
        
            [image: cover]
        

    










LET ME DREAM






Harry Lavis







Copyright © 2018 Harry Lavis

All rights reserved.

Distributed by Smashwords

Republication of part of this work is permitted for
comment or criticism.

Republication of a limited part of this work is
permitted for scientific reasons. Use of the title of the work, the
name of the author, publisher, number of the page republished and
date of publication is mandatory.

Any revision, translation or utilisation is
prohibited without the reference to the book’s contributors and
written permission from the publisher according to the law.

Book cover copyright © Fylatos Publishing

Ebook formatting by www.ebooklaunch.com


 


 


In memory of my grandmother and my grandfather, whom
I will never forget.

In memory of my uncle, whom I never met.

In memory of love that will never die.

Never.
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Introduction

At a very young age, I discovered I was
instinctively able to tell what people around me were thinking. I
always knew whether someone liked me or not by the way they looked
at me, the way they spoke to me or simply by reading their body
language. I’ve hardly ever been mistaken about a person and
usually, my first impression of them turns out to be true.

The same applied whether it was friends or
lovers. I could tell straight away if I would become attached to
that person, if it would turn into something serious, or if it was
just a fling. There were times when I knew I’d experienced
something before — a déjà vu — and deep inside, I knew exactly what
would happen next.

To be honest, I didn’t pay very much
attention to the person you are about to meet when I first saw him,
probably because I thought he was too handsome to notice me. Even
the kiss we shared on our first brief encounter didn’t mean
anything to me, but my intuition kicked in just moments before what
could have been a very nasty accident.

∞

It was midnight, and as usual, I was making my way
to my favourite hangouts. The wind blew my hair in all directions
and as I walked along, I wondered what kind of people I’d meet that
night. Would I fall for a tourist or someone local, or maybe no one
at all? As it happened, I met the love of my life, and it wouldn’t
be our first encounter.

Just before I got to the district where the
island’s most popular bars are located, I caught sight of something
very strange. At the end of the road in front of me, I could see
the sea and the coastal cliffs and the lights of the neighbouring
island of Tinos in the background. There was a dark figure high up
on the edge of the cliff. It was a person looking down at the sheer
face of the rocks and the waves crashing against them below. The
young person leant forward slightly and then back again.

‘He’s going to jump’, I said to
myself, and before I knew it, I was scaling the rocks towards him.
I grabbed him just as he was about to leap; luckily he was wearing
a top with a hood. The next thing I knew, he was lying at my feet
and looked as if he had fainted. I got there just in time to save
him; any later and he would have died.

I was surprised to discover that I
recognised him — we’d met about a week before. The young man opened
his eyes. He looked like an angel that had just fallen from heaven.
His eyes shifted alternatively between my face and the top of the
cliff. The natural light of the moon and the stars and the sound of
the crashing waves filtered through the darkness.

His enchanting green eyes shone wide-open in
the moonlight, searching like the inquisitive eyes of a baby. A
well-trimmed beard, that he was obviously fond of, highlighted his
beautiful, angular face. His cheeks were red, but the rest of his
face was bloodlessly pale. Shorter than mine, his hair was well
styled and combed back.

Pulling himself up, he sat cross-legged on
the bank. The first thing he did was ask who I was. At first, I was
careful not to disclose that we had already met. In turn, I asked
why he’d almost killed himself. A recent separation was to
blame.

How could he do such a thing? How can people
in this day and age think that couples stay together forever? I
used to dream of everlasting love but never believed it actually
happened. You can’t just ignore the fact that, sooner or later, the
time will come when one of you has to leave, for whatever reason,
and the other person is left behind.

I tried to convince him to start afresh and
meet new people, but he angrily disagreed. I went on to ask him why
they’d separated and discovered something even more
interesting.

“I kissed someone I didn’t know at a party
last week,” he admitted. “I’d had too much to drink and I didn’t
know what I was doing. I couldn’t even remember doing it the next
day. My friends told me what had happened.”

“If it was just a kiss, why did you even
bother to tell him?” I asked with surprise, having realised what
he’d said and figured out what it meant.

“We’re a couple and know each other very
well. He’d have guessed what happened. Besides, his best friend saw
us, so I told him before he did.”

