Miss You
 

Part One

 

"Meet up tonight at Joey's, you up for it?"

 

My heart beats faster as I recheck the sender of the text message, and as I originally thought, it was from James. You won't believe how much that message has made me smile right now. I've not been in the greatest of moods over the past few months. Trying to get a new album ready, alone, is harder than you think. I used to think Busted was stressful work, but this is beyond stressful. 
Even now, that text message was a pleasant distraction from yet more writing. I was enjoying starting fresh again at first. The whole idea of new songs, and everything being done the way I wanted it, rather than how I, James and Charlie wanted it. A three-way split to make everybody happy, not that everybody was happy.
If James had it his way, the albums would have been full of covers of Michael Jackson hits and songs about the man himself.
If Charlie had it his way, the albums would be full of emo screamo type music.
Now, not that I'm completely against both of these ideas... OK, so the Michael Jackson love is taking it a bit far, but still, I suppose I was happiest out of the three of us. We put out great pop albums, and although pop may not be the most fancied music title to be given these days, I liked it. We were pop with attitude. Attitude and guitars.
Now, I was on my own, and although I thought I would get things my way, I wasn't completely right about that. There are all these people around me, throwing about ideas, possibilities, song lyrics. All these things are being rammed down my throat, all these people are getting in the way of what I want, and don't I have a right to what I want, I mean, it's my life.

 

Throughout all of the stresses of the past few months, I have needed, more than anything, someone to talk to. But the one person who I found I could tell everything too, I've let him slip away from me. We've both become so wrapped up in our jobs that we have made ourselves unavailable to each other. 
When Busted broke up, James, Charlie and myself had all agreed we would not lose contact, we couldn't let that happen. 
Ok, so Charlie had said it in a more off-hand way, like maybe he didn't mean it, or believe that it would happen. But James, James had been so meaningful. I've never seen James as upset as he was that day, the day of the conference, and when he hugged me to say his last goodbye, he promised me, he said he would never lose touch. We had discussed things the night before the conference as well, he had told me he valued our friendship too much to let the band splitting up wreck it. We both said we would always make time for each other, even if we only met up once a week, for a non-alcoholic drink down the local, well, my local, The George.

 

It never happened, well, it happened once after the split, we went to a gig together, but since then, nothing.
James is busy putting together his new band, I think it's almost ready now, but the most I know about it is what the fans do. How bad is that?

 

So this is why that text message shocked me, a lot. I hit the reply button and I say I would love to meet up after all of this time. I want to tell him that I've missed him, but I don't want to sound gay. I'll just have to tell him later.

 

James texts back almost immediately with a time, and he says that he has to go, he has some writing to get done before he can even think about tonight. I shake my head and I tell him, ditto, and that I will see him later.
I put my phone down on the side and I look back down at the notes in my lap and sigh loudly. I'm barely half way through this song, let alone finished, and Universal want three new songs by 3pm, and its now 1pm.
I put my pen to paper and I hope for the best as I scribble out some lyrics. They asked for rough, so I can make them better when it comes to re-writing them.

 

Part Two

 

I check my reflection again, and sort out a loose strand of hair that has disobeyed my VO5 hair cream, and smile. Even if I do say it myself, I don't look half bad. 
I always like to look my best if I'm going out for the evening, any other time, I couldn't give a shit, but going out, you have to look good. You won't ever pull if you look like Elton John on a bad day.

 

It's 7.15pm, I'm suppose to be down Joey's in fifteen minutes, but this is practically impossible, as it is a twenty minute drive, and the taxi still hasn't arrived outside of the apartment complex. 
I walk out of my apartment and close the door behind me, first making sure I have my keys, phone and my wallet. That done, I check the door has locked, and then I go downstairs, figuring, I may as well wait outside for the taxi. 

 

Ten minutes later and the taxi finally arrives. It pulls up outside of Joey's, a cosy bar type restaurant place, just before 8pm. I pay the driver hurriedly and jump out of the car.
I walk into the restaurant and look around to find James. My jaw almost hits the floor when I spot him, sat in the corner, huddled away. He's not alone, like I expected him to be. Practically everybody from the 'Busted' days is sat around a large table. Fletch, Adam, Holly, all of the important people. The only person who I can see is missing, is Charlie, noticing this, my stomach drops. Everybody else has made the effort, but obviously, Charlie just couldn't be bothered.

 

I cover up how I am feeling with a smile, and I walk over to the table, where everybody greets me, and it feels like the past few months never happened, it feels like Busted are still together, and this is a normal, everyday meet up with all of my closest friends.
Again, I look around the table, and the loss of Charlie plays on my mind. 

 

I walk around, and the seat next to James is vacant, before I have a chance to pull the chair out to sit down, James is on his feet, and his arms are around my neck in a tight man hug.
I smile into his shirt as I slap his back gently.
"It's been too long!" He sighed, finally letting go.
"It has, sorry mate, I just got really tied down with things..." I start to explain myself, but I get cut off.

 

"Sorry I'm late, the fucking traffic was awful!"
I almost jump out of my skin, as the voice is so familiar to me, but I don't dare think it's who I want it to be. I swivel in my chair and I take in the 6 foot four inch monster in front of me. And I feel like crying.
I haven't seen Charlie since the conference, because, as much as I hate myself for it. I held a grudge, I had hard feelings towards Charlie for splitting up my band. I told myself, throughout the conference, that I was happy for Charlie, which isn't a lie, I was and still am, happy for Charlie. Looking at him now, I can see how much more relaxed he is. He has, what used to be rare, a smile splashed across his face. 
I stand up shakily, and I wrap my arms around him, this is more of a girly hug, than a man hug, but I don't care, the shock of seeing him here has knocked me for six and I am running on auto-pilot. I am talking to him but I don't really know what I am saying.

 

Charlie shrugs me off after a long hug, laughing, he's laughing at me, but I don't care. He pats my back gently, before his large frame engulfs James. 

 

For the first time in six months, we are all back in the same room, Busted are back, in a small way. I smile to myself, and I take my seat. Charlie has taken a seat on the other side of James, and he is animatedly talking about a new track he is working on, to Adam.

 

Suddenly it hits me hard, about how much I have missed this, and I realise I took it for granted back in the days of Busted.

 

I bring my focus back to the restaurant to find James smiling at me like a loon. He doesn't say a word, he is just looking at me, and for some reason, it brings butterflies to my stomach.
"What?" I ask, a smile plays on my lips as I stifle a laugh.
"Nothing! I just forgot what you looked like for a minute there!" He sighed, and looked up at the waitress who had just appeared at the table.
"You all ready to order?" She asked, and she took in everybody sat there.
"I think so," James said, looking around to table for everyone to confirm that they were ready.

 

I hadn't even looked at the menu, and I'm sure Charlie hadn't either, but everyone nodded, so I just ordered the first thing that came to mind, as did Charlie. Steak.

 

Part Three
Throughout the meal, everybody is talking about what they have been up too. James speaks excitedly about his new band, Charlie speaks about how the recent Fightstar tour had gone. But me, I just sat listening, waiting for James to talk, and listening intently when he did. I don't know what is wrong with me. Usually I will be the life and soul of these get togethers, but now, I just couldn't think of a single interesting thing to say. Well, that's a lie, I could, but I just wanted to hear what James had been up to.
This was ridiculous, I mean, I know I missed him and everything, but desperately hanging on to his every word was just pathetic. It was time for me to speak up a little, so the next gap in conversation, I slipped in, and I told everyone what I had been up too. Of course, Adam knew pretty much everything, he had been working with me, Fletch knew most of it, as he was still at Universal.
As I string my sentences along, I find myself trying to impress James, which is stupid, I don't know what is up with me tonight, but nothing is making sense. 
Before, at these get togethers, everything would be relaxed, nothing would be forced, but tonight, I know I am acting differently. And I'm pretty sure James and Charlie are as well, before things would flow easily, now there are awkward silences in the conversation. I shake my head in annoyance as I try and get these thoughts out of my head.
I don't want things to be different, I want things to be exactly as they were before. I want to be able to tell James anything, every thought that runs through every brain cell I own, the things that if I told anybody else, I would get strange looks.
That was the good thing about me and James, we could both just be completely stupid around each other, and we got it, we both understood what we were on about. Everybody else was out of the loop, even Charlie. Now I feel as if I'm out of my own loop, although James is sat here beside me, talking to me, it's not the same and I hate it.
There's a thought in my mind now, a feeling rushing around the veins in my body, and it reminds me a lot of heart ache. This in itself makes me chuckle out loud slightly, because, this feeling I'm having, this feeling is about James.
You don't have feelings of heart ache over your friends.
But thats another thing.
I feel as though I am looking at James in a different way. It's as if now, just now, I am seeing the real James Elliott Bourne. 
The way he's sat there, twirling his spaghetti around on his fork and guiding it clumsily into his mouth. He pretty much misses the first attempt, and now there are little orange splashes across his chin. 
He's leaning over the table slightly, one hand stretched out to pick up his glass of pepsi, his sleeve is dragging into the orange mess on his plate, and he hasn't noticed. He's to busy listening to something that Fletch is telling him. 
Another feeling is cursing through me now. The feeling I recognise instantly, it's jealousy. I'm jealous of Fletch, all because he is holding James' attention, and I can't. 
Ok, so now I'm frustrated.
Frustrated that I can't hold my supposedly best friends attention.
Frustrated because I'm confused about the way I'm feeling right now.
Frustrated because everythings changed and I don't like it.
I'm actually so frustrated right now, that I want to cry, but it looks like I recognised this emotion a little late. 
"Matt, you Ok?" Charlie asks me, he's looking at me curiously.
"I'm fine," I say, my voice croaking. Ah, I recognise this stage, denial.
"You sure?" Charlie needs reassurance.
"I'm fucking well fine, why won't you believe me?" I sigh, slightly annoyed.
"Because you're crying!" Charlie said, rolling his eyes. 
Ok, I'm more than slightly annoyed now. But not at Charlie. At myself. At the fact I couldn't even hide these stupid tears for an hour or two. What the hell is wrong with me? 
I slide my chair out from under the table abruptly and leave the table. I actually jog to the gents, I go into a cubicle and I sob, still not fully understanding why.

