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Chapter 1
Matthew


Free flowing thoughts and ink stained fingers, messy hair
rumpled from running fingers through it. Days overdue for a shower,
haven’t left the confines of the hotel room in as many days.
Trapped in far too many thoughts and ideas, locked up and needing
to get out. The floor is littered with half crumple bits of paper,
there is a wall covered with notes taped to it, drawing and
scribbles.

 

The tea has gone cold again and it is dumped back into the
teapot to be reheated, long past the point where it tasted anything
like how it was supposed to, now it’s mostly a burnt mess.

 

He doesn’t register that the door has opened, only that his
papers get scattered from the errant breeze of the shutting door.
He whirls to yell at the breeze, freezing at the figure before
him.

 

“You need a shower. Now.” There was no conversation, he found
that he was shoved into the bathroom with instructions to wash
while his precious papers were left in the hands of a well-meaning
mate.

 

Matt stared as the running water of the shower for a few minutes
before he scrubbed his hands over his scruffy face, realizing that
he felt awful. The shower would help, wouldn’t it? He strips before
stepping under the warm spray, watching in curiosity as the ink
washes from his skin, black rivulets making their way to the drain,
the doodles he had drawn over his skin slowly melting away.

 

Shampoo, soap and the application of a razor help with the rest
of his appearance, finally emerging from the bathroom after nearly
an hour, finding the hotel room looking much cleaner than when he
left it, the smell of food making his stomach growl.

 

“You look and smell better. You should eat. Seriously, the hotel
staff was starting to wonder if you had died in here. Three days.”
Dominic said, lifting the lid on what was obviously room service.
Chicken, steamed vegetables and a cream sauce. It looked
wonderful.

 

“Three days?” Matt asked, confused. Had he been here that long?
Dom nodded as he sat down on the edge of the bed, shuffling the
stack of crumpled papers.

 

“I know you said you needed some space but I know you. Space
doesn’t always mean you know how to take care of yourself when you
are trapped in your own head. Which is obviously the case. Granted,
I see you’ve been working on some new material.” Dom snorted as he
set the papers aside and looked up at his friend and band mate.

 

“Bells, I.. Fucking hell you had me worried. You never answered
your mobile. The hotel didn’t want to let me know you were even
staying here, not until today when they hadn’t seen you come down
in days.”

 

Matt sat on the edge of the bed, staring at his hands as he
twisted them around. The thoughts from earlier were gone, that mad
possession of ideas that had been gripping him had released their
hold.

 

“I just.. I needed something to get lost in. I guess I got too
wrapped up in things and lost track. Has it really been three
days?” He asked, looking up into concerned green eyes. There was a
nod.

 

“Eat. We can talk some more later ok? I’m going to call Chris
and Tom, let them know you’re at least alive for now.” With that
the drummer stood up and slipped out to the balcony, back turned as
Matt watched him dial and speak softly on the phone. He sighed and
picked up the fork, starting to eat.










Chapter 2
Dominic


Dominic sighed, hanging up the phone finally after having talked
to Tom and Chris. They were both understandably worried about Matt
even though the behavior wasn’t that unusual. It hadn’t happened
for some time though, not with Gaia to help keep it in check. But
now..

 

He shook his head. They couldn’t rely on someone to take care of
Matt when he got this way and still expect a relationship to work.
Hell, he had been surprised that Gaia had lasted as long as she had
before even she had given up and left. He couldn’t blame anyone for
wanting something more stable. He had understood perfectly when
Jessica had asked for the same thing. He just hadn’t been able to
do it. Giving up Muse was like giving up air.

 

Dom turned back towards the room, watching Matt eat the meal he
had placed in front of him, blinking around the room like he was
really seeing it finally for the first time. For as long as he had
known his friend, he had understood the manic phases, had seen the
lingering effects of the drugs they had used to take.

 

Clearing his throat he moved back into the room, shutting the
sliding glass door behind him. “Feeling better?” He asked and Matt
looked up at him, nodding.

 

“Clearer.” There was a pause, the food forgotten as he looked at
the notes and scribbles still taped to the wall. “It’s like a fog.
I know I wrote it all, but it’s like something else had taken ahold
and the ideas and thoughts just wouldn’t stop.” A hand came up and
rumpled damp hair. Dom watched blue eyes trace their way over the
pages before sliding over to watch him carefully.

 

“I hate not being on tour or in the studio. There’s nothing to
do.” Matt admitted and Dom could only nod at that.

 

“I know mate. You need to get out of here though. Let the hotel
staff clean up in here. You can stay with me for awhile until you
figure out what to do.” Neither mentioned Gaia or what was to be
done with the house in Lake Como. Dom knew that it would be like
picking at a scab for Matt, never letting it heal for long enough
to keep it from bleeding. There was a reason that Matt was here in
London, not wanting to go back to his home.

 

“Come on then. Get dressed and get your stuff.”

 

There was a nod as Matt got up from his seat on the edge of the
bed, heading to where he still had a bag of packed clothes, still
rumpled from when they had been shoved in there after the tour
ended. He rummaged around before coming up with the only shirt that
was decently clean and didn’t look like a saggy elephant.

 

“Ah. The return of the blue shirt. Seriously mate, I’m taking
you shopping for some clothes. You can only wear the same shirt so
many times.” Dom snorted as Matt pulled a face before he retreated
to the bathroom to get dressed. He threw the damp towel out the
door at Dom who gracefully caught it with his face, laughing.

 

“Arsehole. I have more than just the blue shirt. You cant forget
that white one with the stripes.. and that other one.. that had the
pattern on it.” Matt called from the slightly open door of the
bathroom as he changed.

 

“You mean my shirt? The one you borrowed for New York? That one
doesn’t count. I mean it Bells, you need more clothes. And besides,
where else better than to go shopping than in London? It’ll take
your mind off of all this for awhile too.” Dom listened as he heard
a weary sigh from the bathroom before a slightly rumples looking
Matt emerged, dressed aside from socks and shoes, dark hair
sticking up at a strange angle. Dom reached up and smoothed it
down, laughing when it popped up again, then fought with it again
until it was mostly normal looking.

 

“Your hair has a life of it’s own.” Dom laughed before he moved
to shoulder one of Matt’s bags, stuffed with all the papers
gathered from the room. Matt shook his head before he smiled and
pointed out that Dom was starting to go a little thin.

 

“Low blow there, way below belt. Watch it.” Dom said and the two
of them laughed as they took a last look at the room before
slipping into the hall. When the door clicked shut, Matt
sobered.

 

“Dom. Thanks for this.” He said softly, eyes cast to the floor.
Dom only shook his head.

 

“’s what I’m here for mate. Pull you out of your moods, let you
crash on my couch.” Dom was cut off with a blow to his side, air
leaving him with a startled oof.

 

“Couch? You’ve got a spare bed in that flat, I know it.” The
both of them laughed, heading for the elevator, Dom happy to see
that for the moment, the mood had lightened and Matt would be fine.
The dark moods didn’t last too long usually as long as someone was
around to make sure that Matt was remembering to eat and drink. He
wasn’t about to have a repeat of the incident where Matt had barely
been drinking anything aside from wine. He had dehydrated himself
so much that he had a nearly constant headache, getting sicker as
it wore on. It was true what they said of genius. The brighter they
were, the less they were able to take care of some of the simplest
things.

 

Matt was capable of taking care of himself until he got fixated
on something, then it was like everything else in the world would
disappear. That was when he would become concerned, Tom and Chris
even growing worried over their friend. He had been so good for
years though, mellowing. It had only been a matter of time before
something had to give again. But hindsight was always 20/20. And
here they were now. Matt would be fine. Feed him, keep him
occupied, he’d pull out of the funky mood.

 

Dom was sure of it.










Chapter 3
Matthew


Matt collapsed on the couch in Dom’s flat, dropping his bag in
the floor at his feet. He felt tired and drained, despite
everything. Likely because he couldn’t recall eating much in the
past few days. He rubbed a hand over his eyes before he looked to
Dominic who was shifting things around in the kitchen, finally
emerging with some take away leftovers.

 

“There’s some dim sum left if you want.” Dom said as he set the
containers down, handing him a bottle of water as well. Matt raised
and eyebrow as he took it.

 

“You didn’t cook?” He asked. He knew how much Dom liked to cook,
especially when tour was over and he could actually take the time
to create wonderful dishes that Matt found horribly complex and too
time consuming to prepare.

 

He recalled the time he said as much to Dom once who then
pointed out the fact that he raised his own chicken to eat and how
time consuming it was to prepare chicken that fresh. Matt had only
shrugged.

 

“No, I hadn’t felt like cooking really. I was worried about you.
No one was able to get ahold of you for a week. The hotel staff
stopped getting room service calls three days ago. You need to stop
getting so hyper-focused.”

 

Matt hung his head, feeling the couch dip as Dom sat down next
to him, opening the container and passing him a pair of chopsticks.
“Hey. Come on, don’t dwell on it now ok? I saw some of the stuff
you were working on.. It’s brilliant as always.”

 

Matt sighed, blue eyes meeting green. There was a smile shared
between the two of them and then a laugh. “Right. Brilliant until I
have to listen to you complain about the drum solo. Then you will
curse me out for days.”

 

Dom only shrugged, using his own chopsticks to nab a dumpling
from the take away container, popping it in his mouth. He chewed
before he rolled his eyes. “Matt you arse, I fucking hate drum
solos. Sadistic bastard.

 

Matt laughed, the small chuckle quickly turning into something
more manic and high pitched, Dom couldn’t help but join in, nearly
choking on his food. “Let’s see you play a drum solo then genius!”
Dom sniggered and Matt could only shake his head, holding his
sides.

 

The two of them ate on the couch, passing the containers back
and forth. Neither of them mentioned the hotel really, it seemed a
topic that was to be avoided; something that Matt was more than
willing to do. He’d pull out all the notes eventually, look at them
and work more on them, translate them from the mad scrawl of ideas
into something that would make more sense. For now he was content
to spend the time here with his friend, away from the pressure of
being on tour, away from the pressure of trying to record.

 

The two of them didn’t even realize the passage of time until
Dom began to yawn. Matt stretched, uncurling himself from the
strange pretzel-like position with his feet curled under him on the
couch, looking out the plate glass window of the living room,
noting that the city lights of London were twinkling, making the
cityscape look like something out of a dream.

 

“Hell, its late isn’t it?” Matt commented and Dom yawned again,
nodding. “Just past 1am, you can sleep in the spare. I was only
joshing when I said you’d be sleeping on the couch.”

 

“Yeah, you had better have been, otherwise you might have found
yourself sleeping out here and I’d have been in your bed!” Matt
grinned, laughing at Dom’s shocked expression before he dodged a
thrown pillow.

 

“Thanks again Dom. It’s appreciated.” Matt said softly after he
had finished laughing. Dom only nodded.

 

“Get some sleep.”










Chapter 4
Dominic


Dominic blinked at the bright sunshine streaming into his
bedroom window, stretching out on the bed, rolling to bury his face
in his pillow, muffling his yawn. The sheets smelled a little stale
to him, he needed to wash them after them having gone unused for
too long. He looked up at the bedside clock, watching the blue
digital numbers change from 9:23 to 9:24. It was still early in the
day and he didn’t really have anything in particular that he needed
to be doing. He really could see no rush in getting out of bed just
yet.

 

Rolling over he stared at the ceiling, listening to the silence
of his flat, the stillness of not being on a tour bus or hustle of
a hotel. It was peaceful and he was quite happy to just lay here
and enjoy it.

 

A sudden crash had him sit bolt upright in bed, realizing the
sound was metal falling to the tile of his kitchen. Pots and pans
clattered, then stopped and he heard muffled swearing. It took Dom
a second to realize that Matt was up and destroying his kitchen. Or
as Matt put it, cooking.

 

He sighed, throwing the covers off and padding softly out
towards the source of the noise, hair still sticking in strange
directions from sleeping, clad only in his favorite Spiderman
boxers. Not like Matt hadn’t seen them before and he wasn’t about
to start being modest now.

 

Standing in the doorway of his kitchen he saw that Matt had
tried to take out one of the frying pans from the cabinet but had
instead accidentally removed them all. It was like a strange
stacking game, all the pans he kept were in an order and if you
didn’t take them out in just the right way, the tower collapsed.
Matt had apparently found this out that hard way, sitting in the
pile of pans and pots, cradling his foot in his lap.

 

“There’s a trick to it.” Dom said and Matt gave him an
accusatory glare as if it had been a trap set up to catch him. Dom
couldn’t help but laugh, Matt continuing to glare icicles at him
with cold blue eyes.

 

“What exactly were you going to attempt to do in here anyway?
Burn the place down?” Dom asked, opening the freezer and grabbing a
bag of frozen peas, tossing it to Matt.

 

“Thanks.” Matt said, catching the bag and gingerly applying it
to his injured foot. “I was going to make eggs actually. I’m good
with eggs.”

 

Dom gave a shrug, stacking the pots and pans back into the
cabinet before he helped Matt up, installing him on one of the
barstools at the small kitchenette table. “Stay put troublemaker.
I’ll cook and you’re going to like it.”

 

“Yes mother.” Matt replied in a singsong voice before he
chuckled, getting a spatula waved in his face.

 

“So, shopping today. You are buying some shirts. Nothing in
blue. It’s forbidden!” Dom remarked as he started cooking up
omelettes for the both of them. “There are plenty of other colors
in the rainbow to choose from aside from blue.”

 



“But I happen to like blue. And you have to like it to, your boxers
are blue.” Matt complained and Dominic turned, pointing at
them.

 

“Spider Man! Blue and red! Not the same as just plain blue!
See?” He realized that Matt was laughing so hard he couldn’t
breathe and he felt a little puzzled. Matt shook his head, trying
to compose himself. Through laughs Matt finally spoke, wide grin
splitting his face.

 

“Dom, I didn’t know you cared enough to show off your underpants
to me. You know you look ridiculous cooking eggs clad only in a
pair of superhero underpants, pointing at your crotch?”

 

Dom turned red at that, sputtering a little before he saw that
it really was humorous, laughing as well. He turned back to his
cooking, trying to hide the blush that was staining his face red.
It was partly from embarrassment and partly from things he wasn’t
sure he was ready to admit to himself yet, least of all Matt.

 

The odd moment was broken when Dom turned back around with
breakfast for the both of them, Matt shuffling over to the drawers
to get them both some silverware before falling back to his seat on
the stool.

 

“Smells fucking delicious.” Matt said before he dug in. The two
of them ate in silence aside from the occasional comment on food,
leaving Dom to wonder if it was just him that felt a little strange
now or if Matt felt the same. He tried to shrug it off, leaving
Matt to clean up in the kitchen while he went to shower and get
dressed.

 

Standing under the spray of the shower, Dom let the water wash
over him, forgetting the strange moment in the kitchen. He was
going to go shopping, perhaps find some new trousers, make Matt
pick out at least two new shirts that weren’t blue. He wasn’t going
to dwell on things like Matt would sometimes do. Situation ignored.
At least for now.

 

There was a knock on the bathroom door and Dom stuck his head
around the shower curtain, looking at the door. “Yes?” He called,
and the door opened a crack, allowing Matt to poke his head in.

 

“You wouldn’t mind if I borrowed a shirt from you right? All
mine are either wrinkled or dirty.” Matt asked. Dom shook his head
before wiping shampoo off his forehead that was getting dangerously
close to his eyes.

 

“No, go on and borrow something. But don’t keep it like the last
one that I never saw back again.” Matt smiled and gave a nod.

 

“Right. Thanks.” With that his head disappeared and the door
shut after it, leaving Dom to finish his shower. Dom really didn’t
mind Matt borrowing clothes. Even the stolen shirt really didn’t
bother him, Matt looked good in it anyways so he wasn’t going to
argue over it really. He just liked to pester him about it and make
fun of the fact that Matt seemed to own no clothing aside from
three shirts and two pairs of shoes. Though Matt never seemed to
mind participating in the joke as well, going so far as to even
Twitter about it. Chris had certainly gotten quite a laugh from
that incident.

 

Dom finished his shower and headed for his bedroom with a towel
wrapped around his waist, finding Matt standing in front of his
open closet doors, staring at the array of material within.

 

“Christ Dom, I thought you had a lot of shite in your faff bag
but this is just insanity. You don’t even bring half this amount on
tour. Your closest wasn’t always like this, was it?” Matt asked,
reaching to finger the material of a black silk shirt, one of the
simplest pieces he had but never wore on tour. He didn’t want sweat
to ruin the fabric.

 

“So I like to shop.” Dom shrugged, quickly pulling a pair of
bright red trousers from the closet, along with a black tee. Matt
stared at the selection before shaking his head then pulled the
silk shirt out.

 

“I’ll borrow this one then.” Matt stated, turning to leave the
bedroom to head for the shower. “Matt.. trousers?” Dom asked,
making the other man stop.

 

“I’m not wearing those skinny things you call trousers.
Honestly, do you paint those things on?” Matt eyed the red trousers
in his hand and raised an eyebrow. Dom snickered at the
expression.

 

“You’re smaller than me anyways, they won’t look as tight. And
it’s not like I’m going to make you wear something like my green
ones. You look better with black on black.” He moved to dig through
the closet, finally selecting a pair of pants that he had bought
before realizing they were a little too short for him. On Matt they
would probably fit perfectly. He presented them to him and received
a speculative look in return. “Oh just try the bloody things on
already or wear some rumpled pants with a nice silk shirt and look
like a loon.”

 

Matt stuck his tongue out at him as he took the pants, leaving
for the bathroom. “Thanks mate.” He called over his shoulder,
smiling a little.










Chapter 5
Matthew


Matt looked over the racks of shirts that Dom had put him in
front of ten minutes prior, telling him to pick something out that
wasn’t blue before he had wandered off to find something for
himself. He was wondering what exactly he had gotten himself into,
knowing that shopping with Dom was something that one usually
didn’t do unless you wanted to spend the entire day in a clothing
store looking at tight trousers.

 

Which reminded him that the trousers he had borrowed from Dom
were actually a surprisingly good fit for him, he had fully
expected for them to be a little long as his friend was a little
taller than he was. And Dom had been right again, what would have
been tight on the drummer was a little loose on him, but still a
perfect fit. Paired with the black silk shirt, he had to admit that
it looked good. He wasn’t much on clothes like this, Gaia had been
the one to buy him the button down shirts, nice trousers and the
shoes. He had quite liked the Italian leather shoes and had bought
himself a few pairs since but hadn’t quite gotten the hang of
picking out the rest. Granted he at least had an idea now, but he
still liked his tees and jeans. And the shirt from Dom, well, he
liked that because it was soft. The fact that every time he wore it
reminded Matt that it had been Dom’s was something he usually
ignored.

 

He glanced up as Dom passed by him with a stack of things,
heading for the dressing room to try more on. Dom certainly had a
style that was all his own which was strange how he could manage to
find things all over the globe that seemed as if it was made for
him. He shook his head, looking back down at the shirts. Dom had
always confused him a little at times. How could one person feel so
comfortable with themselves and be so outgoing like Dom was always
perplexed him. He had still to this day never told anyone that he
had written Bliss with Dom in mind. Perhaps one day he would.

 

“What do you think?” Matt snapped his head up, looking at Dom
who was standing next to him, modeling some of the clothes he had
found. Matt was silent for a moment as he took it in. Then he shook
his head.

 

“Only you could make leopard print pants actually look good.”
Matt admitted, watching Dom light up and spin to show them off.
“Just don’t wear it with the leopard print belt, I think that might
be a little too over the top and gay, even for you.”

 

“Says the man who wore a ruffled shirt and eyeliner.” Dom
replied, grinning. Matt groaned.

 

“So did you if I remember correctly. And Chris too, though it
didn’t look any different on him. However, you did continue to wear
those long coats that made you look like Liberace.” Dom pointed
out.

 

“No, I looked nothing like Liberace. There wasn’t enough glitter
to make me look like Liberace.” The both of them started laughing,
Matt striking a bit of a pose causing even more laughter to erupt
between the two of them.

 

“So did you find anything?” Dom asked and Matt and he gave a
shrug, looking back to the shirts. He shook his head.

 

“I don’t know what I’m even looking for. I mean, I don’t really
care about all these fashions. Can’t I just wear something
comfortable?” Matt asked, maxing exasperated motions with his
hands. Dom was better at this, hell, even Chris was. At least when
it came to shoes. He’d seen Chris sweep through a shoe store once
with his mind set on owning the strangest pair of Pumas that he’d
ever seen. Matt had to admit they had looked good, if strange, like
two different pairs spliced together.

 

Matt watched as Dom moved over to the rack of shirts, looking at
them critically for a moment before he moved to another rack,
finding a black shirt with what looked like silver circuitry on it.
“This one might look good. And find a red shirt. You’ve always
looked good with red.”

 

“You’re amazing, you know that right? How can you spend less
than two minutes looking at this stuff and just pick something?”
Matt asked and Dom shrugged.

 

“It’s not life or death mate, it’s picking something to wear. If
you don’t like it, then get something else. And I don’t see why you
have to be stuck wearing those button downs just because..” He
trailed off, not saying the name that Matt knew was on the tip of
his tongue.

 

“You can say her name you know. It’s not going to break me. What
happened is just.. well it’s shite yes but hell, I could give a
fuck right now about it. I knew it was coming, that’s the sick
part.” He clenched his jaw, taking the shirt from Dom before he
strode to the dressing room, trying to stay composed. It was true.
He’d seen it coming for the longest time now, only he had chosen to
ignore it, delving into working on the album and then the tour.

 

Matt pulled the curtain of the dressing room shut behind him
sharply, wishing that the hiss of the curtain was a more satisfying
bang of a door. He felt like lashing out right now, mostly at
himself for being such an idiot. He grimaced, hands curling into
fists and then lashed out against the wall, punching the plaster
into an indentation. It hurt and yet it felt better, a release.

 

“Matt.”

 

He looked up to see Dom standing there, ducking around the black
curtain, invading the dressing room. “I’m sorry mate. I’m an
idiot.” The look on Dom’s face was what killed him there, entirely
apologetic, sincere. Matt whined, fist clenching again, shifting
from side to side as if he was about to run, something inside of
him setting that ‘Fight or Flight’ response into motion.

 

“I fucking knew. I knew it. And I set myself up for it Dom. It’s
my fault for it all.” He raged, hot and bitter tears suddenly
springing to his eyes, gritting his teeth. It was frustrating,
trying to keep everything together and knowing he was falling apart
no matter what he did.

 

He let go.

 

Bitter tears streamed down his face, sinking to the floor as he
found that his legs refused to hold him up anymore, not when the
rest of him was shutting down. Dom moved to take his hands,
kneeling in front of him, making clenched fists relax under his
touch. Matt buried his face into Dom’s shoulder, unable to keep
himself from crying. He felt so tired of holding it all inside of
himself, contained from the rest of the world. And here was Dom,
holding him close, keeping him safe from himself, keeping him from
lashing out.

 

The two of them sat on the floor as he cried, Matt wasn’t even
sure how long they had stayed there like that, he had shut down. He
only vaguely recalled that Dom had been talking when he found that
a cool cup of water was being pressed into his hands.

 

“Drink this.” He was instructed and he nodded, taking the cup,
feeling relief at the cool liquid. He swallowed and pulled away
from Dom slightly, though the blonde didn’t let him go.

 

‘I’m sorry.” Matt cast his eyes to the floor, hand moving to run
through his hair, mussing it.

 

“Don’t be. You needed that. And I bet you feel better because of
it. You’ve done the same for me.” Dom pointed out and Matt nodded
at that, recalling the few times that even the collected and
usually exuberant Dominic Howard had needed cheering up or a
shoulder to cry on.

 

‘Thanks.”

 

The two of them sat there for awhile longer, Matt trying to
gather the shattered pieces of himself together though Dom was
right. He did feel better after that. He’d have to pay for the
damage to the wall but he was no stranger to that and he really
didn’t care. His wiped his face and finally pulled away from Dom,
though he felt a sense of loss at the contact. It showed him that
he had really been pulling away from people for some time now that
he wanted to just stay curled up in Dom’s arms like that, just for
touch.

 

The two of them got up and Matt looked to the forgotten shirt.
“I like it. I’m just gonna get it and say to hell with it. Walk on
the wild side right?” Dom smiled at that.

 

“I think that’s a great start.”










Chapter 6
Dominic


Dom wasn’t sure what to think about Matt’s breakdown in the
store. He had seen something like that coming but he hated to see
him like that. It hurt him to see how much Matt was hurting inside,
trying to bottle everything up. He knew that Matt didn’t like to
burden anyone with his own emotional issues though he never
understood how he couldn’t share himself as easily as he could
share the millions of theories about life and aliens, government.
Some of them made him look absolutely nutters but they never seemed
to faze Matt in the slightest as he just kept marching to his own
beat.

 

Dom saw it in their music though, the only vent that he seemed
to have, releasing little bits here and there, a lyric that made
him wonder if perhaps Matt should seek real help, talk to people.
And then the moment would pass again and Matt was off on some new
tangent. Even his neuroses had a short attention span.

 

Dom moved to stand behind the couch that Matt was sitting on,
looking down at him over the singers’ shoulder. Matt looked up at
him and smiled before he reached up, grabbing him by the arm and
yanking, making Dom lose his balance with a shout, falling over on
top of Matt and the back of the couch, sliding into a strange
position, half hanging over the back of the couch and half in
Matt’s lap as the singer laughed at him.

 

“You cunt, what the hell?” Dom complained and Matt replied with
a laugh before he sobered again, hand twisting on Dom’s wrist.

 

“Don’t look at me like I’m about to break again. I hate seeing
you look worried like that and if I know I’m the cause then I’m
going to have to punch you.” Dom shifted a little, trying to get
his neck into a more comfortable position, aware that he was likely
about to crush Matt’s bits in this weird tangle of limbs. “Stop
squirming!” Matt complained in response, wincing. Apparently he
already had.

 

“Sorry, you don’t exactly have me in the best way here.” Dom
twisted again, legs finally coming over the back of the couch,
leaving him now laid out across the couch and across Matt’s lap
where he was apparently being help as Matt still had his wrist. It
was a warm connection of skin to skin and Dom realized that for at
least the past month or so, he hadn’t really seen Matt touch
anyone. Granted there was the usual things, a fan at a show, the
tight quarters on a tour bus. But there was none of Matt squeezing
in a seat right on top of someone else, none of his dives into
Chris on stage or into his drum kit, not that he was even supposed
to anymore, not after the last round of stitches for the both of
them and an angry word from the drum sponsor.   

 

As Dom watched Matt he noticed that he wasn’t really looking at
him, instead his attention was on his hands. He moved to bring
Dom’s hands up to his face, examining them closely and Dom closed
his eyes, just feeling as Matt traced over calloused hands,
sensitive nerves feeling the warmth of Matt’s hands and fingers. He
could feel the callouses of Matt’s fingers from the guitar.

 

There was a strange moment as Dom opened his eyes, looking up at
Matt who traced a finger over his face, brushing hair out of his
eyes, leaning in closer. Dom held his breath as he felt his heart
suddenly start pounding, brain freezing up, unsure what to really
think as he realized how close Matt was to him, examining him in a
way he’d never seen.

 

And then he pulled away again, leaving Dom confused. With the
way he had leaned in, he had thought for a second.. he’d thought
that Matt had been about to kiss him. Instead he continued watching
him with that strange expression, fingers feeling their way over
exposed skin.

 

“What are you doing?” Dom finally spoke, swallowing thickly,
mouth a little dry. Why had he reacted the way he had? Like he had
been anticipating it, wanting it? He felt confused. Matt shook his
head.

 

“Looking. Seeing. We are all so contained in our own skin. It’s
like a cage, keeping us inside, locked up. Minds trapped behind
this wall. Your skin keeps you safe inside and the rest of the
world just passes around you.” Matt tilted his head to the side,
hand stopping where it was, Dom could feel him press his palm over
his chest where his heart was pounding away. He inwardly cursed
himself for his reaction before, his nerves making his heartbeat
faster than normal. He knew Matt could feel it, separated only by
the thin fabric of his cotton shirt.

 

“We are all separated from each other aren’t we? Except for
this.” Matt held up his hand, the one that had punched the wall
earlier. From his knuckles, Dom could see there was broken skin,
blood very slowly weeping from the marred skin. On an impulse he
wasn’t even sure about, he reached over, taking Matt’s hand in his
own, bringing injured knuckles to him lips and kissed them. He
could taste the metallic note of the blood, licking his lips on
instinct. Matt smiled.

 

“My blood, which was in me before, trapped by this prison of a
body, now it’s a part of you.” Matt sighed, hands going back to
their careful examination as he worked out the strange theory
forming in his head. Dom felt like he was losing himself in it all,
Matt saw him right now, in close detail. But then, he couldn’t see
inside of him, see the confusion roiling in his head. Just as he
couldn’t see what Matt was thinking.

 

He was right. They were all trapped behind skin, never really
able to touch each other aside from skin to skin. He knew that Matt
was working something out in his head, but he couldn’t be sure what
it was, there was only that ghost of a smile playing on lips.
Whatever it was, Matt was at least moderately pleased with it.

 

The hand returned to his chest and Dom could feel Matt shift. He
cursed his heart again for the skip in its beat, closing his eyes
against watching Matt examining him. He knew this was not normal,
even for the two of them who had on a few occasions shared a bed
when they spent the night over at one another’s childhood homes.
This was something even more than that, intimate in a way that
neither of them had ever been.

 

“Matt..” His voice cracked a little, sounding alien to his ears,
as if he hadn’t even said it. He felt a shift again and there was
no response. Dom’s felt his heart beating as wild as it had when
Matt first leaned over him.

 

Silence.

