

7 University Gardens

You drop your takeaway coffee in the doorway of the seminar room and the word fuck! escapes from your mouth before you can stop it. You look up and the room is full because you are a few minutes late, and everyone is looking at you. There are a few chairs stacked in the corner and hardly any space left for you to sit. At the head of the table is, you assume, your tutor. He’s handsome but he’s wearing awful glasses, like the fake ones that come with a moustache and eyebrows. His clothes and face tell you that he was privately educated. He is still wearing his raincoat and the comedy glasses are a little bit steamed up, like he was late too. He jumps up and hurries over to help you, pulling tissues out of his pocket and saying no harm done! I hate that carpet anyway.

 

Everyone laughs and stops looking at you, busying themselves by pulling laptops and notebooks out of bags. He crouches down and so do you, both of you dabbing ineffectually at the stain. You say, oh my god I am so sorry, and he says, seriously, it’s fine. After a minute you both give up and he sits back down while you unstack one of the chairs and squeeze yourself into a corner. He talks about the course then, checks that everyone has bought the primary texts, asks if anybody has a personal interest in Romantic poetry. The only other boy in the room puts his hand up and your tutor smiles at him, then laughs and says, tough crowd, that’s okay, I know this is a course requirement. He says that he is a year into a PhD, that this is his second ever undergrad class, and his favourite fruit is mango. You all have to introduce yourselves then and say your favourite fruit. It’s excruciating. When it is your turn, you say you love strawberries and he smiles and says, like the Edwin Morgan poem? You know he used to teach here. And you smile back at him and say, yeah, I know.

 

Three weeks later, he is kissing you for the first time; in his office, against the wall, and you are so turned on your legs are shaking. He keeps saying is this alright, are you okay? against your mouth, stammering like a schoolboy. You nod your head and kiss him back. You have been emailing back and forth since the first class, ignoring Ella, who uses every chance she gets to tell you it’s a cliché and you’re in over your head. You know that she’s right, but the emails break up the mundanity of your daily routine, give you something to think about that isn’t your health. You’re trying a new contraceptive pill that makes you shout and cry and bloats your stomach out like a balloon. You’ve been running the packets together to skip your periods and so far, it’s been working. You aren’t in physical pain anymore, but your moods have become unpredictable and hard to endure.

 

He doesn’t know about your broken body or your unstable moods. You don’t talk about your lives, your friends, the day-to-day. You talk about language and dead poets and his dreams of being a writer. You know almost nothing concrete about him, but when he touches you, you forget your own name. He pulls away from your kiss and smiles at you, all white teeth and glowing eyes, and for a second you go cold but you aren’t sure why. Then he kisses you again and you’re lost, pulling him closer until your bodies are pressed together, you on your tiptoes, him stooping down a little. He starts kissing your ear, then your neck, and then he groans and whispers to you, her hair was long, and he tugs the end of your ponytail and whispers again, her eyes were wild, and he kisses the side of your eyelids, and murmurs, I made a garland for your head, and he strokes your face and you hear Ella’s voice in your head say come on, but you shake it off and make your eyes wide and look up at him again, like you’re turning your face up to the sun.

 

As you walk home you keep crossing the road without looking because you are thinking about the smooth skin at the back of his neck. You watch your reflection in shop windows and your face is red with cold and the memory of the kissing. Your mum texts you saying, not heard from you in a while? and you start to reply but then he emails you. The subject line says, I cannot stop, and the body of the email reads, thinking about you. You fall in love with how the email makes you feel, like something desirable, like something worth pursuing. Impulsively, you cancel your gynaecology appointment, thinking you could live like this forever, running pill packets together and never knowing what was wrong. When you get home Ella is watering your dead plants but when she sees you, she abandons the task and starts making tea. She adds almond milk and honey without asking and you take the steaming mugs into your scabby garden to smoke. You sit in silence for a minute, and she stretches her arms above her head and yawns, her jumper riding up so you can see her soft stomach. Then she looks at you innocently and says,

So, how was your sex meeting then?

and you roll your eyes and say, we didn’t have sex.

She stares at you.

But we did kiss.

She keeps staring.

And he quoted a poem to me.

She purses her lips,

What poem? No wait actually let me guess, Bukowski?

You shake your head.

E.E. Cummings?

You shake your head again. She thinks for a second,

Keats?

You start to laugh, and Ella puts her head in her hands and groans. You keep laughing and the noise frightens a crow picking at the rubbish bins. She points at the dark shape flying away and says, bad omen, and then she starts laughing too and the spell is broken.

