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Summary

A nice guy meets a tortured rock star—what are the
odds they end up together? Close to nil, right? But sometimes an
open heart and mind can work miracles.

Karim successfully helped Trevor and Chao get their
love story on the right tracks. He even moved to Paris on their
suggestion. Now he’s jobless and all alone in the big city because
Trevor and Chao are off on an important quest and Dirk has joined
his aunt Karin in Sweden.

Karim’s only spark of hope is an unexpected mission:
play chauffeur for a famous rock star. That is, “famous” … Karim
only likes 80s tunes, so he doesn’t have a clue who this guy really
is. And honestly? You couldn’t say they hit it off immediately. The
man who calls himself Angel Dust is surly, withdrawn, haughty,
outright hostile. He also turns out to be… stunningly handsome.
Karim’s dream guy.

Ugh. Nothing can come out of this encounter. A
chauffeur and his illustrious client, both from different worlds,
with clashing characters… And yet, to get into a rock star’s bed
might not be the most difficult thing on earth (you can ask any
groupie out there). To get into his head and heart? Did someone say
impossible?

This is the second summer romance of the
Light Hearts series.


80s wisdom #1

Somewhere out there,

If love can see us through

Then we’ll be together

Somewhere out there

Out where dreams come true

Linda Ronstadt & James Ingram,

Somewhere Out There,

1986

(from the soundtrack of An American
Tail)


When an announcement takes you by
surprise

“You’re going where? To do
what?”

Dirk is so flabbergasted that he almost
spits out his red wine. Which would have been a pity. Not only for
his light blue shirt, which shows off his firm, muscular chest, or
the expensive white tablecloth, but for the wine itself. I mean,
all right—I hardly ever indulge in alcoholic beverages, for obvious
reasons, only making an exception tonight. So don’t ask me if it’s
a Bordeaux, a Bourgogne, a Côte du Rhône or whatever. What I
do know, though, is that it must have cost
a fortune. Chao bought it, so without being a soothsayer, I guess
it put him back a few bucks.

And for the record, it tastes heavenly. I’m
even having my second glass as we speak. But shush—don’t tell
Mama!

I shoot a surreptitious glance at Chao, then
at Trevor, too surprised by their announcement to utter a word
myself.

Trevor says levelly, “You heard me well
enough, Dirk. Chao needs to have closure, so it’s necessary.”

“Necessary, maybe. Harebrained, for sure.
Listen, handsome, I get it. I really do.” Dirk turns to Chao with
an apologetic smile. “But aren’t you afraid it might do more harm
than good? What if you never find her? Or if she’s dead? Or
worse?”

“Jesus—what could be worse than my mother being dead?” Chao looks puzzled.

“Many things. For example, you could
discover that she’s alive and doesn’t want to be found by you.
Maybe she’s enjoying herself immensely in her new life and left all
those years ago simply because she was fed up with being a
millionaire’s wife,” Dirk proposes.

I agree. And nod

Chao frowns, his face stern and
intimidating. “We’ll find out. One way or another, I have to
know.”

Dirk turns to Trevor for help. “You of all
people should have dissuaded your boyfriend from going on that
stupid quest, handsome.”

“It was my idea,
you jerk!”

“But why?” Dirk’s
voice almost cracks.

“Hey, what’s wrong with you? Why do you get
so riled up about this?” Trevor does his best to stay calm, but his
Afro positively frizzles with electricity.

Dirk looks down on his plate. “Sometimes you
must accept that running after your mother’s love when she has none
to give is a no-brainer. You can only get hurt in the process. I
mean, I should know, right?”

Oh boy. That one stings. Dirk’s family
situation is complicated, to say the least, and yes, as odd as it
may sound, I prefer my overbearing, overnurturing,
predictable-unpredictable mother a thousand times to Dirk’s.
(Predictable-unpredictable? Yes, you can be both. When you’re my
mother, that is.)

