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      People are always staring, always watching. Their gazes can’t help but linger on me, staring with their intense gazes that make me uncomfortable. It’s worse with men, but women do it, too. People on the street, the cashier at the grocery store, the driver on the bus, everyone always seems to have their gazes directly locked onto me.

      I grab my bag of groceries in one hand and use the other to hold onto the overhead strap as the bus lurches forward and down the street. My heart hammers in my chest, and I practice my breathing exercises.

      Inhale. Hold. Exhale.

      Inhale. Hold. Exhale.

      Again and again, slower each time.

      The man sitting beside me looks up with his bushy gray eyebrows, raised. This doesn’t help, and I swallow. Hard. I glance away and try to focus on something else.

      Inhale. Hold. Exhale.

      The breath that hisses through my teeth is louder than I anticipated, and a woman standing next to me looks at me with disgust. She quickly looks away, but I can practically hear the thoughts racing through her head.

      What a freak. I raise my hand to smooth out my hair, running my fingers through the knots that have formed during my outing. Why is she breathing so loud? I can almost hear them demand over and over and over and—

      The bus comes to a screeching halt at the next stop. Only three more until I’m home, and I can spend the rest of the day alone. Without all these people constantly judging my every move, my every breath.

      What a pathetic way to spend Valentine’s Day.

      I’m all alone, but what else is really new? Every man, every potential boyfriend has always started out great, but after a few interactions, they always reveal their true scheming colors. I’m beginning to think that they’re all disgusting. That they all deserve to rot in Hell.

      Inhale. Hold. Exhale.

      People start boarding the bus, and I try to push myself as far out of the aisle as possible without bumping into the half-asleep old man by my side. A few people load on, and I don’t meet the gaze of any of them, even as each one stares directly at me.

      But then, I look up at the last person who climbs aboard. A man, around my age or perhaps slightly older, wearing a plain black shirt and jeans. His wavy blonde hair is disheveled from the wind outside, and he smiles at the bus driver before swiping his card.

      He looks up and over, and stares directly at me. For once, I can’t look away. For once, my face heats, and I don’t immediately want to shrink into a corner. In fact, I stand up straighter and smile.

      The guy smiles back, and he waves. Then he starts walking toward me. Me. Me.

      I can’t move my limbs. I want to run up and kiss him. I want to know what his body feels like on mine, or what his voice sounds like whispered into my ear. With every step he takes down the aisle, I imagine more and more of what his hands could do to me. What I could do to him, should I have the right equipment.

      But when he reaches me, he doesn’t stop. “Excuse me,” he mutters and slides past. His arm brushes against mine, sending sparks throughout my entire body.

      My stomach drops, and I nearly lose my grip on the bag of groceries. He keeps walking until he reaches a pretty brown-haired woman with a kind, round face. She wears thick frames around her face and has on a floral sundress. He grabs her face and kisses her, right as the bus starts forward. He laughs as they almost topple over.

      She’s the woman who has captured his heart? She’s beautiful, but she can’t have a very great personality. He could do so much better. She’s probably cheating on him. She’s probably already plotting his demise.

      He could be mine. He should be mine.

      Instantly, I know we belong together. I don’t know anything about him, but my gut hasn’t lied to me before. I can tell that we’re fated—no, destined—to be together. He just doesn’t know it yet. He might need a slight nudge to get the hint.

      The bus comes to a halt, and I keep my gaze directly on the couple standing at the back of the bus. They talk to each other in low, hushed tones that I can’t hear, but I can imagine what they’re saying based on the looks of the people around them.
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