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Here I stand at your threshold, my shirt slipping off my shoulders before your eyes have slid over my 
form. I step inside without an invitation. I put my arms around you, and love you, and have you sweep 
away the mundane. You are the sin and I am the sinner. 
And though I know you’re incapable of any deeper feeling, I can sense what it is you truly need from 
me. What you wish from me every time I show up at your doorstep, every time I rest in your bed and 
watch you stare out over a city none of us remember how we got to.  
You talk of moving, but I think you can’t. Not yet. Not until you’re certain that what you need will not 
be given. You’ve never asked me, but I can still detect the longing. 
Perhaps if I gave in you would be able to have me close, the way I wish I could be. Have me fully 
know all the aspects of you, and not just your routines after making love to me. But you must 
understand that I cannot. I cannot go with you. I cannot give into you.  
I know what you are. 
And deep down you scare me. 
I don’t want to let you go either. I need you. I wish things were simpler. Normal. At least the normal I 
recognize. You... You can never be in my world. And I can’t enter yours the way I am now. You 
would have me change; you would have me embrace all those parts of me that you evoke just by being 
near me.  
I will not. 
So I rise, I kiss your shoulder and I dress. I leave the apartment with one leg heavy and the other 
rushing toward the curb. I always miss you. I always return. And you know this.  
Your shadow lingers against the drawn curtains and I ask myself if I truly believe my hands will be the 
last to touch you tonight. I know the power you’re under, the craving you have. You’ve explained it to 
me, only because I asked. I still wish I hadn’t. You said you don’t have a type, but a fine taste in 
women.  
And then you smiled. 
You rarely smile. 
And so tonight I let the predator in you loose. Too caught by you to have the decency to care. Too 
involved to not understand why you have to do what it is you do. Who will take you home, my love? 
Who will lose their life tonight?  
A pang of guilt. 
It subsides, but the residue isn’t pretty and I know the stains are ones I’ll have to carry with me for the 
rest of my days.  
Some things you don’t want to get rid of. 
I cross the street, get out my car key, hit the unlock button and the light inside goes on like a beacon 
calling me to it. Safety, warmth, home. I can’t help but glance back toward your window.  
Behind the curtains the room has gone dark. So you’re leaving then. Where do you go to hunt? A local 
bar? I feel my pulse elevate at a thought that has occurred more frequently as of late.  
To follow. To find out. To see for myself. 
I know what you are, but have I admitted it to myself? Fully let the realization of you enter my mind to 
quiver there with all its truth about myself, about the reality I live in?  
I start the engine. Put my foot on the pedal with a finishing clip for myself not to be ridiculous. But 
then I spot you. A flash of black leather. You’re taking the corner, headed for downtown. I think I’m 
swallowing my own heart. Impatience urges me to let the feeling go as I poke around harshly within 
myself, stirring up the curiosity you have almost killed away, and the shredded moral which is 
scattered around it. I come to a decision. 
I slip out into traffic. 



 
¤ 

 
“I always wanted to see the northern lights.” 
You look at me rather impertinently, as though you scoff this sentiment, before you lean over, away 
from me, and turn the bedside lamp off with a click. You move closer again. I’m familiar with your 
moods, but I had so wished it wouldn’t come over you tonight. I just wanted to have some form of 
conversation with you, some kind of a moment that could last. But soon I must go, I know. Soon you 
must leave too. 
I move to place my head on your chest, but you push it away. Not brutally, merely sincerely. You don’t 
want me that near. You never do, do you? And I suppose you inevitably never will. I sigh; roll over on 
my side, turning my back to you. I know this doesn’t bother you.  
“The northern lights must be something remarkable,” I grumble, feeling suddenly exhausted and 
knowing it is no use to consider giving into slumber since you’ll only wake me in half an hour anyway, 
commanding I put my clothes on. 
“Intense,” you now say, sounding as though correcting me and I have to turn my head so that I can 
take in your profile. 
A chiseled shadow amongst shadows. 
“Tell me about them,” I nearly plead, hearing my own voice too late to save face and being content in 
the lack of light in the room, so I won’t have to fully meet your gaze. 
You shrug. 
“They dance,” you merely reply. 
“With each other?” 
You huff, but I know it’s through one of those rare smiles, and then I feel your gaze upon my temple, 
my brow, sweeping down my cheek. 
“With the wind... and the sun,” you murmur, thoughtfully, to yourself. 
Your shell is so thick. I can see it closing around you. For the first time I catch a tilt of sadness from 
you. It bows your neck as you look at your hands in your lap, and you are drifting. For a brief second 
I share the sensation with you, and then you release me. You let me find my own way down, but slowly 
I come to rest in myself again.  
I put my head back where it was before, not bearing to look at the soot-marked outline of you 
anymore. 
It says too much, means too much, and is too clear a picture of you. Perhaps it will be the only thing  
I remember. 
 

