a glass for Chiara and one for her. Sofia raises her glass and salutes Chiara saying, 
“To Chiara and her bright future.” 
Chiara salutes her back and thanks her. Chiara wants to drink to oblivious in order not to care for such drama. She is a very strong girl, though, and soon she will be that-not caring much for that drama. She focuses her thoughts on Pierre Alexandre and on her decision to leave the United States forever and never to return.

     Chiara and Sofia are drunk and hungry. They make quick dishes and they thought of just lunchmeat and cheese. Sofia has caviar and smoked salmon, which she takes out of the refrigerator and places on the kitchen table for both to nipple on while drinking. No one has an appetite, though. They sit there until three in the morning and they go to bed. They sleep. Chiara sleeps fast as she is mentally exhausted.

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
     It is Saturday morning. For everyone, for Chiara, this is a different Saturday, a new fresh life. Chiara is determined not to look back and let the past go. Sofia is relieved that everything is in the open and no secrets are kept. Mr. Bentley is pleased that his new friend, Chiara, has found her path. Rafi has lost both Chiara and Marlene. Ada is, for the first time in her life, ashamed of herself. Mario is insensible and tangled at what happened.


     It is nine in the morning and it is a gorgeous sunny day. Chiara gets up and makes coffee for Sofia and for her. Soon after, Sofia gets up and goes after the smell of coffee. She greets and kisses Chiara and sees she is happy and as though she has found something she has been looking for a long time. They have a short chat and both express contentment and feel serenity.


     In Florence, Marlene calls Rafi and expresses her anger toward him for falling for Ada. She tells him she thought he was smarter than to be seduced by such a woman. 
“What were you thinking?” 
Marlene screams at Rafi. Rafi is silent and feels deep shame. There is no defense. Marlene tells Rafi that their relationship is over and that she will no longer share time with him. They both hang up.

In Rome, Chiara picks up her phone and calls Pierre Alexandre. 
“Can I see you today, Pierre?” 
He replies expressing that he will be euphoric to spend the weekend with her. They decide to meet at Pierre’s apartment at noon. Chiara is much happier and relaxed now. She tells Sofia, and Sofia smiles and tells Chiara that she is content and cannot be happier.

     They drink their coffee. Chiara goes to take a shower and she gets ready for what will be a magical weekend. She is now ready and looks gorgeous with her hair loose and with her light makeup.  She is wearing a short T-shirt that allows for the exposure of her belly button, short shorts that allows for the exposure of her long sexy legs. She looks ravishing. Chiara tells Sofia Ciao and leaves.

     Chiara reaches Pierre Alexandre apartment and rings the doorbell, but there is no answer. With her heart pounding and her palms sweating, she looks for the key, finds it, and opens the door. 
“Ciao Pierre.” 
She shouts, but no response. This gives her an opportunity to explore the apartment further. She notices that Pierre Alexandre is a minimalist. His entrance, though large, has only a library full of books most of which are on the arts and books of well known international writers. She notices that most of his books are in French and a few books are in English and even less books are in Italian. In the entrance there is an attractive and elegant red couch. The walls are full of famous oil paintings and the one Chiara appreciates the most is a replica of the Girl with a Pearl Earring, by Johannes Vermeer. On the right of the entrance door is the kitchen that is neither too small nor too large. In the center, there is a counter and two red stools. She walks to the bedroom and sees nothing there but paintings pinned to the walls and a bed; there is one nightstand next to the bed on the right. The bed reminds her of the lustful time she shared with Pierre Alexandre and how delightful and memorable the experience is. She sits on the bed remembering and reminiscing. Her face gets bright red and her innocence and delicacy radiate.


     Pierre Alexandre comes in. 
“Is that you, Pierre Alexandre? I am here in the bedroom.” 
Chiara shouts. 
Pierre puts bags on the counter and runs to Chiara in the bedroom hugging and kissing her. He apologizes that he had to go the grocery store to buy things they will need. He expresses happiness and delight for having Chiara with him. They play sexual games for a short while, then they prepare lunch at home.

