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  LETTER ONE


  My dearest fans,


  I am sure you have all had your fill of those boring stories about the simple farm girl who runs away to Hollywood and makes it big. I admit that is basically the story of my life, but of course the studio PR men have never revealed to you those spicy intimate details that make my story so delightfully, debauchedly different! (And they don't even know about half my affairs, though they've certainly tried hard enough to cover up the scores they do know about!) Naturally, my busy schedule—what with making movies as well as all those marvelous men—has never allowed me to give any reporter the bare facts. But just recently, darlings, while on a pleasure-packed tour of the fleshpots of the world, I had time to write of my sexperiences in a series of letters to a dear psychiatrist friend. Being in a rather embarrassing bind at present, it occurred to me that these letters could comprise a sizzling erotic classic that would elevate me from the status of a somewhat besmirched sex symbol to that of a best-selling authoress. (Though, God knows, it will probably create the scandal of the century!) So, for all you loyal fans who want to help me become as successful in print as I have been on the screen—and in the boudoir—here it is at last: my torrid true story! Do curl up in bed with it and enjoy it to the utmost—and the best of lust to all of you, darlings!


  Thrillingly yours, Gloria Gentel


  Hotel de Zingara Rome, Italy


  Dear Paul,


  The first thing I want to do is shock you, just to prove that you psychiatrists are still capable of being shocked.


  The shocker is this: you were wrong in your glib analysis of me. I don't have sex to find love—I have sex to escape love. There, what do you think of my advanced knowledge of the libido?


  And to prove my theory, Paul, I have been traveling for the past two months, never staying in one place more than a week. Never eating in the same restaurant twice, and never having two cocktails in the same bar. The result of this constant moving— this delicious butterflying about Europe—is that my sex life has been not only varied, but continuous. Quick, wicked, luscious little stabs at pleasure, then retreat.


  Do you remember the scene in the film I made with Rodney Talbot—the one called Tempest Tossed—where I played the young duchess who carries poison in her ring and dumps it into wine goblets all over the place, just to kill off her competition?


  That's the way I feel now, and it's wonderful.


  I think I can illustrate what I mean better to your Freudian-oriented, Adler-conditioned mind by relating my latest episode, my affair of the non-heart.


  That's the way I feel now, and it's wonderful.


  His name was Ricardo and Victor.


  You think I'm being amusing, don't you? Or perhaps making I grammatical mistake? Neither is true. There were two of them, but in my mind they are the same. I no longer suffer, you see, from the sickness of personality. I've escaped that, or at least I am escaping it. Although Ricardo is a man of some sixty years, and Victor is a youth of nineteen, they are both the same to me.


  When one is fucked, one is fucked. And in the final great scheme of things, the cunt is blind. Didn't you say that once, Paul? Except I'm sure that you couched it in much more dignified language. You probably prettied up the word cunt until it sounded like one of the Latin inscriptions I saw yesterday on the Flavian Amphitheater when Victor was driving me around in his taxi and trying —like the young satyr he is—to get his hand up my dress (again).


  I prefer the original language of the instincts. I'm sure that when our Stone Age ancestors first began to think in terms of language, the words fuck, cunt, prick, suck, lick, shit—all of them—came into their minds like a tribe of laughing, drunken, happy comedians.


  And that's what sex should be, Paul. Not something we hang ourselves up on, like a pack of goddamn Puritans, but something happy and carefree. When I let Victor fuck me last night, we were like two children sharing a toy—or two toys, his prick my cunt. We made a lot of whoopee, and he went away with stars in his eyes, but he'll forget me. He'll have to. I don't intend to See him again, ever.


  But I'm sorry to wax so philosophical, when I was really intending to give you an illustration of how I am learning to be the movie-star duchess in real life, and to pour the poison of forgetfulness into the ears of all who try to listen to the secret beat of my heart.


  Ricardo and Victor, then.


  Their story:


  When I arrived in Rome, I was met at the airport by sixty-year-old Signor Ricardo Beraldo, the studio's Italian representative and liaison person for visiting stars. He really was a darling man, full of charm— incantesimo—and looking like something out of one of Fellini's films. A dapper mustache, an excellent tailor, and a naughty twinkle in his wine-dark eyes.


  As you can imagine, Paul, I immediately wanted to have sex with him. I immediately began to imagine myself as some Byronic heroine wandering through the great rooms of a palazzo, and coming at last to the master bedroom where my aging lover waited for me. I could even see the cameras set up for the scene, the script girl ready to prompt me, and somebody with real genius for direction—like Fritz von Holtzer—coaching me at every move.


