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At twenty-five, Aristotle Constantine—Aris to everyone who mattered—was already a rookie no more in the Metropolitan Police Department, though he still felt like one every time he looked in the mirror. Washington, D.C.'s humid summer pressed against the precinct windows as he stood in his crisp Class A uniform, right hand raised, reciting the oath. The room smelled of coffee and polished leather; a handful of recruits flanked him, but Aris barely registered them. His mind drifted ten years back, as it always did on days like this.

He thought he had a full life by then.

High school had been a swim team and survival. Freshman year, he watched the upperclassmen strip down in the locker room, razors gliding over legs, arms, chests, backs, too, when they couldn't reach. “Gives you more speed in the water,” one senior explained, handing him a disposable razor. With his Greek and Ashkenazi Jewish heritage, Aris had already sprouted dark body hair by fourteen—more than most boys his age. He joined in, the cool scrape of the blade oddly satisfying. When he finished, the team captain laughed. “Aris ... you’re only fourteen, and you look ten. Now you look even younger!”

They were right. The boyish face, smooth skin, bright eyes—he'd been blessed with eternal youth, or cursed with it. Teachers second-guessed his work; coaches babied him; girls treated him like a little brother. He had to prove himself twice over, every time.

At seventeen, during his senior year, he joined the MPD Cadet Corps High School Program—part-time, uniformed civilian work while finishing classes. It felt like a lifeline: structure, purpose, a paycheck, and a path out of the grief that still shadowed everything. He graduated from high school at eighteen, transitioned to full-time cadet status, and enrolled at the University of the District of Columbia Community College, chasing an Associate’s Degree in Criminal Justice. Tuition covered, credits stacking while he rotated through MPD assignments—filing reports, community outreach, learning the city's pulse.

By twenty-one, he'd earned enough credits and completed the academy. Swearing-in day arrived crisp and formal. As the chief pinned his badge, Aris's thoughts snapped back to that night ten years earlier.

His parents—Julia (née Lovetz), the fierce lobbyist who could charm or corner any Senator, and Anton Constantine, the meticulous international attorney, had come home late from a fundraiser. A re-election bid for a powerful Senator, the kind where money and favors flowed like wine. They never made it past the foyer.

Upstairs, Aris (eleven) and Adrian (sixteen) were lost in Call of Duty: Modern Warfare 3. Headphones clamped on, mics hot, they shouted over explosions and gunfire—oblivious to the real shots downstairs. Adrian found the bodies first, crumpled in a pool of blood, the front door still ajar. Aris froze in the hallway, the controller slipping from his hand.

The investigation stalled fast. When questioned, Adrian could only offer fragments: Mom had been pushing hard for stricter national gun laws, arguing that state-by-state patchwork was dangerous—“counterintuitive to neighboring states,” she'd said in one heated call he'd overheard. Dad had been digging into unfair trading practices tied to a politician. Nothing concrete.

A neighbor walking her dog spotted a kid running away—frightened, head down, baseball cap under a hoodie, jeans, worn sneakers. Generic description, useless. Security footage was grainy; the figure approached with face averted. No clear face.

As the crime scene team combed the house, the neighbor returned with her bloodhound. The dog nosed the air, strained at the leash, and began to trail...

She approached the yellow tape, waving urgently at the officer posted there. “He can track that kid I saw running off! Let us through—he’ll find the scent!” 

The uniformed cop held up a hand. “Ma’am, this is an active crime scene. Stay behind the tape—no one in or out except authorized personnel.” 

She didn’t back down. “He’s trained. He’ll pick up the trail right from the sidewalk where the boy ran past.” 

The officer radioed it in. A detective stepped out, gloves on, expression skeptical but curious. 

After a quick exchange, he nodded. “Keep him on the perimeter for now. We’ll get a scent article from the path outside the house. No crossing the line.” The bloodhound strained at the leash, nose low, already catching something on the warm air ...

Within moments, the hound stopped and pointed its nose, not to a bush, but upwards toward the pitch of the overhang from the entrance door over a part of the sidewalk. 

An officer went up the stairs, opened a bedroom window, and shone his flashlight along its edges. In the rain gutter was a gun. 

Ballistics confirmed it was the same gun that murdered Aris and Adrian Constantine’s parents, and soon after got the news who the gun belonged to and the fingerprints.

