

[image: cover]






I just want to thank Sarah.


I wrote this for you.


You are an utterly amazing person.










The Fool’s Bouquet


This will be an account from my life, inspired by another book. A book that I have not even finished reading yet. One that I have dreaded reading for a long time, because a better man would hate the experience. Alas, I find myself very entertained so far and I am enjoying even some scenes that are meant to be off-putting and certainly were not intended to invoke any nostalgia in the reader.


We are speaking of Vladimir Nabakov’s acclaimed “Lolita”.


The astute reader will find similarities to that timeless story in this account.


The similarities in the language are - with purpose - an imitation. The book was lent to me by a good friend who was appropriately horrified by the content. Quite possibly more horrified than the creator had intended, for her disgust made her give the book away after reading less than a third of it. I fought another friend over the right to receive the little tome and won (this is a very embellished retelling).


In any case, the original owner later asked me about my opinion on the book. At the time, I had been rather annoyed with the language employed. She fervently disagreed with me there, explaining how the language had been the most enjoyable, possibly the only enjoyable part of her short journey with Humbert Humbert.


I have come around to see her point. In my defense, the beginning of the book has nothing of importance happening. The reader has exposition thrown at him that may or may not gain some value with further exploration of the tale told. When reading those parts, you develop a nagging feeling that you are reading words barely worth reading or remembering.


This was done in an exceedingly verbose manner. The simple truth is: The early part uses many words to say very little of relevance. Now that I have reached the parts where it uses those many words to describe exactly the story you expected to be reading, I also find myself enamored with the prose.


Hence the similarities in language. One may accuse me of trying to impress said friend, and I must vehemently deny that, if only because she will be among the first to ever read this.


There will also be similarities in some of the scenes described. That is much easier to explain. What you are about to read is a true story. A tale full of memories that keep me awake at night, regretting things done and wishing death upon myself for things not done. This will be a book without a satisfying ending - as is to be expected of true stories and most certainly of one taken from my life. And some events of my life just happen to mirror events from that other book.


Before we begin, allow me to paint you the full picture of the narrator. Imagine a man just past thirty, sitting in a sparsely adorned room, two monitors in a corner the only sources of light during this rainy night. The man is full of frustrations. For one, he was recently abandoned by a romantic interest. Dumped with an excuse that sounded sensible, but was disproved as an untruth a mere week later. He has always been a trusting fellow.


Another noteworthy and recent loss would be that of his employment. He might defiantly think “good riddance” to that, but particularly the older members of his family voiced fears of the negative effect that “having too much time” has on the mental health of a person. For now, this author and narrator is very much enjoying his free time, but there is a small voice in the back of his head that shares the concerns of the concerned.


What seems grim already is reinforced by a recently acquired injury. An impact onto the ribcage slightly repositioned one of the ribs. The pain is manageable, but not constant and it keeps surprising the poor fellow. It is bad enough to be depressing, but not actually so bad as to be worth complaining or even worrying about.


Sleep has, as one would assume, suffered greatly under the psychological and physical pains.


The waking hours are spent on an online game. He has set a target rank and the dedicated labour to reach it has proved to be sufficient distraction to forget his mental woes while staying unmoving enough to ignore the impacted ribcage. Said targeted rank was reached only hours before these words were written. The triumph was very shortlived. Sometimes you reach a goal and it only leaves you empty and bereft of goals.


I should not complain. Reaching a goal and finding it empty is an experience that is, while disheartening, far less displeasing than the feelings you explore when not reaching your goals at all. Coincidentally, that will be an important theme of the story you are about to read.


Best get on with it then.




So where do we start? At the beginning, I suppose.





The day in question is rather easy to pinpoint. I do not have the date at hand, although that could be researched. But, to the consternation of many friends and family members, I am a slouch and thus unwilling to do said research. Suffice to say, it was late November or early December in 2019. Back when the world was blissfully unaware of the dangers posed by the smallest of nonliving organisms, back when Chinese people could eat as many flying rodents as they wanted and no one would bat an eye. Except, maybe, probably, animal rights activists. But yes, the horrors of global pandemic remained yet a few months into the future. Much more immediately lurking in the shallows of our calendars was the yearly recurring birth of Christ. As is tradition, you meet the important and cherished people in your life at Christmas eve and the following days. Remaining acquaintances are slotted into the weeks prior. One such slot was the Christmas party in our local dancing school


I attended together with my loving, caring, sweet and beautiful girlfriend of the time.