 

Part Four

 

Back at the table, Charlie and James share a worried glance, both in a stunned sort of silence, trying to work out is going on with Matt.

 

In the cubicle, I pull the plastic toilet cover down and perch myself down on the edge. I feel like such a girl, a girl on her Prom night, after she's just found out her date was only interesting in getting himself laid. What the fuck is wrong with me? My sobs are calming down a bit now, but I know I am still making a fair bit of noise, I grab some tissue and dab at my eyes.
I look around, and with the close proximity of the walls around me, I realise I don't like it as I feel myself starting to panic. I feel trapped in here, enclosed somehow. I rush to stand up and start to unbolt the door, when I hear someone enter the room. 
I can't go out there in this state, it could be anyone out there. 
Ignoring my Claustrophobia, I stay standing, my hand still on the bolt, waiting for this person to leave.

 

"Matt?" A quiet voice calls out. 
Great, the person out there is the last person I want to see right now. Ok, that's a lie, sort of. I've waited to see this person for so long, but now he is here, I feel he can do nothing but cause me more pain.
"Matt, I know you are in here, I can hear you!" The voice is closer now, and I look down and under the door I see the familiar black and pink of James' over-worn Vans.
"James... just... just leave me alone!" I choke out, stepping away from the door, I sit back down on the toilet seat and grab a fistful of toilet paper and hold it to my eyes.
"Matt, don't push me away, please!" It's almost as if he's pleading with me.
I sniff in reply.
"Look, Matt. I don't know what's wrong with you, but how am I suppose to help you if you lock yourself in there!" He sounds hurt now.
"You could only make it worse!" I say, the sentence sounder harsher than I had intended it too.
I heard James huff on the other side of the door, it sounded like an irritated sigh.
"James, just leave me be, please!" It's my turn to beg.

 

I watch the Van clad feet move from the front of my cubicle and sigh with relief as I hear a door slam hard against the tiled bathroom wall. I lean back against the cistern and almost fall off of the toilet seat when I see James peering at me from over the cubicle wall.

 

"James, what the fuck man, I could have had my trousers down!" I say heatedly, looking back down to the floor quickly. The thought of James catching me with my trousers down is making me feel funny, the kinda funny I feel when a girl comes over and touches my leg seductively.
JAMES ISN'T A FUCKING GIRL!
What the hell is wrong with me?

 

"Do you usually cry when you take a dump then, because, in past experience, people don't!" James sighed above me.
I have to smile slightly at this. It amazes me how James can do that, make me smile when I'm feeling at my worst. He doesn't even do it intentionally. That what he just said there was obviously a sarcastic comment, but I found it funny.
I look back up at him again, and the way he's looking at me makes my head spin. I shake my head from side to side to get rid of the feeling.
"James, seriously, I'm alright, I just want to be alone for a minute!"
"You sure?" The look he gives me makes my stomach fill with butterflies.
"Yeah, I'm sure!"
I want to be alone with my thoughts, my hand and some tissues. God dammit James, just leave.
I keep my gaze on him to try and reassure him, and it seems to work.

 

"I'll be back at the table then, if you're not back in five minutes, I'm coming to get you!" He smirked at me, then disappeared from sight.
I heard a door slam again, and cautiously got up from the toilet seat and unbolted the door. I looked around, and he had gone.

 

I sat back down and tried to straighten my head out, and get the thoughts that were running through my head to leave, but they wouldn't.
Here I was, sat on a toilet of all places, thinking about how good my best friend was looking tonight.
And thinking about that was having serious effects on the downstairs department.
"Fuck it!" I sigh out loud, and move my hand to my zipper.
I slide my hand down into my pants, thoughts of James running through my mind.
Sat here, touching myself over James, I find myself thinking back to the Busted days, about how he looked, and even now, I am wondering why I never saw it before.

 

I'm close to the edge now, and I grab some tissue from the roll next to me and catch the trail of sperm that erupts from my dick. 

 

Just as I zip up my trousers, I hear the bathroom door open again.
"Matt, what the fuck are you doing in there? Stop playing with yourself and move it!" Charlie's voice echoed through the room.
I smile to myself and step out of the cubicle, to see Charlie peering through the door, concern etched on his face.
"If you knew me at all, you'd know I have more restraint than that!" I lie, going over to the basin and washing my hands of any traces of what I have just done.

 

I walk out of the door with a smile on my face, and I grin at Charlie.
"You alright?" He eyes me suspiciously.
"Pretty much!" I cover how I'm feeling with that lopsided smile that I'm famous for, and walk back over to the table.

 

And I act normal, barricading my feelings deep inside, just like I always have done.

 

Part Five

 

I wake up feeling groggy, as I look around me.
As my eyes take in the 36 inch T.V, the messy pile of DVD's stashed underneath it, and CD's of bands I've never heard of, the events of last night come flooding back into my head.
We finished eating at the restaurant, and James, Charlie and I had gotten bored of just sitting there talking, so we left, we went to a bar.
Off course, I only had a couple of beers before moving onto the cokes. Well, what can I say, I never planned on completely stopping drinking. And two beers for a night out is really good for me.
At the end of the night, we all came back to Charlie's place, as he lived closest.
Obviously, not being used to drinking, those two beers have really gone to my head. It feels as if its going to explode at the slightest noise.

 

I sit up and I can see James sat in the chair opposite me, he has an angry glint in his eye.
I blink at him a couple of times, my eyes adjusting to the well lit room, as well as this, I am trying to work out why he is looking so pissed off, nothing is coming to me, yet he is still glaring at me.
"What... what's wrong?" I ask him, feeling as if the tables have done a 360 turn in just a few hours, last night, it was him asking me that question.
"Oh, I don't know Matt, I don't have a clue what could be wrong!" James rolls his eyes at me sarcastically.

 

I bite my lip and desperately try to remember what I did last night. 
I can't believe that two beers could possibly have this effect on me, before I could drink ten and still be able to remember everything the next morning.
I furrow my brow in concentration.
Obviously, I can remember everything that happened in the restaurant, and as far as I was aware, I had done nothing wrong there.
I remember walking home from the bar, we had stopped off at a kebab shop on the way...

 

"Oh my God!" I say out loud and I put my face in my hands.
"Clicked has it? Good, because so did the pap a fucking razzi!" James steamed, throwing a newspaper into my lap.
I look down slowly, and on the front cover is me kissing a petite blonde.

 

The petite blonde is James.
"Shit!" I sigh, as all the details come flowing back.

 

We were stood outside the kebab shop, waiting for Charlie.
James was a little worse for wear, having had a fair few beers himself. He had hooked his arm through mine as we started walking down the street.
I remember Charlie calling out behind us, telling us to wait.
James and I had decided it would be fun to jog ahead, and hide, then jump out at him. He would freak! So we did just that, and we hid around a little side alley and waited for him.
Whilst waiting, James still hadn't unhooked his arm from mine. 
I remember how I had felt, the way his touch brought a warm feeling to my stomach. I turned to face him, and he just gazed up at me with those innocent blue eyes.
I pushed James back, so he was flat against the wall, I put my palms flat against the wall, one either side of his head.
I remember leaning forward, my lips touching his. Sat here now, the feelings from that kiss are stirring up inside of me, making my head fuzzy.
But not fuzzy enough to remember James pushing me off of him. Charlie was stood in the opening of the alley, he had seen everything.

 

I remember James running ahead, and when Charlie and I caught up with him, he was sat on the wall outside the house, tears running down his cheeks, breathing heavily. Charlie let us in, and James had stormed straight to the spare bedroom. Charlie made up the spare couch for me, he was acting strange, as if he was scared to be around me.

 

I looked up, and saw James had been watching me relive the details of last night, if he stored any sympathy for me, he didn't show it.
He threw one last glare my way, then walked out of the house, slamming the door behind him.

