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CHAPTER 1





It was a nightmarish night, the car external
thermometer was indicating 38°centigrades and midnight was far
gone.

With today, it had been the hottest
week in that Northern city’s history. It was only the
1st of
July: the hot weather was nothing similar to the dry African one;
the hot weather in Milano was suffocating, humidity could be
grasped with the hands.

He had now been parked in the street for two
hours.

He would have loved to keep the engine turned on
with the minimal temperature possible, but he would have risked to
be noticed, besides consuming more petrol than the one needed to go
back home.

He was standing halfway between his
aim and a typical Milanese restaurant that he had been attending on
purpose. He knew the menu, the waiters and waitresses’ names; he
had been keeping on stationing in that long, boring and at the same
time exciting, ambush for five days by now, just a few days after
having met her.

He had all the car windows lowered
and the roof was opened, but no air was circulating; he was wearing
his usual cotton blue blazer matching a striped shirt. Had a police
patrol passed by, they would have stopped and he would have
promptly showed his documents and explained that he was waiting for
the end of Graziella’s shift. The latter was the most beautiful
waitress of the restaurant. He was anyway hoping that nobody was
going to annoy him, overall if the very long waited for moment was
finally going to happen. He was thinking about it everyday, all day
long, even when he randomly woke up at night, always before going
to bed and getting up in the morning.

He recognized to have an
obsessive-compulsive disorder, he was aware of his obsessions and
he knew that he had new ones, challenging ones, everyday. Knowing
this was helping him to carry on being excited, to think about
phantasies, and to have palpitations and adrenaline.

He was waiting seating in his car, with the
music playing at the lowest possible level: he was the only person
able to hear it. He was static, but this was not helping him not to
sweat and there was not any forecast announcing a lowering in
temperature or a bit of wind.

He was parked in a way in which,
from the windscreen, he could see the third floor terrace of the
house he was interested in. He kept on repeating his plan, wishing
to himself that tonight was the night when it could finally happen.
He was aware of the fact that the flat did not have air
conditioning, he had met that girl, who had bewitched him ten days
earlier.

While he was waiting, he was thinking about
that encounter.

It was a night of the end of June
and that evening was dedicated to the usual summery charity events,
organized by one of the many associations working in the
city.

He had always wondered whether the collected
money was ending in actual beneficial movements or if was going
into the different personalities’ bank accounts. They were
aristocratic women, famous doctors, noble families, or simple
manager women, who one by one had created charity foundations
serving the most diverse purposes, which at least externally, were
praiseworthy.

Every week, he was receiving one of those
invitations: almost always, he was refusing them, he rather send a
money transfer following the well highlighted instructions than
joining those boring dinners, decorated with parvenu people,
politicians, generals, prefects, actresses or showgirls, comedians,
DJs and modern acrobats, and, overall dozens of couples of old
people.

That invitation was related to one
of the first associations born in Milano and it was for him one of
the few traditions that he was respecting by attending; he
remembered that he would always be his mother’s company when she
was still alive.

He so decided, with the minimal
intention of joining he had, to wear one of his dinner suits, jump
in his Porsche Carrera, and stay at his usual center-located hotel,
known for these parties and the patronage of Russian, Arab, and
Chinese people, together with the most beautiful and expensive
European escorts.

He was thinking of how to entertain
the old woman that he would surely have found seating next to him
and of which excuse to find to escape pretty early, before the huge
cake that was always marking the end of the dinner and the
beginning of the dances, when he realized he had reached the
place.

He parked his car in the hotel
garage and went to the conferences floor, he let himself be
identified; the staff was always reserving the best table for him,
even if he did not really consider it so.

The hotel was one of the oldest of Milano,
decorated with high ceilings and wide salons, that could host up to
a thousand of guests.

These events were always starting with an
aperitif in one of the smallest halls and had a big starters
buffet; the waiters were going around offering fruit juices and
Prosecco flutes.

It was the first occasion to greet the guests,
leave gossip magazines’ photographers take pictures of friends
hugging and wandering around. He was always hoping to meet someone
interesting for once.

