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Chapter 1




Saturday Night in Public




2007




On Saturday night I ended up having quite a bit of sex. In the toilets at a party, and also behind a shopping center. I’ll be honest, this has happened once or twice before. Not the toilets and the shopping center, but with more than one guy on one night.

Call me a slut if you want, but in my mind there’s no such thing as a walk of shame. Only a victory lap. And if you should know only one thing about me, it’s that I love nothing more than a night at the races.

I was at a student party in an old warehouse that Leeds Council had turned into an arts place. The party was a bit shit, but I was pretty wasted, and kind of horny too. Not an unusual set of circumstances for me either.

The building was like a bizarre maze from a cheap horror movie. Every corridor covered in colored piñatas or African masks. Bored and horny, I needed a break from the pounding music and mass of straight, at least so far, flesh.

The bathroom was empty when I walked in. The urinals were at knee height, like the ones they make for kids. It also meant the walls of the stalls were small; anyone a few inches taller could probably see right into them. I scanned the empty bathroom for any signs of life. The only possibility was a stall at the end of the row which had its door closed.

Taking a chance, I went into the stall next to it and closed the door with a bang loud enough to announce my presence. There was no seat cover, so I pulled down my jeans and boxers and sat down, stretching my feet out as wide as I could without it looking too obvious.

I couldn’t even tell for sure if there was someone else in the next stall, I couldn’t see any legs. But I heard the light scratchings of a scared gazelle. Someone was there, and they certainly weren’t using the bathroom as God intended. I bent to my side as far as possible to try and see under the stall.

Ten minutes had passed, and two other guys had come in, used the bathroom, and left again. I was beyond impatient by now, and ready to call it quits and go and find Jenna. But when I bent down to pull up my trousers, a dirty white trainer edged in from under the divide.

Slowly, afraid to scare him away, I sat back down and touched his shoe with mine. The guy didn’t flinch. There was no glory hole here, and the wall was far too low to limbo underneath. I wasn’t quite sure how he imagined we should proceed. Then a face appeared in the narrow gap between the wall and the floor, surprising me. He was as young as me, not more than twenty, with fair skin, green eyes, and a shock of red hair that made him look like a fawn caught in the headlights of a monster truck.

He got a good look at me, my dick, and my face. I decided it was now or never. Yanking up my trousers, I burst out of my stall and banged on his. I think out of sheer shock he opened it and I barged right in.

At first, he looked terrified, but then I dropped my trousers and pointed at my hard cock, reassuring the guy I was here for sex and nothing more. His face relaxed and he moved toward me, albeit apprehensively. I held his head; nervous sweat had made his hair damp and rusty. Clearly this was new for him, so I wanted to help the guy out. I angled him downward, bringing him to his knees and his mouth onto my solid cock.

With one hand on the back of his head, I held him steady as I fucked his mouth. He slurped it up, but choked with every half inch I pushed in further. He wasn’t a quitter, though. The guy re-angled himself on the floor, grabbed onto both my butt cheeks, tilted his head back, and opened his throat to me.

I fucked the guy’s throat as hard as I would an ass, one that I was trying to dominate. I slid out, saliva splashing to the floor, then slammed back in again till my balls slapped his face. He wanted it all and right now. The slow and steady rhythm of an experienced cocksucker, one who uses every part of their mouth to bring their lover to orgasm was not his forte. He wanted as much cock in his mouth as humanly possible, and that was fine with me.

He managed to get my dick out of his mouth long enough to wipe the spit from his face and take a few deep breaths. I slid my hand up and down my soaking wet dick, very close to shooting. I grabbed a tuft of his hair and lifted one leg onto the toilet, pulling his face into my balls, which he gorged on like a starving street dog.

I’d had enough of this. I was ready to blow my load and get the hell out of here. He was eagerly sucking my balls, and I was sure he’d keep doing so till I told him otherwise. I pulled his head back with a fistful of hair. The stranger leaned back, eyes closed, mouth open. Saying without words he was ready for what I had to give. I pushed the tip between his lips, then he did the rest, even tugging on my nut sack too. In seconds, he had me biting my bottom lip and gripping the tops of the cubicle walls as my body convulsed and I soaked the back of his throat with a load.

The release was instantaneous, and a sly smile crept across my face. He continued to suck on the remnants of my fading hard on, but I shook my head and gently extricated myself. Zipping up, I gave him a smile while he remained on his knees with a drop of cum dripping down his chin.