 

"Fuck!" I sighed, just as Charlie walked down the stairs in just his boxers.
"Oh, didn't realise you would be up yet!" he said, he hunched over and his hands went protectively over his privates, as if he was naked.
"I don't want to look at you Charlie, no worries there!" I say, getting out of my make shift bed.
"I..." Charlie stuttered. "I didn't realise you were, you know..."
I shake my head at him and walk into the kitchen. I make myself a cup of coffee. handing Charlie one at the same time.
"I don't even know if I am!" I say, honestly.

 

Inside. I've never felt more confused than I do right now.
Everything I ever knew about my sexuality was being twisted around. Thoughts were bouncing around my brain, some trying to convince me that I was just being stupid. That I didn't have any feelings for James. 
Others were telling me that I had known all along that there was something special about James, that I had always thought of him as more than a best friend.
These were my thoughts, my feelings, and I didn't know which of them to believe.

 

I looked up to see Charlie looking at me with concern.
"Do you want to talk about it?" He raised his eyebrow, but his eyes were boring right into mine.
I nod slowly, and he comes to sit next to me.

 

And I tell him how I felt when I saw James last night, about all of the feelings that ran through my head. I even tell him what I did in the toilets, and who I was thinking off.

 

Charlie listens completely to me, he doesn't interrupt, he just lets me get everything off my chest. When I have finished talking, he clucks his tongue. He is looking at a spot on the carpet in front of him, deep in thought.

 

"I think you should tell him!" He says finally.
I laugh out loud, what can I say, the thought amuses me.
"No, seriously!" Charlie cuts my amusement short.
"Do you know how he reacted to me this morning, Charlie? He was pissed! I have probably just ruined the best friendship I have ever had, EVER, in this world, because I couldn't restrain myself!" I rant.
Charlie shakes his head slightly, a small smile playing on his lips.
"What?" I say shortly.
"I spoke to him last night, after I had sorted out the sofa, I went to his room. He was confused, Matt..." Charlie explained.
"Can you blame him, his best fucking mate tried to make out with him!" I half laughed.
"You don't understand what I mean!" Charlie sighed. "He was confused... sexually!"
"Yuh huh, or not! Look Charlie, you may be trying to help me, or maybe you're trying to make me look like a right dickhead by going to tell him that maybe, I think I like him! I've already fucked things up once, I am not going to do it again!" I say seriously, then I get up and pull my clothes on from the night before.
"Look, I just want to go home and try to forget that this even happened, thanks though, really!" I sigh, and I leave the house, I hail a taxi down the road and head home.

 

Part Six

 

The taxi pulls up outside of my apartment complex and I crawl out slowly, throwing a tenner at the driver, I slam the door behind me.
I walk up to the main door with my head held low, I watched myself walk, scuffing my shoes as I walked up the five steps. Just a few metres from the door, I bang into something, or rather, someone. I tilt my head upwards to apologise.

 

"Fletch," I stumble on my apology.

 

Fuck!

 

"What are you doing here?" Ask a silly question. He's glaring at me, the newspaper curled up in his hand.
"What am I... Matt what the fuck did you do?" Fletch rants at me, for the second time today, I have a newspaper thrown at me, Fletch succeeds in whacking me across the head with his copy.
"What it looks like to me," I raise my eyebrow slightly as I talk, "Is that I got a little... worse for wear and did something I shouldn't have. Everybody does it! The fact that I'm in the public eye makes it look a thousand times worse, because papers print A3 pictures of My mistakes!"
"No Matt! What it looks like, and what it is, is you going against your councilling! You tell the world you're ready to stop drinking, and a few short months later, here you are! Do you have any idea how much mess you've created! You were never clean cut, Matt, but do you know how much clearing up this is going to take, to make you look normal again?" Fletch seethed, he was pacing backwards and forewards, side to side, as he spoke, his fists clenched into tight balls.
"What the hell do you mean by normal? What the fuck does that mean? I don't want to be fucking normal!" I contain the anger that is swimming around my veins, as I steady my voice to keep me as calm as possible.
"What I mean by normal, Matt, is, straight, my God! You are on the front page of one of the best selling newspapers, kissing a guy, and not just any guy, it's James for fuck sake. You look like two sissy nancy boys, and we need to sort this out now! We're already looking up some people to set you up with, some people to be seen out with..." Fletch starts to go through the action plan.
"What if I don't want to clear this up, Fletch? Did you think of that one? NO, you didn't! Because you're too busy thinking about saving your own ass, your own job to even give a shit about what I must be thinking, and about how I must be handling all of this. Fuck it, I bet you haven't even seen James, asked him how he's dealing with it all," I shake as the words escape my mouth faster than I can stop them. Watching Fletch's face, I know I am right, he hasn't seen James yet. "For fuck sake Fletch, stop worrying about yourself for one day, and let me get on with MY life, how about that?"

 

I step up to the main door and tap in the code into the electronic door lock to let me into the building, I'm shaking so much that I get the code wrong several times.
Fletch is still rabbiting on in my ear, but I am past listening, past caring, I just want to get into my apartment building, into my home, and think about what I have done, and about why I have done it.

 

How can everything go from so, I wouldn't say perfect, but almost perfect and simple, to messed up and complicated in just a few short hours.

 

I stop attempting the code for a second, and I breathe deeply to calm myself down. The shaking subsides and I tap in the code again, and the door clicks.
I push it open and walk towards the lift.
The footsteps behind me make me realise that I am not going to shake Fletch off so easily.

 

In the lift, I look at the paper that is still in my hand. I look at the picture that fills the front page, with the headlines, "Matt Jay Gay Willis!" 
I snort in the place of a laugh. That is, for the Sun, quite an imaginative headline. I'm surprised they didn't just settle with "Matt Busted!"

 

The lift reaches the second floor, and I step out, Fletch still following, silently behind. I pull the key out of my back pocket and slide it into the door of apartment 4A. I step into the room and attempt to close the door before Fletch can follow, but he has anticipated my move and he is inside my apartment before I even have time to turn around.

 

"What?" I mutter dryly, heading towards the kitchen.
"What do you think, Matt? You think you can have a picture like that in a national paper and just leave it to set itself right? That's not going to happen!" Fletch lectured, perching himself down on my couch.
"I never invited you to sit down! In fact, I never invited you into my apartment!" I sigh, I flick the kettle on and make myself a coffee, just me.
"So, I was thinking, if we just send you to a premiere with that Emma Griffiths bird..." Fletch carried on.
"No!" I say, calmly.
"Well, who do you want to go with?" 
"James!" I say almost silently, it slipping out without me even thinking.
"I'm sorry, who? I never caught that!" 
"No one Fletch, would you... could you, will you just leave, I want to be alone right now!" I walk back into the lounge, a strong cup of coffee in one hand and two paracetomal in the other. All of a sudden my head just felt like it wanted to explode, and Fletch wasn't helping the feeling.
"Only if you agree to come to record label tomorrow, and we will discuss how we are going to clear this mess up?" Fletch looked up at me, determination on his face.
"Whatever!" I mumbled, sliding down on the couch and swallowing the two pills.
"That's a promise?" Fletch stood up and held his hand out for me to take.
"Yes, fine, it's a promise, now piss off!" I say, half-serious, half-joking. I take his hand in mine and we shake.
"Right, tomorrow, at 4pm. That's the only free time I have tomorrow, if you aren't in my office, I will be coming to look for you!" Fletch raised his eyebrow at me, nodded, then he left, slamming the door noisily behind him.

 

Part Seven

 