Unsurprisingly, Trevor melts in a second.
“Oh, Dirk…,” he breathes with a worried look on his face.

“Don’t worry, sister. I’m fine,” Dirk shakes
off his sudden gloom like a dog would shake off water after hopping
out of a pond. He smirks at Chao and Trevor. “So, this is a
farewell dinner of sorts then, is it?”

“God, you make it sound like the Last
Supper!” Trevor mumbles.

“Which it isn’t. We’ll come back, guys,”
Chao says cheerfully.

“You’d better! I don’t want to sound
selfish, but you do know that I look ghastly in black.” Dirk shudders.

We all chuckle, then reach for our glasses
almost at the same time as if we were all uncomfortable with the
topic…

(Let me add a bracket here. Oh, right.
Sorry. You don’t know it yet—I’m a bracket guy. I even love
brackets in brackets in brackets, because let’s be honest: those [
and { look fabulous, right? But I promise, I’ll try not to put them
all over the place.

So, here’s a bracket to tell you what’s
going on.

Currently, Trevor, Chao, Dirk, and I are
having dinner in Chao’s and Trevor’s lounge cum kitchen. The whole space takes up the entire top
floor of their new apartment and is surrounded by floor-to-ceiling
French windows. Despite the sheer size, I feel comfortable in here.
Maybe it’s the modern yet cozy furniture and the potted plants that
seem to stand everywhere; maybe it’s the warm lighting spilling
from countless little lamps; maybe it’s the velvety night we can
glimpse through the windows; or maybe it’s simply because I know
I’m with friends.

For your information, when Chao moved to
Paris last November, he went to live in the museum-like Kinner
mansion for a couple of weeks. He realized quickly that sharing a
place with his father’s Parisian PA, Mademoiselle Destrelle, was no
sustainable solution. She’s an efficient lady, I’m told, but didn’t
appreciate having an intruder in what she considered her realm. Oh,
I met her once—shiver. Mutual dislike at first sight. By the
prophet’s beard, she’d make Norman Bates look like a charming,
warm-hearted fellow, and I half expected the glass of iced tea she
brought me to be flavored with a healthy dose of potassium
cyanide.

Anyway. Before going nuts [or committing
murder] Chao bought this flat. Well, flat… That’s a manner of
speaking, okay? We’re talking about the extensive third and fourth
floors of a four-story house situated in a suburb so posh that even
the cats wear Prada, and the dogs diamond-studded collars. Of
course, Chao wouldn’t buy a hovel in a blue-collar neighborhood.
He’s the nicest guy, but undeniably a snob. Plus, he’s Chao. And
Chao, as we all know, is simply rolling in
it. “Bitch-rich,” as Trevor puts it.

They made Dirk and me visit the rooms today,
before dinner started. Chao explained how the flat had initially
looked like and where he’d had walls torn down to create all these
stylish and airy rooms. Fun fact, through the windows you can see
loads of maritime pines in the surrounding gardens. I almost feel
at home, especially because the other houses on the block have a
certain Côte d’Azur look and feel.

So, everything is pristine, newly renovated
and furnished, reflecting Chao’s taste. Walking through the flat
felt like visiting a suite of show rooms in a “Zara Home” outlet.
Oh, don’t gasp with horror—the furniture wasn’t purchased in one of
those! My guess would be that the pieces
were hand-picked by a renowned interior designer. There were also
some bits where I detected Trevor’s, er, let’s call it barmy influence. Like the sculpture in the entrance:
two intertwined bronze bananas. Almost two meters high. My, did I
laugh when I saw that!

The guest room they put me in for my
sleep-over is rather nice, too, by the way. Homely but impressive.
It’s at least five times the size of the flat where I’m currently
living. And I have a goddam massive four poster bed! A
pseudo-colonial behemoth [although I still wonder if it’s
pseudo or the real thing] that wouldn’t
have looked out of place in the Saigon Governor’s palace. It even
sports a mosquito net! An effing mosquito net! In Paris! A city not
exactly known for being ridden with the tropical diseases those
buzzing bastards transmit, is it?