  I think I also knew that Signor Beraldo was prepared to offer his services in the capacity of stud. I'm sure, knowing the super-cunning minds behind my studio, that he had been originally hired for just that. So it didn't take a genius to assume that Ricardo would be quite a treat in bed. It had been some time, anyway, since I'd enjoyed sex with a man so much older than myself (you know my penchant for younger types, and how you tried to make so much of it from my dreams), and so I determined five minutes after Ricardo and I were in the taxi heading for my hotel that I would get him to fuck me.


  It was at this point that the plot became interesting. The taxi driver was Victor. I'd never seen a more handsome boy. He was like something out of a Tintoretto—with that pale Italian skin that looks like dusty ivory, and eyes the color of terra cotta. And, even from the back, I could see that his body was magnificent without even trying to be: simply a sculptor's dream come true.


  All the time old Ricardo was glibly talking, moving his rich Italian phrases around like chess pieces, Victor and I were carrying on a stunning little flirtation in the rear-view mirror of the taxi.


  God, the way he looked at me! His eye was like a strong finger going into my cunt. I actually grew hot and moist between my legs, and the ancient itch began to feel like a claw around my labia.


  I know, Paul, you don't care for my language.


  I wouldn't talk like this to anybody else, but you've heard me say worse. You know me as well as anybody has ever known me. And I don't use what you once called the gutter-whisper words to shock you. I know I can't do that again. I use them because I feel them, and because I can't be honest without them.


  There, then. I had myself two Latin lovers. One in the hand and one in the bush. Actually, I preferred Victor because of his youth, his gorgeous body and vitality—but I also derived my old pleasure from making him lust after me, from playing the elder Italian against the younger. Making a complete little drama of it.


  I wondered, of course, if the taxi driver was aware of who I was.


  Did he know that I was Gloria Gentel?


  Had he seen any or all of my films, masturbated over the giant-sized posters of my half-nude body that were at that very moment plastered over Rome to advertise Quest of Flesh?


  Frankly, I doubted it. I had my blonde hair dyed a dark brown, and the enormous sunglasses blotted out almost everything but my lips.


  He could, in fact, only tell that I was looking at him by the small, encouraging smiles I gave him from time to time.


  When we arrived at the hotel, Victor jumped out and opened my door with a graceful, masculine elegance, and I made sure he heard me instruct Ricardo to tip him well.


  My luggage was following in one of the airport cars, so Victor had no way of knowing that I had just arrived. But I knew he would assume that I was living at the hotel, and perhaps that Ricardo was my husband. That made the intrigue just that much more intriguing. All Italian males have the Boccaccio tales running in their blood—and cuckoldry is almost as delicious to them as religious ecstasy. I knew that Victor would take a quixotic delight in seducing the wife of another man, fucking her on the sly like some quick, dark fox.


  Ricardo and I rode up the gilded elevator of the expensive old hotel and walked with conspiratorial impatience behind the direttore, a bustling little man who was all smiles and hands.


  The room was magnificent, done in Venetian ochres and pinks, with a gallery that gave me a sweeping view of the Piazza del Campidoglio. Flowers and liquor were already there, so the minute Ricardo got the little man tipped and shooed out, I had brandies poured for both of us.


  It amused me the way Ricardo sniffed the brandy and rolled his eyes appreciatively to the high ceiling. I wondered if he would react the same way if his nose was traveling over the Hollywood wonder of my thighs, the legendary crevice of my much-photographed body.


  Leaving him to pour us another brandy, I went into the bedroom and took off every stitch I had on. I turned only once to glance at myself in the wall-sized mirror.


  As I have told you often before, Paul, when I look at my body I never see me. I see an endless parade of still-pictures, film clips, studio publicity shots of some mythological creature named Gloria Gentel. The large, firm, full breasts are not mine, but that creature's. The legs, insured every second for three million dollars, are the manikin legs of a product fashioned by the studio. And that patch of soft fur between my legs is a mask hiding the only part of me the mirror cannot reveal.


  The real me.


  Sometimes I think of myself as a horned and hideous old crone living inside my cunt, lurking there with my eyes slitted and burning, grinning there with the spittle of lust on my lips and tongue.