 

Curious, he opened his eyes, blinking them as he tried to focus
on Matt’s face that was hovering close to his. “Still just two
separate beings. Touching and yet locked away.” Matt said softly
before he moved in. Dom couldn’t think as he felt warm lips on his
own. He could swear that his heart even stopped in that moment, a
strange sensation starting from where he was locked into an embrace
with his best friend, moving to encompass him. It was like the
first time he’d ever kissed a girl, that thrill of doing something
that had been forbidden before and now he was doing it.

 

The pressure on his lips was light at first and his eyes slid
closed, feeling Matt press in further. He surprised himself as he
reacted to it, mouth moving almost as if it didn’t even belong to
him, deepening the kiss. He could taste the mint of the toothpaste
that Matt had used that morning, and something else that must have
been unique to just him. It was as if time had stopped as the two
of them were curled on his couch, connected by the shared kiss. The
only way the two of them could really touch.

 

Matt pulled away, breaking from the kiss that had the both of
them gasping a little, a small chaste kiss planted softly on his
lips, like a brand, claiming them as Dom felt his heart resume,
beating wildly. His eyes fluttered open and he looked up at Matt
with a question on his lips, the sensation in them feeling like an
afterimage on film.

 

He looked as flushed as he felt himself, the expression strange.
It was nothing that Dom was familiar with and his eyes searched for
something familiar in Matt’s face, fixing on bright blue eyes that
were steadily locked with his.










Chapter 7
Matthew


Matt’s heart was thundering in his chest as he watched Dom
search his face. What the hell had he just done that for? He was
insane, he’d gone nutters, around the bend, how could he have done
that? He had been thinking about connections and how even when
touching, he hand Dom were still so far removed from one
another.

 

Dom kissing his bloodied knuckles had been the start of an
epiphany for him; that shared moment, that exchange of sorts. He
knew how much Dom trusted him, now he had betrayed it by crossing a
line that had always been there, invisible between the two of
them.

 

He honestly didn’t care one whit about genders, though he had
never dated a man, he’d never found himself drawn that way. There
was respect and admiration, desire to be more like someone.
Especially Dom. He had always admired him, even when they first met
as kids. Respected him for his musical abilities. He even desired
to be like him at times, more outgoing, more vibrant. But the
desire that he had just displayed, that was something else
entirely.

 

He had felt Dom’s heart pounding; heard that catch in his
breath. He had heard the warning when Dom had said his name, that
shakiness to his voice. Fear? That had to be it. Dom wasn’t like
him, hell, he’d surround himself with as many birds as he could
pull.

 

“Fuck.” He swore, suddenly scrambling to get away, finding
himself held there by the strange position that he and Dom had
ended up in on the couch. The position he had put them in. He felt
like a fool as he tried to roll over top of Dom, spilling himself
to the floor without crushing his friend under him. Running right
now was good, he could hide himself away again, lock himself up in
the cage of his skin and figure out how to apologize for the
strange behavior.

 

“Matt.”

 

The voice froze him just as much as the hand gripping his arm,
keeping him from running to the spare bedroom and grabbing his
stuff and running out of here. He looked at Dom’s confused
expression and then tore his eyes away, looking at the floor.

 

“I’m sorry, that was stupid and I shouldn’t have. I was..” He
trailed off, not even sure what he had been trying to accomplish or
even how to explain it.

 

“Connection.” Matt looked up, watching as Dom shifted to sit up
on the couch, hand still keeping him from running away. “It was
like when I kissed your hand.” Dom said softly and Matt his face
behind his hand, not wanting to even look at his friend anymore,
not wanting to see the look of betrayed trust that was
inevitable.

 

He started when his felt Dom’s hand on his own, pulling it away
from his face, the drummer looking at him with such a concerned
look that Matt felt his own heart pause.

 

“When did we start avoiding each other? When did we stop being
the people in that photo?” Dom asked, meaning the photo that was
framed above the flat panel tele hung on the wall. It was a small
one, reprinted years ago in some magazine that he couldn’t even
remember the name of. Matt wasn’t even sure if he still had his
copy of it still. He knew Chris would. Chris saves everything. It
was the three of them; he was sat on Chris’ shoulders in order to
reach the same height as Dom who was standing higher up, Dom’s arm
wrapped around him in a gesture that looked quite mothering. His
own hand rested gently on Chris’ head, partly for balance as Dom’s
own position likely was. He couldn’t remember anymore.

 

Thinking on Dom’s words, he realized that it was true. He’d been
avoiding even touching people like he used to. He had always been
in everyone’s face, needing that closeness. Pulling away had
damaged him in some way and like an addict long away from their
drug, he had sought out the fastest and hardest hit he could
find.

 

He shook his head and then looked back to Dom who’s expression
had turning knowing. “Was it me you made the connection with? Or
was it because I was the only one here?” Dom asked, drumming his
hands, releasing him, letting him think.

 

Matt felt lost, reaching to place a hand on Dom’s knee. He could
feel the warmth seeping through the fabric, reminding him that this
was Dom. Not just another nameless person that wandered into and
out of his life. This was a rock that had held steady for nearly
twenty years now, he wasn’t leaving. And while that kiss, it was
something that started as just him acting on a whim, acting
foolishly as usual, it hadn’t ended that way. He’d pulled away for
air but he had claimed Dom. Branded him with his lips.

 

“Both.” He stated before he shook his head, suddenly shooting up
from his position of the floor, pacing, shaking his hands out and
twitching his fingers. “I don’t know. I was just.. it was an
impulse that I couldn’t stop. But it wasn’t just that. If it had
been just that it wouldn’t have been so..” He waved his hands
about, struggling to try to find what he was trying to say. Dom
supplied.

 

“Intense?”

 

“Exactly!” Matt cried, excited, feeling that manic energy
starting to pulse through him. And then he stopped, turning to look
at Dom who was still sitting there on the couch, just watching him.
Then he nodded before he stood up and approached him. Matt found
that he had stepped back, keeping a distance between them. And
found himself backed against the wall. Dom was standing right in
front of him, the slight difference in height seeming vast as he
nearly towered over him. Perhaps it was just him that felt small
though, heart thundering as his mind worked out all the things that
were happening. Everything had shifted so suddenly, it was if the
world had tilted on its axis and was spinning in the wrong
direction.

 

The both of them reached out at the same time, drawing each
other in, lips meeting again, parting as they kissed. Matt could
taste everything about Dom that he admired in that kiss. His
willingness to go out on a limb despite making a fool of himself,
his eager attitude, his passion.

 

His hands moved to cup Dom’s face, feeling the trace of stubble
that was likely evident on his own face as well, feeling the slow
and sensuous movement of Dom’s tongue against his own, sending a
bolt of lightning running through him. His fingers slid of their
own volition into Dom’s soft hair as he tilted his head, deepening
the kiss, Dom drawing his body in closer to him. Air was an
overrated necessity, he didn’t care, he just wanted to be as close
and connected to this man as possible.

 

It was Dom who finally broke away, gasping as he trailed kisses
down his lips, over his chin, his throat as Matt let his head tilt
backwards, hitting the wall with a ‘thunk’. Dom barely paused
before he found his lips again, both of them gasping. It was
intense, borrowing Dom’s word from before, that little spark
igniting into something akin to burning rocket fuel.

 

Matt pushed against Dom, shoving them both away from the wall,
breaking the kiss as he steered them back to the couch, pushing Dom
back down on the white plush cushions while he grinned down at him
seconds before he crawled into his lap, straddling him as they
resumed the kiss, devouring each other eagerly, ignoring the world
around them.










Chapter 8
Dominic


Dom found his arms wrapping themselves around Matt’s waist as
the other man kissed him with such a scorching passion that he was
wondering if they would both melt away soon. He felt hot, as if he
had been set alight. Matt was entirely to blame for it and to be
honest, he didn’t care.

 

There had never been a time that he could clearly recall ever
thinking about something like this happening with a man, much less
his best friend. But now that it was happening, he couldn’t see why
he had never thought of it. It was like he had found a piece of a
jigsaw puzzle that had been placed wrong; it had appeared to fit
but in reality the position was wrong. Everything had been shifted
in a new direction now, still the same; it was still Matt, only
another side he’d never quite seen, much less experienced.

 

He pulled away from the kiss for air, looking at him, seeing how
swollen Matt’s lips now were, how he want to just continue kissing
him. It seemed right to share this moment like this together, to
hold each other like this.

 

His cell rang almost at the same time that the knocking on the
door began. Matt nearly jumped off of him, the sudden vibration
from the cell startling him as much as it did him.

 

“Fuck.” Matt swore and Dom had to agree, shifting slightly to
gain access to the pocket where his cell was, pulling it out to see
Tom’s face on the caller ID. He stared at it, feeling himself flush
red as he suddenly felt embarrassed, as if Tom could see them
through the phone.

 

“Hello? Dom, are you in?” It was Chris’ voice coming from the
door and he suddenly felt like he was being double teamed,
answering the phone, trying to sound normal as Matt got up from his
place on his lap to answer the door.

 

“Dommie! Are you in? Guess what?” Tom’s voice sounded from the
phone and strangely enough, the other side of the door as Matt
opened it. Tom bounded in, all cheer and smiles as he enveloped
Matt in a hug. Chris seemed more sedate as he stood in the door,
giving a wave in his direction and looking to Matt.

 

“We thought we’d stop by, make sure everything is okay.” Chris
said with a shrug and Dom found that he was feeling nervous. He had
the feeling that Chris would sense that something was up that was
against the norm. He noticed Chris’ head tilt, looking at him and
Dom froze as he was standing up. Shit. He hadn’t expected to be
found out so soon.

 

“Nice trousers mate. Though they might be a little much, even
for you.” Chris laughed and Tom joined in, releasing Matt who Dom
noticed was looking a tad pale. They locked eyes, a moment passing
between them. Matt wasn’t going to say anything, not yet, what had
happened was just between them for now, Dom could see that as if it
was written across Matt’s face in black marker.

 

He turned back to Chris with a smile. “I thought they were nice
actually. So did Matt.” He smiled and Chris shook his head.

 

“You took Matt’s word on clothes? He only owns two shirts, plus
that one he nicked from you.”

 

“And this one two, another tee from the depths of Dommie’s
closet likely.” Tom remarked, pulling at the new shirt that Matt
was wearing, getting his hand swatted in the process.

 

“Actually, that one is new, just bought it today. He picked it
out himself after god knows how long in front of the same rack of
shirts.” Dom said, glossing over the fact that he’d been the one to
pick it up off the rack and told Matt to try it on. Both Tom and
Chris raised eyebrows and looked over to Matt, impressed. After
all, this was unusual for him and so soon after he had locked
himself away in a hotel for a week, three days of which were
without contact with the outside world.

 

Tom cleared his throat and looked over to him. “Well then mate,
you mind if I grab a drink?” He asked, nodding his head to the
kitchen. Dom took the hint as Chris corralled Matt back to the
couch, Chris commenting on Matt’s newfound fashion skills that
apparently didn’t apply to leopard print trousers.

 

Tom helped himself to a beer in the refrigerator, giving Dom a
look that clearly asked the question he wasn’t saying aloud. “He
seems fine at times; he had a bit of a meltdown at the store when
we were shopping. I think for now he’s just going to stay here
until he can figure out what he wants to do about Lake Como.” Dom
shrugged, looking back over his shoulder towards the living room.
Apparently Matt had started a conversation about lizard brains.
Chris looked a bit confused but nodded appropriately.

 

“Gaia moved out. Took her things and left.” Tom said quietly and
Dom turned his attention back to his friend. “She called me, said
she knew Matt wasn’t going to answer her call anyway. She let me
know that Matt’s guitars arrived safely and she was leaving the
house to him to do whatever he wanted to do with it. Knowing Matt,
he’d be likely to burn it down in some fit of ‘cleansing’ or
something insane like that.” Tom took a swig of the beer, looking
over to Matt on the couch.

 

“I fully expected that he would have locked himself in the spare
bedroom at this point. It’s like Gaia never happened.”

 

“Yeah well he still feels like a right shit about it, I assure
you. You didn’t see him earlier. He was crying. But I know what you
mean.” Dom stole the beer from Tom, taking a swig before handing it
back. He felt a bit of relief that for now the pair of them had
been saved from having Tom and Chris find out about, well he didn’t
know what it was they were going to find out about as he didn’t
even know what it was yet. He and Matt needed to discuss it, but
right now certainly wasn’t the best time. Tom turned back to Dom,
punching him in the shoulder.

 

“Hey, don’t tell Matt just yet about Gaia. If he’s still
breaking down and all, maybe now isn’t the best of times?” Dom
nodded at that. He hadn’t been intending to, but Tom did have a
valid point. It was still something that was raw and tender for his
friend, he wasn’t about to have him break down like before again.
Not when he had moments like right now that made him seem, well, as
normal at Matt could be.

 

“I think we might want to save Chris, he’s making that face.”
Dom said, looking at the bassist who seemed confused, in way over
his head on some tangent theory of Matt’s that even Dom had trouble
following. Tom laughed and nodded.

 

“Yeah, maybe we can find a subject that Matt won’t be able to
twist into some government conspiracy or weird scientific theory.”
Tom looked over at Dom and the two of them burst out laughing,
causing both Chris and Matt to look over.

 

“Not bloody likely!” Dom said as they rejoined the others in the
living room.










Chapter 9
Matthew


Matt sipped at his wine at dinner as he looked around the table
at his friends. He had been of two minds with Tom and Chris
unexpectedly dropping by; on one hand he wished they hadn’t since
he had been otherwise engaged at the time. But the other hand he
countered that he was lucky to have friends that had been worried
enough to come see him. As it was, Chris had to drive four hours
away from his family to come see him, time that he could have spent
with his kids.  Matt hated that he had drawn him away from
that, though Chris would bring them and Kelly along on the tour
when they could make it.

 

He shook his head. He wasn’t sure where things had been about to
go when he and Dom were interrupted. He himself wasn’t even sure
how far he wanted to take it. Dom wasn’t likely to refuse anything
he suggested, even if he didn’t want to do it. His thought kept
wandering back to their kisses though and he found that he was
watching Dom more than usual. Eyes on his lips as he drank, on his
hands when he moved to eat his food, on his face as he smiled and
laughed at something Chris was saying to him.

 

“Earth to Matt, you still there mate?” Matt jumped a little,
turning to Tom, confused.

 

“I’m sorry?” He asked, wondering what he had missed while he was
lost in contemplation.

 

“I asked if you would be up for a night on the town tonight.
Since Chris is here and all.” Tom asked, giving Matt a critical
eye. “Or not, you don’t have to feel forced into it.”

 

“Actually Tom, I was thinking about actually sleeping at a
somewhat normal hour, you know, sometime before four am would be
nice.” Dom sighed, setting his napkin on the table and Matt saw his
way out of having to go out with Tom and Chris when he’d rather be
doing other things.

 

“I’m with Dom on that one. I didn’t get much sleep recently and
I think I’d like to catch up on some of it. No offense Chris but
I’m sure you understand.” Matt explained and Chris nodded, waving
his hand.

 

“I understand. I can take this party animal out if he wants to
tear things up.” Matt felt a sense of relief as Chris allowed him
the out, though he noticed the look that was shot in Dominic’s
direction. Tom was oblivious to the undercurrent but apparently
Chris was not. He flushed a little, worried and then Chris shook
his head, gave a small shrug of his shoulders and went back to his
beer.

 

The rest of dinner was uneventful, Matt had been sure to keep
acting as normal as he was expected to be, trying to keep from
looking in Dom’s direction to frequently which proved more
difficult than he thought as he was seated directly across from
him. He nearly jumped out of his skin when he felt his cell vibrate
in his pocket. He scrambled for it as he noticed that Dom was
slipping his own back into his pocket.

 

A text message from Dom. He opened the message, heart
jumping.

 

‘Can we talk later?’ –D’

 

He stared at the words on the screen before he looked up and
around at his friends, Chris and Tom in conversation, Dom looking
at him expectantly. He looked back down at his cell, tapping out a
response.

 

‘Sure. Not with T and C though right? –M’

 

He sent it, noticing the slight delay it took for Dom to get it
as the message was sent out into the digital netherworld to finally
make its way to the man sitting across the table from him. He
watched as the message was read and Dom looked up, catching his
eye, nodding.

 

Things were going to be interesting then.










Chapter 10
Dominic


It seemed to take forever to get through the rest of the meal
and then Tom had to make sure all sorts of arrangements were in
place before heading out. Chris would thankfully be staying with
Tom at his flat for the night once they got back in, likely as some
insane hour that Dom couldn’t even begin to fathom keeping up with
after the tour ended. He liked the downtime to rest, Tom just
seemed to be running on constantly however.

 

Matt had been attempting to avoid his eye for the latter half of
the evening after Chris had a perceptive moment. Well, it wasn’t
fair to say that really, Dom know how perceptive Chris could be. He
just wished that right now he wasn’t quite so much.

 

He couldn’t blame Matt at all for drinking nearly an entire
bottle of red by himself, he had moved very quickly from water to
his own favorite, mojitos. It calmed him somewhat but then he also
felt slightly inebriated by the time he and Matt finally got back
to his flat, Tom dragging Chris off in another taxi.

 

“I know they mean well, but I didn’t think they were ever going
to give us a moment alone.” Matt complained, making a beeline for
the kitchen, finding himself a glass of water, Dom following after
him to corner him.

 

“Matt.. about what happened before..” Dom watched as Matt froze
mid drink, then lowered the glass to the countertop. He looked up
at Dom, looking tense.

 

“I don’t want to force anything if that’s what you are going to
say. But I can’t and I won’t take back what happened. And I’m not
going to regret it either. Not when there are so many other things
in the world I’m already regretting.” Matt stated and Dom shook his
head. He could tell that Matt was playing defensive already, not
really listening to what he was saying.

 

“Matt, that’s not what I’m going to do. I won’t take it back
either. But what I want to talk about isn’t the past, it’s the
future. I don’t want to damage our friendship. And I don’t want to
do something that would jeopardize the future of Muse.” Dom leaned
against the counter, elbows resting on the cool tile, head bowed,
not looking at Matt. He needed to say this before he could see how
Matt was going to react to it.

 

“I’ve seen so many sides of you. Fuck, I’ve seen you starkers,
I’ve watched you fuck. And yet never once did I ever think about in
any fashion like I did this afternoon. It was intense and sexual
and.. well it was fucking hot at hell. And you did that to me
Bells.” He pulled out the nickname, something old and familiar,
like putting one of those ‘Hello My Name Is’ badges on this new
creature that seemed to look an act like his friend but was
suddenly so strange to him. He needed some sense of familiarity in
the situation.

 

“Maybe we weren’t ready to see it then, to feel it.” Matt
quietly said, raising the glass to his lips again and Dom couldn’t
help but turn and watch him drink. He caught Matt’s gaze looking
steadily back at him and he felt his throat go dry.

 

He wanted this man. It was really that simple.

 

“I think I’m in love with you.”

 

It had slipped out without conscious thought. Dom wasn’t sure it
was even him speaking or something had taken possession of him. But
that didn’t change the statement or the fact that it was true.

 

“Don’t fuck with my head Dominic.” Matt set the glass down,
turning to him, body language tense. They were walking a very fine
line now, Dom could see that, fight or flight.

 

“I’m not. I didn’t.. I didn’t mean to say that, but that doesn’t
make it any less true, you may have started this Matt, but I kissed
you back. And I never stopped you. I think it’s taken this long to
realize that I’ve always admired you. And I don’t mean in the tense
of your talent or shite like that. I mean you. As a person, as
someone I love and care about.”

 

He hung his head for a moment, shaking it, hand reaching up to
run through his hair. He felt confused and yet everything was so
clear at the same time. He wanted Matt but then he’d never once
wanted another man. He wasn’t gay. How could he want Matt if he
wasn’t gay?

 

“I’ve never had an issue about being attracted to another man
before. I mean, we’re all human right?” Dom paused while Matt
spoke, listening to what he was saying to him. “Granted, I’ve never
really acted on it, but maybe this time I could? With someone I
feel safe with.”

 

Dom had a sudden idea. “One night. You can say no, you can stop
at any time. We see where this goes, if it’s just a moment of
insanity or if..” He looked over at Matt who gave him a small smile
that set butterflies off in his stomach. “If this is something
else.” He finished.

 

He should have felt nervous about this, but because it was Matt,
he had no fear about moving over to the dark-haired man, reaching
up to his face and cupping it in his hand. Matt’s eyes slid closed
as he smiled, leaning into the touch. Dom marveled at how unafraid
of this he was, like something had been building up to this for
years and now was just the natural conclusion.

 

“Dominic, will you kiss me?” Matt asked, blue eyes opening to
fix him with a heated gaze. He swallowed, feeling every nerve
ending ignite under that look, leaning in to comply. He sealed his
lips over Matt’s, hearing a whimper come from him before they both
moved together, clutching at clothing, drawing closer as the kiss
deepened and then broke apart.

 

“Dominic, will you..” Matt’s voice hitched for a second. “Will
you fuck me?”

 

Dom contemplated the question. Kissing was certainly one thing;
he could easily comply with that. And when he had suggested that
the spend the night together, he knew he would take it to that
level, but hearing the reality fall from Matt’s lips, it seemed
wrong.

 

“No.”

 

He could feel Matt freeze and green eyes met blue, confused. “I
won’t fuck you. I’d rather it be something a little more tender.
More meaningful.” The smile returned to Matt’s face at that and he
dipped his head, hiding the blush that was starting to stain his
cheeks.

 

“Ask me again.” Dom commanded, knowing what he really wanted to
hear from Matt’s lips, knowing at the same time that one night
would now never be enough. But he would deal with that later when
the morning came. When they could talk without wondering how far
things could have gone.

 

“Dominic, will you make love to me?” Matt asked, his voice a
little shaky as he looked back up at his face. Dom grinned widely
before he kissed Matt, the meeting of their lips the only response
he could really give. He moved hands over Matt’s hips, taking a
step towards him, pushing Matt back toward the doorway of the
kitchen without pausing in his devouring of his friend’s mouth.
They needed to find someplace else to continue this rather than his
kitchen or his couch.

 

Matt pulled away as if he was reading his mind, lips swollen,
hair sticking out at all angles, looking positively sinful.
“Bedroom.” A simple enough statement and Dom nodded, pushing Matt
again towards the door, the both of them unwilling to let each
other go as they made their way through the living room and down
the hall to the bedroom, kissing each other as fingers worked
buttons, pulling at fabric.

 

Dom found himself shoved to his bed, Matt standing above him
with that smile on his face. He looked like an angel with the way
the lights coming through the window lit up his skin in the dim
room. Abeit a dark one, not one of god’s golden messengers. This
one wanted something else entirely and Dom was more than willing to
let him get his way.

 

Matt pulled his shirt over his head, revealing pale skin and a
frame that was not toned by any stretch of the imagination, but Dom
found that it suited Matt perfectly. It would look far too strange
if he was tanned and muscular, it wasn’t who Matt was.

 

His thoughts were brought back to the situation at hand when
Matt joined him on the bed, kneeling over him. “You are wearing too
much.” He said, hands moving over Dom’s trousers, unbuttoning them
slowly. Dom found himself and pulled at his shirt, twisting and
squirming to get it off without throwing Matt off of him at the
same time, suddenly wanting nothing more than to continue what they
had started that afternoon, only with much more skin on skin
contact. Having heard Matt ask the question before about him
fucking him, it had brought images to his mind about being buried
inside of him in ways he had never once imagined about another man.
But it was Matt and it just made sense to his mind somehow.

 

He grabbed Matt’s hips, rolling the two of them on his bed so
that Matt was now pinned under him, his mouth finding its way to
the singer’s mouth, moving over rough stubble on his chin, over his
throat where he could feel the flutter of Matt’s heartbeat. He was
the cause of it, that rush of blood, that scent of arousal he could
smell pouring off of him, the slight salty taste of his skin as his
tongue laved at exposed flesh. He could hear Matt’s breathy moans,
that keening falsetto turning into something entirely sexual. Dom
could feel Matt’s hands grasping at him, running over his heated
skin, pushing his trousers down to expose more skin to his touch.
Dominic couldn’t help the moan that escaped his own lips as they
parted long enough for him to stand enough to kick off the tight
jeans. He returned to Matt after barely a moment, groaning as lean
fingers found their way over him, discovering his arousal that was
straining against his boxers.

 

“Want you inside of me Dominic.” Matt demanded, blue eyes dark
with desire. Dom gave a shaky nod, carefully working Matt’s
trousers off, green eyes locked with blue the entire time, getting
rid of the last of their clothing, his boxers joining the pile of
clothing scattered through the bedroom, Matt’s following shortly
after his trousers.

 

It was like everything was suspended in time, frozen like a
broken clock. But then Dom barely registered that he has slipped to
his bedside table, finding a sample sized packet of lube that he
couldn’t remember where he had gotten and a condom. Matt had taken
the condom from him and Dom watched as he tore the wrapper with his
teeth and then slowly put it on him, hands deftly rolling it on,
lingering long enough to tease him. Dom’s eyes were rolling back in
his head, then the hands were gone, leaving him feeling cold.

 

He gazed back down at Matt who was staring back up at him with
an expression that was mixed with desire and need and something
else. He couldn’t describe it but he felt a sense of wonder that he
had put that expression there. Matt’s entire world had gone to
shite and he could still look up at him like that, it amazed him.
He leaned down to kiss him, feeling Matt’s legs wrap around his
waist as their mouths met again, blindly opening the lube packet
and smearing it over himself and fingers.

 

Matt arched his hips up and hissed as Dom’s now cold and slick
fingers found their way to his entrance. Dom bit his lip as he
carefully slipped a finger inside of then man beneath him, watching
Matt’s eyes widen, hearing his breathing hitch.

 

“Dom..” He breathed, pulling at him, making him push in further.
He wriggled the finger slowly, casing Matt to buck his hips a
little, then still, trying to adjust to the intrusion. “More.” He
commanded after a moment and Dom complied, slipping the first
finger out before inserting two fingers, rocking them in and out
carefully, not wanting to hurt Matt.

 

Matt seemed oblivious to any pain however, moaning as he shifted
his hips to meet each stroke of Dom’s fingers inside of him. Dom
watched a pink tongue lick at lips before Matt shot his arm up,
grabbing him by the back of the neck and brought them crashing
together into a searing kiss.

 

He could feel his erection crushed against Matt’s, the
lubrication making them slick against each other, the sensation
intense even through the latex of the condom. Dom wasn’t sure if he
could last long enough to even make it inside of Matt when he heard
the other man whisper in his ear.

 

“Make love to me Dominic. I want to feel you inside of me.”

 

He nearly came right there at that but he nodded, unable to even
speak. He shifted to a better position, fingers slipping out of
Matt’s heat before they were replaced with his arousal, pushing
inside of that tight ring of muscle. He could hear his own labored
breathing mixing with Matt’s who was gasping out, trying not to
clench down against the welcome intrusion.

 

“Fuck.” Dom managed to get out, sliding his way inside. The
tightness was overwhelming, he could feel every tremor that passed
through Matt, each tiny clench of his muscles as they were frozen,
locked together.

 

Matt started moving first, a shift of his hips as he adjusted
his legs around Dom’s hips, drawing him in closer. Dom started to
slowly move inside of him, finding how if he rocked just right, he
could make Matt cry out, eyes squeezed shut, head tilted back
against the sheets, sweaty dark hair spilling over the contrast of
white sheets under him. It was powerful, feeling him like this,
knowing he could do this to his friend, that he had been the only
person to do this to him.

 

He wrapped his fingers around Matt’s arousal, feeling how hard
he was, slick with the lube from before, pre-cum leaking from him.
He could hear that tone in Matt’s gasping that let him know exactly
how close he was, he’d heard it many times before when they had
been sharing girls ages ago. It was a sound he had never forgotten
though and it sent a shiver down his spine as he realized it was
him about to make Matt cum.

 

He sat back, pulling Matt so that he was in him lap, pulling him
into a sitting position, hand brushing over his face, ghosting
light fingers down over closed eyelids, catching on a gasping
mouth, trailing over his chin and down his chest.

 

“I want to see your eyes.” Dom whispered huskily, wanting to see
everything about Matt when he made him cum. He was rewarded when
blue eyes opened to look at him, unfocused as they were. He twisted
slightly and Matt cried out, tensing.

 

“Dom, I’m going.. fuck.. I’m gonna cum..” He panted, eyelids
fluttering before screwing shut again, his entire body shuddering
as he came. It was enough to draw Dom over the edge, the pair of
them holding onto each other tightly as they both came
together.

 

“That was incredible.” Dom finally managed, letting the both of
them fall to the side, collapsing to the bed, boneless. He saw Matt
give him a smile, one eye opening lazily to look at him.

 

“Better than incredible, perfect.”










Chapter 11
Matthew


Matt woke sometime in the middle of the night, twisted in the
sheets. He laid with his eyes closed for some time, trying to
process as to why he was awake for no reason. He moved to sit up
and look at the clock before he realized that the warm weight was
not the blankets or sheets.

 

He blinked, opening his eyes in the dim light that filtered from
the plate glass window that made up the one wall of the bedroom.
Dom’s bedroom. Where he was sleeping with Dom. He’d been in this
bed before, sleeping next to his friend when there had been no room
left to sleep in the spare bedroom and the couch was full and he
hadn’t wanted to get a hotel after a night of drinking.

 

This however was new. He was naked, sleeping next to an equally
naked Dominic. And he found that he wasn’t regretting the moment
where he had asked Dom to make love to him. It had felt wonderful,
his touch had been like a drug and he wanted so much more of
it.

 

Dom shifted in his sleep, rolling so that his head was pillowed
on Matt’s chest, one arm slipping around his waist, a trace of a
smile on his lips. Matt froze for a moment, afraid he had woken Dom
up, relaxed when the soft snores proved otherwise.

