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         He had gotten off the 8:55 pm shuttle from Calais feeling a little peckish. He knew he should’ve stopped at the terminal to get something before he drove down to the tunnel but had been distracted by the radio playing a particularly interesting mash-up of a French pop song and one of his own bands’ hits. He ended up almost flooring it to make it down to his shuttle. Then he had missed the terminal shops when he got off and found himself turning off the M20 and parking outside the shell service station in Westenhanger. “What a happening place”, he mumbled to himself while parking his 911 next to one of the pumps.

         Tour was less than a week away, and he knew he should go for a smoothie or an orange or something but decided on chocolate milk and Toblerone. He needed sugar to stay awake all the way to London. He was just about to push the straw into the milk carton when he heard it. He had been around women enough to recognise the resignation and despair in her sobbing. He had also been around women enough to know he wouldn’t be able to just walk out to the car and drive away without even checking on her, whoever she was. Damn.

         With a deep sigh, he turned around and walked towards the hunched figure sitting on a stool by the coffee bar. He was just about to put his hand on her shoulder when he recognised her. Shit. It was C. He knew her oh so well. Naughty banners during gigs, the growing collection of willy warmers (which hadn’t gone down too well with the Mrs. but he had decided to keep anyway), the filthy tweets, the abundance of Ann Summers garments pictured on Instagram. His favourite fan by far. She intrigued him, entertained him and sometimes turned him on. How could he not fancy the female version of himself? And how could he possibly leave her crying in a service station in the middle of nowhere? For a split second, he considered pretending that he didn’t recognise her. Then he took a deep breath and opened his mouth.
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