  But the mirror caught the image of me as perfectly as one of Toshi Kyeoto's lenses back in the studio. It didn't lie.


  I knew I had the body to drive any man who was a man into the most adolescent of horny passions.


  When I walked back into the room, Ricardo was just turning with the two brandy glasses held out in his hands like libations to love.


  His face went quite white, and his mouth opened in that faintly Italian way which expresses more than all the odes of Keats.


  “Bene,” he breathed. “Molto bene...!”


  I walked very slowly across the room toward him, a small smile turning up the corners of my mouth.


  His eyes wallowed all over my body, as if trying to capture forever the memory of it. As a very old man, dying under the gentle hands of nuns, Ricardo would one day have to think a last thought, and then die. I hoped that the thought would be the memory of how I walked toward him, the memory of a beautiful woman who was offering him one moment of paradise on his journey through this dreary world.


  Oh...I'm sorry, Paul. I didn't mean to reveal that streak in me again. Really I didn't. But I've written it, so I won't cross it out with angry pen-strokes. I'll just say that, in retrospect, the thought is unimportant, and probably much too noble and sentimental for Ricardo, anyway.


  He proved in the next hour or so that he was far less a poet and a dreamer than he was a victim of his own passion.


  Just another man, really.


  I waited until he, too, had taken off his clothes before actually inviting him into bed. Or, should I say, onto the bed. He came like some aging Pan, his slightly saggy body tingling with the fires of youthful desire. Between his legs, standing out under the crispy curl of his pubic hair, was the long, slim rod of his passion. It was curved, unsymmetrical that way, as if the hand of God had slipped a bit. But it was hard, and the meatus was the kind I've told you about so often, Paul—the kind I keep dreaming about. A real fist of meat, like two smooth pink ping-pong balls crushed together.


  He gave me, I must hasten to add, a rather conventional fuck. The kind a man who is almost a stranger—but not quite—gives a woman he has promised to treat well. For a few moments I think he did forget that I was Gloria Gentel, and that the ripe pussy he was putting his ambitious old dick into was not really his property, but the property of our joint master, the studio.


  Anyway, he wedged his cock between the humid lips of my cunt and comforted me like a gentiluomo. Yes, a gentleman of the old school who likes to puff and groan while pleasuring his own body.


  His nuts slapped against my buttocks like two withered avocados, but his strokes were clean and deep, and I felt the juices gathering deep in my cleft, gathering to spit and bubble with joy.


  He went into a regular litany of bliss when his own rapture overtook him. He galloped on top of me, screwing like a boy while I spasmed.


  The liquids trickled from between the ridges of my gorged, ovaled cunt, making his path ever easier. His dirk-like cock stabbed faster and faster, and I suddenly felt the thin, staccato spurts of his bliss.


  When he finished he fell against my breasts, his flared nostrils panting heavily beside one pointing, thumb-like nipple—a nipple he had been too excited or too timid to touch while sawing up and down between my legs.


  Then he went to sleep, like an overgrown, aged cupid.


  I slipped out of his arms and took a good hot bath, and when I returned I found that he had politely departed, leaving behind a small note on my pillow.


  I translated his Italian as best I could, and discovered to my annoyance that he would be back that evening to escort me to dinner. I knew that would never do. I had already made other plans, drawing them carefully together in the back of my mind like arrows being pinned on a wall map, and all pointing to one objective.


  The objective was the handsome young taxi driver named Victor.


  I didn't know his name at that moment, of course, but as in the case of my own carefully manufactured studio name, it wasn't important.


  Not only is the cunt blind—it is also deaf and dumb and illiterate.


  It is, as some poet once said about poetry, simply a way of happening, a mouth...


  An hour, before Ricardo was scheduled to return, I dressed in something simple and slipped down to the lobby of the hotel. The direttore spotted me and came forward with his hands aflutter.


  I didn't dare tell him I wanted a taxi, because I didn't. I wanted a taxi driver—only one, and I knew which one. So I told the groveling little man that I merely wanted to take a stroll.


  Outside the hotel, the taxis were lined up like an army of orange bugs. Drivers were clustered at various points, smoking cigarettes, lounging in indolent, careless poses of young Italian men with nothing more to do with their lives than sit behind motors they neither love nor understand.


  I walked down the line of them, ignoring the sudden stir of attention directed toward me. I was more than just a prospective passenger. I was the bait of sex, even if they all knew that it would be only a nebulous brush with fantasy, some new strain on their lonely hearts.