The gun was registered to a Senior Senator known as a man of God, and believed in family values and against abortions: everything that the press had uncovered and revealed. But, in his district, the voters voted for the devil they knew and against change.

The gun had his prints, but his fourteen-year-old son’s prints were fresher. 

While the murder was being investigated and denied, the boys were living with their grandfather, Sal Lovetz, Julia’s father. 

Sal knew the workings of D.C. politicians. He knew of the corruption, mud-slinging, and falsehoods spouted in order to get re-elected. And how power created greed. 

Born and raised in Montana, he entered politics young (lawyer first, state legislature, then U.S. Senate). He served three full terms before retiring.

When he retired, he stayed in D.C. and set up his own law practice. 

As the final reports from MPD crossed his desk that the case had been closed by the D.A., he opened his own case. 

The D.A. was in the back pocket of the powerful Senator, and since the Senator’s son was underage, his name couldn’t be printed or voiced in the news. 

Sal approached the D.A. about what he knew about his personal life, the offshore bank accounts, and the insider trading deals, and mentioned he would leak it to the press.

“THAT’S BLACKMAIL!” yelled the D.A. at their meeting in his home.

In his charismatic way, Sal answered calmly, “Blackmail is such a dirty word, and I believe illegal. It’s more of a strong suggestion.”

The following day, the Senator received a phone call, “I’m reopening the case, and moving forward.”

The Senator was furious and threatened to expose him.

“Go ahead,” the D.A. countered. “What will you do when I expose you and our dealings? I kept a paper trail.”

The line went silent. 

“It can’t go to court. I’ll be ruined. My son will go to juvey and be transferred to prison once he turns eighteen.”

“Plea bargain. Behind closed doors in the judges' chambers. We’ll say your son was there to rob the house because he knew of your party. When the Constantine’s came home early, he spooked and shot them. At best, it’s a wrongful death suit, not premeditated.”

“See what you can do.”

“Give me a figure.”

The next call was to Sal. He could accept the hefty offer and his grandsons would be set for life, or he could insist on a trial and reopen wounds.

The deal was struck, with the Senator insisting on a signed disclosure that Sal Lovetz would never pursue the arrest of the Senator’s son and the cover-up.

Sal read and re-read each word carefully. Nowhere did it say his grandsons couldn’t pursue it once they became of legal age. By then, his terminal cancer would have killed him. And someone in his firm could read the will that mentioned the cover-up and where to find the documents of proof.

After Adrian grew up, graduated from college, and became a cop for MPD, after a few years, and untold interviews and background checks, he joined the FBI.

He heard the reading of the will, as did Ari, and together they decided not to pursue and keep the past buried. 

There was still plenty of the Senator’s money left, and with what their grandfather had left them, they wouldn’t need to work. Except that’s not the value their parents, nor their grandfather, instilled in them. 

Aris blinked back to the present. The oath ended; applause rippled through the room. He lowered his hand, badge heavy on his chest. The chief shook it, murmuring, “Welcome to the fight, Officer Constantine.”

Outside, the D.C. heat hit him like a wall. Adrian waited by the steps—thirty now, FBI badge hidden under a suit jacket, four years in and already carrying that federal calm. They didn't hug; just a nod.

“Proud of you, little bro,” Adrian said. “Mom and Dad would be too.”

Aris forced a smile. “Yeah. Let's hope.”

Aris longed to work in the field and not sit behind the desk. He graduated as number seven out of one-hundred cadets, yet, from what he heard and saw, they were getting all the juicy assignments.

He stood in front of his bathroom mirror, which had fogged from his hot shower, wiped away an area so he could shave his face, and then realized he still looked like a sixteen-year-old boy. 

A sixteen-year-old with no body hair. After many nicks from the razor, he tried depilatories for men. But the smell of rotten eggs as it dissolved his hair was sickening. He discovered waxing and found someone who specialized in men's waxing, and began getting total body waxes. By twenty-five, his body was void of hair, except for the wavy hair on his head. 

His high school swimmer's body had been transformed to that of a serious athlete thanks to hiring a personal trainer and eating right.

He learned boxing and martial arts. He knew how to throw a billy club at someone’s feet if they ran away. But there he sat. 

Adrian had told him about undercover surveillance he had been on, without revealing too much detail, but enough to fuel the hunger in Ari’s body and mind.