 

When you see him in seminars, you communicate in code. When someone delivers a particularly stupid answer, he raises an eyebrow, just for you. You never put your hand up, and only speak once or twice a class, but when you do, you try your best to share astute observations on the text, or to make a joke about one of the poets. You wear his laughter like a badge of honour, his approval sustaining you during the weeks where you cannot meet privately. You do the sem-inar reading every week, sometimes twice, trying to fake a natural intellect that you don’t have, trying to love the things that he loves. You read beyond the compulsory theory, seeking out journal articles and essays analysing the work. They seem to be written in a different language, and you are too afraid to ask anyone else what they mean, afraid of being laughed at. You join the poetry society and sit at the edge of con-versations, pretending to be au fait with the vocabulary, using words like syntax and enjambment. You listen carefully and copy down the opinions of the smartest people in the group, transcribing their observations word for word in your emails to him. When he replies quickly and compliments your remarks, you glow. When he doesn’t reply for days, or sends you a few distracted lines, the circles under your eyes darken into bruises.

 

Once that semester, he takes one of your lectures, and you spend two hours watching him at the front of the room. Trapped behind your desk, you have to clench your hands into fists to stop yourself reaching out to touch him, to pull his glasses off and trace his jawline with your fingertip.

 

You try and guess which poems are his personal favourites and whenever you’re proved right, you take it as confirmation that you see straight through him, to the deep hidden parts that even he hasn’t fully uncovered. You try to emulate the easy way that he drops the names of poets into conversation, as if they are old friends, as if they will stand up from their graves, dirt falling off their bodies, and wave. You repeat the names to yourself at night, to help you fall asleep, Keats, Coleridge, Shelley, Wordsworth, Blake. Sometimes they sound like curses, sometimes they sound like prayers.

 

When you meet him in his office, two or three times a week for thirty or forty minutes at a time, you don’t talk.

 

You fantasise about moving to the countryside and buying a farmhouse with him. You want to learn how to make bread, you want to own chickens. You imagine inviting his colleagues round for dinner and impressing them with your own deep knowledge of poetry while you serve them grilled peaches and fresh cream. When they leave, he’ll take you to bed and watch you remove your hair pins one by one. Everyone was so impressed by you tonight, he’ll tell you, eyes shining in the candlelight, they thought you were so beautiful, so intelligent. He’ll be so inspired by living amongst nature, and by you, he’ll write his own poems, or maybe a novel, and you’ll help him edit it, and when it comes out, he’ll dedicate it to you, say he could never have done it alone, that you are in every page.

 

You have never worked this hard before, and Ella has to constantly remind you to leave your room and eat meals. Up until this point, you have both had similar attitudes towards academia; you go to enough classes to not be penalised for attendance and pull frantic all-nighters in the library when deadline season rolls around. You both read for pleasure constantly and finish your course reading rarely. You used to think that clubs and societies were stupid, a vehicle to meet new people to kiss and get drunk with, but now you love meeting in the library and listening to people talk about poems. One evening, when you cancel on a night out to lie in bed and read, Ella asks you why it matters so much,

I don’t get it. You’re already with him. Who are you trying to impress?

You can’t explain to her that it isn’t about impressing him, anymore. It’s about trying to understand.

 

This version of him that you have created in your head becomes so alive to you, that the next time you see him in his office, he looks dull and tired, saying the wrong thing and holding you too tightly. He puts his hands on your hips and you go numb. You want it to feel the way it felt the first time, forbidden and magic, like you were somebody else and he would do anything to have you. You pull away and say,

I read that article you sent me, the one about Wordsworth’s depiction of childhood and memory? I’ve got loads of thoughts.

And he says,

Of course, but actually – could you just email me about it? I have a meeting in twenty minutes.

That night you spend the whole evening at your desk, writing down your thoughts about the article, and when you read the email back to check for typos, you realise that, for the first time, you haven’t copied anybody else’s writing, that the words are all yours. You lean back in your chair and look at the screen until your eyes blur. Fuck, you think, I get it. He doesn’t reply for days and when he does, it’s only to confirm a time to meet.

