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This novel is a work of fiction and the
characters and events in it exist only in its pages and in the
author’s imagination.

 


* * * * *

 



College life, fun nights out, guys everywhere
- Adam thought his life was perfect...

 


Until he met Tork.

 


Green-haired Tork creates origami models and
reads Dickens. He lives in supported housing, and he is absolutely
not impressed by money.

 


Adam and Tork come from opposite worlds, but
even as Adam fights it, the attraction stays strong.

 


Will Tork win the battle to understand his
past and be well? Is there another Adam beneath that polished
surface? Can they overcome their differences, and will there be
dancing at midnight?

 


Find out what happens in a year of Adam,
Tork, and Dickens the cat.

 


Sequel to The Invasion of Tork but can be
read as a stand-alone

 


* * * * *
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Synergy

Touch me and I am warm,

Smile and I am brave,

With you I am ever strong,

Beside you I can never fail.

 


 


V.W. Singer
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Prologue…

Christmas Eve

Tork

 


All week he’d fought the
craving, but now it was just metres away. Walking turned into a
lope, until the concrete floor resounded the slaps of his
desperate, running feet. He had to see, just this one last time. He
ran past crumbling walls, turning finally around the last
corner.

The garage was still there.

Relief and disappointment
battled away inside his head as his eyes roamed the walls—the
dripping corner, piles of rubble, black bags and litter, the shelf…
It was all the same, waiting for him, silently, as if knowing he’d
be back.

His heart thudded so violently,
the shock waves landed right on the tips of his ears, and for a
while, oily nausea halted the panic.

shouldn’t be here…

ungrateful and disloyal…

Just in time, he remembered to
breathe and thought of Adam’s sleeping face. One hand clutched the
other as Tork let his eyes roam the wreck, telling himself he would
not come here again, ever. But still, his fingernails tried to dig
in, too deep. It took more focus than it should to uncurl them
before they broke the skin. He had to keep them cut very short, cut
off the avenues for opportunities.

He shook his head angrily,
trying to clear it of stupid reminders. Months of therapy…yet
occasionally he still felt bound by the bad things.

Rule: pain is pure and as solid
as the sky and the earth. It will never let me down or abandon
me.

“And the rule is shit and has no
power over me,” he said firmly, counting his heart’s beats until
they slowed.

Of course, he just wanted to
remind himself how bad it was here; he had no reason to be guilty
about the visit. Prickling unease made him look cautiously back
through the alleyway, but there was no accusing blonde head. Tork
wasn’t doing anything wrong, but coming here today would be
difficult to explain.

Last year, this abandoned
garage, away from the world, had been his only home. Now he had a
flat, and was happy, but…

He trod carefully through the
puddles, towards the shelf where he had once placed his belongings
and things of great value.

“Tork!”

Tork jumped, banging into the
wall as he spun around to face the voice. Adam. Of course it was
Adam. Tall and handsome, he stepped into the opening like an urban
warrior climbing through a poster.

“What
are you doing here?” Adam demanded. “You said
you wouldn’t come again. Why would you wanna come to this
shithole?” He threw his hands on his hips and waited.

“You followed me?” Tork asked
carefully, not wanting a row.

“I was just making sure you were
OK.” Adam flung his arms out defensively. “Why didn’t you answer my
call?”

“I am sorry. I came out for a
walk, and then—”

“A walk? Out here in the land of
the apocalypse?”

“—and then, I remembered I was
near. There is an item I left here, long ago.” Tork wanted to kiss
Adam now, though. He wanted to walk away and leave this sorrowful
place forever. Even in this wasteland, Adam shone. Occasionally,
the brightness was too much, like looking at the sun without
blinking.

“You left what? Part of your
lung from coughing? The smell of piss? Why would you come here,
when you could be with me?” Adam clamped his lips firmly, but not
quickly enough to stop the wobble.

Tork looked at him steadily,
waiting for Adam to rub his forehead. He always did when he was
upset or hurt.

“No. Let me show you what I
left. It means a great deal to me.” He held out his hand.

