
How I Learned Italian 

Adam Mitchell and Aria Gallo, late thirties, just met 

 

There’s a knock at the door. Must be room service, or maybe a porter about my 

check-in. 

‘I’m getting changed,’ I call out. ‘Come back in half an hour.’ I’ve only just 

gotten into the room, and I’m in the middle of getting undressed to take a 

shower. 

Another knock, louder. 

‘I said, can you come back later, please?’ 

 ‘Sai parlare Italiano?’ says a woman’s voice. 

‘I’m sorry, I don’t speak Italian. Come back later.’ I thought all the staff here 

spoke English. 

The woman giggles. ‘Fammi entrare, per favore.’ 

‘I’m sorry. I have only just gotten in. Will you go away?’ 

‘No. Mi piace il modo in cui si guarda,’ she says, firmly. ‘Voglio entrare.’ 

‘Um...All right, all right, hold on.’ I put my pants and shirt back on, buttons still 

undone, and go over to open the door.  

The woman from the lobby is standing there. The one who was checking in at 

the same time as me. The one in the black dress, with the sly smile.  

‘Lasciami entrare voglio fare sesso con te,’ she says, and looking at my torso, 

before coming back up for full eye contact. She takes a step forward.  

‘Sorry. Do you work at the hotel?’ I ask. If she does, she must be pretty high up. 

All the rest of the staff are in livery.  

She just smiles, and makes to walk past me into the room. I smell her perfume 

and the shampoo from her hair, and I notice for the first time the fine, delicate 

tattoo of a feather on her shoulder blade. I let her past.  

‘La vostra camera è più grande del mio,’ she says, sounding slightly aggreived, 

and takes off her shoes with her toes. Her legs are shapely, but not too slender, 



and I spy traces of stubble around an ankle. Another bright tattoo hides inside 

her left calf, a rose.  

‘Well, hello. My name’s Adam. I’ve come from London, and I got held over in 

Frankfurt so I’m feeling a bit...’ 

‘Penso che tu sia così attraente,’ she interrupts, and goes to sit on the bed. ‘Ti ho 

visto al piano di sotto e ho deciso che volevo sposarti!’ She laughs as she 

crosses her legs. 

‘So...what do you want exactly? I can’t speak Italian. I don’t mean to be rude, 

but...’ 

She is still laughing. ‘Dico sul serio!’ she says. ‘Non credo che abbia mai visto 

un uomo più bello.’ 

Her eyes are large and dark brown, and she has long, arched eyebrows and firm 

but delicate lips that purse when she has finished speaking, while she awaits a 

response.  

‘Right. Look, I really need to take a shower. Do you want to meet me later? I 

just need to...’  

‘Più tardi,’ she replies, now serious. ‘Voglio che si spogliano e venire a letto 

con me.’ 

With this, she starts taking her dress off, by pulling down the shoulder straps 

one at a time so they fall around her waist, then standing up so the dress slips 

over her hips and onto to the floor, leaving her in delicate underwear. She does 

this deftly, and calmly.  

Then she looks at me, and steps forward to place her hands on my shirt collar.  

‘Um...’ 

She giggles again as she takes off my shirt, and kisses me gently on the chest. 

Then she puts her hand on my cock.  

'Scommetto che sei davvero bravo, non è vero?' she asks. 

‘What’s your name?’ I ask.  

She does not aswer. She has a ripe, womanly body, with warm brown skin and 

large soft breasts, and there is something about the set of her hips and shoulders 



that says, sex. Lots of it, and with lots of men over the years. She must be about 

forty, a few years older than me, perhaps.   

‘Lo non sono una prostituta...’ she says, and I feel awkward. I’m only here for 

four days so I didn’t even bother buying a phasebook. But I’m pretty sure she 

just said she wasn’t a... 

‘Ho appena piacciono gli uomini,’ she finishes, and kisses me. Her lips are soft 

and she tastes like wine, and oranges, and she makes me hungry.  

Then she kneels down, and starts to undo my belt buckle. 

 

*** 

 

Aria – for that turns out to be her name – is still in my room when I get back 

from my first meeting, the following afternoon. She is lying on the bed, wearing 

a sundress, drinking ice water and lemon, and reading a magazine. And, she has 

moved her suitcases in, and set up her clothes on a rack by the window.  

