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Marcus Harris absolutely hated with a passion the classic myth about homeless people. So many uninformed people said that all homeless peeps were just dumb, stupid people who had nothing better to be with their lives.

Marcus hated that myth with a passion, because he had gone to university, had a wonderful flat but that had quickly changed when he was 24 years old and found love.

Ever since he was a young kid, Marcus had just known he was different. This difference was only made more and more extreme in secondary school when all his friends had been talking about the hottest girls and celebrities, and Marcus couldn’t see the point of any of it. He was much more interested in talking about the very hot footballers on the school’s team.

No one else cared.

Marcus had always felt like something was extremely wrong with them (and according to his family he was flat out insane) but when he went to university at the year of 18 he had slowly realised that he found men very hot.

It didn’t take him too long to find out he was gay. Very gay.

In his final year he had met a wonderful man called Robin, they made each other laugh, made love and Marcus honestly wanted to spend the rest of his life with Robin.

That wasn’t going to happen.

As Marcus sat on the freezing cold damp concrete under a railway bridge with the smell of urine, poo and rubbish filling the air. Marcus truly hated his family for what they did to him, because Marcus had didn’t have Robin and he honestly thought his family was perfectly okay with gays.

They seriously weren’t.

Robin had been punched, accused of corrupting their son and Robin ran away.

Marcus still felt just as dead inside now as he did a few months ago when it all happened. His soul was almost as cold and numb as his bum on the concrete.

The sound of rain lashing down just made Marcus frown even more. He was cold, thirsty and hungry, like he was most days recently. 

Marcus hated how his family had dragged him with a suitcase of some clothes, his laptop and phone to their family car and drove him towards a local Conversion therapy centre. 

Marcus didn’t want to be conditioned, tortured or drugged, but because it wasn’t illegal in the UK, his family had every legal right to help their son “correct himself”. As soon as the car stopped at a set of traffic lights, Marcus charged out of the car and ran as fast as he could.

There was no chance in hell he was going to a conversion therapy centre.

So for the past few months, Marcus had been completely homeless with no clothes, phone or food.

Thankfully, Marcus had learnt quickly about sitting in Canterbury High Street and begging (something that the police hated) for food. But so few people believed he was actually homeless.

Then Marcus hated it even more when the one or two homeless pretenders were there, getting all the real food and money. Marcus had shouted at one of them more than once.

As Marcus listened to the rain continue to lash down, he watched a little stream of rain ran into him, wet his pieces of cardboard he slept on and Marcus just hated his life.

Marcus had tried to get a sleeping bag before but he needed money for that, something he didn’t have. He had tried to get a job but he didn’t have a bank account. Something he no longer had access to. Marcus had even tried working cash in hand, but that was illegal.

With the rain pounding the railway bridge above him, Marcus truly believed his life was so pointless, silly and he was just a burden on the entire world. He had considered suicide once or twice (with it being December it wouldn’t be difficult to die in the cold), but Marcus still had a silly little piece of hope keeping him going.

He just wanted to see Robin one more time.

Marcus couldn’t forget how that amazing hot sexy guy made him laugh, smile and feel like his true self, and not some pretender who had had to pretend to be something he had known his entire life.

His stomach roared in frustration and Marcus just had to laugh. If someone looked at his clothes that hung on his bare boned body and scarily thin frame, they never would have imagined he was once a footballer at his university with great muscles, legs and a so-called “killer ass” according to some guys.

He hadn’t been that man for ages.

A crippling blast of pain corkscrewed from his stomach to his chest, and Marcus seriously knew he had to get some food.

There had been a rumour of a homeless charity that had popped up recently on the high street, Marcus had to try to make it.

He just didn’t know if he was strong enough to make it.
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Robin Ossam had always loved being gay. He loved men, their minds and their bodies as much as he could when he was younger, and he had definitely carved his way through the university’s gay community before he graduated.

As Robin stood behind a large buffet counter filled with hot metal trays of soup, bread and full-fat cream, he was filled with such delight that he could finally do what he loved (besides from men). 

Ever since he was young and came out at aged 16, he had heard horrific stories about gay kids being thrown out of their houses, abandoned by their families and forced to live on the cold streets. 

So the moment he knew that he was perfectly safe in his own, Robin had volunteered and tried to do as much as he could to help others. He didn’t care at all if the homeless person was gay, straight, whatever. He only cared about helping them.

