Walk Out On Love (Somehow) 

Charlie grinned at Matt, and ran his fingers through Matt’s black hair affectionately, pulling him closer as he did so. Matt laughed, and tried to brush Charlie’s hands away. Charlie persisted, bringing his hand up to Matt’s cheek, gazing longingly into his brown eyes. Matt bit his lip. 

“Charlie, what if we get caught? James is only next door, he could just…” 

“Shh. It’s ok Shmuck I’ll make sure we don’t get caught. You won’t scream that loudly, will you?” He chuckled; a low sound deep in his throat and Matt shook his head. Charlie knew he couldn’t resist it when he called him Shmuck. It was the pet name Charlie had made up for him, and although Matt had no idea where it had come from, he loved it anyway. 


Charlie gently lowered Matt onto the rigid hotel bed and started placing warm, delicate kisses on his chest, moving up to his neck and jaw line. He grinned to himself as Matt squirmed in pleasure. Leaning in close, Charlie whispered; “I love you.” Matt glowed at Charlie’s remark, and replied; “I love you more, Sim”  


Suddenly, the door was flung open and in strode James, humming an unrecognizable tune to himself, hands thrust deep into his pockets. He stopped abruptly, stunned into silence as he took in what lay before him.  

“Matt? Charlie?” He whispered in disbelief. Turing quickly, he fled from the room, the slam of the door echoing loudly into the silence.  


“Shit!” Matt yelped, leaping up from the bed. He scrabbled frantically around in the half dark for his t-shirt, which Charlie had removed just a few minutes ago. Just a few minutes ago, when everything was perfect. Charlie stood up slowly as if in deep thought and paced towards the door. He hung back for a second, eyeing it warily as if he thought the door might bite him.  

“Do you want me to go and speak to him?” He asked, turning again to face Matt. He pulled his red t-shirt over his head, and replied; “No it’s ok, let me go. I’m supposed to be his best friend – maybe he’ll listen to me.” Charlie nodded. 

“Alright then, but be careful ok Shmuck?” Matt beamed at the use of his pet name and wrapped his arms around Charlie’s shoulders. 

“I will be – I promise.” He whispered, then padded up the corridor to find his missing band mate.  

____________________________________________________

Tired. Matt was so very tired; dead tired. It was not the dead tiredness that comes through brief and excessive effort, from which recovery is a matter of hours; but it was the dead tiredness that comes through slow and prolonged strength drainage. There was no power left, no reserve strength to call upon. It had all been used, every last bit of it. And there was a reason for it. 


It had been a week, exactly one week today since Charlie had left him. Just left, walked out of his life forever without even giving a reason. 

It’s because he hates you, Matt. What other possible explanation could there be? 

Matt was tired from lying awake at night, lying in the dark wondering, agonizing, hoping, dreaming that Charlie would return. Everyone had tried their best to soothe him, but he just pushed them all away. They couldn’t help him, they couldn’t; they didn’t understand what it was like to wake up every day and realise, that there was nothing to look forward to in life, no career, no family, no Charlie waiting to tell him everything would be alright. None of them could imagine what he was going through –not Josh, not Mark, hell not even Danny. For a while Danny had just held him while he cried, murmuring comfortingly into his hair, and for a few precious minutes, Matt had felt content. But when he looked up into Danny’s shimmering blue eyes, he didn’t see that same sparkle which had been in Charlie’s – Danny loved him, he just didn’t love him in the way that Charlie did. And besides, he couldn’t let Danny love him, if he let anyone get too close they would only let him down – hurt him again. And nobody but him knew how much it hurt, how it tore him up inside even just to hear Charlie’s name. 

That’s why he was better off alone. When he was alone Matt was safe, no one could harm him. 

Any one who can touch you can harm you or heal you; any one who can reach you can love you or leave you. 

Yes, Matt was better off alone. 

Well, not quite alone. The nearly empty vodka bottle which lay near his outstretched fingertips and beer cans that littered his tiny, filthy flat were all the remaining evidence that for several hours, Matt had been quite happy and forgotten his distress. Sprawled face down on the living room floor, he made no attempt to get up. There was no one there to get up for. If Charlie had been there they could have been doing something much more constructive with their time, but no. Charlie was gone and that was that.  

“Drunk and alone.” He mumbled into the worn blue carpet. He paused and considered his words. “I’m not drunk!” He insisted, to himself, bursting into a fit of giggles. He remained there for a few minutes more, before he rolled over slowly onto his back, carefully examining the ceiling. Square, white, boring. 

He sat up instead, and reached for his guitar, which was propped lovingly in the corner. “My guitar! Oh wow I luuurve my old guitar!” He stumbled towards it, and began addressing the instrument directly. “You, Matey have become my best friend over the course of just one week.” He strummed his fingers lightly over the strings, improvising a tune, singing the first words that came to his head; softly, under his breath. He closed his eyes and thought back to the time he had met Charlie; last Summer. It seemed like a lifetime ago. So much had changed since then. Matt had changed the most.  