He remained in the cubicle as I stopped at the sink and washed the saliva from my hands. I smiled at myself in the mirror like a vampire might after his first kill. I was already hard for round two.




• • •




I pushed through the bodies stuffed into dark corridors, moving, pulsing, dancing. The beat ricocheted off the walls, painted blue and violet by the strobe lights. A mind-fucking cocktail of vodka, Sambuca, and stale beer molded the air into an alcoholic sauna, dousing us all with the sweaty promise of sex. I grinned to myself, knowing I’d already been there and done that.

The girls stared at me with hungry eyes, at least the ones not already necking medical students. They shot sideway glances through a prism of straightened hair and alco-pops covered with a thumb in case anyone should drop a Rohypnol in the bottle while they weren’t looking. For them, the promise of night slipping further as the hours ticked away. The ranks of students who would normally throng the costumed corridors of a community arts center turned underground party venue thinned by the long summer months. We were the leftovers. Those who couldn’t afford to return home, or didn’t want to. For the average student, this would be a time of drought. An almost welcome period of downtime floating between the packed semesters of themed parties and £1-a-shot Tuesdays.

Not for Jenna, though. I spied my flatmate and self-proclaimed harlot of Leeds in the corner swinging between a scrum of rugby players, each clawing at her porcelain skin like wolves at the Virgin Mary in a baroque masterpiece. She was six cans deep into the two-for-one pack of cider we’d bought earlier that night with the money her dad dropped into her account every month. For some people, it paid to be a student.

But I wasn’t interested in her antics, not tonight, anyway. She’d turn up the next morning, frying bacon and buttering rolls, the smell of last night’s lover washed away in the shower. A typical Sunday morning after a typical Saturday night. No, I wasn’t interested in Jenna, or in any girl at quarter to midnight. I was here for the boys.

They prowled the corridors in packs. Clean-shaven hunters, following the alpha. Each boy wore a button-down shirt in the alpha’s style, following the scent of his aftershave, congregating as he held court over his square foot of territory, recounting brave exploits fought on the battlefield of nights out. Occasionally, those packs would brush up together; testosterone bubbling as chests puffed and clashed over the spoils of war.

But not tonight. Our numbers were too slim and the atmospheric pressure turned down to nothing. We were simply big kids; washing away the long weeks of summer boredom with all the booze and pills a tenner could buy. Terrible weather for a fight, but perfect conditions for my hunt.

I slunk at the back of the room where the amateur DJ spun the sounds of our youth. I wouldn’t call it a dance floor. Simply the source of the thumping beat; a central crevice in the nervous system of the building that all paths led back to.

I watched alone, my back to a wall. Jenna’s cackle screeched from somewhere down the hall over the worn-out beat of an ancient Alice DeeJay track blending into a more contemporary Cascada tune. She was doing fine. I wouldn’t need to do my chivalrous duty of guiding her safely into a taxi home or holding her hair back as she threw up luminous green After-Shock. She had it good, Jenna. All the benefits of living with a guy, but none of the drawbacks.

I was alone. Completely alone. I say that and smile to myself, sucking down the remaining drops of cider from the can and repeating the mantra in my head that being nineteen and single is the best thing to ever happen to me.

Officially, I’ve been alone for six months, when Shawn ripped my heart open in the depths of winter despair. In reality, however, he abandoned me long ago. Jenna never met him. No one in my life did, in actual fact. The only proof that I’m not a complete fantasist were a pack of Polaroids and pictures printed on A4 paper, a long-distance phone call we shared last year, and a MySpace page he never updates. If it wasn’t for the crushing pain of heartache, I’d question myself whether that year with Shawn ever really happened at all.

I scanned the room for someone who resembled him. In my half a year of “freedom,” I’d stalked all the Gaydar profiles in the North of England for anyone who fits his description, alternating between periods of blocking them and staring at them for hours. I even went all the way to Liverpool…Liverpool, for fuck’s sake, in the middle of exam season, to share an awkward drink in a Wetherspoons Pub with a guy who looked a little similar, but in the end was nothing like him.

Thank God for the Liverpool gay sauna, where I spent that night obliviously lost in the company of strangers. If not filling the hole in my heart then at least the holes in my body. In the morning, I climbed aboard the first bus back to Leeds, weak legged and clutching a coffee, making it back just in time for a three-hour exam. I thought that would finally break my addiction. And it did…for a time.