 

You get the flu and stay in bed for a week, shivering and sweating while Ella brings you cups of tea. He doesn’t get in touch to ask why you aren’t in class. You are too sick to read novels, so you fall back into poems, the ones you know by heart. You drift off thinking about nightingales and grassy glades, and dream about him. In these visions, you are connected, intertwined, apparelled in celestial light. You are in sweet smelling meadows, beside streams, beneath trees. The colours are vivid, and everything is fluid and changing. When you are awake, your aching body and heavy head long for those fevered landscapes the way Wordsworth did, aching for the stars and the birds, trapped in the hovel of your bedroom where nothing is beautiful, and the bedsheets smell like sickness.

 

You wake up on the eighth day and the fever has broken, you throw your window open as far as it goes and gulp air into your lungs like water. You feel like a child again, limitless and happy, the fullness of your bliss, I feel – I feel it all.

 

You start looking into applying for a master’s in Romanti-cism, and realise the deadline is in a week. The application states that you need to attach an essay on a relevant topic of your choice and enter the details of who will be providing your reference. You open the email you sent him about Wordsworth, copy the text into a document, and start editing and moving some things around. You are surprised to find that you still like the things you wrote, that your sentences haven’t turned into drivel since the last time you checked, which is what usually happens when you reread your own work. You feel proud, you realise, and the unfamiliar feeling spreads around your body and stays there until morning. You wake up smiling and email him to ask if he’ll give you a reference.

 

He becomes slippery and evasive, and whenever you ask to meet, he brushes you off with, of course, soon, and, I’m sorry things are hectic right now. You are afraid to ask him to clarify what he means by ‘things’. He stops looking at you in seminars.

 

One day you walk into class and he isn’t there, replaced with a tutor you haven’t seen before. You sit down and email him under the table,  are you ill? Several hours go by before he replies, no. family stuff. For the first time, you look him up on Facebook. You don’t recognise him at first, the picture is a few years old and he isn’t wearing his glasses. He’s on the beach, smiling into the lens, looking windswept. The caption says, photo cred: and then a woman’s name. When you look her up on his friends list you find a beautiful woman. You find a photograph of him kissing her on the cheek. You find a small diamond ring on the fourth finger of her left hand. You find out that she did her undergrad at the same university that he did. You feel like you don’t exist, and you have to dig your nails into your palms to check. You draft an email. You delete it. You imagine your future stretching out in front of you like train tracks, the things you are going to do, the people you are going to kiss. You picture him, behind you, getting smaller in the distance. You withdraw your master’s application, and your poetry books begin to gather dust on your bedside table. Whenever you think about picking one up, you think about the farmhouse, the peaches, the life you are never going to have. There are two classes left of the semester and you don’t go to either. You graduate months later in the dry heat of July and after the ceremony you spot him wandering around the cloisters, sweating in an expensive suit. The sky is completely empty of clouds and when Ella makes you throw your cap in the air for a photo you can’t feel a thing.





Aberdeen

The day before you leave, the sky is blue, so you walk to the top of the hill in the park with Ella to look out over the city. You can see right across to the West End and the university. The main building seems small from this far away, but it still towers over most of the other structures. A stone carving in front of you tells you that it’s five kilometres away by air.

That feels like nothing, Ella says, you could run it in half an hour.

Not on the ground, you reply.

You’re acting sulky, you feel like a teenager dragged out for fresh air by your mother. Now you’ve packed and booked your train ticket, you don’t want to go. You turn around and sit on a bench, your back to the view. This way, you can see the hospital, the recreational ground and the beginning of the road you live on. Looking this way feels smaller, safer. You’re both silent for a moment. Ella says,

You know, I found a listicle of the top ten reasons why Aberdeen is the best Scottish city.

On you go.

She takes out her phone and starts to read.

Okay, Number one. Aberdeen uni has the oldest established medical school.

She grimaces before continuing,

Number two. It’s the prettiest Scottish city. Not sure about that.

She scrolls down, then scrolls some more.

Okay, I’ve got one. Number five. It’s got a beach.

You nod. She’s got you there. She skims to the end of the article.

Number ten. The clubs are shit, but in a good way. Jesus. Do you think somebody actually got paid to write this?

She puts her phone back in her pocket and puts her hands on her thighs, standing up.

Right. Let’s get a coffee and talk about something else.

You walk down through the park and walk a few laps round the pond, composing different replies to a man that Ella is talking to online. She is being strict with herself, dipping her toe back in after Douglas, and she wants to be sure that whoever she dates next will be kinder, calmer. You can’t focus and keep getting distracted by the kids in the playground, the dogs chasing tennis balls, the squirrels running up trees. You have forgotten why you’re leaving, so you interrupt Ella halfway through a sentence and say,

Why am I going again?

