
Praise for Love Me Tender 

‘Love Me Tender is a book unlike any other. It’s a page-
turner that tumbles forth like a horror story, albeit 
one punctuated by sex, swimming, injustice and love. 
Committed to truth-telling, no matter how rough, but 
also intriguingly suspended in a cloud of unknowing and 
pain, Love Me Tender is a wry, original, agonising book 
destined to become a classic of its kind’ Maggie Nelson, 
author of On Freedom

‘What remains when a person shears away – like 
sacrificing her gorgeous locks – the family, the “good 
breeding,” the “brilliant career” and every pleasing role 
she was meant to play? In the case of Constance Debré, 
what remains is a deadpan, tensile thread of a voice: calm, 
Camusian, comic, stark, relentless and totally hypnotic’ 
Rachel Kushner, author of The Hard Crowd

‘Direct, propulsive and surpassingly honest. Her chronicle 
of day-to-day existence during a period of familial 
upheaval and sexual exploration is one in which every 
detail is rendered interesting, every episode surprising, 
by the author’s uncanny ability to make understatement 
sparkle’ Gary Indiana, author of Tiny Fish That Only 
Want to Kiss

‘Love Me Tender is written with edge and urgency in a 
voice that is both vulnerable and in full command. I read 
it in one sitting and was taken over by its narrative energy 
and shocked by the story it tells’ Colm Tóibín, author of 
The Magician
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‘Intense … a character striving mightily for authenticity 
and honesty, questioning and rending the veil of social 
norms, acknowledging the Absurd, in hopes of finding 
some more solid, albeit subjective, truth’ Claire Messud, 
author of Kant’s Little Prussian Head and Other Reasons 
Why I Write

‘In cruel, brilliant sentences that tighten around the truth 
like teeth, a fierce character emerges; a new kind of rebel 
in a queer masterpiece’ Holly Pester, author of Comic 
Timing

‘Love Me Tender is a spitting, snarling tour de force of 
fuck-you feminist defiance. Pulling us straight from 
the tender moments of a mother meeting her estranged 
child, right into a whirlwind of lesbian pick-ups, Parisian 
apartment-hopping and chain smoking, Debré’s novel is 
a stark reminder of society’s suspicion towards women 
– particularly mothers – who resist easy definition. 
Wry, bold and confronting, Love Me Tender insists on a 
woman’s right to define herself, to choose her own life’ 
Imogen Crimp, author of A Very Nice Girl
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“There can be a father without a mother”
— Aeschylus, Oresteia
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I don’t see why the love between a mother and son should
be any different from other kinds of love. Why we shouldn’t
be allowed to stop loving each other. Why we shouldn’t be
allowed to break up. I don’t see why we shouldn’t stop
giving a shit, once and for all, about love, or so-called love,
love in all its forms, even that one. I don’t see why we
absolutely have to love each other, in families or elsewhere,
and why we have to go on about it the whole time, to our-
selves, to each other. I wonder whose idea it was, when it
came about, whether it’s a trend, a form of neurosis, com-
pulsion, madness. I wonder what the economic interests
are, the political motives. I wonder what they’re hiding
from us, what they’re trying to get out of us with all this
talk about love. I look around me and all I see are lies, all I
see is madness. When are we going to stop? Why shouldn’t
we? I need to know. I’ve been asking myself the question.
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I go swimming every day, I have a muscular back and
shoulders, I have short hair that’s brown with a bit of gray
at the front, I have part of a Caravaggio tattooed on my left
arm and delicate lettering on my stomach that says Son of
a Bitch, I’m tall and slim, I have small breasts, I have a ring
in my right ear, I wear jeans, canvas pants, black or white
T-shirts, men’s shirts in summer, an old leather jacket and
Converse or Church’s, I don’t wear a bra, I sleep in men’s
gray Oxford boxers, I don’t wear makeup, I brush my teeth
three times a day, I don’t use deodorant, I don’t sweat a lot
but sometimes I like to, the cologne I wear is called Habit
Rouge, sometimes I feel like switching to something else
but the girls like it, so I stick with it, I also smell of chlo-
rine, what with all the swimming, I smoke Marlboro lights
in the evening, I don’t drink a lot, I don’t take drugs, I live
in Paris in a studio near Denfert Rochereau, I don’t have
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any furniture apart from a double mattress I got from a dis-
count store on rue Saint Maur and a plank of wood with
trestles, 17.90 euro the set from Bricorama on Avenue
Flandre, I don’t like stuff, I don’t have any pans, cutlery, or
plates apart from a few disposable ones, so I don’t have to
do any washing up, I don’t have any money because I don’t
give a shit, I’d rather write than work, I don’t feel 47, I
guess I’ll wake up one day and suddenly be old, unless I die
before then, like my mother did, apart from the fact that I
don’t see my son anymore, everything’s going well, he’s
eight, my son, then he’ll be nine, then ten, then eleven, his
name is Paul, he’s great.
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Three years ago. We’re at the Flore, sitting outside, Rue
Saint-Benoît. It’s summer. I’m dipping my black pepper
potato chips in some ketchup. I’ve ordered a club sand-
wich, he’s having a croque monsieur. He’s my ex. The first
man I was with, and until further notice, the last. We’re
actually still married because we never got a divorce. We
lasted twenty years, he and I. It’s been three years since I
left him. His name is Laurent. With our eight-year-old
son, with Paul, we do alternate weeks, all civil, we’ve never
had any problems. A few months ago I switched to girls.
That’s what I want to tell him. That’s the point of this
dinner. I picked the Flore out of habit. We met here when
we were twenty, it became one of our haunts. I still live in
the 6th, I grew up here, I’ve never really lived anywhere
else. But I don’t go to the Flore anymore. I quit my job as
a lawyer, I’m writing a book, I’ve got the tax people on my