Adam glared at it, and for a
minute, they both waited for him to ask Tork when he’d last cleaned
it. But those days were gone.

Adam stalked across and grabbed
his hand, then kissed it tenderly. “I was worried,” he murmured,
rubbing his forehead with the other hand and shrugging.

Tork squeezed his precious hand,
and pulled him closer. “Look, just there. See that shelf?”

Adam leaned to look, his blonde
hair falling across his handsome face. “What am I meant to be
noticing?” He frowned.

Most of Tork’s abandoned origami
models had grown damp and collapsed, but the tinfoil star still
stood proudly. “That star. See?”

Adam peered sidelong at Tork,
his lips twitching. Not exactly a smile, but near enough.

“I saw you once, outside the
shelter, singing Christmas songs. A year ago, now. You were in a
very bad mood and probably singing swear words.”

Now Adam was definitely
smiling.

“It made me think of a star,
with bad attitude. See how its corners all turn at different
angles? It is saying, ‘Yes, I have to be here shining, but I don’t
like it. I am bright and beautiful, but fuck you all.’ That star is
going on the top of our Christmas tree.”

Now Adam was laughing, his wide
mouth cracking open and his dark blue eyes gleaming. “Whatever,
dude. Get the crappy star and let’s get out of here.” But he was
pleased, picking up the star and gently cradling it in his hand.
“What about those?” he asked, pointing at what was left of the
models.

“Let’s just go, and never come
here again,” Tork whispered, wanting to get Adam home. “Just
rubbish, and we don’t need them.”

They left together, but at the
last minute, Tork saw Adam scoop up the old shapes and hide them in
his bag.

 


* * * * *

 



* * * * *

Awakening

From an eternal feeling winter

to a glorious spring you take me.

Burnt down by brilliant wildfire.

 


 


Kaarina Luoto

 


* * * * *

 




 Chapter
One…

Ten Months Previously

Tork

 


He kept away from the other
young people in the flats, but it was Monday morning, which meant
the dreaded ‘Community Meeting’. Every week, they had to assemble
together in the main building and supposedly talk about community
matters—antisocial behaviour, life skills, and other
terrifying-sounding concepts that made Tork’s heart race.

At first, he didn’t have to go,
but after a few weeks, his integration worker decided he was ready
to face all the other young people who lived in the Citywise
supported housing complex.

And here he was, slinking at the
back, like always. Of course, it was useful to know about drug
taking and kitchen hygiene, but what he yearned to be doing was the
real day’s task—reading and analysing the next four chapters of the
hefty book on his bed. But thankfully his ungrateful thoughts were
interrupted by one of the staff.

“Does anyone have any community
concerns this week?”

Tork thought about pollution and
the small patch of spring flowers beginning to bloom outside his
flat. He was extremely worried about the welfare of the stray
kitten who sat outside his window on the fire escape, but did that
count as a community concern?

“Yeah, I’m fucking sick of you
idiots throwing up on my doorstep. Piss off and do it somewhere
else,” one of the girls said, looking around at the room,
challenging.

“Thank you, Kirsty. Anyone want
to answer that one?” the worker, Alex, asked, reasonable as
ever.

“It’s always Kevin,” a boy
shouted. The rise in his voice made Tork long to edge away towards
the door, slip through and escape.

But he had to try. They had
already given him so much, and now, here, he was living his dream.
He had warmth and safety, a shower twice a day. Community matters
were as much his responsibility as everyone else’s.

“Fuck off!” another boy,
presumably Kevin, spat, but his voice lacked conviction. Tork had
seen him too, staggering around every night, with eyes like
doom.

“Kevin, thank you for owning
up,” Alex said brightly. “We have group rules about alcohol, which
everyone signed. Come and see me later for a chat. Anything else
anyone wants to bring up before we look at how to open a bank
account?”

“The rent’s too high.”

“You’re ripping us off!”

Their complaints were
indecipherable to Tork. It was a supported housing project for
young people in distress. People like himself. He watched Alex
patiently explain again why she had no control over
the rent.
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