I look around my apartment aimlessly for a few minutes, my eyes not taking anything in. In my head, all kinds of thoughts are racing. 
Thoughts like, how come I am just feeling like this now? Why have I never noticed men before? Why is the thought of James suddenly so appealing to me?
The name James bouncing around like a basketball in my mind, it's like it's the only thought that can keep me occupied. 
I remember the last time James was at my apartment, it was over five months ago now. I remember we were both completely off of our faces, it was at a time when alcohol was all I turned too, before I realised I had to get myself off of the beaten track and put my life back in gear.
Back then, thinking about it now, that night, things in my head were mixed up and confusing me, but off course, I put it down to the vodka pumping through my veins. I remember when we got back that night, James was too spaced to even think about going back to his apartment, so he stayed in the spare room.
Before we even thought about sleep though, we raided the mini bar that I had in my kitchen, and sitting here now, I can remember thinking about how good James had looked, I remember wanting to reach my hands out and feel the warmth of his skin.
Like I said, I put these feelings down to the drink, and kept my hands to myself. But it didn't stop me looking.
When we finally decided to call it a night, I walked James to the spare room, and clumsily helped him to get the spare duvet and pillows out of the cupboard and lay them on the bed. Without thinking, James had pulled his t-shirt from his torso and over his head, flinging it to the floor. Then he had unzipped his trousers, letting them drop to the floor. He stepped out of them and he was just in his underwear. I remember biting my lip, staring at him, but then I snapped myself out of it, and left. 
Thinking about this now is having an effect on me. The visions of James stood in the spare bedroom, in nothing but a pair of smiley face boxers and a sleepy but sexy grin splashed across his face is rushing through my mind.
I shift uncomfortably on the couch, my newly found erection making it difficult for me to sit up properly.
What the hell is happening to me? Guys don't generally turn me on, it's usually girls all the way, and I am usually good at keeping things in control when it comes to thinking about them. But with James, a simple thought and up I go. 
I divert my thoughts, thinking of anything un-sexy to rid me of my unwanted erection and try to think about things. 
I sigh, in annoyance and confusion. I really need to clear my head, but I can't walk around the streets, I would be too easily recognised, and the feature in the paper would have people asking too many questions.
I don't really have a choice, if I want to go out somewhere, I have two places to choose from, James', or Charlie's. 
Somehow, I don't think James would be too happy to see me right at this very second, so, Charlie's it is. 
Twenty minutes later, and I find myself back on Charlie's doorstep, knocking impatiently. This is the third time I've knocked, and I can hear him in the house, so I know he's there.
I slam the knocker down again, and curse loudly through the letterbox. An old lady walking by tuts loudly, shaking her head.
I bite my tongue to hold in further obscenities, and wait. 
Finally, the door opens, and Charlie is stood there with what I can only describe as a smirk, across his face.
"What?" I raise my eyebrows at him, and allow myself permission to enter his house.
"They all come running back to Charlie!" Charlie is nodding his head now, as if he's talking to an invisible audience.
"What's that suppose to mean? Who else has ran back to you lately?" I ask, maybe a little to spitefully.
"Wha... oh, nobody!" Charlie stutters, he follows me as I walk into his lounge. "So, why are you hear?" 
"Straight to the point, eh Charlie? Can't a guy come around just because he wants to?" I settle down into the couch where I slept the previous night, the duvet and pillows have already been cleared away.
"Well, if you were on a social visit, I wouldn't see much point in it, because you were only here this morning!" Charlie pointed out, that annoying smirk back on his face.
"Yeah, well, I needed to clear my head, and sitting in my apartment wasn't helping me, so I came here, is that ok?" I snap at him. 
Charlie sighs loudly, and he comes to sit next to me, he places his arm on my shoulder.
"Not scared I'm gonna come on to you?" I spit, remembering his behaviour this morning.
Charlie pulled his arm away from me as if I was on fire. I look up and I know I've hurt his feelings. I come here to clear my head, but all I keep doing is hurting people.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean that!" I lean back into the couch and lean my head against the cool leather.
"No, you carry on, I mean, here I am trying to help you and you fucking throw it back in my face!" Charlie steamed, standing up and heading out of the room.
"Charlie, don't go, please?" I know I am practically begging, but I don't care. I really need somebody there right now, what I don't need is to keep pushing people away.
"Why? So you can throw it back at me some more?" Charlie didn't stop walking.
I jump up from the couch and I pretty much jump on Charlie in the doorway, tears ready to erupt from my eyelids. "Don't leave me alone, I don't want to be alone, I need you!"
Charlie stopped in his tracks, and he turned his head to the side, taking in, what I'm guessing, is a pityful sight. He sighed loudly, before shrugging me off.
"Fine, but one more jibe and I want you out!"
I saw a glimour of pity in his eyes as he led me back over to the couch. 
Charlie sits me down, and we sit in silence. I look up at him, and his eyes are concentrating on my face, and I realise he is waiting, but I don't know what for.
"What?" I ask politely, looking down at my hands.
"You said 'you needed me,' So, I'm just wondering when you are actually going to say anything!" Charlie shrugged.
I don't know what to say, so I keep looking at my hands, when the truth comes tumbling out of my mouth.
"I don't need to talk as such as, I just don't want to be by myself!" I sigh.
"But you said you did, when you walked out of here earlier!" Charlie pointed out.
"I didn't know what I wanted!"
"What if you still don't?" Charlie raised his eyebrow at me, as I was stumped for an answer for that remark. "Do you want a drink?" He said after a few minutes silence.
"Please!" 
Charlie disappeared for a few minutes, then came back with two steaming cups of coffee.
"I meant what I said earlier! I wasn't lying!" Charlie said, after taking a sip of his drink, pulling a face as he burnt his tongue.
"About what?" I ask, not able to contain the grin at Charlie's stupidity. Who drinks a hot drink straight from the kettle anyway?
"About James!" Charlie said simply, he poked his tongue out and looked cross-eyed down at it. "Is it burnt wed?" His words distorted by the fact that his tongue is still hanging out.
I can't help but laugh now as I tell him no, his tongue isn't burnt red. "What about James?"
"About him being confused!" Charlie said, sliding his tongue back into his mouth and taking another sip of coffee.
"And I told you why he would be confused, I mean, wouldn't you be confused if Dan suddenly pulled you into a public make out session?" I say, poking my finger into my drink and swirling it around. Anything so I don't have to look up.
"Well, I would," Charlie actually laughed. "But, I don't mean confused like that, like I said Matt, I spoke to him, and he told me some stuff!"
"What stuff?" I look up quickly, daring to look into his eyes.
"I don't think it's my place to tell you that!" Charlie says loyally to James.
"Dude, you can't do that too me, you were pretty much on the way too telling me anyway!" I scold, annoyed.
"But, I think James should be the one to tell you, not me, it's up to him if he wants to tell you anything!" Charlie said, his eyes darting towards the stairway. 
I follw his gaze.
"He told me not to tell you...but..." Charlie hesitated.
"Not to tell you what?"
"Well, when I realised it was you at the door, James was here!"
"And where is he now?" I sigh.
Charlie muttered something incoherent.
"I'm sorry, where?"
"Upstairs!"
"Why?"
"He didn't want to see you!" Charlie said bluntly. I go to argue my case, but Charlie doesn't give me chance. "I think it would do both of you good, if you did see him!"
"What do you mean?" My jaw is open, in shock, James was that desperate to avoid me that he hides?
"I mean, you go up there, the doors locked, but I'll get you in there, then you talk! I think you need to, the both of you! Whatever the outcome may be!" Charlie sighed loudly, before standing up. I watched him as he walked over towards the front door.
He opened the door, then turned towards me and put his finger on his mouth, signalling for me to be quiet.
"Yeah, bye Matt!" Charlie said, a little louder than need be, then he slammed the door shut.
He walked back over to the couch and whispered that he had told James he would come and get him when I had definitely gone. He tugged at my arm and dragged me up the stairs.
Part Eight

 

"James?" Charlie says quietly, gently tapping on the door of his spare bedroom.
"Has he gone?" I hear James' voice call out timidly from behind the door.
"Yeah, just now!" Charlie winks at me cheekily, then he shoves me backwards. I stumble backwards, I look back at Charlie, ready to shout him down, when I notice that he is nodding behind me. I turn around and I know what he's hinting at me.

 

I take a few steps backwards, and I am in the bathroom, I hide behind the door, just in time to hear the lock to the spare bedroom click open. I peer through the tiny slit between the door and the white frame, and I can see James peering either side of his door.
"He's gone James!" Charlie reassures, and James physically relaxes.
"Good! Because I'm dying to pee!" James says, walking past Charlie and towards the bathroom.

 

I start to panic slightly, but through the crack I can see Charlie giving me the thumbs up sign behind James.
Well, I suppose now is as good a time as any. I take a silent breath and wait to be discovered by James.

 

James enters the bathroom, and at first he doesn't notice me, he walks in, turning his back on me, he slams the lock down on the door. As if blind, he turns back round, and still doesn't fully take in that there is someone else in the room with him. He walks over to the toilet and starts to unzip his jeans.
I bite my lip and watch, knowing that what I am doing is wrong. I don't need to worry about anything though, because James has suddenly stopped what he is doing, and his gaze is now fully focused on me stood in the corner.
For the second time this week, I can see that angry glint flashing in his eyes, and for the second time, I don't like it. I look down at my feet to avoid the sour look that James is throwing me, scuffing my left foot backwards and kicking the wall as a form of distraction.

 

"What are you doing here?" James asks me, his voice is dull and monotone.
"I, Um, I don't actually know!" My stutter coming into play.
"What the hell does that mean?" 
"It means, I don't know! Charlie kind of figured it would be good if we talked, so I, he said to hide whilst he, you know, I don't know, geared you up for it, but heh, here we are!" I shrug at the end of my awful explanation.
"You mean, you didn't force Charlie into this?" James sighed.
"No!" I shake my head determindly.
"Right!" James clenched his teeth together, a red shade coming to his cheeks as anger really set in. "Right!" He repeated as he turned back towards the door, making to unlock it.
"No!" I say again, stepping sideways and blocking the door.
"What do you mean, no? I have every right to leave this bathroom!" James spat at me.
"Yes, you do! But Charlie told me you told him something, and something about me, and I think I have a right to know about that!" I say, calmly.
"What I said to Charlie was in confidence, and if he has uttered one word of it too you, I am never talking to him again!" James, unlike me, was unable to hide the anger in his voice.
"He didn't say a word about what you said, but the only reason he didn't tell me, was because he thought you should be the one to tell me! So, I am not moving until you tell me!"
"Well, I guess we will be here for a long time then, won't we!" James said, walking back over to the toilet, he pulled the lid down and perched on the edge.
"I thought you had to piss?" I say airily, leaning back against the door.
"I do, but I am not going to do it whilst you are in the room, you might come on to me!" James retorted, spite in his voice and all over his face.

