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Above the Dead Zone 

 
I truly was not expecting any nookie on Monday evening. It was a Monday! Even if 

it was Valentine’s Day, I was single, and trying to get laid on that chilly holiday 
smacked of more desperation than I was willing to consciously admit. So my plan was 
to shelter in my tiny, cozy one-bedroom in SoHo and play World of Warcraft. If I 
focused, I could level my mage up to 58 by solo grinding for a few hours. 

But who is safe from the surprise phone call? It was a 212 number I didn’t 
recognize. My agent? An editor? No, it was after 6PM. Who did I know, unrecorded in 
my cell phone’s contacts, who still had a Manhattan landline? I usually let voice mail 
pick up mystery calls (and most identified ones, too), but loneliness sometimes makes 
me impulsive. 

“Hello!” I answered. 
“Hewo,” a strangely-accented voice replied and I knew it was one of the guys I’d 

flirted with long enough online to give out my digits, never expecting any of them to 
call, really. I never call. “I’m Wolf,” he said. Rolf. Although his real name was much 
more familiar, boring, and Biblical. He asked, “Do you know who I am?” 

“Sure I do,” I bluffed. What the hell is that accent? He had a silky, even buttery, 
European voice, with a gentle roll on the consonants. Beautiful. I frantically checked the 
pile beside my computer of drunken notes that I’d scrawled on Post-Its after seemingly 
promising chats. As I’d feared, there were two notes with the same name in my pile—
one cuter than the other, but both potentially having accents. I decided to hope for the 
best. “You’re the Pisces who’s in fashion, who I met on Gaydar.” 

“Wight,” he replied. Again, I was riding on the cute accent, like . . . um . . . it 
wouldn’t come to me, the exact flavor of the inflection. It wasn’t French, was it? 
Swedish? I knew Rolf was blond and slender from his shadowy photos. His 
attractiveness could go either way, as he was 34, only a few years younger than me, and 
blondes don’t always age well. Plus pictures are often deceiving. 

“What’s up?” I asked. “How are you?” 
“Oh, I am fine,” he said. “Hanging out. Are you busy?” 
I peered at the World of Warcraft sign-in screen waiting for me on my computer 

monitor, and felt a pang of disappointment that I wouldn’t be playing. The immersive 
alternate reality of that game was addictive. But I chose to march out into a rainy 
February night and most likely have sex with a stranger over the solitary pursuit of 
killing magical creatures virtually. “No,” I said. “Not yet.” 

“You could come over,” said Rolf. 
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“Okay,” I said. “Sure.” And there it was, the smoky gasp of desire kindling in my 
solar plexus, the rush of blood to my face, the swelling in my lungs, the sudden flow of 
the action imperatives of testosterone. 

I put on cute briefs, but dressed otherwise in basic jeans, t-shirt, and sweatshirt, 
utilitarian in February. I was excited, but to make sure my body obeyed my libido, I took 
a nibble of Viagra. Bundled up in a winter coat and scarf, and carrying a teeny umbrella 
in my coat pocket, I set off to my appointment in Rolf’s apartment. 

While he lived close enough for a 20-minute walk, it was drizzling steadily, so 
despite my umbrella, I caught a cab, mindful of the rain matting down my hair and 
wetting the cuffs of my jeans in the puddles. I tasted some guilt over the unnecessary 
expenditure of the cab, but I didn’t look good dampened. 

On the drive along the glistening streets, I cradled the flicker of desire and the warm 
bloom of Viagra in my body, and put together what I knew of Rolf from the pieces I’d 
collected during our one previous late-night exchange of messages. He was a fashion 
designer, and had an elegantly lazy way of writing, with all lower-case letters and 
vocabulary chosen with care. He was blond, and potentially very cute, and had that 
beautifully mysterious accent. He was a Pisces, which meant there would be a good 
chance that sex with him would be welcoming, encompassing, and emotional. Maybe he 
would be my new boyfriend. Or maybe I would find him reclined on a fainting sofa in 
an odalisque pose, a louche, dismissive lad, forever preferring not. But then Rolf had 
called me. 

I got out in a charming area off Hudson St., in the deep West Village. The whole 
block had the considered neatness of money, with attractive wooden tree boxes along 
the sidewalk. In his building’s narrow hallway, I buzzed up. Almost instantly, he let me 
in. I skipped the elevator and took the stairs to the second floor—his apartment number 
started with a 2. 