Parents would bring their young daughters, the
oldest men were accompanied by their wives and lovers, none of the
two were ready to give up to the right of joining the most
socialite events of the town and were ready to tolerate each others
in these occasions.

The fauna was anyway almost always
lacking of interest, often he found it to be
embarassing.

The orchestra was playing jazz pieces; this
was making his mood better. He got enthusiastic when he saw the
city prefect speaking with a very tall woman: her hair was red and
she was wearing a long green dress, low-necked in the front and
showing the naked back. She was blindingly beautiful, elegant, but
out of place in that environment, exactly like he was.

A saying that his mother was
usually repeating came to his mine, “who sure of her beauty is,
green clothes wears”.

He would have wanted to get close to
her, but she seemed to be very busy while engaging in a serious
conversation; he decided not to lose sight of her and to wait for a
better moment.

The waiters started to push the guests to seat
at their tables, each one of which was endowed with a flower name,
his one was called Ilium.

Each table was hosting twelve
people. At his table, he found a couple: he was a general in
retirement and she was a lawyer at least thirty years younger than
him. Another couple was composed of the husband, working in the
steel sector, a famous aesthetical surgeon and his lover, who had
clearly took advantage of the man’s job. Another couple seating at
the table was composed of a building speculator, known in both the
Italian capital and Milano, and, lastly a young couple: the husband
was the judge president of the civil section courthouse and his
beautiful wife.

A free seat next to him was left and he hoped
it was going to be for someone interesting, with whom to speak
with. He was anyway intentioned to get up often and find the woman
in the green dress.

He saw her passing by accompanied by
the prefect, almost touching his table, without minimally noticing
him. The whole room saw her and, for a few seconds, everyone became
silent.

While the chairwoman of the
association got on the stage to thank the sponsors, the important
personalities present, and all the guests, the woman that had
bewitched him went back to his table, asked him for the name of the
flower marking the table, and seated next to him, introducing
herself as a lawyer. He was so excited about her that he did not
even understand her name.

They spoke to each other for the whole dinner
and he discovered that she had join the event only for obligation,
but she was looking forward to going.

The night saw an infinite series of courses,
the sale of lottery tickets that nobody was enthusiastic to buy,
and a jewelry auction that did not make the guests happy: only a
few joined, others hided.

That was the moment when they looked
at each others, got up and, without neither saying a word nor
saying goodbye to the other people seating at the table, they ran
out in the open air, “Where are we going?” “I know a place where a
live band plays and the barman prepares a great Moscow Mule, are
you up for it?” “Of course!”.

That was the story of their first
meeting, the night when they found theirselves in a pub of the
center, where she was more comfortable, themselves she had told him
enough of her.

Now he would have only waited for
her to open the window for the hot weather; surely she would have
left it open for the rest of the night.

Then, he would have worn his technical apparel,
the black suit, the slightly sticky rubber shoes, he would have put
on his shoulder the rope and the little climbers, and he would have
started that short climbing up to the terrace, like he had done
before on the mountains of the whole world since he was six years
old, together with his father and after with his sister Simona.
That climb was easier, though, and he was looking forward to
it.



It was 2:15 am and everything was still stable
on the little terrace. In the meantime, the restaurant was about to
close, leaving the staff out on the street, Graziella included.
However, nobody noticed him, they were all taking different paths,
complaining of that night hot temperature.

Now, the excuse of the romantic date
was not enough, but he could have explained that he had been
bailed. He would have been sorry, but, at that point he would have
had to abandon the plan for that night too.

He was hypnotized while looking at
the car dashboard, temperature, liters of petrol in the tank, the
clock, it was 2:55 am and he was carrying on looking at the
balcony.

The previous nights nothing happened, he did
not know if it was because she did not come home or because she
beard the heath, as he could have never do. If that was the case,
his program was never to be realized.

Suddenly, he saw the French window
open, his heart started to pulse, the heath of his body transformed
in a chilling shiver, he didn’t feel the sticky sweat anymore. He
started moving fast.

He took of the boot the bag, without worrying
about possible witnesses, he got changed behind the car, and in a
few seconds he was ready with the equipment on the right shoulder
and the little backpack containing the professional Nikon D3, set
on infrared mode.