1
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back and no cash to my name. It’s a pain, obviously, but
it’s not important. So I spit it out, I say, I’ve started seeing
girls. Just in case there was any doubt in his mind, with the
new short hair, the new tattoos, the look in general. It’s
basically the same as before, obviously just a bit more dis-
tinct. It’s not as if he never had his doubts. We had a little
chat about it, a good ten years ago. I said, Nope, no idea
what you’re talking about. I mean I’m dating girls, I say to
him now. Fucking girls would be more accurate. He says,
All I want is for you to be happy. This sounds like a lie but
it suits me fine, I don’t reply. He’s barely touched his
croque monsieur, he lights a cigarette, calls the waiter over,
orders more champagne. That’s what he’s drinking these
days, he says it agrees with him, that it makes him feel
less shitty in the morning. The check comes, he pays, we
leave. Instead of going his own way on Boulevard Saint-
Germain, he walks me towards the Seine. When we get to
my door, he goes to follow me upstairs, as if we hadn’t
been separated for three years, as if I hadn’t just told him
what I just told him. I say no, he says, Have it your way.

The next day he messages me, Yesterday was nice what are
you doing tonight? I thought we’d settled things but
maybe he’s thought about it and wants to talk some more.
We’ve hardly seen each other in three years, I liked it just
fine that way. But I agree to meet him, I tell myself I
probably owe him that much. He comes to pick me up
outside my house in a taxi, it looks like he’s made an
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effort, he’s made reservations at a restaurant in another
district, a fairly chic place in the courtyard of an hôtel
particulier. He talks to the waiters like a regular, he orders
a good wine like a connoisseur, he acts like some guy trying
to impress his girlfriend. Maybe this is what he does now
with girls, maybe he wants to show me, try out his tech-
niques. He wanted to meet but he’s not saying anything,
he’s not asking any questions, not a word about yesterday,
nothing about him or me, we talk about holidays, foreign
countries, books we’ve read, as though we’re politely
humoring each other on a date that’s not going anywhere.
He wants us to walk home together, I make sure there’s
enough space between our bodies, not too close, not too
far, as if everything were normal. The Marais, the Seine,
Notre-Dame, we’re like a Chinese couple on honeymoon.
Once again he walks me right to my door, once again he
wants to come up with me, to kiss me, once again he
seems surprised when I say no.