“And it makes me feel degraded, and it hurts me so I talk to you, you don’t wanna know.”  

He hadn’t been this depressed since his friend, Mickey’s, funeral. He had been asked by Mickey’s parents to write a song for him. He had never played it again since that day – it was just too painful. But right now, Matt figured he couldn’t really feel much worse. 

“God saw he was getting tired, and a cure was not to be
So He put His arms around him and whispered, ” Come with me.” 

With tearful eyes we watched him suffer and slowly fade away 

Although we loved him dearly, we could not make him stay 

A golden heart stopped beating, playful laughter put to rest. 

God broke our hearts to prove to us, He only takes the best.”
Sighing, he replaced the guitar and fell with a dull thump against the wall. He could feel his own depression creeping up upon him, like a sleek black panther slipping through the dappled jungle floor towards him. He shook his head. “I really must be sooo drunk! Even more drunker than I thought.” 

See, this is what being without Charlie does to my head. Charlie. Well, who needs him? All I did was make the mistake of loving him, but who needs love? Not me. 

He absentmindedly ran a hand through his limp, black hair, and grimaced as his fingers caught on all the knots. He couldn’t remember the last time he had washed or even combed his hair. It was a big enough struggle just to crawl out of bed in the morning and slap a fresh layer of hair gel on top of the crusty, congealing one from the day before. 

Huh, love. A word that spills easily from the lips of teenagers eager to explore their romantic possibilities, but it has no real meaning. Love is a delusion. Think of all the stupid things you do for love – people in love stay up late and get up early; anything to be together. 

Matt gazed with deep hazel eyes around his cramped, grubby flat. An ironic comedown from something which had once been so perfect. The curtains were closed even though it was the middle of the day. Through a gap, a chink of golden sunlight filtered in onto Matt’s face. Involuntarily, he turned his head towards it, gazing up at the specks of dust dancing and swirling above his head. Almost in curiosity, he brought up his hand, felt the warmth tickling and brushing against his palm. He closed his tired eyes. The outside world. To which he had been a stranger for so long. 

He really did need love; he was falling apart without it. With the strength of love anything is possible. No matter what the problem, love could help to solve it. But Charlie was gone and no one else could ever love him again, and even if they did they would just push him away again as soon as they discovered the real Matt, the one that he kept secret from the outside world.

 Nobody but Matt knew about that person, but Charlie knew. Deep down, he realized Charlie must have discovered the real him, which is exactly why he left. It all made perfect sense; it all just seemed to fit. There was no other reason why Charlie would just abandon him like that. 


Matt slumped onto the sofa, clenching his fists tightly. As he examined his white knuckles, he could feel his anger rising. How dare Charlie just leave him like that, he knew, Charlie knew what Matt had been through, and that hollow, spineless bastard didn’t give a flying fuck. 

“Well, screw him!! I didn’t need him then, I don’t need him now! I’m doing just fine by myself, thanks very much.” 

Matt the loner. It has a certain ring to it. 
“What I need,” Matt announced, to no one in particular, “Is another drink.” He rolled off the sofa and reached across the floor to where his bottle lay, tipped on its side, just where he had left it. No one there to move it, or tell him not to have any more. He took several long gulps from the bottle, the glass chinking against his teeth, and the liquor burning a white-hot path down his throat. He felt it go to his head almost immediately – he hadn’t eaten in days, and no doubt a good deal was still left in his bloodstream. 


He lay back against the sofa, trying to clear his blurry vision and pounding head. He rubbed his closed eyes with blunt fingertips, worn smooth from years of playing bass. An annoying and almost painfully high-pitched noise began screeching through his head. It took him a few minutes to realize that it was outside his head, and not in. 

The phone.   

Who in the deepest circle of hell would call him? Probably a wrong number. But it was getting very agitating. Sighing, Matt staggered to his feet, groaning as a wave of nausea hit him. Too much movement, but that noise persisted. Whoever was calling was not going to give up. Through a haze visible only to him, Matt lurched for the phone, holding the receiver to his mouth with a shaking hand. He wasn’t quite fast enough – the answer machine message began to play, Charlie’s voice filling the room. Matt slammed down the phone and clenched his fists into tight balls – just hearing his voice made all of his anger return, coursing in waves through his body, anger at his own sheer stupidity. Of course Charlie had been lying to him – he had been all secretive and quiet for days before he left. 

Left. 

Left Matt to an empty flat and an empty future. He knew there was no one else who cared about him – James they had had no contact with since the day Busted finally announced their split, and the last Matt heard of him he had gone out to America. 

Well fuck him, this is all his fault. Stupid, narrow-minded arse.  

The phone began to ring again, taunting him, mocking his loss. With a scream Matt snatched it up, ripping the plug from the wall as he did so, and flung it as far away from himself as physically possible, which considering the current state he was in, wasn’t far. 

That should get it across to them. Even the idiots of the outside world should now be able to figure it out – I don’t want to talk to them. Just leave me alone!  

_______________________________________________________ 

Nine days since Charlie left, but Matt wasn’t counting.  