He himself had substituted the
internal sensor in a way in which he could get high quality
pictures, even in the dark.

He climbed over the apartment
building gate. After all the nights spent there, he knew that there
were no alarms on the external boundary; in a few jumps he was on
the third floor balcony. Just a leap divided him and his treasure,
he was turned on as only in those moments he could be
so.

He was hoping that the girl, even hating the
air conditioning, would have been suffering from that heath and
would have so been sleeping naked. He only hoped that she wasn’t
just any fashionable Jane Doe. It would have been a big
disappointment for him; he didn’t know how he could have
reacted.

Finally, he was crouched on the
terrace, the alteration of the reflex didn’t allow him to look into
the viewfinder. Thus, he was observing the scene by looking through
the little digital screen on the back of the camera. He didn’t have
to enter the room, he would have avoided the risk of waking her up
by regulating the telephoto lens. He started to watch
her.

Her hair was loose, the face was the
one of an angel, she had gone back to sleep deeply, the breast
appeared as drawn on her thin and tanned body. He was slowly moving
the camera towards his aim. For others, the slowness would have
been irritating: she had a round and perfect belly-button, he even
slower went beyond it. His adrenaline was on the edge, the arousal
exploded when he realized that she was sleeping with her legs wide
open. His eyes saw what he had hoped for and his mind went to the
image of a red bush that he would find on the hill in front of his
house, when, as a teenager, he was going back to the countryside,
to start the school after the holidays spent in Europe and in the
United States.

He didn’t know how much time had
passed by, a few seconds or a few minutes, when he realized to have
the finger still pressing on the shutter click. Even without
knowing how many pictures he had taken, he recovered, left it, and
thought that he would have liked to bring home another memory.
Maybe for the first time, he stopped contemplating that thought and
in a few minutes got back to the car.

He found himself in his vehicle,
with the fan at maximum and the air conditioning at the lowest
temperature. He was ready to run home; he thought about getting
changed, but he was too turned on to do it: he stayed with his
suit, gloves, and shoes and wasn’t minimally paying attention at
the speed limits. In that moment, he seemed to have lost his sense
of caution that had maniacally marked his preparation work and the
waiting.

He was already thinking of the best
photographic choice and of the HP Photosmart printer that the next
day would have printed dozens of copies of those pictures. He would
have covered the tool barn with them; the latter was the only room
he has ever considered to be his across the whole property he
inherited from his father.

The highway was almost desert, in
twenty minutes he had already parked in the garage, threw in the
launderette the clothes he had worn before and after the events of
the night that, for him, had been magical.



He found himself naked on the bed, with the air
conditioning set on the maximum level, thinking about his new
accomplished mission, to his awesome job that would have absorbed
him for the whole next day, and, when the temperature got under 24°
centigrades, he fell asleep.















































 CHAPTER 2





In the morning, he smoothly woke up, he stayed
still for a while, thinking about the previous night and, when he
realized to be in possess of the material useful to fulfill his
day, he got up.

From that moment onwards, the electronic tools
of which he was proud of, started to transmit every single data of
his slumber to his iPhone.

A white crown, which had been installed on his
bedside table, had registered every phase of his sleep, the deeper
one, the lighter one, the rem, it memorized his cardiac
palpitations, the air quality, his movements, how many times he had
woken up during the night, his weight, and any kind of variation in
respect with the previous night. All this was possible thanks’ to a
couple of sensors installed under the mattress and a sort of watch
he would wear on his wrist.

Moreover, the equipment transmitted a signal to
the kitchen, thanks’ to which Shanti knew she could start preparing
his breakfast, the same one every day: an espresso with intensity
of flavor 11, eggs and ham, a slice of angel food cake, two glasses
of fresh orange juice, one was needed for the mimosa he would have
prepared for himself after, a variety of ten different flavors of
jams without sugar and a box of slices of amaranth.

Even in what he would eat, the contradiction of
his life existed.

He would have washed himself, shaved, and worn
perfume, he would have got his daily dose of pills: Xanax, Prozac,
Pernaton, together with Advil and Keforal in case of head or tooth
ache.