When I stepped out into the hallway, I stopped short, alarmed. The corridor I found 
had bare concrete floors. In the shrill blue glow of the bare light bulbs hanging from 
orange plastic cages on the ceiling, I could see that the walls were coated with an ugly, 
dun primer the color of neglected despair. I strode in, shuddering at the awful 
atmosphere, haunted with depression and fatigue, maybe even lingering horror. It was 
like climbing inside a magical passageway carved into a decaying mushroom that led to 
the home of a hag who revealed tragic secrets. This hallway would be a classic place to 
get murdered, I thought, which made me giggle. There were no numbers on any of the 
apartment doors. Beyond creepy. I hurried back into the stairwell, and climbed up 
another floor. 

The door on this level was marked with an industrial 2. Beyond it was a bright 
yellow hall with freshly painted white trim around the doors. It was immediately 
apparent that this hallway was happily inhabited by the living. 

Rolf opened his door as I approached. 
“What’s up with that second floor?” I asked. 
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“It’s the Dead Zone,” he said with a laugh, backing into his apartment’s dimness. 
“It’s the upper entrances to the garden duplexes.” His accent was still in mild effect, but 
he was, I figured, consciously Americanizing it. 

He slid into the shadows, but what I saw was adorable, a bull’s eye on my type. 
Floppy blond hair; angular, elfin features, with over-upholstered lips; a compact, slim, 
muscular body. He was wearing a tight black t-shirt and gray workout shorts and I could 
see his legs. He had taut thighs striated with muscle, lovely smooth calves, and a long 
Achilles’ tendon, all of which turned me on. I paused for a second to see if insecurity 
would hit, anticipating as though stuck in the brief moment after you stub your toe but 
before the pain signal reaches your faraway brain. 

Rolf reached around me to shut the door behind me, and lock it, and then he 
squeezed me in his arms in a quick hug. “Thanks for coming ower,” he said. 

“Thanks for inviting me,” I said. “Cute place.” 
It was dark in his little studio, just the ambient city light through the curtains. His 

home was chicly minimalist—a bed on a low platform, a simple mid-century modern 
sofa, a square blue rug. From the short entry hall, I could see large square canvases of 
graphic portraits on the walls, almost like ‘80s Patrick Nagel paintings. I took off my 
coat and scarf and laid them on a chunky wooden chair by the front door, and then I 
slipped out of my shoes. 

He was lithe, coiled, then relaxed as he sat down on his bed in the darkness, lounged 
back on his elbows, accentuating his flat stomach. Stunning. “You’re nerwous,” he said. 

True, I was indeed nerwous. He was beautiful. And I was not, I knew this 
objectively. Nobody would call me ugly or even plain, and I can strive for casual cute or 
handsome in a suit, but never would my face launch a thousand ships, and I’d be lucky if 
my raw body launched a kayak. It would be easy to imagine Rolf’s angular, regular 
facial features and carved, slender musculature supplying the pretext for a hostile 
invasion. “I’m always a little nervous,” I explained. “I vibrate at a pretty high 
frequency.” That was also true, but I didn’t mention, in addition to being shocked by his 
precise sandy-blond beauty and jittered by my own natural edginess, I also was revving 
hot on Viagra. 

Rolf reached out his hand, pulled me down on the bed with him. I landed on my 
back, my feet in socks dangling onto the floor, and he rolled on top of me. We shucked 
our clothing and got right down to it. I was disappointed by this—I wanted more talk 
first, with at least the appearance of polite civility. I hadn’t been particularly horny that 
night; I had been feeling solitary. 

Fooling around was comfortable, natural, even though he was so pretty. I kept 
surprising us both by not being surprised by him, evidenced by his raised eyebrow and 
mellow chuckle as I slid my hand up his shirt and slipped my fingertip over his 
tightened nipple; I think we both expected I would treat him like an untouchable China 
doll, but he seemed to invite contact and I felt welcome to explore. I’d dreamed about 
touching a body like his: the tight symmetrical planes of his stomach and chest, his 
unblemished satin skin, the hairless bubblebutt. The dick was nice—he told me 
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defensively it was uncut as I approached it, but I was pleased to see an uncircumcised 
wang. I will always resent my parents and a sexually repressive society for cutting me in 
the first place. Rolf had big, wobbly balls, with a good heft in my hand. Under the soft 
ministrations of my fingertips, I discovered a strange, slick texture to a large patch of his 
scrotum. In the muted light, I couldn’t make out the cause of that slippery section of his 
sac, but I conjectured that it was the result of some ancient scarring. 