At that moment, I felt as if I had committed
a crime by mistake. I had ruined two people’s lives just to satisfy
my ego by kissing a good-looking young guy. Lowering both my head
and the tone of my voice, I confessed that it had been me that he
had kissed a week ago.

I could feel his bright, shining eyes upon
me and I stared back at him knowingly. The spray from the waves
that covered my face could barely wash away the shame that was
written all over it.

“What? You’re kidding me, right?” He was
shouting and it frightened me.

“No, it’s true! Your name is Milan, you’re
from Israel, but you’ve been living in France for the past six
years,” I answered, knowing I was right. “I got talking to your
friends and watched you dancing from a distance. You were the only
one on the dance floor, so I went over to dance with you, and
that’s when you kissed me.”

“That’s exactly what my friends said. I
don’t believe it…”

“You even gave me the number of your mobile
phone. I messaged you, but you didn’t reply.”

‘Are you going to the beach today?
Harry.’

“So you’re the Harry that sent me the
message,” he said, with head in his hands. He sat on his knees.

“Exactly! And since you didn’t reply, I
thought you didn’t like me.”

“One day you ruin my life, the next, you
save it.”

“I didn’t realise I was ruining anything;
you didn’t mention that you were in a relationship!”

“At the time, I didn’t even know what my
name was. You could hardly have expected me to talk about my
relationship!”

“If you love someone you make the effort. If
you don’t you make excuses.”

I came up with that to test his
self-respect, but it didn’t work.

“If that’s the case, he doesn’t love me at
all,” he whispered, hugging his knees. He started to say something
but decided against it. After a couple more attempts, he eventually
came out with it.

“He’s met someone else already.”

“Oh, no!” I exclaimed, filled with
disappointment. “I think he’s lying, just to hurt you. If, on the
other hand, he’s telling the truth, he doesn’t deserve you at
all.”

“I hope he’s lying too, but it’s not the
sort of thing he’d do,” he said, looking up from the ground and
turning towards me.

“You seem like a really nice person, Harry.
I might have just accused you of something, but all I can do now is
wish you the best,” he added, smiling.

“Let me prove it to you!” I responded,
standing up to stretch my legs. I couldn’t remember kneeling down.
“You’re lucky I was walking this way, but until I’m sure you’re
safe in the company of your friends, I can’t possibly leave you on
your own.”

“They’re at a restaurant at the moment,” he
said, getting to his feet. He was slightly shorter than me but was
in better shape. “We’re meeting up later.”

“We could go and see where they are if you
like, or wait somewhere till they’ve finished eating.”

“Thanks, Harry,” he said, catching hold of
my arm. “I owe my life to you, the least I can do is buy you a
drink.”

His eyes opened wide. There was no need to
reply because I instinctively knew that I was about to become a
significant part of his future. Things were looking good between us
for sure, but, at the time, I didn’t know what to do next. ‘You
may have to wait,’ I advised myself. I removed his hand from my
arm.

“We’d better go,” I continued in English.
I’d been working in hotels for six months of the year for the past
few years and was used to speaking to tourists. I could get by
quite easily in English.

I found a safe spot to get down from the
rocks and jumped to the ground below. I watched Milan do the same
and he landed firmly behind me. There were hundreds of questions I
wanted to ask him to help him forget his sadness, but to be honest,
there was only one thing I was really interested in.

“Where are we going?” he asked before I had
the chance to speak.

“It’s a surprise,” I answered, keeping it a
secret.


 


Love Again

After weighing the options, I’d decided where to
take him. A quiet place on one of the side streets would do just
nicely and we walked there in silence. The bars and clubs along the
way were playing all kinds of music and one song in particular was
belting out the loudest.

Five minutes later, we arrived at what was
possibly the most romantic bar on the island. It was on a path
along the seafront. There were candle-lit tables in the yard
outside and comfy sofas inside, as well as an open space for the
couples who wanted to dance to the soft music they always played
there. There were two floors, but it was usually empty
upstairs.

We went inside and found a table with two
easy chairs. He asked what I’d like to drink and said he’d be right
back. I kept an eye on him as he went up to the bar. He returned to
our table with his drink and a bottle of beer for me.