The heath was suffocating even that
morning, even if it was much better than in the city. He put on a
t-shirt and a pair of shorts, he took his camera, and went
downstairs in order to have breakfast.

He took his meal silently, calmly,
even if was looking forward to finishing and starting with his job.
The waiting was part of the game, it was a pleasure added to the
one he would have had in a few minutes.

Breakfast was waiting for him on the veranda
table: different little tea tablespoons were arranged on the table.
They were different in color and perfectly matching each jam color.
He used to spread each slice of amaranth in the same exact
sequence: an orange spoon was used for the orange marmalade, a blue
one for the blueberry flavor, a yellow one for the lemon jam, peach
color for the peaches jam. Every morning he would follow the same
sequence; however, it didn’t include the ten jams: each morning he
would stop. He never ate the ten flavors, but he liked them to be
on the table.

The espresso had to be intensity 11,
it had to be served in one of the little colorful cups disposed on
a shelf in the kitchen. They were matching the jams and the
tablespoons. He hated one of them: the purple one. He never told
anyone that if the coffee had been randomly served in the latter,
he wouldn’t have drunk it. It would have threw it in the kitchen
sink. The ice cold orange juices were needed for the pills and one
for the pleasure of starting the day with a glass of champagne. He
had read years before that the latter, taken in the morning, is
better than any other antidepressant; thus he never gave up on
it.

After breakfast, he went to the barn
walking with his bare feet on the grass and followed by his English
Bulldog, named Oliver.

He opened the wooden door with the
key. The barn had been built in wood and bricklaying, in an
irregular, illogical way. It was stocked with gardening tools: two
clippers, one brush cutter, one blower, and one chainsaw. The barn
ceiling was so low that anyone entering it would have had to lower
head and back.

He moved with a spade the bottom
wall and he strongly pushed a wooden panel onto the
side.

The operation unveiled a steel door bearing a
combination lock. He digitized the date of his first time and the
door opened up on a huge room. Oliver entered it and he followed
him.

Really, the barn was built in a way
in which the visible part was low and small, but the section that
extended under the hill, with the English-style grass and the fruit
trees, could be high enough to be jumping inside of it without
hitting the ceiling.

This second space was full of electronically
equipments: Apple computers, laser printers, Lcd screens, antennas,
any kind of charger, amplifying systems, huge loudspeakers, an iron
desk, some old steel wardrobes and newer armored ones, and drawers
made of tempered glass and steel. Obviously, temperature and
humidity were electronically regulated.

On a wall, two electrical panels
were hanging, one of which was three-phase, which guaranteed
electricity to all the tools and to an emergency panel that, kept
charged, could release 48 hours of energy in case of blackout.
Without that, he wouldn’t have had oxygen enough to
breathe.

Everything was perfectly in order.
It was the only tidy room where he would spend his time. It didn’t
mirror neither his mental disorder, nor his actual untidiness. He
was finally alone. He could now start his favorite
activities.

He took out of the camera the sd
expansion board and he inserted it into the Mac. He started the
software called Affinity photo. By importing the pictures taken the
night before, he realized how many they were. He selected all of
them and started printing them using the Photosmart printer. The
little tool started to mechanically print all of the shoots and
spread hundreds of them on the floor.

While the printer was keeping on cranking out
the pictures, he opened one of the steel armoires, he took out one
of the tempered glass dressers. He grasped a transparent empty
drawer and put in on the table. He switched on a portable Mac,
chose an editing program and printed a label with the name STEFANIA
with a HP Laser jet P2035. He then grasped the label, sticked it in
the centre of the empty drawer and waited for the Photosmart to end
its job.

He was waiting. He was looking at
the closed wardrobes and he was thinking. He could remember how
many drawers and what was inside of each one even while they were
closed. Each armoire was labelled with a woman’s name.

They were the memory of his life until that
moment, every girl he had ever had, the ones he wish he had, the
ones he could have, but didn’t want to have, and the ones he had
refused.

He had collected tufts of body hair, locks of
hair, pieces of nails, sheets of papers kissed by red lipsticks –
only red ones – and pictures that he considered to be the most
beautiful.

In a second, he would have started
to fill a new drawer with that weird, but so bewitching girl he had
met a few days before. He was excited like a child.

