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Author’s Note
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‘Evolution & Cynicism’ is a short story which sits somewhere between the novella series and the brief encounter series; either way, I hope you enjoy the story of how Jack and Danny met and how, for a change, it wasn’t just a waste of two quid on the lottery that week.

Alp
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Chapter One – I have a dream
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When I was young, I had a dream about what it was going to be like when I lived in London; I was sure I would. I’d have a great job and a nice flat; spend weekends partying and generally have a good time; the men would be gorgeous and we’d all shag until our pricks dropped off.

There are dreams and there are realities!

I did move to London, and I did get a half-decent job and a not completely shitty flat in somewhere called Bayswater. It was on the Paddington side so not as nice as the Notting Hill side but handy for the Tube and Queensway was great. There were guys a plenty; all doing what I was doing or was I doing what they were all doing? We dressed a la mode and wouldn’t be seen dead in anything last season, even if it meant starving to death, but who could afford to be fat anyway?

We would hang out in bars and go to clubs and dance a little but watch a lot and eye the most gorgeous guys up who either completely ignored us or poured scorn on our pathetic advances. Which merely fuelled our desire to be better and more successful ... and we all did become more successful; at being shallow, vain and pretentious. Spending a fortune on skin care and taking exotic holidays if only to show off the toil at the gym but everyone was the same, so no one was actually impressed. Does this all end soon?

Like a visit to the dentist, the pain does eventually go away and you either shut up shop and decamp to Brighton or Bournemouth or you finally realise the dream of living in the most vibrant city on Earth and then, and only then, do you realise how much time you’ve wasted ... and don’t even think about the money.

We arrive, in our Promised Land, fit and forty with no more major hang-ups than anyone else and we like the flat now and it’s quaintly chic to visit the Tate and shop in clothing exchanges. The generation behind us of course by-passed all the angst and just got on with it!

“Jack, what are you doing on Saturday? A few of us are going to hit the clubs ...”

Hit the clubs at forty? I suppose we aren’t dinosaurs yet, but the twenty somethings have invaded our old haunts and we’re like the ghosts of our gay youth, trying to keep up, trying to look hip and all we really want is a guy to wake up to who is like us and isn’t too controlling. A really good shag would be great and by that, I mean sex and not sexual Olympics where foreplay takes years, and the actual act is so under the microscope that we wither under the anxiety and blame it on the wine.

“Sure; are we eating out first?”

“Sushi at Itsu, drinks at The Friendly Society and then the Shadow Lounge...”

It sounds hip and cool, but the pavement is worn away from the thousands of feet that traipse that route every Friday and Saturday and the decisions over what to wear haven’t even begun to erupt.

“Okay, what time?”

“Eight at The Village before we eat”

“See you there ...”

Clones; that’s what we are. Not that we don’t appreciate the banter and the companionship; we are all incredibly lonely after all. But it is so boring and so predictable but what’s the alternative?

I resign myself to half a day getting ready in order to look five years younger; scour the entire wardrobe and decide I have nothing to wear and shop in Zara and Next, spending a small fortune on clothes I will probably never wear again. I shower and shave, have the perpetual debate over whether to douche and decide that I will; a shag is the least likely scenario, but we all live in hope. I leave the flat and take the Tube, walk back from Tottenham Court Road down Old Compton Street, if only to assess the competition and make it to the bar by eight-fifteen only to discover that I’m the first. The place is dead except for the guys older than me, trying their luck before they have to dive off and scoot up the Edgware Road to tell bare faced lies to the wife and be subjected to an evening of quality entertainment in front of the telly with a pizza; still, they usually get a shag.

I order vodka because it’s hip and trendy and because ordering a wine makes you feel fifty. I sip and scan; will someone please show up! I could get out the iPhone and start texting but of all the clichés, it is the worst. I resist for the time being and at eight-thirty Brian arrives.

“You’re late!”

“Sorry ...”

“Where is everyone?”

“Douglas got called into theatre; Simon’s Daschund went into labour; Chris is stuck on the M40, and Peter should be on his way.”