I had first met her in the same building, at a dancing event. We both weekly attended several dancing lessons and trainings, as well as social dance evenings. The school was somewhat of a second home to us and we loved many of the people there like family. It was a place of comfort and warmth for both of us.


I loved her. And in many ways, I still do.


For this story to make sense, it is imperial that I describe my girlfriend’s position and relevance in my life. This relationship was fertile soil for all the feelings developed and all the connections formed over the course of this story. It was the biggest hurdle to overcome in the struggle caused by that fateful evening and it would be the greatest solace in the aftermath.


I can confidently say that the time I spent with my girlfriend, which lasted a bit more than seven years, was the happiest period of my life. A superstitious part of me likens it to the old testament, where seven years of fertility and surplus are followed by seven years of draught and scarcity. I am by no means a religious person, but there is, in that comparison, a hope that I want to cling to. The hope that my current state of mind will only last for five more years.


I still vividly remember the moment I first met her. Rose (that was not her name, obviously. But for anonymity’s sake, I will invent pseudonyms for everyone appearing in this story) was standing on the dancefloor, with a friend of hers that I would come to loathe in the following years. They were positioned perfectly to block the way of those dancing slow waltz around them and themselves blissfully unaware of the inconvenience they were causing. I approached them and asked Rose whether she wanted to dance with me. She declined, saying she was talking to her friend and would not interrupt the conversation right now. Ever polite and considerate of the limits imposed by a girl, I took that rejection as you should take any rejection and did not approach her again.


Instead, she did the approaching, hours later when everyone was changing back into winterproof outdoor-shoes after the end of the event.


“Oh no, now we’ve missed each other for the rest of the evening! I would really have liked to dance with you.”


What followed were sweet texts sent to one another, with innocent flirting and promises of dancing at the next event. These promises were kept and a date followed soon thereafter. That date had to remain kissless, as she was still in a relationship, but it quickly became a physically intimate evening even without our lips touching. I can still see the moment I relinquished her to the streetcar, saying “you will regret this (not kissing) the moment these doors close. You will spend the whole weekend imagining how it would have felt.” And, with a sheepish grin on my face, I added that she will deserve that anguish.


My prediction proved true and first thing on Monday she broke up with her poor fellow and asked me to meet her again in the evening.


What followed was the beginning of a sweet and youthful love. A relationship fueled by admiration, affection, lust, desire, trust… we had amazing chemistry, kept no secrets from one another and we were completely unable to keep our hands off each other’s body.


Very soon, between the pillows and the blankets, I laid a groundwork that would define our connection in the years to come.


“I love you. I want to spend my while life with you, want to feel like this for the rest of my days and years. But you are the first woman in my life. And while I can imagine spending my whole life with you, I cannot see myself knowing only one woman until I die.”


So I broached the subject of an open relationship. We would both only know one true love, but other people were allowed into our lives and beds. I was romantic about it, saying that feelings are inevitable and suppressing them would bring more grief than allowing one another to act on them. I told her I was terrified that this relationship would one day end because of someone else. I quoted examples from my family, from history, from fiction, all of them retelling a single truth that has plagued humanity for millenia: Loving a person does not prevent one from falling in love with someone else. In a less romantic moment, I also told her that one man could not possibly satisfy her carnal desires on his own, me panting in the sheets and unable to move, her already up and ready to go again.


To this day, I do not know if she agreed to it because she was scared to lose me if she refused or whether she saw the truth of what I said and embraced it because she wanted to. At the time, I was convinced of the latter. Nowadays, I’m rather certain it was a mixture of both.


She was fifteen years old when I met her and I was twenty-two.


In the following years, she would live the dream of polygamy, extensively. I will spare you the details, but when crusty old ladies sit in a café, watching young women pass by and they say “if I looked like that again, I would do…” rest assured that Rose has done it. She lived that life that most women don’t even dare imagine and she had my full support and encouragement. I wanted her to be happy, I wanted her to be satisfied and I derived a great satisfaction from the fact that she would always return to me after trying someone else and finding them lacking in comparison.