“That should be enough,” I said, handing him
a ten euro note. It was all I had on me.

He looked at me and smiled. Such a beautiful
smile! His teeth were so perfect and white. I always noticed
people’s smiles. He pushed my hand away.

“I owe you,” he reminded me, squeezing my
hand with the note he’d refused to take.

“It’s a nice place,” he continued, changing
the subject. He handed me the beer and we drank to good health,
looking into each other’s eyes as we took our first sip. Before I
knew it, a new song started playing and Milan jumped up from his
seat.

“This is one of my favourites,” he said,
reaching out his hand. “Let’s go and dance!”

Caught up in the moment, I accepted his
offer immediately. I didn’t know the name of the song, though it
did sound familiar. He grabbed my waist with his left hand and
lifted my hand with his right. I followed his lead and suddenly, we
were face to face. It wasn’t long before I recognised the song by
its lyrics. ‘Dance me to your beauty, with a burning
violin…’

‘Dance me to the end of love.’ Milan
was singing softly in my ear.

Our noses brushed and our beards touched.
When the chorus faded, he pulled back a little, still holding me
close. Until then, there was no indication that he was flirting
with me, but suddenly, things changed.

“Are you still in that relationship?” I
asked him, turning my head away. Our noses brushed once more but I
knew the dreadful curse would be back to haunt me. I was always
very particular about the men I went out with. I could be in a club
full of people and not take a liking to anyone, but if there was
someone I was attracted to, you could guarantee he wasn’t
single.

Milan turned his head and our faces touched
again.

“I really don’t know,” he whispered, looking
into my eyes. He pressed his nose against mine.

“Officially speaking, he’s with someone new
and I’m here with a gorgeous guy. He stopped and turned his head to
one side.

“Yes, but in the wrong place,” I responded,
taking a step backwards, releasing our embrace.

People at the other tables were looking at
us, and some of the couples stopped dancing. Mykonos might be a
popular destination for gay people, but there were always plenty of
straight couples around. Besides, the place I had chosen was
strictly straight.

“You’re right,” he agreed, letting me go.
The distinctive aroma of his skin melted away.

“Let’s go back to our table,” he said and
headed off before I had a chance to reply.

If circumstances had been different, I’d
have accepted his kiss on all accounts, especially since I knew he
was in a serious relationship. Something told me we would kiss
again that night, but I didn’t want to make the first move. I
wanted to leave that to Milan, and just as he’d done so, I’d turned
him down! On the other hand, if I told myself I didn’t like him or
didn’t want to kiss him, I know I’d have regretted it and it would
continue to bother me.

Before he sat down, he took a packet of
tobacco and some cigarette papers from his pocket and placed them
beside his drink.

“I didn’t know you smoked,” I said, a little
upset.

“Only on rare occasions, to take my mind off
things,” was his short reply.

“You don’t have to smoke to do that,” I
insisted, taking the filter he’d set aside and returning it to its
pack.

“Give it back! I want to smoke a cigarette!”
He was equally insistent and annoyed.

“No, I won’t let you. It’s bad for you!
You’re not a regular smoker so it shouldn’t be difficult to give it
up altogether.”

“If you don’t give it back I’ll just take
another one. I’ve got loads of them!” he warned, already searching
in his bag.

“I shouldn’t really give it back, but
there’s not much I can do about it. You’ll have to win it back.” I
relented with some regret and put it back on the table. There was a
cheeky grin on his face. He held the filter to my lips.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

I had no idea what he was going to do, but
did as he asked. He placed the filter between my lips and told me
to close them.

“If I can grab the filter with my lips
without touching yours, I’ll have won fair and square!” he said
with a playful grin.

I was stunned. I couldn’t believe what he
was going to do! He was still attracted to me after all. He leant
towards me and closed his eyes. I automatically did the same,
waiting to sense his touch. His stubble brushed my lips. His warm
breath caressed my face and eased the filter from my mouth. I
opened my eyes and saw him leaning back.

“See, I did it without touching you!” he
boasted, fiddling with the filter.

“That’s not true!” I disagreed and was
trying to hide my smile. “Your beard touched mine.”