Rolf was a good kisser, mostly. The breath was nice, the lips were wonderfully lush 
and soft, but occasionally he would flap his big tongue rapidly into my mouth, which 
reminded me of a donkey licking up oats. This should have been more of a turn off than 
it was. 

I was into it. My boner was immediate and raging. It didn’t waver in its approval at 
all, jutting and impressively alert. I was so hard that my pubic area ached. His nipples 
were even more sensitive than I at first suspected—a tweak made him twitch and moan. 
So delicious. 

Rolf loved giving blow jobs. “My favorite position,” he said, arranging me in a 
seated posture on the edge of the bed while he kneeled on the floor between my legs and 
sucked my cock. Blow jobs were not my favorite—they were too unspecific in 
sensation—but he was so enthusiastic and sweet that I enjoyed myself. I reached down 
and ruffled his hair, which was rabbit-soft and a sumptuous Patrician blond texture. The 
nape of his neck was buzzed high, and I rubbed that silky stubble, moved. I would need 
to explain my entire life story in order to limn all the intricacies of why that particular 
Nazi haircut ignited my rocket, so, simply and reductively: I grew up adoring New 
Wave music in my ‘80s adolescence, the main drama of my high school love life 
involved a willowy German exchange student, and I chose Rolf’s pseudonym to 
reference one of my favorite classic movie musicals. I am seventeen, going on eighteen. 
I’ll . . . take care . . . of you. Yeah, Rolf in The Sound of Music ended up betraying the 
von Trapps to Hitler, but he had great hair. And a spectacular ass. 

“Is okay,” Rolf gasped, “if I do poppers?” 
“Fine with me,” I replied, “as long as I don’t have to do them myself.” 
He grinned, ferreted out a bottle from under the bed, and inhaled into a curved 

knuckle around the bottle’s little mouth. I caught the sharp scent and exhaled to avoid it. 
Rolf smiled again, dopier this time, and resumed blowing me. 

Soon enough, I got bored with that. A guy really had to be a certified master 
cocksucker to keep my dick entertained, as I had very few fellatio fetishes. To me, it 
didn’t signify as erotic as much as kissing, fucking, or even mutual masturbation did—I 
generally fast-forwarded blow job scenes in porn. So I pulled him up to me and we were 
kissing again, and yanking each other’s cocks. His hand was surprisingly rough, but then 
perhaps he had to sew and handle fabrics often. 

“Do you have any lube?” I asked. 
Rolf sat up, stared for a second at his nightstand, and then smiled. “No, sowy,” he 

said. “I don’t think.” 

6



Uncircumcised boys often didn’t need lube to masturbate, lucky fuckers—but that 
also didn’t bode well for anal sex. No lube often equaled no condoms, and there wasn’t 
any way to use a condom without lube. Spit wasn’t going to do it. 

“I need something,” I said. “Moisturizer? Even conditioner.” 
“Oh,” he said. “Yes.” He stood up, and stepped over to a full-length mirror. On the 

floor under the mirror was a sleek toiletries case, which he bent over and unzipped, ass 
in the air, sideways to me in gorgeous profile. Rolf straightened up and handed me a tiny 
travel tub of Vaseline jelly. “Okay?” he asked. 

I nodded, opening the tub. It would suffice, sort of, since it was ineffective to use 
petroleum with a prophylactic, but at least I wouldn’t chafe. 

Then he was on all fours and I was kneeling between his legs, teasing his hole with 
my slicked cockhead. Although relaxed and pink, his butthole was not my idol of the 
anus, frankly. He reached through his legs and tried to hide a hemorrhoid with his 
finger, as if I couldn’t tell. I was intimately familiar with the pain and heartbreak of 
hemorrhoids—another reason I was such a wretched bottom. But I would go slow and 
not hurt him. 

Rolf moaned from the contact of my dick on his asshole, and dropped his hand. He 
shifted abruptly and my cockhead slipped inside. I instantly succumbed to the biological 
imperative to penetrate—I thrusted. I stopped, and pulled out, because I was not a stupid 
animal. 

He flipped onto his back and I leaned over him, balls against balls. Mashing 
perineums together was a complicated and enthralling sensation, as was grinding into his 
taint with my rolling pin of a cock shaft. 

“You’re beautiful,” I told him. 
He appeared saddened by this. “What’s your definition of beauty?” he asked. 
“You look like a sculpture of David,” I said. “Not the Michelangelo one. The other 

one . . . it’s a famous bronze.” It was skinnier, I wanted to say, but I was unsure if that 
would offend him. 