 

He sighed, fingers finding their way to Dom’s hair as he turned
to stare out of the window. I must have been sometime close to dawn
considering he could see the sky beginning to take on a lightness
instead of the inky black he had expected for late at night.

 

He wasn’t sure what he was doing here. Gaia had left him yes and
he knew he really didn’t want to have to face gathering all his
things from the house they had shared, the house that he had bought
for the both of them. And now here he was with his best friend,
staying with him as an escape from that. He’d kissed him, slept
with him. And he knew it wasn’t fair to Dominic. He was just
jumping straight into something else after almost nine years of
being with Gaia. Though if he wanted to be brutally honest with
himself, the past year wasn’t much of a relationship, Gaia did her
own thing as he did his with Muse and they mutually ignored one
another. He had fully known that one day she would just give up
completely on him and leave.

 

And she certainly had. Being on tour had softened the blow for
him, giving him an excuse to not have to go back to Italy and deal
with everything. But now he was just delaying.

 

“Fuck.” He muttered, running a hand through his hair, letting is
fall back down to the bed harder than he intended, making Dom stir.
He glanced down at him, carefully lifting Dom’s arm from around his
waist, sliding little by little away from him, stuffing a pillow
under Dom’s head where he had once occupied. He stood by the side
of the bed, watching Dom for a moment, brushing a bit of his hair
out of his eyes.

 

He couldn’t keep delaying everything. It was time to move on, to
pick up all the broken pieces of his life so that he could have a
life he really wanted. The situation he was in right now, it was
precarious and he didn’t want to have his house built on sand any
longer than he had to at this point.

 

He showered quickly, dressing in the dark, not wanting to wake
Dom up from his peaceful dreams, gathering all the scattered
clothes from the bedroom floor. He would never normally do
something like that, leaving Dom to clean up as usual. But he was
always picking up after him. He was going to have to pick this up
by himself and this was as good a start as any.

 

The clock in the kitchen read that it was just past seven in the
morning when Matt sat down on one of the stools as the bar in the
kitchen, picking up a pen, setting it to the paper.

 

He stopped, watching the ink bleed on the page. He wasn’t sure
what to say to Dom, what would make sense to him, to let him know
how he felt and why he was doing this. His pen seemed to move of
it’s own volition as he thought on it, not even knowing what he was
writing.

 

You could be my unintended

Choice to live my life extended

You could be the one I'll always love

You could be the one who listens to my deepest inquisitions

You could be the one I'll always love

You could be my unintended

Choice to live my life extended

You should be the one I'll always love

I'll be there as soon as I can

But I'm busy mending broken pieces of my life

 

Matt looked at he had written, a wistful smile on his face. It
fit. Words he had written so many years ago fit in this situation.
Dom would know what he meant by it all. He checked to make sure
that his bag was by the front door before he slipped back into
Dom’s bedroom, finding him curled around the pillow he had left
with him. He smiled at the sound of his snores, setting the paper
down on the bed next to him, looking back one more time as he stole
his way quietly to the front door.

 

He was going to Italy and he was going to face Gaia and end
everything properly for once, set everything right. Then he could
move on, then he could be fair to Dom, give him everything he
deserved instead of what he was now. Broken.










Chapter 12
Dominic


Dom woke up feeling chilled. He shifted in his bed, reaching
over to the spot on the bed where Matt had been sleeping, the smell
of him tantalizingly close, discovering that he was already in that
spot. He was confused, pushing himself up as he opened his eyes. He
looked behind him, wondering if they had switched position in the
middle of the night, stopping when he heard the rustle of paper
against the sheets.

 

“Oh Matt.. no, don’t do what I think you did.” He muttered to
himself as a knot of dread began to form in his stomach, picking up
the paper and rolling so that he could sit up on the bed, sheets
pooled around him. His eyes were drawn to the black blob of ink at
the top of the page, he knew that Matt hadn’t known what to
write.

 

He furrowed his brows as he read the words written on the paper,
recognizing them as the words to Unintended. They were changed a
little from what he recalled, but then, Matt had always been the
singer, he knew the words. He didn’t try to sing anymore, he knew
he was crap at it.

 

Matt had left. That’s what it said to him. Gone back to Italy to
encounter Gaia, only she wouldn’t be there. Tom had said she was
gone, now it was just Matt’s things and the empty house.

 

“Fuck!” He swore loudly, then looked over at the clock, 10:09am.
Still morning but he had no clue when Matt had left. He did a quick
calculation in his head, trying to remember how long it would take
to get to Lake Como from London, somewhere around three hours
likely. His cell started beeping from where it was placed on the
bedside table. He hadn’t remembered putting it there and he noticed
that the clothes that had been strewn about had been picked up.
Matt must have done that but it was so odd for him to do something
like that it was out of character.

 

He grabbed the cell, checking it, finding a message from
Chris.

 

‘Got a weird text from Matt, whats going on? – C’

 

Dom wasn’t sure what to reply since he wasn’t sure what the
message from Matt was exactly, he hovered over the buttons as he
tried to think. “Fuck.” He cursed again. Instead of texting back he
hit the call button, dialing Chris, waiting for him to pick up as
he scrambled from the bed, wanting to check to make sure that Matt
just wasn’t hiding somewhere in the flat.

 

“Dom, what’s going on mate? I just woke up, there’s a strange
message from Matt on my phone.” Dom heard Chris answer, sounding
tired.

 

“When did it come through?” Dom asked and Chris indicated for
him to hold on, a muffled thump coming from the other end of the
line, followed by Tom’s voice cursing about something.

 

“Almost seven in the morning, I must have slept through it. Is
everything ok? All it said was ‘Be back soon’. Does that make any
sense, I thought he was staying with you?”

 

Dom had finished looking through his flat at this point, seeing
that Matt indeed had left. He stood in the kitchen now, the note
from Matt in his hand, cell against his ear as he bit his lip. “He
left. I was asleep. I think… I think he went to Italy.” Dom
finished. It hurt that Matt had felt the need to leave in early
hours of the morning, it hurt to know that at this point, Matt was
probably landing in Italy, about to go home to find an empty
house.

 

“Wait, does he know that Gaia left?” Chris asked and Dom could
hear Tom asking questions now on the other end, wondering what was
going on.

 

“No. I hadn’t told him. Tom didn’t either.”

 

“Shit.”

 

Dom looked around, trying to figure out what he was going to do
now. It was a strange situation, Chris and Tom didn’t know what had
happened between him and Matt last night, he wasn’t ready to talk
about it just yet, not until he spoke with Matt first. But then he
had left on his own, not bothering to explain aside from the simple
note.

 

“Dom, listen. I was supposed to head back to Teignmouth today
but Matt, he’s not going to take this very well when he gets
there.” Chris said and Dom could hear the concern and sudden worry
in his voice. He was right about that, likely Dom would then have
to begin trying to find where Matt was bound to hole himself up,
much like how he had found him only days ago.

 

“Chris, go back home to Kelly and the kids. I’ll go to Italy and
find Matt.” Dom started formulating the plan in his head. “If you
can get him on the phone..”

 

“Tom’s already on it.” Chris cut him off. “No answer, straight
to voicemail. Likely the bastard turned it off again. Either that
or he lost it. Hasn’t been the first time he’s done that one
either.” There was a pause on the other end and Dom wondered what
Chris could be thinking about. He knew that Chris would often get
lost in the background of the band when Matt or himself were
around, mostly because he never really felt comfortable talking to
media or participating in all the hoops of being a rockstar. Chris
liked being able to show up, play his heart out, and then go home
to his wife and kids when it was done with.

 

But it wasn’t just that either, Chris was incredibly perceptive
of things, he had anticipated Matt’s initial disappearance, thus
why they were ready to track him down. This one however caught them
off guard, Dom most of all.

 

“You two didn’t have a fight again did you?” Chris asked and Dom
winced. When he fought with Matt it usually turned ugly, though it
wasn’t often that a serious fight happened.

 

“No. Everything was fine last night.” Dom heard Chris humm at
that statement, then paused again.

 

“Last night at dinner, the two of you were acting weird. Well,
Matt’s always a little weird but both of you were… distracted or
something. I dunno. Maybe I’m reading things wrong.” Chris
admitted, trailing off towards the end. Dom felt a stab of guilt
for not telling Chris about him and Matt, he had a right to know
really, they were all friends after all and keeping this secret
from him was eating away at him now, hearing the concern in Chris’
voice.

“Right. I need to get dressed and then I’m going to Italy to
find Matt, keep trying to get him on his cell if you can and keep
in touch.” Dom said finally, turning to head to the bathroom,
needing a shower before he could go anywhere, much less a three
hour flight to Lake Como.

 

“Good luck Dom. You’ll find him.”










Chapter 13
Matthew


Matt stared at the passerby from his window seat at the café he
had holed himself up in when he arrived back in Lake Como. He had
found that he was nervous about confronting Gaia, he had no real
plan on how to go about it, only that they both needed real closure
on the matter, not just a drifting apart.

 

Hiding at Dom’s flat was only going to last so long, eventually
he would have to reclaim either his house or his belongings, figure
out how he wanted to proceed. But his resolve from the early hour
of the morning was waning. He found himself left with a general
sense of needing to get it done, but no real desire to go through
the motions of it all.

 

He moved to check the time on his cell, realizing that sometime
during his arrival he had heard it buzzing at him but ignored it.
He pressed a button, watching the screen flicker to life, flash a
battery warning at him, then die. Wonderful. He looked around the
café for a clock, finally asking in his mangled Italian for the
time. That had always irritated Gaia, his unwillingness to learn
her language when she was ready and willing to learn his. But they
had always managed to make each other understood to some degree.
Not that it made any difference now. She spoke perfect English, he
spoke mangled Italian and neither of them were happy because of
it.

 

“Appena prima di uno.”

 

Matt made a face. Thirty minutes wandering through the airport,
then who knows how long renting a taxi with the intent on going
home, only to have the driver drop him off in town, then somewhere
around two hours of delaying. He sighed, finishing his coffee,
nodding to the clerk at the café counter and left a tip before
snatching his bag up, heading out to find his way home.

 

After all the delays he forced upon himself, it was really only
a matter of short minutes that led him to his door. He could hear
the quiet of the house, deafening him. The keys in his hand seemed
as loud as gunshot as he struggled with the door, stepping inside.
They sounded even louder as they hit the tile floor, Matt looking
around his house.

 

All traces of Gaia’s things were gone. Certain decorative things
remained in place, the paintings he had bought at her request to
match the décor, the carpet in the entryway. He dropped his bag,
walking through the abandoned building, looking about in
concern.

 

His things were there, his piano of course, the trunks
containing his guitars set next to it, ready to be moved into the
adjoining room where they would then be put away. The battered
cases looked out of place in the sparse design, he had always
preferred something a bit more lived in, something warmer. Buying
the house here had seemed like the thing to do as many celebrities
did and also it had been something Gaia had loved. She had always
liked the water, not that she ever swam in it. For all its beauty,
it was deceptively dirty. Matt had found himself feeling the same
at times, a kinship of sorts, all his own darkness wrapped up under
his skin. Not that he found himself very attractive, but some
people obviously had, he’d won awards for it. So had Dom.

 

It had been a joke between the two of them, both of them winning
those awards. Like it was something that one aimed for. He could
see it in Dominic however, that beauty he had never quite seen in
his own reflection. But that was drawing him back to thinking on
how he left Dom back in London with only a simple note as to an
explanation on why he left.

 

He had wanted to do this by himself and he was going to succeed
without using Dom as a crutch, as his way out of this mess. Then he
could go back freely. Apparently though, there had been other plans
in store for him. Matt had never truly believed in a god, though
the idea always fascinated him. Right now though, he was convinced
that something was laughing at him. Silly Matt, you thought it
would all work out and be sunshine and rainbows? Not likely.

 

Gaia had probably gone back Milan. Why would she have bothered
to continue to stay here when there was nothing tying her here any
longer? Matt paced the room, eyes lighting on the phone which he
grabbed, dialing her cell, all thoughts of procrastination aside.
He listened to the click as it connected, then rang, a ringing
starting up deeper in the house, upstairs. Matt’s eyes flicked to
the stairway as the phone was picked up, Gaia answering, the sound
of her voice drifting to his ears from both the receiver and from
inside the house.

 

“Gaia.. you’re here?” He questioned, confused. He hadn’t seen
her car, not any sign of her habitation.

 

“Matthew? Where are you calling from?” The confusion clear in
her accented voice. He could hear her footsteps as she moved
upstairs, heading towards the staircase.

 

“I’m here, I thought you were gone, all your things are packed
up.” There was a click on the phone, footsteps now rushing and he
moved towards them, both of them stopping as they spotted each
other. Gaia, at the top of the stairs, leaning on the rail, looking
down at him, he stood in the middle of the foyer, staring up at
her.

 

“Hi.” He said, giving her a faint smile which she returned. “I
wanted to talk to you, I didn’t expect you’d have left. For some
reason I don’t think it ever sank in.”

 

She shook her head. “No, I don’t suppose it would. You spend so
much time in your own world of touring and writing music, there’s
not much room for much else. Except for when you make the time and
actually participate in your life.” The tone was annoyed and Matt
raised his hands in a truce. She stopped, looking down on him
still.

 

“I don’t want to fight anymore. I know I cocked things up. I
sabotaged myself. I admit to it all. But I’m here now. I’m facing
you. And I’m here to say that I’m sorry. I wanted to make sure we
ended things properly, that I didn’t just walk away with things
unfinished.” He looked up at Gaia, stopping when he noticed her
face.

 

“Something is different in you. You never apologize and you
never admit you were wrong on anything. Has Matthew Bellamy finally
grown up and become what I’d always seen he could have been?” She
asked him, a smile on her lips. Matt wasn’t sure how to respond,
running his hand through his hair instead. Gaia shook her head.

 

“Not quite. You still have growing up to do. But you’re getting
better. Finally despite it being too late.” She turned, heels
clicking against the tile as she walked. Matt found himself
following, ascending the stairs quickly in her wake.

 

“Gaia. That’s not right. I’m here to apologize to you, but we
grew apart for a reason. We both know that.” Matt explained and she
stopped, half turning towards him, attentive. “I am sorry, but I
didn’t come here to beg for you back. Only that I hope we could
part as friends instead. Not embittered exes.”

 

There was a banging on the front door that made the both of them
jump. “Matt?” Dom’s voice filtered through the wood, worried. Matt
chanced at Gaia for a second who gave him an odd look before she
brushed past him, heading for the door to answer it.

 

Dom looked thoroughly frazzled, caught by the opening door about
to yell again. He blinked when he saw Gaia, eyebrows knitting
together, a startled noise escaping from him.

 

“Gaia? I thought? You had called Tom, said you left, what’s
going on? Is Matt here?” The questions tumbled from him as he
looked around, finally spotting Matt at the top of the stairs. Matt
heard the question, Tom had known about this, and obviously Dom as
well. His mood darkened at that, they had kept something from him.
It would be one thing if it was something like who had eaten the
last packet of crisp that Matt had been saving, but this was him
and Gaia. Why Tom had anything to do with it was beyond him and it
made something in him boil.

 

But as he looked down at Dom’s face, he saw a genuine look of
worry on in. It had been kept from him for a reason obviously.
After his breakdown in the shop, he wouldn’t have been seen as the
most stable of people.

 

“Dominic, nice to see you again, is that Matt’s shirt?” Gaia’s
voice roused both Matt and Dom back to the present and Dom looked
down at himself. Matt realized it indeed was his shirt, the blue
one that had so frequently the start of many jokes.

 

“Um, I think so? Matt was at my flat, I must have grabbed this
by mistake.” Dom blushed. He looked uncomfortable with the scrutiny
until Gaia laughed, breaking some of the tension.

 

“I get it now. Matt didn’t even let you know he was coming.” She
laughed, taking in the strange sight of Matt’s shirt mixed with
Dom’s skinny pants. Matt had to admit, it was amusing. “He actually
just arrived; I’m surprised you didn’t pass each other in the
airport.”

 

Matt cleared his throat.” Well, I was at the café in town, I was
nervous about coming here.” He felt a bit like wanting to hide now,
having the attention focused on himself and his inability to face
Gaia.

 

“I’m just gonna wait outside for a bit.” Dom said softly,
indication the door before slipping out, casting a glance up at
Matt just beforehand. And then it was just Matt and Gaia again,
staring at each other.

 

“Stupid man. Always too late and then so indecisive.” She shook
her head at him, climbing the stairs, leaning in to give him a kiss
on the cheek. “Thank you for this Matthew. For facing what you
didn’t have to and finally doing something right.” She looked back
at the door.

 

“And Dominic is a good friend to come all the way here to try to
save you from yourself.”

 

Matt looked down at his feet at that, not wanting to look at
Gaia directly anymore, she far too frequently saw things in him
that he wasn’t even aware of. She was the one to point out that not
everyone had the same feelings on people, that he was perhaps more
flexible in whom he loved or was at the least, attracted to. On the
Kinsey Scale, he would find himself listed as pansexual. Whatever
it was that it meant, he hadn’t much cared at the time. It had
never mattered to him really, not until now.

 

He felt Gaia’s fingers on his chin, making him look up at her,
his eyes flicking away so as not to meet her gaze.

 

“Matthew. Don’t hide.” She told him and he looked at her. He
gaze didn’t waver and he found himself staring back at her, both
nervous and confident that she would look away first. He felt his
insides flip a little as she studied him.

 

“You and Dominic are friends. Don’t change that. And don’t you
dare trample on his heart. Even he has feelings despite what
Jessica said to him.”

 

Matt blinked as Gaia dropped her hand, picked up the box that
had been left by the stairs and started down, the conversation
apparently over.

 

“What?” He stammered, wondering what had happened there.

 

“Matthew, I know you. I’ve known you for nine years. And I know
my profession just as well. I’ve seen how you are. Don’t fool
yourself and don’t think you can fool me. It won’t work. I wish you
happiness. It’s about time you found some of it.”

 

Matt stared at the front door as Gaia opened it, Dom hovering on
the front steps turning at the sound. Matt could see just his legs
from this angle until he sank down to the step, feeling a little
lightheaded. Gaia was like that. She knew him better than she knew
himself. And she didn’t condemn him for how he felt about his best
friend, didn’t question it. She didn’t even know if he and Dom had
even admitted it to each other, she had bypassed it all and wished
him luck.

 

And like that, she was out the door and leaving him with a faint
smile on his lips, wondering what he had in store for him next.










Chapter 14
Dominic


Dom looked at Gaia as she walked past him carrying a box,
nodding in his direction. “Thank you for coming to get him but I
think he will be fine.” She said to him as she set the box down on
the step. Dom glanced to the open door, seeing Matt still at the
top of the stair, now seated, looking down at him and Gaia.

 

He turned back to her. “I didn’t even know he was going to do
something like this, I thought he’d avoid it all like usual. I’m
sorry.” Gaia tilted her head, regarding Dom with a critical
eye.

 

“It’s not a problem at all. He finally did something right for a
change. He ended something without letting it drag on for the rest
of his life. Unlike other things, though I’m starting to wonder
about that really.” Dom was confused by that statement but didn’t
say anything as she pulled her cell out, dialing a number and
speaking in Italian. If Matt’s grasp of the language was bad, his
was non-existent, leading him to have to read off cue cards when
they were in countries that didn’t speak English. That had been a
fiasco after some time due to a practical joke but he soon learned
enough to muddle through a few words here and there.

 

Gaia flipped her cell closed and looked back to him. “Don’t
expect that I will disappear forever, I’ve enjoyed your company, as
well as Christopher’s. But right now, Matt needs time to process
everything, as well as myself. Send my love to Kelly and the
children.” She moved to give Dom a hug, kissing him on the
cheek.

 

“My taxi will be here soon and then I will be heading to Milan.
I had just wanted to make sure everything was taken care of here.
Now it is, at least for me. Perhaps it’s time you take care of your
things too?” She gave him a smile then indicated the door. Dom knew
it as a dismissal, although polite. He gave Gaia and nod, then
headed inside, shutting the door behind him, unsure when he would
see Gaia again.

 

He looked up at Matt who had not moved from his spot on the
stairs, eyes shut, unmoving. “Matt?” He questioned and he saw blue
eyes snap open, looking at him.

 

“I’m sorry I didn’t wake you up when I left, but..” Matt trailed
off, looking down at his hands which he had resting on his knees.
The past few days Matt had been very contained within himself, not
the manic ball of energy he typically was. But then, Dom could
understand why.

 

“It was just something you had to do right?” Dom finished,
giving Matt a smile as he made his way to sit next to him, Matt
leaning against him in typical fashion.

 

“Yeah. I couldn’t rely on you for this, I needed to do this on
my own for once. I’m really sorry about leaving like that though,
we never got our morning together.” Matt looked wistful at that and
Dom took his hand in his.

 

“So? About that note, ‘Unintended’ eh?” Dom smiled, watching
Matt blush. He laughed at that, enjoying the fact that Matt could
turn such a shade at the mention of the note.

 

“Matt, about what happened; we really need to talk about it.”
Dom sobered, feeling Matt pull his hand away.

 

“I stand by what I said before. I can’t and I won’t take back
that kiss. And there’s no way I can take back the fact that we had
sex.” Matt shook his head, not looking in Dom’s direction, trying
to avoid the conversation. Dom wasn’t about to be pushed away again
though, to be distracted with that unfinished thing that had
started between them. He moved on the steps, kneeling in front of
Matt and putting his face right in his.

 

“Fucking listen to me you cunt. Stop avoiding me.” Dom felt a
surge of anger. Matt could be incredibly stubborn at times when he
got an idea in his head about something, even if it was wrong. Matt
looked up at that, glaring at Dom, jaw clenched as he confronted
Dom’s outburst of anger.

“I won’t deny that the kiss happened, wont deny anything. I
liked it. It was something I shared with my best mate. And you know
what?” Dom asked, looking Matt directly in the eye, the singer
shaking his head a little at the question.

 

“I had plenty of time on the flight here on my way to come find
you. On that flight I realized something about myself. I realized
that I love you. Not just as mates, not just as someone I share a
band with. I love you in all the ways I shouldn’t and yet I still
don’t care. I do and that’s it.”

 

He watched blue eyes widen as realization set in, his own heart
pounding in his chest. Even with as far as things went last night,
he still had this fear that Matt would hate him for saying that,
would find it easier to shove him down the tiled steps than to deal
with a lovesick drummer.

 

“I..” Matt flushed, mouth working but words not coming out.
“Dom..” He trailed off, looking away and Dom sighed, turning his
own head away, pushing away from Matt, standing up.

 

“Whatever then. I understand.” He said, feeling foolish. He had
read too much into Matt’s actions last night. Matt was always
looking for something new to try. Apparently this was just
something else new to try, it hadn’t meant much at all aside from
that.

 

He felt numb as he backed partway down the stairs, then turned
to stumble the rest of the way down, not even hearing as Matt
rushed down after him, though he felt the tug on his borrowed
shirt, was whirled around and found himself locked in an embrace,
Matt’s lips sealing themselves over his own. He barely reacted to
it before Matt had pulled away, anger evident on his face.

 

“Fuck you Dominic. You expected me to answer my undying love to
you the second someone else walks out of my life?” Dom felt Matt
shove him and he stumbled back. “I’m still trying to put everything
right. Don’t you see that? I want everything to be stable in my
life before I leap headfirst into something else like I always do
or all I’m going to end up with is more of the same. Broken
relationships, broken friendships and a broken heart. What I wrote
was true. What I said was true. But you have to give me fucking
time. I need to at least process some of the screwed up things in
my head before I can..”

 

He stopped dead, looking at Dom with eyes filled with both anger
and tears. “I love you. But I can’t be in love with you when right
now I can’t love myself.”

 

There was silence between them and then Matt stepped towards
Dom, head lowered, reaching up to clutch at the shirt, burying his
face in Dom’s neck, hot tears staining the fabric. Numbly, Dom
wrapped his arms around Matt, comforting him.

 

“You look ridiculous in my shirt, you know that right?” Matt
said with a chuckle, sniffling. Dom couldn’t help but laugh a
little as well, the anger having dissipated. “Twat.” He finished
and Dom laughed.

“Things will get better and then we can see what happens from
there right?” Dom said, hand moving to smooth Matt’s hair down. He
felt the nod at that, though Matt didn’t say anything more.
Apparently he was quite content to just stay wrapped up like he
was, at least until Dom’s cell started ringing, then he pulled
away, wiping at his face while Dom groaned, answering the call.

 

“Chris, he’s here.” He answered, knowing precisely who it was.
He glanced over at Matt who had pulled his own cell from his
pocket, fiddling with it, glancing around. Dom knew that look. Matt
had forgotten his charger someplace and it was dead again. His
recent purging of gadgetry from his life had lead to more than a
few phones being lost, chargers going missing and just general
annoyance that Matt couldn’t be bothered to answer a phone. He gave
Dom a sheepish look as he caught the glare from him.

 

“Apparently he’s lost another charger again. Everything is fine
though. Gaia was here to collect a few last things.” Dom moved
towards the room with Matt’s piano as he listened to Chris on the
other end of the line.

 

“You’re sure he’s ok? I mean, coming back to an empty house is
one thing, coming back to a girlfriend moving out is another.” Dom
didn’t even hear Matt walk up behind him, only felt Matt pull the
cell from his hand and started talking to Chris.

 

“I’m fine Chris, you don’t have to mother me, that’s Dom’s job
besides. And yeah, it was a bit of a shock to come back here to
find Gaia had moved out and to also learn that my best mates knew
about it and didn’t tell me anything.” Dom couldn’t hear Chris’
response to that though he did watch Matt’s lips twitch in
amusement.

 

“No, I think I’m going to stay here in Italy for a few days
while I figure out what I’m going to do with the house here. I love
it but you know how things can be haunted right? Unfortunately I
don’t think that it’s Vincenzo Bellini. Maybe I’ll just go back to
Devon.” He gave a shrug, listening to Chris before he handed the
cell back to Dom and moved to sit down at the piano, fiddling with
the keys, not playing anything in particular at first.

 

“Are you going to stay with him there or are you going to go
back to London?” Chris asked and Dom wasn’t sure what to respond.
He felt torn, Matt needed space to process everything but then on
the other hand he was loathe to leave him like this.

 

“I don’t know. I really don’t.” Dom admitted, Matt looking up
from the keys while he continued to play, staring at him, mouthing
the word ‘Stay’ at him. “I think I’ll stay here for now.” He
finished, Matt giving him a smile as he turned his attention back
to the music. Dom finished on the phone, running through the
motions of it all, half distracted by Matt as he watched his hands
move across the ivory and ebony keys, producing a hauntingly
beautiful sound.

 

“Thank you for coming.” Matt said softly, barely audible over
the sound of the piano, stopping and letting the notes fade as he
turned to look up at Dom. “And thank you for staying too.” The two
of them shared a smile and Dom sat down on the piano bench next to
Matt, reaching to the keys to play a few random notes. He had never
understood music in the way Matt had, he dealt more with hitting
things and trying to avoid being hit by a thrown guitar or a flying
Matt than reading actual music or playing something as complex as a
piano. Matt took his hand, placing Dom’s fingers on certain keys,
then showing him in which order to play them.

 

“Like this.” Matt instructed, getting Dom to play the notes as
he moved to play his own, adding to the basic chord that he was
playing, the combination balancing each other out. “See? It’s good.
Everything will work out eventually.”










Chapter 15
Matthew


Matt lay awake in his bed, staring up at the ceiling for an hour
before he got up from the too cool sheets, shivering. They smelled
only like laundry soap, though not quite freshly laundered. It was
just that no one had been here to use the bed; there was no scent
to them yet.

 

The past few nights had been rubbish for sleeping if he wanted
to admit to it. He felt uncomfortable in his own home now and he
was ready to get rid of it. There was no attachment to it anymore,
aside from the occasional sense of a long dead composer. At least
when he was in Devon he was close to both family and friends, if
not exactly close to the studio he had bought.

 

Equipment could be moved though; he had been contemplating a new
location while he was on tour, this was just one more little shove
in a new direction. Muck like everything else in his life seemed to
be taking.

 

Matt’s feet had taken him on a walk around the silent villa as
he was lost in thought. He didn’t mind the dark as he moved through
the rooms, he welcomed it, he felt a bit like that inside as well,
navigating through the passages of himself with no idea what he was
passing. He wasn’t aware that he had stopped at Dom’s door until
the drummer had broken the silence.

 

“Matt?” The query was soft and sleepy, Matt could see the form
on the bed shift towards his direction, apparently Dom had just
woken up.

 

“Sorry, I couldn’t sleep really, didn’t mean to wake you up.”
Matt apologized, turning away from the room that Dom had been using
during his stay here. He ran his hands through his hair, making it
stick up at odd angles, in serious need of a cut at this point,
walking towards the stairs. He’d likely go outside to sit and watch
the stars for some time if it was a clear enough night.

 

Matt nearly jumped when he felt arms wrap around him from
behind, preventing him from walking as he was enfolded in warm arms
and warm blanket. He felt himself relax into the touch, warmth and
smell of Dom.

 

“You haven’t been sleeping well since we got here. Wandering
around in the middle of the night isn’t helping either.” Dom
whispered and Matt shivered a little as he felt Dom’s breath tickle
against his ear. He had not quite felt comfortable enough to
continue anything physical with him while he was still trying to
figure how to pick himself up after Gaia. But he still felt drawn
to Dom like a magnet, his polar opposite to which he would always
be drawn to. It was difficult for him to keep Dom at arms length
right now when all he wanted was to curl up in the safety that
these arms around him provided.

 

“Christ Bells, you’re freezing cold.” Dom remarked, wrapping
around him tighter.