Okay. Let’s close this bracket now. And get
back to our dinner and the bomb Trevor and Chao just dropped on
unsuspecting Dirk and me.)

I get Chao’s motives. And I can see that
both he and Trevor heed my advice by doing this. But what’s in it
for me? I mean, two of my three new buddies will be gone for who
knows how long, leaving me all alone in this strange, unfamiliar,
cold city. All alone with Dirk, that is, and while he is an amazing friend, he’s also somewhat, er,
whimsical in his actions.

He doesn’t look too thrilled either. It’s
hard to know with him as he’s good at hiding his true feelings. But
we’ve spent some, er, moments together since I came here, so he
can’t fool me as easily now. He’s shaken, that’s obvious.

An uneasy silence has fallen over the table.
After we have drunk some wine, I clear my throat. “So, tell us.
Where do you go first? And more importantly: when do you
leave?”

“Oh, we won’t be gone until next month,”
Chao replies. He leans back in his chair and smooths an imaginary
crease in the tablecloth. “First we’ll stay with Dad and Lenny in
Singapore. There we’ll meet the private investigator I hired, and
together we’ll plan the next steps…”

I catch Dirk’s somber look and guess mine
matches it. Damn. They’re really going to do this.


Night talk (clothes
optional)

It’s almost midnight when we have a last good-night
drink. Cognac for the grown-ups, a cup of tea for me. I had enough
booze tonight and feel slightly bad about it—it’s exactly two
glasses too many for my religion, after all. Not that I’m a
religious guy, but well, the weight of family traditions… and above
all, the weight of Mama’s disapproval, which I can almost feel upon
me even though she’s miles and miles away… She’d probably shriek
“Wiliwiliwiliwili!” at the top of her
lungs. That’s what Moroccans say (or shriek) where others would
frown and mumble, “Oh my goodness.”

When their glasses and my cup are empty,
Dirk looks at us with a mischievous smile. “I guess it’s no good
trying to persuade you to crown this delicious evening with a
friendly foursome?”

I chuckle because it’s such a Dirk-thing to
say, and the way he wiggles his eyebrows such a Dirk-thing to
do.

Chao sputters something unintelligible into
his tumbler while Trevor just rolls his eyes and says, “Nice try,
sweetheart, but no.”

“A threesome then? A twosome?” Dirk looks
straight at me.

I shake my head almost imperceptibly. Not
tonight.

“No one? Really?” Dirk sighs. “Thought so.
But I had to give it a try, nonetheless. Well…” He stretches before
picking up his cell phone. “I guess I’ll have to make do with that
guy who just texted me on Grindr, then. He looks hot. Let’s see if
I can find a not-too-expensive Uber…”

When he has ordered his ride, we walk him to
the elevator and watch him wave at us before the doors close on
him.

Chao lays his arm on Trevor’s shoulder.
“Anyone care for a coffee? Another tea? Anything?”

Involuntarily, a yawn escapes me. It has
been a long day and a long evening. I shake my head. “Thanks. I
think I’ll call it a night.”

“All right. Beddy-byes, then. See you
tomorrow at breakfast.” Chao reaches out and squeezes my arm,
smiling warmly at me.

Ten minutes later, my teeth are brushed, and
I’m sitting cross-legged on my giant bed, in my boxer shorts,
trying to process what Trevor and Chao being away in a few weeks
will mean for me. I feel slightly… lost at sea. Rudderless, if you
will. Like a soon-to-be discarded, unhugged teddy bear. What the
fuck am I doing here?

I haven’t bothered turning on the overhead
light—an effing crystal chandelier if you can believe it. Only
three small wall lamps are shedding some warm light over my
shoulders.