The precinct Aris worked at was the newest and largest in the city. On days when he felt frustrated, he would work up a sweat in their gym using free weights and boxing bags. 

The chief was working out one day as well and saw the intensity of how Aris worked, and his muscular body, which he had never seen under the uniform. 

He followed Aris into the shower and saw the lack of body hair. And how the perpetual, natural, tanned-looking skin of his mixed heritage glistened.

After several meetings with internal affairs and Vice, the chief called Aris into a meeting.

“Vice has an opening, and I recommended you. You’ll need to be trained by then, and you cannot, and I repeat, you cannot mention going undercover to any other officers.”

Aris looked at the chief suspiciously. “What does it entail?”

The chief signaled the head of Vice, who was waiting outside the office, looking in through the window.

“Tourists and residents have been complaining of loud men in the public restrooms of our parks.” Captain Villeroy said as he watched for Aris’ expression and body language to react.

“By ‘lewd men’, you mean gay?” Aris asked. Still suspicious.

Villeroy was hesitant in answering. “You don’t have to be gay to approach other men, or boys.”

There it was. “So, you want me to entrap them because I look underage?” Aris sat back in the chair with noticeable confidence as he crossed his arms across his chest.

"Look, kid, I've heard this before,” Villeroy answered smugly. “Every new guy in Vice asks it at some point. Entrapment? No. Not even close. Here's why we sleep fine at night:

First off, the law's clear: Entrapment only sticks if we plant the idea in someone's head and they're not already inclined to do it. Predisposition is the key. These guys aren't random citizens walking into a trap—they're cruising public bathrooms or parks known for that activity. They show up, scan for signals, pick the stall next to ours, make eye contact, tap feet, linger at the urinal when others are empty, expose themselves, or reach over. That's them initiating, not us.

We don't beg, threaten, harass, or promise anything. Our decoys just provide the opportunity—stand there, look approachable, maybe give a subtle nod or gesture that's common in that scene. Courts call that legal sting work, not inducement. If the guy wasn't looking for it, he walks right past or uses the damn bathroom like normal. But when he escalates—exposes, touches, propositions—that's on him. We didn't force his hand; we just waited for him to show his cards.

Look at the stats: Complaints come in from families, joggers, kids' soccer leagues using the parks—people seeing shit they shouldn't. We respond to those. If we ignored it, we'd get sued for failing to protect the public. And when cases go to court? Judges and juries rarely buy entrapment here because the video or our testimony shows the target jumping at the chance. No coercion, no over-the-top pressure—just an open door they chose to walk through.

You're doing good work, Aris. Your look makes you effective—no one's suspicious of a kid who blends in. But don't overthink it. We're enforcing the law, not manufacturing crimes. If someone truly weren't predisposed, they wouldn't bite. End of story."

“The chief mentioned ‘training’.”

“We have enough information about the signals they use, and what they’re looking for in a positive response that you're interested.”

Villeroy leaned forward, elbows on the desk, voice dropping to a low, matter-of-fact tone like he was briefing a rookie on traffic stops.

“Which is?” Aris pressed, arms still crossed.

“Simple stuff—stuff they've been using for decades in those spots. We don't invent it; we observe it. The signals are mutual, coded, and quick. If a guy's not looking for action, he doesn't respond. Here's what we train on: eye contact first: Prolonged glances, two or three looks back and forth. Not a casual glance—it's deliberate, held a beat too long. If he returns it and lingers, that's interest. Decoys hold the look but don't chase; let him commit.

In a restroom, they choose the urinal or stall right next to yours when others are free. At a trough urinal, they stand close enough for 'accidental' brushing or viewing. In parks, they circle back, walk past you slowly, then stop a short distance away—waiting for you to close the gap or mirror.

If you're in a stall, they tap their foot under the partition—slow, rhythmic, like Morse code. One tap, pause, repeat. If you respond with the same pattern, it escalates. Sometimes they slide a hand or foot under. We recognize it, but our decoys don't start it—they just position so the target can.

They might step back from the urinal to 'adjust' or show themselves, stroke subtly, or outline through pants. Or a quick crotch grab/adjust in parks to test reaction. Again, decoys stay passive—look approachable, maybe shift weight or glance down—but the target has to escalate first.