 

“Sorry. I was actually thinking about going out to look at the
stars. Did you want to join me?” Matt asked, slipping from the
embrace. Dom wasn’t having it though, this time he pulled the
blanket off of himself and wrapped it around him, cocooning him in
fabric up to his nose. Dom grinned at his handiwork, much to Matt’s
displeasure. He struggled, getting his face out enough to where he
could breathe properly.

 

“Oi you wanker, I didn’t ask to become a mummy!” He glared at
Dom before the both of them dissolved into laughter, the stillness
of the house broken despite the late hour of the night. Matt
couldn’t untangle himself from the blanket, not that he was in a
rush. It smelled like Dom and it was warm. Warmer than he was and
he realized exactly how cold he was because of it.

 

“Stars then?” Dom said, brining Matt’s attention back. He
unraveled the blanket a bit, freeing him and Matt smiled.

 

“Yeah, out on the dock there’s a couple chairs that are perfect
for watching the stars.” Matt suggested and they both headed out,
neither of them caring that they were not exactly dressed for going
outside. Dom was in just his boxers and socks and Matt was in
boxers and white tee, still wrapped up in Dom’s blanket. It wasn’t
exactly cold out and because of the hour and location, it wasn’t
like there were going to be complaining neighbors.

 

Matt led the way down onto the dock, making straight for the
chairs. He was about to settle into one of them before he had a
quick thought and instead of picking one of the small ones he
instead settled into the large Adirondack, motioning form Dom to
join him.

 

“We can share the blanket.” He suggested and Dom gave a shrug as
they curled up in the large chair together, wrapping the blanket
around them before he looked up and gasped.

 

“Wow, there’s so many stars here!” Dom exclaimed and Matt
watched Dom’s reaction knowing that the heavens above were dotted
with millions of pinpoints of lights. It was one of the beautiful
parts of the scenery that he enjoyed though he wasn’t paying much
attention to it now, preferring instead to watch Dom react to
it.

 

It was moments like this that made Matt wonder why he was
keeping a barrier between himself and Dom and their relationship.
He wanted nothing more than to give himself over to Dom fully, to
love him with everything he had.

 

Dom looked down at him and Matt’s throat constricted. Dom gave
him a look, about to ask something before he was cut off.

 

“Dom, I need to ask you something.” Matt started, though he
didn’t wait for a response before he felt the rest of the words
bubble up from inside of him. “About all this, I’m not really sure
how this is all supposed to go, I mean, Muse is important to me,
but so are you and I don’t want to sacrifice one or the other. But
the way I look at things, it’s all going to change for us.” He
started and looked down at his hands as he felt Dom slip his finger
between his own, twining them together.

 

“Who is saying we have to sacrifice anything? We can continue
Muse exactly how it’s been. I mean, its music right? Us having fun?
As for this,” He raised their joined hands, making his point clear,
“Well, there’s of course going to be some changes in that. I’m not
looking to out this to the entire fanbase at large, I’d rather that
be something as a natural progression. There’s still the fact that
we haven’t told any of our friends or family.”

 

Matt nodded. “I feel bad at not telling Chris anything, or Tom.
And I know how close you are with your family.” Matt felt a strange
sensation take hold in his chest, something he hadn’t felt in some
time. He looked to Dom with a smile.

 

“Is this going to happen though? Us?” He asked and Dom gave him
a shrug in return.

 

“I’ve been waiting on you Matt. I’m more than willing to stand
up right here and now and proclaim my love for you to the entire
world. Because it’s true, I’m in love with my best friend.” Matt
couldn’t help the blush that was staining his face red, knowing how
true the statement was coming from Dom.

 

“I..” He stammered, ducking his head down.

 

“I won’t rush you Matt. You asked me to wait so I will
wait.”

 

Matt looked up again, suddenly realizing why he felt the way he
did, realizing why it was so hard to keep Dom at arms length. He
didn’t want to. In his heart, he was already more than ready to
love Dom. Somehow he had always loved him and it just took him this
long to figure it out. He reached one hand up out of their shared
blanket, cupping Dom’s face whose gaze did not once waver.

 

Green eyes looked black in the dim light, reflecting the
starlight above their heads before Matt smiled, leaning into Dom
with a gentle kiss. It was just a light, chaste kiss but Matt could
feel the moment where his heart stopped beating as they connected,
a spark igniting between them. He pulled away again, watching Dom’s
eyes.

 

“I don’t want to wait. I want you. I want to love you and I
don’t care who knows it.” Matt could see Dom’s eyes light up in
pure joy at his admission. This was it, everything was going to
change from this point forward and Matt welcomed it with open arms,
knowing that whatever he was going to face, he wasn’t facing it
alone. Dom would be right next to him, facing the same thing with
him just as he always had been.

 

Dom leaned into him, releasing Matt’s hand so that he could take
his chin in one hand, the other snaking around to pull him close as
he kissed him, soft at first but quickly moving into something much
more like their first kiss on the couch in Dom’s flat. Passionate
and wanting and Matt was glad that there was no one around to
interrupt them here; they had all the time in the world like
this.

 

“I want you to make love to me Matt.” Dom said softly and Matt
wasn’t sure if he had heard right. The last time it had been him to
receive and he had no issues with it, was more than happy to repeat
it. “I want to know what it feels like, to have you inside of me.”
Dom continued when it was apparent that Matt wasn’t going to
respond.

 

“Perhaps we should take this inside? Because well, I don’t know
how comfortable it would be in a chair.” Matt suggested and Dom
gave a nod, biting at the tip of Matt’s nose before giving it a
kiss.

 

“Okay. Bedroom then.” Dom agreed and the two of them stumbled
over each other as they headed back to the house, pausing every so
often along the way that it was a wonder that they even got inside,
much less to Matt’s bed that they eagerly fell into together, a
tangle of limbs and mouths. They had lost the blanket someplace;
clothes had been shed on their way up the stairs, a condom procured
from somewhere.

 

There was a strange sense of urgency to the moment now, an
insistent pressure building much like the pressure that had been
building inside of Matt, his arousal begging for attention. Dom’s
hands slid over him, finding the hard length of him making him gasp
before he sank his teeth into Dom’s exposed neck, the line of it
begging for it.

 

“Fuck Dom..” He whimpered, hands roving over heated skin. He
felt how painfully hard Dom was, fingers slipping over him making
him moan much like how Dom was doing the same to him.

 

Hands fumbled with the foil of the condom before he finally got
it open and on, looking towards the bedside table. He didn’t have
anything that would be suitable to work as a lubricant, not even a
lotion. Dom noticed that Matt’s attention had wavered for a moment
and showed Matt another option, moving his hand up to his mouth,
sucking Matt’s fingers into his mouth, eyes locked with his.

 

It was incredibly wanton, that look of pure lust and sex that
was fixed on him. Matt was amazed that he had been the one to put
that look on Dom’s face but the introspection was short lived as
Dom let the fingers slip from his mouth.

 

“Use your fingers inside of me Matt. Make me yours.”

 

Matt was more than ready to comply, slipping a slickened finger
inside of Dom, their eyes never leaving each others, Dom biting his
lip as he tried to relax against the intrusion. Eyes slipped closed
as a second finger joined the first, Dom’s head tipping back as he
released a breathy moan that was downright the most pornographic
thing that Matt had ever heard in his life.

 

Dom squirmed under his attentions, bucking his hips up against
Matt’s. “Now.. need you now..” Dom breathed and Matt barely thought
twice before he removed his fingers, replacing them with his
arousal, pressing against Dom. Dom pressed back, slowly impaling
himself as Matt didn’t move, breathing hitching as he lost himself
in the tight sensation.

 

“Dominic..” Matt breathed, voice cracking as he felt himself
slide entirely inside of him, hips rolling a little, causing Dom to
cry out. This was what he could die doing. His life could end in
this moment and Matt would have no regrets. It was incredible and
he twisted again, drawing more noises from Dom, much in the way he
drew sounds from his guitar.

 

“So close..” Dom’s voice sounded strained, holding it back. Matt
moved inside of him, feeling how tight Dom was around him.

 

“Let go.” He demanded, nipping at Dom’s shoulder as their legs
and arms tangled on the bed. He could feel the shudder pass through
Dom, clenching down on him as he came, pulling Matt with him.

 

It was over far to quickly for Matt but then, they had the rest
of the night to fix that. He grinned as Dom fell back against the
bed, looking up at him with a dazed smile on his face.

 

“I want more of that please.” He smiled and Matt was certain
that in that moment the two of them could very well be the same
joined being, separate thought and action laid to the wayside as
they became one.

 

“I aim to please you tonight.” Matt replied, leaning over Dom to
kiss him, still buried inside of his lover.










Chapter 16
Dominic


Dom stretched out in bed, feeling pleasantly sore and tired. He
shifted just enough to cause the warm body beside him to stir,
opening one sleepy blue eye to look at him.

 

“Morning Bells.” Dom greeted, watching a lazy smile blossom on
Matt’s face before he turned his head towards him, both eyes fixed
on him.

 

“I like when you call me that.” Matt’s voice was thick with
sleep still, not that either of them had gotten much of it at all
during the night. He wasn’t complaining about it, having Matt wake
him up and then snuggling under a blanket under the stars together
had been wonderful. And of course what had followed after had been
even more wonderful. He had thought there could have been nothing
else better than being inside of Matt and watching how his small
movements brought pleasure to him. But having their positions
reversed had Matt playing him in much the same fashion, the
sensation overwhelming, at least for the first time.

 

He had felt a bit embarrassed by his apparent lack of stamina
but seeing as Matt didn’t last any longer than he had, he didn’t
feel quite as bad. And they had certainly made up for it over
again.

 

“Where’s your head drifting to?” Matt asked and Dom smiled as he
sat up in the bed.

 

“Just thinking about last night, and how good it was.” There was
a chuckle from Matt followed by a groan.

 

“Yes indeed, though I think we might need a bit of time to
recover after that last time, you aren’t exactly small.” Matt
buried his face in his pillow, muffling his further complaints.

 

“Well I’ll take it as a compliment from you then, you seemed
more that willing to enjoy it last night. Besides, you were the one
on top, you had all the control on that!”

 

The two of them laughed for a bit before Dom managed to extract
Matt from the pillows and blankets to give him a soft kiss, humming
a little in pleasure. Dom could spend the entire day in bed like
this if it wasn’t for the gurgling of his stomach clambering for
food.  

 

“I think some breakfast is in order.. or perhaps lunch in any
case.” Dom paused as he looked at the time, morning had long since
fled. It was no wonder that he was hungry and after so much
strenuous activity as well.

 

“Well then I suppose I’ll make us something, you want anything
in particular?” Matt sat up in the bed, half his hair flattened on
one side and the other sticking up. Dom couldn’t help but start to
laugh at the vision of Matt’s bed-head and it earned him a petulant
look before it was mussed up to look intentionally messy.

 

“Actually, no offense to your cooking skills but seeing as the
only things you’ve mastered to date are cheese sandwiches and
chicken. I was thinking more along us getting cleaned up and then
we could go to that sushi place in town.” Dom suggested and Matt
lit up. He hated to insult Matt’s cooking as he was really good
with chicken, even going as far as raising them, killing them and
cleaning them. But aside from a cheese sandwich, Matt tended to
burn everything and Dom would have to try to patch up what was left
to create something edible. At least the idea of sushi was enough
to bypass Matt’s grumbling about no one liking his cooking.

 

“Oh that sounds great, a Dragon Roll and some edamame. Maybe
I’ll get some of that stuff I had last time, the stuff with the hot
eel and avocado.” Matt started to ramble a bit about the last time
they had gone there and Dom found himself zoning out a bit on the
specifics as Matt chattered.

 

He didn’t have a clue as to half the things he was eating when
he went with Matt for sushi. Chris would always stick with
something simple like California rolls or something cooked like
tempura. All the rest was something alien to him, he let Matt chose
things for him to sample and there were only a few times that Dom
hadn’t liked it. He discovered that the ones with large brightly
colored balls were very salty. Matt had called it roe or something
like that and his initial reaction to it was to spit it back out.
But he’d tried again and managed to get it down though he preferred
it when it was the smaller ones. He’d leave Matt to eat all the roe
he wanted.

 

“Hey, are you even listening to me?” Matt was in his face, blue
ice boring into him as he was half wrapped in the comforter,
standing in front of Dom. Dom wasn’t sure what he had zoned out on
and shook his head.

 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you, I was recalling the first time
you gave me that one bit that tasted like they rolled it in salt.”
He made a face and Matt chuckled, knowing exactly what Dom was
talking about. Having a piece of sushi spat back out at you was
certainly something to remember.

 

“I was asking if you wanted to join me in the shower? You don’t
have to but I was thinking that it could be nice, you know?” Matt
shrugged and Dom nodded.

 

“Sounds nice actually.” The two of them shared a grin and Dom
snatched at the comforter causing Matt to squeal and jump back,
stumbling a bit, half running towards the bathroom with Dom chasing
after him, pulling at the fabric, not caring a bit that he was
naked as he chased after Matt who was just as equally naked beneath
the blanket.  Their antics were kept up the entire time they
were in the bathroom, Matt slipping in the shower and nearly
pulling Dom down with him as he grabbed him for balance, the pair
of them laughing at the absurdity of the entire affair. It was a
wonder that they even got clean as the bathroom itself was a wreck
of spilled bottles, splashed water and discarded towels.

 

Getting dressed was easier, Matt finding that shirt he had
gotten back in London, Dom retreating to his own room to get his
yellow trousers and a white tee. The two of them looked like
opposite ends of the spectrum, Matt with his pale skin, dark hair
and dark clothes and Dom wearing brights with tanned skin, golden
hair. But it suited each of them well as they smiled at one
another, ready to head into town for lunch.

 

It was on the way through the door that Matt completely stopped
Dom in his tracks. “I was thinking of selling the villa here and
moving back to just the house in Devon. I was also thinking about
moving the studio as well, someplace a little closer to home. Not
that it isn’t nice, I just think that the location was a major
influence on the sound of the last album and next time around, I
think I want something new. You know?”

 

Dom turned to look at Matt, casting his eyes around the villa
that Matt had once been so excited to buy and now was just thinking
of casting away. “Are you sure? I remember how you were when you
bought this, you were so excited by it.”

 

Matt gave a shrug. “But was it ever really mine? I don’t think I
once had a choice in picking out anything. With the exception of my
piano that is. It just.. I don’t think it’s me. Not really.” Matt
looked at the ostentatious chandelier that hung in the foyer and
Dom had to agree, some of it was just over the top, even for Matt.
The style was wrong, too much French flair for the Mediterranean
setting.

 

“How about this, let’s redecorate the place into something you
might actually call your own and then if you still don’t know, then
you can sell it.” Dom suggested. He could see that Matt was
thinking it over, looking around before he looked back to Dom.

 

“As long as you stay help me, then you’ve got a deal. Redecorate
and see if I change my mind on the matter. Perhaps we can make an
event of it, invite Chris and Kelly and the kids down, Tom too. We
can all pitch in, have a sort of vacation.” Matt smiled and I could
tell that he liked the idea that was forming in his head. “We could
also tell them about us.”










Chapter 17
Matthew


Matt found that he was a bit nervous and excited to have
everyone showing up soon at his home. It wasn’t like Chris and
Kelly hadn’t been here before, but the kids had never gotten down
here yet. Tom had also been here plenty of times before, it was
just the fact that he and Dom had both agreed that they were going
to let their closest friends know what was going on between the two
of them.

 

Matt wasn’t sure how he really wanted to define it. He was
loathe to call it a relationship and put such a light and normal
name on it but at the same time, he also didn’t want to leave it
unlabeled, as if it was something he was ashamed of, much like an
affair or a one night thing.

 

This was certainly not a one night thing to him. After that
first night he had to admit that, after the second time he knew
just how important it was to him. Over the past few days that he
and Dom had spent together while waiting for their friends, it had
become something natural. At least as easy as his friendship with
Dom had always been.

 

Looking back he could recall always being very close with Dom
and the two of them shared experiences that were of course things
that best mates didn’t always experience together. Matt had always
chalked it up to them being in a band, being open and just being
very comfortable with each other. Perhaps that was why he was so
comfortable falling into life with Dom as something more than just
a best mate now, they had such a strong background together already
there.

 

“Matt! Doorbell!” Dom’s voice came from the kitchen where he had
absconded to earlier that day, intent on baking things. He had
banned Matt from the room and told him to find something else to do
after he had accidentally knocked the flour over and caused a huge
mess, then tracked the powder out of the kitchen and into the
dining room.

 

He jumped up from his seat at the piano where he had been
fiddling with the notes he had written weeks ago at that hotel. He
wasn’t really writing anything per se, mostly he was just playing
with some ideas that he would probably trash later along with the
scribbled notes. He could barely comprehend most of it despite
having written it.

 

He found himself at the front door, opening it to find himself
swarmed with children. “Uncle Matt!” A chorus of happy shouts and
excited talking ensued as the three older children talked
excitedly, Chris herding them through the door with Kelly following
behind holding the youngest Wolstenholme.

 

“Hello Matt, you look wonderful!” Kelly told him as he gave her
a hug, taking the bag she had from her.

 

“Thanks, you look wonderful as always. I have no idea how you
manage to when you’ve got this brood to look after!” Matt exclaimed
as he watched Chris struggle with the bags they had brought while
still trying to keep the kids from running off in all
directions.

 

“Well I get a break when Chris comes back, you know? Something
smells good, are you cooking?” Kelly asked before she moved aside
in the door for Tom who was getting the last of the bags from the
car, smiling as he greeted Matt.

 

“Matty! Interesting way to commemorate a breakup by having a
redecorating party but any excuse right?” Tom commented as he gave
Matt’s shoulder a light punch.

 

“Wanker. You want to take your usual room?” Matt poked Tom in
the side who was unable to dodge sharp fingers, making a noise of
complaint before nodding.

 

“Yeah yeah, I’ll go put these up there and then I’ll help Chris.
Or just watch him struggle, that’s always fun too.” Tom laughed
before he headed up the stairs, knowing right where he was heading.
Matt moved to help Chris with everything before announcing the
thing that all parents have nightmares about.

 

“Dom’s making sweets in the kitchen I think, maybe he’ll give
you one if you ask nice.” Matt said and all three children cheered
and ran off to find where the kitchen was.

 

“Oh nice going Matt, you’ll be dealing with those sugar addicts
later so you only have yourself to blame right now.” Chris
complained while Kelly only laughed.

 

“Oh you can’t blame me for wanting to spoil them a little.
Besides I have no idea what Dom’s actually cooking, he banned me
from the kitchen hours ago when I dumped the flour tin over.” Matt
explained. Chris only shook his head in response to that as the
pair of them grabbed the bags and headed towards the rooms that the
family would be staying in.

 

It was nice to hear the house sound so full of people for once
when usually it was so empty. Matt was always the first to say that
he liked the solitude of the place but what he wouldn’t admit was
that he would sometimes miss the noise of a large gathering of
people. It was a contradiction in himself he couldn’t figure out.
He mentally shrugged as he headed back downstairs to rescue Dom
from the kids while everyone else settled in.

 

Dom was of course easily entertaining the three of them and Matt
could see that it just wasn’t baking that he’d been up to this
entire time. He was actually a bit amazed to find that Dom had
enlisted the help of Alfie and Ava-Jo to start setting up the table
for an early dinner while Frankie was stirring what looked to be a
huge bowl of instant pudding.

 

“Oi, they aren’t slave labor you know!” Matt admonished and Dom
laughed.

 

“I pay them in cookies actually but they are going to have to
wait until after dinner. Can’t spoil them too much.” Dom grinned as
he started pulling out pans of baked pasta from the oven, making
Matt step back so that he didn’t get run over by a hot man with a
hot man with a hot platter.

 

“You should let everyone know that dinner is done.” Dom said,
setting things out. “Oh, and pick out a nice wine for us. I used
lamb in the sauce.”

 

“Easy. That Beaujolais Nouveau would be perfect for it.” Matt
said, recalling that new wine he’d recently gotten. He gave Dom a
light smile before he headed off to find everyone to let them know
about dinner, stopping in the wine cellar to pick up two bottles of
the wine he mentioned.

 

Matt found that even the notorious beer drinker Chris even liked
the wine when he typically hated anything else aside from beer or
hard liquor. Having everyone gathering at the table when he got
back upstairs for the cool wine cellar Matt had an incredible sense
of the fact that the people gathered around the table were his
family, he was closer to them that he had ever been with his
biological one which some people saw as a shame. Though he welcomed
it, he could think of no better being to share his life with than
the ones he had surrounded himself with. Which would make his and
Dom’s announcement harder if they weren’t accepted for it.

 

He didn’t expect to have them object to it, Tom had no issues
from what he could tell and Chris either, there was that incident
with Dom and Chris in the shower together that Tom had taped and
accidentally left on the Hullabaloo DVD. It had been in good fun
anyway though Matt had stopped frequenting the message boards of
the website after that. There was only so much he wanted to
envision about Chris.

 

He could barely recall sitting down at the table and eating
before Dom was getting up and shuffling all of the kids off to the
media room to put on a DVD and get them settled down with popcorn
so that the adults could sit around the table and chat. All Matt
registered was that the bottle of wine in front of him was empty
and he was about to go find another when Chris cleared his
throat.

 

“You’ve been very quiet tonight. And fidgety. Is everything okay
with you mate?” Chris stared at Matt who froze midway as he was
standing up, hovered above his chair before he sat back down again
and sighed. He didn’t want to start this without Dom there, it was
something that the both of them decided to discuss together with
all of them present.

 

“Matt? You look paler than usual, is something wrong?”

 

The prompting made him bite at his lip, worrying it until he was
afraid it would start bleeding soon, then he released the breath he
had been holding.

 

“I’ve been doing a lot of thinking since Gaia and I split. I
mean, I was thinking about some of it while we were still on tour
but just recently a lot of stuff has come up that I’ve had to deal
with. Particularly my sexuality.” Matt started and flicked his eyes
between Tom, Chris and Kelly, glancing over at the entryway where
Dom was sure to enter at any moment. He hoped.

 

“Wait, are you saying what I think you are? Cause I don’t know
how that’s possible after you’ve been dating birds for how long
now? You don’t just suddenly switch sides.” Tom started, brow
furrowed in confusion and Matt shook his head.

 

“No, that’s not what I’m saying. I mean, not really. I think. I
think what I’m saying more of is the fact that I don’t see the sex
at all, it’s more like I see the person, you know?” Matt tried to
explain but the confused look remained on Tom’s face. He looked
over to Chris and Kelly. The former still listened with an
expectant expression on his face while the latter gave him an
understanding smile. It was enough to make him keep going, despite
Dom not being there to help support him.

 

“Look, I like women and all, sex is great, no issues there
whatsoever. But I don’t find myself opposed at all to men either..”
He drifted off, blushing suddenly. No, he certainly didn’t find
himself at all opposed to sex with men.

 

“Matt, I accept you if that’s the way you feel and I’ll stand by
you in whatever makes you happy. Coming out like this to us takes
some courage.” Kelly spoke up, standing up and moving over to Matt
and leaning down to give him a hug which Matt returned.

 

“Thanks Kel. I mean, it’s not like I’m not still the same Matt
right?” He said with a wry grin and she smiled, nodding.

 

“You’re sure about this?” Chris spoke up, giving Matt a critical
eye as if he could determine the truth about Matt if he was
examined carefully enough. It gave Matt the feeling as if he was
laid out under a microscope and he shifted uncomfortably.

 

“I’m not saying I’m opposed to it, I just want to know if you
feel certain about this.” Chris sighed, running a hand over his
head, the ice cracking at the nervous gesture. “Where the fuck is
Dom, shouldn’t he be here for this if you are telling us all
this?”

 

Matt glanced to the entryway where Dom appeared finally as if
summoned by magic, slowing as he stepped into the room as he noted
the atmosphere. “How much did you tell them already?”

 

Of course Dom had to have known that Matt wouldn’t be able to
stay bottled up for much longer with Chris staring at him, waiting
for an explanation. Matt shook his head indicating that he hadn’t
dropped the huge bomb yet.

 

“You knew about Matt already?” Tom asked as Dom took the chair
next to Matt and Kelly moved to sit down with her husband again.
Dom of course nodded and Tom exhaled loudly, leaning back in his
chair. He seemed to be the only one who was taking it with
difficulty and it made Matt unsure if they should continue just
yet.

 

“I knew of course and I fully support it. Kind of have to
really..” Dom smirked and there was a strange noise that came from
Chris.

 

“Wait.. the both of you..” Chris started and then stopped,
trying to determine if he was reading things right apparently. Matt
nodded and Chris stood up and then sat down again, Kelly watching
him with concern but barely acknowledging the announcement. Tom was
silent when Matt looked to him.

 

“About fucking time.” Chris said before he started laughing,
sitting down again in his chair. Chris’s laughter was soon joined
by Tom’s and now it was Matt’s turn to be confused.

 

“I don’t get what’s so funny?” Matt asked, looking between Tom
and Chris, unsure as to why the pair would be laughing. Even Dom
was a little confused by it.

 

“Well I can see Dom being gay, he’s half there as it is anyway.
But I didn’t expect it from you in particular. And the funny part
is that I should have. The two of you have already set up house
here haven’t you? I mean, that’s what this little decorating party
is all about right?” Chris chuckled and Matt glowered a bit in
return.

 

“No, I mean, I didn’t know what to do with the house and we
thought maybe changing it up might make it feel more like home.”
Matt explained but even as he said it he realized how feeble the
explanation sounded, even to his own ears. Somewhere along the way
Chris was right, He and Dom had apparently settled in together.
Already this relationship was progressing at speeds that Matt
wasn’t sure if he was comfortable with.

 

“I’m just taking the piss with you, I mean, if you and Dom are
happy than we are happy for you. Right Tom?” Chris said and Matt
glanced over at Tom who had a smile on his face as he nodded his
head.

 

“Right.”










Chapter 18
Dominic


“Blue for the ceilings?” Dom asked, puzzled by Matt’s color
selection, looking at the light blue paint gathered in the foyer.
He and Matt had decided to paint first before replacing the light
fixtures when Kelly made mention that it would be a shame to get
paint on the new lights.

 

“Yes. Did you know that there is a myth that says blue ceilings
ward off evil spirits and spiders as well as bring good luck?” Matt
said and Dom stared at him for a moment, wondering if it was
possible that Matt was joking. He sometimes made up strange facts
like that and he was waiting to hear if this one was true or
not.

 

“I don’t like spiders, you know that. Besides, it can’t hurt and
it’s different right?” Matt finished as he squatted down to start
opening the cans while Chris and Tom worked on getting the
scaffolding set up. The high ceilings of the room required it.

 

“You have a point there.” Dom gave a shrug as he moved to help
Matt. Kelly had been a godsend to them all when it came to helping
pick out colors, especially when it came down to Matt who wasn’t
quite sure what he wanted. She had guided him to the colors that
would match with the design of the house though the kids kept
trying to get their own opinion in on some of the odder colors.
Though Dom had to admit that he liked the idea of painting the
kitchen pink.

 

“Dom, hand those rollers up here!” Chris snapped Dom out of his
pondering how he would convince Matt on picking the pink.

 

“Right, here!” He grabbed the rollers and passed them up to the
waiting Chris who only shook his head.

 

“Off in space somewhere mate? Why don’t you leave that to Matt.
I’m just glad we aren’t painting bloody stars on the ceiling.”
Chris had to laugh at that but something about what he had said got
Dom to thinking. He had wanted to do something special for Matt and
somehow managed to convince him to let him decorate the bedroom on
his own despite the grumble from him that his bedroom would end up
looking like a disco ball and an animal print exploded. That of
course had him completely trashing his first idea but after he
started seeing some of the ideas that Kelly had been showing off,
he was forming a new idea. Chris just helped it along.

 

With a smile he handed some paint up to Chris and Tom who would
be working on the ceilings while he and Matt would work on the
underside of the staircase, painting it to match the blue
ceilings.

 

Aside from paint changes, some of the most drastic changes would
be the light fixtures and some of the furniture. Matt had liked the
floors the way they were, the mixture of tile and hardwoods. The
media room of course would remain untouched as he had designed that
himself years before, one of the few things that he had insisted
upon that Gaia didn’t want to offer her opinion on. She hadn’t felt
a need for the room and had let Matt do his own thing.

 

“Dom.”

 

“Yes?” Dom paused in his painting, trying to keep as straight a
line as possible along where the wall met the stairs. He glanced
over at Matt who held a dripping roller, staring at him with a
bemused expression on his face.

 

“You have paint in your hair.”

 

“What?!” Dom panicked, reaching up to check for pain in his
hair, forgetting about the paint he already had on his hands,
succeeding only in actually getting pain in his hair which
apparently had been Matt’s goal as he dissolved into a fit of
giggles. “Oh you cunt!” Dom swore as he took advantage of Matt’s
distraction, swiping his paintbrush at Matt’s nose, getting blue
smeared across his nose and part of Matt’s cheek. The laughing
stopped suddenly as Matt discovered he was now painted, wiping at
his face.

 

“Oh that’s it.” Matt muttered as he wielded the paint roller,
aiming for Dom who dodged it, laughing. It wasn’t until the two of
them were mostly covered in paint that Kelly walked in to see what
all the noise was about, yelling at them to stop acting like
children. Tom and Chris were both laughing at the state of
them.

 

“Don’t look at us, we were good up here, I swear!” Tom laughed
as Kelly shook her head but Dom noticed the smirk on Chris’ face
before Tom did, resulting in a blue paint roller across Tom’s face
and a very shocked Tom. The room of course dissolved into laugher
again, even Kelly had to laugh at that.