While I’m trying to bring a semblance of
order into my tumbling emotions and thoughts, I notice that one of
the lamps blinks and flickers irregularly behind me, making a
slight buzzing noise. Tzz, tzz. Tzzzz. Tzz. Tzz,
tz. I find that almost reassuring. You can throw as much
money as you want into interior design, but there’s still space for
imperfection. And imperfection makes things more palatable,
right?

Someone knocks gently on my door, and I hear
Trevor whisper, “Karim? You asleep?”

“No,” I say. “Still awake.”

Trevor opens the door and sticks his head
in. “Hey,” he says softly.

“Hey. Come on in, cutie.”

He tiptoes over to my bed in nothing but
boxer briefs. My mouth goes dry. Because hello? Have you seen the
guy? Lank, with a hairy chest, a prominent bulge in the underwear,
and nice, long legs. He looks yummy beyond words, believe me.

I avert my eyes while Trevor sits down next
to me.

“You okay?” he asks.

I shrug. “I’m fine, I guess. Why do you ask,
cutie?”

“You didn’t say much during dinner.”

“Well, between you, Chao, and Dirk, it’s
hard to slip in a word.”

“Are you saying we’re windbags?” Trevor
tries to look as stern as his lover and lamentably fails.

I chuckle. “I’d never dare.”

Trevor studies me. “What’s going on?” he
says after a moment. “I mean, really going
on?”

“I don’t know.” I sigh. “Feeling a bit…
lost. I guess I don’t want you to go away.”

He lays a hand on my arm. Gulp. Not making
this easier for me, man, not a bit!

(Bracket alert! And don’t you roll your
eyes, you! I know, I know—by now I should be over that… crush I had
on this guy. But I can’t help it. He’s just too cute and hot,
besides being funny, considerate, warm-hearted, and soulful. To
make things worse, after my initial resentment, I’m afraid I might
also have developed a certain, er, liking
for Chao. Come on, you know how hot he
is!

Yep. Talk about a complicated situation!

Well… On the bright sight, I can tell myself
my friends are about to un-complicate it
shortly, anyway.

Sigh.)

Trevor pats my arm. “I’m sorry. We made you
change your whole life, made you come to Paris…”

“You didn’t make me do anything,” I protest.
“I did it because you had good arguments. I couldn’t live with my
mom forever, and I didn’t want to be an Amazon-driver for the rest
of my life, either.”

“Yeah. But after all you’ve done for us
[1], we should have
been more supportive…”

“Stop it, Trevor. You’ve been plenty
supportive already. You let me live in your flat…”

“… tiny flat. Tiny, tiny, tiny flat…”

“And Chao’s paying the rent for it. He’s
paying my English lessons. He found me a job. Well, it’s a job
promise, but that’s already great
news.”

Trevor shakes his head. “That’s nothing. We
owe you. Big time. We wouldn’t be here, we wouldn’t be together, if
it weren’t for you.”

I blush. “You give me too much credit…”

Trevor sighs and scratches his head.
“Strange how destiny works, right? I mean, we could have been so
good together, you and me. I love Chao, don’t take me wrong, but
sometimes I wonder how things would have turned out if I hadn’t
fallen in love with him.”

“Sometimes, I wonder, too.” Understatement
of the year.

“I know.” Trevor smiles at me. “Not to
stress you out, but it’s quite obvious how you’re feeling…”

Hopefully not. Hopefully, I’m subtler than
that.

“I love you, Karim. You’re more than a
friend to me.”

I raise my eyebrows. “Oh.”

Trevor blushes. “Jesus, that sounded like a cheap come-here-and-do-me line.
Chao would kill me if he heard me…”

“Don’t worry.” I lay my hand on his. “You
know, I could never steal you from another…”

Trevor sits back. “‘It’s such a shame our
friendship had to end’—is that what you’re trying to tell me?”

I stare at him. “No, not at all… Why would
you say that?”

“Oh, sorry, I thought you were quoting from
that Prince song.”

