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Dick hates Christmas. This year more than ever
because he’s been dumped by his boyfriend. There’s only one way to
prove to Zack he’s serious about their future together: coming out
to his family. Dick might be willing to do that, but what if it’s
already too late?
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 Christmas
Commitment

 


It was that time of the year again. You know,
the one when everywhere you go you bump into people, all smiling
like freaks or singing or wishing you to be blessed and happy even
if they’ve never seen you in their lives? And then there’s the
smell of pine trees and cookies, and the jingling of bells? Sound
familiar?

Yup, Christmas.

I used to love Christmas. Really. I was that
kind of kid who stayed up ’til midnight in hopes of catching a
glimpse of the magic sleigh, although it never came and I knew it
didn’t actually exist. I remembered with fondness the smell of my
mom’s cooking and the sound of laughter. But every time I’d visited
home recently, it felt like I was constantly under a microscope,
each and every aspect of my life being dissected under my parents’
suspicious gaze. It wasn’t as if they had no reason to be
suspicious. I’d never brought a girl home, and the older I got, the
harder it was lying to them.

That was how I begun to hate Christmas. And,
to top it all, I had one more reason to hate it this year.

But perhaps I should’ve introduced myself
first. If only there were something interesting to say. Sadly,
everything about me was average. Six feet tall, brown hair, brown
eyes. Fortunately, my favorite color was not brown. My name? Dick.
Not one that’s hard to forget, but if anyone called me that, they’d
end up wishing they never had. Just sticking with “D” or “dude” was
okay. I didn’t mind, as long as it wasn’t Dick. It’s not hard to
guess what head my dad used when he gave me that name, or what my
mom was thinking about when she agreed. Ew…

Oh, right, I forgot the most important
detail: unfortunately, I was single. And that was mighty important
because, in case you hadn’t figured it out yet…Christmas was
coming.

Yeah. In fact, I’d been dumped two days
prior. Apparently, according to my boyfriend, it was because of me
being a dick. Hah! He finally found my ID, then.

I kept telling myself it was the last time I
was letting him dump me—yes, it happened before. You’re not
going back to him and you’re not resorting to begging, was what
I’d told myself a hundred times those past two days.

Yet, there I was, standing outside his house,
shivering like a drenched puppy. It was freakin’ cold, man.
Seriously, what was I doing there anyway, wobbling and talking to
myself like a lunatic? And, damn, gone was my pride, down the
drain, just like the freaking rain that wouldn’t stop.

I peered down at my watch, finding, to my
surprise, that only five minutes had passed since I’d arrived.
Normally, Zack would come home about ten minutes from now. The
anticipation caused my heart to beat like an orchestra of drums. I
took a deep breath to calm myself down. Maybe I should’ve rehearsed
my speech…Zack, I was wrong. You’re right, I’m a dick. But you
love me, right? Won’t you give me one more chance? Come on, babe.
You can’t do this to me. To us!

“What are you doing here?”

I flinched at the harshness of his voice. He
was early, and he’d approached in his silent and stealthy way, like
a wild cat, cornering its prey. That was pretty much how I felt.
Taken by surprise, I stood there frozen, my carefully prepared
“speech” completely forgotten. Zack was his usual beautiful self,
with those huge green eyes and long eyelashes and that cute, pouty,
oh-so-talented-and-versatile mouth; and that made me feel like even
more of a loser.

“I asked what you’re doing here,” my lover
(well, technically my ex) repeated in an unusually angry voice,
looking at me like I was some kind of cockroach. I swallowed my
saliva and opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I tried
again, closing and opening my mouth like a fish washed ashore.
Still nothing.

“Go home, D,” Zack finally said with a sigh.
His anger seemed to evaporate suddenly, and he looked exhausted. I
wanted to reach closer and wipe the tiredness away from that
sweet-looking face, but I knew he didn’t welcome that kind of
gesture anymore. We were supposed to act like strangers now.

Despite his tired plea, I tried to get
closer, making a couple of hesitant steps until only one more step
separated us. I dared cupping his cheek gently and, to my
amazement, he closed his eyes, leaning into the touch. Maybe all
was not lost. Maybe we could still build something together. Maybe
he’d forgive me and we could go back…

“No. Stop.” He shook his head and stepped
away from me. All of a sudden, the magic was broken, along with my
foolish hopes.

Zack turned his back on me and moved toward
his front door, then unlocked it with hurried movements.

“Go away. It’s over,” he mumbled, struggling
with the lock.

“Zack!” I love you.

“I said go away!” he almost yelled. And
before I had time to react, he banged the door in my face. The
metallic sound of the door locking felt like a prison sentence. I
knew he was there, listening behind that door for my retreating
footsteps, for I didn’t hear him move. We just stood, each on his
side of the door, until I was so frozen I felt paralyzed. I
eventually moved.

I swear I heard him sigh in relief when I
finally stepped away. I guess that meant we really were over…

 


***

 


“What’s with that face, Deedee?”

I rolled my eyes at the ridiculous nickname
my friend insisted on using—in spite of knowing I hated it, or
maybe because she knew—and took another sip from the
bitter-sour liquid that had the pretension of being called
coffee.

“This thing sucks,” I complained in a lame
attempt to avoid, or at least delay, the inevitable question I knew
was coming, but Jodi wasn’t fooled.

“Where’s Zack?” And there it was, the
dreadful question.

I chose to let the silence speak for itself
and avoided her eyes, always so quick at guessing whatever was
going on inside me, by admiring her chic-as-usual outfit. Jodi was
a daring girl with a carefree personality that was obvious in the
way she dressed. She loved colors; the brighter the better. And
they suited her, too. Everything went well with her raven-black
hair and the rosé tint of her cheeks. Today she was wearing a
purple gown, with a wide, yellow leather belt around the waist that
matched the slouchy beret on her head. She looked cute, especially
with her petite physique, but I couldn’t find the energy to
compliment her.
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