Robin smiled at some of the old military veterans who were helping themselves to some of the full-fat cream (it just might help them last a little longer on the streets) and everyone else who sat carefully on the three long rows of tables and benches in the little shop he had bought.

Robin had always wanted to open his own “soup” kitchen, and finally after going on some quiz programmes and doing extremely well. He had enough money to open this kitchen on Canterbury high street, and thankfully more and more donations kept pouring in each and every day.

And Robin was still delighted that whenever members of the public came in to give their donations, they were surprised by the rather pleasant smell of the kitchen.

Robin had made sure not to overdo the sweet scents of oranges, cedarwood and caramel that was sprayed in the kitchen because he still wanted there to be hints of the body odour of the homeless people, but he didn’t want the kitchen to smell awful.

It was just right for everyone.

The sound of the homeless people talking, quietly singing and exchanging tips for surviving made Robin happier than he felt like he deserved. He had built his place to help people, and thankfully he was doing that.

“Yo boss man,” Robin’s sister, Fanny, said as she came up and stood next to him.

Robin was about to speak but sharp pain radiated from his jaw from an old injury. Robin massaged the area for a moment and like every time he just wondered whatever happened to the love of his life. Marcus had been such a sweet, innocent guy.

Robin should have stayed, fought and tried to protect him. But when Marcus’ father fractured Robin’s jaw, he just knew he had to get out of there.

Now he wished he hadn’t.

“Still playing up Ro?” Fanny asked.

Robin smiled at a veteran who gestured to the bread. 

“Take as much as you want Francis,” Robin said, smiling.

“Bro come on. You need to get back out in the dating market. Any guy would be lucky to have you,” 

Robin smiled. He supposed it was true, but the only guy who Robin wanted to have him was Marcus. Something was that never going to happen.

A crash of thunder echoed around the soup kitchen and Robin felt his stomach tighten. 

“I hope everyone else is okay. I wouldn’t want the others to be in this storm,” Robin said.

Fanny just rolled her eyes as he went to check on everyone. Robin knew she didn’t always approve of his constant worry about all the regulars of the soup kitchen, but Robin just wanted to protect them.

Like he should have done for Marcus.

Robin heard the door to the kitchen open as a scarily thin wearing a dirty old hoody, jeans and very holey shoes came in dripping wet.

Robin came out from the counter and went towards the poor homeless man.

But when the guy dropped his hood, Robin couldn’t believe how thin and rugged his beard was. Yet the man did... look quite attractive.

Robin could see how this attractive man could have once been a great athlete with a handsome face, broad shoulders and maybe some muscles. And those eyes... those bright blue eyes were amazing.

And Robin couldn’t deny the homeless man’s long awfully messy brown hair was even a little hot. Robin didn’t know why but he felt such a strong attraction and connection to him.

He just didn’t know why.

The homeless man tried to smile at Robin and he took a step forward.

Collapsing to the ground from hungry.

Robin rushed forward.

The hot man was unconscious.
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Marcus woke up a few hours later, his body heavy and feeling awful of fatigue, hungry and something else that he couldn’t quite figure out yet. He didn’t know where he was, but he just stared weakly up at the bright white ceiling.

Marcus felt something soft and comfortable under him and when he looked at his hand, he was surprised to see an IV line had been put in there. He didn’t how he got there but for some reason he was pleased he was okay.

He had just felt so tired, hungry and weak when he walked into the soup kitchen that he tried as best as he could to remain strong, but that was clearly doomed to failure.

But Marcus really hoped that he wasn’t dreaming about a tall sexy man with well-styled blond hair wearing a thick blue shirt over his fit body with a little white t-shirt underneath. Marcus didn’t know where he knew the look from but he was really turned-on by it. The man looked so perfect.

Marcus forced himself to sit up on the sofa and he saw a large cup of full-milk hot chocolate on the white coffee table in front of him along with five bars of chocolate. There was a little note as well and Marcus couldn’t understand why but he felt like he recognised the handwriting.

It was a happy note suggesting Marcus should eat the chocolate to get some energy and fat back into his body.

After being starving and hungry for so long, Marcus didn’t know how his body would take the fat. But it wasn’t exactly like he had much of a choice, so he opened one of the chocolate bars and just had to smile.

The chocolate bar was flavoured salted caramel. It was his absolute favourite flavour in the entire world.

Marcus had a feeling that he was going to enjoy it here. A lot.

Then as much as Marcus didn’t want to leave, he knew sooner or later he would have to go back
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