In October, I bring up the subject of divorce. There’s a girl
I’ve been seeing since summer. She’s young, she doesn’t
like the fact that I’m married. She’s been on my case, she
keeps making scenes, in the end I give in. And she’s right,
it isn’t healthy, I call him my ex, he still calls me his wife.
I invite Laurent for coffee, one day, then another day, he
says he doesn’t have time, he’s avoiding me. In the end I
send him an email. I want to get divorced, it’d make things
clearer for everyone, come over for dinner one night and
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we can talk, take care. Stop you’re turning me on. That’s
his reply, which he sends in an email. In the moment, I
find it funny. A little crazy, but funny.

Fifteen days later, around Halloween, he tells me some-
thing’s up with Paul. He says he’s keeping him there, that
there’s no need for me to pick him up. He says Paul can’t
stand me, that he’s rolling around on the floor, that he
hates me. I go over. My son is rolling around on the floor.
He hates me.

At this point, I don’t make any connection between the
facts, between the father and the son. Maybe Laurent’s
right, maybe Paul does hate me, maybe it is my fault,
maybe I have done something wrong. I try to understand
what I’ve done, what I’ve failed to do. I haven’t been giving
him as much attention recently, I have to admit. I’ve been
there the whole time but I’ve been a little distracted. I’ve
been writing my book. You don’t have space for anyone
when you’re writing. And then there were the girls. At
first, I didn’t say anything to him. But in the end, we had
a chat. Not right away, not about the first girl, nor the
second, but the third girl he met in passing, he liked her.
He said, Why don’t we go on holiday with her, that would
be nice. But we’d just broken up, I told him we couldn’t, I
explained. I asked him whether he already suspected
something, whether it bothered him. He already suspected
something, it didn’t bother him. We went out, he took my
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hand, we went to get a soda at la Palette downstairs, we
were both in a good mood, we often were, come to think
of it. We carried on as before. There were the weeks where
he stayed with me and I took care of him, then there were
the weeks where he stayed with his dad, and I took care of
the girls. I was always careful. Everything was going well.
I know it was. Some things you just know.

Since November, Paul’s been staying with his dad, I don’t
see him anymore, I don’t speak to him anymore. Every
time I propose something, Laurent either refuses or
doesn’t reply. Nothing, no news, not a word. The weeks go
by, then the weeks turn into months. I don’t threaten to
take him to court, I don’t want to make things worse. One
day, when I’m feeling fed up, more so than usual, I go over
to his, to theirs. Laurent opens up, doesn’t say a word, goes
into the living room. Paul’s in his bed, duvet pulled over
his head, head on the pillow. Laurent’s in the next room,
smoking. I speak to Paul but he doesn’t move, doesn’t look
at me, doesn’t answer me. I try different tones of voice, I
ask him how he is, I try to make him laugh, I talk about
something else, I ask him what this is all about, I say,
Come on, come and get a Coke downstairs with me, he
doesn’t open his eyes, he doesn’t move a muscle, he’s tense,
stubborn, heavy as lead. Finally I lose my temper, I yell at
him, That’s enough now, get up, get dressed, come with
me just for five minutes. He gets out of bed, he goes to his
dad in the living room, he hides behind him, he’s shaking
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and yelling, he tells me to go to hell, he gives me the finger.
Laurent points at the door and yells, Now get out. I look
at him and realize he’s stronger, physically stronger than
me, the fact that we’re the same height, that we wear the
same clothes, that we occupy space in the same way, that
we speak at the same volume, none of that makes any
difference. That’s when I realize that the difference
between a man and a woman is just a question of weight
and muscles. I look at Laurent and see he’s thinking the
same thing, I look at Paul standing behind his dad and see
there’s nothing I can do, I tell myself this is between them,
their little guy thing, I shrug my shoulders, I leave.

At the local dive bar run by the Chinese family, I tell
my friends from the swimming pool what happened.
Dominique and Ming say, That’s crazy, you have to do some-
thing, speak to Laurent’s parents, go to the police, André says,
Leave it, it’ll be all right, your son will come round sooner or
later. He says something similar happened with his daughter
after his own separation. It all worked out in the end.