No, Jenna did not have to deal with my mess. She did not have to patch up my scars or soothe my aching heart because I kept it all inside. I watched the boys till there was nothing left to see. They didn’t do much. They didn’t dance like in a gay club, grinding against each other, twisting their bodies into positions that suggest nudity and an erection. They didn’t jump like in a gym, exposing taut stomachs or hairy bellies, or anything I could work with really. They didn’t even dress well. These were straight men, after all, locked in the high street fashion of the late 2000s.

Out of the corner of my eye I caught the redhead from the toilets. He was over in the corner laughing with his mates. Laughing like nothing had happened. I could waltz right up to him, to all of them, and ruin his night. Maybe even his life. But that wasn’t the deal we had made. I used him, and he used me.

Smirking to no one but myself, I abandoned my empty can on a pyramid of others and nudged through the crowd, counting the fags in my pocket I had left to smoke with my thumb and breaking out through the fire escape into the fresh night air. I was glad to be alone looking out over city center buildings etched against an urban orange sky.

Scrolling through the numerous cock pictures I’d saved, I started watching the video Daniel sent me of him wanking the other night. Before three seconds of it passed, I turned it off and texted him.

Daniel and I hooked up during what I call my spring fling phase. When the end of March hit, the nights became warm enough that Jenna and I didn’t have to pretend to have heating on in our flat. Meaning, we could have people round without telling them to wrap up warm before they came inside.

Daniel was the product of a horny Tuesday night, or should I say Wednesday morning. He came…came, then left. And ever since, we’d entertained each other with a smattering of horny messages and dick pics. It didn’t matter we’d never gotten together again, he always felt close, and I imagined it was the same for him. A permanent maybe. A “let’s wait and see how the night goes” kind of hookup. Well, my night had come and gone—and I hadn’t come.

Almost straight away I got a reply. He was in the city center too, on his way to DJ at a club. I told him where I am and that I want to see him, turns out he’s two minutes away. In a split second, I was back inside and burrowing through the rapidly-thinning group of people, drunk and stoned and searching for someone to snog. I think I see Jenna passed out on one of the rugby player’s laps, but the flashing strobe lights made it hard to see. If she needed me, she’d call. And I wasn’t going far.

Suddenly, I was out into the open air. The sharp coolness of one in the morning a welcome change from the stuffy inside. I marched around the corner and away from everything behind me. Alone in the street. No one to see. Not even the sounds of the party to guide my way back. I was about to call Daniel, but just as I do, he is right in front of me. Nothing but a Ramones T-shirt, black skinny jeans, and a yawning smile.

“Hey, loved that video,” I said and leaned in to place my hand on his cock like someone else might kiss on the cheek. It wasn’t quite hard but there’s a long and defined shape stuck to his thigh. He smiled wider, and I noticed a dead tooth I hadn’t seen before.

“Here,” he grabbed my hand and held it tight against his expanding package, “I know where to go.”

We ended up not far away in a loading bay behind the back of a shopping center, a wall separating us from the quiet road. In a flash I was pushed against the metal shutter; his tongue all over my mouth, his body pushed right into mine, hands frantically running up and down my back in between clothes. His hand grabbed my cock through my jeans; it was hard now, and I pushed it against him. I wrapped my fingers around the head of his cock underneath his trousers, and kind of peeled back the foreskin and start to rub the bare head of his hard dick through the material of his jeans.

The energy of what we were doing took over. It was illicit, public, we could get caught, but I wanted it. Not just for him, but to show this night was something. I wanted to grin at Jenna over breakfast and have a story of my own to fire back in her slutty face. I wanted my own adventure; I wanted my own queue of people wanting me.

“You’re gonna take my load in your fucking gob, d’ya hear?” he whispered to me. I nodded, emphatically. Strangely enough, the fear of getting caught was not a turn-on for me. I wanted to pull us further into the shadows. I wanted a better place to suck him, but there was nowhere. I’d just have to hope.

We kissed heavily, hard. Kissing like men do. I’ve snogged girls before. Long before, as it happens. So maybe then I wasn’t doing it right, but as far as I can tell, there’s a fundamental difference in the way a man kisses a man than the way a man kisses a woman. In all my time with Jenna, in all the women who’ve ever shared their sex stories with me, I’d never heard of a guy spitting in a girl’s mouth as Daniel did.