 

Most of the rest of the painting went smoother with far fewer
paint fights breaking out. Dom had been happy to get his suggestion
approved on the kitchen, the idea of pink settled on when Kelly
found a shade that looked less like Dom’s favorite pair of trousers
and something that looked like it actually belonged on the wall,
matching the light colored woods and stainless steel of the
appliances. She suggested a red colored accent wall as well, Matt
looking very pleased when she showed up with the can of paint.

 

“What did you use to match it to?” Dom asked, looking at the
paint over Matt’s shoulder, knowing that she had been selecting all
sorts of things around the villa to match the shades to. Kelly
smiled before she pulled her idea folder out of her bag, pulling a
photo out of it.

 

Dom laughed as he saw it was a picture of him and Matt together
when Matt had his hair dyed a bright red, his own hair a more
sedate reddish shade. “That’s fantastic.” Dom said as he took hold
of the picture.

 

“I actually had the idea of getting a bunch of photos together
to put up on the accent wall so it doesn’t look so blank. Have them
framed with a wood to match the kitchen of course. Do you want to
pick out some pictures or should I just put up some that I think
would look good?” Kelly asked, looking to Matt who looked up from
the can of paint that he had dipped his finger into for some
reason. He looked at the wall, then the photo and gave a shrug,
smearing two lines of red paint under his eyes, looking like a
warrior going into battle.

 

“I want that one on there. And I guess you could pick a variety
of others to go up there. I trust your taste.” Matt smiled before
he wandered off leaving Dom and Kelly to stare after him wondering
if perhaps the paint had gone to Matt’s head.

 

“I’d ask if he was alright but then I don’t know if Matt is ever
alright.” Kelly said before she turned back to her ideas folder
with a shrug.










Chapter 19
Matthew


Matt surveyed the hard work of the past few days with a
satisfied smile. He had to hand it to Kelly, she had known what she
was doing when she helped with the design, finding colors that went
well that he liked. It was much more colorful than before, gone
were the pale walls and muted pieces of art, in its place were
vibrant yellows, reds, oranges and sky blue.

 

The gold trimmed lighting was gone as well, replaced with black
wrought iron and brushed stainless steel. The tile and hardwood
through the house looked richer despite not having anything
changed, it was just the fact that there was so much color
everywhere else.

 

And the photos, Kelly had dug out boxes of photographs and she
had Tom had spent hours going through them, finding pictures of his
family as well as pictures of the band his friends. Now there were
so many of them framed and hung on the walls it made the place seem
like it was completely different. Even the piano room didn’t escape
the treatment, shelves had gone up and the awards were
unpacked  and placed out on display along with pictures of
him, Chris and Dom smiling as a group when they showed off winning
them.

 

He had to admit, it felt like home. “Well, looks like I won’t be
selling it.” He spoke softly to no one in particular and nearly
jumped out of his skin when he felt a hand settle on his shoulder.
He turned slightly to see Dom, a dusty yellow color smeared across
his forehead where he had apparently wiped hair out of his face,
not realizing he had paint on his hands.

 

“It looks good right? It just needed to be more your style. I
like what Kelly and Tom did, that was a good idea with the photos.”
Matt agreed, reaching up to wipe at the smear.

 

“You and paint, it’s like a magnet.” Matt stated and Dom
laughed.

 

“Like you have room to talk oh brave warrior. I was tempted to
find a feather for your hair.” Dom laughed and Matt shook his head,
though he did see the humor in it. It had just made sense at the
time; he didn’t know why he had done it either. He blamed poor
impulse control and being amused by the strange looks he had gotten
from Dom and Kelly, followed by the laughter from Chris and
Tom.

 

“So, when do I get to find out about what destruction you have
wrought upon my bedroom?” Matt asked and Dom’s face contorted into
something that looked like a mixture of shock and amusement before
he laughed, shaking his head.

 

“That’s a surprise and only when I’m done. You are supposed to
go out shopping with Kelly while we finish up.” Dom gave Matt a
playful shove towards the door. Matt made a face, still concerned
about what horror he would encounter upon his return. The pink
kitchen was one thing, he had put his faith in Kelly to make sure
it came out good and to his surprise, despite the odd color choice,
it had come out wonderfully. It was a shocking change from the
yellow that was so pale it was nearly white but Matt found he liked
it. Especially since he found he kept looking to the wall of
photos, the one of him and Dom proudly in the middle of the
cluster, grinning at anyone in the kitchen.

 

In the past week and a half that it had taken them to paint and
decorate, Matt hadn’t thought once about when everyone was going to
be leaving. It was a nice vacation for Kelly but she wanted to get
back home eventually and Chris and the kids were of course
following. Tom would be heading back to work on his own projects
again in London. And Matt wasn’t sure what Dom was going to do. He
had his own place in London and Matt didn’t know if it would be
rushing things if he suggested that Dom could continue to stay
here, perhaps move in.

 

They had lived together before, it wouldn’t be that big of a
deal. Aside from now, their circumstances had changed, they had a
relationship. Moving in suddenly became a notable point when sex
was involved.

 

“Matt? You still here on earth?” Dom asked and Matt shook his
head.

“Yeah, sorry. Was just thinking is all.” Matt pursed his lips
together, trying to think about the matter, then shook his head. He
didn’t want to dwell on Dom’s leaving when he hadn’t left yet so he
turned to him, giving him a smile. “I guess I’m off for shopping
with Kelly then.” He smiled, the both of them leaning in for a
quick kiss.

 

He felt amazed that his life had changed so suddenly and he
liked it as much as he did, now he couldn’t see it any other way.
If he had his way, Dom would stay here with him in Italy. He’d
helped in making this home for him, making him feel like he
belonged and he wanted to hold tightly to the happiness he had
found now.

 

“Go on Matt. Go shopping and hopefully by the time you are back
we’ll be done.” Dom punctuated the statement with a light kiss to
his forehead, giving his hand a squeeze. Matt smiled.

 

“Hope so. I’m feeling a bit nervous but also a little excited to
see what you are doing in there.” Matt grinned at Dom before Kelly
dragged him off to go visit the shops, fully intent on getting some
shopping done while she was here in Italy.










Chapter 20
Dominic


Dom finished hanging the last of the distressed metal stars on
the wall when Alfie ran into the room to sound the alert that Matt
and Kelly had returned.

 

“Uncle Dom, they just pulled up!”

 

“Well it’s a good thing we finished when we did. Thanks for your
help today with the ceiling.” Dom brushed his hands over the back
of his trousers as he stood back to survey the work. He could hear
the noise start up downstairs as everyone was welcoming Matt and
Kelly back, delaying them a bit to make sure Dom had enough time to
finish.

 

“Come on, let’s go get Matt and surprise him with the best
present ever.” Alfie nodded, heading towards the stairs, Dom
trailing after him. He could see that the shopping had been
successful, there was a lot of bags gathering in the foyer.

 

“Did you visit all of Italy for that?” He joked as he made his
way down the stairs, eyes meeting Matt’s who looked excited over
something.

 

“We found things for everyone actually.” Matt scrambled around
in one of the bags, pulling out a shirt that he handed to Dom. Dom
held the shirt up and laughed, realizing it was designed to look
like the Spiderman costume. He laughed even harder when Kelly
pulled out a shirt for Chris that was designed to look like Captain
America’s costume.

 

“Oh that’s perfect!” Dom laughed and he and Chris looked
expectantly for the next surprise to be pulled out of the bag.

 

“This one is for you Tom.” Matt started laughed as he pulled the
shirt out, holding it up to reveal the shirt of a gold Starfleet
uniform. Tom groaned.

 

“Aww, I’m never going to live down my last name am I?” Tom took
the shirt, holding it up to himself though he smiled. “Thanks Matt,
appreciate it.”

 

“Matt got one too of course.” Kelly pulled a dark shirt out this
time, holding it up to reveal a black tee printed to look like a
tuxedo. Dom gave Matt a puzzled look who blushed before he quirked
an eyebrow and posed.

 

“Bellamy. Matthew Bellamy.” He said as he held up one hand to
mimic a handgun then broke out into laughter as it dawned on Dom
that he was mimicking James Bond.

 

“Nice! What did you get Kelly?” Dom asked, poking his nose into
an interesting looking black bag, only to get swatted by Matt and
Kelly in unison.

 

“Wonder Woman.” She said smugly as Matt pulled the bag out of
reach of Dom. It of course only piqued his curiosity further as to
what was in the bag. It had to be really interesting.

 

“So? Where is it?” Dom continued, nosing his way into another
bag, though he was trying to determine if there was a way he could
sneak a peek in the other one without Matt noticing.

 

“Nope, only Chris gets to see that one.” She smirked and Chris’
eyebrows shot up, a grin instantly forming on his face at the sound
of that.

 

“So then, speaking of bedrooms..” Matt started, grinning at
Chris and Kelly before his eyes slid to Dom. “Did you finish? Can I
see?” Dom pondered for a moment before he nodded, pulling a scarf
from where he had stuffed it in his back pocket.

 

“Yes, just finished it actually. If you want to see you could
but I want it to be a surprise.” Dom waved the thin scarf in front
of Matt who bit his lip, then nodded, allowing Dom to tie the scarf
over his eyes. “Can you see?” Dom asked, waving a hand in front of
Matt who looked around, trying to see through the material but
apparently failed. “Ok, we’re good then, nice and slow.” Dom took
one of Matt’s hands and then led him up the stair towards the
bedroom, everyone following after so they could hover in the
doorway to watch Matt’s reaction.

 

The blindfold was pulled off and Matt blinked, looking around at
the room, taking in the yellow orange color of the walls that was
accented on one wall with a deep red. Distressed metal stars in a
similar yellow orange decorated the red wall, perfectly matching
the deep red and gold comforter that now adorned the wrought iron
frame bed.

 

‘The ceiling..” Matt breathed, looking up at the deep blue color
that was a drastic change from the rest of the house. The paint was
flecked with sparkles, glitter making it look like a starry sky.
“You had to get glitter in there somehow didn’t you?” Matt laughed,
though he was smiling, staring at it in wonder before looking back
down at the rest of the room.

 

Dom had originally wanted to keep the dark wood furniture that
was in the room already but Chris pointed out that the light woods
in the rest of the house looked better, thus he and Tom had spent a
good portion of the day putting together the new furniture.

 

“You haven’t seen the best part yet. This was Ava-Jo’s idea
so..” Dom indicated for the lights to be turned out and it was like
night had fallen in the bedroom. Painted across the ceiling was
thousands of tiny glowing stars that couldn’t be seen when the
lights were on. Matt gasped.

 

“How?” He asked looking down to the people framed in the light
from the doorway, looking for the explanation.

 

“The kids again, they made it much easier as they just sat on
our shoulders and painted.” Tom explained, the lights being turned
on again so they could see. Matt looked back up at the ceiling
again before he looked to Dom.

 

“It’s fucking brilliant!”










Chapter 21
Matthew


Matt was curled up against Dom as they lay together on his bed,
staring up at the glittering ceiling. After dinner everyone had
retreated to their own activities and such, judging by the looks
that Chris and Kelly were giving each other during most of dinner,
Matt had a very good idea what they were getting up too.

 

He ran his fingers through Dom’s hair absentmindedly while he
contemplated the time that had passed recently, then sighed,
pleased about the circumstances.

 

“What are you thinking about?” Dom asked quietly, rolling so
that he was lying partly on Matt’s chest, green eyes observing him.
Matt smiled as he stuffed a pillow under his own head so that he
didn’t have to crane his neck at an odd angle to look at him.

 

“Just thinking about us, about what’s going to happen now.” He
sighed, looking back to the ceiling. “And wondering what possessed
you to paint all that. Not that I’m complaining, it’s beautiful and
I love it.”

 

“I’m glad. Actually, Chris gave me the idea when he was
complaining about painting the ceiling in the foyer. Remember he
said he was just glad he wasn’t painting stars?” Matt nodded,
remembering that before Dom continued. “It reminded me of that
night, not our first night together, although I will always
remember that. That second time, the both of us outside here. I
wanted so much to stay out there with you, under all those stars
while you..” Dom trailed off and Matt wondered what had stopped
him, brow furrowing a bit.

 

“What?”

 

Dom shook his head. “I don’t even know how to describe the two
of us anymore and I just realized that. I know how I feel about
this and you, well, sometimes I’m not sure how you see us.” Dom
buried his face in his chest and Matt hummed. Dom was right, they
had never quite labeled this, they had jumped into much faster than
either of them had anticipated.

 

“What I wrote was true. I think you are my unintended. I never
meant to fall in love with you.” Matt felt Dom tense and he moved
his hand to brush through Dom’s hair, reassuring him. “But I did.
And I won’t change it now. I’m in love with my best mate and it’s
wonderful, he already knows me so well, and I know him the same
way. I don’t know though, calling you a lover seems like I’m trying
to hide you or that it’s just as simple as sex. Boyfriend sounds
like we are back in school.”

 

“Partner?” Dom suggested and Matt smiled.

 

“I like that better, though there still might be something out
there that describes it better. It’s just a word anyway, words are
not the end of the definition, they can’t determine who we really
are.” Matt smiled and Dom laughed at that.

 

“You’re right about that, you are pretty indescribable. I could
try though. Beautiful.” Dom moved to kiss Matt’s nose, before
moving to kiss each of his eyelids, punctuating it with a kiss for
each word. “Talented. Amazing. Loving. Smart.”

 

Matt laughed before he drew Dom into proper kiss, letting it
move into another as the both of them laid tangled together on the
bed. It wasn’t until a few minutes later that they broke the
kisses, Matt smiling in happiness as he traced a finger over Dom’s
swollen lips.

 

“I love you Dominic.” It came out as a whisper, breathed softly
between the two of them and Dom returned in kind, punctuating his
statement with another kiss.

 

“I love you Matthew.”

 

“Dom.. what’s going to happen when it’s time for everyone to go
back to England?” Matt asked. He didn’t want to ruin the mood of
the moment but they two of them were talking about serious things
now, they were comfortable and it was a subject that they couldn’t
avoid for much longer. Chris and his family and Tom were all
heading back to England in just a few days now and Matt wasn’t sure
if Dom would be heading back to his own flat as well. It worried
Matt that he would just leave, not telling him.

 

Dom sighed, rolling off of him and sat up on the bed. That
motion alone had him concerned and Matt sat up at well, wondering
what was going to happen now.

 

“I want to stay. You have no idea how much I want to just stay
here and forget about everything else in my life. But going home
has some advantages as well.” Dom turned to look at Matt
directly.

 

“We need some time apart just as much as we need time together.
You know how we are, too much close proximity for too long and we
are at each others throats. I need to see my family too, I want to
tell them before they read about this in the tabloids or someone
else lets it slip. They deserve to know about it from me, not
secondhand. The same goes for you too, not that I am going to force
you into anything you don’t want.”

 

Matt nodded, knowing that Dom was right about that. His
relationship with his parents wasn’t always the best but adding to
the mixture that they might find out about this from someone other
than himself, that would put even further strain on the
relationships he had fought for over years.

 

“Don’t think of this as me being opposed to us living together.
I think just for right now.. right now both of us need the time to
process everything, all of this.” Dom turned, reaching over to
Matt, taking his hand, both of them silent as they held each
other.

 

“I understand. Don’t want to rush it and muck the whole thing up
right?” Matt sighed, feeling both lightened by the conversation and
a heavy feeling in his chest. He would miss having Dom with him
everyday like they had been to this point. But Dom was right. They
both needed the time apart just as much as they needed time
together.

 

“Hey, I’m still a phone call away. And I’m right here now, I
haven’t left and I do plan on coming back.”

 

Matt nodded and then smiled. “When you come back, you need to
seriously think about bringing your drum kit with you. Cause I
won’t be letting you go again.” Dom laughed at that, pulling Matt
into his arms.

 

“I think I could live with that. Besides that, I really enjoy
the pink kitchen you have now.” Dom laughed and Matt joined in.

 

“You realized that normally I would never let anyone paint any
room pink, unless it was for you right?” Matt laughed, revealing
exactly why he had let Dom paint it the way he had. He didn’t spend
enough time in the kitchen to really care either way really,
cooking was something that Dom did and he did it well. So it only
made sense to him to let Dom have his way with the colors there,
the red of course balancing it out a bit.

 

“The thought had crossed my mind about that but I didn’t want to
jump to conclusions.”

 

“Hmm, well I think it’s safe to say that my kitchen is your
kitchen. At least now it is. Do you still have those pink
trousers?” Matt asked, curious and he watched Dom think about the
question before shrugging.

 

“Likely they are somewhere in my closet. I’ll have to dig them
out. Speaking of closets, when we were painting in here we had to
move everything around. Do you throw any of your clothes out? Ever?
I mean, not that I don’t like some of the things you used to wear
but really? Silver lamé? I thought that shirt had gotten lost on
tour somewhere.”

 

Matt blushed, recalling the shirt Dom was mentioning. “I don’t
like throwing things out, but perhaps I should start, I don’t
exactly seeing that as coming back into fashion anytime soon.”

 

“I did see a few things in there I did like. Those leather
trousers.” Dom smiled, hands moving over Matt’s chest as he slowly
popped open the buttons of his shirt. Matt smiled as he saw where
this was going.

 

“What else did you like?”

 

“Those red skinnies, I like those too.” Hands crawled lower,
hovering over the buttons of his trousers. “The white ones, I love
the white ones.”

 

Buttons were popped open and Matt was pushed back against the
bed. He bit his lower lip, staying silent as he watch Dom take
control, loving how his rough hands slid over his own soft
skin.

 

“I noticed you have a lot of scarves. You have a thing for them
don’t you?” Dom whispered, hovering over him. Matt only nodded in
response, mouth dry. “I saw how you reacted today to me
blindfolding you, you liked it.”

 

Another nod from Matt and a smile brightened Dom’s face, this
one distinctly mischievous. Matt nearly jumped as he felt soft
fabric brush over his bare chest where Dom had pulled his shirt
open.

 

“Perhaps we could try that again?” Dom asked as he held up the
scarf. Matt could feel the blush rising to his cheeks though he
lifted his head enough so that Dom could tie it over his eyes
again. He liked being able to see Dom’s reactions but at the same
time, having the sense of sight cut off was something he knew
heightened the sensations for him, made everything feel all the
more intense.

 

He could hear Dom breathing above him, could feel the heat
pouring from his skin as he touched him again. He felt the bed
shift and whimpered a bit at the loss of contact, unsure where Dom
was going.

 

“I’m right here. Just listen to my voice, I’m not going
anywhere, just wanted to get more comfortable. Plus I have a
surprise for you.” Matt heard the crinkle of a bag before the bed
dipped, Dom having returned to it. Matt sucked in a sharp breath as
he felt something soft tickle across his skin.

 

“What is that?” He asked, unable to place the sensation before
it was replaced with a soft kiss.

 

“Shh. Just enjoy it.”

 

Matt bit his lip, relaxing again as he tried to guess what it
was that Dom had, hissing again as it brushed over his stomach,
trailing down towards his trousers before the kiss was back. He
squirmed on the bed as he felt fingers pulling at his clothes.

 

“Hips up for a second.” The command was spoken softly and Matt
complied readily, arch his hips up off the mattress, letting Dom
undress him. Matt could feel a chill as that light touch teased
over him again, warm lips following the path it traced. Dom was
teasing him as a path moved down one leg, bypassing that spot where
his arousal virtually ached for him. He didn’t even realize he had
made a sound until he heard Dominic chuckle.

 

“Listen to you. I think I like taking control of you like this,
I love the sounds you make when you have to relinquish control over
something.” Dom hummed before he returned to his task of teasing,
Matt’s hands fisting in the blankets beneath him as he tried to
keep from grabbing Dom and just having his own way. He was curious
as to what he was up to and this felt wonderful.

 

Matt cried out softly as that light touch traced over his hard
arousal finally, tickling and feeling like it was tracing icy fire
in its wake. Matt’s hands flew to Dom’s head when he felt lips
against him, kissing hardened flesh. There was a throaty chuckle
before Matt was overwhelmed by the feeling of Dom taking him into
his mouth, swallowing him in with one movement.

 

He couldn’t help the moans that fell from his lips, didn’t care
at all to be quiet despite the fact they had guests in nearby
rooms. The only thing Matt could comprehend was that it was
Dominic’s mouth engulfing him, bringing him pleasure.

 

“Fuck that feels amazing..” Matt breathed and got only a hum in
response from Dom, the vibration making Matt cry out, clenching
soft hair tighter in his fingers. “Oh!”

 

Matt felt Dom release him, the cool air on his saliva slick skin
chilling him, making him shiver as Dom blew on him gently. “Perhaps
I should find another couple scarves to take care of your
hands.”

 

“S-sorry..” Matt trembled, removing his hands where they had
apparently been hurting Dom.

 

“I didn’t say stop, just be gentle. Unless you want me to be
rough with you as well.” Dom nearly growled the last and it ran a
chill through Matt. The thought of it tempted Matt in ways that he
never really had though about before but he shook his head. “Good.
We can save rough for another time then; right now I’d prefer to be
gentle.”

 

With that Dom returned to his ministrations, tongue laving over
him, causing Matt to buck his hips against the sensation, needing
more contact than he was getting. He could feel one of Dominic’s
hands tracing a pattern over his hip, the other hand strangely
absent. If Matt had not been wondering where it was he likely would
not have heard the soft clicking noise of a bottle top opening. He
shivered as he felt a cool and slick finger at his entrance,
probing. He obediently spread his legs to allow further access,
realizing that Dominic had gotten a bottle of lubricant for them to
use.

 

Feeling slick fingers slip easily inside, Matt moaned, nails
raking lightly over bare shoulders. “Dominic.. fuck that feels
good.” He felt a finger brush that spot that felt so good and he
cried out, head falling back, twisting the blindfold partly off. He
was so close now, teetering on the edge of an abyss.

 

“”Dominic, I’m gonna.. fuck I’m gonna cum.” Matt gasped, pushing
at the shoulders, not wanting to surprise Dom who seemed more
willing to only increase his pace. Matt gave up on stopping him as
he felt a particularly hard thrust of fingers and he arched his
back, moaning loudly, fingers clutching at the blankets. He
shuddered as he came, Dominic’s name on his lips, every muscle in
him taught, breath caught before it released in a growl.

 

Matt could feel Dominic swallowing, then let him fall limp,
kissing the tip of him. Matt tugged at the blindfold that was half
off of his face now, looking at the Cheshire Cat grin on the
blonde.

 

“That was..” Matt wasn’t sure how to describe the best
experience of his life, lost for words. Dom only smiled wider.

 

“Fucking hot as hell is what it was. And trust me, I’m not
finished with you yet.” The fingers shifted inside of Matt and it
was just enough to make him moan again, eyes sliding shut.

 

“Dominic.. please..” Matt moaned, hands slipping over the
covers, finding the bottle of lubricant that Dom had dropped
before. “I want to feel you inside of me, not just your fucking
fingers.”

 

“What a filthy mouth you have.” Dom grinned, leaning over Matt,
fingers slipping from him as he took the bottle away. “I like it
when you talk like this. Feel?”

 

Matt could feel Dom’s arousal against his leg, pressed hard into
him as he shifted on the bed to reach over Matt, the sound of a bag
crinkling again as a condom was retrieved. The both of them
scrambled to get it on before Matt grabbed Dom by the hair, yanking
him down on top of him and devoured his mouth. He didn’t care that
he could taste himself, he loved it, loved that Dom would do
something like that for him just to give him pleasure.

 

“I need you. Now.” Matt demanded and Dom complied, sheathing
himself inside of Matt with one thrust, Matt’s breathless cry
muffled by their kiss, lips and teeth and tongues clashing in the
embrace. This was need, Matt needing to have Dominic inside of him,
Dominic needing release inside of him, both of them needing this
connection, to become one entity.

 

Matt wrapped his legs up on Dom’s hips as they moved together;
Matt could feel the tension building up on Dominic’s more muscular
frame, shuddering slightly. He reached up to brush sweaty hair from
Dom’s face, kissing him softly, the salt of his sweat tasting a bit
like the flavor of himself on Dom’s lips.

 

“Let go.” Matt whispered, feeling a shudder run through Dominic
as he spoke, watching as green eyes were squeezed shut as he
came.

 

“Matthew!” Dominic cried out as he shuddered against him, head
falling to Matt’s shoulder as he panted for breath. They lay
together, intertwined as they both caught their breath, Matt lacing
his fingers with Dom’s, rolling slightly so that Dom wasn’t
crushing Matt.

 

“I want you to remember that when I go back to London.” Dom
finally said once he caught his breath, giving Matt’s hand a
squeeze as they lay on top of the blankets.

 

“I won’t be able to forget it.” Matt smiled and Dom scooted
closer to him so he could kiss him.

 

“I love you Matthew Bellamy and don’t you dare forget it.”

 

"I wouldn't even dream of forgetting it. I love you Dominic
Howard." Matt replied, kissing Dom softly in return.










Chapter 22
Dominic


Dom checked one more time that he had gotten the right cell
charger for Matt, knowing that whatever one Matt owned before was
long lost.

 

“Right then, don’t lose this one now and I expect you’ll call me
instead of just writing and ignoring people for months on end down
here.” Dom said as he turned to Matt who was leaning against the
doorframe of the bedroom. He looked sullen and Dom knew how he
felt. He didn’t want to leave but there were things to be done and
he couldn’t just turn off the rest of his life.

 

Matt nodded, pushing away from the doorframe before he took a
step towards him. Dom held his arms open and the two of them
enfolded each other in their arms, Matt resting his head against
Dom’s neck, a soft kiss placed against the skin there. Dom chuckled
a bit as he reached up to touch Matt’s chin lightly, getting him to
look up at him.

 

“Just a few months right? We take care of our things, we call
each other everyday and soon enough I’ll be right back here again.”
Dom gave Matt a soft kiss on the lips which earned him a smile.

 

“Where you belong.” Matt said and Dom nodded in response.

 

“Where I belong.”

 

The both of them held each other like that until Chris called
from downstairs that the taxi had arrived. Dom shifted from one
foot to the other as he picked up his bag, eyes lingering on Matt.
“Gonna miss you Bells but it won’t be forever. I’ll be back to
bugging you in no time at all.” That earned Dom a smile and the
pair of them made their way downstairs to the chaos of bags being
loaded into the van that had come to take everyone to the
airport.

 

Dom noticed that Matt stood off to the side the entire time that
he was helping to get everything loaded up, smiling as all the kids
said their goodbyes to him, asking when they could come back. Some
how in all the chaos of it Matt stood out like the rock weathering
the storm, standing and waiting for it all to be over. It was a
severe contrast to when Dom had gone to find him and encountered
Matt breaking down after the tour had ended and he wasn’t sure what
to do with himself. Apparently he had something in mind, a focused
Matt always had something in mind.

 

“You’d better be leaving if you don’t want to miss your flight.”
Matt spoke up when Dom approached him for one last goodbye.

 

“I know. I just wanted another kiss from you. Just so I don’t
forget this dream I’ve seemed to have wandered into.” Another
smiled and Matt reached up to grab the front of Dom’s shirt,
pulling him into a kiss. Dom could hear the kids chattering about
it, a whistle coming from Chris, then the all too familiar noise of
Tom and one of his many cameras. He and Matt broke the kiss as they
laughed, turning to Tom.

 

“You mind mate? Private moment?” Matt admonished though he
leaned over to the offered preview screen of the digital camera,
nodding in approval of the picture.

 

“You should talk, I’m not the one who managed to video Dommie’s
money shot.” Tom laughed while Dom turned a bright red. He hated
the fact that Matt to this day still wouldn’t tell him what had
happened to that particular tape, holding it over his head. He
hadn’t even known Matt had snuck up on him during that particular
incident. Of course Matt had been proud of that particular
achievement, smiling at the mention.

 

“Right, well, send me a copy of that when you get back to
London. And keep an eye on this one here.” Matt smiled, giving Dom
a wink before the last of the goodbyes were said and everyone was
packed into the van.

 

Dom found himself already missing Matt as he turned in his seat
while they pulled away, watching as Matt stood on the porch, waving
at all of them until they pulled around a corner and couldn’t see
him anymore.

 

“I’m a bit surprised that you didn’t just stay.” Chris spoke up
and Dom shrugged.

 

“I wanted to. But you know how we get. I wanted to be sure that
this just wasn’t something because we were too close for too long.
Getting away right now seemed like it was the best for the both of
us and for this relationship.” Dom shrugged again, letting his head
fall back against the seat, eyes shut as he sighed.

 

“Fuck I didn’t want to leave though.” He grumbled and Dom felt a
reassuring hand on his knee. He cracked an eye open to see Chris
looking at him with a sympathetic look, hand patting his knee.

 

“I know mate. When it happens it happens. And well, I’m here for
you, as is Kelly and Tom.” Chris gave him a smirk. “Never seen you
get like this over a bird though, I find it a little funny that all
it took was Matt to finally snare you like this.” He finished with
a light laugh, then sighed. Dom raised his head from the seat,
opening his eyes to look at Chris.

 

“Alright there?” Chris nodded, then smiled.

 

“Just thinking about you two. Matt. He’s got something to focus
on now I think so I hope he’ll be alright.” Chris admitted. He
glanced at Dom whose cell started beeping at him. Dom pulled the
cell out and checked it, noting that it was a message from
Matt.

 

‘Miss you already. Love you. –M’

 

Dom smiled at it and slipped it back in his pocket. “He’ll be
just fine.”










Chapter 23
Matthew


Matt stared at his cell for perhaps the hundredth time since he
had sat down at the piano, setting it down on the top of the
polished wood top. After a month of being here in Italy by himself
he was starting to feel restless and uneasy. He wasn’t sure about
how to discuss everything with his family, heading back to England
would likely be the best solution, telling them all in person. He
also liked the idea of seeing Dom again, knowing that London would
be that much closer.