Because you’re finally going to do a fucking master’s, she says.

But can’t I do that here?

She looks at you, pointedly,

Well no. Because you didn’t want to go back to Glasgow uni for your postgrad. No idea why though. Nothing to do with the staff, I’m sure.

You punch her shoulder, and she says, you asked, and you both keep walking. Neither of you mention the other reason. Your relationship had always been easy, but after the kiss in Spain and the subsequent pact to forget it, you don’t know how to behave around her. Robbie texted you a few times after you got back, and you suspect that Fraser texted Ella too, but neither of you have mentioned it. Talking about the boys would mean you would have to talk about what happened. You need space, time to re-establish the boundaries that are essential to any platonic friendship. No more sleeping in each other’s beds. No more kissing, no more yearning.

 

When you get back to the flat, Ella helps you finish packing your suitcases, and shoves the rest of your belongings, the things that don’t fit, into the hallway cupboard. See, she says, you can always come back if it’s shit.

*

You’re living in a small, terraced house with one other student who posted an advert on a queer housing page on Facebook. As you get out of your taxi and drag your suitcases up the path, anxiety is making your stomach flip. You’re barely breathing as you knock on the door. A boy a little older than you opens the door and you recognise him from his profile picture.

I’m Finn,

he says, and then, gesturing at your bags,

is that all you’ve got?

*

You are in a taxi. You have been struggling to make friends in your classes, so when a boy from your workshop invited you to pres, you accepted eagerly. His name is Drew. When you get to the flat, you text him saying, I’m outside! And after a few minutes, he opens the door. It’s weird to see him at night-time, away from the seminar room, and you feel nervous.

Come in, come in!

He beckons, and you follow him into the hallway.

See the thing is,

he says, turning to look at you as he leads you down the corridor,

It isn’t actually my flat, it’s James’s, I’m just staying here tonight after we go out.

You nod, and he opens one of the doors. Inside, a boy who you assume is James is sitting on the floor, a record player in front of him. He’s holding a bottle of red wine by the neck, and he smiles at you, then takes a long drink. Around his mouth is faded red, like he’s just wiped lipstick off. The National is playing, and the curtains are drawn. It smells damp. You gesture around the room and say, um, I thought other people were coming? Yeah yeah, they are, he says. Well, I thought they were. I’m sure we’ll see people when we’re out.

 

You hover in the doorway, holding your bag and coat. You think of Ella, at home in Glasgow, probably watching a film in her pyjamas right now, or maybe out with her man from the app. You imagine telling her about this, about the boy from your seminar who invited you to a party with only one other person. You imagine her raising her eyebrows and saying, threesome invitation or cult ceremony? You could go home and end the story there. Or you could stay. You pull a bottle of wine out of your bag and say, can I stick this in the freezer?

 

Later, you’re drunk and sitting on the windowsill looking straight up at the full moon. Drew and James are watching you, fighting for your attention. You are completely in control, the most wanted girl at the party, by virtue of being the only girl at the party. When one of the boys makes a joke, the other looks at you for approval before they laugh. You are being disdainful towards them, raising your eyebrows a lot, being both cruel and sexy. You hop off the windowsill and wobble to the bathroom down the hall, where you sit on the toilet, swaying a little bit as you pee. You check your make-up in the mirror, and you have red wine mouth too now, but you don’t care. As you’re walking back to James’s bedroom, the front door opens and a girl walks in. She’s fresh-faced, holding a duffel bag, a little sweaty. Oh hi, she says, squeezing past you and going into the kitchen. Your drunken confidence leaves you instantly. For an hour or two you had escaped yourself, been swept up by the wine and the boys. Now you’re down to earth, horrified by the idea that this girl has been to the gym and back while you were drinking wine and embarrassing yourself. When you get back to the room, you feel smaller somehow. But then it’s taxi time and you’re wedged between Drew and James, making accidental eye contact with the driver in the rear-view mirror, feeling a bit sick and very sober.

 

When you get to the club, it’s sweaty and heaving. There are jugs of iced water lined up on the bar and as you survey the people dancing, you see gurning jaws and wild eyes. A remix of a Fleetwood Mac song is playing, and the baseline reverberates through your skull. You have been to nights like this and made a vow with Ella that you would never go again. You hear James say, aw I knew we should have got mandy, and think, what the actual fuck am I doing here. You peel off to go to the bathroom again, and it is full of girls sitting on the sinks and laughing loudly. You open a cubicle door and a girl wearing cargo trousers is doing a line off the closed toilet seat. She holds her baggie out to you, smiling, and you shake your head and close the door. You find an empty cubicle and sit heavily on the toilet, putting your head in your hands and taking a few deep breaths. You are going to leave soon. You start reading the graffiti on the door, tracing the writing with your index finger. You take your lipstick out of your bag and write your name, then Ella’s, and then you enclose the two in a heart. Maybe you will stay for one drink and then leave.