“My beard doesn’t count, it’s not bare
skin.” I stood corrected.

“Okay, you win!” I said, taking a sip of
beer.

“Cheers!” he shouted, hastily raising his
glass.

“Don’t drink it all at once, you’ll make
yourself ill,” I warned.

“I’ll be fine. Drink your beer and let’s
go.”

The cigarette he’d rolled was next to his
mobile phone. On the one hand, I couldn’t wait to do the rounds of
the gay bars with him, but on the other, I was afraid his friends
would somehow prevent me from living my dream.

Anyway, I took a deep breath and finished my
beer. He knocked back his drink and our eyes met again for a few
seconds. His were filled with tears, but the alcohol was to blame.
He banged his glass down on the table and stood up. Leaving the
empty bottle and the sour look on my face behind, we made our way
out of the bar. He lit up his cigarette.

The combination of beer on an empty stomach
and the ever more positive vibes I felt when I was with Milan made
me dizzy with excitement. Enjoying his cigarette, he looked up at
the sky and seemed lost in his thoughts. Whatever he was thinking
about made him smile a couple of times, and he looked away in an
attempt to hide it.

“How much longer are you staying?” I asked.
It had been on my mind since I first ran into him.

“Unfortunately, this is my last night. I’m
leaving tomorrow afternoon,” he continued, with a sigh. He looked
sad again.

“Did you enjoy your holiday in Mykonos?” I
asked, expecting him to mention me.

“I loved the freedom,” he replied, cutting
me short. “I had no intention of seeing someone behind his back and
being here alone has at least given me a chance to relax. But it’s
back to work tomorrow and there’s that conversation I need to have
about my relationship…”

He looked at the ground as we walked along.
It sounded as if he wanted to get it over and done with as quickly
as possible.

“Do you live together?”

“Yes, but it’s quite a big place. We’ll
continue to do so for the time being, even if we do break up. One
of us will have to move out eventually, of course.”

“It’ll work out okay,” I reassured him as
positively as I could. I could hear dance music coming from the
bars in the background. I couldn’t bear thinking about the next day
either.

“That remains to be seen,” he answered
coldly. He had slowed his pace and was getting left behind.

We continued on our way to the three most
popular gay bars, which happened to be located next to each other.
All kinds of men gathered there, guys of all ages and
nationalities, some had great bodies, others didn’t, some more
daringly bare-chested and others dancing on the bar counters. You
could count the number of women in all three bars on the fingers of
one hand.

His friends were outside of the most crowded
bar, Jackie O'. There were four of them; a couple — it was obvious
from the familiarity between them, and another two, who were just
good friends. I had supposedly spoken to some of them a week ago,
but I didn’t recognise any of them, to be honest. As we approached,
Milan greeted them in French and we found an empty sofa to sit
on.

“Good evening!” I said, awkwardly. I
remained glued to the spot.

“Let’s sit here,” said Milan pointing to the
sofa.

Staying close, I sat down first. He took a
seat next to me.

“Good evening. What’s your name?” I heard
someone say. He seemed like the leader of the group and he also
looked the type who always gets his own way.

“I’m Harry,” I answered, nervously. It felt
like I was under investigation.

“That’s quite a common name,” claimed his
friend.

This particular gentleman was older than the
rest. He was well-built and it quickly came to my attention that
his delicious chocolate-coloured skin was native, not a suntan.
Keeping a straight face, the younger guy that had spoken first said
something in French, and everyone, including Milan, laughed.

“There’s a Greek among us, Thomas,” Milan
reminded him in English. “Don’t be rude.”

“Of course, you’re right,” he admitted
coldly. “I’m Thomas, as you just heard,” he added and we shook
hands warmly.

He gave me a huge hug, signalling that he
liked me, at first glance, at least. He still had a serious look on
his face, but I could tell from his body language that he couldn’t
wait to get chatting.

Next, Ollo, the dark-skinned man, introduced
himself. Finally, the younger couple, Leo and Jerry, sang out their
names from the sofa nearby. The funny thing about couples is that
they start to look like each other after a while. It was definitely
the case with these two. They had the same taste in clothes, the
same rugged faces and even the same colour eyes.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” I said
loudly, looking at them all at once.