¤ 
 
I drive passed where I see you disappear, checking which doorway you enter, and then I continue 
driving down the street. I’m lucky – a car is pulling out, leaving me a vacant parking spot. I maneuver 
the car into it with forced calm, turning the engine off, feeling soft goose bumps spread over my arms. 
I’m really doing this. 
I check my reflection in the rearview mirror and apply some more lipstick before exiting and heading 
down the sidewalk. I try my most winning smile and since it seems to fit I wear it all the way up to the 
door. As expected there is a bouncer there. My smile grows warmer. I’m glad I decided to wear the 
dress I’m in. He gives me the look-over, cocks one eyebrow and then – with faked disinterest –  nods 
for me to enter. 
The sign by the door says Mannequin.  
I’ve never heard of it. 
I enter as one would a bear’s den, with extreme caution, on light feet.  
The bass of the music is thumping through the walls even before I enter the large room hosting the 
club. I look around, taking in the people. It’s a young crowd. The blessed twenties grinding to the 
music. I can see some thirties, though. Where do I fit in all this? In the middle, I know... but where do 
you, then? Your age is still undefined to me.  
I don’t belong here. I feel out of my skin. I feel like a traitor for spying on you like this. 



Yet my feet have coursed out a destination, and as they have taken the first step they will not listen to 
reason. And even less to sanity, this concept has fled me, leaving a bright, blue trail behind it, as 
though relieved to have escaped me and my clinging ways. 
I wonder how you would react if I was to be discovered. I know my own life might be balancing the 
tip of the knife, but I don’t feel inclined to think more of it. 
Walking down a wide set of stairs I enter the promised land of twirling bodies and laughter, 
exhilarated eyes and exaggerated dance moves. The ceiling glitter from thousands of diamond 
sparkles, the people glitter almost as a reflection of it. The women are wearing close to nothing, the 
men are enjoying it.  
I walk along the dance floor, utterly transfixed by how the swell and shift of the movements of the 
dancers create a human sea, its waves in an endless crashing to the beat of the music.  
The light of the room is dim, dark blue walls ensure it stays that way. Along the bar there are softer 
lights aiding the bartenders with showing off their pretty, white smiles, ensuring the customers 
willingly over-tipping them. 
I spot you, then. You’re sitting with your elbows resting on the bar counter behind you, casually 
watching the people that surround you. But I see beyond your relaxed posture, right into the hunger in 
your eyes. You scan the passing ladies. Your disinterest – as apposed to the bouncer – is evidently 
true. There’s nothing here which tempts you.  
Yet. 
I take a quick step to stand by a pillar as it happens. She comes over. That girl. The girl. I see it 
immediately. This is it. You smile at her. So friendly, so open. I feel goose bumps spread over my 
shoulders, the hairs on my arms stand on end. You’re playing your part well. Your fingers touche her 
arm. The lightest connection with her skin. She smiles then, bashfully. Of course she’s playing her part 
well too. She’ll be the one who needs a bit of guidance tonight. If you got it she’ll take it, and if you 
want it she’ll give it.  
She just doesn’t realize how much it is she’ll give. 
How can I let this happen? I can’t let this happen. 
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“You shouldn’t light so many candles,” I remark as you sit down on the bed, shaking the still glowing 
match in your hand. 
The apartment is resting in gentle light, and suspended shadows. They run aimlessly up the walls and 
try to cling to the ceiling – always failing in their task and slipping back down again. The image of my 
arm joins them for an instant as I move it to place my hand against your back. 
You don’t move, nor do you react. I bring it away again, scratching my neck and wanting to ask if you 
even heard me speaking. But then you wonder: 
“Why?” 
“Because you always forget to blow them out,” I state with a smile, moving one leg to give you a 
friendly kick in the side. 
“I like them better lit,” you say. 
“One of these days you’ll wake up with your room set on fire,” I reprimand, and you turn to me, lying 
on your stomach and kissing the foot which just delivered the kick. 
“That would leave me terribly deformed,” you say and I raise my eyebrows as you begin to crawl up 
to lie beside me. 
I look at you. The whiteness of your skin stands in stark contrast with the darkness of your hair and 
the blueness of your eyes. Your eyes, which first enticed me, long before I learned the persuasive 
power of your hands and tongue. Your fingers are cold as they slide across my stomach. They’re 
always cold.  
You bring your lips to trail in their wake and I close my eyes. Readily. 
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I remove myself from the room, from the vicinity of your acts. From the thumping bass and the jiving 
bodies. I find the restrooms and lean against the marbled wall of one of the stalls. I’m trembling. I’m 



