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Waiting for You


 


THE BITTER wind came whistling around the corner of Chorlton Street, making Mike Davenport shiver. It seemed to get into his clothes, not that his faded denim jacket afforded much resistance against the inclement weather. The wind’s prying fingers found every hole in his jeans, too.


December’s fucking cold this year.


Mike stomped his feet and hugged his arms around his middle, but it made little difference. His gaze was trained on the bus station, looking for any likely customers, not that he had much hope anymore. Not so much as a nibble all day. Mind you, he wasn’t surprised. He didn’t exactly look the picture of health—he just looked friggin’ cold.


And who wants to fuck a snowman, eh?


The light had already faded. Six o’clock and the streets were starting to fill with people as businesses and shops in Manchester city center closed for the night. Commuters made their way home, probably to a hot meal, a warm house, family….


That last thought, as always, made Mike’s throat tighten.


I wonder what they’re all doing tonight.


Then he’d shake himself, as if to shrug off the thought like a coat.


Ironic—he could so do with a decent coat right now. Not to mention his family.


Yeah, well, you can forget that one. London is a hell of a long way from Manchester, and besides, they don’t have a clue where you are, remember?


And thinking like that will not get you fucked tonight. No fuck—no cash. So work that body if you want to eat.


The wind picked up and Mike’s shivers intensified. Christmas was just over a week away, and the newspapers displayed in front of his local newsagents were already predicting a white Christmas and plummeting temperatures.


Great. That’s all I friggin’ need.


Mike looked along the street at the people walking his way. It was looking less likely that there was a punter among them. Somehow he didn’t think the two nuns and the mum pushing her toddler would be in the market for a rent boy. Dinner was also looking less likely.


Won’t be the first time I’ve gone without a meal.


Mike knew he didn’t have things as black as he was painting them. He had a roof over his head, it was a safe place, and if push came to shove, Tony wouldn’t let him go hungry. Nor would the others.


A Ford Fiesta that had seen better days came along the street, slowing down as it neared Mike. It was too dark to see the driver. Mike straightened. A guy with a car? Wouldn’t be the first time he’d done the business in a car, and anything was better than standing here in the now biting wind.


The car passed him, sped up, and carried on going toward Canal Street.


Aw, fuck.


Mike shivered violently. He’d had enough. Besides, who in their right mind would be out looking for a hole to fuck on a night like this? At least if he went home—or to what amounted to home right now—he’d be warm. And if he really got hungry, he knew he could rely on Seb or maybe Vince for a slice of toast. They knew what it was like, after all.


The Fiesta came back.


Mike watched as it drove by on the other side of the road, this time heading toward Portland Street. Still no way of seeing who was driving. The streetlight was out, for a start. But for the same car to cruise by twice? Mike kept his eyes fixed on the dirty, dented vehicle, silently willing it to stop.


No such luck. The car kept going.


That was it. Mike was going home. He pulled up the collar on his jacket, shoved his hands as deep in his pockets as they would go, and braced himself as he turned into the wind. He put his head down and marched briskly, trying to keep as close as he could to the buildings, where the wind wasn’t as harsh. He thought about the hot cup of tea he’d make once he got there, and his little two-bar electric fire. He tried not to think of the wasted day, standing around in the freezing cold, with not so much as a sniff of a punter.


And then the Fiesta crawled past him and pulled up at the curb.


Yes! If it had been warm enough to remove his hands from his pockets, Mike would have fist-pumped the air. Maybe dinner was on the cards after all.


The passenger window rolled down, and Mike grinned to himself. Go do your stuff, baby. He walked over to the Fiesta and leaned down to the open window, pasting on a smile.


“Looking for something particular? I can—”


The words died in his throat.


Simon Marchwell sat in the driver’s seat, staring at him with wide eyes. Simon fucking Marchwell. His face hadn’t altered that much since the last time Mike had seen it, six years and a whole lifetime ago.


“Get in the car, Mike,” Simon said urgently. “It’s freezing out.”


Mike froze. “What… what….” He could barely get the words out.


“Mike, come on! It’s freezing! Get in the car!” The window rolled back up.


Mike stood there, unable to move. He had to be dreaming, right? It couldn’t really be Simon, who hadn’t been out of his thoughts for more than a few days since Mike had watched him walk off down the front path and out of his life.


The door flung open and Simon leaned across the passenger seat. “I am not leaving here without you, and right now I’m freezing my arse off, so for God’s sake, Mike, get in the fucking car!”


At that moment the wind whipped around him, and Mike shuddered.


It’ll be warmer in there.


That one thought was all it took. Self-preservation won out over confusion, shock, and fear. He got into the car and pulled the door shut.


Simon heaved a sigh of relief. “Thank God. Now put your seat belt on. I’m taking you back to my place.” He checked over his shoulder and pulled out into the street.


Mike did as instructed. He couldn’t stop staring at Simon. “Your place? You live in Manchester? Since when?” He paid no attention to the passing scenery. He was still waiting for his brain to accept what was happening.


Simon kept his eyes on the road. “I’ve lived here for the past three years. I’m at the university, studying Chemistry.”


Oh, that fucking hurt. He’d been that close—for three years? And Mike had had no idea.


Well, how could you have known? It’s not like you’re in touch with anyone, is it?


Mike didn’t know what to say. It was just… surreal. He stretched out his hands toward the heating vent, almost sighing with pleasure as the warm air hit his frozen fingers.


“I don’t live that far away,” Simon told him. “I’ve got a room in a student house in Fallowfield. We can talk when we get there.” He glanced at Mike, a fleeting look, before focusing on the road. “We have a lot to talk about, yeah?”


This time the cold was on the inside.


The last thing Mike wanted to do was talk to Simon. Too many secrets.


“Have you eaten?”


“No,” Mike replied. “And I’m not hungry.” His traitorous belly chose that moment to growl.


Simon let out a wry chuckle. “Think I’ll listen to what your body is telling me, rather than what comes out of your mouth. Though why you’d lie to me is a mystery.” He fell silent for a moment. “Mikey, come on. This is me, Simon, yeah? Your best mate.”
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