Myself, I… got less mileage out of the arrangement. A kiss, here and there. Some indecent touching. Enough to break up a normal relationship over, but never any penetrative intercourse. Easily explained, of course. Rose got men interested by entering the room. That is all she ever had to do. They wanted her body, they realized they could have it, they enjoyed it and then they were happy about it.


That approach did not work for me. Make no mistake, I also got girls interested in me, but with my mannerisms. With the way I talked. With the way my friends looked at me, the way I lead the girls over the dancefloor, the way I smiled at them, the way I controlled and held a conversation and with the warmth I carried into every friendship. In short, I made them fall in love. And when the time came to make those fantasies of love come true, when my hands traveled to forbidden places and my lips found theirs at last… they said that this would only hurt them. That they could not accept not being my true love. That they wanted to be my number one.


I know I could have had them anyway. Either by ignoring their feeble “this is too much” and “I don’t think this is a good idea” and keeping my hands exactly where they were… Or by lying to them, telling them they could eventually, maybe, replace Rose.


But, as established, I was always one to respect a rejection. I kept to the truth and removed my hands.


I did that because I had all I ever needed. Rose loved me with all her heart. She brought warmth and happiness into my life. She made me laugh on a grumpy day, made me smile just by being there, made me enjoy the mornings when I woke up next to her and made me look forward to every second I could spend in her presence. Anyone else would only be a bonus. A coveted and desired bonus, yes, but if they feared that I would only hurt their feelings in the end, then that was not a pain worth risking. I lost nothing.


Such was the state of our relationship when we entered that fateful Christmas celebration.


It is such a warm and glowing memory to me. Everyone is laughing when I picture it. Sitting at the tables, drinking sweet punch and wine, eating little pastries or cake, talking and smiling… Everyone applauded when the results of the year’s dancing competitions were read out and prizes distributed accordingly.


One friend, we will call him Diego, was in a bad spot emotionally and needed a break from all the noise and people. He sought that respite in one of the training rooms, hooked his phone into the speakers there and played some of his favorite music. I followed him, knowing that we were good enough friends for him to tolerate my presence in this moment of deliberate solitude and I had tact enough to not say anything as we stood in the darkness, lit only by the streetlights outside, fully immersed in the beats and melodies…


If a genie ever decides to grant me a wish, I will wish to go back to that moment.


Slowly, our close friends trickled into the room. These were the kind of people that would quickly notice our absence and miss us dearly. The ones that knew us well enough to guess correctly where we were, what we were doing and wanted to share the moment. Oh what a roll of heroes we were. A secret little in-group, formed spontaneously by the desire of one man to be alone - and the people he could enjoy being alone with.


But there is nothing more attractive than a secret, and this one was no exception. The door would open and close again and again, slowly transitioning this moment of tranquility into another one of merry enjoyment, of group interaction. It was still a very happy time, make no mistake, but the spell was gone and replaced by something else.


One can argue that my Rose was one of the people who belonged into those first magical and tranquil minutes, although staying silent had never been her strong suit. In any case, she arrived later, when the spell was already broken, or at least in the process of breaking.


She brought a friend with her, into that room. Into my life. And introduced her to me.


I had seen Lily before (you will not gleam her actual name from me either). She had been part of the children dance training organized by our dance school and had performed at tournaments held there.


But some people only exist in the peripherals of your life. You see them. You recognize them. But you do not actually realize they are there. Like people stopping at the same traffic light as you. You somewhat need to engage with them and consider them in your immediate decisions, but you do not register them as people, as humans. They are as inanimate as the red standing man and the green walking one.


Lily had been like that, to me. Some kid that danced, on a floor of dancing kids.


There are people who will badmouth me, saying I like children, am attracted to little girls. Some of the readers will even agree, at the end of this story. But I must vehemently deny it. I have never desired anyone who would not be capable of desiring me back. I would never indecently touch someone who does not understand the meaning and intention behind that touch and is not mature enough to either reciprocate or deny my attempts at affection and attention.


So her dancing in these competitions not only did not interest me, it never even registered in my brain. I knew she existed, but only barely.


Until she stood in front of me, introduced by Rose.