Fall comes and goes, then winter, then spring. The whole
time I wait for things to settle, I figure they’ll get tired
eventually, I try to speak to Laurent, try to see Paul.
There’s no getting through, it’s the Berlin Wall. I haven’t
seen Paul for six months. A friend of mine, a family
lawyer, offers to help me. For free, seeing as I’m broke.
When summer comes around, he files for divorce on my
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behalf with a request for urgent measures to be granted so
I can see Paul every other week, just as before. I say to
myself, worst-case scenario, I’ll have him for half the
school vacation and on weekends, just like any dad who
walks out on his family.

The hearing is set for the end of July. One year after the
episode at the Flore. Two days before the hearing, I receive
Laurent’s written submissions, signed by his lawyer. He’s
applying for sole custody with termination of my parental
rights. He’s accusing me of incest and pedophilia, com-
mitted against my eight-year-old son, directly or through
involvement of a third party. He’s written about my
homosexual friends “who may or may not be pedophiles.”
He’s included a picture of my son sitting outside on a ter-
race with one of my fag friends the day we went to get a
soda together, a photo of a sign that reads “Danger!
Hunting,” found in a field and kept on my desk, near
Paul’s bedroom door. He’s quoted passages from books
selected from my bookshelves, Bataille, Duvert, Guibert.
He’s putting everything together, making his case, sowing
doubt. My nine-year-old son has written a letter to the
court saying that living with me is inhumane, that his dad
says I’m insane, and he agrees. He says he doesn’t want to
see me anymore.

The hearing lasts fifteen minutes, Laurent’s lawyer reads
passages from Crazy for Vincent, as if I were Hervé Guibert’s
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narrator, as if Paul were the young boy he sleeps with in
the book, the judge stares at the tattoo poking out from
beneath my sleeve, she asks me why I’m writing a book
and what it’s about, she wants to know why I speak to my
son about my homosexuality, she says that these subjects
are not appropriate for children, that it’s not a question of
legality, it’s a question of morals, she’s sure I can under-
stand, I am, after all, an intelligent woman.

The judge’s ruling is issued a few days later. She’s appointed
a psychiatrist to examine all three of us. She’s giving him
six months to hand in his report. As always when it comes
to legal matters, the timeframe is just a guideline. It could
take a year, two years, three years. In the meantime,
Laurent has been granted sole custody. I have only limited,
supervised visitation rights, according to the ruling. One
hour every fifteen days at an association, a “meeting space”
near République, where pedagogical experts will monitor
meetings between me and Paul, just like they do for some
(but not all) moms on crack or dads who beat their kids.
“Unless the parties agree otherwise,” it says. “Until we
have a clearer understanding of the situation,” explains
Madame C., Family Judge at the Judicial Court of Paris. I
appeal, but it doesn’t halt the proceedings. The decision
and its provisional enforcement still apply. There won’t be
a hearing for two years. Two years might as well be a thou-
sand years. Two years might as well be never.

Debre-Love Me Tender-Book2_HS  6/14/22  3:05 PM  Page 20



(21)

If you were to commit a crime, what would it be? That’s
what my colleagues and I used to ask each other when I
was a lawyer. You had to choose a crime that would say
something about you, one with some kind of meaning.
But the rule was that you could only choose one. Marie
went for assassination with a handgun. I was quite taken
with the idea of gambling fraud, rigged matches, that kind
of thing, but for me there was nothing quite like a seam-
lessly executed hold-up, hands in the air, cash in the bag,
get in the car and go.

Incest had never occurred to me. It’s such a rich crime,
the basis of so many things, in mythology, in psycho-
analysis, in literature, it’s the foundation, the order of the
world, of families, of civilization, the great taboo. It’s got
quite a ring to it, incest. A real man’s crime. Almost a mark

2
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of recognition for a woman. I guess I’m hunting on their
territory. I guess they can’t stand to see me get hard. But
it’s too great an honor for me, Your Grace. It’s girls I’m
interested in. Girls of age, generally. I like them experienced.