“How do you know all this, and I don’t?”

“I’m guessing your phone is switched off ...”

“Oh; yes, probably ...”

“Drink?”

“Vodka,” I say, and I’ve already got the hangover.

Peter arrives at nine and we down another vodka and head to the sushi place and queue for half an hour.

“Why are we fucking doing this?” I scream in my head.

Drinks and sushi have set me back at least fifty quid, but it’s nice to see each other, validate our choices and decisions and deride the competition. The younger men are all texting and far too busy to notice or care.

We head to the bar, and it is my favourite place in Soho, so all is not lost. It’s only eleven so it’s not yet too crowded but I wait for twenty minutes to be served at the bar; more vodka and we perch around a mushroom sized table, desperately trying to look like we’re enjoying ourselves. To be honest, I’d rather be at home listening to Dvorak and sipping a good merlot.

“I’m going out for a puff,” I announce.

“You should give up,” says Peter.

It’s nearly midnight and suddenly feels chilly. I lurk at the top of the stairs and puff away; a moment of bliss. Thus employed, I take my time to watch the people as they come by and, singling out the gay men, lay odds on what they’re likely to be doing.

“Leaving after an abysmal first date; on way to fuck date; en route to meet friends who plan to hit a few clubs; homeless; on their way home which is in Carshalton Beeches; leaving after an amazingly good first date; on way back from fuck date; having just bailed on friends citing a migraine ...”

I don’t and return to muster the two of them and we decide to see what the queue is like.

“Is it worth it?” asks Brian, hoping we’ll agree that it isn’t.

“It is what we came for,” I reply.

“If you want to, then I will,” says Peter.

“Brian?”

“I’m gonna head off; I think I might be getting a cold.”

He does and we’re left contemplating the queue and the collection of twenty, thirty and forty somethings; the before, during and after images of the dream that is to be single and gay and living in London. At least I can smoke to my heart’s content whilst we queue. Peter and I chat, assassinate everyone’s character who did not show up and analyse everything we’ve seen or done since the previous Saturday. Forty minutes later and we’re in and finally I get some energy from somewhere; maybe it’s the music. Divested of twenty quid a head and our jackets, we head down into the twink-pit to stand, sip and watch young guys have a good time and smile benignly at each other because obviously conversation is now out of the question.

“I’m gonna head off after this one,” shouts Peter, “I don’t know why we do this anymore,” he adds, and it’s the first time anyone has said anything remotely honest all evening.

“I don’t know why either, but I’m staying for a bit ... call me!” I shout.

“Okay!” And he disappears.

Is there a sadder sight than a lone forty something in a nightclub clutching a drink like it’s a life raft and trying desperately hard not to sway too much?

“Oh, what the Hell!” I say to myself, diving into the pit, vainly attempting to justify my existence, hoping that, for a brief minute or two, I get into a groove which will obliterate everything and everyone else and free me.
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Chapter Two – It’s like the lottery
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I sway and then open the shoulders up a bit; and is it my imagination but I actually know most of the music and I’m getting into it. A few guys are making advances and there’s some flirtation and ten years’ of painstakingly applied veneer peel away to reveal someone that used to enjoy this and didn’t give a fuck what anyone else thought!

I’m getting hot and the DJ has put something weird on the turntable, so I head to grab a coke of all things to cool off and assess the chances of leaving alone which is like the chances of winning anything on the lottery.

On the basis that you meet the love of your life being the jackpot - and fourteen million to one - and seeing as there aren’t fourteen million people out clubbing in London tonight, it’s not going to happen, is it? So, the odds improve of winning something, but you have to set your sights lower. Five numbers plus the bonus; a great first date, incredible shag and maybe a second date ... but it fails at the third fence. Five numbers; a great first date and an amazing shag ... but no call back. Four numbers; amazing sex ... but left feeling used. Three numbers; get stood up on first date ... but meet someone nice whilst you’re waiting. Two numbers; a shag in the gents ... feel dirty and worthless. One number; eye contact and an ocean of
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