She looked simultaneously shy and eager to meet me. Her eyes said “I have heard so much of you” and they clearly liked what they saw.


Rose said that they were good friends, that she saw her as a bit of a younger sister and that it was time for us to finally know each other. Pleasantries were exchanged. The music at that point had become very dance-able and we were all instinctively arranged in a circle, just moving our bodies along the beat.


And seeing Lily’s movement made my head swim. Puberty had hit her in the hips and chest. In the way she carried herself and in the way she looked at her surroundings. She was aware of me looking at her and her movement responded to that attention, perfectly in sync with the music and with the rhythm of my heart. She had graduated from childhood - at least to my eyes.


Now these circles of people tend to adjust. At first, there were three people between her and me. But the natural forces of attraction led us to come closer to one another, every time someone exited the circle, every time some of the space between us opened up, until it was only Rose standing between us. Who then also left, presumably to get a drink, or a snack, or talk to that guy she had a massive crush on. I do not know where she went.


Have you ever held two magnets close to one another, slowly decreasing the distance between them until you reach that point where the forces grow too strong to suppress and the just CLACK together?


All I know is that I was holding Lily’s hands, our eyes were locked and our hips moved in completely symmetrical shapes when Rose returned. Now mind you, the only thing touching was our hands. We were not glued to one another and grinding our bodies against each other. I know I would have wanted to, and I also know now that she felt the same way. But we barely knew one another, we were in a room with other people and there was a considerable age gap between us. So no, we were not touching indecently when Rose came back and saw us there. But we did not need to.


“No! Absolutely not! Not you two! No!”


And I hate to admit that these magical words are what sealed my fate.


The fruit had already been sweet. But now it was also forbidden.


I honestly do not remember how we reacted. I know we did not deny that we found each other interesting. I know we did not ridicule Rose by saying she was overreacting. We just… accepted the way she felt about it, vaguely reassured her that we only wanted to know each other and that this was why she had introduced us, no? After all, neither of us fully understood the gravity of our feelings. Yet.


The rest of the evening gets hazy in my memory. I remember Lily asking me why she doesn’t see me at the dancing school more often. I explained to her that dancing was more of a social thing to me than a sport and that I had no dance partner to train with anyway. She said she’d love to see me more often. I asked how she got here and what she would be doing after the evening was over. She said her dance partner and ex-boyfriend, who was also her neighbor, had driven her here and would take her back home. I had felt someone’s jealous stare throughout the evening and now knew the why behind it. I remained unbothered. Let the fool be jealous, he had obviously had his chance and squandered it.


Near the end of the evening, I remember Lily and I were cuddling on the stairs, her standing a bit higher than me to mitigate the difference in height. I asked her if it wasn’t too warm to wear a hoodie with long sleeves in here, clearly indicating that I would love to undress her. She said that she did in fact feel hot, but wasn’t wearing anything underneath.


“And you need the long sleeves to hide the scars, don’t you?” She did not reply to that. But now, years later, I know that these were the magical words that sealed her fate. That this was the moment she felt understood and felt respected, on top of all the natural chemistry we were already experiencing.


Her nagging ex could not contain his jealousy any longer and convinced her to finally come and go home already. We said our goodbyes with a very long embrace, both saying we’d love to see each other more often… and then she was gone.


Rose took my arm, snuggled against me and after a long kiss told me that I looked very happy.


Through all that will come, I need to stress this: She already felt dread back then, seeing Lily and me on those stairs, sharing each other’s warmth and enjoying a moment of bliss and comfort. I know it was unsettling to her, a dark premonition. But she later said that she had nonetheless not wanted to interfere because both of us looked so happy. Because, after all, she had wanted us to get along.


Rose was the love of my life. A kind and beautiful person, inside and out. It is impossible for me to imagine ever again loving someone the way I loved her. The rational part of me knows, of course, that it will happen anyway. Claiming that I will never love anyone the way I loved Rose is like claiming “I will never drink too much again!”


It’s funny how our feelings and our knowledge always disagree.


Almost always, at least. For there is one thing that both my rational brain and my emotional heart know without doubt: I will never again fall in love the way I fell in love with Lily.