 

I bite my tongue again, I don't want to say anything that I will end up regretting, sooner or later. All around me is silence.

 

And we stay like this for a good fifteen minutes, before my legs start to ache. I slide down the door, still blocking James' exit.
"Why can't you just let it go?" James sighs eventually.
"I could let go off what happened last night, James! But I don't think you could!"
"That's not what I meant... I meant why can't you let go off what I said to Charlie?"
"Because, Charlie wouldn't have mentioned it unless it was something he thought I had to, or wanted to hear, so now I'm convinced that it's something important!" I explain, looking at my hands.
"Look Matt, you wouldn't want to hear it, ok? I know you wouldn't! I know you are straight, I don't know how you managed to get so pissed up on just two drinks, but you did, and you pushed things, that's all!" James muttered, more to himself than me.
"That's the thing..." I start to explain but James cuts me short.
"No, Matt, don't even try it! I don't want to hear any excuses! The one time something happens that I like, it happens to be when you don't know what you're doing, and it's all a mistake! To you, it's nothing, Something to push under the carpet, never to be spoken of again!" James ranted, but again, it was more to himself than me.

 

I cluck my tongue against the roof of my mouth, as I mull over what James has just let out. I don't think he meant to say any of that out loud.
"What was it to you?" I dare to ask, rolling my eyes up to the ceiling, I don't want to see that angry glint reappear in his eyes, if it does.
"Like you even care!" James spat.
"I do care, James for fuck sake! I'm your best mate and you won't even open up to me!" I sigh sadly.
"I don't think you'd care to hear what I have to say!" I look at James and catch a small smile on his face, but I can tell it's a sad smile, one created to cover pain.
"Look, James, I don't want what happened last night to ruin what we have, truely, I don'!" I say, I daringly shuffle forward, knowing full well that James could easily leave the room if he wanted too.
"What do we have?" James looks down at me from where he is sat, his eyes boring straight into mine, as if looking for sincerity in what I say.
"What we have, is the best friendship that I have ever experienced! I didn't think and I don't want to think that anything could take that away from us!" I say, meaning every word.
James sighs heavily, so I repeat my previous question.
"What was it to you?" I kneel up onto my knees, so that I am now at eye level with James.
Part Nine

 

I keep watching James, as he tries not to make eye contact. I feel like physically shaking him until he answers me, but I settle with just placing a hand on either shoulder, hoping that I am encouraging him to talk to me.
I tilt my head slightly, and watch as he appears to be thinking over his answer.
He opens his mouth, as if he is about to talk, but then he shuts it again. He does this a few times, and he starts to resemble a gold fish.
"Come on James," I sigh, "You can tell me!"
He raises his eyebrows at me, and finally, he makes eye contact.
"You really want to know?" James asks, again his eyes gazing deep inside my own.
"Yes, I really want to know!" I reassure, maintaining the eye contact.
"Well, Um, the... I, What it was to me, Matt, was something that I have wanted for longer than I can even remember!" James blurted out after a lot of stumbling over words.

 

I look at him amazed, not fully understanding what James is meaning. 
"You wh... what did you want?"
James frowns annoyed, his eyebrows knit together and he appears to be biting the left side of his cheek. He lets out a breath in a huff, then looks at me, as though he is sizing me up.
"I mean, I... Well, I guess what I'm saying is... oh fuck it, what I'm saying is, is I'm not straight!" 
I almost fall backwards as James uncovers this revelation. I steady myself by bringing my hands down to my side and grasping at the cold, white tiles that cover the span of the floor. I look back up at James and try to comprehend what he has just said to me. I blink a few times. I try to speak, but words are beyond me. One name leaves my mouth, barely above a whisper.
"Kara!"
"I'm not saying I don't love Kara," James clearly understood what I was getting at, even if I didn't. "I don't think I'm not unable to, you know, with a woman! I mean, I think, I guess you would say I was bi!" James' eyes roll upwards, and I can tell he is trying to think of where he would place himself, he hasn't even worked this much out.

 

"Are, are you saying what I think you are saying?" I ask, the words coming back to me, although still slowly.
"What do you think I am saying?" James questions me straight back, the raised eyebrows coming back into play.
"I, Um..." I don't know how to say it, without seeming big headed. "Do you think you like me, I mean, more than a friend?" 
It's the only way I could think of putting a decent sentence together.
James looks deep in thought again, and I try to be patient and wait for his answer.

 

Only, five minutes later, and James still hasn't answered me, he's gone back to the silent treatment.

 

"James?" I probe, bringing my hands back to his shoulders.
Still, he says nothing. I take this a sign that I should maybe talk first.
"I think I like you!" I throw out there.
James snorts in reply. I suddenly realise how stupid this must sound to him. We've been friends for years, off course he already knew I liked him. I roll my eyes at myself and start again.
"I kind of think, well, I don't really know, I've never, you know..." I sigh, getting confused at my own thoughts. "I've been thinking about you differently lately!" I finish with.

 

James' focus comes back to me, and his eyes covet my face, as if they are taking in every detail, just in case he might some how forget what I look like.
"How so?" He asks, his eyes still scanning my face.
"I don't really know how to explain it, but, well, I suppose it would be like, when I have a girl mate, and then I start to see them differently, as in, I start to imagine what it would be like to be with them, like a couple." I shrug my shoulders, still not finding the words that describe how I feel inside.
James just nods, and he appears to be thinking some more.

 

"Kinda how I started feeling two years ago!" James sighs, his tongue snakes out of his mouth and runs along his lower lip as he thinks some more. His tongue is soon replaced by his teeth as he gnaws at the tender flesh of his lower lip.
"This changes nothing Matt!" he says suddenly, shaking his head sadly.
"What do you mean?" I don't understand, I like him, he likes me, how could nothing change?
"I mean, it's not gonna work! I have Kara and you have... any girl out there you happen to choose! That's how it's got to be and that's how it's gonna stay!" James nodded, as though he was forcing himself to believe what he was saying.
"But..." I start.
"No, Matt! Do you think the label would be happy with us, no they wouldn't! And I for one, am not ready to give up on my music career just yet! So no! I am going to be happy with Kara, heck I AM happy with Kara! You just need to find the right someout there Matt, and you will, because there is someone out there for you!" James lectured, then he stood up and walked towards the door. He flipped the latch up from the door, and he sighed. He looked back at me, one last time, and I heard him whisper two little words.

 

"I'm sorry!"
Part Ten

 

I don't really remember anything between now and when James left me alone in Charlie's bathroom. The main thing that stands out in my mind right now, is that James had pretty much admitted that he had some kind of feelings for me, but he refused to act upon them because he cared more for his career than he did me.
If this was some girl that I had met out clubbing, I would shake it off, forget about her and move on to the next bird that looked my way. But with James, as much as he had annoyed me, upset me even, I couldn't shake this feeling off. 
I've had this feeling only once before, and it was with one of my previous girlfriends, Holly. I really thought we were going to go somewhere together, but as it turns out, we weren't as strong as we thought we were.
But the thing is, I had managed to get over Holly, something I never imagined possible. Ok so I went of the rails a bit during that process but I got there.
I don't want to go off the rails again, and I have this feeling that, no matter how much alcohol I get in my system, no matter how many girls there are to help me forget, I don't think I would forget, and I don't think I want to forget.

 

No!

 

I don't!

 

And I am deciding right now, on this spot, that I will not give up the fight for James until I have told him exactly how I feel. 

 

I look around my apartment, and barely remember taking the lonely walk home, my heart sinking to the pit of my stomach at every thought that ran through my head. James' words floated around my head, crashing into eachother, causing friction, making me want to smash my head against the nearest brick wall to stop the pain that those few words were causing me.
I shake my head and leave the past and refocus on the present. I grab my notepad that still has half written lyrics cascading over the first ten pages or so. I flip the pages until I find a blank sheet of paper, then I grab a pen.

 

For almost an hour I sit here, pondering on what to write, my mind bringing up points and ideas, but I shoot them all down. I have so much to say yet I have no idea how to put it down for James to see.

 

I sigh loudly, and then it hits me.

 

I just need to tell him the truth.