His busy hands worked my belt open and one wanked my cock inside my trousers while the other was up my shirt, pulling and tugging at my nipple. His trousers and pants I yanked down in one move, exposing Daniel to the night air. It was bigger than I remembered. Grabbing my hand around it, I could just get my finger and thumb to meet. Thick and slightly curved and pointed right at me. It was too much to leave alone. I sank to my knees and pulled his bare ass closer with my hands. I opened my mouth and took him right in.

I caressed it with my tongue, tasting his salty sweat. After soaking his dick in spit I played with his hairless hole. He gets the idea and started to pummel my throat. I took it all and all and all, right in and out and pushed to the back of my throat. I could smell the sweat from his pubes when he drove his dick right into me.

I didn’t know why, but I wanted to pleasure him. I wanted to satisfy him; in that moment I craved nothing else. I wanted the satisfaction of making him come. Me. I wanted to be the reason he walked away with an empty set of balls. It was a notch, a story, a reminder that I was still a man with a dick and a heart and a body someone else wanted; not just a broken shell someone used to love.

My two fingers explored the inside of his warm ass. It was a welcome feeling against the cold air of outside. My other hand was wrapped around the hard shaft, not moving but stroking the cock with every thrust he made down my throat. Every stroke, every gulp was an exhilarating rush of freedom. Cocksucker was no longer just an adjective I’ve been labeled with since high school; it was a verb, and it was fucking hot.

We took a quick break and I stood up and kissed him rough and hard. We swapped spit and pre-cum about in each other’s mouths before I finally swallowed most of the cock spit. He wanked furiously, dick slapping against my stomach, making my cock rock hard again. I dropped my pants to the floor as he wanked our cocks together. Our heads rubbed and balls slapped together.

“Are you ready to take my spunk, bitch boy?” Daniel said with a growl in his voice. A sharpness I hadn’t noticed before. A danger like the night that surrounded us.

I sank to my knees, my bare ass against cold brick, his hands gripping my hair and his fingers forcing open my mouth; his dick went straight back into my open gob. Tonguing the head furiously and wanking his shaft while grabbing a fistful of his balls didn’t make him last long, as his hands forced my head further down on his shaft. I wanted it more than anything. I’ve worked hard for this; in the cold and in the open. Now I wanted what he’d promised. I got that familiar sensation of my mouth filling up with hot, salty spunk. Pump after pump filled my throat, and I sucked every last drop I could from him.

He stared down as I looked up, opening my mouth up so he could see his cum swimming around with my saliva. With one massive gulp I took it all. He made a face like he couldn’t quite believe his luck.

We swapped positions and he worked my hard dick; expertly taking it all the way down.

“I want your cum,” he said.

“Fine by me,” I said with breathless excitement.

His hot, wet mouth and the cold air outside, plus the people I could start to hear getting closer made me go quicker. Less than a minute passed, and I took it out of his mouth and began running my hands up and down my dick, now smooth and silky from his spit. I was reaching my climax. He sat back on his legs with his head back and mouth open like a dog waiting for a treat as I wanked myself in front of him.

My legs began to tense, my ass cheeks squeezed together, and my arms flexed. My breathing was heavy and hard and I let out a moan and a yelp as thick cum coursed—shot—out of my dick, firing down this guy’s throat. I could barely remember his name. I only saw Shawn. A mouth worked my cock and I shivered as my body pumped out the last bit I had left.

Daniel—I remembered—stood up with my load and gave me a long kiss, forcing me back to reality. My mouth filled up as we passed the load back and forth, as if neither of us really wanted to take it, since we were both done. Finally, I just swallowed it down. We buttoned up with an awkward smile, like we’ve just flirted in an H&M rather than suck each other off behind a shopping center. But he’s nice, and he helped me down from the loading bay. My head spun, a cold and sobering reminder of the night I just had.

He thanked me for a great time and walked me to the bus stop to wait for the night bus. Acting more the gentleman I thought he was, he double-checked the route I needed home and made sure I knew it before he headed off with a kiss on the cheek. Maybe it was how I should have greeted him, rather than a hand on the dick.

It arrived, and I sat upstairs at the back of the empty bus as it trundled through the night city. Daniel called me, and I assured him I was on it. I wanted to wish him luck DJing, but I didn’t hear any music. Never mind, I thought, and he said goodnight. I realized just how drunk I was.