     They go to the kitchen. Chiara helps Pierre empty the bags and place everything in the refrigerator. They think of preparing simple lunch. Together, they prepare a cheese plate, pancetta, prosciutto, bruschetta and arugula. Both place everything on the table. Pierre picks up from his wine collection a bottle of Chianti Classico, opens it and pours two wine glasses. He raises his and says, 
“To my new best friend and future companion, Chiara, the American angel.” Chiara salutes him back. She contemplates and goes into deep thoughts because of what Pierre said, “… future companion…” She is joyful. Nothing more Chiara wishes now. They are enjoying the food while talking of many things. He asks her of Rafi, she tells him it is over and she will never see him again. She tells him the whole story and that Rafi had sex with her mother. Pierre Alexandre is shocked, but he is intelligent and knowledgeable enough to know that such things can happen anywhere. He shares these thoughts with Chiara, but she does not respond. She tells Pierre that it is the past and now she is enjoying being with him.

     Pierre Alexander opens the subject of going to Rouen, France. He asks Chiara if she likes to join him there and that he loves to be with her as he feels close and comfortable whenever they share time. Chiara cannot believe what she is hearing. That is what she is hoping for. She cannot contain herself of happiness; she gets up, sits on Pierre’s lab and kisses him a long sexual and sensual kiss he becomes aroused. She goes back to her seat and continues talking. She explains to him that France is the first country on her list to repatriate to and she will be overjoyed to share time, even life if possible, with him. He is glad to hear that.

     She is so excited that she has an impulse to call Sofia and tell her. She goes to the toilette and calls Sofia. 
“Pronto,” 
“Sofia, it is Chiara. He asked me to go with him to Rouen France. I could not wait to tell you. Ok bye now.” 
She hangs up. She goes back to the table and Pierre asks her if she was talking. She tells him she was singing.

     They finish the first bottle of wine. Pierre Alexandre opens another one and they continue eating, drinking, and conversing. He tells Chiara that he is happy she is leaving with him to France. She laughs and tells him that this is exactly how she feels, too. 
     After finishing the second bottle of wine, they both become horny, they go to bed and enter, yet, another marathon of lovemaking. Kama Sutra is revisited. Neither Pierre nor Chiara has ever felt this sensation of complete absorption. In the middle of this gratification, Pierre Alexandre asks Chiara if she wants to have a baby. Although Chiara laughs, she feels she and Pierre will work on being together for a long time.

     After their sexual marathon, they get up for more food and wine. Chiara picks up her phone and calls Marlene to check on her and see how she is doing. Marlene tells her she is dating a classmate from the university named Pierre. Chiara is semi shocked, telling her she will go to France with Pierre Alexandre. She walks to the bedroom for privacy and tells Marlene everything. Marlene is happy for Chiara and Chiara is happy for Marlene. They say Ciao, promise to be in touch, and hang up.

     Pierre Alexandre and Chiara spend a miraculous weekend together. They make plans when and how they will go to France. Pierre tells her the art foundation will provide a furnished two-bedroom apartment in Market Square in Rouen; that is where the church of Jeanne D’Arc is. They are looking forward to going.

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
     On Monday morning, Pierre Alexandre wakes up early to go to work and leaves Chiara asleep. He leaves another romantic note on top of which, he places four long stem red roses ready to bloom. He means it as metaphor for Chiara’s inner and intellectual growth. When she wakes up and sees the note next to her in bed, she holds the roses with both hands on her heart.

     Chiara calls Pierre Alexandre at work. She thanks him for the touching note and the hypnotizing red roses and asks, 
“Did you go out to buy these?” 
“Yes, I did and you are more than worthy of just roses.” 
She tells him she will go to Sofia and will plan to see him soon. He asks her to be in touch via mobile. She agrees.

     Monday in Florence is different. Rafi has just finished lecturing and he is walking out. He sees Marlene walking with a young man the same age as her. He is twenty-years old, and they are holding hands. Marlene’s friend greets Rafi,  
“Buongiorno Professore.” 
Rafi returns the greeting without looking.