As a writer, I have to say that this is a novel experience for me. Half my life now, I have been writing fantasy stories as a hobby and I have spent these years facing roadblock after roadblock. Whenever I finally moved past an important part of the story, or finished that scene I’d been working towards for months… I always fell into this hole of not knowing how to continue.





The general story, of course, is mapped in my brain. But it’s the actual steps to take, the scenes to show and the dialogue you include that set the head spinning for weeks. I’ve had month-long phases of not writing anything because I just did not know how to continue at the particular junction.


No such worries trouble me with this account you are reading. Life already wrote the story and I am only recording it for posterity.


I begin to envy all those celebrities who make money with their biographies.


I would love to ridicule them for taking the easy road, but then again I am walking that same road right now.


On the way home from that merry celebration, Rose began to tell me more about Lily. I remember being frustrated at her because she was clearly trying to dissuade me from having further contact with the girl, but she was doing it in such a vague way that the secrecy only served to make it even more enticing to me.


“She’s a sweet girl, I know, but such a troubled child.”


“I am happy you get along, but I fear she would drag you into her… problems.”


“I love how close you’ve gotten, but try not to get too close. She would burn you and I don’t want to see you hurt.”


“I just hope she won’t bother you with the more disturbing stories from her life. It really is nothing she should be sharing with people.”


This made me simultaneously angry at her for trying to drive a wedge inbetween Lily and me, as well as her clumsiness at doing it.


But I was a good boyfriend. I did not seek out Lily on social media, which would have been rather easy. I did not contact her at all.


I filed that evening under “cherished memories” and the girl under “vague acquaintances” and this concluded the story for me.


Lily contacted me the very next day, around noon, and asked if I could meet her in the afternoon. She was in the city anyway, with nothing to do, and she wanted to know me better.


I was overjoyed and we met at a place that was comparable to a diner, located between the dancing school and the train station.


She was wearing an oversized brown pelt coat, her hair was a mess and her smile was so bright, it blinded me even more than the sunlight reflected in the snow around her.


Once inside, we sat down at a little table that was nothing more than a board mounted onto the wall, with a stool to either side of it. Sitting across one another, we both ordered a warm drink and began talking.


About Rose and how each of us had met her.


About my job and what my expertise was.


About our dancing hobby.


About her relationship to that neighbour boy and how the situation was a bit uncomfortable for her after the breakup.


About my siblings and my relationship to them.


About her permanent fear of being the black sheep in her family, constantly afraid to disappoint her parents.


About our plans for Christmas.


About her love for medieval fairs and a bard she’d met there who had become a dear friend and somewhat of a mentor to her.


About how she had no real friends at school because the boys were all stupid and the girls just children. She needed to talk about the sex she’d had in a car, they needed to talk about some toy or some singer or actress or… whatever.


About the weather and what a mild winter it had been.


About her horse riding hobby.


Our hands intertwined on the table and we soon left to take a walk through the city in the chill, dark winter evening. We found a spot with a stone bench, her standing on top of it to be the same height as me. I told her that her coat looks very snug and comfortable, and she opened it up for me to move my hands inside, wrap my arms around her slim body and share my warmth with hers. We felt each other’s heartbeat hammering against our chests and I looked into her eyes for a long silent moment.


I was clearly offering a kiss, and she clearly realized it too, because she giggled and said no, verbally declining my nonverbal offer.


“What are we doing here?” She asked this in an amused but sad way, knowing exactly what we were doing but not yet that I was allowed to do it. I took a while to think of an answer and she probably misinterpreted that as me being uncomfortable with the question.


“Want to get back to the dancing school? My training starts in a few minutes.” No, I did not want to go back. No, I did not want to relinquish her. But we did. I held her hand as I led her up the stairs and I kissed her forehead to say goodbye.


Then I stayed outside, waiting. For Rose to arrive.


She came, expressed happiness at the surprise, then hugged and kissed me with a warmth that could melt all the snow in the city.


I immediately told her that I had met with Lily in the city. I added that it had been a rather spontaneous thing and I had not had a good opportunity to tell her any earlier.


“I had an inkling that this would happen. Let’s talk later.”


And then she, too, vanished inside.




When I got home, I already had a few texts from Lily on my phone.





“What were we doing there?”