Lingering too long at sinks or mirrors, pretending to wash hands forever while watching reflections. In parks, small talk starters like 'Nice day' followed by body language—open posture, a smile that's not friendly, or a sly grin. If they touch themselves openly or reach over, that's the bite.

We document everything: body cam, audio, and sometimes these new Meta glasses for POV. The footage shows they initiate 90% of the time. You just sit there looking like a cute college kid who's curious or nervous. Your youth sells it—no one's thinking 'cop.' They see opportunity, they take it.

If you’re interested, training starts next week: classroom on signals, role-play in mock setups, legal refreshers on D.C. Code 22-1312—lewd acts in public, indecent exposure, masturbation visible to others. No touching required for the charge; exposure or proposition suffices. You'll practice recognizing without responding aggressively—keep it subtle, let them come to you.

Questions?”

Aris uncrossed his arms, jaw tight. “And if I say no?”

Villeroy shrugged. “Door's open. But you're good at this job because of how you look, not in spite of it. Vice needs assets like you. Think about it—real field work, not desk duty. Your call.”

Aris nodded slowly, mind racing. The signals sounded like a secret language—coded, deniable, easy to twist. Just like the hush around his parents' killer. He stood.

“I'll think about it, Captain.”

As he left the office, the precinct gym called to him—weights, sweat, a place to burn off the unease. But the mirror in the locker room would show the same smooth, youthful face staring back. The asset. The bait.

He wondered if Adrian had ever felt this dirty in a suit and badge.

Aris called Adrian and briefly described the conversation. “Typical PD jargon. That’s not how we do it in the agency. But look, bro, I think you got what it takes to join our team; you just don’t have enough police work.”

“I’m thinking of doing it,” Aris said with a bit of uncertainty in his voice.

“Before you do ... ask them about ‘rough trade’ and how quick their response time is so you don’t get hurt or killed.”

Aris knocked on Villeroy's door the morning after the call with Adrian. "Captain, one more thing before I commit. What about rough trade? Guys who want it aggressive, or who flip if they sense something off? How quick is backup if a target turns violent?"

Villeroy paused, sizing him up. "Smart question. We watch for it—body language, edge in the voice, anything that screams 'this guy's not just cruising.' If it feels off, you abort. Signal's simple: code word over the wire, or drop your hand to your side twice—team's in within 60–90 seconds, tops. We've got two spotters in the park, one in a car, listening live. No heroics; you don't engage if it escalates. But yeah, it happens. Rare, but it happens. That's why we train you to read the room fast and bail early."

Aris nodded, but the uncertainty lingered. Adrian's words echoed: "Don't get hurt or killed." He thought of the smooth skin under his shirt, the youthful face that made him perfect bait—and now, maybe perfect prey.

He thought about his first brown belt in martial arts. Villeroy said not to engage, but he had seen enough Hollywood versions where stings went wrong fast, and backup didn’t respond fast enough, or at all if transmissions were garbled. 

“I’ll do it,” Aris said after a quick self-assessment. If he said “No” to this, how long would he have to wait until the next ... if the next ever came? 

"Good. Training starts Monday, 0800 sharp. Conference room three. Bring your A-game and leave the Hollywood bullshit at home. This isn't a movie. No dramatic slow-motion takedowns. You read signals, you signal back minimally, you let them commit, you abort the second it feels off. One tap on your earpiece twice, one word—'exit'—and the team moves. Sixty seconds, tops. We've drilled it. We've timed it. We've had incidents where it worked exactly like that."

He slid a thin folder across the desk. "Read this tonight. Signals cheat sheet, legal refresher on 22-1312, abort protocols, and the current hot spots—Meridian Hill restrooms, Rock Creek trails near the tennis courts, the public facilities at the Tidal Basin when the cherry blossoms are gone, and the crowds thin out. No names, no photos yet. We don't want you recognizing faces before you're ready."

Aris took the folder, fingers steady even if his pulse wasn't. "Rough trade?"

Villeroy's mouth twitched—not quite a smile. "We screen for it. If the guy gives off that energy—aggressive posture, clenched fists, the kind of stare that feels like a threat instead of interest—we pull you before contact. But yeah, it happens. Last year, one of our decoys got shoved into a stall wall before the team could close. Bruised ribs, nothing broken. Backup was there in forty-five seconds. The guy got charged with assault on top of lewd conduct. Lesson: don't wait for the shove. Signal early."