“I was.” I box him in the arm. “You know how
crazy I am about 80s music. But I would never want our friendship
to end. Neither with you nor with Chao. As for the rest…” I sigh.
“Well, I’ll have to figure out things on my own when you’re away.
But don’t worry. You do your thing in Asia, and don’t fret about
me, okay? I’ll be okay.”

“You sure?” Trevor looks deep into my
eyes.

Thinking of the news I haven’t told him yet,
I lie, “Yep. I’m just a bit… scared. I’ve never been alone before.
I mean, what with my sisters and mom and friends always being
around…”

“We’ll stay in touch. They do have a pretty
amazing network coverage in Asia, too, you know.” Trevor’s voice is
so warm that I almost tear up.

Tzz, tzz. Tzzzz. Tzz. Tzz, tz.

“Damn, that blinking light is driving me
crazy,” I mumble, turning away from Trevor and staring irritably at
the faulty lamp behind me.

“It’s probably just a loose connection.”
Trevor gets up. “Hold on—I’ll try and fix it.” He leans over me,
unaware that he’s almost pressing his crotch into my face in the
process.

Which—damn it! Here we gulp again!

“There,” he mutters under his breath,
fumbling with the light, his bulge moving to and fro a mere
millimeter from my nose. Against all odds, he manages to make the
flickering stop.

That’s when we hear a gasp from the open
door, then the clearing of a throat followed by the harsh words,
“Everything all right, gentlemen? Or do you need help?”


More night talk

I jerk away from Trevor, bad conscience written all
over my face. In capital letters, even though I’ve done nothing
wrong.

Chao is standing in the door in the
flimsiest white silk dressing gown I’ve ever seen. And underwear, I
presume, because otherwise—gasp! As always, he’s a sight for sore
eyes. I mean, you saw him, right? He’s stunningly hot, so hot people have been reported to combust on
the spot after a glance at him. And the thin fabric barely hides
his stunningly hot body.

He’s glaring at us, doing that stern thing
with his face again that always makes me want to take cover.

I don’t know how Trevor manages to keep his
cool, because he simply turns around and beams at his boyfriend.
“Hey, sunshine. I was just fixing that wall lamp because it
wouldn’t stop blinking.”

Chao narrows his eyes. “Fixing the lamp?
Says the guy who never managed to even knock a nail into a wall?
And why does it rather look like you were trying to persuade your
friend to give you a friendly blowjob?”

Trevor giggles. “You should see yourself,
sunshine. You’re so cute when you make that face that screams
‘jealousy’!” He sits back on my bed and pats the place beside him.
“Come here, sunshine. We were just talking.”

“In all innocence,” I say.

“And glorious semi-nudeness,” Chao adds.

“Well, you know, it’s somewhat my thing,”
Trevor replies lightly.

At last Chao relents, sighs, and slowly
walks over to my bed. “Yeah. I should be used to you wearing as
little clothing as possible. But sometimes it still… surprises me.”
He looks at me. “And you aren’t really wearing much either,
Karim.”

“Balmy evening? Plus, I didn’t expect
company?” I quip.

“So, what’s up? What’s this impromptu
pajama-less pajama party all about?” Chao sits down next to his
lover.

“I was telling Karim how much we love him
and how much we’re in his debt,” Trevor says.

I still don’t like the sound of it, so I
protest again, “Stop saying that—you know you make me feel
self-conscious…”

“But it’s true,” Chao interrupts me. “Last
year, everything was still uncertain between Trevor and me. We
needed someone to help us find our way. And you spent hours—”

“Like, literally!”
Trevor throws in.

“—on the phone with us and gently coaxed us
to move forward in the right direction.”

“Long, long conversations, yeah. I remember.
I even developed a new sort of tennis elbow in the process.” I
smile fondly.

(As an aside between brackets: you always
tend to see things more tenderly when they’re far behind you. The
Trevor-Chao situation is a good example. It was no picnic; not for
me, anyway. Because they’re both so stubborn they would make a mule
turn green with envy. So, if you think Chao got away scot-free
after a meek “I’m sorry, and now let’s kissy-kiss and forget about
it all”, you’re horribly wrong, guys.

