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Men


”Come on, let’s go to Heavens together!”


I grimaced: ”Very funny.”


It had started to snow outside. Grey and dirty sludge, which ended up in grainy puddles in the narrow street outside. I felt a draft around my feet, as if the pub didn’t have any walls. Skip laughed and stretched his body. His chair groaned under the bulk of his beautifully toned 85-kilo body.


”Come on, it’d be fun.”


”I’ll never get in.”


He shrugged. I tried to imagine what a place where men go to meet other men looks like. It was called a sauna, so there ought to be a steam bath of some sort. First under the showers, and then a complete free-for-all, in tense-but-relaxed surroundings. Worn-down arm chairs. White wickerwork? Black plastic?


”Is it nice there?” I asked.


”So nice…”


”What does it look like?”


”Come with me!”


I have known Skip for ten out of my twenty-three years. He is a bit like a mixture between a brother and a girlfriend. So long as there are no attractive guys in the vicinity, Skip is 99 per cent there for me. Apparently, today there was. He seemed restless and went to the lavatory twice during the hour we spent sipping pints at The Pelican. Looking at himself in the mirror and showing his private parts to the other men using the facilities. It was a day full of major turmoil, which we had just debated. No sense in going home to my freezing loft. I stayed in my seat during his trips to the lavatory, ignoring the puzzled glances from the bartender. People always stare at me. Usually, they are unable to decide if I’m a boy or a girl. I wear my hair combed back like a boy, but I bleached it to avoid looking too much like Elvis Presley. On that day, I was wearing a black button-shirt designed for men, buttoned all the way to my throat, tight black jeans, black boots with gaucho heels, and the mouldy old men’s coat we found one day in the Salvation Army second hand store. Linda likes me like this. My mum hates it, obviously.


The sleet outside turned into rain.





Big freezing drops that pelted the windows of The Pelican, and made me dream of warmth and sunshine. I was wondering what on Earth I was going to do with myself on a chilly afternoon two weeks before Christmas, with Skip about to leave any minute.


”Cheers!”


Two double vodka and tonic landed on the table in front of me, nimbly navigated into place by his agile fingers. I opened my eyes in astonishment:


”What are we celebrating?”


”You being about to encounter an exciting new experience.”


I raised my glass, downed the drink, and grimaced again. He was having fun.


”Come on!”


I stared at him. The vodka was gyrating in my stomach, sending its rays through my entire body, making me feel warm all the way down to my knees. Skip and I have done lots of crazy things together. We went to Istanbul an hour after we had decided to go. We took fencing lessons for an entire season. We played pinball for 24 hours straight. Once he took off all his clothes at the Royal Theatre, because he thought the performance was a bit stilted. Yesterday, he vowed that we would go to California by the end of the week. And that he would begin studying Medicine when he got back home.


And now, he was taking me to a gay sauna.


”I’m sure it’ll be fine,” he insisted, brandishing his second vodka and tonic. ”Not like your chest is any sort of giveaway. Just keep a towel around you.”


”In the showers! Wearing a towel, yeah right!”


”The shy blokes do that sometimes. You look a bit like a young boy. And an attractive one at that.”


He pulled me over to the slot machine and stood close behind me while he pulled on the handle. I was thinking about the time we slept together – that’s as far as we got. It felt as if it had to happen at some point. At first, we tried group sex, after the papers had been harping on about it, then a threesome, and then something with a poor Alsatian one ghastly evening, after having watched a movie about a lady who ran an insemination facility and did it with all her animals. We put off doing it just the two of us until the last time. It did not usher in any surprises. I had no particular lust for the way Skip’s body acted between the sheets.


But he was the person I spent the most time with that winter, when God had died and I had stopped eating and only had brief and casual encounters. Linda firmly stated that the so-called sexual revolution was only something that appealed to immature people, but Skip and I have had some fairly unique experiences.


He grabbed my hips and spun me around:


”You look like a boy, Blackie, you know that. Come on, join me.”


”Alright,” I said, mostly just to impress him. ”Alright, I’ll come.”
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