 

Dear James,
                I know that I am probably the last person that you want to hear from right now, but there is just so much that I need to say to you, that I don't think I could manage to say to you to your face, so I'm going to put it all down in this letter. Watching you walk away from me, as if being in the same room with me was too much for you to bear, made me think about things alot today, James. I hate the fact that you now seem to be scared to be left alone with me, for fear that I am going to do something that we may both regret. I heard your reasons, and I guess I understand them in a way, but James, before we completely dismiss this idea that, well, we could ever be together, I just wanted to let you know somethings that have been on my mind lately, I am going to divulge to you the entire truth, and let you know exactly how I have been feeling for these past twentyfour hours.
As they say, when it comes to explaining things, it's always best to start from the beginning, so that's what I will do now, and I hope that you will understand even if you can never face being left alone with me again.
  Things between us started so long ago now, but I know I will never forget the day I met you, my best friend, someone who, for the past five or so years, I have been able to tell my innermost secrets too. Never in my wildest dreams did I think I would be able to find a friend like that. Guys weren't suppose to have friends like that, they were suppose to have drinking buddies, friends to go girl hunting with. But me and you, we have always been different in that way. We were never the same as the rest. We always did those 'girly' heart to hearts, and I for one enjoyed having someone there to listen to my worries, someone to laugh at my totally unfunny jokes. 
  You were always there to be a shoulder to cry on too, for all those moments when I broke down, when things at home were getting to me. You were the only one who understood how upset I got over having to watch my little sister getting used to life in a wheelchair, watching my mum struggle to bring us up alone, a step-dad thrown into the equation. All of these things happened so fast, and you were always there, to listen to me moan, to wipe away my tears, to tell me that things would get better. And would you believe it, things always did get better. Amanda's happier than ever, the step-dad who I hated so much has proved to be a rock to this family, I've never seen my mum smile so much since she met him. I remember you telling me I was selfish for loathing the new man in my families life, and again, you were right. I like the fact that you are the one person who can call me selfish, and not get me throwing a punch in your direction.
  Looking back now, I guess I've always felt differently towards you, never completely looked at you with innocent eyes, all this time, and the one thing I've always wanted has been right under my nose, but I guess I was too damn thick to notice a thing.
Until last night that is.
  There we were, sat around that dinner table, the past surrounding us. I don't know what brought it on James, but watching other people talking to you, taking your attention from me, it was driving me insane. After a while, I couldn't take it anymore, as you know, I ran to the toilets. At the time, you were the worse person that could have followed me in there. The thoughts running through my head whilst I sat in that cubicle were so new to me, and seeing you peering over the bathroom stall, it just confused me all the more, and I did what I'm best at, covering up my feelings, and pushing those closest to me away.
  The way you made me feel, the way you spoke to me, it confused me some more. All of these thoughts were cascading around my head, pictures of your face were all that I could see, and before I knew it, I can't believe I am going to tell you this, James, but I said I was going to tell the truth, so here it goes. I sat in that toilet cubicle, and I jacked off, with thoughts off you and only you running through my mind. Sitting back now, writing this, and thinking of this moment, I would have to admit that that was the best wank that I have ever had. I don't know whether it was the thrill of maybe getting caught in the act, or because of who I was thinking off, but it was good all the same. 
  I am actually blushing as I write this, James. This whole thing is so weird to me, I never thought that I would be writing this kind of letter to my best friend, let alone my best friend that just happens to be a guy, and that guy happens to be you! This is probably sounding so stupid to you, but I guess I don't care. I've already done so much to embarrass you as it is, that you wouldn't exactly want to be seen in public with me again anyway.
  But back to the truth. So there we were, in the pub, the pub we had moved on to, leaving the rest of the party behind, it was just you, me and Charlie, sat having a good time. If I didn't know better, I would say that it was just like the times we had before Busted split.
I broke my no drinking rule, just for that night, and I only had a couple. But not drinking for so long had weakened me, those two went straight to my head, and still, as I sit here and try to remember, the happenings of last night are still so blurry to me. The last thing I can remember is you running away from me, tears streaming down your beautiful face, after I had leant down and allowed our mouths to meet.
  That kiss, I can remember the kiss as though it had just happened a second ago. My knees went weak, everythng around me blurred, the only thing that mattered was stood in front of me, you! But after just a few seconds you had pushed me back, shaking your head, and then you ran.
  Then I woke up this morning, and things had changed. And I hate to admit it but they have obviously changed for the worse. You can hardly bear to look at me, let alone sit and talk to me. I fear that our wacky midnight talks are a thing of the past. 
The way you looked at me, with so much hate in your eyes, I never thought it was possible for so much hate to come from one person, but now you have shown me that it is more than possible. If anybody else had looked at me with such a look, I would have thought, "screw them!" But again, I can't do this because it's you James, and even if I didn't have these confusing feelings coursing through me right now, I wouldn't be able to, because you are the one person that I have never wanted to leave behind, never wanted to forget about.
  Sat here thinking now, and I can't help but take my thoughts back to the old days, the Busted stays, and even before then. I think about what we would be doing right about now. Thoughts of us playing some stupid computer game, or you whipping my ass at a game of pool. Or in simpler times, we would just be sat around your dining table, spouting lyrics out like there was no tomorrow, working on what we hoped could be our next number one hit.
Instrad, and I talk for me here, I am just sat in my dismal little apartment, feeling more alone than I have felt in my whole life.
I know that there are so many people who would be happy to be here with me, James, but I don't want any of them to be here, the only person I want here with me is you! And it's not going to happen, because I've done this and pissed you off, although I'm not so sure I have pissed you off as much as I have confused you.
  I know in my head, that all of this has sparked some curiousity, as I am actually sat here thinking of what we could be like as a couple. I'm imagining walking through a park at night, our hands entwined with each other's. We stop still at a patch of grass, and we both lie down and look up, playing dot to dot with the stars. I look over at you and sweep your hair out of your face...
  I'm not going to carry on, because it's making me want to cry, writing about something that will never happen, what's the point?
  But I do have one last thing to ask of you James, just in case I am not imagining everything that has happened over these past few hours, that I didn't imagine the conversation we held just over an hour ago in Charlie's bathroom.
In half an hour, I will be going to Fletch's office, to arrange a date with some random girl, to show the world that Matt Willis in fact, not gay, I know he's planning a premiere of sorts, So I am going to push for Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, because I know you loved the original, and well, I guess this is my subtle little way of asking you out on some sort of a date. 
I don't want to put on a show for the public, I want them to know what I am really feeling and who I am feeling it for, but if I can't persuade you to change your mind, then I guess I will go along with Fletch's little sherade, because the only person I can even think about seriously going out with right now, is you! 
  I know you don't think the public would accept it James, that they would hate us, and therefore shun our music, I couldn't give a flying fuck, I would rather be happy with what I have, than hide how I really feel to be popular. I never was one to follow trends, or do things to look cool at school, and I refuse to start now.
  Please, please, concider letting everything go for me, James. I am more than willing to put my career on the line to show you that you mean more to me right now, than anything else in this world has got to offer.
Being in the public eye should not stop us giving things a shot. Because at least then, if, God forbid, things do come crashing down between us, at least we can say we tried, we may have failed, but at least this way, we will know.
  The premiere is this Sunday, 17th July, let me know whether you will be my date, it would make me the happiest man in the world if you were to come with me. If you need more time to think, then meet me at my apartment at 12pm on Sunday, if you want to give us a go. I will be leaving my apartment at 12.15 to meet my 'date,' so if you are not there my 12, then I shall know.
  I hope to see you soon, James, more than you could ever know.
                                     
Matt x

 

Part Eleven

 

It's almost four now, writing that letter took more time than I ever imagined it could. By the time I had started to pour my feelings out, the words wouldn't stop flowing.
I grab an envelope from a draw full of crap, and place the letter inside, folding the paper only once down the middle to make it fit.
On the front of the envelope, I ponder what to write, whether to send it through the post or to hand deliver it.

 

In the end, I decide to deliver it myself, on the way to Universal. I carefully write 'James' on the envelope and put it in my pocket. Dropping it off on the way to Fletch will make me late for the meeting but I honestly don't care right now, to me, there are more important things going on in my life. Although, I guess I need to be in Fletch's good books to request 'Charlie and the Chocolate Factory' as the movie premiere for his little plot.

 

I decide then, that I should get my skates on sharpish. Universal Records is only a ten minute walk from my apartment, but a detour to James' apartment will make it a twenty minute journey.
I look at my watch and realise that I have five minutes in which to complete this twenty minute journey.

 

Better make it a jog.

 

I arrive outside James' apartment in record time, the journey taking me just under three minutes, although I must admit, I am somewhat worn out.
I stand on the doorstep contemplating whether I should ring the buzzer to James' apartment and talk to him, or to use the key I have for the main door, and drop the letter into his personal mailbox.
I go for the latter, realising that a meeting with James will only make me later for Fletch.
I slide the letter into the slot numbered 2B and leave. 

 

Too late to take anything back now, that letter is well and truly delivered. I wonder whether I have just made things worse for myself by posting that letter. I may have just let myself in for a big disappointment, but right now, I don't have the time to worry. I start a steady job, heading towards Universal.

 

I arrive outside Fletch's office ten minutes later than scheduled, and I can assure you that Fletch was not happy.
"I have a meeting in ten minutes with an up and coming band. Ten minutes is not enough time to argue my cause and get you to come around to any of my ideas that I have laid out!" Fletch sighed, spreading out a pile of papers in front of him.