No, Trevor held a grudge. A hell of a grudge
if I’m allowed to use that term. He made things worse by keeping
his hurt to himself. Himself and me, that is. My phone grew hot
with his calls. On the other side, Chao called just as often. He
was still trying to make things work out with his dad, which was a
long-term assignment for them both. You don’t sort out years of
unspoken grief and bitterness in a few weeks or by long-distance
calls. Luckily, he had his sweet and cunning stepmother Lenny who
stood resolutely by his side and helped them find a common ground
from where to take things to a better level. Chao had finally
learned to trust her, which was a good start.

He was also mortified by what he had done.
Now we all know that bad conscience makes for a very bad bedfellow,
don’t we? If you beat yourself up too much for your stupid actions,
there’s a point where you start to resent the other party. And
resentment is never a good thing in a relationship.

I tried to softly persuade them to share
their issues, but to no avail at first. When I asked Trevor if he
had talked to Chao about his feelings, he replied, “No. I can’t. I
don’t know how to tell him what’s going on inside without hurting
him.”

Eye roll.

And Chao? He said, “How more often can I say
I’m sorry, huh? It’s as if he didn’t want to hear me. As if he
didn’t want us to be together.”

“Why not tell him how you feel?”

“I always want to, but I never seem to find
the right words.”

Eye roll again.

So, one day, in all secrecy, I organized a
conf call. And I told them, “Listen, guys, you need to grow up. Or
grow a pair. Your choice. It’s not that I don’t want to listen to
your…” Constant whining? “… er, grievances any longer. But if you
want to talk, talk to each other. For fuck’s sake.” And I hung
up.

I didn’t hear from either of them for a
week, which was bliss, even though I started to get worried after a
day. That’s how I am, I’m sorry. But apparently, my outburst did
the trick. We see the result today.

Now back to my bedroom if you don’t
mind.)

Trevor says, “I don’t recall how often you
told us to listen to our hearts; to try and see things from each
other’s perspective because two sides of a medal; to take our time
because when you’re going too fast, you’re gonna crash; to talk
things over…”

“Yeah. I think at one point you even quoted
Albus Dumbledore, ‘words are our most inexhaustible source of
magic.’” Chao chuckles.

“Yep, I didn’t leave out a single cliché,
I’m afraid. And FYI, Dumbledore is an effing institution where wisdom is concerned”, I say.

“You even took my calls, no questions
asked,” Chao reminds me. “Even though I thought you’d hate my guts
forever and only put up a friendly face for Trevor’s sake.”

I shake my head. “Putting up a friendly face
when I hate someone’s guts? I’m as good at it as Trevor. Meaning
you’d be able to detect it from far, far away, even on the
phone.”

“Fair enough.”

Chao clears his throat, suddenly getting so
emotional his voice wobbles. “You were there for me from the start.
You drove me from Nice to Sainte-Gudule, to start with. And during
the ride, you tried to cheer me up, you gave me advice, you told me
not to lose hope.”

“What was I to do? You threatened to cut off
my dong, man!”

He chuckles. “I thought you knew that I
didn’t mean it.”

“I did. But still.”

“Despite everything, you helped me out,” he
insists.

I shrug. “As I said, I never hated you. I
resented you a bit for what you had done to Trevor when… you know…
Maybe I even resented you for merely existing, because without you in the picture, I might
have stood a chance with him.”

“Still, you didn’t hesitate a second…”

“Well, you offered me a once-in-a-lifetime
opportunity to drive a Lamborghini. That’s a powerful
incentive.”

“Trevor is right. You do tend to downplay your merits. Anyway… you’re a good
friend. To Trevor and me both.”

“I told Trevor I’d always have his back,” I
say. “I meant it, Chao. He chose you, so it’s only natural that my
offer includes you, too.”