Obvioulsy, I’m surprised. One night stands don’t normally do that, in my 

limited experience. And, I’ve got the only key to my room, in my hand. Or at 

least, I thought I did.  

‘Ciao. Com'è andata oggi?’ she says.  

‘Er, hi,’ I say. ‘Making youself at home?’  

This comes out in a meaner tone of voice than I had really intended, and she 

frowns.  

‘Ho pagato per una persona in più,’ she explains. ‘Così possiamo dormire 

insieme ogni notte.’ 

Just then there is a knock at the door. 

‘Hold on!’ I call out. ‘I’m busy.’ 

‘Mr Mitchell?’ calls a male voice, Italian. ‘Your girlfriend asked me to come 

and talk to you.’ 

My girlfriend?  



Aria smiles nervously and eyes the door. I go over and open it and one of the 

more senior hotel staff is there.  

‘Mr Mitchell? Ms Gallo asked me to explain a few things to you.’ 

‘OK. Is Ms Gallo, the, um...’  

He looks puzzled. ‘Ms Gallo is...the lady in your room now, sir. She has paid 

for your room to be upgraded to include an extra person, for the next four 

nights.’ 

‘I...see. Excuse me, but, um...’ 

 ‘Yes, sir?’ 

‘Do you know Ms Gallo?’ 

He pauses. ‘You do not, sir?’ 

‘Um. Yes, I do, now. But...does she do this? I mean, has she done this before?’ 

‘Done what, sir?’ 

He looks like he really does not want the answer to that. In fact, he now looks 

like he wants this conversation to be over as soon as possible.  

‘Um...never mind,’ I say. ‘Thanks.’ 

‘Thank you, sir,’ he says, and walks off, hastily.   

 ‘Adam?’ calls my girlfriend. ‘Vieni a dirmi che vestito da indossare a cena 

questa sera!’ 

I go back in, and she has stood up from the bed, and has a dress in each hand. 

Both look like they would look wonderful on her. She looks at me expectantly. I 

know this game, in any language.  

‘The red one,’ I say, and point to it.  

She smiles in delight and takes off the sundress so she can change, and then 

catches me staring at her naked body, with the afternoon sun streaming full in 

the window, lighting her up from behind.   

Next thing I know, we’re in bed again.    

 



*** 

 

Prior to meeting Aria, my Italian was limited to things like ‘si’, ‘no’, ‘grazi’, 

‘Mama Mia’, and food names. 

In the course of our second night together I learned quite a lot more. Most of it 

probably won’t be very useful in regular conversation, though. But it is damn 

useful with her. 

Fuck is ‘cazzo’. Fuck me is ‘cazzomi ,’ or ‘scopami’. I learn this pretty early. 

Aria most commonly says it when I am already doing it.  

Vagina is ‘vagina’, but said in a sexy Italian accent I cannot pull off. You can 

also say ‘fica’, which I take to be more like ‘cunt’. It’s best if you say ‘vagina’ 

early on, and then ‘fica’ once things have gotten heavy. 

Wet is ‘bagnato’ or ‘zuppo’. This is very relevant in Aria’s case.   

‘Big’ is ‘grande’, which I knew already, but she also says ‘forte’, all of which I 

find flattering because I am not actually that big.  

Hard is ‘duro’, or ‘sodo’, and this is not so much flattering as just plain accurate 

because when I am with Aria I am ‘sodo’ very often.  

‘You make me hard’ is ‘mi fai duro’ and ‘I want to fuck you’ is ‘voglio 

scoparti’. ‘Will you lick my cunt?’ is ‘vi leccare la mia figa?’ and the correct 

formal answer is ‘si’.   

I leaned other things, too. I looked them up online, and said them to her in my 

best romantic voice and she laughed her head off.  

‘Sei bella.’ You’re beautiful. ‘Si sono deliziosi.’ You are delightful. ‘Hai un 

buon odore.’ You smell good.   

And then, ‘dove stai andando dopo Roma?’ Where are you going after Rome?  

But I didn’t ask that one, just yet.  