 

He looked at his cell again as his hands tapped the ivory keys,
a jilted sound emerging from the instrument. Dom for some reason
had suddenly begun to call less, texting less as well. Granted,
Matt knew that Dom was dealing with his own things, coming out to
his family about his sexuality. Dom had admitted to feeling scared
about saying anything at this point in life, most people came out
about this much sooner didn’t they?

 

Matt had of course assured Dom that his family would be
understanding, they always were very sweet and supportive of Dom,
even Matt to an extent as the pair of them had become friends and
Matt had started spending more and more time with Dom at his
house.

 

The last he had heard from Dom however had been that they had
all accepted him but he had things that needed attending to. It
made him a bit worried, what could he be doing?

 

Matt slammed his hands down on the keys in frustration, standing
up from the piano and walking away from it, back turned to the cell
that was sitting there, taunting him with it’s lack of connection
with the one person that was on his mind. The last call had gone
straight to voicemail and it was irritating him, like a scratch on
the roof of your mouth that would heal if you could only stop
tonguing it.

 

Matt found himself sinking to the floor of the music room as he
thought about it. Was Dom’s attitude towards him cooling off? Was
all of this just a mistake in his eyes? He knew he was having dark
thoughts that would only bring him down but it was like they were
hovering just over his shoulder, pestering him with niggling
doubts.

 

When his cell rang he of course jumped for it, scrambling across
the floor, snatching it up and pressing the talk button before he
even saw who it was, pressing it to his ear like it was his
lifeline. “Dom! Why haven’t you called sooner?”

 

“Matt?” Chris’ confused voice came down the line and Matt’s
heart sunk. “Dom’s not calling? Is everything alright mate?” Matt
sucked in a breath before he responded.

 

“I thought so. But he’s not been talking much for the past
couple days, just after he told his family.” He heard a humming
noise from Chris that said his friend was thinking.

 

“I don’t know, he’s in Teignmouth right now so maybe I’ll go
knock some sense into him. I saw him a few days ago actually, he
seemed fine. Jittery but fine. That’s really odd, I would have
thought the both of you would be permanently attached to your
cells, talking to each other.”

 

Matt nodded. “We had been for a time, least till the other day.
Now I’m lucky if I get a response from him aside from ‘can we talk
later, busy’ message from him.” There was a long pause from each of
them, before Chris broke the silence.

 

“Not to change the subject on you but have you told your parents
yet? Or anyone?” Matt winced at the question, knowing that Chris
would start in on that. It had been a month since he said he would
do it and he had gone nowhere with it.

 

“Not yet. I wanted to actually see them in person.” Matt
admitted and he heard Chris huff at him down the line.

 

“Well, what the fuck are you waiting for? Just come to
Teignmouth and see them. While you’re at it you can see Dom. Unless
I get to him first, then you might have to visit a headstone
instead.”

 

Matt laughed weakly at the joke, though it was amusing.

 

“Come on Matt, pack some of your stuff and get up here already.
Tell your parents, they deserve to know don’t they?” Matt nodded
then spoke up, knowing Chris couldn’t see his head movement over
the line.

 

“You’re right. I guess I’ll see you soon then?” Matt asked
before the both of them said their goodbyes, then hung up. Matt
continued to sit on the floor for a bit longer, turning on the
screen of his cell so he could see the picture he had set as his
background. Tom had sent it to him after he had gotten back to
London, the picture he had taken of Dom and him kissing goodbye
when he was leaving to return to England. It had made him happy
before but right now all it did was make him a little sad and
confused. Why wasn’t Dom talking to him?










Chapter 24
Dominic


“Dominic, are you going to answer your cell?” Dom heard his
mother calling him from the kitchen where she was making tea. He
had opted to stay with his family while he was telling them
everything about him and Matt. Well, he hadn’t gone into every
detail per se but they had asked so many questions of him. They
were supportive of course, which Matt had said they would be.

 

“Dominic!” His mother called again and he got up from where he
was laying on his bed, back to the wall.

 

“I’m coming!” He called back as he headed down the stairs
towards the kitchen. His cell stopped ringing as soon as he reached
it. Another missed call from Matt. His heart plummeted. He just
couldn’t talk to Matt right now. He did pick up the cell though,
clearing the missed call notification, pausing to stare at the
wallpaper he had on it, the shared kiss back in Italy that Tom had
sent him. He smiled at it before he slipped it into his pocket,
glancing at the white envelope that was sitting on the table,
taunting him. His mother caught him looking at it and spoke up.

 

“You’re never going to know unless you actually open it up and
look at it sweetheart. I’m sure everything is going to be
fine.”

 

“I know. It’s just.. I don’t know I’m scared at the same time as
being hopeful right?” Dom said, picking up the white envelope that
had his name printed on it. He stared at the black letters that
stood in stark contrast to the white background before he shoved it
in his pocket. “I’m going to go for a walk and I’ll open it.”

 

His mother nodded as she sat down with her tea at the table. “Do
that. Than you should really call Matthew. I know you’ve not been
talking to him and I’m sure he’s confused as to why.” Dom
nodded.

 

“Yes Mum.” He grabbed his jacket and checked for his key in the
pocket before he opened the door, looking back at her as he stepped
out the door and ran directly into Chris who had been about to
knock.

 

“Jesus Chris, you scare the shite out of me.” Dom breathed,
clutching his chest, laughing a little until he noticed the dark
look on his friends face. “What?”

 

“You and I need to talk.” He said simply before he poked his
head in the door past Dom, smiling. “Hello Mrs. Howard! I’m going
to be borrowing your idiot son for awhile if you don’t mind.” He
grinned as she waved the both of them off and Dom found himself
being dragged out of the door much faster than he anticipated.

 

“Chris, what the hell mate?” He sputtered, wondering what had
gotten into him. It wasn’t like Chris to be in such a state.

 

“I could ask the same thing of you. Get in the bloody car, you
and I need to have a serious talk and I’d rather not yell at you in
front of your mum or out in the middle of the street.” Chris shoved
Dom in the direction of the car that was parked at the kerb, Dom
stumbling a little at the unexpected rough treatment. He complied
however, getting into the passenger side as Chris walked around to
the drivers side. He slammed the door shut before he fixed Dom with
a positively withering glare.

 

“What the hell is your problem? I called Matt today to see how
he was doing and he picked up the phone without even checking the
info, thought I was you. He told me that you haven’t been speaking
for some reason after you talked to your parents.”

 

Dom felt himself shrinking away from an angry Chris, feeling
ashamed of himself for not even really talking to Matt enough to
let him know he was alright.

 

“You had better have a really fucking good explanation for this
shite you are pulling right now because if you don’t…” He let the
threat hang between them, unspoken but still there. Dom could see
how seriously protective that Chris was of Matt, how protective he
would be if anyone threatened anyone he cared for. Even if it was
someone else he cared for hurting them. He numbly reached into his
pocket, pulling the envelope out and handed to Chris who blinked,
looking confused as he took it.

 

“I’m scared Chris.”

 

The letter had come that morning and while it had been on Dom’s
mind for the past few days, seeing his name written on the envelope
from the heath clinic had really hit him in an unexpected way.

 

“What is this?” Chris looked at him and Dom ran a hand through
his hair, pulling a foot up to rest on the seat, attempting to
shield himself.

 

“I went to the doctor after I spoke to my folks. They gave me
the idea really about getting testing, you know, just in case. I
went straightaway thinking it would all be easy, I could see the
results and I’d tell Matt about it. But after I left, I just..” He
drummed his fingers nervously against his knee. “I’ve not always
been the smartest guy ever, going to that clinic made me realize
how stupid I’ve been in the past. But I wanted to be sure
everything was alright for me and Matt, I don’t want to
accidentally give him something I didn’t know about, you know?”

 

Chris stared at the envelope before he looked back to Dom, the
thwacked him over the head with it. “You stupid bastard. Matt’s
worried about you and he’s worried about talking to his family and
the one person he wants to talk to is you and you can’t even open a
fucking letter?!” Chris yelled and Dom cringed. He felt awful about
it as it was and Chris putting into perspective like that made him
feel even worse.

 

“You need to open this and then you need to call Matt and tell
him everything. At least ease his worry over something.” Dom looked
at the envelope that Chris was shoving in his face, staring at his
name on it, then looked away.

 

“Please Chris, open it for me.” There was an exasperated sigh
and Dom squeezed his eyes shut, hearing the rustle of the paper,
the tearing of the envelope and the letter being unfolded.

 

Silence.

 

“Chris?”

 

More silence.

 

Dom opened his eyes, looking over to Chris who was staring back
at him, holding the paper so he could see it. He glanced at the
page before he snatched it from his hands, sitting up properly as
he read it over, pouring over the results of his testing at the
health clinic.

 

“I’m fine.” He felt a little numb as he said it, repeating it
again before he start bouncing in his seat, jumping into Chris to
give him a hug. It was the most amazing relief he had ever felt,
knowing that he was perfectly safe and that Matt was safe from him
giving anything he could have potentially picked up.

 

He immediately grabbed for his cell, starting to dial Matt,
wanting to tell him everything. Chris only shook his head at the
antics but he didn’t care that he was making a fool of himself.
He’d been so wrapped up in wondering if he was alright for days,
reading that he had tested negative for everything was like he was
breathing again after being underwater for an hour.

 

Dom frowned when his call went to voicemail. He glanced at Chris
who gave him a raised eyebrow, punctuating an unspoken point.

 

“Matt, I need to talk to you about something important so as
soon as you get this message, please call me.” He paused, mouth
open as he tried to figure out what to say next. “I miss you.” He
finished lamely before he hung up, feeling foolish. He had
distanced Matt and now he was being punished for it, he knew
it.

 

“He didn’t answer.” He spoke softly, feeling again like a fool.
He fingered the cell, looking at the picture of him and Matt. He
sighed. “I deserve that. I’ve not really been talking to him lately
cause I was so scared.”

 

Chris patted Dom’s knee and shook his head. “Don’t worry about
it so much. I talked to Matt and told him to come up and talk to
his family. Stick around and I’m sure he’ll turn up. Course he
might kick your arse over you not calling but I think you deserve
it.” Both of them laughed over that, breaking the sullen mood that
had filled the car.

 

“Come on, you want to get in a game one on one of footie since
you’re here?” Dom suggested, needing something to take his mind off
of the prospect of Matt coming to Teignmouth to tell his parents,
trying not to think how much he needed to apologize for his
behavior towards him for the past few days. Chris grinned at the
mention of football, glancing into the backseat where he usually
had a ball rolling around.

 

“Sounds good actually. I promised Matt I’d kick your arse
anyways, might as well do it on the field.” Dom laughed as Chris
started the car.

 

“You wish!” Dom smiled as he buckled in, then sent a text to
Matt, knowing that he’d have to do a bit of groveling before he’d
get a chance to talk to him again.

 

‘Talked to C. I’m sorry I’ve been a shite. Need to talk to you,
miss you Bells. Love you. –D’

 

He sent the message and tucked the phone away again, noting
Chris’ smile. “What’s that look for?” He asked and Chris shook his
head.

 

“The both of you. Lovesick fools.” He smiled when he said it
though so Dom knew it was just Chris poking fun.










Chapter 25
Matthew / Chris


Matt checked his messages as he left the airport, heading
towards the rental car he had gotten. He could have always had
someone pick him up but he had planned on going to Teignmouth with
as little announcement and fanfare as possible. By the time he got
there though it would be past dinner. Chris knew he was coming but
likely wouldn’t expect him to arrive until the next day or so and
he hadn’t talked to Dom at all. There was a message from him, as
well as a voicemail. He checked the voicemail as it had come in
first, listening to Dom’s voice. Something was going on, that much
he could tell from the note of worry that he could hear in his
voice. The message seemed different, likely because Matt couldn’t
hear Dom’s voice. But it seemed genuine, seemed like he was sorry
for being so distant.

 

He was torn. He wanted to talk to Dom, to see him and hear him
again, but during the entire flight he had been alone with dark
thoughts, wondering if the distance had been just too much, if Dom
had changed his mind.

 

Matt found himself sitting in the rental car, staring at his
cell. He started tapping out a message to Dom, not really knowing
if he could actually talk to him just yet when he wasn’t sure what
all the silence between them had been about.

 

‘Got your message. Talk to you soon. –M’

 

He left it simple as he wasn’t sure what else to really add as
he started the car, pointing it in the general direction of Devon
as he left the airport parking lot, knowing he would have plenty of
time to think during the drive there.

 

-

 

Chris heard Dom’s cell beep as the two of them were cleaning up
after their day in the park playing football. It had gotten good
after some of the local kids had joined in, making it a full on
match that left both Chris and Dom out of breath. Dom had fared
worse, being the consistent smoker while Chris rarely smoked, even
now after having taken it up again. Kelly was of course trying to
get him to quit again as usual.

 

Dom was nursing a bloodied nose after the ball had popped up
into his face so Chris picked up the cell, checking the message
before he relayed it to Dom.

 

“Looks like you’re in trouble Dom, you get to deal with a
patented Bellamy Grudge after this.” Chris commented and he could
hear the groan from Dom who was in the loo, either bemoaning his
fate at the hands of Matt or the fate of his nose. Likely it was
both.

 

“I don’t know Chris, I think it might be broken.” Dom said,
sticking his head out of the door, face still a mess. Chris sighed,
getting up from the chair and moving to take hold of Dom’s face,
checking his nose, prodding it with his thumbs while Dom
winced.

 

“Tender?” Chris asked and Dom grunted. He pushed harder and Dom
swatted at Chris, pulling away.

 

“You cunt, that hurts!” Dom complained, holding his nose.

 

“You’re fine you big baby. It’s sore, likely just bruised, a
hairline fracture at the most. You could always go get checked but
if it was truly broken, you’d be screaming and crying now.
Seriously mate, you’re fine, Matt’s done worse with a guitar.” That
comment elicited more grumbling from Dom.

 

“You know he’s going to make you beg for forgiveness right?”
Chris commented as he wet a washcloth and began dabbing at Dom’s
face, cleaning him up. Dom made a face, then sighed, pulling away
again.

 

“I know. I cocked things up. I just.. I couldn’t talk to him
when I was so worried about all this.”

 

“I know. But you could have at least let him know that you were
pre-occupied with something on your mind. He’s going to think the
worst.” Chris reminded Dom and the pair of them stood there, Chris
staring at Dom while Dom looked down at the floor, head turned
away.

 

“I’ll talk to him.” Chris said as he handed the washcloth to Dom
before he headed back out into the hall, dialing Matt’s cell. He
was sure it was going to go to voicemail when Matt finally picked
up.

 

“Chris.. I’m driving, I can’t talk.” Matt sounded flustered.

 

“Put it on speaker then.” Chris listened to the sound of Matt
rustling around, cursing. “Green button twice.” He instructed and
he could hear the difference of the call as the speaker was
activated on Matt’s end.

 

“Ok, you hear me?” Matt asked. Chris knew that Matt never quite
got the hang of all the features of his phone, just what he wanted
to know about it and speakerphone was apparently one of the tings
he hadn’t seen as something to learn.

 

“Yeah, I hear you mate. Listen, I talked to Dom. Stupid wanker
got himself worked up over nothing, likely why he wasn’t really
talking to you. I set him straight a bit for you though he’s sure
his nose is broken.” Chris said, smiling, knowing what kind of
reaction that would get out of Matt.

 

“Chris! You didn’t punch him did you?!” Matt cried and Chris
couldn’t help but laugh, attracting Dom from the loo.

 

“What’s so funny?” Dom asked and Chris had a moment where he
could hear Matt clamoring for more information while Dom looked
confused and kept asking what was going on. He couldn’t help but
laugh, finally handing the cell over to Dom who took it,
confused.

 

“Hello?” Chris watched for a moment as Dom tried to explain that
he hadn’t been punched and then he slipped away, leaving Matt and
Dom to talk to each other. It was a little sneaky of him to get
Matt worked up and worried but he knew how long Matt could hold a
grudge and this was the fastest way to get him over it. Dom was
being an arse just as much as Matt and he didn’t want to see the
both of them fall apart over such a trivial matter. He could
vaguely hear Dom talking to Matt, trying to explain about his
injury before it turned to the matter that opened the rift between
them.

 

Chris sighed. It would work itself out. The two of them never
stayed mad at each other for too long.










Chapter 26
Matthew


“What the hell is going on?! Chris said he was going to talk to
you, not knock the shite out of you!” Matt yelled at the cell,
wishing that the car he was driving was already on that last exit
of Teignmouth, not an hour away as it still was. He could hear
Chris’ laughter in the background of the call before Dom’s voice
cut through the noise.

 

“No Matt, we talked, he didn’t punch me. We were playing
football and I got popped in the face by the ball. Still fucking
hurts though.” Dom started explaining and Matt felt relieved that
it wasn’t Chris that had caused the injury. He was still worried
about the fact that Dom’s nose could have been broken though, he
chewed at his bottom lip before he spoke up again.

 

“How’s your nose? Are you alright?” There was a sigh on the
other end and he could hear the background noises fade away, Chris
obviously having wandered off to find something else to do, either
that or Dom had gone someplace more private.

 

“Fine, it’s fine. Bloody and tender but I’ll survive.” There was
a pregnant pause, neither of them speaking, just listening to the
sound of breathing on the line. Matt had fallen asleep to that on a
few nights, calling Dom to talk as they both went to bed, both of
them eventually lapsing into silence and just comfortable listening
to each other’s quiet breaths.

 

“Listen, Matt, about the past few days.. I’m sorry, I’m so
fucking sorry. It’s been rough as hell.” Dom continued before Matt
broke his own silence.

 

“You told your family, you told me already that they were fine,
they were supportive of you, what the hell could have been so
rough? I mean, for fucks sake Dom, I’m dying here. I didn’t know
what to think about us anymore.” Matt felt the anger bubbling to
the surface again, he kept vacillating between being depressed and
melancholy about the entire affair and angry at the sudden silence
between him and Dom.

 

“I’m sorry.” The soft voice was nearly lost to the sound of the
tyres on the motorway and Matt reached over to pick up the cell,
ignoring the fact that he hated talking on it whilst driving. He
wanted to really hear Dom’s voice, not the distorted thing coming
from the speaker. It sounded better when he took the speakerphone
off but it wasn’t the improvement he wanted, he wanted the real
thing.

 

“Matt? Are you still there?” Dom’s voice sounded in his ear and
Matt couldn’t help the small smile that played across his lips.

 

“Yeah, I’m still here. I was turning the speaker off, I can’t
hear it so well anyway, car’s too noisy.” There was a snort from
the other end of the line before Dom spoke up again.

 

“Where are you?”

 

“M5 right now, ermm, about an hour away from Teignmouth.” Matt
glanced at a road sign as he passed it, calculating the distance
quickly enough. He heard a humm from Dom on the other end of the
line.

 

“So Chris was right, you were coming here. He was saying that he
didn’t expect that you’d leave right away though. Don’t know why, I
know you, the second you get an idea in your head you run away with
it.”

 

There was silence again before Matt spoke up.

 

“About the past few days. What was it that happened? Cause I was
thinking..” He started, Dom cutting him off suddenly.

 

“It’s got nothing and everything to do with you, but I think
this is a conversation that’s not meant for the phone, I’d rather
talk about it in person. But don’t think it’s anything bad or all,
good news really.” Dom said in a rush, trying to get it all out at
once.

 

“Okay, you know that makes no sense whatsoever.” Matt said,
feeling confused. How could it be unrelated and related at the same
time? “Is this some kind of Schrödinger thought experiment?” Matt
asked, hearing an even more confused noise come from Dom.

 

“Schrödinger? What are you talking about?”

 

“Schrödinger's Cat. It’s both alive and dead at the same time.”
Matt explained matter of factly, then sighed, knowing that Dom
would need more explanation than that. “Schrödinger put a cat in a
box along with a machine that would release a poison. Then he
sealed it up. Here’s the catch, he wouldn’t know if the machine
released the poison or not so basically, since he would only be
able to tell for sure was by opening the box, when the box was
still shut he supposed that the cat would have to be both alive and
dead at the same time.”

 

“That’s just fucking weird.”

 

“Well you’re just as weird, how else could this news of yours
have nothing and everything to do with me?” Matt replied, making
his point.

 

“Yeah, but I just don’t think I understand the cat part. I mean,
did the guy hate cats?” Dom continued, apparently still fixated on
that part of the conversation.

 

“I don’t know, it’s not about the cats though mate, it’s about
them being alive and dead at the same time, two very different
things.” Matt felt a little exasperated. He was irritated with Dom
for ignoring him for days and then still not telling him why, he
was irritated with having to drive and he wished he could just be
in Teignmouth already. He could hear a chuckle come from Dom and
that set him on edge.

 

“Relax Matt, I’m just winding you up. I guess it is sort of like
the cat thing. But no cats are involved in this one, I promise. As
soon as you get here can you come round? I want to actually talk to
you, face to face. I’ve missed you.” Matt settled as he heard Dom’s
tone change a bit, softening at the end.

 

“Yeah, I planned on it really. I was going to go visit with my
mum tomorrow. There’s things I still need to talk to her about.” He
sighed, hoping everything would turn out alright when it came to
that. He’d been putting it off, apprehensive about telling his
family.

 

“Do you want me to go with you?”

 

Matt bit his lip as Dom asked him the question. He did want to
be able to stand on his own, to not need the help from Dom, but
then there was the option that Dom would help explain it, would
help his mum understand.

 

“Matt? You still there?” Dom questioned at the silence on the
line.

 

“Yeah, I’m still here. I don’t know, I.. I am just not sure. I
don’t want to hide this but at the same time, it’s scares the hell
out of me.” Matt expelled the breath he had been holding, the
whoosh of air echoing in the cell.

 

“You don’t think it scared me too? Fuck Matt, telling them was
hard but after that first bit it gets easier, like ripping off a
plaster. God, it feels so much better now that I’ve said
something.” It was a little reassuring that Dom had been scared
about it as well, it made him more normal, if normal was ever a
word that could be applied to him.

 

“Listen, come round when you get here and we can really talk.
You know you don’t have to tell anyone if you don’t want to, I
don’t care if you never tell anyone.” Dom continued and Matt shook
his head before he replied.

 

“No. I need to let this out. I need to tell more than just Chris
and Tom. My family deserves to know. I get it that this is going to
be hard but I don’t really get why they should control my life
anymore, I haven’t let them control me in years now, why should
this be any different? You know what I mean?”

 

“Yeah, I hear you. But I just don’t want you to feel forced into
this.”

 

“Dom, don’t think I am feeling forced. This was something that
we agreed upon together. Much like many things we’ve done recently.
You know what? I wouldn’t change it either. I certainly wouldn’t
want to change my house around now. Who else would have a pink
kitchen or a blue sparkly ceiling?” Both of them laughed over that
for a minute before the topic started shifting into something
lighter, neither of them able to stop talking despite the fact that
they would soon be seeing each other soon. After not talking for
days it seemed there were plenty of things to catch up on.

 

Matt was happy to be able to tell Dom about a new piece he had
been working on with the piano, trying to describe the melody by
humming it though it did no justice to what he heard in his
head.

 

“You should play it for me when you get here.” Dom finally said
as Matt complained about it not sounding right.

 

“Perhaps I should. You don’t have a piano though.” He hummed a
little as he tried to think before remembering that there was a
music shop that had pianos and keyboards. He could likely convince
the owner to let him borrow one for an hour in the shop. “We could
always stop into Teign Music, try out a keyboard.”

 

“A possibility.”

 

“Where are you right now?” Matt asked as he pulled off the M5,
slowing the car on familiar streets.

 

“At Chris’ house, you still on the road?” Matt hummed as he
turned the car in the right direction.

 

“Still, yes. Almost there though.” Matt smiled a bit, he was
only a few minutes away at this point but Dom didn’t know that yet.
He was hoping to surprise him a little.

 

“Good. I miss you.” Dom spoke softly in the phone and Matt
smiled wider.

 

“I miss you too, I’ll be there soon enough, then you can tell me
all about this mystery that makes you not talk to me for days and
apparently has nothing and everything to do with me.”










Chapter 27
Dominic


Dom smiled. Matt was setting things right, just like he had said
he would months ago. He was a bit amazed thinking on it now, that
they had started this nearly two months prior. He was also amazed
in Matt’s changes, the fact that he wanted to do this right, to
pick up after the mess he had created with Gaia, to come out to his
family that he wasn’t exactly as straight as they perceived him to
be.

 

Dom was also amazed at himself for not screwing this up sooner
though with his behavior in the past couple of days, that was still
a tossup. He sat down on the steps of Chris’s house, relaxing in
the nighttime air where he had taken his conversation with Matt as
it had trailed on.

 

“I know I was stupid and I’m still sorry about that Matt, I
swear to you. And trust me when I say I will spend as long as I
possibly can trying to make it up to you.” He spoke into his cell,
raising a hand up as a car turning onto Chris’ street dazzled him
with it’s headlights. He blinked a little, then lowered his
hand.

 

“You’d better you daft bugger. Start now.” There was a click on
the line and Dom was confused as he realized that Matt had hung up
on him. The confusion turned to a burst of joy as the car that had
blinded him pulled to a stop in front of the house and he could see
the familiar figure of Matt in the drivers seat.

 

He stood up from his seat on the steps and watched, transfixed
as Matt got out of the car, both of them standing stock still as
they looked at each other, the only separation between them now was
the distance of the yard, the garden gate and the body of Matt’s
rented car.

 

“Hi.” Matt said simply, a smile tugging at his lips, pulling one
from his own as well.

 

“Hi.” It was the only reply that Dom could really give before
the both of them were in motion, Matt moving from the car and
shutting the door, Dom striding quickly down the walk to the gate
where he fumbled with the latch, Matt reaching him and fumbling
with it as well before they both finally got it open.

 

Dom didn’t care that they were outside on the street where
anyone could see them as they pressed together, mouths meeting with
an electric shock. He just needed the contact as much as Matt
apparently did as well as the both fell into the kiss, arms
wrapping around each other, loathe to let the other go.

 

It was Matt who finally pulled out of the kiss first, fixing Dom
with a smile before he reached up, touching Dom’s nose lightly.

 

“Serves you right wanker.” He commented and stuck his tongue
out, Dom unable to keep from laughing a little as he pulled his
head away, his nose still tender.

 

“I suppose so. Still hurts right now though Chris said it wasn’t
broken.” Dom explained as the both of them disentangled themselves,
their hands finding each others, fingers entwining together to
continue the contact.

 

“I’m sure. Likely you’re going to end up with some swelling,
maybe some bruising.” Dom groaned at that.

 

“Bruising? Wonderful, black eyes will look just great.” He
winced a little as he reached a hand up, prodding a little at his
nose and tracing finger up towards his eye, trying to determine if
there was any swelling yet.

 

“So then, what is this thing that involves and doesn’t involve
me?” Matt asked bluntly and Dom let his hand fall to his side. He
sighed before he reached into his jacket, pulling the now worn
letter from the clinic, handing it over to Matt. Matt raised an
eyebrow as he let go of Dom’s hand, taking the letter and opening
it, unfolding the page.

 

Dom watched as Matt took it in, noting his eyes lingering on the
letterhead of the clinic, swallowing before blue eyes fixed on
him.

 

“Dom, what is this?” He asked, face taking on a slightly pinched
look.

 

“Just read it.”

 

Matt obeyed, eyes dropping back to the paper, reading further
over the results. Dom watched as Matt’s face changed from that
worried expression to relief before settling back on confusion as
he looked back up to Dom.

 

“Mum suggested it to me. She wanted to make sure that I was
safe. I mean, I’ve been fairly safe in the past before though you
never know right? Perhaps there was someone who wasn’t even aware
of something. I went and got tested partly because of that yeah,
but then there was the fact that I didn’t want to accidentally give
you something.” Dom ran a hand through his hair, blushing. He felt
a little foolish admitting this to Matt.

 

“Dominic.. this..” Matt started, then stopped again, looking
back at the paper again, noting the date. “You’ve had this for two
days now, when did you actually read it? When did you get
tested?”

 

Dom did a rough calculation before he responded. “I went to the
clinic after I talked to my parents so that means five days? I
thought I was going to be fine but when that letter came in the
post with the results.. shit Matt, I’ve never been so scared in my
life to open something.” Dom released a heavy sigh, hands nervously
fiddling with the hem of his jacket, watching as Matt kept his eyes
locked on the paper.

 

Silence stretched between them, taught with an unknown tension.
Dom was starting to wonder if showing the letter to Matt had been a
good idea when Matt finally lowered it, looking up at Dom with ice
blue eyes that made him freeze. “You could have at least told me
about this sooner you wanker. I’ve been going insane wondering why
you haven’t been talking to me. You didn’t have to do this by
yourself, we could have both gone together.”

 

Dom was startled by the thump of Matt hitting him solidly in the
middle of his chest but there was no real force behind it, mostly
Matt releasing some of his frustration at his idiotic behavior.

 

“I’m sorry, I.. I just didn’t want to worry you over this.” Dom
tried to explain and Matt glared at him, silencing further
explanation.

 

 “And not talking to me about this was better? I could kill
you over this right now, it should have been Chris that punched you
in your sodding nose.” Matt growled and Dom took a step back.
Despite the punch having no power behind it before, it wasn’t like
Matt wasn’t able to do some serious damage to him when he was angry
and he apparently was getting angry at this point.

 

“Fucking hell, I want to strangle you right now and kiss you
senseless. You piss me off and frustrate me to no end.” Matt had
started running twitching fingers through his hair, a sign that his
nerves were fraying. Dom reached out to him, taking Matt’s wrist
and pulling him close. He knew there were two options here,
apologize profusely and have it accepted or apologize profusely and
get his arse kicked. It would of course work either way in his
book.

 

“I’m sorry Matt, really, I am. I’m so sorry. I’m an idiot.” Dom
spoke softly, folding his arms around Matt, feeling the other man
tense and then relax against him. Matt had his face buried against
his shoulder so all he heard was a muffled sound of him speaking,
he had to shift so that Matt could speak.