“Does it? Really?”

“Of course it does, you doofus!”

The situation threatens to get out of hand;
I feel my eyes getting moist, and there’s a strange glaze over
Chao’s, too.

But Trevor saves the day. “And now, Karim’s
scared because we’re going to be away for such a long time,” he
explains. “You know, what with his situation here in Paris being
so… uncertain. Plus, what he hasn’t told us yet, thinking I’d never
find out, even though that’s stupid as I’m still officially the
tenant of his flat and so, naturally, its owner sent me an email,
not only the letter Karim received…”

“Could you make your sentence any longer?”
Chao rolls his eyes. “Spit it out.”

“He has to move out of my flat. At the end
of next month. Is that right, Karim?”

I nod silently.

Chao turns to me, looking stern again. “Why
didn’t you say anything? I mean, that’s…”

“I don’t want to bother you with my little
problems,” I say. “And I knew you were going to try and help
me…”

“That’s what friends are for.” Chao takes my
hand and squeezes it. He also grabs Trevor’s hand. “Anyway. Don’t
you worry, Karim. We have enough time to figure something out for
you. We won’t let you down. Okay?”

That doesn’t really help with the moistness
in my eyes, which if anything gets even more present.

To my relief, my cell phone beeps right
then.

“Sorry,” I say, hastily picking it up.

There’s a WhatsApp notification from the
BGFF-group Trevor started. Best Gay Friends Forever.

I stare at the screen. “OH!” I start
giggling before turning the phone toward my friends. “It’s Dirk…
My, oh my. Seems he’s having a good time.”

Trevor and Chao stare at the photo Dirk just
sent. A dick photo, what else. An impressive-looking willy, too.
Dirk’s lips are hovering very close to the dark shaft as if he were
going to take a bite. Which is probably what he’s about to do, sort
of.

Chao blushes fiercely and mumbles, “Jesus!
I’ll never get used to this. Does this guy know no shame?”

Trevor laughs. “Come on. It’s just a cock.
And you’re too prude to be true, even though I’ve been trying to
cure you of that.”

“Since day one, yes, constantly and
persistently.”

I turn the screen around again and study the
photo. Then I chuckle. “I think Dirk’s trying to express something,
too.”

“His flagrant lust?” Chao asks drily.

I shake my head. “No. Look closely.” I show
them the photo again. “What does that tell us?”

“That he’s gettin’ some,” Trevor replies.
“And from the looks of it, gettin’ it good.”

“That too,” I say. “But it tells
me that he doesn’t want you to leave,
either.”

Trevor stares at me, puzzled. “What makes
you say that?”

“Look at the photo again. Hairy,
cappuccino-colored, huge dick… doesn’t
that remind us all of someone we know?”

Trevor’s face becomes redder than a hot
chili while Chao starts cackling like a madman. Then, he plants a
kiss on his flustered boyfriend’s cheek and says tenderly, “The
look on your face! If I wasn’t already so madly in love with you,
that would do the trick! Come on, man of my dreams—let’s let Karim
get some sleep.”

Aw—isn’t that cute?

I’d kill to have
the same thing they’ve built. With my own Mister Special. My own
Trevor or Chao.

All I need to do now is find that elusive
guy. He must be somewhere out there.


80s wisdom #2

I need a hero

I’m holding out for a hero ‘til the morning light

He’s gotta be sure and it’s gotta be soon

And he’s gotta be larger than life

Bonnie Tyler,

Holding Out for a Hero,

1984


Every time you go away…

Fuck. Here we are. The morning of D-day. Departure
day. Most of my belongings were moved to Chao’s and Trevor’s duplex
yesterday. Of course, they asked me to stay right away, but I
already felt like a charity case and said I didn’t want to impose.
So, I spent one last night in Trevor’s old cupboard-flat, sleeping
on the floor, clutching my last travelling bag like a cuddly
blanket.