     Rafi goes to the Dean’s office and requests vacation days. Summer school will finish next week. The new semester shall start two weeks after. Rafi requests the first week of the semester off. He fills out the forms; the Dean approves it. Now the request has to go to human resources, but Rafi expects no difficulties.

     Rafi is planning to go to the island of Ischia off the coast of Napoli in the Tyrrhenian Sea. It is thirty kilometers from the city of Napoli. It is a quaint place that will permit him to rethink his life and perhaps continue writing his novel
     Rafi has a new idea for his novel. He ignores what he wrote so far and he starts a new. His new novel focuses on his latest experience with Chiara, her mother, and Marlene. He has a title for it, but he is not sure if he will use it. The title is, ‘Songi Infranti’ which means ‘Shattered Dreams’.


     Time has come for him to travel to Napoli and he is happy for his decision. He reaches Napoli and takes a boat to the island of Ischia where he booked a nice cabin by the sea. He reaches his cabin and empties his suitcase. It is early afternoon, so he goes out for a walk along the sea.


     Rafi wonders at how that life-changing experience affected him. He is trudging toward the sunset in deep thoughts,
“I am here now, but how I got here,

I do not know. But I recognize I am here.

I saw a path before me and I walked it.
How I walked it, I do not discern.

Where are my tears and laughter?
When I was a toddler.
Where are my innocence and playfulness when I was a blind child?

Where are my dreams?
The dreams that walked with me wherever I walked?

They have vanished; but how have they vanished?

I do not know.

I do not know.
I know nothing of my past life:
I know nothing of my coming life.
Now I am here, but how I got here?
I do not know.

I remember nothing of yesterdays.

I can predict nothing of tomorrows.

I know only that I am.

But how do I know I am?

I do not know

I do not grasp. I do not know.”

     Rafi feels he needs to get hold of himself and avoids depression, immerges himself into writing his new novel. He sits at his desk with his laptop on and a new manuscript is open, leaves the title blank for now, but he starts the first chapter:


     “It was the most memorable encounter when I first positioned my eyes on that American girl…”

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
     It is four years later. Rafi has published his novel ‘Shattered Dreams’ and he is now world famous. The novel is a best seller.  Rafi is not too concerned with the success because he is a minimalist in nature.  Now that he is famous, he travels to many places to sign books.

     Chiara is now living with Pierre Alexandre; they both have beautiful two and three year-old gorgeous girls.  They are happy, but, of course, like any other couples, they have their moments.  Chiara learns of Rafi’s book and buys it.  When she reads the book, she discovers it is about her and the time she and Rafi shared. The book includes explicit details; this makes Chiara at times smile, at times frown, and at other times feels mortified. 
     It is a Wednesday morning.  Pierre Alexander is due at the Jeanne D’Arc church before ten. He is in the kitchen with Chiara reading a newspaper.  He suddenly says,
“Darling, your Italian friend, Rafi, who published the book you have will be in Paris tomorrow at seven in the evening for book signing at the book store by Point Neuf bridge in Paris.”

     Chiara’s heart is thumping and discomfort shows on her face.  

“Are you well, darling?”

“Yes, Pierre, I think my blood pressure is either low or high.”

Chiara summons all her courage and asks Pierre,

“May I ask you something, Pierre darling?”

“Sure my angel.”

“Is it ok with you if I go to Paris tomorrow to have Rafi sign my copy of his book?”

“Yes, of course my love, but who will care for the girls?”

“I will ask my friend Natalie to come stay here with them.”

“Ok honey; that should be fine. Go and say hello and congratulations from me.”

     It is Thursday morning. Both Pierre Alexandre and Chiara are in the kitchen waiting for their daughters to wake up.  They discuss current events, and soon after, Pierre excuses himself to go to work.

“I do not think you will be able to come to church today since you will be going to Paris, darling.”

“Oh! Yes. Right. I forgot about that.” Chiara is fibbing, as she did not forget; she has been anxiously waiting for the moment to meet Rafi again. 