 

"It's plenty of time," I contradict. "In fact, I have ideas of my own!"
Fletch blinked at me confused for a second or two, then he gestured me to carry on with a wave of his hand.
"If we set it up that me and Emma Grittiths are seen together at the 'Charlie and the Chocolate Factory' premiere, it will be golden! It's going to be one of the biggest movies of the year, the press will be out in force!" I say, trying to make my face a blank canvas, showing no emotion.

 

"That premiere is in just two days Matt! It's cutting it a bit fine to be able to get tickets!" Fletch countered, "What I was thinking was..."
"I don't care what you were thinking! It's Thursday today, that gives you two whole days to get tickets! If you don't get tickets for that premiere then yes, you are right, I won't come around to anything you have to offer me!" I say simply. I get up from my seat, and leave the office. I am out of the building in under a minute. I am guessing that Fletch is already on the phone, desperately trying to get hold of those tickets for me.

 

God love the power of manipulation.

 

When I arrive home, just after five, I decide to sit and write some more lyrics. The songs I had been working on the day before are half finished, and what is done, is to a low standard.
I grab the notepad, and my guitar and get settled on my bed. I pluck the guitar strings, and tune it in.
I experiment with a few chords, liking the way it sounds, I mark down the notes, trying to find some lyrics to match the tune.

 

An hour later, and I have a new track penned, it needs a little work, but for a rough draft, it's pretty good. I am more than a little pleased with myself.

 

I allow myself some down time now, and I pick up my guitar again, playing some familiar tunes. I play some Busted tracks, a few classics, well, classics to me, Bryan Adam's, Beach Boys, stuff like that.
Not too soon afterwards, I find myself playing one of my favourite Box Car Racer songs.

 

This song suits my mood so much right now, that I play the song through in full, singing every word with all of the emotion that is flowing through my body at that moment.

 

"This vacation's useless,
These white pills aren't kind,
I've given a lot of thought on this 13-hour drive,
I miss the grinding concrete where we sat past 8 or 9,
And slowly finished laughing in the glow of our headlights,
I've given a lot of thought to the nights we use to have,
The days have come and gone,
Our lives went by so fast,
I faintly remember breathing on your bedroom floor,
Where I laid and told you, but you swear you loved me more.

 

Do you care if I don't know what to say?
Will you sleep tonight or will you think of me?
Will I shake this off pretend its all okay?
That there's someone out there who feels just like me,
There is.

 

Those notes you wrote me,
I've kept them all,
I've given a lot of thought of how to write you back this fall,
With every single letter in every single word,
There will be a hidden message about a boy that loves a girl.

 

Do you care if I don't know what to say?
Will you sleep tonight or will you think of me?
Will I shake this off, pretend its all okay?
That there's someone out there who feels just like me,
There is.

 

Do you care if I don't know what to say?
Will you sleep tonight or will you think of me?
Will I shake this off, pretend its all okay?
That there's someone out there who feels just like me.

 

Do you care if i don't know what to say?
Will you sleep tonight or will you think of me?
Will I shake this off, pretend its all okay?
That there's someone out there who feels just like me.
There is."
I finish the song and there are actually tears running down my cheeks. I rub my hands at my eyes roughly and wipe them away.
I hear a knock at the door. I put my guitar down carefully and check my reflection in the mirror. I don't think I look like I was just crying, so I get up and answer the door.

 

Part Twelve

 

I opened the door and smirked as my visitor almost fell into my apartment. I raise my eyebrow at him and smirk.
"Dude, that was beautiful!" Charlie gushes, only a hint of sarcasm in his voice.
"What was?"
"Your singing stupid! Was it for James?" Charlie asks me openly, stepping forward into my apartment.
I sigh quietly and nod my head, before asking Charlie what he wants.

 

"Well, James came back over to mine about half hour ago, he showed me what you had written!" Charlie explained. 
I can hardly believe this, James never really confided in Charlie during the Busted days, he never felt that Charlie would take him seriously, but now, he was running to him every three seconds.
I shut my front door and follow Charlie into my lounge. He is sat on my couch now and looking up at me expectantly.
"What?" I shrug my shoulders and sit in my reclining chair, grabbing the remote, I press a button and the foot rest jumps out and under my feet.
"Well, are you not going to ask what he said?" Charlie raises his eyebrows at me.

 

I sigh again. The first reaction in my head, when Charlie told me that James had received the letter, was indeed what James' reaction had been. But in just that split second I had realised that actually, it might be better not to know. I'd had enough bad news on the James front today. The fact that he liked me more than a friend but didn't want to give things a shot, all because of our 'career.' The fact that with one look he could make me feel the worse that I've ever felt. The fact that I know he can harbour so much hate for me than anyone else in the world. The fact that now, after all of this, not only is there a chance of a relationship, but also our friendship has just been flushed down the pan.

 

I look up Charlie, with a half interested look on my face. Despite all of my reservations on what James might have said, I still have this deep urge inside of me that wants to know. Just to, I don't know, seal my fate so to speak.
Charlie recognises the look, and talks without a sound from me.
"At first, he was, I don't know how to explain it, but, it took along to get anything out of him. He had this piece of paper clenched in his fist, and he kept looking at in, and he looked so sad, but there was a smile on his face as well. He wouldn't tell me what was wrong until I actually took the paper from him, and started to read. Then he told me that he had read that letter at least twenty times over, hardly daring to believe the words he was reading!" Charlie explained, his face didn't show how this story was going to end.
"But then, he told me that it just couldn't happen! He has Kara. His parents don't know that he... swings for both sides, or something like that. I tried telling him that his parents would understand, I mean, his parents are lovely, they seem the type to more than understand! But...," Now his face did tell the story better than his words. A frown took over his mouth as he said the next sentence. "... He refused to change his opinion, I tried, over and over. But in the end, he got annoyed with me and left, but now without taking the letter back first!"

 

"So basically, Charlie, what you're saying is, you have come over here to gloat about the fact that nothing is ever going to happen between me and James because he doesn't want to spoil his reputation with the title 'homo' hanging over his head?" I steamed, scuffing at the carpet in annoyance.
"No, I didn't come over here to gloat!" Charlie sighed, obviously annoyed. "All I am trying to do, is help you out! But once again, you seem to think you'd be better off without it! Fine! I don't care. But let me tell you this, Matthew. James has outright refused to talk to you, yeah, he told me. He can't bear to see you, seeing you would hurt him too much! So, the only way you are ever going to know what James thinks about anything is going to be through me! But as you don't need my help, I guess you'll never know anything more about James Bourne!" Charlie ranted, standing up, he walked out of my apartment, slamming the door loudly behind him.

 

Half hour later, I got a text;
Oh yeah, and he said he'd think about it. C.
I shake my head confused.
"Think about what?" I reply, pressing the send button I wait in anticipation.

 

But what James was thinking about, I don't know. Charlie never replied.

 

Part Thirteen

 

It's 11:30am, Sunday 17th July.

 

I have the premiere tickets in my hand, Fletch had had little trouble getting hold if them. The second phone call he made he had them claimed.

 

Sadly though, I still hadn't heard from James, not from him or about him through Charlie. I curl the tickets up in my hand, wondering whether I should actually bother going. The only reason I agreed to this was on the off chance that James would accompany me, and now it appeared that he was shunning. Although nobody but Charlie knew about my proposition to James, walking down that red carpet I would be embarrassed, embarrassed by the fact that I had been stood up.

 

I'm still thinking about not going when I hear the telecom buzz. 
I jump at the sudden noise, and run over, hope running through every vein in my body.
"James?" I ask, pressing the button down.
"Why would you be expecting James?" Fletch's voice answers me.
"Er... Uh, no reason, I'll buzz you in!" I sigh sadly and press the button that opens the main door.

 

I pull open the front door so that Fletch can let himself in and I walk over and flop onto my couch. I check the time and I realise that I have to leave in less than five minutes, and I really don't want too.
Fletch is at the front door now, he doesn't enter my apartment, just peers in at me from the corridor.
"What are you doing here?" I ask. It sounded rude, but I hadn't expected to see Fletch today.
"Making sure that you actually go to this thing, seeing as I busted my gut to get you tickets!" Fletch retorts. He steps aside, and stood behind him is my 'date' for the premiere. 

 

How I wished that the person stood behind him was that petite blond that I longed for, instead there was an intimidating brunette with rough features stood behind him.
"I thought I'd bring Emma here first, it will look more realistic if you turn up together, rather than meet up there!" Fletch nodded, gesturing for me to stand up.
"Uh, right!" Is all I can say. I get up from the couch and walk over to her. I lean down awkwardly and kiss Emma gingerly on the cheek. "Hi!"
"Hello!" Emma puts on a low voice, I can tell she is trying to be sexy, but I seriously am not interested in her. I raise my eyebrows at Fletch, who appears to be finding this incredibly amusing.