 

Back in the club, you get your drink and start scanning for Drew. You find him close to the DJ decks, holding his phone up with his notes app open, where he’s written, PLAY CARLY RAE JEPSON in capital letters. The DJ is shaking his head and pointing to a handwritten sign that says no requests, but Drew keeps shoving his phone against the clear plastic divider anyway. You tap him on the shoulder, and he turns around and grins at you, visibly sweating in his windbreaker. He pockets his phone and grabs your hand, twirling you. You spill some of your drink on the floor and turn away. You feel hands on your waist – Drew’s hands? – and they forcefully spin you back around. Not Drew. A short man with a ginger beard and a fade is holding you tight. You put your hands over his and try to peel his fingers off your bare skin, but they won’t move. You are a mouse caught in a trap. He leans in towards you quickly and bangs his forehead against yours, knocking skulls. His eyes look like holes. You try to scream but then Drew is between the two of you, pushing the man off you. He says something you can’t hear, and the man holds his hands up, backing away. Drew puts his arm around you and says, cigarette, firmly, steering you out the front of the club. You sit together on the pavement, watching people queue to enter the building, and Drew produces a water bottle from his backpack. You are, mortifyingly, hyperventilating, trying to talk and stuttering.

You say,

I was just – It made me feel –

and Drew says,

Okay, slow down. It’s okay. Drink the water.

You sit in silence for a minute, Drew rubbing circles on your bare arm. You start breathing normally.

Thank you. That was so – I broke up with my girlfriend recently and I haven’t really, I don’t know. Thank you for being a good friend.

Drew nods. Then he says,

Your girlfriend?

You nod.

Yeah. I haven’t been to a club in a while. I forgot that men can be a bit . . .

Drew smiles,

Grabby?

Yeah.

His arm tightens on your shoulder and suddenly he is leaning close to you, eyes closed, face like a dead fish. You say, Drew, no, I didn’t, weakly, and he shushes you, putting a hand on your face. You say, no, again, louder, and he opens his eyes, looking confused. You say,

I want to go home, I think.

He smiles and says,

Aye right yeah. Definitely. Back to yours?

And you say no again, like a broken record, like a tease. His eyes go dark and repeats, no, let’s go back to yours. You nod, trying not to cry, and he smiles and tells you to wait there. He disappears back into the club to find James and call a taxi, but as soon as he’s out of sight, you get up and leave, walking quickly past the queue in the direction of town. He texts you saying, where did u go? but you ignore it and walk the whole way home, shivering without your coat, feeling stupid, like you’ve made a fuss about nothing.

 

When you get home, Finn is still awake, hanging up his washing on a complicated homemade pulley contraption and drinking a pint glass full of ice, clear liquid and lemon slices. He asks about your night as he pulls the rope and ties it, his wet clothes swaying a little above your head. It already smells damp, and you know it isn’t going to dry by the morning. You start to cry. Finn leads you to the kitchen table, sits down and says, what happened? You are wishing with every fibre of your being that he was Ella, but he isn’t, and you can’t tell him any of it without telling him all of it. He doesn’t know about the man on the train, or the tutor. He doesn’t know that you are so tired, just so exhausted of feeling like you have no control over the things that happen to you. You shrug and wipe your face roughly. Finn says, hey it’s okay, you can tell me, and you look up at him, and his face is kind, but you can’t do it. You can’t explain why you’re upset because you don’t know. With Ella, all you have to do is state the facts, lay out the events of the evening, and she’ll know exactly what’s wrong. You roll your eyes and wipe your nose and say,

I think I am going to stop dating men.

Finn smiles.

Good for you babe, he says, opening the freezer and pulling out an icy bottle of gin. He makes you a double.

I wish I could make that decision, he says, bringing the glass over to you.

You lay your forehead against it until it goes numb.

That’s the freedom of being bi, you know. Just close the hetero side off. Repress.

You smile at him and hold your glass up to cheers. After a moment he says,

I have a good idea.