     Chiara is now ready to take the train from Rouen to Paris, but she is waiting for her friend, Natalie, to babysit the girls.  As soon as Natalie arrives, Chiara leaves.  On the train she is thinking how meeting Rafi again will feel; what she will tell him about the book; how Rafi, himself, will feel to see her in front of him unexpectedly.  Her brain is racing as it normally does. 

     It is after seven and Chiara is at the bookstore. She sees Rafi sitting, talking with his readers and signing books. It takes him a while to see her by the door behind the line of admirers.  He excuses himself and thanks everyone and goes toward Chiara.

     “Wow! What a beautiful surprise; I could have never expected this. How are you, beautiful Chiara?”
Rafi warmly greets Chiara to her surprise and she replies,

“I am well, Rafi. How have you been? Congratulations on this success; I read your book; it is great.”

“Listen, do you want to go have a cup of coffee or something? I am supposed to fly to London in two hours.”

“That will be lovely.”

They walk out of the bookstore and trudge Paris streets a short while, then sit on a café.  They talk about many things.  Chiara tells him she is happily living with Pierre Alexandre in Rouen and she has two adorable daughters. 

“And you? Are you with someone?”

“No Chiara.  I am the hermit professor still.”

“Shouldn’t you go now before you miss your flight?”

“I do not care if I miss my flight; I want to share more time with you.”

     With no warning at all, Chiara stops, turns Rafi around and kisses him a passionate kiss that turns both of them into sexual pressure-cooker that is about to explode. They talk a little and they decide to get a hotel room to share more time. Rafi tells his driver to wait for him.  As they enter their room, they tear each other’s clothes off and share moments of ecstasy.  The lovemaking they are experiencing is much more satisfactory than any other time before. Their lust for each other is uncontrollable. 

     Chiara realizes that she will have to call Pierre Alexandre, but she is hoping to get Natalie on the phone first.  She rings her house’s phone and fortunately for her Natalie answers.

“Hi Natalie, I am so sorry, it is getting too late for me to get on a train to Rouen alone.  I will stay in a hotel and come early in the morning.  Will it be ok for you to stay with the girls tonight?”

“Sure, Chiara.  Do not worry. The girls are fine and are asleep already.  Take care of yourself.”

“Please Natalie tell Pierre not to worry.  I am fine and will see him at breakfast tomorrow, ok?”

They hang up.

     “That is great Chiara.  Thank you for wanting to share time with me.”

They get at it again and have a marathon of unconventional and avant-garde sex. They spend the nigh in each other’s arms.
     Meanwhile in Rouen, Pierre Alexandre and Natalie share some drinks and talk of the arts, politics, religion, love, and sex.  Without planning or previous intention, they find themselves in bed having sex and not just any sex, great sex.  Neither of them feels guilty or has a second thought about it.  For Pierre, a boy meets a girl who likes him, too, they fuck – it is simple.  
     It is Friday early morning. Rafi wakes up early gets dressed, writes a short note for Chiara thanking her for the magical moments, kisses her forehead and leaves the hotel.  His driver is waiting for him to take him to the airport.

     Chiara wakes up confused but with a big smile of satisfaction on her face.  She soon realizes that Rafi is gone – and may be forever.  She takes a shower, orders a taxi and goes to the train station to return to Rouen. She takes the first train and on the train, she cannot help feeling contradicting senses.  She is experiencing a sense of elation and physical satisfaction.  In the meantime, she is experiencing a sense of guilt.  “This is certainly cheating,” she tells herself.  “Pierre Alexandre does not deserve that; I must tell him the truth.  If I tell him the truth, he will be very hurt and I will be just clearing my conscience – Fuck, Merd, I do not know what to do.  Where are you, Mr. Bentley? Where are you, Sofia?”

       Chiara’s thoughts never cease all the way from Paris to Rouen.  She is just starring from the train window and her mind is racing.  The train arrives.  She is still not sure what to do, tell the truth, or hide the truth.  She has no answer.

     She arrives home and greets Natalie and the daughters.  Then she sees Pierre in the kitchen drinking coffee. 

