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         I never thought that I would move further north, but here I am. I’m freezing, and my feet are wet, it’s so damn cold, will the bus be here soon? The rain is ice cold. At least I don’t have to deal with all the arguing that we had been occupied with in the end. It was horrible. We had never fought before, maybe that was the problem. Perhaps a healthy relationship needs a little bit of arguing? Like some proof that both of you care enough, but I’m not a confrontational person. Our first years together, we didn’t even have enough in common to start an argument. And then everything turned into a fight.

         My mum, a therapist, would say that we started our fights on purpose as a way to break up, to speed up the process. Last autumn, everything was great. We took a trip together. We drank mulled wine and bought little pancakes covered in hot apple sauce and cinnamon from the small stands in Hyde Park. We walked around Harrods looking for cosy cashmere shirts and fun stuff like chocolate-covered ants. The whole place was covered in ornaments and Christmas decorations that reflected our faces and our smiles. It all sparkled, we sparkled.

         There was no snow, not in London and not at home, but it was cosy anyway because we had each other. It was the season of hugs and long nights, and weekends under the duvet. We watched Game of Thrones, Grey’s Anatomy and Downton Abbey from start to finish. We also watched more movies than I can count, and we never felt restless. The only break we took from the never-ending cuddles was when we had steamy sex. But that too ended. I remember the last time we had sex. It was the day before Christmas and the whole flat smelled like mulled wine.

         The heavy scent of warm wine, apples and cardamom was intoxicating. I had spent all day decorating our tree in gold and red, and I had taken great care to spread the Christmas lights evenly among the branches. I had even taken a bubble bath, soaked myself in lavender oil and shaved my legs so that they were softer than my breasts. I waited for her lying on our bed, and I was wearing nothing but a pair of see-through thongs decorated with pearls. It was my last desperate attempt to win back the passion and the explosive chemistry that we had once had.

         When she opened the door, I was already extremely horny. I had spent the whole day with myself and a lot of time alone with my naked body, stroking it in the warm water. My horniness and my seductive act seemed to work. She was more aroused than she had been for a month before she even reached the bed. I pretended that I didn’t see her when she quickly got out of her clothes and laid down on top of me. It wasn’t until she started kissing my neck so that all the little hairs on it stood up and goosebumps spread all over my body that I smiled at her, arched my back and pressed my ass against her pussy.

         She held me down against the mattress as she teased me with her hands until I moaned and begged for her to take me all the way. She entered my vagina and my anus at the same time. The pressure and the tingling sensation deep inside of me escalated. I arched and pushed myself against her over and over again. Her thumb found my clitoris and with the extraordinary force of complete stimulation, the orgasm washed over me. I returned the favour quickly, and that night, we both came more times than I can remember.

         We ended up in the bathtub again where we rode each other softly and hard, and all the foam ended up on the floor together with half of the water. What happened? Have I thrown away a relationship that would have led to marriage, kids and a happy life? Did I ask for too much? Was this one of these moments where I should have realised that nothing is perfect and continued what we had? Thinking stuff like that won’t help now, it’s already too late, we have both said too much, and we can’t take it back. I will miss her family this Christmas, her warm and loving family and her parents’ flat that always smelled of home-made bread.

         Her mother’s hugs. I feel tears burning in my eyes, and I swallow them when I see the bus arrive — time for another day in school. Today’s lecture is okay. We read about Ancient Greece, the Greek gods and their mythology. To learn about Zeus, Hera and all the other very human gods and their intrigues, lust and love affairs dulls my longing for a lover. At least it dulls the yearning for a classical Hollywood crush and makes me think that maybe I’ll be fine with my cat and good friends.

         Then I see my classmate sitting there next to me, taking notes with a beautiful and massive ring on her ring finger, and I sigh and know that I am a hopeless romantic who loves the drama of love stories and that I can never be satisfied with platonic love. I have lost track of the lecture, and I look out the window where I am surprised to see the first fragile snowflakes fall. Snow? Snow on the first day of November, I can’t remember the last time that happened. Snow doesn’t usually arrive before New Year’s Eve, leaving everyone to long for snow for Christmas.

         But now I’m in the north, and here the snow is falling. I hadn’t even had time to start longing for it yet. When I leave my class to walk to the bus, I stop—everything has changed. The snow keeps on falling, and it melts on my cheek. I am looking straight into a Christmas card in real-life proportions. Everything is white. It’s as if a giant had painted the whole world white. There is a couple of centimetres of snow covering everything. Bikes, trashcans and sidewalks are hidden underneath the snow, and I am standing in the middle of a white universe.
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