 

*** 



Meetings are tedious, especially when you have something much better to do. 

Right now, for example, I could be out experiencing the best that Rome has to 

offer (Aria’s smile) seeing the famous hills of Rome (Aria’s tits) or dining on 

the best traditional Italian food (you get the idea).  

But instead I’m in a boardroom listening to some American ad guy banging on 

about “Regionally Nuanced Marketing” (RNM, as if something so banal needed 

an acronym). Italy isn’t just Italy, he says. Rome, for example, is quite different 

to Sicily, which is turn is totally different to “the north.”  

Really? No!  

I am sure the Italians in the room are astounded by this insight.  

Aria is from Tuscany. I got a map out last night, and she pointed out a town 

called Siena, which I have heard of, but know nothing about.  

I bet they have some regional variations in Siena, too, Like, the women being 

incredibly fucking gorgeous.  

I want to take Aria back to Siena. I want to see her in her own town, among the 

sort of men she is used to. I want this so that when we make love, I will 

understand the nature of the joyful rite I am undertaking. 

I know that there are probably about twenty-five years worth of men in her life 

before me, others that have trod the sacred path, and I am almost thankful for 

their traces left upon her, the signs of tender wear. You can see them in the way 

she knows her body so well, in the way she likes her nipples gently bitten, and 

her stomach stroked before orgasm, and the way she likes having her eyes 

kissed while I fuck her, the softness of one motion countering the vigour of the 

other.  

I want to take her to Siena right now, and share a hotel with a balcony 

overlooking the (whatever big scenic thing they have), and go for romantic 

walks along the (river?) and see her in the sun of her own town.  

And then I want to take her back to the hotel and... 

‘Mr Mitchell?’  

‘Um...’ I’m back in the room with a start. My erection is like a bar of lead, and I 

haven’t a clue what has been said for the last five minutes.  



‘Your thoughts on Mr Jackson’s presentation?’ 

‘Well, er, I’d like to pick up on that earlier point about RNM. I think that’s key,’ 

I say. ‘I think a whole range of strategies is appropriate in a context like this, 

one for each different region.’ 

‘So you don’t like Mr Jackson’s suggestion that we can avoid that neccesity 

with a single, American-themed ad campaign?’ 

Oh. Even though he’s an ad guy, Mr Jackson isn’t a total dork after all. Turns 

out he’s actually been talking about how we can make fun of American pizza 

being all the same, and that approach will work in all the different regions.  

‘Er, yeah, I liked that suggestion too,’ I offer. ‘But you know, at this point I 

think it might be wise to keep our option open.’ 

There is an awkward silence and I excuse myself and go to the bathroom.  

I didn’t have a shower this morning - no prizes for guessing what I was doing 

instead - and when I take my penis out, the smell of Aria rises up and 

intoxicates me. I get so hard I can’t urninate for several minutes.  

I’m sick, I decide. I’ve eaten something that has not agreed with me and I need 

to take the afternoon off.  

Yeah. That must be it. I really need to take the afternoon off. 

 

*** 

 

 She’s there again, when I get back. This time it’s her turn to be surprised. 

‘Ciao!’ she says. ‘Sei tornato presto. Che cosa è successo?’ 

I recognise the word ‘early’. The rest is pretty obvious in context.  

‘The meetings were cancelled,’ I say. ‘Er... annull...?’ 

‘Si. Se lo avessi saputo non avrei masrurbato.’ She grins at me.  

Did she say she had just masturbated? Or that she didn’t? Man, I really need 

some classes. I just shrug. 



‘Cosa vuoi fare?’she asks.  

‘Cazzo!’ I say. She agrees eagerly. We do, and she smiles up at me languidly 

after she has finished her first orgasm and I have still not reached mine, and she 

whispers: 

‘Voglio comprarti un vestito, stupendo bastardo.’ 

Voglio. She wants to...someting about a compartment? I’m a stupid bastard?   

I settle for fucking her some more, and we both understand that.  

Then later on in the afternoon, she leads me down to a street near the hotel 

where there are all these tailor shops, in a row, and she points to one. 

‘Chiedergli di misurare, sceglieremo.’ 

I really have no idea what that means. Luckily, the guy speaks some English. 