Aris nodded again, slower this time. He could feel the phantom ache in his own ribs, the way his brown belt training had taught him to absorb impact, counter, escape—but Villeroy was right. This wasn't sparring. No mats, no referee, no tapping out.

"See you Monday, Constantine. And Aris?" Villeroy's voice softened, just a fraction. "You're not the only one who had to talk himself into the first op. Most of us did. Just remember why you're here. Public safety. Not revenge. Not glory. Safety."

Aris stood, folder tucked under his arm. "Understood, Captain."

He walked out of the office feeling lighter and heavier at the same time. The precinct hallway smelled of burnt coffee and disinfectant. Down the corridor, the gym lights were still on—someone pounding the heavy bag in uneven rhythm. Aris paused at the door, watched the shadows flicker, then kept walking.

Outside, the D.C. night was warm and sticky, streetlights haloed with humidity. He pulled out his phone, thumb hovering over Adrian's contact. He didn't call. Not yet. Instead, he texted one line:

I'm in. Training starts Monday. I'll be careful.

Three dots appeared almost instantly, then vanished. Then reappeared.

Copy. Call me after your first shift. And Aris—keep the earpiece hot. Always.

Aris slipped the phone back into his pocket and started walking toward the Metro. The folder felt heavier than it should. Inside were maps of bathrooms he'd never looked at twice, lists of gestures he'd never noticed, and protocols for when "opportunity" turned into threat.

He thought of the smooth, hairless skin under his shirt—still a swimmer's body, still the curse that made people underestimate him. Now it was the asset that would put him in those stalls, at those urinals, waiting.

Perfect bait. Maybe perfect prey.

But he had said yes.

And somewhere deep down, beneath the uncertainty and the echo of Adrian's warning, a small, cold part of him was already curious to see what would happen when the signals started.

When he got home and had eaten dinner, he relaxed with a cocktail while reading the pamphlet. 

At first, it was just reading: bullet points, diagrams, photocopied stills from training videos. Prolonged eye contact—two seconds, three, a slow blink. The sidelong glance followed by looking away, then back. The subtle head tilt that said curiosity without words. The foot tap under the partition: one slow tap, pause, repeat. The half-turn at the urinal, body angled just enough to offer a view without committing. The casual brush of fingers against the thigh or the waistband, testing.

Reading became studying. He read each line twice, then aloud, low voice, committing the sequence to muscle memory the way he once memorized dive forms or kata patterns. He cross-referenced the legal refresher: D.C. Code § 22-1312, lewd acts, indecent exposure, public masturbation. The thin line between opportunity and inducement. The cases cited where entrapment defenses failed because the defendant had initiated the escalation.

Studying became practicing.

He stepped in front of the mirror, barefoot on the hardwood, and began.

First, the passive receiver pose: shoulders relaxed, head slightly bowed as if shy or distracted, eyes flicking up through lashes. He held the expression, watched how his youthful face softened it—big eyes, full lips, no trace of stubble. Too innocent. Too inviting.

Then the response cues. He practiced the slow double-blink—interest acknowledged. A small, almost imperceptible nod. The half-smile that didn’t reach the eyes, just enough to signal willingness without aggression. He turned sideways, mimicking the urinal stance: feet planted, hips shifted slightly forward, one hand resting low on his stomach as if adjusting. In the mirror, he saw the invitation: open posture, no defensive crossing of arms, body language saying come closer.

He added the foot tap—right foot lifting, tapping once against the floor, pause, again. Imagined the partition between them, the echo in the tile. He let his gaze drop deliberately to his own crotch, then back up, slow. The gesture felt obscene in the quiet room, clinical in its rehearsal, but he repeated it until the motion felt natural, unforced.

Next, the mirror became the target. He practiced the escalation he was supposed to wait for: a slow hand sliding down his abs, fingers tracing the waistband of his briefs, thumb hooking inside just enough to pull the fabric taut. He watched his reflection do it—smooth skin, defined lines from boxing and weights, no hair to interrupt the eye. The move was subtle, deniable, but unmistakable.

He stopped, breathing a little harder than he expected. The room felt smaller. He stepped back, wiped his palms on his thighs, and looked at himself again.

Fuck.

Aris was fully erect now, the briefs tented, the head of his cock outlined clearly against the thin fabric.