  He was standing outside his taxi, leaning against the door, a cigarette dangling idly from the corner of his well-formed mouth. His black, curly hair peeked out from the tip of his cap and fell over his clear brow in one of those simple, charming effects that young, handsome men unconsciously achieve.


  He saw me only an instant after I spotted him. He snapped to attention with a quick, crawling smile on his lips.


  He threw his cigarette down and came toward me with his cap in his hand.


  “Trasporto, signorina?”


  “Yes,” I said, and I got into the cab as he held the door open for me.


  I found that he spoke a little English, broken interminably with a flurry of Italian. But we managed. I learned his name was Victor Consaquari. I told him I just wanted to drive around, perhaps along the Via di Porta Pinciana.


  The implication was not lost on him—at least not completely.


  That particular street with its adjoining park is a notorious promenade for whores. He knew it, and I knew it. And any visitor in Rome, no matter how naive, quickly learns the truth of certain streets.


  He drove slowly through the crowded night traffic. I was positioned just right in the back seat of the taxi, positioned so that whenever I glanced up, our eyes could easily meet in the rear-view mirror, that old glassy companion of ours.


  And our eyes met often. This time I didn't have on the sunglasses, and there was no question in his mind that the looks signaled something. And to erase all doubt, I added the smiles.


  The game had to be played out to the end. And that, my dear Paul, is one of the regrets of life, isn't it? That the game is a game, first of all, and that so much time must be wasted in attending to the rules.


  If only there could be some instant chemistry, some sudden honesty between two people who want nothing more in the world than to taste the body of the other without the dragging bureaucracy of manners, of social form.


  We both wanted nothing more than to fuck, yet there we were, trading schoolboy and schoolgirl smiles through a mirror, with a whole car seat between us.


  I knew that I would have to be the one to act; after all, he knew that I wasn't out to sell myself on Porta Pinciana or hustle a trick on the Via Veneto. He knew only that I was a woman of substance who had, perhaps, some vague inclination to touch the honey of romance in old Rome. And he had no intention of losing his job for the still-uncertain promise of a small pleasure.


  And so, when he turned at last onto a relatively dark street, I pushed up the seat beside him and leaned forward. I put my hand boldly between his legs and felt of what he had there.


  I don't think I could have surprised him more if I had suddenly broken into an aria from Puccini.


  He stiffened with shock and snapped one hand down over mine. He was strong, and his fingers clamped down across my wrist like a vise.


  He turned and stared hard into my eyes.


  I grinned at him.


  My eyes and my grin told him that the preliminaries were over—that it wasn't the valentines of flirtation I wanted, but what he had to offer in the way of a prick and balls.


  “Che cosa?” he breathed.


  “You,” I whispered, “and me, Victor. I want you to fuck me.”


  He didn't speak. His eyes were dark and smoky in the half-light. His Adam's apple moved slowly downward in his ivory-smooth throat as he swallowed. His lips were half-parted and a little full, as if they had been created only for the wild madness of kissing.


  Oh, Paul, I can't tell you how excited I was by him! He struck some old, familiar chord in me, something that carried me back to my girlhood in Oklahoma, things I've never told you about, but will very soon, perhaps in my next letter to you. But suffice it to say, I wanted him more than I've ever wanted a man in my life.


  The next few seconds were absolute torture for me! And then, I felt his strong fingers relax on my wrist. And in that instant I could feel the quick hardening of something under my hand. His cock. His big, boyish cock was growing stiff for me. I could feel it beginning to pulse and expand.


  He threw the taxi quickly into gear again and began to drive swiftly through a series of streets. I was utterly lost in the honeycombing avenues, alleys and doglegs he steered that car through. He could have been taking me some place to rape and murder me—and the thought even flashed through my head like some witch on a broomstick—but at the moment I didn't give a damn. I still had my hand down there, feeling him up, teasing his prick under the thin cloth at his crotch, measuring the hard inches, trying to determine the size of the head, the thickness at the middle and base.


  He hadn't touched me, of course; he was too busy driving.


  When we finally reached what seemed to be the suburbs of the city, he put one hand down and unbuttoned his fly for me. I welcomed the chance to see what I had been so wantonly playing with. I fished it out of his shorts and gasped with pleasure at the size of it. You will forgive me, Paul, for indulging in what is surely only the province of the female in rut, but the Adonis I had cornered was the possessor of a very extraordinary cock...
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