The Man With The Can
A couple of days ago I blogged about reality vs. fiction and I promised you to tell the story of how I got into writing erotic fiction, which I’ve never really done before. The following is therefore the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth of what happened to me last year on November 11th, 11.11 a.m.

I had just passed the baker’s on my way home from town, when my eyes fell upon a person standing at the rim of a small square a little further down the street. When I got closer I could see that it was a man, probably in his late twenties. He was dressed in a long black coat and had the most spectacular hair. It was fuzzy and magnificently ginger and it went all the way down to his waist, held together in a ponytail with a black ribbon. In his right hand he held an empty diet coke can, his arm stretched out in front of him as if the can was filthy, his pinkie sticking out in a way that made him look gay.

My footsteps made the man aware that he was not alone and as soon as he caught sight of me, he started walking straight towards me, not stopping until we came face to face.

     “Do you know where there’s a litter bin?” he asked. His voice was a bit high-pitched, but not unpleasantly so, and he talked in a slightly affected manner, that convinced me that he must be gay. He looked at me intensely and in order to accommodate him I searched the square with my eyes, but I didn’t see any bin.

    “Sorry…I don’t know…” I said and glanced at the baker’s. Usually there was a bin outside the shop, but not today.

    “I really don’t know,” I repeated, turning my head back to face the stranger. Without me noticing, he had moved closer, his face only inches away. He looked at me for what seemed to be an eternity, but probably it was just a few seconds. During those seconds every detail of his face burned itself into my mind. He wasn’t much taller than me and his face was slim although his body was a bit stocky. His eyebrows were as ginger as his hair. He had narrow brown eyes with a dash of green, his nose was long and slim, his lips so thin that they were hardly there. He had perfect teeth. His face was freckled with a ruddy complexion and on the left cheek he had a small mole. He was actually handsome in some sort of innocent way.

Even though it felt a bit awkward standing so close, I couldn’t tear himself away from this ruddy, innocent face, but in the end the man turned his head in order to look up the street, “Oh, there’s one!”

    With the can he pointed further down the street to an abolished bus stop. The stop sign had been removed, but the bin that used to stand beside it was still there.

    “I must have passed it on the way without noticing,” he said, “because that’s where I came from. Silly me!”

    He turned to look at me again, his face even closer this time.

     “Will you walk with me?” he asked.

    “Down there?” I asked stupidly, feeling rather puzzled. It was indeed an odd request. The bin was only a hundred feet away, hardly a journey for which you needed company and besides, who’d ask a total stranger for companionship in order to put an empty can in a bin? But without thinking I heard myself say, “Well, yes, okay.”

    Immediately I had the feeling of getting myself into some sort of adventure, but to be fair I was going that way anyway, so why not walk with him?

    “You will?” the stranger beamed, his smile warm and calm and almost childishly innocent, “Oh, that’s lovely!”

We walked side by side so close that I could feel our sleeves brush against each other, the man with the can talking all the time.

    “I pick up empty cans when I find them lying on the ground,” he said in a confidential tone of voice, “They’re not good for the environment. I don’t like to touch them if they are too dirty, though, but this one,” – he held out the can – “is not so bad.”

    I didn’t get a chance to say anything [not that I would have known what to say anyway], as we had already reached the bin.

    The stranger dropped the can into the bin and sighed a pleased sigh.

     “It’s so nice getting rid of it,” he said.

    Then he turned to front me, “And it was lovely of you to walk with me.”

    I actually felt myself blush as the man’s grateful smile indicated that I had just accompanied him on a major quest. Then the stranger drew a little closer and said, “You’re such a lovely girl.”

    I couldn’t help but feel a rush of heat causing through my body, but at the same time I thought, what an odd thing to say to a total stranger. You don’t tell people you don’t know that they are lovely. And besides, I could hardly qualify for a girl anymore. For god’s sake, I was 46!

The stranger looked at me for a while, an earnest expression on his face, then he put his arms around me and hugged me gently while pressing a kiss upon my cheek. I have to admit that I felt slightly dizzy. Then the stranger let go of me. Without realising, I had put my hand on his arm in order to touch that ginger stranger to make sure that he was real. The feeling of the heavy, soft fabric of his right sleeve beneath my fingers reassured me that he was really there and I felt him watch this with a smile.

    Then without a word of goodbye he turned away to walk back towards the square. I turned the other way to continue down the street, but I couldn’t help but cast a glance over my shoulder. I just had to see that strangely appealing figure one more time, but in the split second I had looked away, he had vanished. I could see all the way to the square and even to the baker’s and the main road behind it, but the stranger was gone. It seemed as if he had disappeared into thin air. Somehow I couldn’t help but laugh out loud in the middle of the street and for the rest of the day I had a wonderful elated feeling, a bubbling, happy sensation in my stomach.

A week later I was asked to do a 5 volume book-series of m/m erotica and somehow I think it was his doing. I think he was one of them spiritual entities or helpers that Carlos Castaneda has described, although I will never know for sure. But at least the man with the can is one of my main protagonists now!
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