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  A MAN. A microphone. A microphone stand and stool.




  I’m thirty-six, which is fine.


  It’s fine.


  Is it? I mean it’s technically allowed, so.


  I’m thirty-six and up until very recently, I’d never been in a proper relationship.


  Which is also fine because I have absolutely no fear of dying alone.


  Because I’m a very chilled, in-the-moment, sexually adventurous sort of human person.


  For example a gentleman once asked if he could eat sushi off me and seeing as it was a Tuesday and life has no meaning I said: ‘yeah’.


  You know how you do: like, ‘yeah’.


  Lower-case, super-cool; ‘yeah’.


  Like you’re so tired at the thought of being a human sushi platter AGAIN that you can’t even bring yourself to capitalise the y.


  What was a little cheeky was that he told me to bring my own sushi.


  He offered to pay me back though so romance not entirely dead.


  It might have died later though when it turned out the supermarket sashimi had curdled on the bus ride over.




  Beat.




  Sorry.




  Beat.




  I’ll start again.




  I’m thirty-six, and I’m a comedian, although I prefer the title ‘sad for pay’.


  Or ‘professional neurotic’.


  Or ‘a bit like, oh you know what’s-his-name with the hair, but not as funny’.




  Sorry.




  I’m thirty-six, I’m a comedian and I’m about to kill my boyfriend.




  /




  He has excellent teeth; very white with a well-judged gum-totooth ratio.


  He wears long-sleeved, light-blue Oxford shirts and baseball caps, which he is able to take off whenever he wants because his hair is MAGIC.


  He’s American which explains the cap, the teeth and the fact he didn’t immediately smash his phone when we matched.


  I’ve discovered over the years that my accent has currency with Americans, and my man-boy physique holds a strange allure to the formerly fat.


  When I first saw him I sent up a silent prayer.


  Dear God, please let it be that he used to eat his feelings as a kid, was relentlessly bullied and his parents own a beach house in the Hamptons where we will be wed, amen.




  Sorry.


  Was the first word I said to him.


  Why? He said sounding all American, like they do on the telly.


  I don’t know but always good to get it in first.


  He smiled.


  His smile of course, is devastating.


  I am devastated.


  What’s wrong?


  Nothing I said. Or is there? Has someone had an accident? Is there an emergency? Do you need to go? Or shall I go, leave you to it? Yeah let’s do that. Let me pay for your drink and I’ll go.


  You’re funny? he said, and I chose to think the rising of his voice at the end of the sentence? was his accent rather than a question.
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