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When Ba mbino knocked a t my door it was 
way past my usual bedtime. I was a nalysing 
a  mosquito bite on the ba by skin on the 
inside of my left a rm. As a  young girl, 
mosquitoes fully ignored me a nd bit a ny 
other crea ture, huma n or a nimal, they 
could perch themselves on. Wha t I was 
experiencing now, in my thirties, wasn’t a 
craving for ba bies or a  sudden 
apprecia tion of French wines but a 
sweetening of the blood. Mosquitoes now 
loved me a nd feasted on me night a nd 
day.
The buzzer sta rtled me. I wasn’t expecting 
guests. I spied through the peephole of my 
door, no more tha n a  glea ming, black 
button in the upper section of the surface 
tha t had the colour of a  pota to chip — 
tha t is,  a  da rker, slightly fried hue of 
yellow.
It was Ba mbino: therefore I knew tha t I 

could unlock the door without a ny risk 
tha t the unexpected guest would sla m it 
open, push into me head first (like a 
ba ttering ra m), fly me to the sofa  in the 
left corner of my pink living room (pink 
a nd green, to be precise: the room I a m 
most proud of),  open my legs (I was 
wea ring nothing under my blue negligé) 
a nd fuck me. A quick flash of the scena rio 
flew past my eyes but I couldn’t really 
hold it down.
I now knew who was behind the door, but 
the opportunity to not open it,  to just stay 
there a nd listen to his brea thing, was too 
enticing. Would Ba mbino — whose real 
na me was Rya n— wa it there? And how 
long was he willing to wa it to be in my 
presence? How long could he possibly 
wa it?
Oh, I knew wha t he wa nted. He must have 
known it was me beca use everybody knew 
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wha t everybody else was up 
to. Not tha t we really talked 
to each other, but Ba mbino 
a nd I were pa rt of the sa me 
scene, one might say, a nd 
a rtists like gossip.
I clea red my throa t to buy 
some time a nd I felt tha t he 
relaxed on the other side: now 
he knew I was there as well. 
Was he resting his body 
aga inst the surface? I couldn’t 
see him in the peephole 
a nymore, but I could still  hea r 
him. Did he try, as I did so 
often, to peer back into the 
hole, well awa re tha t it was 
a n impossibility, tha t there 
was nothing to see but 
da rkness?
Was he a bout to say something to me?
Suddenly I realised tha t I was flustered a nd tha t 
my brea th was speeding up. The unexpected turn 
of events — Ba mbino knocking on my door, 
Ba mbino wa iting for me, the simple fact of his 
living body there, for me — was exhila ra ting.
Could I possibly make a n exception? Was he very 
uncomforta ble right now?
Wha t would it take me to make a n exception? The 
days of my diet of lager, ca rrots a nd fried eggs 
were over but still ,  like ma ny of my genera tion I 
was cashflow poor. Our fa milies maybe owned a 
house but tha t was it,  they had no other asset.  No 
steady source of money. I ha ted the entire idea  of 
money a nd I fra nkly didn’t know how to have a 
rela tionship with it.

I sta rted thinking tha t a nother thing Ba mbino could 
do for me was he could pay my bills.  I  pictured him 
waving a round fa t stacks of pound notes as I did a 
silly da nce a nd prepped a  line of coke.
If I opened the door now, the first thing Ba mbino 
would see was the mound of resta ura nt menus a nd 
lingerie ca talogues I piled on the key ta ble. I like the 
glossy feel of the pages a nd I like to read them when 
I’m on the phone, a n actual la ndline I insisted on 
having installed. I read a bout smacked cucumber 
a nd D-cups when I talk to my mum in the evening 
every other day, a nd when I cha t to my girlfriend 
Rosa. They a re the only two people I gave my la ndline 
number to, but sometimes I get cold calls,  a nd if I ’m 
in the right mood I have a  cha t with the call centre 

worker. I let them do their spiel 
a nd then point-bla nk I ask a bout 
the wea ther. You see I’m house-
bound, I say. No, I ca n’t even get 
up without my ca rer, a nd last 
week I had to fire her beca use she 
was stealing from me. I ca n’t get 
to the window a nd I don’t like 
the internet. Is it nice outside? 
Usually there is a  moment of 
silent cringe as they try to think 
of something to say, something 
to say to me who ca n’t look a t the 
sky, a nd tha t’s my cue to end the 
call .  I  a m not sure wha t it is I like 
a bout it.
It would have been very nice of 
Ba mbino to take a  fridge — my 
new fridge, mea ning I’d have a 
lot of spending money — upsta irs, 
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to the apa rtment. A fridge I’d have bought 
without having to ask my pa rents, without 
having to pepper the request message with 
pa thetic “sorrys” a nd infinite “tha nk 
yous”. A Smeg fridge? One of the 1960s 
design fridges in lacquer shades a nd with 
round corners. I like them milky, sa nd 
a nd a zure. Perhaps this fridge though, 
now towering a nd shimmering in my 
imagina tion, is sta inless steel.  Very tall , 
very cool to touch. When I open the door 
a nd see Ba mbino with it,  he is lifting it 