First there was Socrates, then Jesus, then Oscar Wilde, and
now me. We’re a select few. And while I’m at it, there was
also Spinoza: “Cursed be he by day and cursed be he by
night; cursed be he when he lies down and cursed be he
when he rises up; The Lord will not spare him.” You just
don’t get that kind of writing from the Judicial Court of
Paris these days. No great life is complete without a trial,
you have to ruffle a few feathers, you can’t just be a good
little child all your life.

I went to pick up the ruling myself. It was August 4th. A
bad omen, I said to myself, like Malesherbes tripping up on
his way to the gallows. My lawyer was on vacation in
Mexico. He’d been sending me pictures of Inca temples. It
was really hot. I crossed the Seine on my scooter. The courts
were deserted. It was the old Palais de Justice, the one next
to Sainte-Chapelle. I already knew the building like the
back of my hand, the criminal trials court, the examining
magistrate’s gallery, the anti-terrorism wing, immediate
summons, it was like coming home. I spent years here
defending rapists, thieves, armed robbers, pedophiles, con
artists, murderers. But the family court was uncharted terri-
tory. I never took on divorces. They were too nasty for me.
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The clerk prints out the document. She hands it to me. I
read it in front of her. I’m careful not to change my expres-
sion. I fold the piece of paper into quarters. I slip it into
my jacket pocket. Thank you madame, goodbye madame.
I put my sunglasses back on. I walk back through the
Palais de Justice. I don’t see any of my lawyer friends or
anyone else I know, everyone’s on vacation. I concentrate
on my breathing, on each gesture, I move slowly. I get on
the scooter. I cross the Seine. I park in front of La Palette,
rest the scooter on its stand, turn the engine off, take off
my helmet and lock it away under the seat. I take a few
steps and sit down on the curb. Five minutes pass, maybe
ten, I don’t know. I get up again. I walk home, I pass the
fob over the sensor, I push the door open with my shoul-
der, I go up the five flights of stairs, I put the key in the
lock, I enter the one-bedroom apartment I’ve been living
in for three years, the place I moved to when I left
Laurent. There’s one bedroom for Paul and I sleep on the
couch in the living room. I won’t be needing this place
anymore, I won’t be needing a bed for him, I don’t need
all these things, all his stuff, all mine. In any case I’ve
stopped paying rent. Time to get rid. Time to get out.
What else can I do but keep going, speed up, carry on
living like a young man, a single bachelor. A solitary man, as
Johnny Cash says. From now on I’m a lonesome cowboy.
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Number one has hairs that go all the way down her thighs
and up her stomach, a black, downy trail up to her navel,
smooth, brown skin, nice shoulders, beautiful legs. I mostly
touch her with my hand, the tips of my fingers, my palm,
my thumb. I don’t really go down on her, it’s not some-
thing she’s particularly comfortable with yet, and I’m not
either, to be honest, not with her, I think it’s the hair. She
says she’s not a lesbian, but with me it’s different. She’s
petite but chubby, her stomach her ass her thighs, the way
some children are, the way adolescence sometimes clings
beneath the skin. She lives in an apartment with her sister
on the same floor as their parents on Boulevard Voltaire.
In November she’s moving to a studio on the fifth floor.
She has the same name as one of the previous girls, which
is a shame for the list. I give her a number.

3
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Number two is slim, about my age, she has pale skin but
you can tell she’ll tan in the summer, she has small breasts,
I haven’t touched them yet, I haven’t seen her naked yet, I
only put my hand on her back, on her neck, the day I saw
her after announcing that I didn’t want us to see each
other anymore, she started to cry, I started to cave, her
hair’s fairly short, a little curly, very fine, it’s light brown,
almost blond with a few grays mixed in. I haven’t seen her
apartment yet, she lives just north of the Luxembourg
Gardens, she has two daughters and a suede jacket, she
told me she’s straight as well, I’ll probably sleep with her
on Sunday.

I met them both in the same week, in the same café just
below my flat, La Palette. It was the week I moved out. I
left my 430ft² apartment for 100ft² in the fifth. I was
broke, I didn’t have a credit card, I was making a bit of cash
by selling all my books at Gibert Jeune, rummaging
through the bins for macarons at Ladurée on rue Jacob at
six in the morning before going swimming. I was getting
by. I didn’t go anywhere, I was writing my book, I didn’t
give a shit about anything else. Even with a gun to my head
I wouldn’t have done anything differently. By the time I
moved out, the book was finished. And I’m never going
back to my life as a lawyer. That, at least, is finito, forever.