“What are you trying to do?”


“I really enjoyed this evening.”


“I absolutely do not want to hurt Rose.”


“I’d love to keep doing this.”


“We cannot do this.”


Such a perceptive girl. I took my time to reply to her and outlined the rules of my open relationship. I told her about Rose’s many exploits. Told her I had not yet slept with anyone other than Rose. Told her I was completely unable to explain to her, in words, what this was that she and I were doing. Reciprocated to her that I, too, wanted to keep doing whatever this was. That we, in fact, could and should keep doing it.


She was overjoyed.


Later that evening, Rose came home, got out of her outside-clothes, looked deep into my eyes and then fired the heaviest ordnances available to her arsenal.


“She’s too young. And her ex raped her.”


I stood there, unmoving, as my brain slowly comprehended two things.


Rose was going to be my opponent in this.


And Lily urgently needed someone who could show her that love can be something beautiful, something not forced, something that is there when you want and need it and gives you space when you need to be alone. Her soul had wounds that needed mending.


To voice my thoughts it in a modern term, one that is much repeated on the interconnected and vast web: I thought I could fix her.


“I don’t want you to get dragged into her mess. Yes, he raped her. He wanted sex, she said no, he did it anyway. And because she was thirteen and dumb, she thought that’s what sometimes happens in a relationship. Thought it’s normal. You cannot imagine the things I want to do to the fucking arsehole. That’s why she’s cutting herself. She’s in therapy, too.”


“I want to keep meeting her. And she wants that, too.”


In the moments that followed, she fixed a stare onto me that I still have trouble deciphering. I do believe that the seed of jealousy was already firmly rooted within her, but only in the backdrop of her mind and emotional landscape. At this point, I assume, her thoughts went more into a line of thinking where she wasn’t surprised to see me liking Lily, and not surprised to see me ignore all of the red flags she had just waved at me. I am rather convinced that she also felt a queer sort of pride, at me for not abandoning the girl just because I was told to, and at herself for correctly predicting that this would happen. No matter the rails her train of thought passed across though, the station it reached was obvious and clearly stated in further conversation: She expected me, with all this added context, to do the right things, to not do wrong things and to be considerate with the girl at all times. This much, she could rely on. This was the kind of man she was having this relationship with.


And all of these things, I was equally convinced of.


“What do you want with her? Where are you trying to make this go?”


“I only want to enjoy this relationship, this friendship to the fullest. To realize all the interpersonal potential between her and me.”


Both of us knew that this meant I wanted to sleep with the girl but that I also would not mind a platonic friendship if that was the maximum attainable outcome.


The major difference between us was, Rose believed that more sex could only be to Lily’s detriment and had firm faith in me to not do anything that would harm the girl.


I, on the other hand, was staunchly convinced that sleeping with me would be the best thing that could ever happen to the girl, for she had made bad experiences with bad lovers and someone needed to overwrite this association she had formed by showering her with affection, attention, love and earth-shattering orgasms.


“I say we talk to her next Friday, together, to outline some rules for how this is going to proceed.” And with that, Rose was, for the moment, satisfied with the resolution.


The week went by in a flash, with Lily and me frequently chatting through an evening, both anxious to meet on Friday. We each reaffirmed the feelings we had for one another, with her repeatedly saying she would never want to cause trouble for the relationship and me repeatedly reassuring her that this relationship allowed for other people to be in our heart.


When Friday finally came, I asked Rose, in the car, on our way to the dancing school, whether it was okay if I kissed Lily. Rose said she did not mind “if the situation naturally arose.” Waiting at the dancing school, I relayed that to Lily, who promptly said “No. I don’t want that. What’s the worth of a kiss that you had to ask permission for? I’m not doing a planned kiss, that’s gross.”


Dear reader, as someone who plays games in most of his free time, it is sometimes hard to distinguish real people from NPCs. Mostly, this is the fault of the other person, for being a bland and boring waste of breath, where a superficial glance is sufficient to grasp their full nature and any deeper look reveals nothing of note. In this case, however, the fault lay with me. It was because the situation had been going too well, almost as if it had been scripted. I input attention and affection, and I am getting longing, affection and attention back. As long as I am positive in my communication, the other side was positive as well. The mind of the modern, terminally online man goes into a kind of autopilot, where you say what you think and do what comes to mind without calculating what the realistic response is. Like driving a car. You know those moments where you’re fifteen minutes into a drive and cannot remember the last third of the cruise.