The printer was carrying on with
what he considered to be music and he was thinking of the women he
kept inside of it. They were all physically different: different
hair, different body hair, and eyes, their cuts, the different
shapes of their noses, chins, breasts. They were different in
height, weight, the visage, the legs length, the behinds shape, and
the age.

They were all pretty beautiful, but
one only thing was making them equal: the psychological profile of
each of them.

They were all indeed and undeniably
border line.

That was the one characteristic that
had always attracted him. He knew that kind of woman from the first
meeting and at first sight it was as if he could feel the hint of
that characteristic. He mentally felt the presence of it straight
forwardly.

He knew well what that meant:
inconstancy, love folly, refusal of the freest and most regular
feelings, no reliability, struggle for both of them, and true
beauty that, for him, was the best thing in the world.

He was aware of the fact that he could have
never been able to share a serious relationship with any of those
women and, probably, that was exactly why he was so attracted to
them exactly like a bee would be drawn to honey. Him, alfa male,
loved his loneliness, his average folly.

He was born 49 years before in New
York. His parents were both Italians: his mother had always been a
perfect one; she spent her time between her children and the
community within which she worked as a volunteer. She had always
been dedicated to charity and shopping in the same way. His father,
instead was always on business trips: he was rich thanks to his
exclusive trade of weapons in every country of Africa, Asia, and
Middle East.

While his mother had died five years
before, happy to have two children, one of each always taking care
of her; his father had passed away ten years before and, probably,
hadn’t found peace yet and was flipping over in the tomb thinking
of his son, who, instead of taking advantage of the numerous wars,
was loafing and spending his undeserved fortune.

He had decided to choose as his
favorite home the big house located in Brianza, immersed in the
green, which was used by his parents when really on
holiday.

The many trips and the money had
allowed his father to buy houses pretty much everywhere, preferring
once cities, other times the seaside, and others the mountain. In
each of those places, the children and him used to practice any
kind of sport, among which his favorite ones: scuba diving,
parachuting, skiing, and golfing.

Among the many, he had chosen the house in
Brianza as the house in the countryside, because it was located
near the cities of Milano, Varese, and Como, and very close to the
Northern airports. It was very close to Switzerland and it was
incomparably beautiful: its landscapes were composed of villas
surrounded by the green, huge parks, and silence.

The roads of North Italy were all
made of one lane and connected every little town. In Spring they
get colored by flowers, in Summer they are kept in the shades by
trees, in Autumn they are almost invisible because of the fog, and
in Winter they become rally tracks for autos thanks to the
snow.

The flora is variegated down there and the
fauna includes squirrels, hares, and many species of singing
birds.

His estate was one of the most
enchanting of that area, it included a house in liberty style that
was the favorite one of the whole family, except for his sister,
who had always loved to travel like her father and had chosen the
London house as her own.

John, that was his name or the one
he loved to be called with, had always been a good child, he had
been a hard-working student, even if he wasn’t intelligent more
than average. He had finished his study with a law degree, but he
had never thought of carrying on with a master or working in a law
firm.

As a teenager he had had a
comfortable life, but not very easy or fun. He was the first born
and, being such, he had to be a father for his sister and a
chaperon for his mother.

He didn’t really have a regular
adolescence, he had only a few friends and no girlfriend until the
university years.

He well remembered that desire that
had slowly turned into frustration and soon after into an
obsession.

Despite the fact that his mother and sister
were of a rare beauty, both blonde, he had never succeeded in
seeing their pubic hair. The idea of not knowing if their body hair
was beautiful like the hair got him crazy.

He had asked it to his sister, who making fun
of him for that curiosity, had never satisfied him.

He had received many gifts from his
father, though. Presents that kids of his age shared, classes on
how to race with cars and motorbikes. He had more than any other
boy he knew, but he spent his time with them in loneliness. He
didn’t really have friends with whom to have fun; the majority of
his time was to be dedicated to his mother that cherished him,
making him feeling guilty about not being with her.

These are the reasons why the gifts he had
appreciated the most were the ones that could satisfy him in his
loneliness, above all photography.