“It’s good to have you with us, right
Milan?” added Thomas, looking at the bottle of vodka and emptying
the remains into his glass.


Milan said nothing and I was too embarrassed
to look at him. The awkward situation was interrupted by the
waiter, who, seeing the empty bottle, asked if we wanted a
refill.

“Yes, make it a bottle of tequila this time.
Is that okay with you guys?” asked Jerry.

Everyone agreed and the waiter cleared the
empty glasses.

“Do you like tequila, Harry?” asked Thomas,
turning his attention to me again.

“No. I prefer something a little lighter.
And even if I did like it, I’m afraid I can’t afford to contribute
to the price of the bottle,” I added, not in the least
embarrassed.

Thomas threw a sideways glance at Milan.

“Don’t worry, the drinks are on us tonight,”
I heard Ollo say.

“Thank you, but I can’t take strong liquor
anyway. I’ll get another beer.”

“I’ll go and get you one,” offered Milan,
jumping to his feet.

“No, wait!” I shouted, going after him.
“I’ll pay this time.”

“I thought we’d discussed this,” he
continued, out of earshot of Leo and Jerry. “Please, Harry, sit
down.”

I quietly agreed since I was too embarrassed
to continue the conversation in front of his friends. Thomas,
however, found an excuse to continue.

“Is he buying you drinks?” he asked
slyly.

“Yes, and he won’t stop.”

“Don’t worry, he can afford it,” he informed
me. At last, there was a sort of smile on his face. He carried on
speaking to Ollo in French and they both laughed.

“It’s time to dance!” He was talking to me.
He got up and stood in front of me. He was very tall, at least a
head taller than me. I’m 1.78m, so he must have been at least
1.90m.

“You’re going to learn some new dance moves
tonight!”

He grabbed my hands and pulled me over into
an open space in the middle of the road. Fortunately, we were quite
close to the people from the bar next door so weren’t that
conspicuous. I was beginning to like the idea of becoming friends
with the guys Milan kept company with.

Thomas was dancing to the music and
signalled me to copy his moves. It was easy because I loved
dancing. By now, Leo and Jerry had got up to dance too, but Ollo
remained on the sofa.

Milan returned to our table with a bottle of
beer. He looked at me admiringly. He put the beer down, moved the
glasses out of the way and leapt up onto the table.

“We’ve got a new dancer!” he shouted in my
direction and held out his arms, inviting me to join him.

I was still sober enough so I accepted his
invitation. Ollo got up at last and went over to where Thomas was
standing to watch us dancing. Milan and I danced back to back
bouncing our asses together.

That part didn’t last very long, though. My
back was free and suddenly, I felt his arms around my waist,
spinning me towards him. We came face to face. Thomas was booing in
our direction. Milan frowned and scaled down on the crazy
moves.

“Let’s go inside, Harry,” he whispered and
jumped off the table. “Bring your beer with you.”

“I don’t think I’ll bother. You’ve finished
your drink.”

Thomas and Ollo continued with their
comments in French, loud enough for Milan to hear. Heading inside,
he stopped in his tracks and gave them a filthy look.

The waiter came back with the bottle of
tequila, a jug of orange juice and six clean glasses. He apologised
for the delay, which wasn’t strictly his fault since we’d been
dancing on the table, and emptied his tray. “Enjoy!” he said, and
Thomas assured him suggestively that we would. Milan opened the
bottle of tequila and poured himself a glass. It was obvious he was
annoyed.

“You speak English to the waiter so why do
you carry on in French as soon as his back is turned?” He hoped his
observation would change Thomas’s stand.

“Sorry, sweetpea. You’re right, but at least
I said ‘have fun!’ in English,” he said sarcastically.

“I’m going to the kiosk to buy some
tobacco,” said Milan, changing his plans. “Come with me if you
don’t want to wait here.”

I opted straight away for the short walk
with Milan. It was better than the being made fun of by Thomas, and
I soon realised that I’d made the right choice. We walked for a few
minutes, drinks in hand, until we were out of sight of Milan’s
friends. Milan stopped at the first bench we came to.

