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Hunting with Dilly
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03rd February 2008


Being the game – How it all began


It’s weird. Being in his very living room. So close to him but I can’t touch him. His fiancée’s ghost lingers in the room. According to my conscience I’m not even supposed to be there. I stand in front of him fidgeting with my keys. He comes closer and I tense.  His face comes within inches from mine. And suddenly he draws back. I get a panic attack. I spend the next minutes trying to get over it. I don’t know how to explain it to him. 





That day I fell.





He won me over just by coming close to my face. I got scared but I was so expectant. It could have been a meaningless gesture to him but it meant the world to me. I’ve never thought that one could win people’s heart just by pretending a kiss.





[…]





15th March 2008


Being the game – Failure


That technique works for him but it never works for me. I keep trying to get close to him. He never flinches. Sometimes only a mild violence seems to work. Is it the way things work in the outside world? 


The more he resists me, the more I’m interested in him. And that proves the old adage: if you want to charm someone just ignore him or her. I spend hours trying to find new ways to crack his armor. Some tricks work better than other, that’s for sure. I have to be very patience to get what I want but it’s never satisfying. Why is it so difficult?





[…]





11th March 2009


Turning point


I’ve been a slave for the past year. I’ve lost myself and I don’t know who I am anymore. I graduated to days ago: I’m not a student anymore. I don’t have a job but I don’t like the word “unemployed”. Who am I now?


I won’t ever give myself to someone else again. No one will ever get the 100% of me otherwise I won’t be able to save myself if something happens. I won’t give up my life because of someone else. I’ll surely regret it in a couple of years and hold him responsible for that. 


I don’t want to feel inferior to anyone anymore. I won’t be a slave again. I won’t let anyone trample over me again. I exist. And no one can deny that.





[…]





30th September 2010


Being the Hunter – Prey #01: Dissatisfaction


I’ve known him for years. I remember him with his combat boots and purple backpack when we went to middle school. He had awesome red hair. It’s the perfect way to test my hunting tactics. 


We meet in the country – a neutral zone - after days of negotiations and compromises. The sun is shining and the temperature is mild. It’s the beginning of summer and there’s a lot of exposed skin. We talk freely for some thirty minutes. 


I don’t really care what he’s saying. I’m just waiting for the perfect time to strike. And then that’s an opening. My face comes closer to his. Here we are.


He gives up almost immediately. I could have done anything with him; he would have let me. But it was too easy. I lose all interest I had in him.





All I knew was teasing and frustration. There was some twisted pleasure in waiting. It was like hunting: lying in wait for hours before getting a reward, plotting and scheming to make the perfect trap. Instead, I win Prey #01 over so fast that I didn’t have the chance to taste the flavor of hunting. There’s no playing involved, no waiting… I want a real challenge!





[…]





14th November 2011


Being the Hunter – Prey #02: Nosing around


Here we are again. I’ve been watching him for a couple of weeks now. Trying to find out who he is, what he likes, if he has a girlfriend. The usual stuff. I can’t ask around about him, it’s too early: I haven’t made good enough friends in this place to start some inquiries. 


Today something happens. It’s because of his T-shirt. It was so tight, and so short and so gay-ish… I know I shouldn’t judge a guy by his T-shirt but… I become suspicious. Later on I also find out the he’s as shaved and smooth as a baby’s ass. Totally not cool by my standard. 


Should I give up? I haven’t the foggiest. I just can’t go asking if he’s straight or not. People tend not to like it. Maybe it’s just metrosexual. But if it’s the case, how can I hunt someone who spent more time in front of the mirror than I do?








16th November 2011


Being the Hunter – Prey #03: Scaring


ARGH!! I scared him away. He barely looks at me now. That’s not the reaction I was hoping for. Jeez, I don’t even know the reaction I’m looking for. Surely neither immediate surrender nor a panic attack like I had. There should be a happy medium in between.





I keep thinking about my hunting techniques. They’re twisted somehow. I didn’t have a good master, I suppose. I’m good at teasing and I’m accustomed to a small degree of violence but that’s not how it works out there. All I know is how to attack. But that scares people away. Once I asked Prey #01 if he was scared by me. He shook his head with a weird smile on his face. He was backing off without even noticing. It killed something inside me.





15th November 2011


Being the Hunter – Prey #02: Striking





We were talking together with other people. Then they started to go back to their cubicles. We were alone and he was looking straight into my eyes. Jeez, he has fantastic baby blues. Who cares if he’s straight or not. Trying has never killed anyone.


I strike. My face comes closer to his. I keep looking into his baby blues. I suddenly heard a heart pounding. Don’t know for sure if it’s mine or his. I turn around and walk away. As nothing happened.





That’s not true. Something happened. There was a rush of adrenaline running down my body. I felt powerful. I felt alive. It felt good. It was what I was searching for.








18th November 2011


Prey #03: Smiling





After two long days he finally looks at me. He smiles.