 

“What?” He asked, unsure what had been said.

 

“I said that I’m glad you did this. I should probably go as
well, you know, just as a precaution.” Matt reached a hand up and
poked Dom in the nose, causing him to wince.

 

“Ow, that fucking hurts!”

 

“I know, and really, you deserve it. I’ve missed the fuck out of
you.”










Chapter 28
Matthew


Matt twisted his hand together as his mum sipped at her tea. She
regarded him for a moment over the china cup before setting it down
again with a small sigh.

 

“This is something that I can’t say I never once saw coming with
you. What I don’t understand however is why it’s taken you thirty
two years to finally come around to this, to say this to me.”

 

Matt paused before he opened his mouth, trying to figure out how
to explain himself. It was so much easier when it was Dom, he knew
his so well, but his mum on the other hand, she knew him in an
entirely different manner.

 

“It’s not like I don’t find women attractive Mum, I do. It’s
just, I think I find men attractive in the same way. As for me
taking as long as it has, you know how my life has been, when would
I have ever had the time to figure something out like this? I don’t
consider myself gay.”

 

“I wasn’t saying you were gay, it just seems to me that the term
fits this situation, doesn’t it?” She replied quickly and Matt ran
his hands through his hair, making it stick up wildly.

 

“No, I don’t think that term fits. It’s not like I’m trying to
find a shoe here Mum, trying everything on to see what fits. I
already know what works for me and labeling it as something as
simple as gay just doesn’t work, it doesn’t fit right.” Matt tried
to explain, got exasperated and stood up from where he was seated
at the kitchen table.

 

Dom sat silently at the table, there for support but Matt had
asked him not to jump into the conversation at first, letting him
do the talking. He glanced over at him, grimacing. He had expected
a different response than this, likely to have his mum become angry
with him, insisting he was just confused. But this.. it was odd.
She was accepting in a way but she was also very questioning of
him.

 

Dom blinked slowly, looking a bit like a raccoon with slightly
purpled eyes from where he had been hit with the football. “Mrs.
Bellamy, there is a theory that there are some people who don’t
perceive genders, they see only people and fall in love with those
people, regardless on if they are male or female.”

 

“Dominic, please just call me Marylin, I haven’t been Mrs.
Bellamy in years.” She admonished him before she continued. “So
what you’re saying that my son can’t tell if someone is male or
female? That’s absurd.”

 

“No, that’s not quite what I’m saying at all, more like Matt
doesn’t look for one particular gender to fall in love with, to be
attracted to, he finds what he likes in a person and that’s what
attracts him, regardless of gender or sexual orientation.” Dom
explained and Matt sat back down, reaching a hand out under the
table to take hold of Dom’s hand, fingers twining with his.

 

His attention was drawn back to his mum when she sighed again.
“I said before that I couldn’t say that the thought had never
crossed my mind. The both have you have always been nearly
inseparable and there have been times that I’ve wondered..” She
shook her head. “It doesn’t really matter what I’ve thought in the
past. The future is what I’m more concerned about. That and the
fact that I know things have been strained with Gaia and you for
the past few years, are you sure that this isn’t just some
experimentation?”

 

“No Mum. It’s not like that… I..” Matt glanced over at Dom
before he dropped his eyes to his hands, wringing them nervously.
“I’m in love.”

 

There was silence in the room and Matt could feel his heart
hammering in his chest. He’d said as much already to Dom, that he
loved him, but this was different. He was telling his mum that he
was in love with his best friend and bandmate. There was something
weighty about it and he was scared.

 

“Well then, if my son is happy, then I am happy for him. I don’t
know what your plans for the future are, or if you’ve even thought
that far ahead. I was starting to wonder if I was ever going to see
grandchildren from you and Gaia, but I guess not.” She gave a shrug
at that and Matt blushed red. He hated that particular topic as
Gaia had always avoided it as well. A mutual agreement that neither
of them felt ready enough for children and thus silently agreed to
never broach the subject. It wasn’t something that he had even had
cross his mind once with Dom.

 

“Marylin, I think that’s a discussion between me and Matt for
the moment and I think it might be better to have that one later.
Much later. I know we are getting older and all, but we’ve just
started.. this.. and while I’m not against two men raising a child,
with our career choice and such, that might be a very serious
undertaking. You understand I’m sure.”

 

There was a nod from his mum and Matt stared at Dom. He wondered
what it would be like for the two of them to raise a child
together, how it would turn out. But then reality interjected again
and Dom was right. They spent a lot of time touring, making their
music, it was no place for kids. Chris brought his on tour rarely,
but there was always Kelly to watch after them too.

 

“Of course, I understand. But I could always have that hope,
right?” She continued and Matt chimed in.

 

“I never said that I was totally against children. I just don’t
see them fitting in right now. I would rather they had a more
stable upbringing. Not dragging them all over the world.. why am I
even talking about this?” Matt stood up, running a hand through his
hair, making it stick up wildly.

 

“This is not a discussion for right now, sorry Mum. I.. I’m just
not ready for everything all at once. I think you’ll have to rely
on Paul for that. Right now I’m still trying to regain my footing.
Let me move at my own place, please?”










Chapter 29
Dominic


Dom smiled into the kiss as the two of them stood in Matt’s
small kitchen. The past few days had been a whirl of activity, Matt
having been caught up with talking to his mum, with a quick trip to
the clinic which the both of them had been trying to ignore, as
well as trying to schedule a time that Matt would speak with his
father. Dom was glad that Matt had decided to get a house here, so
close to Teignmouth. It had been their refuge for the past few
days, both of them not quite comfortable enough to stay with their
parents together and unwilling to stay apart.

 

“You know, if you keep this up, we are never going to make it to
dinner.” Matt spoke between kisses, Dom could feel his grip tighten
on his waist as Matt pressed him back against the counter.

 

“Perhaps I changed my mind on what I wanted to eat?” Dom
supplied, smiling as Matt pulled back, studying him carefully, then
grinned widely.

 

“Ah, so that’s how it is?” Matt hummed, fingers slipping
underneath the hem of Dom’s shirt, teasing his skin. Dom hissed
softly as he felt Matt’s hands on him, his own hands pulling Matt’s
sharp hips against his.

 

Dom hummed as Matt moved to trail kisses along his throat,
fingers slipping up his shirt, bunching the fabric up, all thoughts
about them heading out to dinner completely forgotten for the
moment. Their stolen moment in the kitchen was quickly turning into
something more than just a quick kiss before heading back out
again, something that Dom didn’t mind at all in the slightest.

 

In the past few days there had been plenty of kisses and stolen
moments before they would have to dash off to one place or another
or get interrupted by someone. Matt’s appointment at the clinic had
both of them jumpy for a day before they settled down again,
content for the moment to just curl up against each other in bed,
talking. But now it was becoming more obvious to the both of them
that they were pent up. A month apart had been enough, then neither
of them had felt brave enough to jump directly back into more
intimate relations when Matt was still waiting for his own
results.

 

Dom was past caring anymore at this moment though; he pushed
back against Matt as he pulled his shirt off, blonde hair frizzing
out where it had caught on the fabric. He watched Matt’s eyes
darken as he took in the sight before him, then surged forward
again, grabbing him as he devoured his mouth again, the both of
them hungry for more than they had gotten in the past few days.

 

“Matthew..” Dom breathed as his hands worked at the buttons of
Matt’s shirt, working the shirt open. His hands roved over Matt’s
chest and he could feel his heartbeat under his fingers. He paused
for a moment, something catching him, a sensation that he wasn’t
quite able to describe welling up inside of him. Matt noticed the
pause, slowing his own attentions.

 

“Something wrong?”

 

Dom bit at his lip, unsure on how to voice it, finding himself
pinned with cool blue eyes that were filling with concern at his
own continued silence. He could feel something inside of himself
finally snap and the words poured out before he was even aware of
them.

 

“I love you Matt.”

 

There was silence and Dom could feel his heart stop in his
chest, breath held as he comprehended exactly what he had said. It
was so much different than telling your best friend that you loved
them as a friend, it was so different than all the kisses they had
shared, their talks on the phone, their moments together in bed,
making love. He could see it in Matt’s eyes as well that he
understood exactly the same.

 

Despite the strange way that Matt had said it to his mum, that
he was in love, it made Dom incredibly nervous to say it. Even if
it had been completely unconscious on his part, he meant it.
Suddenly, Dom was too frightened to continue looking directly into
those piecing blue eyes, he had to look away.

 

Matt’s hand shot up, taking his chin and forcing him to turn
back, looking back at him. Dom still couldn’t look directly at Matt
though, his eyes drifted to his lips, that delicate tongue that
moistened soft lips, the growing stubble on Matt’s chin that always
seemed to form a perfect goatee, the movement of Matt’s adams apple
as he swallowed, then spoke.

 

“Dominic.. I love you too. So fucking much, you have no idea how
much.”

 

Green found blue, eyes locking together again and the pair of
them smiled before Dom found his lips pulled to Matt’s as if there
was a magnetic force pulling them both together. The kiss was at
once both tender and fierce, both of them tangling up in each other
as if they were trying to become one person, much like that first
time together as they kissed on Dom’s couch.

 

Dom was barely aware of Matt’s pulling them both along out of
the kitchen, towards the bedroom, at least, not aware until Dom
found that he was falling backwards onto Matt’s bed, the
dark-haired man falling with him to the mattress. They broke their
kisses for a moment, long enough for Matt to breathe out words that
sent a thrill through Dom.

 

“Make love to me.” Matt said softly, swallowing audibly as he
hovered above Dom on the bed. Dom reached up, brushing a dark lock
of hair from Matt’s face, nodding. They rolled together so that Dom
was laying above Matt, Dom slowly slipping off of him as he
undressed Matt, taking his time as he exposed more skin to eyes. He
kissed his way over Matt’s stomach as he drifted lower, hand
slipping over the growing arousal in Matt’s trousers. He enjoyed
this, hearing as Matt whimpered softly as he worshiped him, playing
his hands and mouth over him to produce sounds of pleasure from the
singer.

 

The pair of them twisted together on the bed as Dom finished
undressing his lover, hands and mouth deliberately now avoiding the
one spot where he knew Matt most wanted to be touched. He chuckled
softly as he watched Matt’s hips arch slightly off the mattress,
trying to find contact with him.

 

“Dominic.. please..” He heard Matt gasp as his hands bunched in
the sheets, head craning so he could look at him, Dom smiling
before he moved he took Matt into his mouth, listening for that
particular hitch in Matt’s breathing, the half-muffled cry as he
bit his lip. He was addicted to that noise, had learned how much he
loved it in the past month, listening to Matt on the phone.

 

It had become a pleasure for him listening to that voice when
their conversations turned into something much dirtier. They had
taken turns of course leading each other along, directing where
they wanted to go with it. Dom had found that he enjoyed making
Matt aroused, then would instruct him to not touch himself until he
was nearly sobbing for it. That hitch and muffled cry was what
always caught him, it was always the same and Dom was addicted to
it.

 

He felt fingers tangling in his hair, Matt had apparently
abandoned his grip on the sheets and was gently guiding Dom how he
wanted. Dom stopped and he heard a protest from him, the fingers
tightening, then slackening again, knowing what the cause of Dom’s
pause was.

 

“Sorry..” He apologized, letting Dom guide himself, hands only
running softly through his hair. Dom only hummed, knowing the
reaction the vibration would cause, making Matt twitch and shift,
legs opening wider involuntarily at the stimulation.

 

Dom shifted slightly, brushing his fingers at Matt’s entrance,
causing the other man to jump a little before pressing back again
despite the lack of lubrication. Matt squirmed for a bit, reaching
for the bedside table as Dom worked his mouth over him, finding a
bottle of lube being offered to him.

 

Dom took it, stopping his attentions on Matt as he opened the
bottle, eyes on Matt’s face as he watched him with heavy-lidded
gaze, slickening his fingers before he pressed a digit against
Matt’s opening, eyes locked on the expression of his lover’s
face.

 

It was a thing of absolute beauty, expressive and open to him.
He watched a flicker of pain turn to something else, pleasure as he
twisted his fingers inside of Matt, opening him up slowly, teasing
him, his free hand sliding slowly over Matt’s arousal. Matt eyes
slid closed, head falling back against the bed as his hips arched
up again, allowing more access.

 

“Dom- i- nic..” Matt stuttered out the name, his own hand
joining Dom’s, fingers folding over his, guiding and increasing the
pressure. “Need you..” He breathed heavily. Dom added another
finger and Matt keened, other hand scrambling again on the bedside
table, finding what he was looking for quickly, tossing the foil
package at Dom.

 

“Now. Please.” Matt growled and Dom grinned.

 

“Yes sir, your wish is my command.” Dom grinned widely as he
extracted himself from Matt, sitting up on the bed on his knees
between Matt’s legs as he opened the condom and put it on. Matt
continued to stroke himself as he watched, blue eyes looking as
dark as storm tossed seas.

 

Dom fumbled a moment, preparing himself before he repositioned,
Matt grinding against him before he found himself slipping easily
inside of him, like two pieces that were meant to be joined
together. Matt was practically purring and he found he that he
himself was moaning at the sensation, utterly wanton noises coming
from the both of them.

 

Matt shifted so he was in Dom’s lap, sitting up. He wrapped an
arm around Dom’s neck before leaning in to capture lips in a sloppy
kiss, twisting his hips subtlety but with the particular position
it was like everything was amplified. Dom couldn’t help but buck
his hips up into Matt, crying out as he tightly gripped his hips,
holding Matt against him as they moved together closely.

 

This was what heaven felt like for Dom. Lost in this moment he
couldn’t imagine anything else in the world feeling better. He
moaned softly, burying his face against ear, kissing the damp skin,
whispering to him.

 

“I love you Matthew. Love you so much.”

 

Matt was murmuring something softly as well but Dom couldn’t
hear what he was saying because it was panted so breathily, so
soft. Matt moved, bringing lips to Dom’s ear, speaking clearer in
the proximity.

 

“Yours, always yours. Love you Dominic.” He kept repeating it
like a mantra, the words eventually falling into just noise as
Matt’s voice started getting higher, a low keening starting up as
he twisted his hips.

 

“Cum for me Matt, I know you’re close.” Dom said as he watched
his lover, feeling like he was on the edge himself. Just a little
more and it would tip him over the edge; make him come crashing
down from this blissful height into ecstasy.

 

“Dominic!” Matt’s cry pierced his ears and Dom could feel the
tightening of Matt’s release, feel it pressed between them, felt it
pull him over the edge, causing his own orgasm to rip through
him.

 

They held onto each other, clinging as they both gasped for
breath. Matt laid his head against Dom’s shoulder and Dom reached
up, brushing sweaty strands of hair from his eyes, moving to do the
same to Matt. A small smile ghosted across Matt’s lips and Dom
returned it in kind no matter that Matt had his eyes closed.

 

“I’m in love with you Matthew Bellamy. You know that?” Dom said
softly before the other man pulled them both down to the bedsheets,
not caring they were still joined, that they were sweaty and
sticky. Dom didn’t care if Matt didn’t. He was far too comfortable
like this, wrapped up where he belonged.

 

“I know. Because I’m in love with you too Dominic Howard. Always
have been.”










Chapter 30
Matthew


Matt woke up wrapped up in a tangle of limbs and blankets,
morning light filtering in through the blinds of the bedroom
window. A soft snore was coming from Dom who had his face half
buried in a pillow and nestled against his shoulder, arm thrown
around his middle, holding him close.

 

Matt smiled as Dom shifted slightly, the tone of the snore
changing a little, legs kicking a bit, twisted with Matt’s. He felt
a little swell of joy as he listened to Dom mumbling in his sleep,
apparently he was on Dom’s mind as he heard his name breathed
softly before the snores started up a little louder.

 

Last night had been amazing and wonderful and he barely even had
a worrying in his mind about the impending test results that were
due today. They didn’t matter to him really anymore, he had them
done for Dom’s sake, fair was fair and he had to admit, he wanted
to be sure for the same reasons Dom had. Last night though, he had
wanted to say to hell with all their precautions, he had wanted to
truly experience Dom for everything he was.

 

He blinked and twisted his face away a little as a ray of sun
finally peeked its way into the blinds and sought out his eyes. The
blinding light reminded him of the admission he had made last night
to Dom, something that now seemed it made perfect sense in
hindsight.

 

He had told Dom that he always loved him. And shockingly, as
much as they had been best friends and had girlfriends and fiancés,
it was entirely true. He loved Dom. It had started out as
friendship and had blossomed into something else without either of
them realizing it. It didn’t matter that there had never previously
been sexual tension between them; they had always been so open
together when it came to that in the first place that it was almost
unidentifiable when there might have been tension. But there was
always that spot in his heart that had been held for Dom. He had
just covered it up with the word friendship, no matter that how he
felt for Tom and Chris was different.

 

Thinking about the matter he was puzzled a bit on how it could
have felt so different and he didn’t think it odd. Matt felt
fingers slide across his skin and he realized that the snoring had
stopped. He glanced at Dom who was staring at him with those
beautiful grey-green eyes of his, blonde hair in disarray but made
beautiful by the sunlight shining on it.

 

“You looked so far away.” Dom whispered softly, fingers reaching
up to trace a pattern on Matt’s lips.

 

“I’m right here with you. I was just thinking about last night
and about us.” Matt sighed and then rolled slightly, facing Dom
fully as they laid together.

 

“Oh really?”

 

Matt nodded, kissing Dom’s fingertips before speaking. “I meant
what I said last night. About being in love with you, I’ve always
been in love with you I think.” Matt watched Dom’s face as the
expression shifted into a smile, pink slowly staining skin.

 

“Would you find it strange if I said that I felt the same way?”
Dom leaned in closer, planting a soft, feather light kiss on Matt’s
lips.

 

“Not at all, look who you are talking to after all.” Matt
chuckled lightly before he sobered a bit, hand finding Dom’s and
twisting their fingers together. Dom immediately noticed the shift
in thoughts of course.

 

“Something wrong?” He asked and Matt shook his head, opening his
mouth to speak, then closed it again as he tried to think.

 

“I’m just wondering.. what happens from this point on? With us?”
Matt asked and he noted the flicker of confusion on Dom’s face.

 

“I mean, do you want to come back to Italy with me? I don’t want
to force you into something you don’t want.”

 

“Matt. We’ve spent a month apart. Do you know what I’ve been
doing that entire month?” Dom asked, sitting up in the bed, forcing
Matt to sit up as well as it would be too uncomfortable to remain
laying down and look up at Dom. Matt shook his head.

 

“I’ve been dreaming of you. Of moments like this one, just
waking up with you. It doesn’t matter if it’s here or London or
Italy. I love you Matt and I want to be with you for every moment I
can. I thought it had already been decided that I’d be moving back
with you to Italy. Unless you are having second thoughts about
that.”

 

Matt shook his head at that. “No!” He gulped, trying to calm the
sudden stab of fear in his chest. “I don’t mean that, I want you
there. It doesn’t matter where actually. But I think we made Italy
ours now, with all the work we did there, the bedroom alone is
amazing. There’s pictures everywhere in the house of all of us, you
and me, Chris, my family, some of yours too. I think Tom slipped
some of those in for you.”

 

Dom laughed a little at that. It would be like Tom to do
something sweet like that that would likely go unnoticed for some
time, a little of his softer side peeking through. Though he
wouldn’t admit to doing it.

 

“Well that’s good to hear cause I fully planned on going to
Italy. I figure I could keep the flat in London, it’s useful
sometimes when we do end up back in the area, better than a hotel
at least.”

 

Matt nodded, reaching a hand out to cup Dom’s face. “Thank you.”
He said softly. Dom gave him a smile, but his expression showed the
confusion at being thanked.

 

“For what?”

 

“For being who you are, for balancing me out, keeping me sane.
For helping me find home. Even if it’s here or Italy or London, or
wherever we might end up on the road.” Matt spoke softly as he
moved his thumb lightly over the rough stubble of Dom’s face. It
was a juxtaposition between the scruffiness of him not shaving
since the day before and the soft skin of his face that Matt had
frequently in the past made so much fun of, that stupid faff bag of
Dom’s containing more beauty products than most women had in their
vanity cabinets. But Matt wouldn’t change a thing about Dom, the
odd quirks included.

 

Dom leaned in for a kiss, Matt meeting him halfway, the both of
them interrupted by the loud gurgle from Matt’s stomach. Matt froze
before the both of them burst into laughter at the sudden
pronouncement that they had gone to bed without dinner the night
before and breakfast was quite overdue now.

 

“I suppose we should get some breakfast then in order to quiet
the hungry beast?” Dom joked, giving Matt a quick kiss as he poked
his stomach, slipping from the bed.

 

“Agreed there. I’m starved really, you distracted me last night
from dinner and we never did get anything to eat.” Matt commented
as he watched Dom pull on a pair of boxers.

 

“Hey, I recall someone being quite disinterested in dinner last
night when I said that distractions would lead to us going
hungry!”

 

“And I don’t think you complained too much on the resulting
distractions.” Matt replied though he was smiling as he slipped
from the bed as well in order to get dressed.

 

“No, you’re right there, I wasn’t complaining at all last night.
Though I am starved now, I think a big plateful of waffles is in
order. Lots of syrup.” Dom grinned and Matt shook his head at
that.

 

“You are going to make yourself a diabetic with the amount of
syrup you use.” Matt admonished him though he knew that Dom wasn’t
going to change years of drowning his waffles in syrup just because
he said anything. Dom only laughed in response to it anyways as he
headed out of the bedroom to the kitchen, pulling on his Spiderman
shirt that Matt had given him as he walked.

 

Matt smiled as he lingered in the room, dressing. He still had
to wonder how his life had changed so much recently, how truly
happy and at peace he felt. Things had been good before, he had
Muse, he had fantastic mates and he had been nearly married. But he
hadn’t been satisfied with it all. There had been something missing
before, a piece that wasn’t right. Strange to think that it had
been this, his best mate and now his lover.

 

Matt shook himself from his introspection, heading towards the
kitchen, passing through the foyer on his way to see if the post
had come yet. It was still early enough that it might not have, but
he was anticipating news from the clinic still and he wanted to be
sure that he read the letter straightaway instead of letting it sit
around like Dom had.

 

There was a white envelope peeking through the letter slot on
the door, along with a mix of magazines and junk mail that were
always addressed to ‘Current Resident’. Matt snatched the pile of
post from the door and dropped the rest to the floor as he pulled
the envelope from the pile, eyes immediately seeking out the return
address. It was from the clinic.

 

Matt hadn’t even heard that Dom was calling his name or asking a
question until he felt the hand shaking his shoulder and he looked
up to see Dom’s worried face. He didn’t say anything as he tore
into the envelope, dropping it in shreds to the floor with the
magazines and junk, unfolding the letter and reading it.

 

“What’s it say Matt?” Dom asked and Matt shook his head, unable
to speak as he shoved the letter at Dom for him to read.










Chapter 31
Dominic


Dom could feel his heart pounding in his chest, the reaction
from Matt had him very worried. Not for himself but for Matt, if
there was anything wrong with him. Whatever it was, they would deal
with it together. Everything would be fine as long as they had each
other.

 

Dom took the letter from Matt and his eyes dropped to the page,
reading the results from the tests.

 

Negative.

 

Dom’s heart stopped, then restarted. He expelled his held breath
in a rush, breathing in again finally as he half stumbled, knees
feeling weak from the stress to her nerves.

 

“Oh you fucking cunt. You fucking cunt Matt! You had me thinking
the worst you know that right?! Fucking cheeky bastard!” Dom
complained, giving Matt a solid punch to his shoulder as Matt tried
to contain his laughter.

 

It was a relief though, to know that Matt was fine, he was fine.
There were no questions now. It didn’t excuse the bad taste in a
joke from Matt though.

 

“I’m sorry! Your face though, I’ve never seen your face look
like that before!” Matt continued, laughing, nearly doubled over.
Dom felt a swell of anger at Matt’s obvious enjoyment over the
incident, making him think that Matt could have been ill in some
way. It was gone in a flash though as relief settled into him and
Matt started to sober, looking up at him with a happy smile
plastered across his face.

 

“You’re still a fucking cunt.” Dom said to Matt though there
wasn’t much venom behind it, just a bit of agitation at the fact
that it wasn’t the best subject to make a joke out of.

 

“I’m sorry Dom, really. But I really wasn’t too worried about
the results and well, I can make it up to you later right?” Matt
smirked and it took Dom a moment to realize where Matt’s thoughts
were. Dom grinned at that and he had to admit that the prospect
excited him a bit.

 

“I am supposed to see my father today, though last I spoke with
him, he wasn’t sounding like it was too promising.” Matt suddenly
changed directions on the subject and it had Dom reeling for a
moment, the relief over the results still palatable in the air but
there was still that last lingering cloud that hovered over the
both of them.

 

Matt’s relationship with his father even to this day wasn’t the
best. Dom wouldn’t go so far as to say it was strained, it was
mostly that they were either touring or writing music or something
and Matt’s father was doing his thing with his own music,
apparently prompted by his son’s success. Somewhere in between all
of that however was a lack of a relationship between the two of
them, usually it was Matt’s father that was cancelling things,
though there had been a few times where Matt had as well.

 

“You know, you aren’t obligated to tell him about this if you
don’t want to.” Dom said softly, watching as Matt frowned a little,
picking at his nails as he did so. Blue eyes looked up at him,
curious.

 

“I mean, he’s barely in your life, I’m not certain why you want
to tell him if it’s just going to cause you stress and worry.”

 

“The problem with not telling him is that if this gets out and I
haven’t told him beforehand, do you have any idea how angry he
would be?” Matt shook his head and sighed. “He’s still my father,
even if he doesn’t exactly act like it.”

 

Dom nodded. He understood where Matt was coming from on that and
he was happy that him mum was still close with him, same as his dad
before he passed away. It seemed shameful to him that Matt wasn’t
closer to his family than he was, though in the past few years
Matt’s mum had been closer to him than ever.

 

“Breakfast then, let’s get the day started already!” Matt
clapped him hands, causing Dom to jump, thoughts interrupted as
Matt grabbed the letter from the clinic back from him, looking at
it again before he gave Dom a big smile, waving the sheet of paper
at him.

 

“Best news ever right?” Matt didn’t wait for an answer though
before he took off for the kitchen, making a racket as he dug
through the pots and pans in the cabinets, looking for
something.

 

Dom shook his head, smiling as he picked up the rest of the
post, depositing it all on the credenza by the door, following into
the kitchen in order to keep Matt from exploding something in his
excitement to cook breakfast for the both of them. It was indeed
good news, something that he was planning on taking full advantage
of later today.










Chapter 32
Matthew


Matt wrung his hands nervously as he watched his father sit down
at the dining room table, glancing at the light lunch he had made
for them with Dom’s help. Not that he had needed it really, chicken
he could cook and salad was easy. It was just that he was nervous
and wasn’t sure where to start and stay focused that he needed the
help with, he kept flitting about the house trying to get
everything done at once while really getting nothing
accomplished.

 

“So, you said that there was something important you needed to
talk to me about? You understand that I’ve been busy, I really
should head back to Cambridge in an hour, I’ve got a practice to be
at and I can’t miss it.” Matt squinted a little, biting at his lip
before he cleared his throat.

 

“Yes, I know, you said that on the phone before. It’s just, this
was something I wanted to talk about with you in person… ” Matt
started and was interrupted by a huffing noise.

 

“Stop stalling and spit it out already Matthew.”

 

Matt glanced over at Dom who gave the barest shake of his head.
He took a deep breath, steeling himself as best he could before he
spoke.

 

“Dad, I just wanted you to know about me before you ever found
out anything from the papers or magazines or whatever else..”

 

“Find out about what? Are you quitting the band? Is that why
Dominic is here too?” His father interrupted again and Matt shook
his head, getting derailed a bit by the sharp nature of his
father’s interjections and how he then started in on the chicken
and salad that was sat in front of him. Matt’s was untouched, Dom
had only fiddled with his own, cutting at the chicken to occupy his
hands.

 

“No, that’s not it Dad. It’s not about the band.. well it is,
sort of, but not like that. I mean, it’s about me and Dom. The fact
that I’m seeing him now.” Matt winced, that was coming out wrong
and he could see the confusion written on his father’s face, the
fork and knife being set down with a soft clink. In the stillness
of the room however it sounded like gunshot to Matt’s ears.

 

“What do you mean you’re seeing Dominic? Like, some media ploy
that they have you doing to appease the fans? Cause you saw how
that worked out for those Stripey people. Who was going to believe
they were brother and sister anyway? And in some odd
relationship?”

 

“No Dad, I don’t mean it like that, I mean like I’m in love with
him, with Dom.”

 

There was silence and Matt felt himself pinned by his father’s
blue eyes, the gaze then moving to Dom who shifted uncomfortably in
his seat, twisting his fork in his hands.

 

“You turned my son into a gay.” There was venom behind the
accusation and Dom dropped the fork, nervous tension being replaced
quickly with indignation. Matt felt it himself as he stood up,
catching his father’s gaze again as the man turned to look back at
him.

 

“You’re confused Matt, tell me that’s it. Gaia screwed up your
head for years with all of that head babble she does and then she
left you and he’s come in and made you think that being gay is
alright. Tell me Matthew!” The last was nearly barked out, Matt
could see the color rising in his father’s face, apparently from
rage.

 

“No. That’s not it Dad. It has nothing to do with Gaia, she
didn’t do anything wrong. We just fell out of love. You of all
people should know what that’s like. And me and Dom, well, don’t
you dare lay the blame at his feet. There’s nothing to blame anyone
for, this is just who I am.”