 

The birds start singing as he gets the clippers out, and by the time the sun is up, your hair is lying at your feet in a clump like a bird’s nest. You stopped measuring your drinks after the first one, and you feel woozy as you look at yourself in the mirror. You and Finn take a picture together in the bathroom light and send it to Ella with the caption: twins! It feels like something has shifted between you and Finn. Maybe it was the intimacy of holding each other still, of seeing his bare neck and feeling the soft fuzz of his hair under your hand. You may not have told him what happened, but he still sensed something in you, the restlessness, the need for reinvention. As you sweep the hair into the bin you giggle and say,

I literally feel lighter.

He laughs too and says,

Next time, we’ll bleach it.

 

As you’re lying in bed, drifting in and out of sleep, a hangover already settling in your temples, Ella texts you back. It’s almost seven, and she must be getting up for work. Love it!!!! You smile and put your phone on the bedside table, next to the photo of the two of you at a party when you were undergrads, dressed as cowgirls. You sleep past noon and miss your workshop, and when you wake up, you have a text from Drew that says, i don’t remember anything! was so hanging in class. where were you? You block his number and think that, actually, you do have control, you can do whatever you want to.

 

You swap out of your seminar with Drew and fall into bad habits that feel good. Being a student feels different this time, because you’re never there and there are no real consequences; the only person you can let down is yourself. Your courses are full of older people; some work full-time and some have kids, all too busy to make friends. There are barely any social opportunities for postgraduates, and the pros-pect of going to a fresher’s event makes you feel a million years old. You and Finn start going out three or four times a week, properly going out, shots of tequila, hunting for afters, chasing the night until it’s long gone. Finn is reeling from a break-up and is lonely in Aberdeen, looking for a partner in crime, so he shows you around the gay bars, and gives you the number of his dealer. Your essays and course-work, if you hand in any at all, are long meandering streams of consciousness about poetry, that you often write in one go, when you’re drunk or high. You go from being the kind of person who steers clear of risk, to wanting to try everything and everyone, to never knowing when to stop. During this time, you speak to Ella infrequently. You keep making plans to phone each other, but then you go out and miss her calls. When she does manage to get a hold of you, she gets on your nerves. She isn’t impressed with your stories, your sexual exploration, your new language of strap-ons and safe words and sex in toilet cubicles. Finn says that she’s a prude, that she isn’t comfortable with your sexuality, and you agree. When you confront her about this, she is quiet for a long time and then she hangs up. She texts you later that day saying: It is really fucked up for you to imply that I’m not supportive of what you’re doing because I’m homophobic. Have you ever thought that maybe I’m worried about you??? You don’t reply to the message, and she stops calling.

 

You and Finn make a pact to try and sleep with someone whose name begins with every letter of the alphabet and you record your successes in a chart on the kitchen whiteboard. You are both stumped by the letter Q. One afternoon, you are sitting at the table, ignoring your deadlines, staring at a bottle of vodka and waiting for the clock to strike 4pm, when Finn bursts into the room, singing, I did it, I did it. He kicks his shoes under the table and flicks the lid off the marker pen dramatically. Under the heading FINN he ticks off the letter Q and writes next to it, in block capitals, QUENTIN. You laugh and say,

Where did you find somebody called Quentin?

And Finn says,

If you split a bag with me, I’ll tell you.

You hesitate for three or four seconds, check your bank balance, wish you hadn’t, and say,

Fine.

You put on eyeliner and glitter and borrow one of Finn’s harnesses, and he debates whether or not he can go out top-less in November. When the dealer arrives, Finn goes out to meet him in a silky robe and comes back inside with the little bag of white powder. You cut lines with your library card and sniff deeply, gagging a little from the drip. Everything comes into focus. You dance and start drinking and lose hours in your grimy little kitchen, and then you leave for the club late and run the whole way there to save the taxi money.

 

When you get inside, you recognise the regulars. You’ve developed an impressive circle of acquaintances over the past few months, and you find them after midnight, dressed up in costumes, giving you sweaty hugs and asking for free lines and free booze. You go and get drinks and there’s a butch behind the bar who you slept with last week. She gives you a free tequila shot, and you lean over the sticky surface and kiss her to say thank you. She puts her hand on the back of your neck and you bite down on her lip. After a long moment, you lean back and she says, wait for me after I get off, and you say, maybe. You search for Finn but can’t find him, and when you ask one of your friends where he went, they say he snuck off to the bathroom with a boy. You roll your eyes and dance on your own, free of inhibitions and high
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