I could still feel the cum at the back of my throat, and my dick was sticking to my boxers. The booze was swimming around in my blood, which was now freed from having to power my cock.

I checked my phone and saw Jenna has texted me a few times:

Where fuk r u??

Ok guess u r busy. Going with these guys to other party anyway. See u l8rs.

I texted Daniel:

Great night, do it again soon. Have fun DJing.xx

I didn’t get a reply, but I didn’t notice. Bed was calling, along with a memory of Shawn to drift away to.




• • •




“You did what?” Jenna asked, her mouth full of bacon roll. The sizzling smell of things being fried in butter from the blackened pan choked me like a factory fire. Jenna could make one thing, and one thing only—a fry up. Didn’t matter if it was morning, noon, or night, when Jenna had to cook; it would be a full English breakfast. “I mean, who.” She washed down the roll with a swig of tea, leaning across the breakfast bar and eyeing me up for the truth. Add a cigarette hanging out of the corner of her mouth to the fluffy, pink dressing gown and she’d be my mum—give or take forty years.

“Daniel. He’s Jon’s friend.”

“Who?”

“Daniel.”

“How does he know Jon?”

“They were best friends from primary school and used to take baths together, how the fuck do I know?”

“All right,” Jenna said, re-wrapping the dressing gown around her and sliding me a mug of tea across the counter. “Just asking.”

“I looked him up online last night.”

“On MySpace?” she asked, padding back to the frying pan.

“No, something called Facebook.”

“The fuck’s a Facebook? Something else for gays to hook up on?” She cackled to herself but it was quickly drowned out by the sound of another four strips of bacon sliding into the sizzling butter.

Jenna considered them for a moment, watching the fat fizzle and pop like a plump hen listening to the satisfying sounds of her chicks pecking around the hutch. With her blonde hair tied up in a messy bun and her roots craving the immediate attention of a hairdresser, at certain angles Jenna could be my mum. She exuded a motherly aura perhaps even greater than mine. Standing over a kitchen stove, cooking for the man in her life. I saw her as that—in ten years time. The matriarch of wherever she ends up. I’m tinged with sadness at the same time. How easy for her to be a mother. How natural. How inevitable the whole procedure will feel. And I know, I just know I’ll never have it. There is no truth to the saying of making the world a better place for my children—because I’ll never have them. It’s not like I can slide back in the closet and impregnate some unsuspecting girl and move on with some kind of shared custody agreement. Equality is only given out in half measures. A dash of employment protection here, a shot of anti-discrimination reform there. The inevitability of family is nowhere near my future.

The pan let out an angry sizzle. Jenna has emptied the entire pack of bacon.

“Fucking hell, Jenna, I only bought that yesterday. Are you making breakfast for the entire rugby team?”

She stabbed the dancing bacon with a fork, swiveling it around the pan, then took a bite from the roll still in her hand.

“For your information,” she mumbled through a full mouth, “Brendan and I have been into each other for some time. It wasn’t just last night, you know.” I sat back in a bit of shock at the scolding and her gesturing at me with a fork, flicking specks of fat in my direction. I hadn’t even asked about Brendan, but she sure was awful defensive awful quick.

“You did seem rather familiar with each other last night, so I’m glad you’re at least on first name terms.”

“Don’t be such a prude, Nick. I wasn’t the one with my trousers down behind the back of the bloody Trinity Centre last night.” Jenna sounded like she was scolding but I knew it was a mouthful of quiet congratulations. I was talking about men now. Other men. Perhaps I was even moving on.

Jenna forked crispy bacon onto an over-buttered roll. The sight of it made me salivate far more than Daniel’s naked bottom half. The dried-out hunger of an alcohol-soaked night had me in its grip. I was almost struggling to stay upright on the stool.

“Morning.” The croaky voice of a man hung-over—but well fucked—bellowed from the door. Brendan had awoken.

My dreams of wrapping my parched mouth around the soft white roll were snatched from me as Jenna handed it to her boxer-clad conquest. I shielded my eyes from the glare of his bronzed nipples. Brendan pulled her into a kiss while simultaneously finishing the roll in a bite and a half.

“Oh, hello,” he said to me after nibbling on Jenna’s neck. I tried not to let his surprise unstick me from my perch. Instead, I projected my uncomfortableness onto Jenna, and the empty frying pan she carried to the sink.