“I can’t take it anymore!” He revealed his
disappointment. “I’m going through the worst separation ever, and
my friends aren’t in the least bit supportive.”

‘And your dream of finding the love of
your life has become a nightmare!’ I said to myself, if the
present situation was anything to go by. How egotistic was
that?

“Come on now, Milan, it was only Thomas that
upset you,” was all I could say to console him.

“And the other three aren’t exactly
supportive, are they?”

“They’re not taking sides with him either!”
I found myself excusing them somehow. “Let’s go for a walk and get
some fresh air,” I suggested, reaching out my hand.

Without another word, he took my hand and
stood up. I led him to a small open space a couple of streets
away.

“Have you heard of ‘Petros the
Pelican’, the mascot of Mykonos?”

“Yes, but I haven’t seen him since we’ve
been on the island,” he admitted, like a disappointed young
child.

“Look, he’s asleep over there by that plane
tree,” I said, pointing at a big, white, fluffy ball of
feathers.

“That’s incredible! I can’t see his beak;
he’s facing the other way. I don’t think it’s right to wake him,
though.”

“No, no, no! It’s not a good idea at all. He
might bite you.”

We both laughed and, without further ado, I
walked on ahead.

“Come with me, if you like. You won’t regret
it, I promise.” I lay down on the grass.

A few seconds later, I heard the sound of
his footsteps as he came closer. He got down on the grass and lay
next to me, resting his head on his hood to protect his hair.

“You were right! It was worth it,” he
admitted. “It’s been a while since I did any stargazing.”

“I’ve been to a lot of places, but I’ve only
ever seen this many stars in Mykonos.”

The view was as stunning as it was unique.
The stars were so close together that they seemed to outshine each
other. Mykonos is a small island and is sparsely lit. Gazing at the
star-spangled sky is a magical experience.

My hand was warm from Milan’s touch. His
fingers circled mine and stroked my wrist. Before I knew it, he
lifted my hand to his lips and kissed my fingertips. I shivered
with delight from head to foot.

“Words cannot describe how romantic you
are,” he whispered sweetly.

His sentiments took me by surprise.
Strangely, my mind went blank and all I could do was look down from
the starry sky and directly into Milan’s eyes.

“We’d better get going, or my friends will
start to worry.”

∞

As it happened, his friends weren’t worried at all.
They barely noticed we’d returned. It was hardly the warm welcome
we were expecting, from most of them, at least.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” said Milan.
“Would you come with me?” It was a bold invitation.

I nodded in agreement pushing him gently in
the right direction. Before we could leave, Ollo came up and
grabbed Milan by the arm. He started speaking in French, quietly so
I wouldn’t hear, despite the fact that I understand very little
French. They both looked serious, but Milan said nothing. Then,
Ollo gave Milan a friendly pat on the back and went back to
Thomas.

I took my beer and we went into the bar.
There were more people inside than out in the yard.

“What did Ollo say that I wasn’t meant to
hear?” I asked jokingly, as we stood in the queue for the toilets.
“He looked pretty serious! Maybe he doesn’t like me,” I said,
urging a reply.

“Quite the opposite, actually,” he answered,
surprised by my remark and already thinking what to say next.

“Just a few hours ago…” he continued
bravely, “I mentioned that if I hadn’t told my boyfriend about our
kiss, a friend would have beaten me to it. Ollo is his best
friend.”


Suddenly, I wished the earth would open up
and swallow me. I felt so exposed. It was like making love in front
of your parents. I felt naked and stupid.

“But there’s no need to worry. He said I’m
free to do as I please and that Paoulo, my ex, doesn’t want us to
get back together. He also told me that he likes you a lot.”
Milan’s comments were reassuring and I felt much better.

When he’d finished explaining, he gave me a
huge smile. I was laughing like a fool. I suddenly felt totally
liberated and overcome with happiness. I swore I’d never be that
sad again for the rest of my life. I looked at Milan beside me, so
happy and cute, so young. The colour had returned to his
cheeks.

“Shame this week’s nearly over. There are so
many things we could have done together,” he said. I was thinking
exactly the same thing.

“There’s no need to be sad. You have one
more night in Mykonos and a whole life ahead of you to do as you
please.”