He stared at it—at himself—while the signals kept running through his head on loop: glance, drop gaze, half-smile, hand sliding down.

His reflection looked back, wide-eyed and aroused, like a stranger he was about to meet in a park restroom.

The room felt warmer, the air thicker against his bare skin. A faint pulse throbbed low in his belly, insistent, spreading heat upward through his chest. He could smell the faint citrus of the gin still on his breath, mingling with the clean, waxy scent of his freshly showered body.

It didn’t take long before his hand found its way inside his briefs. Then holding on to his stiff cock. He felt the pre-cum at the tip of his foreskin—warm, slick, already beading steadily.

With the other hand, he lowered his briefs just below his heavy balls. The elastic snapped lightly against his thighs. Cool air kissed the newly exposed skin, making everything tighten and lift.

Aris pulled back his foreskin and saw how the head of his aching cock was wet and glistened from all his pre-cum. The slit shone under the lamp, slick and flushed, darker than the shaft. A single clear thread stretched and broke as he shifted.

Then, without thought, he began slowly stroking. His breathing was easy at first, his heart slow in a steady pulse that echoed in his ears like distant drumming.

He slid the foreskin over the tip and back again, the soft inner skin gliding smoothly, each pass sending a quiet shiver up his spine. The rhythm felt familiar, almost meditative—until it wasn’t.

As his heart raced and his breathing became faster, so did his hand.

Unable to breathe through his nose, he opened his mouth to breathe. The sound of his breath was obscene, getting raw, short, wet gasps that filled the quiet room and bounced off the walls.

His dripping cock pulsed and became thicker with each wet slap of his hand at its base. A finger from his other hand played with his pre-cum and teased where it leaked from, circling the sensitive slit, spreading the slickness in slow, deliberate swirls.

The head became tender to his teasing. Pre-cum dripping faster onto the bare floor—small, dark spots spreading on the hardwood.

Then the moans. Soft at first, almost surprised. As they grew louder, his grip became firmer while stroking faster, the slick sound louder, more urgent.

His thighs tensed, toes curling against the floor. The mirror fogged slightly where his breath hit it in ragged bursts.

Then came the guttural sound of release, with his cum splashing on the mirror and dripping down in thick, slow trails.

He looked at his expression reflecting back at him. It was his, but it wasn’t. It was as if his reflection mirrored the accomplice—wide pupils, parted lips, flushed cheeks, a stranger wearing his face.

“I won.”

Aris’ stomach churned in defeat. A defeat he couldn’t allow to happen.

He finished his cocktail and made another; the ice clinking sharply in the glass, the gin burning cold down his throat. He drank it standing, then cleaned the mirror with a damp cloth—wiping away the streaks in slow, methodical circles—then knelt and mopped the floor, the faint musk of his release lingering in the air.

Lying in bed, sheets cool against still-warm skin, he searched on his phone for ways to control his mind so his cock and breathing wouldn’t react if the men he faced tried to entice him.

The screen glowed blue against his face. Articles on mindfulness, tantric breathing, cognitive dissociation techniques, and even old Stoic exercises for detachment. He scrolled, eyes narrowing, jaw tight.

He needed a way to stay present without letting his body betray him.

Because next time, the mirror wouldn’t be enough. Next time, there would be real eyes watching back. Real hands. Real consequences.

He set the phone down, stared at the ceiling, and listened to the city hum outside the window.

Sleep felt very far away.

The following morning, he took a cold shower to get rid of his morning wood before making his breakfast and coffee.

The water hit like needles, sharp and unforgiving. He stood under it longer than necessary, teeth clenched, letting the chill sink into muscle and bone until the insistent throb between his legs finally retreated. 

Clean towel around his waist, he padded to the kitchen, the hardwood cool under his feet. Eggs scrambled with spinach, black coffee strong enough to

















































	Prolonged or repeated eye contact in low-visibility steam.

	Towel adjustments/unhooking (accidental flash while "wiping sweat").

	Open body posture on benches (legs spread or bent, towel draped loosely).

	Proximity (moving to adjacent spot, lingering nearby).

	Subtle self-touch (hand under towel, adjustment, stroking outline).

	Leg positioning (outstretched or bent against wall, exposing underneath). Decoys: Maintain neutral posture; do not initiate or mirror aggressively. Abort if signals escalate without clear predisposition.
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