 

“But you’ve been with women your entire life and suddenly you
decide to be gay?” The statement was punctuated with a fist
pounding on the table, making all the dishes rattle and the
silverware jump. Matt started as well as Dom.

 

“I won’t be made a fool of, this joke is over Matthew.”

 

“This isn’t a joke Dad. I’m serious. I love Dom and nothing is
going to change that. You’re right that I’ve always been with
women. But that’s because I found them attractive to me, much like
I find Dom attractive to me. And I’m not gay.”

 

A snort cut Matt off there. “Not bloody gay he says!” His father
threw his hands up in the air, shoving his hair back and stood up,
three strides bringing him in far to close for Matt’s comfort,
directly in his face.

 

“You say you aren’t gay and yet you are with a man? That sounds
gay to me. Don’t fool yourself Matthew. And don’t think you have a
father while this foolishness persists!”

 

Matt was frozen in place as the words sunk in, the sudden stab
in his heart feeling like ice. His father glared at him before he
whirled away. Matt was blind to it, blind to seeing his father walk
out of his house, though he heard the slam of the front door, the
pictures of the wall rattling with the force of it, one even
falling, glass in the frame shattering. He squeezed his eyes shut,
clenching his fists, feeling hot tears spilling down his face.

 

“Matt.” Dom’s voice cut through to him but Matt only shook his
head, not wanting to speak about what had just happened just yet.
His throat felt like it had closed up, filled with the swallowed
back tears that were already escaping him. He could feel that he
was shaking; the words his father had said were still ringing in
his ears, making him angry and upset.

 

I won’t be made a fool of, this joke is over
Matthew.

 

Don’t fool yourself Matthew.

 

Don’t think you have a father.

 

Matt lashed out suddenly, the target was the plate at the seat
his father had been sitting at, half eaten lunch flying as he
swiped at the dish, snarling as he did so, the dish smashing
against the wall in a violent explosion. Matt stormed from the room
much like the older Bellamy had moments before, stepping through
the broken glass of the photo that had broken. An old family
picture, the glass crunched under Matt’s foot as he headed for the
piano sat in the middle of the living room, bench shoved aside as
he pounded on the ivory keys.

 

Matt listed his hands from the keys for a moment, letting the
sound of the jangled notes fade before he started slowly, working
his fingers across the keys in an angry frenzy before slowing
again, bashing out the sharp and heavy notes. As Matt played he
found the tension draining out of him, the song slowing and getting
softer as it did. Or perhaps he was just reacting to the music the
way he was supposed to, letting it dictate his emotions.

 

Whatever it was, by the last slow, laborious note, Matt sat down
on the bench that had been shoved aside, heaving a shuddering
breath as he hung his head.

 

“I’m sorry Dom. I didn’t.. I was afraid I would lash out at you.
Rather I took it out on the plate and the piano.” He spoke, knowing
that Dom was standing just behind him before he even felt the hand
on his shoulder. He reached his own hand up, covering Dom’s, giving
it a soft squeeze.

 

“I know.” It was all that Dom needed to say to him, offering all
the comfort he really needed. Matt sighed and then stood up from
the bench, turning to wrap Dom in his arms, needing to just hold
onto him.

 

“Please don’t cry love.” Dom whispered to him and Matt realized
that he was indeed crying, the tears flowing without him even aware
of it. He sniffled and wiped at his face, pulling away slightly,
Dom smiling at him as he reached up and wiped at the tears.

 

“He’s an absolute fool to say things like that to you Matt.
Don’t even let it upset you.” Dom spoke softly and Matt nodded.

 

“I know. It still hurts though.”

 

“I know love.”

 

The two of them stood there, wrapped in each others arms for
some time, just holding each other in the aftermath of Matt’s
encounter with his father. Dom had started softly humming as he
held Matt close to him and Matt smiled, burying his face against
Dom’s shoulder. Dom couldn’t sing worth a damn but humming was
still in his range of skills at least.

 

“I suppose I should go clean up the mess I made, shouldn’t I?”
Matt finally spoke and Dom chuckled.

 

“I think so. Perhaps we could go out for lunch instead?” He
suggested and Matt agreed to that. He wasn’t in the mood for what
he had made before, despite the effort. The chicken was likely long
cold at this point anyway.

 

“That sounds good actually. Shall we see if we can find some
sushi?” Matt asked, hopeful that he could tempt Dom. He got a nod
in response.

 

“Of course. Sushi sounds wonderful actually.”










Chapter 33
Dominic


Dom could hear only half of the phone conversation that Matt was
having, not that he was trying to listen in on it. He respected
Matt’s privacy to try and stay out of it but when Matt seemed
unwilling to take the call elsewhere aside from his position in his
lap, it was hard to not hear parts of it.

 

They had been in the middle of talking, Matt firmly straddling
his lap, punctuated by the occasional lingering kiss as they had
relaxed together, a movie playing in the background that was being
ignored when Matt’s cell had begun to buzz in his back pocket. Dom
had been half tempted to just let it ring, the vibration of it
wedged between him and Matt was wonderful. He was grateful however
when Matt answered it, discovering that it was his brother.

 

“No, I don’t really care if he never speaks to me again, you
didn’t see him Paul. Hell, I’ve never seen him like that.” Matt was
vibrating a little at memory of the encounter and Dom slipped a
hand over his hip, soothing him with a light rubbing of his fingers
over his waist.

 

Matt listened to whatever it was that his brother was saying as
he fixed Dom with a look that did not belong on anyone’s face while
speaking to a family member. Dom only smiled up at him, trying to
give him innocent eyes though he knew he was failing at that.

 

“That was his choice Paul. If he wants to be pig-headed and a
bigot, then just let him be that way. He’s still got you right?
Yeah, it hurts that he said it but I’m not going to run after him
like I used to. I’m done with all of that.”

 

Dom sighed a little, knowing how Matt when he was still a
teenager had tried to gain his father’s attention. Mostly it was
him trying to show him that he’d make it big, that he was good at
music, that he could make something for himself. Then the time came
that they did and the approval wasn’t exactly forthcoming. There
was a comment dropped to Matt, at a gathering of their families,
the entire band there, some of the crew from the tour they had just
completed. It had been something that Dom remembered quite clearly,
mostly because of the shock of it. He recalled being appalled that
Matt’s father had been so callous at the time.

 

“So you’ve done it now. Do you have to continue on with this
foolishness before you bottom out?”

 

It had been something that Dom had always assumed drove Matt.
Just to prove his father wrong. A man turned long bitter that his
own career in music had stalled out, only resurfacing once his son
started to gain a name for himself. It wasn’t a subject that Matt
ever talked about, even in interviews he became tight-lipped before
the question was turned in another direction.

 

That was proof that for all Matt acted, he really was hurt by
his father’s actions. This was no different. Only this time Dom
hoped that he could help distract him from that hurt, by being
there for him, by having their friends with them and other
supportive family members. He watched a smile blooming across
Matt’s face as he talked, Dom no longer paying heed to what was
being said between the two brothers. It was good that Paul was
apparently supportive. Matt needed that, regardless of the fact
that he had said on a few occasions that the family you found for
yourself was more important that the one you were given.

 

“Dom! Earth to Dominic, you listening?” Matt’s voice cut through
his musings, the cell being offered in his direction. Dom blinked,
confused, taking it from Matt’s hand. “Paul wanted to talk to you.”
Matt explained, giving him a little smile as Dom took the call.

 

“Hello?” Dom was a little confused, he never really spoke to
Matt’s brother so he wasn’t really sure what he wanted to talk
about now.

 

“So Howard, you finally got up the guts to give my little bro a
proper snogging?” Paul chuckled on the other end of the line and
Dom could feel his cheeks turn red. Years of gay jokes from Matt
was one thing, having them come from Paul was another. Added to
that the fact that he was talking about Matt like that, it was
slightly unsettling.

 

“Actually I think it was the other way ‘round. But yes.” Dom
said, trying to bat away Matt’s hands that had started wandering.
There was a burst of laughter from Matt who didn’t relent at being
pushed away, only changed his tactic so that fingers found their
way to press against sensitive sides, tickling him and causing
Dom’s hips to buck, trying to squirm away.

 

“Well then, I’m only going to tell you this once. I don’t care
that Matt’s gay or not gay as he’s putting it but if you ever do
one thing to hurt him, you better believe that I’ll be there
straightaway to kick your skinny arse.” Dom grabbed one of Matt’s
wrists, gripping him tightly as he mouthed ‘stop’ at him, trying to
pay attention to the call. Matt of course gave him a pouty lip but
the look in his blue eyes was anything but pouty. Up to no good was
more like it.

 

“Understood. I wouldn’t ever intentionally hurt him anyway. Not
if I could help it.”

 

“Good. You remember that then. Oh, one question before I let you
go. Dad was going on about Matt saying he’s not gay. I don’t quite
understand that if you two are.. you know..” Paul trailed off and
Dom couldn’t help but laugh a little.

 

“I know, it’s confusing at first. Let me put you on speaker so
Matt can help field this one.” Dom fiddled with the cell and then
held it between him and Matt so they could both talk to Paul at the
same time. Matt gave him a puzzled look and Dom restated the
question for him.

 

“Your brother wants to know why you insist that you aren’t
gay.”

 

“Ah.. I see. Well, technically you could say I was but it’s not
that simple. I think that term implies the wrong idea, that I’m
just into blokes and that’s not it. I like women just as much but
it’s more like I’m attracted to a person, not the gender.” Matt
explained, pulling his wrist from Dom’s grasp, settling down
comfortably on his lap.

 

“You mean you’re bisexual then?” Paul responded and Dom shook
his head.

 

“No, bisexual would mean you are attracted to genders still.
It’s not about the gender or the orientation. It’s about the
person, despite the fact that they might be trans, gay, straight,
bi, or pan. That’s the term though, pansexual.”

 

There was momentary silence from the other end of the line and
Dom wondered if Paul had gotten cut off before he heard him clear
his throat, speaking up.

 

“Right. Pansexual. Whatever it is it’s just a label right?
Doesn’t really matter what it’s called as long as you’re happy
right?” A bright smile split Matt’s face.

 

“Exactly!”

 

“Well then. Dad’s just being a sodding idiot again. Ignore him
for all I care but I hope to see you for the holidays this year
since you aren’t on tour for them.”

 

The conversation from there melted into tentative plans for a
Christmas holiday in Italy at their home. The mental slip nearly
passed Dom by but he caught it when Paul mentioned seeing their
place after the redecorating, interested in seeing what had changed
to their shared residence. He had said Matt and Dom’s place as
naturally as they had been together for years.

 

It was a simple thing that Dom smiled about, prompting a
questioning look from Matt as he finally hung up the call.

 

“What are you smiling about?” Matt asked, getting a bigger smile
in response at first.

 

“Our place. Our home.” Dom said and he watched the confusion
flit across Matt’s face before it was followed with comprehension
and a smile.

 

“It’s the truth isn’t it? It’s our home and I plan to keep it
that way for a very long time.” Matt followed up the admission with
a kiss. It was soft and tender, Dom could feel how Matt voiced his
joy through that connection, that intimate bond of their lips
pressed together. He could only respond in kind of course,
deepening the embrace, feeling Matt’s tongue gently part their
lips, both of them softly breathing together as one, sharing as if
one being.

 

Dom moaned into the kiss as he felt Matt’s hands pulling at his
clothing, the moment intensifying as the dark-haired man in his lap
started to squirm against him. He could never get enough of this,
of Matt, it was like an addicting drug for him. He could feel the
buttons of his shirt deftly opened, slender fingers seeking out his
skin, his own hands reaching up to tangle in Matt’s hair, reveling
in the answering groan that fell from kiss-swollen lips.

 

“Dominic…” Matt’s voice sounded thick as he pulled away from
their heated kisses, blue eyes darkened with desire. “Want
you.”

 

It was such a simple statement but with it Dom knew exactly what
Matt meant. He nodded mutely as he wrapped his arms around Matt who
did the same, both of them moving as one to get up, Dom carrying
Matt off the couch to the bedroom.

No words were needed, not that speaking could be done as they
continued their kissing, hungrily devouring each other as they
pulled clothing off, Dom bumping into the bed, the both of them
falling to the mattress, Matt squeaking a bit in surprise as he
found himself pinned underneath Dom.

 

The two of them laid like that for a time, both of them watching
each other with matching looks of appreciation and tenderness, Dom
finally reaching a hand up to trail fingers down over Matt’s face,
the singer’s eyes sliding shut as Dom grazed over eyelids, over
nose, lips, down the light stubble on Matt’s chin.

 

“I love you Matt.” Dom whispered and he watched as Matt’s eyes
fluttered open again, soft smile playing on his lips as Matt
reached up and tangled long fingers in his hair, pulling him down
for a kiss.

 

The more frenzied motions of before were forgotten as they moved
together slowly, touches we reverent, worshiping slowly and easily.
It was comfortable, both of them silent as they kissed and slid
against each other. Dom slid his hand down Matt’s chest, feeling
the warmth of his skin, the smoothness of him. As he slid his hand
to his hip, Dom could hear a small whimper from Matt and he changed
the motion slightly to wrap an arm around Matt’s waist, rolling
them so that Matt was now straddling him, their groins pressed
together and setting his nerves alight.

 

“Matthew..” Dom breathed, voice hitching a little, drawing
syllables out as Matt’s fingers teased him slowly, both of them
still half dressed but entirely overdressed for the state of
arousal that Dom could feel welling up inside of him, threatening
to spill over at any moment. Matt smiled as he leaned over him,
voice thick.

 

“Dominic, will you fuck me?” Matt asked and Dom was confused for
a brief second before he realized what Matt was playing at, the
twinkle in his eyes a giveaway.

 

“No.” Dom responded, watching as Matt smiled. “Ask me again.”
Dom continued, certain of the game they were playing now.

 

“Dominic, will you make love to me?” Matt asked this time and
Dom swallowed, nodding. “Make love to me Dominic. I want to feel
you inside of me, just you and nothing else.”

 

Dom could feel something inside of him snap, all of his will to
ever resist anything Matt asked of him was gone, he would do
anything for this man that professed his love for him. He didn’t
care, Matt was forever his and he was forever Matt’s. He would make
certain of it.

 

Matt slid his way down Dom’s legs, pulling at his trousers,
freeing him as he went, boxers removed along with them as Matt’s
eyes remained locked on his, a slightly wicked smile on his face.
Dom twisted his legs in order to finish kicking the trousers off as
Matt rejoined him on the bed, both of them tangling in a kiss as
Dom helped Matt remove the last barrier between them. They we both
caught up in each other as the world around them melted away, there
was nothing else that existed for Dom as he found the bottle of
lube that Matt had in his bedside table, preparation of Matt
becoming worship as he rained kisses upon Matt’s hips. Breathy
whimpers and cries fell upon Dom’s ears, fingers seeking out that
spot deep inside of Matt that made him buck against him.

 

“Dom-i-nic!” Matt cried out, Dom loving how Matt drew his name
out, hitching over the syllables of it. “Please…” He begged.

 

“I’m here love.” Dom sighed, slipping his fingers out of Matt,
done with stretching him as he repositioned, pressing against the
heat of Matt’s entrance. Blue eyes fluttered open, locking with his
as legs wrapped around him, drawing him into Matt. They never broke
eye contact as Dom felt himself get swallowed easily inside of
Matt, everything was lost inside of those blue orbs that had for so
long captivated him.

 

“Matthew..” Dom breathed, the both of them cradling each other
in their arms as they moved together, pressed tightly as they tried
to inhabit each other’s skin, foreheads pressed together, eyes
slipping shut as they rocked together, drawing each other closer
and closer to the precipice. They danced along the edge of it,
seemingly unwilling to give over to that last bit that would send
them tumbling over.

 

Dom could hear Matt’s humming softly as they twisted together on
the bed, felt the vibration of his chest as his own was pressed
against it. The humming turned into a breathy exclamation, words
lightly sung, sounding more ethereal than Dom had ever heard from
Matt before.

 

“And I'll never let you go if you promise not to fade away..”
The words fell away into a sharp cry as Matt tensed, fingernails
suddenly digging into Dom’s skin at his hips, the soft motions
turning onto a sharp twisting jerk of hips, eliciting a matching
cry from Dom, the both of them crashing into their orgasms
together, stars exploding behind Dom’s tightly shut eyes, the image
of Matt’s face as he came burned as an afterimage into his
memory.

 

This would be a moment that Dom knew he would forever recall, a
moment that felt complete and whole, so much more than just
himself, lost inside of Matt as he watched blue eyes fix him with a
look that spoke volumes. No words were needed in this moment, it
was that moment that Matt had been seeking out months prior, that
connection between that defied the eternal barrier of their skin
and minds. That look said everything that Dom needed to know. Matt
was his as much as he was Matt’s and nothing could ever change
it.










Chapter 34
Matthew - One Year Later


Matt fidgeted as the bustle of the crew flowed around him,
getting prepared for the show that night, checking to make sure
everything was in order, things were checked and re-checked,
setlists taped in various places to make sure that people wouldn’t
be caught off-guard. Not that it would be unusual for a sudden
change to it whilst onstage. The crew was used to that however,
some of them returning after previous tours, some brand new this
time around.

 

Matt loved times like this, that eager energy, nerves set to
edge while people were still getting used to the flow of it all,
early in the tour still. It wouldn’t be until later that the
nervous edge to it all would fade, leaving just the excitement in
it’s place.

 

His own nerves were jangling but it wasn’t due to the tour. Not
exactly. It was all going to change, he knew that, but he was
excited about it as well. He could feel the pit of nerves in his
stomach clench as the dressing room door opened, a burst of noise
from outside assaulting his ears. Chris was trailed by Dom,
laughing over some obviously crude joke that Tom had just shared
with them.

 

Matt smiled as he noted Tom’s ever present camera. He was glad
for his mate’s habit of recording every show in photo and video. He
hadn’t let anyone else in on this, knowing that if he had, he would
lose his nerve at the last second.

 

“Alright Matt?” Dom’s voice cut through his scattered thoughts,
worried face hovering before him. Of course Dom would pick up on
his fraying nerves immediately. Matt shook his head, waving him
off. Chris raised an eyebrow at him, before he stepped back a
little, poking Tom in the side and leaned in to whisper in his ear.
Tom’s eyebrows shot up into his hairline and Matt was glad that Dom
had his back to the pair of them.

 

“Dom, I need to talk to you.” Matt started and Dom gave him a
confused look. “I was going to wait until after the show but I
don’t think I can concentrate if I put it off until then.”

 

With that statement Matt pulled the small box in his pocket out,
presenting it to Dom who looked at it with shock before he took it
with trembling hands.

 

“Matt, this..” Dom opened the box, revealing a dark metal ring,
set with interspaced diamonds.

 

“I just wanted to give you this.. think of it as a promise that
I’ll never let you go.” Matt said, choking up a little as he
watched Dom examine the ring he had given him. It was removed from
the box and slipped onto Dom’s ring finger before Matt found
himself pulled into strong arms, lips captured in a kiss.

 

Matt barely heard the sound of Tom’s camera going off, or the
applause and whistles from Chris, lost in Dom’s embrace until the
both of them had to come up for air, the both of them grinning
stupidly as Tom continued taking pictures before clapping Matt on
the back, Chris wrapping the both of them in a hug.

 

“Congratulations! So does this mean Dom’s going to be wearing a
dress now?” Chris joked and Matt snorted at Dom’s burst of
indignant noise.

 

“That’s up to Dom if he even wants to make anything official,
I’m more than happy if all he ever does is wear that ring.” Matt
gave Dom a happy smile that was returned equally, Chris making
motion to see the ring.

 

“Here.” Matt said, pulling away from the group hug to rummage
around on the table set up against the dressing room mirrors,
finding another box and held it out to Chris. It was the match for
Dom’s ring, sized for Matt’s finger. Chris took it an examined it
carefully, allowing Tom to get a look at it as well.

 

“Never Fade Away.” Tom read off as he noted the engraving
inside. Matt smiled as he watched Dom inspect his own ring for the
engraving as well, having apparently not noticed it in the
excitement.

 

“Matt..” Dom started, suddenly interrupted by the stage
manager.

 

“You’re on in five! Tom, you want to get into the pit for photos
or are you side stage tonight?”

 

Matt let the rest of the final arrangement fade to a blur of
activity as he slipped his ring on his finger, Dom replacing his
own, looking at it for a moment before Matt found himself pulled
into another kiss.

 

“Oi you two! You can snog after the show!” Chris called and Matt
couldn’t help but laugh into the kiss before pulling away, grabbing
Dom’s hand to drag him along to the stage, already riding a high
that was similar to how he felt after a particularly good show. It
could only get better from this point on.

 

The crowd was feeding off the energy from the band tonight and
Matt was more than happy with the results, the loud cheers feeding
his own buzzed energy. Matt moved across the stage with even more
animated swagger, bouncing around as he played. He knew he was
grinning widely every moment he wasn’t singing, much like Dom was
doing behind his drum kit every time he turned and played in his
direction.

 

At one point, standing on the riser just in front of the kick
drum, Matt’s eyes locked with Dom’s as they jammed together, Chris
a presence off to one side, joining in with the flow of music, the
crowd was background noise, like static. It was those moments that
Matt lived for, that connection through the music, where he and Dom
and Chris were one entity and the crowd became a part of that,
bringing the moment into hyper focus, razor sharp.

 

Matt felt the flow of the music change as Chris directed the
impromptu jam into Osaka Jam, letting Matt fall away from the drum
riser so he could set up for the next song at the piano. It was an
incredible feeling, knowing that he had found the one spot in the
world where he was accepted, for all his talents and his flaws;
that he was loved and he loved fiercely in return.

 

If he had been asked ten years ago, or even perhaps as little as
two years prior, he couldn’t have imagined this. He had always been
waiting for the other shoe to drop and when everything started
falling apart in his personal life while the band continued to soar
higher, the thought that it was the price he was going to have to
pay. Personal sacrifice for professional gain. Not that he was
upset with it, he loved his music, it was so much a part of him
that the thought of ever losing Muse was unfathomable.

 

But now, he had everything and more. He had Muse still, he had
his friends, he had the part of his family that mattered to him,
though it seemed that even his father was starting to warm a little
again, asking how he was doing through Paul or his mum. He hadn’t
spoken to the man yet, but Paul was convinced that it was only a
matter of time.

 

Even the label had been fine when the eventually found out about
it. It had been the one spot of worry that had hovered over him and
Dom for a few months before management caught onto it. While
management had never been a huge problem for them aside from the US
label when they were first starting out, having their backing
helped. It afforded them the continued freedom to play what they
wanted, how they marketed it and how they marketed themselves. Matt
had the suspicion that it was mostly because they had long proved
that Muse was a success in that aspect, continually garnering more
praise, awards, and larger fan bases.

 

Matt hadn’t wanted to make a fuss about his relationship with
Dom though, something that Dom had agreed upon. It was just
something that was for them, the change to the dynamic of the band
wasn’t enough to even raise suspicion apparently. It wasn’t that
Matt or Dom were unaware of the fact that there was speculation
about them, Dom in particular was under constant and keen
observation, even before their relationship changed from best mates
to partners. Apparently it was obvious to everyone else aside from
them that there had been a magnetic force, pulling them
together.

 

It didn’t matter, they were here now and Matt was happy. He
smiled as he started playing the piano, his ring flashing brightly
in the stage lights as he started to sing. He caught Dom watching
him from behind his drum kit before he joined in. He pushed away
from the piano and started on the guitar, letting Morgan take over
until the outro of the song.

 

The crowd at this point was going wild, cheering for them. Matt
took center stage to give a theatrical bow, Chris joining him as
Dom bounded towards them from the drum kit, coming forward to join
them for a bow before they would exit the stage before coming back
to play their encore. Matt started for the side of the stage,
noting Tom with his camera flashing away, chronicling the night. He
gave him a wide grin, grabbing a towel before he realized that Dom
was not right behind him and Chris like he usually would have
been.

 

He turned, looking over to Chris, who gave him a shrug as Dom
grabbed the mic.

 

“Thank you all for coming out tonight, it’s been a fantastic
night, more than you can imagine.” Dom looked over at him, flashing
him a smile as he found himself trapped in the moment, a fly in
amber. He didn’t notice that he had drifted partly back on stage,
he was too mesmerized by how Dom looked at that moment, hair
sweaty, sticking up wildly in all directions, skin gleaming. Dom
was still talking but he couldn’t hear what he was saying as the
crowd suddenly roared, deafening even with his earplugs in.

 

He felt Chris shove at him, pushing him back onstage, Morgan
shoving at him as well as they made their way back to Dom, Tom
following as he snapped photos. Chris had to lean in to make
himself heard as he spoke, shouting in his ear.

 

“Go on you idiot! He just outed the both of you!” Chris shoved
at him one more time and it all came to Matt in a rush what he
wasn’t sure if he had heard over the roar.

 

“Matt asked me a question tonight and I wanted to respond to him
properly and publicly. Yes Matt, I will marry you.”

 

The roar of the crowd cheering melted away as Matt found himself
embracing Dom, grinning like a complete fool before the both of
them leaned in to kiss each other, being jostled by Chris and
Morgan.

 

Matt finally pulled away to face the fans, smile still spread
across his face as Chris grabbed each of them by the hands, raising
them up in a gesture of triumph. It was absolutely exhilarating,
having been outed in front of fifty thousand screaming fans,
kissing Dom on stage, having Chris right there with them, proudly
showing off.

 

It was as one that they all moved away to their instruments, no
words needed as they crashed their way through Knights Of Cydonia,
in Matt’s opinion sounding better than they ever had as they played
it, the madness around them feeding into it before crashing away
with the final notes of the song.

 

Dom nearly launched himself away from his kit at the end, the
both of them wrapped up in each other, hands twining together as
they left the stage, cheers following after them as they moved
backstage. Matt pulled Dom into a searing kiss as they finally made
it to their dressing room, Chris making himself scarce, pulling Tom
and Morgan along with him.

 

“I love you Dominic. I can’t believe you did that.” Matt finally
spoke as they broke for air, smiling at each other.

 

“Neither can I really, it was like I was on fucking auto-pilot
or something. It just all came out. Are you upset about it?” Dom
asked, a worried expression suddenly flitting across his face. Matt
shook his head.

 

“No. Not at all. I know I said that I didn’t want to make
anything huge out of it, but on the other hand, I don’t want to
have to hide either. Now it’s out and it’s like I feel free. Cause
I am able to show the world just how much I’m in love with you. And
our love will be forever.”

 

The pair of them laughed and Dom poked him in the ribs. “You’re
a fucking cheeseball you know that?” Dom told him, laughing and
Matt grinned.

 

“I know. But I don’t really care as long as I’ve got you.”

 

“Then you have me. Forever.”










Chapter 35
Acknowledgments


 

To Crissy Morgan, whom I met while writing this and can't
imagine having not known my entire life. You kept me writing.

 

To my husband, Jason. You put up with my obsession somehow.

 

To everyone at Museslash who have commented, you kept me writing
and got me to finish.




To all the readers. I know you're out there and I'm just happy
you are enjoying.




To Muse. You boys keep making music to inspire the world.

 

 

The tracklist I wrote to

 

1. Muse - Hysteria (3:47)

2. Aquabats - Meltdown! (3:38)

3. Spoon - The Ghost Of You Lingers (3:34)

4. Placebo - Running Up That Hill (4:56)

5. Therapy? - Me Vs. You (6:23)

6. Yonderboi - Before You Snap (6:29)

7. Snow Patrol - Somewhere A Clock Is Ticking (4:32)

8. A Fine Frenzy - Almost Lover (live) (5:23)

9. Sea Wolf - You're a Wolf (3:36)

10. Frou Frou - Let Go (4:14)

11. The Weepies - World Spins Madly On (3:41)

12. Apostle Of Hustle - National Anthem Of Nowhere (5:13)

13. Snake River Conspiracy - You and Your Friend (3:34)

14. Muse - Glorious (4:38)

15. Amanda Palmer - I Will Follow You Into The Dark (4:58)

16. iron and wine - Love And Some Verses (3:40)

17. Sufjan Stevens - The Dress Looks Nice On You (2:32)

18. Yonderboi - Love hides (4:36)

19. Sea Wolf - Black Leaf Falls (3:25)

20. Andrew Bird - Weather Systems (6:31)

21. The Verve - One Day (5:03)

22. Snow Patrol - You Could Be Happy (3:02)

23. Muse - Starlight (4:00)

24. Rachael Yamagata - I Want You (2:57)

25. 46bliss - In A Long Time (4:26)

26. Explosions In The Sky - So Long, Lonesome (3:40)

27. Sea Wolf - Song For The Dead (3:28)

28. Yeasayer - Sunrise (4:06)

29. Muse - Bliss (4:14)

30. The Flaming Lips - I Can't Get You Out Of My Head (Kylie
Minogue cover) (4:05)

31. Air - Left Bank (4:07)

32. Moby - Porcelain (4:03)

33. Adam Green - We're Not Supposed to Be Lover (3:08)

34. Rogue Wave - Maps (5:02)

35. Snow Patrol - Set The Fire To The Third Bar (3:23)

36. Paul Oakenfold - Hold Your Hand (Vocals by Emiliana Torrini)
(3:39)

37. Muse - Endlessly (3:48)

38. Explosions In The Sky - Greet Death (7:19)

39. Muse - Neutron Star Collision (Love is Forever) [Soundtrack
Version] (3:50)

40. Meiko - Reasons To Love You (3:14)

41. Yeasayer - 2080 (5:23)

42. Eve 6 - Here's To The Night (4:09)

43. Cake - Love You Madly (3:57)

44. Say Hi To Your Mom - Let's Talk About Spaceships (3:03)

45. Yeasayer - Ambling Alp (3:57)

46. Muse - Man With A Harmonica & Knights of Cydonia
(Teignmouth) (8:38)
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