Each day I’d take more of my books, clothes and furniture
outside. I left everything out on the street. I didn’t even
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need to have a removal company come and pick it up, I
watched it all disappear from my window, it was amazing,
the little ants of the 6th dissecting it all, collecting it all
up. At first, I didn’t think I could get rid of the books,
Homer, Baudelaire, Musil, Duras, you don’t dare throw
them away. Then you realize you can, of course you can,
nothing happens, they’re just things. I threw everything
out. Everything but two bags that I took on the back of
my scooter when I left. And Paul’s things. I put them in
boxes and put the boxes in my friends’ basement, I guess
they’ll go moldy.

They were the ones hitting on me. The girls. Now I’m a
lesbian it’s always the same. They must be able to see from
a mile off that I’m up for it. In the beginning, I was
looking for love. But it’s not about that anymore. The
closer I get, the further away I feel. And the easier it gets.
Girls don’t weigh you down.

They’re nothing like each other in terms of age, appearance,
language, tastes. Two completely different models. One
blond one brunette, one old one young, one thin one fat,
one shaven one hairy, one left bank one right bank. They
could have made up a whole, each one a distraction from
the other. But that’s not how it works.

When she’s turned on, the young one takes my hand and
slides it towards her cunt for me to put my fingers inside
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her. She says she loves it when I’m behind her, my hips
pressing against her body. She says that sexuality has
always been complicated for her, something she’s been
thinking about for a long time. She says she doesn’t know
how to touch me. She tried once, I said, Let’s leave it for
some other time. The other day I asked her to get herself
off, she lay on her stomach, slid both hands between her
thighs and started moving back and forth, touching her-
self, her ass moving up and down, I don’t really know
when she came.

I took the first apartment I could find, 500 euros for
100ft² just behind the Pantheon. There’s a little square
downstairs, a few cafes, students everywhere, a kebab shop
called With Or Without Fries, a Lebanese restaurant
opposite that sells chicken kebab for 4.90 euro, the swim-
ming pool isn’t far, I have a fridge that I have to unplug at
night because of the noise, a plastic plant on the window-
sill, a mattress on wooden slats, two drawers, a shower in
the corner of the room, a laundromat just downstairs, the
place gets no natural light in the day but there’s a bright
light coming from a spotlight just beneath the window at
night, the phone doesn’t work, it’s a bit like a cave, I’m
stealing WiFi from the neighbors. 100ft² is the size of a
prison cell or a monk’s cell. It’s very Ignatius of Loyola,
very spiritual retreat. There’s a certain joy that comes from
doing things you didn’t think yourself capable of.
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I’m two streets away from the last apartment I lived in
with Laurent. Paul was a year old when we moved to rue
Descartes and five when we each went our own way and
split him in two. It was in that apartment that he learned
to walk, talk, and do all those other things that parents
generally find so moving. The place had crooked floor-
boards and a threadbare carpet, we’d light fires in the
fireplace, there was a little garden downstairs, I’d park the
Peugeot in the car park opposite, bump into Inès de La
Fressange in the elevator. I’m also two streets away from
Lycée Henri IV, where I spent my last years of high school,
dying of boredom. I guess the school should remind me of
my first life, the one that came to an end when my mother
died one morning in September, the year before I finished
high school, because of drugs. I guess the windows on rue
Descartes should bring back memories of my second life,
my family life, my life as a straight person, before I took
an automatic rifle to it. I guess these things should make
me feel nostalgia, sadness, regret. But no, nothing. 

