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      MAY CAUSE POLITICAL CONSCIOUSNESS

      Contains explicit scenes that unfold with the same energy as a hackathon fueled by spite and instant coffee. The protagonists have zero boundaries, questionable judgment, and treat Berlin's alleyways like their personal performance art venues. They can't shut up about late-stage capitalism even during sex, turning foreplay into philosophical debate and orgasms into political awakening. Not recommended for readers who prefer their romance without Marx references during blowjobs or watersports that come with a side of economic theory.

      

      Secondary warning: this book might radicalize you. The characters treat anti-establishment rants as essential dating conversation, and their political consciousness is as contagious as their horniness. Known side effects include: questioning why you pay rent when buildings exist, developing strong opinions about who owns public space, and an irresistible urge to argue about capitalism at inappropriate moments. Do not read if you're satisfied with your current level of blissful ignorance about economic exploitation.
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      Tale beer, warm asphalt, and the faint, ever-present threat of rain. He leaned against a graffiti-tagged column on the Treptower Park S-Bahn platform, the concrete still holding the day’s warmth against his back. The Ringbahn hummed its nocturnal rhythm, a circuit of steel and electricity that mirrored the frantic loops of his own mind.

      His fingers tapped a staccato beat against his thigh, a nervous system glitch his medication was supposed to smooth out. Didn’t fucking work. He fumbled in the pocket of his black sweats, past the cold plastic of his burner phone, searching for the familiar crinkle of a pack of tobacco. His hand closed on nothing. Empty. Shit. A final, desperately rolled cigarette was tucked behind his ear, a sad, skinny soldier for the last stand.

      He plucked it, placing it between his lips, and his other hand dove into his pocket for a lighter. That’s when he saw him. Across the platform, leaning against the opposite wall as if trying to merge with the advertising for a club night. A guy. Twenty-two, twenty-four. Sleek black hair cut close on the sides, longer on top, a single silver ring glinting in his eyebrow. He wore a worn-out Joy Division shirt, the fabric thin across his chest, and tight black jeans ripped at the knees. Obviously queer. Not just the clothes, but the way he held himself—a practiced carelessness that was anything but careless.

      Their eyes met for a fractured second. Dark eyes, wide, taking in Kevin’s own sharp features, the threadbare NIN tank top, the pale skin of his arms. The guy’s gaze dropped instantly, fixing on the tracks with a sudden, intense fascination. A faint pinkness touched the tops of his cheeks.

      A current, sharp and clean, cut through the fog of Kevin’s boredom. This wasn’t the usual hungry, cruising stare he’d deflect in dark corners of a club. This was… way more interesting. His ADHD brain, a browser with fifty tabs open, suddenly closed them all. Code strings, the piss-poor encryption on that last data dump, the acidic taste of cheap energy drink—all of it vanished. There was only the hum of the tracks and the boy who couldn’t look at him.

      Kevin didn’t smile. Smiling was a transaction, and he wasn’t sure what he was selling yet—definitely wasn’t buying. Instead, he flicked the lighter, the flame igniting his last cigarette like the first beacon of Gondor flaring to life on a distant mountaintop. His brain, as it often did, spun off into its own cinematic universe: The fire rises. A single spark cutting through the darkness, a signal passed from peak to peak. Something is coming. Something urgent. He took a long drag, holding the smoke in his lungs like a secret, then exhaled slowly, the plume streaming from his nostrils like some modern-day urban Smaug.

      He kept his eyes on the guy, steady and unblinking, as if his gaze was the next beacon in the chain, relaying the message across the night. The guy shifted uncomfortably, but Kevin didn’t look away. His cigarette already turned to one of the beacons of Gondor. And he wasn’t sure yet who was sending it or who was receiving it, but he damn sure wasn’t going to let it go unnoticed.

      The guy shifted his weight, a restless energy vibrating through him like a live wire. His fingers—long, pale, and jittery—drummed a frantic rhythm on his thigh, only to stop abruptly, as if he’d caught himself. He uncrossed his arms, then crossed them again, the motion jerky, unfinished. Kevin knew that dance. He’d lived it. Watched it in the mirror countless times. The tension in the guy’s body, wound tight like a spring. Kevin could almost hear the countdown in his head: three, two, one… It was only a matter of minutes before he’d bolt or do something wild and impulsive to shake it off. Lovely perks of ADHD.

      Their eyes met again, fleetingly, before the guy looked away, his jaw tightening. Kevin exhaled smoke slowly, watching it curl into the humid night air. This guy’s not just nervous, he thought. He’s a fucking wildfire waiting for a spark. And Kevin? He was holding the lighter.

      His train was coming. He could hear the distant rumble growing from the east, the sound vibrating up through the soles of his worn-out boots. The classic Berlin dilemma: jump on, let the automated voice carry him towards the pounding bass of some anonymous club where he could lose himself in a sweaty, faceless grind. Or.

      Or.

      He took another drag, the ember glowing like a tiny, angry star. The guy finally risked another glance. This time, he held it for a half-second longer. His lips, pink and full, parted just a fraction. A silent ‘oh’.

      That was it. The hook was set.

      The train screeched into the station, doors sliding open with a hydraulic sigh. A few night-owls shuffled on. The guy pushed off the wall, making a move toward the nearest door.

      Now or never, Kevin.

      “Hey.” His own voice sounded rougher than he intended, scratched raw from smoke and disuse.

      The guy froze, one foot on the train, one still on the platform. He turned, his eyes wide again, but this time with a flicker of something else. Not fear. Anticipation.

      Kevin took a step forward, closing the distance the train had created. He stopped a few feet away. He gestured with the hand holding the cigarette.

      “My last one,” Kevin said, his voice dropping, just for the two of them over the train’s idle hum. “It’s a fucking tragedy.”

      The guy’s lips twitched. Almost a smile. “A capital crime,” he replied, his voice softer, lighter than Kevin’s, with a gentle accent he couldn’t quite place.

      He speaks. The two words echoed in Kevin’s head. He speaks and he’s clever.

      The train’s warning chime sounded, a persistent bing-bong. The doors began to slide shut. The guy didn’t move. He just stood there, one foot on the train, his body angled toward Kevin, a human question mark.

      The doors closed, sealing off the empty carriage. With a lurch, the train began to pull away, leaving them alone on the platform. The silence it left behind was immense.

      They stood there, five meters apart, the only two people in the world. The guy looked down at his boots, then back up at Kevin, a real smile finally breaking through—sheepish, a little stunned at his own audacity for missing his train.

      Kevin took a final drag on his cigarette and dropped it, grinding it under his heel. He took another step closer. The air between them seemed to thin.

      “So,” Kevin said, his eyes tracing the line of the other’s jaw, the vulnerable column of his throat. “You cost me my last cigarette. You owe me a story. At the very least.” He paused, letting the words hang in the humid air like smoke, then added with a smirk, “And at least one fucking replacement.”

      The guy’s lips twitched, a flicker of amusement dancing in his dark eyes. “Just a story?” he replied, his voice teasing, light. “Or do I gotta scrounge up a pack too?” He leaned back slightly, arching an eyebrow as if daring Kevin to push further.

      Kevin took a step closer, the distance between them shrinking again. “Depends,” he said, his voice low, deliberate. “How good’s the story?” His gaze dropped to the guy’s hands, then back up, catching the faintest tremble in his fingers. “And how generous are you feeling?”

      The guy laughed softly, a sound that felt like it belonged to the warm summer night. “Generous enough,” he said, patting his pockets with a theatrical flourish. “But I’m fresh outta cigarettes.” He tilted his head, his smile turning wicked. “Guess you’ll have to stick around to find out.”
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