with two ha nds (a nother impossibility), 
keeping it in front of his torso like a  child. 
Ba mbino’s skin is sta inless steel as well, 
as is his cock. If I ’m butter, then he’s a  hot 
knife.
“I know you’re in there.”
His voice interrupted my silent 
rumina tions.
“I hea rd you.”
I ca ught my brea th, then let out a  voiceless 
sigh. Ba mbino sounded firm, with a  tinge 
of a nnoya nce but still  in control.  Wha t 
the fuck, why wouldn’t he say something 

like, I ’m here beca use of x, or I just need 
to talk to you for a  moment, or maybe, I 
have your pizza.
I wrinkled my nose. The rape fa ntasy 
ca me back. I didn’t pa rticula rly fa ncy 
Ba mbino but the funda mental fact of his 
presence outside my corridor, the fact of 
this grown person who’d had a  solo 
exhibition a t the South London gallery, 
there for me, as if I were still  in the ga me, 
was too fa ntastical.  I  wa nted to say 
something but a t this point things were 

irremedia bly weird. So I let him wa it 
outside my door for some more minutes 
(three, according to the ca t clock on the 
wall) .
Did Ba mbino know I wasn’t a  citizen? The 
sudden thought filled me with dread. I left 
my post in front of the closed door a nd 
ra n to the window. I put both ha nds on 
the windowsill a nd took in as much a ir as 
I could. I thought I might hyperventila te.
Now Ba mbino was a  US Border Pa trol 
inspector, here to put me on a  pla ne tha t 
no activist could stop. A pla ne where the 

only thing they give you to ea t is pea nut butter 
sa ndwiches, so the gra nula r paste gets stuck in my 
teeth a nd I ca nnot smile.
Realistically, there was only one reason why Ba mbino 
would have walked five flights of sta irs a nd taken 
the time to show up here, without wa rning, just 
calling in, like a n Irish neighbour.
Wha t’s worse, having to say yes forcibly, having to 
open the door, letting the basic facts of hospitality 
kick in, offering him a  glass of wa ter a nd maybe the 
bourbon tha t was the only booze left in the house? 
Or looking cra zy, brea thing behind a  closed door? 
Or like, I thought, should I turn all the lights off a nd 
screa m something to make 
him go away? The way my 
friend Eileen pretends she’s a 
mad woma n talking gibberish 
to herself when she walks 
home alone a t night, to make 
herself preda tor-proof? Had I 
done tha t, Ba mbino would 
have immedia tely realised it is 
never a  good idea  to get mixed 
up with a  feral cuckoo. He 
would have seen in a  moment 
tha t there was a  reason why I 
didn’t have a  pa rtner, a n 
Instagra m account, multiple 
pa rtners, or even somebody to 
take to lunch; tha t I didn’t 
have pa rents but only one 
immigra nt mother who was 
doing fine but whose accent 
was thick to the point she was 
sometimes undeciphera ble,   
so she normally avoided 

socialising unless it was with 
somebody who could 
understa nd her accent, or 
better, her la nguage (she has 
plenty of friends a nd doesn’t 
consider this a  flaw, but a 
preference).
Would my mum like Ba mbino? 
Surely she would find the 
nickna me silly, a nd insist on 
calling him Rya n, his actual 
na me, ignoring the ba by face 
gimmick a nd the hood vibe he 
literally exudes from every 
pore. She would pronounce his 
na me delica tely, chirping bird, 

making the “y” a n “ee” sound. Reea n, she would say 
on our wedding day, bless iu end your femeelee. 
Ba mbino would wea r a  blue dress a nd softly ca ress 
my belly (already full of his ba bies).
“Lea,” his bass voice seemed to shake the door a nd 
me, travelling through my body from the feet up. “I 
will come back tomorrow evening a fter work. I ’m 
not in a  rush, but I wa nt it back. Ok?”
I looked in the peephole a nd saw his gorgeous neck 
a nd his butt disappea r down the sta irs.
Oh Ba mbino, I wa nted to tell him. I will fall  in love 
with a  woma n a nd leave you only a fter five or six 
yea rs of ma rriage. We will vacay in Malaga. I give 
fa ntastic a nd frequent head. Come back to me! But 
he was gone, a nd there was no way to verbalise the 
volca nic complexity of my hea rt. I hadn’t expected 
him to ca re so much a bout ma terial things. I killed 
the lights a nd went to my small bedroom. Ba mbino’s 
a rt was there, the pictures sta ring back a t me with 
their pa inted eyes. I sta rted smiling.
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