It is the same for games and it always happens when things are going comfortably and the next move is rather obvious. If the game is hard and challenging, you sit up straight, fix your posture, check your gear and you go concentrated into that boss fight. If the game is easy, you lean back, rely on your instincts and mechanics and you take every moment as it comes, not thinking much about future repercussions.


I had fallen into the same trap, when sending that text message. If, for a few seconds, I had used my brain capacity there to anticipate her reply, I would have realized sooner the thing that she was outlining as an answer now. Congratulations to myself, we have gotten permission for a kiss. Now we should carefully engineer a situation where it feels natural to actually join our lips to hers, in a hopefully romantic and personal moment underneath the starry sky. She does not need to know about this explicit permission, for we are a trusted partner and would not be doing this if it was not allowed. There is no need, whatsoever, to tell her about this beforehand.


But that is what I had done. The mind had been on autopilot and seen her as an NPC that dispensed affection when prompted with positive feelings in written or verbal form.


And because I felt a constant urge to talk to her and to get her attention, this had been one more thing to open up a conversation with. Only following this primal impulse, I had not thought past that opener, and thus, not predicted her very predictable reply.


These are not the kind of mistakes I am allowed to make in such a delicate situation. I was in a position where a girl I liked, and especially a girl that I could not even have dreamed of previously, was about to fall in love with me, or had already done so. To ruin this chance, this opportunity, not because of a miscalculation or some deliberate risk I took, but simply because I could not bother to think before acting, that would send me into spiraling despair.


I did not reply to her rebuttal. She was right, after all. What else could I say at this point?


When Lily came into sight, my heart skipped a beat and from the way she smiled at us, I knew she felt the same warmth flooding through her as I did, in that moment. She ran at us with visible excitement, and exchanged a heartfelt embrace with Rose, before getting into a calculated hug with me, that was just a tiny bit shorter than the first one, so as to reassure Rose of her importance in this triangle of relations that was forming between us.


We then took a little walk towards a nearby bakery to sit down with warm drinks and sweet sweets while talking over the important matters. To further reassure Rose of her prominent and important role in the time to come, we walked to her left and her right, giving her the center spot in our middle.


This changed as soon as we entered our destination. We sat down at a small table with a bench on one side and one little chair on the other. I do not remember who sat down in what order, so I am not quite sure who was sending the signal here, but we ended up with me next to Lily on the bench and Rose sitting opposite us. Which accurately represented the sides in the conflict to come.


I put one hand on Lily’s left leg, to assuage some of her nervosity and also because I was dying to touch her. She was wearing a thin leggings, appropriate for the dance training in the evening, and I could feel the heat of her body seeping through the fabric, ironically sending shivers down my spine and giving me goosebumps. We already sat close enough to leave no space between us, but she still edged just a tiny bit closer to me in reply to my touch, signaling her approval and enjoyment. It is hard to aptly describe the elation I felt in that moment.


Peace talks soon ensued. Rose took charge, stressing how much she appreciated that two people of such importance to her life were getting along this much. She said she could understand why feelings were developing between the two of us and that she would like to support them. In moderation. She said she was perfectly capable of seeing our body language and the affection shared between us and, pointing out my hand on Lily’s leg, how natural these touches already came to us.


At this point, my hand was already slowly working its way away from Lily’s knees and towards the center of her body. Moving back and forth, but always ever so slightly more forth, I caressed every inch of her legs that my fingers passed over. The table hid these movements from Rose, who could only roughly tell where my hand was, but not actually observe what was happening.


The reactions I got from Lily fanned the flames of my desire into a scourging inferno. With her hands on the table, holding a warm cup, her ways to communicate encouragement were limited, but she still made sure to use the whole arsenal. There were miniscule movements, increasing the friction between fingers and legs, tiny differences in the pressure her shoulders put into me while leaning on my arm, and she also playfully squeezed my hand between her thighs - until my small finger quested even further upwards, towards the true heat of her body, and she did the opposite of squeezing: She opened up the path.
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