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         Foreword

         I have had many lovers. Too many, according to those who don’t want love and wrap themselves in the wonderful arms of men. I would like to share with you my experiences with a few selected men. Because without their lips and touch…

          
   

         Martin	

         Two dark, kind eyes and a mouth pressed against my timid lips. I tentatively kiss him back. He plays a team sport, kicks the ball in the wrong direction and it rolls into the bushes among the leaves and the dirt. I tell my friends I’m going to make friends with him. He snatches the ball from my hands. Looks at me without a word. 

         His name is Martin, and he is my very first kiss. It’s over before I know it, and we didn’t say a word. I am nine years old and the bell rings.

          
   

         Emil

         At first, you were just somebody, but then you became a name. I learned how you move, laugh and smile. I learned the sound of your voice and the way you squint your eyes when you laugh. 

         Do you remember the first time we met, Emil? It wasn’t a matter of words yet, they wouldn’t come until later. The first time was when we played frisbee, a game we played with the purpose of getting to know our new classmates. You saw me. I saw you. The frisbee was pressed against my hand. And for once, I didn’t miss. 

         There was something about you from the start: a curiosity, a lust, something playful and persuasive, exciting and confident. Light and dark, secure and insecure. 

         Something. A little bit of everything. 

         I realized that everybody was talking about you. You were the kind of person people wanted to be with or be around. I soon developed a crush on you. Imagined us together. We would roll around in the grass and take a dip in the singing water, and it was beautiful. I knew your eyes were busy looking at someone else, Emil. Or several other people, actually. 

         We didn’t speak the first year, but we eventually exchanged a few words thanks to a mutual friend. I can’t remember what we talked about. I tell myself this was the moment that you saw me for the first time. Saw without glancing away – stopped and really saw. This was the first time I really saw your playful side, something more than the innocence and imagination radiating from your laughing eyes and your confident boyish smile. And your lips, Emil. I noticed early on how you could tease and keep secrets. I couldn’t quite describe it with words, but I saw something in you then. Something that created an irrevocable yes inside me. A hope that maybe one day you would look at me the same way. That you would see what my youthful insecurity and I longed for and encourage me to keep searching for it. For you. Perhaps you felt the same way already. Either way, I started contacting you. And you replied. Initiated contact sometimes. We talked about things I didn’t know anything about, but I acted like I did. Because, well, I really wanted to roll around in the beautiful late summer grass with you. I really wanted to lie down in your embrace and feel the sun caress our bodies, golden brown skin, and I wanted to rest my head on your arm and feel those playful, plump lips over mine.

         Time passed, a long time, and nothing happened except for exchanging a few words now and then, sometimes interesting words, many times empty words. 

         One day, you asked me if I had heard about the rumor that was going around. That feeling of playfulness was there, and your voice was resting somewhere between tension and insecurity, mostly curiosity. Like speaking without saying, doing without taking action. I told you I hadn’t, and you wouldn’t tell me. Just tease, just listen, just show without revealing. And that’s when I actually realized it. Your smile was not just an illusion, and your behavior was not just a wish. It was you. 

         And I understood you wanted this too. 

         I suggested we meet innocently and with other people. We did, and my own playfulness came alive. At first, you seemed surprised. Your wit stood up attentively with wonder, insecurity and caution before you returned to your usual self. A few encounters came and went, and you didn’t make a move, but something inside me said that this would eventually ripen. Then one late night, around the time most people search for streets that lead them home, we ran into each other by coincidence. In the dusk between day and night, dream and reality, our curiosity was conquered by our will. Leaving the waiting behind, powerless. Releasing itself, rejecting all other things. 

         I can’t remember if it was your initiative or mine, but we peeled ourselves away from the group, and soon we were alone and could only hear the others’ voices from afar. And we started fumbling for each other. We kissed right there, in the middle of a night without context. Your kisses were smooth and soft, and we wrestled in movements we couldn’t stop. Our bodies intertwined, wanting to do and feel everything without waiting. Our lips caressed our bodies, and your hand stroked me and mine you. Our bodies pulsated, wanted, desired and received – wanted more and more and received more and more. Your skin was hot. Your gaze innocent. But you made love to me with such force. I was straddling your body with my legs as you came. And in that moment, I was filled with a feeling that everything would work out. One day. 
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