It really annoyed me that I couldn’t think of the sculptor’s name. Of course, I looked 
it up on the Internet later—it was Donatello. He resembled an alabaster version of 
Donatello’s David. I wished I could have remembered that to tell him at the time. 

Since I knew that Pisceans rule the feet, I raised his left foot and kissed it in the 
hollow behind the ankle, nuzzling his sexy long heel. I licked the side arch, the bridge 
with its idealized hump like a cobbler’s dummy, while moving up slowly toward his 
toes. The little toe tasted good—clean and dry—and so I licked all his toes, in the 
sheltered crevasses between them, and Rolf was trembling in pleasure. 

In an organic movement, a blur of adjustment, I raised his legs and leaned forward 
and my dick was inside him again. I fell onto his chest, pumped deep. Entire lifetimes 
could be spent examining and considering that subterranean point of connection, the 
uniqueness of every merger with the physical other, the heat of physical communion. 

But I was not wearing a condom. I pulled out and he scooted away from me, onto his 
pillows. “Before we get cowied away,” he said. 
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I was already cowied away. I stared down at him, at the golden expanse of his 
hairless chest, the sculpted muscles bunching beside his collarbone. “Hey,” I said. “Are 
you negative or positive?” It was a futile question, really, with all the liars in the world. 
Especially Pisceans. 

“Actuawy, I’m negative,” Rolf replied, holding his gaze steady to signify 
seriousness. “Just got tested in Nowember. I have the paperwork around here if you 
want to see.” 

“I’m negative, too,” I said, although I had a specter of doubt. It was unlikely that I’d 
caught any internal STDs during the past few months of being single, but it wasn’t 
impossible. I had had sex. Sometimes rough sex, and there had been at least one short, 
thoughtless moment of unsafe penetration previously. “I just broke up with my 
boyfriend in November,” I said, “and I was tested while going out with him. . . .” 

This was not a sexy conversation, and however necessary, it was a bizarrely intimate 
chat to be having with a stranger. It was a tremendous leap of faith to believe what you 
were told, into breathtaking gullibility, and not one that was worth the risk. Men lied 
like big dogs to initiate sex, fibbed easily during sex to keep it from stopping, and bore 
serious fucking false witness after sex if we wanted it to happen again. 

I flopped down next to Rolf and we jacked each other side by side, kissing. Nice. I 
turned toward him, slid my knees under one of his legs, and then my dick was in his ass 
again, going deep. 

It felt so appropriate already. You sick psycho fuck. 
I eased onto my back and he reoriented on top of me, ride ‘em cowboy! After a few 

moments of that entertainment, he swiveled around backwards and I held onto his hips 
as he pistoned the cylinder of his exquisite ass, enjoying the scrape of his ring on my 
shaft. Then the sensation was wrong. The wrong . . . consistency. There was too much 
drag, a rasping, muddy texture. 

I reached down, and . . . yep, poop. “Excuse me,” I said, and I rolled out of the bed, 
heading for the bathroom. 

“Sowy,” he called after me in his cute accent, suddenly thicker. “The smell. . . .” 
Rolf’s bathroom was modern, immaculate, and gleaming in shockingly crisp 

lighting, with navy and white tile. Avoiding my reflection in the mirror, I dropped my 
junk over the edge of the sink’s porcelain bowl and warmed up the water while I 
checked out the situation—not too bad, just a little shit, easily washed off with anti-
bacterial hand soap from a dispenser and hot water. My boner did not fade. That’s 
Viagra for you. 

I returned to the bed with a wet crotch, and we kissed and started back up again. It 
would need to be over soon, though—I could feel myself crashing, needing to be alone 
again, if only to dwell on the moment I was currently experiencing. I concentrated on 
jacking him, prodding his perineum, until he came. Then I jerked myself off while he 
kissed me like he was lapping my orgasm out of my mouth. 

After toweling off, we reclined with my head on his chest. My arm was across his 
shallow stomach. “Thanks for calling me,” I said. 
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“Nice Walentine’s Day?” he asked. 
“Yes, Valentine’s Day,” I said. “I almost forgot.” 
We started chatting, highlighting for each other where we were from—me, 

Manhattan, he born and raised in Europe, that vague conglomerate land. We talked 
about our families, number of siblings, our jobs; typical post-coital blather. Rolf told me 
that he couldn’t be bothered having sex that often. “Too much twuble,” he declared. 
“But I’m happy I made an exception with you.” 