choking up while cursing myself for never being able to leave things as they are. Instead, I seem to 
seek out ways of complicating them. By doing this, by not being able to let go. 
I gradually compose myself. I listen to the eager chatter of two girls, and when I hear the door close 
behind them I unlock mine and step out. My eyes land on her, standing by the mirrors: the one you’ve 
chosen. Is this a sign? She’s correcting her eyeliner and smiles at me – openly. I return it rather 
weakly, but walk up to the mirror next to hers. I wash my hands with no real intent and then shake 
them instead of drying them off on a paper towel as I watch her put her eyeliner back in her small bag. 
She gives me another smile, as though being two ladies in a ladies room makes us have something 
huge in common, and then she turns to leave. I stare at her back. 
“Don’t,” I suddenly say. 
“Pardon?” she asks, looking at me questioningly. 
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“Are you asking because you’re curious, or because you need to know?” 
Your voice could have been trembling with the anger I can see in your eyes, but it’s as gentle as  
always. A mere query. A simple question. But the demanding of an answer is pressing in on me from 
all sides and suddenly I have trouble breathing properly. It’s only the second time I see you look at me 
this way –  with disbelief. The first time was long ago, if you count it in hours. 
“Both,” I answer you, bringing forth an adamant strength I barely knew I possessed, and realizing it’s 
there because I’m telling you the truth. 
I have to know. I have to hear why I can’t stay longer. Why I can’t spend the night. Why you refuse to 
even have a look at the place I call home. Why we can only meet at nighttime and why your phone is 
disconnected during the day.  
I am careful to keep any accusation out of my voice when I approach the issue. If there’s anything I’ve 
learned it’s that you don’t like corners. So I’m not a girl asking a boy whether he is keeping secrets 
from her. I’m a lady asking a gentleman to share just a tidbit of information with her. 
You observe me for a few dragged out moments. I can see how you’re deciding, weighing pros and 
cons that are obvious to you, but that I fail to recognize. They’re blurry and obscure, out of my reach, 
just as this lucid dream of you. That’s why I have to know what you do at night. What you do at day! 
To try and tie you to some sort of reachable place, where we can meet on common ground. 
You sit down in the armchair by the window; your eyes haven’t left my face ever since silence crept 
into the room. 
I feel as though you’re testing me. If I even blink, much less look away, I lose. I don’t mind, I like 
looking at you.  
Tell me, I urge in my head, hoping it will transfer into my gaze. 
There is a pause, and then you say: 
“I feed.” 
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I can’t tell if the woman believes me, but she looks rather frightened. She takes a step back, and then 
she turns and hurriedly leaves the restroom.  
So what did I say? I didn’t tell her the truth, of course. She would have slipped me into the crazy-
people-drawer and locked it. Tight.  
No, you are my brother, and you’re the one that’s a nutcase. I told her to stay away from you. I told 
her a few stories that sounded just incredible enough to be true. I recited to her almost exactly what 
you have been talking to her about for the past ten minutes – you once honored me with the details of 
how to be successful with picking up women, in case the facts would ever come in handy. Admittedly 
I never thought they would. Finally I state to the young woman that this is the way it goes with you. 
I’m only waiting for my father and uncle to show up and we’re taking you out of here. 
She thanks me, leaves disheveled. Or at least I pray she is. 
I wait for ten more minutes before I dare exit the ladies room for the short corridor taking me back into 
the large club. My gaze pans the bar. You’re gone. I feel a clump form in my chest that will never go 
away, I fear. But then I see her, and she’s not with you. She’s talking to some friends with wide 