‘Do you want wool or linen, sir?’ 

‘Oh. I’m buying a suit, am I?’ 

‘Your lady says she is buying it for you.’ 

‘Si,’ says Aria. ‘Voglio che apparire al meglio.’ 

She wants...me to have good apparel? Something like that. 

‘Vuoi lana o di lino?’ he asks her. 

‘Lana, e farlo stretto intorno al suo culo.’ 

Something to do with my ass.  

He measures me up, paying alot of attention to my legs and torso, and she 

stands there watching and grinning.  

Then we go back to the hotel.  

 

*** 

 



Wednesday’s meeting goes a little better, partly because Aria got me hard so 

many times last night that it actually hurts when I bar up, so that at least is a 

deterrent to thinking about her all day. Besides, I want to make sure that I leave 

Rome a winner. I have come here for a reason, after all.  

So, I manage to wrestle the spotlight off Mr Jackson, and turn things round to a 

sales perspective. We should be setting up outlet stores for our stuff (sports 

goods, incidentally), rather than trying to get it onto the already crowded 

shelves of existing stores. This has been proven to work in France and Germany 

so it will probably work in Italy too.  

The board end up agreeing, and ask me where I had in mind for the outlets. I’m 

not ready for that.   

‘Rome, of course.’ I say. ‘And regional centres, like Milan, and, uh, Siena.’  

‘Siena?’ says one lady. ‘That’s not a big place. Genoa, maybe.’ 

‘Well, I’d need to have a good look at that. In fact, I was thinking about staying 

longer, for that very reason.’   

‘Perhaps Italy is beginning to work her charms upon you?’ she says. A few 

others at the table smile, and one lady even covers her mouth. 

How did they know? Was it the way I drifted off, yesterday? Or the look in my 

eye?  

Or maybe it was the smell of her perfume, all about me.  

 

*** 

  

‘Quanto tempo ti fermi a Roma?’ I ask Aria that night. How long are you 

staying in Rome?  

(Yes, I finally got a phrase book, and, I looked up a bunch of stuff in the net 

before I got back to the hotel.)  

‘Ho solo fino Mercoledì, ma ho cambiato i miei piani.’ 

I think she said she was staying til Wednesday. That’s a week away.  



‘Ho intenzione di rimanere più a lungo,’ I say. I am going to stay longer.  

‘Buona. Non voglio lasciare,’ she replies. I guess ‘buona’ means good but that 

was pretty obvious because of the pleased expression on her face. I have no idea 

what the rest means.   

‘Sapete l'inglese a tutti?’ I say. Do you know any English at all?  

She shakes her head and giggles.  

‘Vuoi imparare un po '??’ I ask.  Do you want to learn some?  

She pouts and says: ‘Ma si sta facendo così bene, e il suo ad una svolta, ad 

ascoltare si tenta.’ 

Once again, I have no idea what this means, but I have been recording this 

whole conversation so I can play it back to a porter later.  

‘Che cosa si vuole realmente?’ I ask. What do you actually want? 

‘Non lo so,’she says, looking a bit forlorn. ‘Questo è pazzo, non è vero? E 'solo 

che mi piace così tanto e ho pensato che se hai tenuto farmi restare, mi 

piacerebbe vedere quello che è successo. Ho mai sentito così prima. Mi dispiace 

se è troppo intenso.’ 

‘Intenso’ is right. It’s the most intense week of my life. But also one of the best.  

 

*** 

 

‘She says she was only staying until Wednesday but she changed her plan,’ says 

the porter. (A different one, by the way). 

‘Oh. So, she’s staying longer?’ 

‘Yes.  She says she doesn’t want to leave. Then she...says that she doesn’t know 

any English and she doesn’t want to learn any because...’ 

He pauses. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Because it is a turn on listening to you ty to talk to her.’ 



‘Um...’ I falter 

‘Do you want me to go on translating, sir?’ 

‘Yes, please. Sorry if this is a bit embarassing.’ 

‘She says she doesn’t know what she is doing, and she knows this is crazy. But, 

she just really likes you and...uh...she says she wants to stay with you, if you 

will let her. She apologises. She says she knows it is very intense.’ 