 

He has an annoying smirk splashed across his face as he pushes me out of the door.
"There's a car outside for both of you, it will take you straight to the premiere!" He smiled as though he was doing me a big favour. Well, I guess to him, he was, he doesn't understand, or even know how I am feeling about this whole situation.
There are no words to tell him right now how I am feeling, so I just nod at him and lead Emma down to the black people carrier.

 

As the car pulls away from the curb, I look back at my apartment and watch it disappearing from sight. As we turn around the corner, I catch sight of Charlie walking up the street. He doesn't quite reach the apartment because he has bumped into Fletch. Then my street is out of sight, and I am sat here confused as to why Charlie would be visiting me today, when he knew I was going to be at this premiere.

 

Regardless of what he had said, Charlie had come round on Friday and explained what he had meant with his short, blunt text message.
When he had arrived home the previous night, James had been stood on his doorstep again, the letter still clutched in his hand. Charlie had been short with James, he was getting more than a little annoyed with the slow progress of everything lately.
Charlie had actually snapped at James as he unlocked his front door, with something along the lines of ; "Why don't you just fuck already?"
Off course, this had upset James. Charlie and me had always been careful with the way we confronted James, because he has always been easily upset, and being his best friends we didn't like to upset him. Now Charlie had started him off, he didn't really have a choice but to usher him inside and get him to calm down. 
At that point, James had blurted out that he hadn't meant what he had said, he did actually want to see me again, and now he was thinking about whether he would come along to the premiere with me.

 

Thus, Charlie had filled me with hope, obviously it was false hope. And now, I am disappointed, more than disappointed, I am devastated. 

 

I sigh and Emma glances over at me.
"You Ok?" She raises her eyebrow.
"Never been better!" I reply sarcastically, sadly, I don't think she took sarcastic lessons. She smiled, looking relieved, then took my hand.
I looked down, and I guarantee there was terror in my eyes. I didn't like this woman, I did not want her to hold my hand, but what could I do. If I shrugged her off, she would become suspicious, probably realising the truth that I was batting for the other team, even if the feelings I had were reserved only for James. 

 

And the fact of the matter is, James doesn't want me, and if he doesn't want me, then there are no other men out there for me. So like James pointed out, why spoil an already shaky career with gay status when in reality, it isn't even true.

 

We arrive at Leicester Square around 12:30, and as we step out onto the red carpet, the camera flashes are blinding. I blink through the bright lights, and look around me, to see who else has arrived.

 

There are bundles of press everywhere, just as I had predicted. Each area of the carpet held a famous face, press circled them, taking pictures, asking questions. In one area in particular, a huge crowd had gathered, it was where most of the 'fans,' you know, star spotters who turn up at these places, had crowded around.
"I guess the cast members are arriving!" Emma hazarded a guess, as we were lead towards that area. 
"Great!" I roll my eyes, as I realise that the throng of people are blocking the way into the Odeon cinema. We'd be stood out here for ages at this rate, all these people taking pictures of me with Emma fucking Griffiths.

 

"Matt!" A small, muffled voice yelled from the mound of people. "Matt, over here!"

 

Part Fourteen

 

I shake my head from side to side a couple of times to help me think straight.
The voice emerging from the crowd sounded oddly familiar to me, but there wasn't much chance that it could be this person.
I allow my eyes to scan the mass of people in front of me, searching for the person calling my name. A few seconds later and I spot him, his head a few inches higher than everyone.

 

"How the hell did you get here before me?" I shout across the crowd, not even saying hello.
"That's doesn't matter, I have something for you!" Charlie answers, forcefully pushing himself out of the crowd.
Reporters follow him as he walks up towards me.
"Is this a sign of a Busted reconciliation?" A Random guy asks, shoving a microphone in front of Charlie's nose.
"Who knows!" Charlie shrugs non-commitedly, a smirk on his face. I laugh, imagining the headlines that would now be appearing across the papers tomorrow, thanks to Charlie's sarcastic comment. For now though, that really wasn't important.

 

Charlie grabs me by the wrist and pushes me back into the people carrier that I have just exited, startling the driver who was jusst about to pull away.
"Drive around the block a couple of times, can ya mate?" Charlie asked, throwing a couple of twenty pound notes into the drivers lap. 
The driver nodded in return and started the car.

 

"What about Emma?" I ask, looking out of the window at her, an angry look was splashed across her face as she watched the car moving away from her.
"Fuck Emma!" Charlie retorted, pulling his phone out of his pocket. "James text me earlier with something he wanted me to pass on to you! I tried to tell you before you left your apartment, but by the time I got there, it was too late..."
"Which begs the question of how you got here before me!" I raise my eyebrows at him, amused at the look of annoyance that clearly showed in his frown.
"If it's really that important to you, although I don't understand why it is, sometimes the tubes get you places faster!" He answered flatly, the annoyance, if not clear in his face, was clear in his tone.
"You took the tube?" 
"Yes!"
"You!"
"Yes! Now on with the important stuff! Can you turn left here please?" Charlie suddenly instructed the driver, who made a rather dangerous, and I'm just guessing when I say, illegal U-Turn to get onto a narrow one way street.

 

"Charlie, the cinema is that way?" I sigh, swivelling in my seat and looking out of the rear window.
"Yes, but James is this way!"
"I'm sorry what?" I blink at Charlie.
"James is in a car, very similar to this one actually, just about... here! STOP!" Charlie shouted, the driver stopped abruptly, the breaks squeaking loudly under the strain.
"Charlie, I don't understand what you mean!" I fiddle with the many buttons that are attached to the car door next to me.
"Look! James wants to talk things through before making things public, which I can fully understand. So, you..." Charlie explained, as he leant over me and opened the car door, "... need to get out of this car, and into that one over there! James is sat waiting for you! Now, move!"
"I don't like you when you get all demanding, it's scary!" I say, swinging my legs out of the car.
"Just go, I do have plans you know!" Charlie shoved me out of the car and pulled the door shut behind me. The car drives off almost instantly.

 

I turn around and take in the silver people carrier that's parked across the road.

 

This is it! The last chance to make things work.

 

I take a deep breath and walk over, I tug at the rear door and peer in to see James. He looks so small, curled up against the door and the backseat, I just want to hug him.
Instead, I slide into the car, closing the door behind me. I sit in a similar position as James.

 

We sit in silence for a couple of minutes, just staring at each other. The weird thing is that, to me at least, the silence doesn't feel awkward. It's like we are looking at each other properly for the first time.

 

"I don't want to miss out on this!" James says, breaking the silence. I just carry on watching him, waiting for him to say more. 
He doesn't say anything, but what he does do, shocks me a little.
He uncurls himself and leans over towards me, pushing his lips onto mine.

 

I push James off of me, looking around in panic. Anyone could be watching, the driver for one. I shift up and peer into the front of the car.
"The driver is sat on the curb about twenty metres from this car!" James reassures me.

 

My mind focuses back on what was happening a second ago, and to what is happening now, and I feel James' body up against mine. He is directly behind me, his arms draped over my shoulders, crossing over my chest.
His mouth is now leaving a trail of soft kisses across my neck.

 

I let myself fully relax into his arms, craning my neck I look into his eyes. James shifts his body behind me so that I have room to lean back, then he positions himself onto my lap, a knee either side of my thighs.
My head feels light and fuzzy as I watch him bow down his head. I feel his lips meet mine again, and this time, I return the kiss.

 

I feel James' hands running along my stomach, tugging at the fine hair that surrounds my belly button. I moan into James' mouth as I feel his hands go lower, past the waistline of my jeans. His soft hands are gently caressing the sensitive skin around my privates, then he carries on, his hands running up and down the length of my dick.

 

As much as I am enjoying this, (My body is proof of how much I am enjoying this) I know we can't carry on.
"James!" I sigh into his mouth once more, as I lower my own hands and manouvre James' away from my dick.
He breaks the kiss, and looks into my eyes, a questioning look on his face.

 

"We can't do this here, and we can't do this now!" I say, I look into my lap.
James puts his hand out and touches my chin, he runs his hand along my cheek, and I look up at him.
"You're right!" He says, a sad smile playing on his lips. "We have a premiere to go to!"

 

I watch James' face, and see the disappointment wash away almost instantly. 
"I've been looking forward to this movie for months!" He's pretty much bouncing on my lap now as he winds down the window. He climbs from my lap onto the seat, and shouts down the street.
"Jim, we're ready to goooo!"
A few seconds later, and the driver, Jim, is in the car. We set off back to Leicester Square, neither of us talking, we don't even look at eachother. I watch the houses whizz past, and I feel James' hand take mine, he squeezes gently and I turn to look at him.

 

He looks like a little boy at Christmas, a smile across his face, that excited look. He looks back at me, and he winks. I smile at him, then look back out of the window.

 

We're here!

 

It's now or never to show the world what we have both found. I look back at James, who now looks completely terrified.
"We don't have to do this, James! We could, just get out, and... and just be here as friends!" I say, I pull the handle of the car door and push it open.
"I know!" James says, following my actions.