I still have the same legs, same ears, same arms as I did
then, but everything else has changed. For three years now,
whole parts of me have been crumbling away. And it keeps
on happening. Just when I think I’m getting somewhere, I
turn around and I’m living a different life, I’m a different
me. It all blends into one, all those things I threw out the
window, the stuff, the job, the money, the family. Then
there’s the things that are happening now, the things that
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are finally happening to me. It saps your energy, of course,
spending years like this, all the corpses you end up drag-
ging along behind you. Was Orlando tired by the end of
the book? What about the lovers in Only Lovers Left
Alive? I can’t remember. I’m going gray, which is hardly
surprising. But there are plateaus, too. Physically, for
example, I’ve reached a plateau. No new tattoos, no new
piercings, regular exercise, same haircut, short but not
shaved, same style of clothes, boys’ clothes that any girl
can wear too, as simple and plain as possible, black, white,
and gray, nothing to bog me down, a style inspired by
emptiness, the only one for me. The sex hasn’t changed
either, licking, fingering, ass fucking, all very nice and
polite, I get what I give, more or less. A learning plateau.
One thing that has been changing is my mentality. Before,
I wanted everything to go smoothly, now I’ve realized that
nobody owes anybody anything.

It’s the tipping point, the Kairos, it’s like the conversion of
Saint Augustine, just as radical. It’s not just a matter of
him believing in God or me liking women, it’s the fact
that there’s a life before and a life after. For me, homo-
sexuality isn’t about who I’m fucking, it’s about who I
become. With men there was always a limit, now I have all
the space I want, I feel like I can do anything. Women,
love, sex, in the beginning it was all new and exciting,
but not anymore. It’s all still there, of course, it’s still the
subject matter of what’s happening to me, but it’s not
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important, like the décor of a room, I have to go beyond
that to find what I’m looking for. For me, homosexuality
just means taking a break from everything. That’s exactly
what it is, a long vacation, expansive as the sea with
nothing on the horizon, nothing to close it, nothing to
define it. That’s why I quit my job. To be both the master
and the slave, the only one responsible for setting the
limits. Work, family, apartments, finito. And you can’t
imagine how good it feels.

I meet up with the skinny one, 6 o’clock, Place de
l’Odéon. It’s still nice out. She’s drawing when I arrive,
then she closes her sketchbook. We talk for a while. We
kiss. Not too long, not too hard, she’s looking at me with
her green eyes. I order a barley water. She says, Did you
know your tongue tastes sweet, but your lips don’t? She
slides her hand underneath my worn denim jacket, ripped
at the shoulder, she strokes my skin, runs her hand over
my breasts, grazing my nipples.

“Are you going to come to mine?”
“When?”
“Tomorrow, the day after, the day after that.”

She’s wearing a dress, I run my hand over her slim legs,
under the table, all the way from the top to the bottom,
her legs are cleanly shaven.
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The other one, the young one, has a leather couch, a
bunch of old CDs, piles of clothes everywhere, a multi-
colored duvet, cheap toiletries in the bathroom, shower
gels and spray deodorants. In the morning I go into the
kitchen. I make toast and Nespresso coffee. I help myself
to mango juice, honey and butter. I leave early. I don’t
bump into her sister or parents on the way out.

The skinny one comes over on Friday. We sit on my bed,
we kiss, she undresses me really quickly and then goes
down on me. Not bad for a first time, I think, I fuck her
then we go to hers on my scooter, she has a big apartment,
pretty nice, her bedroom walls are gray, she makes maca-
roni and we put some vinyls on, Depeche Mode and
something by Tom Waits I’ve never heard before, we fuck
again then fall asleep, her two cats jump on the bed all
night, scratching my feet. In the morning she makes tea,
we fuck again, we read books. She has Aesop products, I
take a bath and then she buys me lunch on rue Grégoire-
de-Tours, I drink a glass of wine.

Sometimes, they come over to mine. They text me when
they arrive and I go down to open the door, I haven’t given
them the code to get into the building, we fuck in the
single bed. More often than not, I go to theirs, to number
one’s studio on Boulevard Voltaire above her parents’
apartment, to number two’s big apartment on rue de
Tournon when she doesn’t have her daughter. I often sleep
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over, I alternate between breakfasts, Chocapic with one,
smoked tea with the other. I read in their beds, take baths
in their bathtubs, take stuff from their fridges. I take what
they have to give, I watch what happens when I touch
them. I call them both honey. It would be nice to be able
to pay them to avoid any misunderstandings.
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