Mrs. Rodrigues, their housekeeper, lets me
in and disappears immediately to I don’t know where. She’s probably
just trying to get out of the line of fire. The flat reeks of
last-minute stress.

I put down my small travelling bag and enter
the kitchen, where I discover Chao sitting at the central counter,
two suitcases standing by his side. His gaze is glued to his Rolex,
and his facial expression reminds me of someone on the brink of
throttling someone else. Not me, for which I’m grateful.

“Hey, what’s up, man,” I say breezily. “Big
day has arrived at last. Nervous?”

“A teensy bit edgy
would be a better word,” he replies with as much British affection
to his tone as he can muster. He rises from his bar stool, hugs me,
then glances at his watch again. Suddenly he yells, “Trevor! For
Christ’s sake, what the fuck is taking you so bloody long? The taxi
will be here in ten minutes!”

“Almost done,” Trevor shouts back from the
bedroom.

“Oh.” I sit down by Chao’s side. “Don’t tell
me he hasn’t finished packing yet.”

Chao lifts his shoulders in a helpless
gesture. “At least he promised me to use the suitcase we bought
together, and not some shoddy supermarket bags. I guess one could
see that as a huge improvement.”

“You’re getting quite good at that whole
‘glass half full’ thing,” I say.

He chuckles. “Would you believe my suitcases
have been ready since yesterday?”

I nod. “Absolutely. Swiss bankers are known
to be less well organized than you.”

“Fuck off.” He doesn’t put his heart into
his words, though. “Now guess when Trevor
started to pack his suitcase!”

“Uhm, an hour ago? Best-case scenario?”

“Bingo.”

At last, Trevor stomps into the kitchen.
He’s beaming. “Suitcase done. Easy-peasy, sunshine.—Oh, hey, Karim!
So good to see you!”

We hug and kiss, and I feel a lump in my
throat.

Chao claps his hands. “All right. It’s
really getting late. Why don’t we go
downstairs? The taxi should be here already.”

Trevor nods eagerly.

We proceed to the apartment door, suitcase
wheels softly rolling over the shiny wooden floor.

Chao puts his hand on the doorknob. “Do we
have everything?”

“Yep,” Trevor says.

“Tickets, money, passport?”

“You took them, sunshine.”

“You bet I did. You’d probably forget them
on the kitchen counter. Underwear, socks, shirts, T-shirts, pants,
toiletries…?”

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, and yes.”

“The gifts for Dad and Lenny? Your
flip-flops, your shoes…?”

“Ye-hes!”

“… swim shorts?”

“Fuck!” Trevor lets his suitcase drop to the
floor and dashes back down the corridor. “Forgot them, uh,
somewhere!”

“Trevor?” Chao shouts after him.

“Yes, sunshine?”

“You remember I once told you to never
change?”

“Yes.”

“I didn’t mean it!”

“Love you too, sunshine!”

Chao checks his watch again. He sighs. “Pray
tell me why I put up with all this.”

I pat his shoulder. “Because you love
him.”

“Oh, right. Thanks for reminding me.”

We smile at each other.

Then Chao surprises me by drawing me into a
long, warm hug, whispering in my ear, “God, I’ll miss you. We both
love you very much, Karim. Never forget that, okay?”

I feel a messy mix of emotions, some of them
positively unavowable. Like, I feel slightly aroused by the touch
of my friend’s lover, who by the way has become one of my closest
friends, too.

I mean, for shame, Karim, for shame!

And fuck—is that a tear wetting the corner
of my left eye?

Fortunately, we hear Trevor stomping back.
“Sorry,” he shouts. “Couldn’t remember where I put that damn
swimwear. But I found it! In the washing machine of all places!
Wonder how it got there—oh? What’s this? A hug fest? Am I
invited?”

I wave him closer, and we have a group
hug.

Chao finally clears his throat. “I’m sure
the taxi driver is getting impatient downstairs. If he hasn’t
already left without us. Can we get a move on, guys?”
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