His alcohol supply had dwindled, then diminished completely. He couldn’t bring himself to go out and get more. There was a small herd of press photographers outside, who had been prowling up and down the dusty street ever since Charlie had left in a taxi complete with packed suitcase. Matt just couldn’t face them. So now he found himself sober for the first time in a little over a week, and bored, pacing the living room restlessly. He was a ravenous tiger, crouched on his haunches, eager and ready to spring as soon as the cage door was opened. But it was not food he was hungry for – it was drink. The need, the desperate urge to feel the vodka burn a path down his throat, followed by hours of pure peace and calm – of forgetfulness. 


Collapsing onto a chair at the desk which Charlie had insisted on putting in the corner if the living room in order to write lyrics, Matt began leafing through some random papers with notes, reminders and doodles of skateboards on them, before stopping at a square white envelope. There was one word printed neatly on the front, in precise black letters: Matt.   

He frowned in confusion. That didn’t look like anybody’s handwriting he knew. He turned it over carefully and ripped the envelope open. His heart skipped a beat when he recognized Charlie’s spidery writing.  

                          Matt,

I have written this letter out three times and torn it up twice. And you always

                                    said I was the one who was good with words. Let me start with an apology.

                                    I’m so sorry that I didn’t tell you I was leaving – I couldn’t. Because I know

 that if I did, you wouldn’t have let me go – and this is something I need to do.

                                    I really did want to tell you, but in the end this decision will help all of us.

 Matt, I have gone to America to find James. I know where he is staying and I’m

                                   going to talk to him, find out what’s going on in his head. He wouldn’t listen

to us before, but I think it was too soon after the split and seeing us together.

                                   But maybe after he has had a few weeks to calm down, he will see sense and

                                   listen to what I have to say. I know you must be hurt that I didn’t ask you to

                                   come with me, but I think it’s better that I speak to him alone, console him. If

  I can convince him to come back, we can start again, put this whole stupid thing

             behind us, move on, start again. In a way this has been a good opportunity for us all to 

                                  relax and unwind. We have been under a lot of pressure recently, with working so hard 

                                  and living in each other’s pockets (not that I minded being so close to you). Be strong 

                                  Matt. I know that this is just a little setback, and after this we can come back stronger 

                                  than ever. Not just as a band, but as a couple. 

                                  I love you Matt, and I never want to be with anyone else. I think it’s about time the 

                                  rest of the world knew too and I know that I’m ready to tell them. This past year has 

                                  made me realize that you mean more to me than all the fans a band could have, and 

                                  it really doesn’t matter if we lose a few. If they are true fans they will respect and 

                                  support us no matter what. 

Matt tried to read the few remaining lines of Charlie’s letter, but his vision was blurred with tears. Tears of relief that Charlie still loved him, that he was coming back. That he might still have a career, and two friends who cared. And most of all, that Charlie felt they were strong enough to come out to their female fans. It was going to be a testing time in their relationship, but Matt knew they were strong enough to take it. He couldn’t wait until Charlie arrived back home, so Matt could tell him just how much he loved him, and so that they could enjoy a lifetime together. Matt read on: 

I should be home in about two weeks, hopefully with James in tow. I’m not taking 

no for an answer from him, so we will see you then. I’ve given our number to  

Camilla and told her to call you if anything serious happens to me. So fingers 

crossed you don’t hear from her! All my love Shmuck 

Charlie xxxxxxxx 

Matt leaned back in his chair, and let out a shaky sigh. He felt like the weight of the world had been lifted off his shoulders. He scanned the letter again, and shook his head fondly. Charlie always gave people a number so that they could call his close friends and family if he had an accident, or worse. And his stubbornness. Matt didn’t doubt for one second that Charlie would bring James home. Matt felt a smile begin to curl the corners of his lips. Everything was going to be fine.  

_________________________________________________________ 

Matt gazed around the flat – totally spotless, just like himself. He had made an extra effort to look good. Today was the day Charlie was coming home. Today was the day they started a new life – all of them. Matt grinned as he thought how gorgeous Charlie would look with a tan. He couldn’t wait to see him again. 


He wandered his way over to the table, and carefully read every word of Charlie’s letter. Two weeks. Yes, he was definitely arriving back today. Matt had no clue if it was morning or night, and he didn’t care either. He would wait until the end of time for Charlie. His eyes fell on a loose photograph of Charlie that was randomly floating around the desk. For a moment, he just sat and stared at Charlie’s face – he had missed him so much. Matt jumped as he heard Charlie’s voice behind him. But it wasn’t Charlie, it was the answering machine. Had the phone been ringing? Matt hadn’t heard it. Well, no point in answering now. The recorded message stopped, and Matt’s stomach turned as the voice on the other end began to speak, in sobbing, broken tones.   


“Hey Matt, it’s Camilla. I’ve been trying to contact you for the last couple of days, but your phone has been disconnected. It must have broken or something. Anyway, I’m afraid I’ve got bad news… It’s Charlie…Oh Matt I’m so sorry…”