In my mind, I was angry with him for
leaving. He was right; a week was a long time, but it’s possible
that we’d have got what we wanted from each other in that time and
just moved on. It was a thought, but the way things were
developing, it was obvious we had one thing in common — we both
wanted it to turn into a love affair. All I could do was hope that
the unrequited love at first sight I was feeling would be strong
enough to continue.

“Yes, it’s my last night here,” he
remembered, bringing me back to reality, “and I don’t intend to
waste it.” He was moving towards me and stopped what he was saying
to kiss my lips.

I was paralysed by the sensation of kissing
this superhuman creature. His lips were so soft, his tongue was
vanilla sweet. I just couldn’t get enough. Oblivious to the fact
that we were in a public place, I closed my eyes, held his head in
one hand, wrapped the other around his waist and pulled him towards
me to make sure this was for real. He caressed my whole body, my
back, my arms, my hair.

Suddenly, he grabbed my thighs and lifted me
up. My legs circled his waist. Stumbling with my weight in his
arms, he headed for the seclusion of a nearby passage. I have no
idea how long we kissed.

Our moment of passion was interrupted by the
surprised exclamation of a man coming out of the toilets. We opened
our eyes to find that there was no longer a queue and burst into
fits of laughter.

“Do you want to go to the bathroom?” I
asked, still in his arms.

“Yes, I do,” he replied.

He put me down with a luscious, fleeting
kiss and went into the men’s room. My heart was on fire. It was our
first kiss of the night, one that Milan was sure never to forget.
If only it had been our first ever kiss. As far as he was
concerned, there hadn’t been another kiss and that was probably for
the best, because then, he was still in a relationship. Now,
however, he was single.

A few minutes later, Milan opened the door.
He put his arm around me and we went outside. Sitting down at our
table, we noticed that our drinks had disappeared.

“You obviously had more interesting things
to do,” Thomas implied. Milan was not amused.

“We must have left them on that bench
earlier on,” I reminded him. “I wonder if they’re still there.”

“Better to leave them where they are.
Anything could have happened to them in the meantime.” He was
talking to himself. “Hang on; I’ll be back in a second.”

I was furious, I knew what he wanted to do,
but I could tell by the look on his face that it was best to stay
where I was. From my place on the sofa, I could see a man standing
next to Jerry. They were chatting, and it was obvious he liked him.
Jerry gestured that he wasn’t interested and the unknown man was
forced to leave, but he did so with a smile. Leo, who was standing
next to him, didn’t seem bothered. I couldn’t believe it! They must
have been in a stable enough relationship for jealousy not to be an
issue.

Milan returned and put a beer on the table
in front of me, sat down beside me and gave me a kiss. I froze on
the spot. Thomas looked at Ollo, who seemed quite happy. Leo and
Jerry exchanged glances with their friends, and Milan poured a
drink into the glass that the waiter had brought for me. We clinked
glasses and each took a sip.

“To our last night on Mykonos,” he said,
raising his glass.

“I hope you’re not tempting fate,” I
responded, clutching the bottle. Reconsidering what I’d said, I
turned towards him and we drank to his soonest return.

“My return to France or my return to
Greece?” he said, with the sexiest smile I had ever seen.

“That’s up to you,” I replied, reciprocating
with a smile, and taking a sip from my drink. I gave him a
kiss.

“I can taste the beer on your lips,” he
complained.

“Surely it’s not that bad,” I said,
loudly.

“I don’t like beer, but it doesn’t matter. I
just think the taste is weird,” he smirked.

“There’s a solution to that,” I said, making
my way to the bar.

As soon as my back was turned, Thomas said
something in French. He sounded happy for his friend.

There was a glass full of straws on the bar
so I smiled at the barman and helped myself to one for my bottle of
beer. Returning to the company I’d hooked up with for the night, I
noticed that Milan was talking to Thomas and there was a smile on
his face. As soon as they saw me coming, they stopped and the smile
disappeared. I returned to my seat.

“Let me take a photograph as a reminder of
today!” Thomas insisted, searching through his bag.

I never carried a bag. My mobile phone,
money and the necessary precautionary items fitted easily in my
pocket. They were all I needed on a night out.