“Eh, where the fuck’s my roll?” I asked.

“Hm?” she responded in a post-coital kind of way.

“You’ve cooked an entire pack.”

“Oh, sorry darling,” she said with half a heart but draping herself fully around Brendan’s cartoon-character like torso. I wanted to say the obtuse flaunting of her conquest had made me lose my appetite, but I was still famished. Plus, Brendan’s oozing masculinity had sparked a hangover horn I’ll now need to get rid of.

“Never mind,” I said, slipping off the stool. “I’ve got a busy day of stalking Jon on Facebook. Much better than MySpace. You can see all of their friends, and all of their friends.” I was only talking to myself, but at least it was drowning out the wet sounds of snogging. “Yup. Busy busy busy.”

Shooting dark and daring glances at people who weren’t looking at you would only ever have limited effectiveness.

“You’re going to make a terrible mother, Jennifer McLafferty,” I said with one foot in the door, but the words landed on Brendan’s marble-carved back muscles. The girl who was once my friend, to whom I’d given that pink dressing gown as a Christmas present, whom I’d bought that pack of bacon to share with, had been swept up in the unfolding first chapter of her inevitable love story.

The couple who meets at university. The couple who travels to Thailand together after graduation and marry in a country house while their mates are still battling through post-graduate internships and the weight of crushed dreams. That first-out-the-gate love, that promise of family and a full life could lay behind a hug from any man. It may as well have been this one.

If it was anyone else, I’d be jealous. I wasn’t even sad; I was simply resigned to my fate. The supporting actor in someone else’s romantic adventure. A sidekick, a flatmate. A one-dimensional gay guy without a story of his own.

As the kitchen door slammed behind me, I wondered only one thing: if I would ever be the star of my own life.


Chapter 2




Getting Steaming




I’m from a small ex-mining town in Yorkshire, which was very different from where I went to University in Leeds. In Yorkshire, people weren’t prone to bouts of nervous anxiety. The world up there might as well have been colored in black and white like my nan’s TV.

“They’ll come home when they’re hungry,” was my father’s philosophy on life; be it dogs, children, or the endless trail of useless romantic interests of my two older sisters that occupied most of my childhood memories.

Moving to Leeds, I expected a lifestyle more akin to what I’d seen on TV in the middle of the night—the volume on mute, getting hard to episodes of Queer as Folk. Those teenage dreams faded away to the far less glamorous life centered around the University of Leeds.

There was a gay scene here, but I found it utterly impenetrable. It was completely segregated between locals and students. The mutual disdain was clear. Last time I went out to the Queen’s Court, Leeds’ premier gay club, I pretended to be an apprentice engineer; lest my true identity be revealed.

Nor did I find much acceptance with my fellow LGBT students either. I knew there were gay and bi students around, but it was so hidden, people were so closeted. Last year there was a Freshers Fair for new students, and I got talking to this guy, Adam. I’d visited the LGBT stall and talked to him for longer than was polite. Clutching a bundle of pamphlets, I wandered around, wondering what else there was to do.

Over a pint at the Student Union bar, Adam and I got talking. This was in the period of early September when all the students were new and open to making new friends. By October, the groups of friends went into lockdown—new members need not apply. By November, even those people I shared classes with wouldn’t return a friendly nod or a cursory “hello.”

Adam saw I was still holding a booklet from the LGBT stall and asked me about it.

“You’re gay, then?” he asked me. “Like, people know?”

“They sure do. Since I was fourteen years old.”

He reacted in the same way he would have if I’d told him I’d cured world hunger and trekked the Andes before my balls had dropped.

“And your mum knows?”

“Yup.”

“And your dad?”

“Uh-huh.”

“What about…” his voice lowered to a whisper, “your grandparents?”

“Sure. I used to send my nan pictures of me and my boyfriend. She’s still got them all up on her fridge. What about you?” I’d asked.

Adam’s non-committal answer that took him the rest of the pint to get out left me with the urge to tell him my dad’s tried and true motto on life.

We never spoke after that September drink. Our orbits meant our paths rarely crossed; he had his friends and I mine, but I saw him here and there. Once kissing a guy with a beard in the back of the Queen’s Court; and once, to my great amusement, heading inside a private cabin in the sauna; his towel dropped to the floor before the door had even closed.

