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  ZAFAR, thirty-four, Pakistani




  BILAL/BILLY, thirty-three, British Pakistani




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  BILLY. Knew it was on, the minute I saw his Instagram linked to his profile. He’s a white boy who has been travelling to India…




  ZAFAR. Haroon was always there. I don’t remember a time before him, since we were kids we were inseparable.




  He’d always pick me first when we played cricket.




  I’m shit at cricket, he was brilliant, tall and strong. Could have played for Pakistan if he was given half the opportunity. But he came from a poor family in our village. By fifteen he was working in my father’s factory. Never complained, always a smile on his face.




  It’s a cliché to talk about a smile that lights up a room, but it lit me up.




  BILLY. Pictures of him outside the Taj Mahal, pictures with some local kids, in a rickshaw. That means he’s down with a bit of brown. Plus I’m like the best version of brown. I’m not even into Pakistanis and I’d probably hook up with myself. Like you can’t tell I’m a Paki straight away, most people can’t believe it when I tell them anyway.




  My name gives it away… Bilal. Fuck that, Bilal was the fat boy who got bullied at school for being a big brown poof. But Billy is the jacked masc lad, who gets all the boys.




  He gets a Grindr message so pulls out his phone.




  And this one’s just sent me a picture of him bent over and his Calvins are nowhere to be seen. Can’t wait, love me a twinky little white boy. Got to respond –




  He begins to type a message.




  ZAFAR. Doctors and nurses, another game we would play, a lot. Always give each other mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.




  Somewhere along the line we dropped the game and just the mouth-to-mouth bit remained. Kissing him, I would never want to stop.




  BILLY. ‘Nice’ nah, ‘sexy’ yeah that’s the one.




  And bingo I’m in. He’s pinging me his location, practically begging me to come over.




  BILLY types.




  ‘I’ll definitely cum, maybe twice.’ What? It’s subtle! (Don’t hate the player hate the game.)




  ZAFAR. It’s nice to remember him like this. The real Haroon. Not the bit at the end. I don’t want to remember that.




  BILLY. I rock up to his apartment block, I knock and I’m nervous… No matter how many times you do this (and I’ve done this a lot) you still get that fluttering feeling in your stomach.




  Fuck, he’s better looking than his profile pics, no one’s better looking than their pictures, you always account for like a ten per cent margin of uglier than the profile.




  But this guy.




  Get it together, Billy.




  ZAFAR. I don’t have a single picture of him. I left Pakistan in such a hurry, the majority of my things are still there. I hardly have anything here in this temporary accommodation in Hounslow. I worry about forgetting his face, the exact position of the beauty spot on his cheek, the broadness of his shoulders, the slight bump on his nose.




  BILLY. ‘Whatsup.’




  ‘Why don’t you come in?’




  ‘Sure sure.’




  I walk in, offer to take my shoes off, sometimes the Pakistani slips out without even realising. He says it’s fine. We end up chatting in his living room –




  Actually I’m enjoying the conversation. He works for a charity. Tells me about the half-marathon he did…




  Don’t do it, Billy! This is just a hook-up. Not a date. So I work my moves.




  ‘It’s a nice flat, wanna give me the grand tour… Why don’t we start with the bedroom?’




  ZAFAR. The letter from the Home Office. Application rejected. Insufficient proof. After all that waiting. After everything I had to endure, and continue to. They didn’t find me credible.




  The solicitor says I have to pay him to make an appeal. I have no money.




  My words weren’t good enough for them once. What will change a second time?




  BILLY. We’re on his king-size kissing and ripping each other’s clothes off. He’s peeling off my boxers.




  ‘You’re cut, so Muslim? Arab? Pakistani?’




  Forgot my cock is the other thing that gives me away…




  ‘Urmm yeah.’




  ‘Don’t worry I like Pakistani, like how they dominate, I can be a little sub.’




  So I give him what he wants, act the part. Give him a little slap, choke him a little, tell him ‘I own your fucking ass.’




  He’s loving it, can’t get enough.




  I mean I suppose I am too? Of course I am. He’s hot… Look at him, he’s toned, smooth, blue eyes, blond hair, perfect ass… white.




  ZAFAR. As I lie here in my single bed I can’t control my memories. The good ones, the bad ones, the ones they don’t believe.




  The noise in my head is constant. Gets louder at night.




  They gave me pills to sleep, and when I get up in the morning there is this moment between sleep and wake.




  Where the reality of Hounslow and the filthy accommodation disappears.




  Can almost feel him, like nothing ever happened. Like he’s there next to me.




  Right now I long for that moment, the gap between sleep and awake.




  BILLY. We’ve been spooning for ages. Feels good. Lying here in the afterglow.




  He falls asleep. Does this cute little snoring thing.




  Do I snore? I don’t know, don’t really sleep with anyone else, like I sleep with people but not sleep sleep.




  When I go to leave, we kiss at the door for ages, he’s a good kisser. I get the feeling he wants me to stay. But I tell him:




  ‘I got to go.’




  ZAFAR. I feel drowsy.




  The pills are kicking in. I took more than I was supposed to, but they don’t bring peace.




  I’m back at Lahore Airport, walking towards the desk.




  Hand over the passport, my brother’s passport, to the woman behind the desk. We kind of look alike, but his features are rounder, his nose more pronounced, his face… still intact.
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