Producing his digital camera, he asked us to
put our arms around each other. Milan and I held each other close
and looked into the lens.

“And now, a kiss!”

I looked at Milan to make sure it was okay
with him. It’s normal to hug someone for a photograph, but a
kiss?

Without even thinking, he grabbed me and
kissed me. I noticed the camera had flashed but Milan didn’t stop
there. He forced his tongue between my lips; it felt like an
electric shock. I could have kissed him all night. Then, he stopped
and stared at me, sipping from his glass. I drank my beer through
the straw.

“Do you really need a straw to drink your
beer?” Milan asked, sarcastically.

“I’m only using a straw so you don’t have to
put up with the taste of the beer on my lips,” I explained, making
out I was angry and moving to the end of the sofa.

“How thoughtful of you!” he said, pushing me
further into the corner. “You’re so cute,” he added sweetly.

“Cute enough for you to keep buying me
drinks!” I said ironically.

“As many as you like,” he answered and
started tickling me.

I giggled and shrieked. Several customers
turned their heads, despite the loud music. People were looking at
us so I begged him to quit.

“Who cares? They’ll all have forgotten us by
tomorrow,” he surmised, but stopped anyway.

“Some of them might remember us,” Thomas
corrected him, though he didn’t really mean it. Milan grimaced in
response. The general conversation continued as the night went on.
Thomas looked over in my direction and asked me a hundred questions
about my friends, my job and my family. I told him the truth; I’d
given up telling lies a long time ago. I only addressed him once in
return, asking him to send me the photographs he had taken of me
and Milan.

Ollo announced that he was leaving with Leo
and Jerry to go back to their hotel. They greeted Milan and Thomas
with a kiss on the cheek and said goodbye to me.

“This is going to be a big night for us,”
Milan confided in me and Thomas.

They were friends again. I was amazed at how
much the other guys seemed to like me. Not that it made a lot of
difference; I might never see them again.

At the time, I didn’t know what was going
on. Being in Milan’s arms was enough to make me forget everything.
The way he behaved made me feel like we were a couple. We kissed
and cuddled all night. Having finished the bottle of tequila, he
introduced himself to two men, passing me off as his date. It was
impossible to believe that he’d be leaving for another country in
less than twelve hours.

He seemed so liberated and comfortable,
asking anyone who would listen about the places they came from. He
had told me that he loved travelling. When the conversation with
the two men was over, he returned to the discussion with his French
friend in their native language.

“We have to be going soon, Harry,” he said
to me in English. Will you be coming with us or staying on a bit
longer?”

I was surprised by the question and it
annoyed me somehow. Why would I want to stay there alone if he was
leaving? And as for going somewhere together, it was a foregone
conclusion as far as I was concerned.

“I’ll be leaving too,” I said,
disappointedly. “Which way are you heading?”

“Thomas is staying about five minutes’ walk
from here. I have to walk to my car and drive back to my
accommodation.”

“Milan…” I said, gazing into his eyes. They
were so green. I could see right through them, into his heart, into
his soul.

“I’d love to spend the night with you.” I
was practically begging him.

“Harry,” he sighed, “I’d like that too, but
I’ve had too much to drink and my head is splitting. I’m in no
position to do anything like that.”

“I didn’t ask you to do anything!” I
answered, offended by the insinuation. “All I want is to fall
asleep in your arms.”

“There’s something else. I’m sharing a room
with Ollo. We can’t sleep together if he’s there too,” he answered
softly.


I left it at that. I had no intention of
begging any further and looked away. It’s easy enough to disappoint
someone if you aren’t very fond of them. But surely it wasn’t true
that he didn’t like me. All that passion, the chemistry between us,
the way we looked at each other, lost in each other’s eyes. I
couldn’t believe it was true.

I blamed it all on his ex. I remembered
that, just a few hours ago, he had wanted to end his life because
of him. How could he possibly think about anyone else now? I
persuaded myself it was over between us and hoped a few hours of
dancing and kissing had at least helped him forget his problems. I
was so caught up in my thoughts I didn’t realise that Thomas had
said something, this time in English.

“Did you hear what he said?” said
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