I quickly conjured up images from his daily life, how often he must be hit on, 
ducking his head in elevators to avoid admiring gazes, laughing off a come-on in the 
studio’s clothes storage closet, how pervasive the intrusion of everyone’s attraction. I 
was consistently surprised by how nice he was, how nice he was being to me. That 
accent. Was it German? Yes? Italian? Yes? A little British? Just a bit. Swiss? 

There were more words without import, just for the tenuous connection of staving 
off loneliness. I asked him if he wanted me to go home. 

“No,” he replied. “Not necessawily. It’s not that late.” 
After even more affable chit-chat, we resumed kissing. “I could come again,” Rolf 

said, and my boner returned, and he was blowing me. Then I took over my cock, jerking 
myself off relatively quickly. 

“Can I keep on?” he asked. “To finish?” 
“Sure,” I said, feeling magnanimous in the afterglow of a second orgasm. 
He slid to the floor, and set himself up again in his favorite position, with me lying 

on my back and my legs off the side of the bed, while he kneeled between my legs. If he 
wanted to suck on a flaccid cock in order to get himself off, it certainly didn’t bother me. 
Such was the potency of my attraction for him, my dick never fully deflated in the next 
half-hour blowing session that it took him to pop. 

After coming twice, we were both tired—his eyes became heavy-lidded—and so I 
started pulling my clothes on. He put on a short-sleeved black polo shirt but no pants 
and when he turned around I could see that he had a particularly prominent coccyx bone. 
Odd that I hadn’t noticed that when I was fucking him. 

As I was tying my shoelaces, I glanced at the photos on the wall near the bed, which 
were a sequence of small frames featuring Baryshnikov. 

“My father knows him,” Rolf supplied. “My stepfather. I met him once. 
Baryshnikov. At a party. They were taping an episowde of Sex in the City. I also met 
Sarah Jessica Parker.” 

Rolf also revealed that his stepfather was loaded and paid for the little studio in that 
great neighborhood. I stayed and listened as he talked more about fashion design. We 
told each other our surnames. He yawned, so I stepped up my exit procedure. 

Baryshnikov. Oh! 
Russian. 
As I shrugged into my coat, Rolf asked, “Do you need any clowthes?” 
“Oh, yes, sure,” I said. He was a fashion designer, and everything about him spoke 

of good taste, stylish and neat. I wasn’t an idiot, at least when it came to freebies. 

9



He opened his closet and slid out a sweater with a full-length zipper down its front. 
It was a wheat-colored cardigan. “It’s cashmere,” he said. “I designed it.” 

“Nice gift,” I said. “Are you sure?” 
“Happy Walentine’s day,” Rolf replied. He smirked. “It’s payment.” 
I laughed at that, kissed him, and left. 
As soon as I was in the elevator, the guilt and self-recrimination kicked in full-force. 

You stupid fucking idiot. You suicidal fucker. 
It was pouring outside. Fuck it, I thought—I was only twenty-five blocks from my 

house and I had an umbrella. I walked home through the deserted downtown streets at 
1AM in the cold, blustery rain, holding my umbrella before me like a prow to deflect the 
wind-driven, horizontally-sheeting downpour. 

I deserved the cold, wet walk. 
Was this whole unsafe episode a way of doing something dangerous to myself now 

that I’d quit smoking? Did I really just not care that much about my own life, my own 
future, that I would jeopardize it for a moment’s pleasure, bowing down before his 
beauty? If that was true, what did that mean for the currency of my own self-worth? 

I would have to go into denial about my unsafe sex until enough time passed for me 
to get tested with accurate results. Or maybe I’d order a HIV test kit off the Internet. 
Apparently, those kits were legal in Europe and could be delivered discreetly. 

I was anxious, but halfway home with cold, soaked jean cuffs, the fear of my demise 
was already slipping away. 

I’ll be fine. 
I jumped over a small stream of rapids swirling down the gutters of Sixth Avenue, 

crossing over, heading east. 
I’m a stupid fucking idiot. 
Man, wasn’t Rolf so beautiful. 
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Dearest Reader: 
 
 
I hope you enjoyed “Above the Dead Zone”.  
 
The full novel Great Pleasures is available as both a paperback and Kindle ebook at 

my website, or you can buy the book directly at Amazon or Barnes and Noble. (B&N 
only has the paperback version.) 

 
Indulge in some Great Pleasures! Happy reading. 
 
 
Thank you! 
 
 
Edward Southgate 
 
 
 
 

http://www.flataffect.org/greatpleasures.html
http://www.amazon.com/Edward-Southgate/e/B00M89UPAQ
http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/great-pleasures-edward-southgate/1119464618

	Above the Dead Zone



