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         He grabbed my ass and squeezed it, and I felt a surge of adrenaline. It felt beautiful, I got hard right away, but then I noticed all the faces around me, all the people walking by wearing winter clothes and carrying shopping bags. We were standing underneath the mistletoe. I didn’t notice that until afterwards. It was some advertising gimmick or another. We stood in the middle of a crossing on the broad shopping street, where the windows were all brightly lit, and small lights twinkled everywhere. I froze in a sort of impulsive panic. Tightened my lips. I was scared. I hated feeling that way, but I didn’t mean to do it.

         I couldn’t be the sort of person he wanted me to be. My fear had destroyed his excitement, and that made my stomach twist into a tight knot. I approached him, but he remained aloof. He didn’t show any emotions. I was shut out. Again. We walked on in silence. He would flare up again soon, I knew it.

         “I want to show the whole world that we love each other,” he said.

         “Can’t you understand? I’m so fucking tired of sneaking around, to indirectly admit that we’re different, a bit strange, a bit wrong. I’m tired of it, you know? When is it going to be our fucking turn to change the world? All we do is talk. But that doesn’t mean anything. It’s just fancy words. If you and I can’t kiss each other right here and now, without you having to act as if you’re afraid you might die, then it’s not worth anything.”
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