They’ll come home when they’re hungry. My dad’s philosophy on life.

But tonight, I was wondering if that was true. Jon hadn’t called. He said he would, but he hadn’t. Maybe he wasn’t hungry? Or maybe he’d already eaten.

We’d been talking on the phone two or three times a week since Easter. We’d connected during one of my sullen, midnight Gaydar sweeps—sending messages to anyone online, searching for another soul to connect with on a lonely night. Jon and I connected.

When I’d been back to Yorkshire over Easter weekend, I went out walking for three hours and we talked the entire time. I came home beaming. My mum instantly knew it was because of a guy.

From his pictures he looked gorgeous; black hair gelled in a quiff set against sharp, clean-shaved features with a smoldering danger in his eyes. He was like a 50s movie star. In one picture he sent me recently he was wearing a leather jacket and a thick silver chain tight against his throat. I wanked to it straight away.

Phone call after phone call. Picture after picture. Week after week. We’d still never met.

The waiting had turned into pacing. Our conversations of late had been full of promise. “I’m taking a day off next week to come see you,” he’d say, or “let’s make a night of it next week.” I was wondering whether to call. Instead I got a text.

Jon: Sorry mate, got no cash. Catch u laters don’t be mad. Jxxx

I didn’t even try to call him, I just flopped down on my bed and kicked off my shoes, frustrated. Out of rage I tried to call him, but he didn’t answer.

I lay flat on my stomach, doing absolutely nothing but trying to get my dad’s voice out of my head. Jenna was out with Brendan, and I had nothing at all to do.

Half an hour passed and it wasn’t even nine o’clock. I’d literally blocked off my night to talk to Jon, so I was at a loose end. If he wasn’t hungry, maybe someone else was.

I logged onto Gaydar to see who else was sitting around on a Tuesday night with nothing else to do. Fortunately, I had luck. A message from a mysterious profile. It said only that he’s twenty-five, a student, bisexual, not out, no picture, and very, very close by.

Many people dislike blank profiles. They’ll say so openly, “no pic no message.” I saw one that said in all caps “IF I CAN’T SEE YOUR FACE I’LL ASSUME YOU’RE UGLY AND BLOCK YOU.”

The guy was no prize himself. Personally, I was willing to give a blank profile the benefit of the doubt. Sure, they could be ugly as sin or lying about their age, but they could also be the closeted straight guy we all fantasized about.

I said hi, but there was no response. I guess tonight was not my night. My phone buzzed. It was Jon:

Are u mad?

I didn’t respond. There was nothing to say. Something was holding him back from being happy. Or, maybe he was perfectly happy. Maybe I was the thing that he used to test his life, and realized that the boyfriend he had or the family or however the fuck he lived his life was perfectly fine for him.

I texted back:

Fuck you.




• • •




Jenna sat at our kitchen table, her foot perched on top of it, painting her toenails. She said once it was the same position she sat in to pluck her vagina, so I was on the couch facing the back cushion, ready to plunge my face into the sweet embrace of asphyxiation should I accidentally catch another glimpse of her snatch. We were waiting for the sun to go down. Waiting for evening to start. Waiting for our weekend to commence, for our lives to begin.

I was also doing my very best not to message Jon. He’d laid the crumbs of his weekend plans in a series of unrequited texts. My ignoring him had at least brought us to the cusp of a meeting, but I figured I could push him a bit more.

My phone buzzed, vibrating through the room. Jon.

So I’ll defo be at the Queen’s Court tonight. I’ll see you there?

“You’re coming to the Student Union tonight, right?” Jenna asked. “I don’t want to go alone.”

“You’re not alone,” I said with a surprise, “you’ll be with Brendan.”

“Just come, will you?” It was a plea, I could hear it in her voice.

“Jon said he wants to see me tonight,” I threw out with a casual dismissiveness that belittled the fact I’d talked about Jon to Jenna for at least forty-five minutes each day for months. I heard the nail polish bottle screw shut. I turned around to face her; I couldn’t hide my grin.

“Actually?”

“That’s what he said.”

She grinned with me, flapping her hands in both excitement and in an attempt to dry her nails. “Come with us first. Have a few. Make sure he’s going to be there first.”

Her plan made sense, but I had another idea. And then, within divine timing, we heard the front door crack open. Jenna shot me a look of surprise that melted into quiet horror. Mylo had arrived.