“How was it darling? Did you tell Rafi I said hello and congratulations? How was he? Is he married now?” Pierre asks so many questions and Chiara cannot answer any since each time she tries to reply, Pierre comes with another question as though he were using a technique to prevent Chiara from doubting anything.

“I do not think you will be coming to church today, you are may be tired.  I will see you tonight.” Pierre says bye to his daughters, to Natalie and thanks her, and to his Chiara and leaves. 

EPILOGUE
     Human nature conquers any norms and any societal rules. The human condition is one that shall remain forever unchanged. However, we humans grow and we are dynamic in nature.

     Sofia, though, remains the happy, playful, and free Sofia she has always been, she has grown just by hosting and mentoring her American friend, Chiara. Sofia remains to be an excellent depiction of the human condition and its state of existence in the most pure form.

     Mr. Bentley realizes after over forty years that his speech impediment is a mere psychological problem. His self-confidence and trust for Chiara, who is an adult and not a child, helped him recognize that. Mr. Bentley shall never stutter again while talking with children or adults. He is thankful to Chiara and he shall always remember her; and she shall never forget him or his wisdom.


     Ada and Mario Calione will never be the same. They accept that humans are never perfect; humans are always fallible and human nature shall overcome any ideology. Couples often stay together because of the financial problems they might face if they were to divorce. Though their emotions and intellect may have changed or improved, their political affiliation is unaffected. They are still Republican, Capitalist, Christian people who live a continuous life of charade.

     Pierre Alexander is a winner. He has won the heart of the greatest and most intelligent girl, Chiara, and he is looking forward to sharing a life with her, and now two beautiful daughters in France, the country they both love.  He hopes that the episode with Natalie shall never be repeated. No one will ever know whether Chiara will tell Pierre Alexandre about her fling with her old love, Rafi.
     Marlene has grown from her experience. She learned that humans are humans no matter what one expects. Their undesirable actions that do not meet the norm do not make them good or not good people. Their actions are just that. Marlene does not think Rafi is a terrible person and does not believe that Ada is an awful person either, though she detests her political views.

     Rafi has changed and grown to be more conscience and in control of his impulses. He focuses now more on intellectual matters of the arts and humanity. His success and fame do not change his core.  He becomes sure of that after his encounter with Chiara in Paris. He is much happier now and is living with a young female artist who is a writer interested in human nature.

     As for Chiara, she has had the best experience one could have in life. With her fingertips, she touched the human condition and absorbed so much learning. What Chiara has learnt in the few weeks in Rome with Sofia, and through her relationships with Rafi and Pierre Alexandre, is much over one could learn in a lifetime. Mr. Bentley alone has had an immense effect on Chiara’s inner self and her intellect and analytical skills. Chiara has, in a positive way, grown. She will forever be grateful to Sofia and the time she spent in Rome.  However, she is still struggling with the question whether to confess to Pierre Alexandre what really happened in Rome – She is still not sure.  Now that Chiara is in Rouen, France, with her best friend and companion, Pierre Alexandre, she is happy and ready to continue her education to get her PhD from France.

     One lesson everyone learns from these experiences is that we are all humans; all of us are the same; and all are fragile and vulnerable. The human condition has been unchanged and, perhaps, shall remain so to eternity.
Fyodor Dostoyevsky teaches us that, 
“Pain and suffering are always inevitable for a large intelligence and a deep heart.” 
He also tells us of himself, 

“I used to analyze myself down to the last thread, used to compare myself with others, recalled all the smallest glances, smiles and words of those to whom I’d tried to be frank, interpreted everything in a bad light, laughed viciously at my attempts ‘to be like the rest’ –and suddenly, in the midst of my laughing, I’d give way to sadness, fall into ludicrous despondency and once again start the whole process all over again – in short, I went round and round like a squirrel on a wheel.” 
     Finally, in his “The Brothers Karamazov,” Dostoyevsky teaches us a finite lesson. 

“I think the devil doesn't exist, but man has created him, he has created him in his own image and likeness.” 
