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         “Maja, come on. Get a move on. We'll be late!”

         “Yeah, yeah, I'm coming. Calm down! Just have to grab my placard.”

         Maja hurries down the worn staircase with the home-made placard, where big letters shout out TO ALL THE PEOPLE WE HAVE LOST, FOR ALL THE PEOPLE WE CAN SAVE. The whole house, which is usually bustling, is now empty and silent. Everyone has already set off apart from her and Anna. As per tradition, the commune will take part in the Pride parade together, just like they have done for the past five years. But Maja overslept and Anna was kind enough to wait for her. 

         When Maja enters the living room, which is full of lush, green foliage and feminist embroidery, she spots Anna. Maja's heart is pounding, and she cannot work out if it's because of the dash down the stairs or the vision in front of her. Anna looks incredibly cool in her leatherette shorts and the body paint that covers her upper body. She's wearing pillar box red Dr Martens with lacing coming up onto her shins. Her upper body is naked apart from a harness that runs from a choker around her neck, down between her breasts and then four straps around her stomach and small tassels covering her nipples, just like Maja has.

         “Damn, girl! You look good. I hope I look just as cool as you do.”

         “Here, please can you give me a hand with the tape.” Anna gives her a stressed smile and hands Maja a roll of black tape. 

         “You do know this will hurt when we remove it later, right? Your pain threshold isn't very high,” Maja warns her. 

         “Never mind. This is a political statement.” Anna has made her mind up and padded around the lounge, waiting to be silenced.

         “Wonder what hurts the most… the nipples or the mouth? Okay, I'm putting it on. Have you got anything else to say before I do? A final few words?” Maja smirks and winks at Anna, while she tears off a large enough piece. 

         “Ermmm… yes, you much promise you'll yell at me. You have to stand firm if something happens like it did last time.”

         Maja rolls her eyes at Anna's determined look, gently sticks the piece of tape across Anna's mouth and replies: “I promise.” Then she gives Anna's lips a kiss through the piece of tape and they walk hand in hand through the sleepy neighbourhood with detached and semi-detached houses. 
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         Once they get on the tube, their fellow passengers stare at them. Older people clutch their handbags tightly to their chest and then turn away to face the other way, eager to avoid having to look at them and their brazen clothes. Inquisitive looks from men are followed by wolf-whistles, smacking sounds and lecherous words like a chewing gum stuck to the sole of a shoe and smeared out.

         When they eventually get there, the parade has already begun and they run through the crowd to find their friends, duck their heads to avoid being hit by a Pride flag and zigzag their way past prams and dogs. Most of the people look happy, but some have expressions of shock and anger. They dash past various floats with loud techno, pop and Eurovision song contest music, people dancing, singing and waving to the crowd beneath. They pass Dykes on Bikes, Lesbian Power and QX before they finally find their housemates and friends with Marching for those who can't. Despite a stressful morning and all glares of unwelcomeness, Maja bounces up and down with one arm around Anna and the other holding her placard high above her head. Her body is tense, excited, brimming with adrenaline, sober intoxication and a certain horniness that seems to accompany Pride every year, despite the seriousness of the march. 
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         The parade is vivid and vibrant. All the colours of the rainbow are represented. One could say that the parade is like joy personified or visualised and composed to a big crowd of smiling people. So many people are jumping around, dancing and singing along to the music and together they make up a posse that must be just as beautiful from space even if you cannot make out individuals or blocks. Down on the ground, there are some differences though and Maja, Anna and their friends belong to the angry queers holding placards with slogans, tape across their lips and loud outcries. Maja looks around at all the happy gays and rests her eyes on all the gorgeous glitter and rainbow flags. A hesitant smile on her lips. She would love to be a part of all that sparkly, happy and breaking the norm. Even if she knows they have different views and they don't agree on everything, she's still sure she belongs to them — a great big family of sparkling stars. 

         “I wish I could be like them,” she says and sighs. “Just happy and partylicious. To not have to think about the political agenda all the time…” Anna nods and Maja notices how she looks around the laughing, the smiling crowd that is such a stark contrast to Anna and the others with their taped mouths — holding angry placards and parading for the ones who cannot. The ones who have been murdered because of homophobia or transphobia, which are still rife around the world. 

         They march along to “It's raining men” and slip back a few rows towards the back of the block so that Maja's voice won't be entirely drowned by the bass blaring out from the loudspeaker on the float in front of them. When she takes a look around, she notices she has ended up right at the back of the block, at the intersection between two groups, their own block and the next one consisting of blue uniforms. 

         “How did we end up next to the police?” Her voice trembles and when Anna just shrugs her shoulders as the tape prevents her from contributing to this conversation, Maja continues with frustration in her voice: 

         “Anyone can join the parade nowadays… Tories, Lib Dems, banks and big corporations that want to make a buck or two from our fight. All these straight cissexuals that just want a fun, colourful and scantily clad festival, but don't give a damn about the fact that we are still being discriminated. I think perhaps they should start that stupid hetero parade, which keeps on being mentioned. If they aren't a part of our cause normally, I don't see why they should take up space in the parade.”

         Their friend Kim waits for them, who also has a taped mouth and a big placard with the words: Trans rights are human rights. Respect my pronoun!

         “I get what you're saying, Maja, but you have to realise that it's a step in the right direction when companies want to be associated with the homos and that politicians, almost regardless of their party or position, want to make us happy and are eager to get our votes in the election. Not to mention the fact that the police are here, joining us in the parade instead of trying to stop us, knock us down and bang us up. We have to notice every positive progress, otherwise, life will just be too depressing and then I would just curl up in a ball and quit,” Kim gives her a broad smile and waves at the onlookers as they march past. 

         “But Kim… you're always so diplomatic. You don't have to be quite so understanding. How many times have you not had to correct people and remind them to use the correct pronoun? Explain and argue your case so that they will respect your identity. The companies are taking over our fight. They make us and all the heteros think there's nothing left to fight for; like we're “here,” like we've arrived at a point where we're equals and are no longer oppressed, which so isn't true. We have to face this every single day. It's total bullshit that all the politicians that join the parade are on our side. They want our votes, but not all of them are working for our rights. Pride actually started as a reaction on excessive police violence on LGBTQ2S+ individuals, so the fact that the police that attacks us is a part of our parade is just bizarre. You must agree with me there, right?” With a disheartened air, Maja glances over at Kim's smiling mouth and glittering eyes, positive through and through. 
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