
after Troye Sivan 

/ 

Tonight I am going to dance and fuck and fill my veins with the music I love.  

/ 

Tonight I am going to know what he meant when he said 

It was my first time going to a gay club... It was the moment where my mind just 

expanded and exploded. It was about that hesitation and trepidation and fear, and 

the excitement and curiosity and wide-eyed joy to be around people who felt like me, 

and to be in a space where I didn't have to worry that I was going to get bashed for 

wanting to kiss a boy.* 

/ 

Tonight I will drink in drips of sweat and spilt liquor and sugared booze turning sour as pools 

of hot breath and saliva-spittle circulate around me.  

/ 

Tonight I will disappoint those cancerous tongues that spewed poison down my bloodline. 

Corrosive sermons eating my brain like amoeba: I will be a camp bastard. Drape my wrists 

limp – flail my muscles puppetry to the beats blasting through the speakers. Where heatwaves 

radiate up from the DJs: a shirtless pair mixing Abba and Chappell Roan.  

/ 

Tonight I will learn how to brush hands with the man next to me, how physical the initial 

consensus, before connecting.  

/ 

Tonight I will lean into him, press my vanilla lips to his ear, and ask “Can I kiss you?” And he 

will melt, like the first time I heard it. And I will kiss him soft and slow and then hard and fast. 

And then I will grace my fingers down the side of his neck, and feel his body fluorescent against 

my fingertips. I will lock hands with him and grind my hips edgeways and we will smile. And 

we will smile and smile in the dark and the lasers and the smoke machines and the eddies of 

vape clouds and hands flicked of forehead sweat.  



/ 

Tonight I am hot and half-naked. Some thrift-geezer’s cord pants sagging at my hips. Waist 

branded Calvin Klein. Work Docs still dusty with coffee grounds and mop water. Men will 

undress me with their eyes and call me ‘fit’ and I will like it, and a lonely few will flitter their 

fingers against my dick at the bar, or grab my crotch on the dancefloor, and I will not like it. 

They’ll ask “What, not keen?” And I’ll say “Nah, not like that.” And they’ll smirk and turn and 

disappear into the night, and I will never see them again. And I’ll feel a pang of enlightenment 

– learned boundaries I will never cross.  

/ 

Tonight I am the chain choker bouncing on my collarbone. The tattoo of my whenua carved 

sacral into my skin. The bass syncopating our heartbeats to the rhythm of young and horny and 

free.  

/ 

Tonight my chest is a cavity one flight below Karangahape Road, heaving with hot breaths of 

life. Below man-made concrete and rebar and flooring and tired tin roof shielding the outside 

world. Where we give thanks for our own warren where we can be. And with each thump in 

my chest, Gemmie and I will drift closer to the haze at the decks, the laser machines baptizing 

us blue and green, the blacklight turning my teeth white as diamonds. Graveled throats as songs 

of joy chant up from our depths. 

/ 

Tonight I will lead a man to the bathroom and kneel in a sick of piss. Take communion in a 

stall-confessional. Blown light bulb, prop my phone torch up against the strewn toilet paper 

holder. Run my hands up his back as he yells at his friends to fuck off and wait. But they are 

persistent and nothing about this says I have to make him come, so I stop and laugh and give 

him a kiss and say “Leave first” and let him shimmy through a crack in the door before I 

apparate fashionably later.  

/ 

Tonight I will stand at the sink where two girls make space for me. I’ll use a paper towel to 

mop the sweat off my bare body and not give a fuck how uncouth it looks. Brush at my 

forehead, wipe my stubbled cheek and chin as chunks of single-ply tear in the hair. Down my 



neck and collarbone and the trail beading between my pecs. And I will look at myself in that 

crusty mirror, deteriorating as the reflective laminate peels off in colonies, and I will feel hot. 

Hot like I never have before. Forgotten of their jabs of Soft or Poof or Fag and I will feel there 

is nothing that can stop me tonight. Everyone who ever wronged me can get fucked. Because 

I have my cousin on the dancefloor and a boy to happily buy drinks for and bartenders running 

at terminal velocity and the music loud and in my arteries.  

/ 

Tonight I am fucking game, and I am not afraid. Afraid of being seen or going somewhere 

throbbing with sex. Somewhere they hold poppers under one nostril and sniff hard with the 

other. Of a man touching my naked skin.  

/ 

Tonight my mind peels open like a water lily in bloom. Of pink petals, sweet and soft, unfurled 

by a gentle hand. How lonely I thought I was, how narrow and small the world seemed. How I 

peered into sad Tinder swipes, searching for a sense of community buried in the backlight of 

my phone. 

/ 

Tonight a boy will come back to my room and we will fall asleep naked and wrapped up inside 

each other. Between lengthening blinks he’ll say he liked when I asked before our kiss. He’ll 

question have I ever been in love. If I want kids. And I’ll say “Maybe.” Because below the 

happy thought of a happy family I fester with fear there is no greater hurt than forcing a human 

into this world; a world where to love and nurture and cherish and support is no guarantee they 

will not face what we had to. To endure. And he will agree – our community is also that dread 

shared. We will be quiet for a while. We will drift off together. 

// 

Tomorrow, when we wake proper, we’ll traverse streams of water down our skin. I’ll lather 

Lux bodywash between my palms and run slippery hands across him. Let fingers lead the way 

as warmth soaks into our bones. And when I flick the water off, I will pat his eyes dry with the 

hotel towels. He’ll say “I’ve never had someone dry me before” and I will think how gentle 

this is. Like a child dressed by someone who loves them.  

// 



Tomorrow, my soul will sparkle gold like fine sand carried by ocean currents. Like coniferous 

forests shedding pollen in sunset glow. Confident ever-more to blast Ariana Grande at traffic 

lights and smack my lips with cheap gloss and impulse-buy Temu jewelry and write to the 

smell of man-sweat between legs and the feel of hair against my tongue.  

/// 

Today, I have found a way to be proud of who I am. To come alive at the turn of night. To lose 

myself in strobe and blacklight. And I will find, in a reverent spree of freewriting at the café 

below my gym – dressed to kill in five-inch, Brat-green Lululemon shorts, smashing away at 

my silver MacBook Air – how in absolute need of sharing these stories we are. Because where 

I come from, in the salt and soil that raised me, no one did. And that made me feel entirely 

alone. But when you hear the wail of bars pumping tunes anthemic – the karanga of spaces so 

forgotten of inhibition; of the self-conscious – you’ll know what it means to come home. And 

that, to me, is a milestone. 
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* Apple Music, ‘Blue Neighbourhood – Album by Troye Sivan’, Universal Music Australia (2016)  

< https://music.apple.com/nz/album/blue-neighbourhood/1440841386> [accessed 5 Jan 2025] 