My heart swells.  

I drop fifty lira on the poor guy and practically run back to the room. Aria is still 

there, fussing with clothes, and looking anxious. It is the first time I have ever 

seen her look that way, and I realise that I never want to see that look on her 

face again. 

‘Come here,’ I say, and I take her in my arms and hold her, and she smiles, and 

I feel her relaxing, back into the soft, warm delightful woman that I think I am 

faling in love with.  

 

*** 

  

I am in a particularly good mood on Thursday evening. The board decided to let 

me stay on at the company’s expense and have lined me up to tour around Italy 

for a further two weeks, looking at commercial real estate opportunities for our 

outlet stores. Jackson’s pissed becuase I think he wanted to stay on, too, but 

there’s no mention of that. Whatever it is they want, I’ve got it, and I’m pretty 

sure having an Italian girlfriend has somehow helped my cause, but in a way I 

can’t quite put my finger on.  

When I get back to the hotel, Aria is not there. Instead, there is a note, in curly 

flowing hand-writing that reminds me of her hair.  

Scendi e incontrare me sarto il, bastardo incantevole. E portare il vostro miglior 

sorriso. 

I change and have a soda, then walk down to the tailor like she asked.  

‘Ms Gallo will be along soon,’ he says. ‘Your suit is ready.’  



I try the thing on and yeah, the guy has it right. I look like someone out of some 

cult 70s police show. I’m not normally one for mirrors but in this suit, I am 

checking myself out so hard I forget that the poor guy is standing there waiting 

to serve another customer. 

‘Mr Mitchell?’ 

‘Oh. Sorry. Is Aria here?’ 

‘She is waiting outside.’ 

‘...Right. Well, the suit loks fine, um, I’ll take it. What do I owe you?’ 

‘She has already paid, sir. Thank you for your trade.’ 

I walk out onto the boulevard and there she is, across the street. She is wearing a 

a dress that had not been in her luggage, a light blue linen dress with a shawl 

that stretches down below the thigh. She waves.  

I think about running across the busy street to her, and for a second, I almost 

decide not to do so, and wait for a pedestrian light. Then, my heart moves my 

feet witout my mind trying to stop them, and I sprint out in front of a car and 

two mopeds and there is an angry blare of horns as I arrive on the other side 

after almost vaulting the bonnet of a tax-cab. 

She giggles as I attempt to walk up to her, sauvely.  

‘Sei proprio una capra!’ she says, and we kiss. Capra is ‘goat’. I elect to take 

this as a compliment.  

‘You look gorgeous,’ I say. 

‘Cosa? Non capisco.’ 

‘Never mind. Whe are we going?  Dove...andando?’ 

‘Comprami un anello,’ she says.  

‘Scusa?’ 

She giggles again and takes me by the hand and we walk down the Via del 

Babuino to an area that seems to have a fair number of jewlers. Sure enough, 

she stops outside of one and points to a ring on the window. 



It’s silver and has a small but perfect sapphire in a delicate channel setting. It is 

going to go nicely with her dress, and her shoes. It costs four hundred and 

seventy two thousand lira, and I nearly have a wallet panic attack before the 

exchange rate sums work themselves out in my head and I realise its only about 

two hundred pounds.   

I suppose you could spend two hundred pounds on a woman you had only 

known for four days. And, you could buy this kind of ring for your girlfriend, 

just as a gift. That might be considered normal. Sure.  

I buy her the ring.  

‘Penso che sto innamorando di te, Aria,’ I say.  

She blushes with delight as she puts the ring on the fourth finger of her right 

hand.  

‘Si,’ she said. ‘Anch'io.’  

Me too. 

 

*** 

 

In case you are wondering, no, she didn’t turn out to be able to speak English all 

along and was just having fun with me.  

She did learn some, when we went back to London togther to me my parents to 

invite them over for the wedding.  

But mostly, we converse in Italian.   

Turns out, she’s a shoe designer, who hadn’t ever been to Rome before, and was 

only there because her cousin got married that Sunday, and she thought she’d 

spend a few days looking around afterwards. She saw me in the hotel lobby and 

fancied her chances, and you know the rest.   

Best thing that has ever happened to me.  

 