gestures and a pale face. They look shocked. The clump evaporates and the mist from it rises through 
me, settles my nerves. 
Thank God. 
I walk toward the entrance, needing to get out of this place. But a hand grasps my upper arm and drags 
me into a shadowed corner, behind a pillar and a disarray of green, fake foliage. I draw a breath, ready 
to scream, when the hand changes its grip and goes to my mouth. I can’t see at first, but then I 
recognize your scent. I recognize the feel of you close. And I relax, in spite of the glow I can see in 
your eyes. 
You’re furious. 
“What the hell are you doing here?” you hiss. 
Your composure is unkempt and shriveled, left for dead somewhere by the bar. You’re nearly shaking 
with rage. 
“I...” I try. 
“You’re telling me that I’ve made a mistake,” you say, voice lowered, but more clawing than if you’d 
been screaming in my ear. “You’re telling me that trusting you was something I never should have 
done. You’re telling me that whatever it was we had – is over. That’s what you’re doing here.” 
I shake my head feebly. 
“I just had no idea...” I try, but your expression changes in a way that silences me. 
“I told you,” you say coldly. “Everything you wanted to know.” 
“I had to... see,” I murmur, tears rising from nowhere and I fight them back, but they won’t be argued 
with and soon they slip down my cheeks.  
You look at me, the anger suddenly fading. A compassion I have never seen on you before takes its 
place, and then you wrap your arms around me as you lean your head with your forehead against the 
cranny of my neck. 
“Why did you come here,” you whisper, and the sorrow in your tone makes me wrap my arms around 
you as well. 
This was doomed from the start. Of course it was. Even when you showed me what you are I never 
fully got it. I didn’t see how it could be true. But it is. You’re a monster, a label that has been forced 
on you, but one that you have chosen to accept fully. You never hid it from me. You’re right, I’ve 
always known. I just didn’t understand. I didn’t realize. 
“I love you,” I whisper. “I always will.” 
“Do you swear it?” you ask silently. 
I nod, stroking your hair when a slight pain suddenly shoots through my neck. 
I furrow my brow. Then it feels as though the insides of my head are being pulled toward the side of 
my throat. Toward you. It releases, then returns. Like wave after wave of a sensation I can’t define is 
sweeping through my skull. My hold on your shoulders grows tighter as a swindle comes over me.  
You press me to you. I feel my heart slipping, my soul aloft and put asunder. The world close and 
soon to be far away. 
I’m beginning to grow aware. 
Aware of the blood that is slipping in a thin line down my shoulder blade, as though willing to write 
my fate with its crimson. Aware of the suckling feeling where your lips are attached to my skin. But 
most of all, aware of the chilled drops that mixes with my cold sweat, and I have a fleeting thought 
that you are weeping.  
Are you mourning me, my love? 
I shut my eyes to all of it, and wait to find what lies ahead. 
For some reason an image of the sun rising in splendor comes into my mind. It’s tranquil and forlorn. 
It feels like a goodbye. 
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“Death is only the beginning.” 
I look at you, wanting to say something clever in return, but finding myself at a loss for words. I know 
you know infinitely more of such matters than I ever will. 
“I think I’d prefer it to be the end.” 
You smile humorlessly. 



“Don’t be so quick to decide on the matter.” 
“I know I’d prefer it to be the end,” I state, resting my eyes in yours seriously. 
“Eternity isn’t appealing to you?” 
“I believe in a different sort of eternity. Where you can rest.” 
“Ah, yes.” An air of melancholy draws itself into your features; however, it doesn’t trace them for 
very long, fading away as you look back at me. “But rest is relative,” you point out. “Some people 
need eight hours while others only need three.” 
“How many do you need?” 
“It depends.” 
“On what?” 
“On which part of the world I’m in.” 
I eye you for a few seconds; then look away. 
“I want to know what lies on the other side.” 
“Of what?” you mimic me and I almost glare at you before containing it. 
“Of death,” I reply. 
“Perhaps it differs for everyone,” you offer.  
“Maybe,” I agree slowly.  
“But given the choice...?” you wonder and I nod. “What if you weren’t presented with the decision?  
What if someone was to make it for you?” 
I fasten my gaze in yours, feeling how relentless we both are now. 
“Send me to Heaven,” I say and you smile a crooked smile at that. 
“But Heaven is with me, you’ve said so yourself,” you remark. 
I return your smile and watch as you walk up to the window. I rest back against the pillows in your 
bed and think that yes, unfortunately, it is so.  
  
 
 