The room connected to the barn was
born years before as darkroom for the development and printing of
pictures, before the time when the digital era got better and made
useless the previously used tools.

Nonetheless, everything was there to remind him
of the many hours spent in that place, which was the best gift he
had ever received from his father.

In time, he had transformed it and
had installed a series of equipments in it. He loved to buy them in
specialized boutiques or online; the world wide web was for him a
bazar able to satisfy any desire.

Five lines of ropes were distributed on the
whole perimeter of the big room; they seemed the ones used to hang
the laundry, they were made of copper and they were 40 cm distant
from each other and the floor. They could be able to collect
hundreds of shoots, leaving some space to seat down at the work
table.

The printer was silent now and he
got out of his thoughts suddenly. He realized that the pictures
were all on the floor and he started gathering them; one of all
attracted him. It actually seemed the same as all the other ones
and anyway it was still too soon to choose the best one.

He hanged them all, one by one, with
two clothes pegs until the room was full of images. They were all
picturing the same thing: a lock of red hair on a white
pubis.

He started to wander around the room
looking at all the shoots, one by one; he then grasped the one he
had already noticed and put it in the drawer labelled
STEFANIA.

He spent the rest of the day looking
at the hanging pictures, rolled up in his thoughts and daydreaming
about his new relationship.

He had always preferred women that
he judged to be “honest”, those women of whom the pubic hair color
was like the hair color. Indeed, within is collection he did have
shades of colors, but the relations that had lasted were the ones
with “honest” women bearing matching hair colors.



He wouldn’t have met her that night, but the
one after, they had decided to meet in a famous bar where they
could drink, have dinner, and listen to jazz music, which he loved.
He wasn’t sure she would have liked it, he found her musically
rough, lover of Italian singer-songwriters, despite her being young
and sympathizing for a left that didn’t really exist anymore.

He didn’t care about her political ideas and
her job, even if she told him that she was a criminal defense
lawyer; the only thing that turned him on was that she was weird
and he wanted to strike her.

The iPhone alarm clock rang at 7:25
pm. He woke up from the chair and got out of the room. He closed
the armored door and put the wooden panel back where it was. He
opened the barn door with the big key and went out to the open
air.

Oliver, that had been sleeping for
the whole day next to him, ran towards a tree lifting his leg and
then followed him home.

It was aperitif time. He always prepared it on
his own, for himself. A big boule glass was filled with a little
tablespoon of cane sugar, a grappa glass of Cognac XO, a tea spoon
of Angostura, a slice of lime, three strawberries cut in half, four
grapes of black grapes, five blackberries, four ice cubes, and Moèt
et Chandon.

He then seated in the veranda living
room and enjoyed the drink looking at his rose garden and crunching
chips and peanuts.

The rose garden had been personally planted by
him when his mother died. Each rose reminded him of the cheek
kisses she would give him before going to bed and in the morning,
until when he was aged 18.

At 8:30 pm, he was ready for dinner.
When he was home he would always sit at the head of the table, with
the mega screen switched on onto the news channel that kept on
repeating until he was finished eating.

His dinners were always different.
Shanti was a perfect cook and was always cooking any kind of dish,
both Italian and from any other part of the world. John would only
drink sparkling water Perrier with drops of lemon juice that had to
be squeezed not more than half an hour before dinner. A bottle of
Moèt or Tignanello was always accompanying his meal.

After having finished dinner with a
fruit sorbet he would have played with Oliver. He usually waited
for him to choose a toy among the many he had in his dog basket
before throwing one and marking the beginning the games. He would
have then watched tv and set it on Fox Crime to watch two of the
new chapters of his favorite series, Criminal Minds.

He would have identified with the characters
drinking rum and smoking a Trinidad cigar that he periodically
ordered directly from Cuba.

He fell asleep thinking deeply of
her and the meeting that was awaiting him the next
night.













































CHAPTER 3





He woke up pretty early and stayed in bed
thinking about her for a while. He had his usual breakfast and
stayed soaking up in the sun for some time. He interrupted his
sunny day only to get some lunch. He didn’t enter his “room” that
day.

At sunset time his skin was
evidently well-tanned; he decided to wear a whit [...]
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