Mylo had the spirit of a sixty-five-year-old bingo hall aficionado combined with the aura of Blackpool’s number two karaoke performer wrapped up in the body of a six-foot-two twink with a mop of blond hair and a pockmarked face doused in cheap foundation. We became gay best friends the day we met—Leeds’ very own Jack and Will.

“I’m back, bitches.”

Mylo arrived through the door with a flourish and a bow. He didn’t enter places like ordinary people; he arrived. And since he hadn’t seen us since the official end of first year in early May, he finished the entrance with his signature one hand in the air, like he was making a black power salute, or fisting a giant.

Mylo and I first met in the storied student dorms of first year. Our dorms—a corridor of half a dozen cell-like rooms with a kitchen at the end—was empty when I’d first arrived. I found Mylo in the kitchen wearing a pair of yellow washing-up gloves with a pink fluffy rim and a scarf wrapped around his blond hair like some Mississippi matriarch. We’d become fast friends, our “gayship”, as Mylo had christened our connection, forming the nexus of the flat-based friend group along with Jenna. But in the days after the earth-shattering end of my relationship with Shawn, Mylo and I had reaffirmed our need to stay only friends. To do so, he said, we couldn’t ever see each other naked, so we wouldn’t be able to live together after first year.

“Mylo,” Jenna said with an audible growl.

“Grizelda.” And without another look in her direction, he plopped onto the couch like he was wrapped in an evening gown, lifting my feet up then dropping them back onto his jeans.

“You’re coming to the Student Union later?” she asked us both out of politeness.

Mylo cackled. “Please darling, I’ve just got out of Blackpool. Why would I want to go somewhere even straighter?”

I loved both Mylo and Jenna, but for very different reasons. If Jenna was the mother I’d always craved, Mylo was the best friend and brother I never knew I needed. My childhood had contained relatively few male figures. Minus the emotionally unavailable father, my life was surrounded by aunts, not uncles. With two older sisters came a direct connection to every teenage girl in town. They all passed through our front door at some point or other. Sleepovers at our house were legendary. In the summer months, Dad would pitch a circus-sized tent in the back garden, complete with a TV for watching videos and illuminated mirrors for makeover sessions. I was the little brother who all the girls thought was the cutest and would curl up among the sleeping bags with the dog as the girls stayed up all night trading gossip.

Men were a different matter. Being the only out gay kid at school negated any male friends. In P.E. classes; when the boys went off to play football in the field, I was doing aerobics with the girls. Girls were my safety net. They protected me in school from their bully boyfriends. I sat with them at lunch and went to dances as part of their crew. My understanding of boys came from the collective experiences of every girl in my school, but that’s as far as it went. Mylo was the first man I’d ever really called a friend.

“Listen, Nick,” Mylo said, swatting Jenna away as if she was a fly, “I need to get f-u-c-k’ed tonight.” Mylo made a point of pronouncing—and air-spelling—each letter just to annoy her. “And I don’t even care if it’s from that big brute, Brendan.”

Jenna snorted in laughter: “You’re not quite his type, Mylo.”

He shot her a look of visceral disgust.

“An ass hole is tighter than a vag, dar-ling. Especially your slosh bucket.”

“I’ve not had any complaints before.”

“Is that so? Well, you should offer a prize for the thousandth satisfied shopper. Or perhaps a loyalty card scheme. Returning customers equal profit, isn’t that what the economists say, Nick?”

“Brendan’s a really nice guy,” I said, attempting to diffuse the situation, but also wanting Jenna to storm off in a huff as she normally did when around Mylo for too long. “Why, only last week we all had breakfast together.”

Mylo did a terrible job of swallowing a laugh. After Jenna had finished my bacon, I’d stormed out on the hunt for something for breakfast while recounting the incident to Mylo over the phone in a state of hanger.

“That’s nice,” Mylo said to me, “when you get frequent shopper benefits right away. Cooked breakfasts…” Mylo looked Jenna up and down, “easy access to all the facilities.”

“I’m entitled to my fucking sexuality, Mylo.”

He threw my feet aside and stood up from the couch in a faux rage.

“When you’re in the presence of gays and find yourself in the minority, please refrain from whining about your minge.” He thrust his hand out to me like I needed to be saved from some sinking ship. “Come on, honey. Let’s get your jockstrap on. It’s time to go slutting.”
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