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  Bjorn is a backing dancer. On tour, he sleeps his way around the world, no strings attached. Since his heart was broken by the one man he loved, Fabian, he doesn’t do romance. He doesn’t believe in people ‘having’ or ‘owning’ each other.

Fabian is a member of pop group, Moves. Single, mentally wobbly and heartbroken after his boyfriend cheated and sold the story to the press, he believes in romance and loving one man forever. Except he’s never met anyone who comes close to Bjorn, his university boyfriend.

Unknown to each other, they’re involved in this year’s big charity Christmas single. Snowed in, they’re forced to confront what happened twenty years ago. How can they grab their second chance, when one wants Mr. Right and the other wants Mr. Right Now…

Say You’ll Be Mine is a second-chance, snowed-in gay romance, featuring opposites attract, celebrity, an open relationship, and a guaranteed happy ever after.



  Dedication

  & Thanks


There’s a few people who need a damned good thanking for helping me with this book.

Deb and the Beaten Track Publishing team—Deb is a wonderful editor, improves my writing without reducing any of my ‘voice’ or the characters’ voices. If anyone is looking for any ‘just’, they used to be in this manuscript. ‘Beautiful’ was also a word I may have used a little too much pre-editing. Deb has also produced a lovely cover for the story, which is precisely how I imagine Bjorn.

Thanks to the RNA’s Rainbow Chapter, which the wonderfully talented Julie Cohen set up. This chapter has been great cheerleaders and encouragement during the last few years. It’s been great to meet some of you in person, and failing that, the virtual meetings have been a salve and spurred me on when I’ve felt stuck with my writing. It’s always lovely to ask questions or talk about my stories with others to whom I don’t need to explain that it’s about two men falling in love.

I think I need to thank Bjorn because he was one of those characters who wouldn’t leave me alone until I gave him his own happy ever after. Ever since he walked onto the pages of I Should Be So Lucky in all his sardonic, unapologetically gay and butch way, I knew eventually I’d give him his story. Writing about two men who are in the entertainment industry was great fun. Fabian sort of appeared to me while writing The Regiment of Majestic Gays, and I knew precisely what he’d be doing eighteen years after university.

This story is about two men finding their way to a happy ever after. However, Bjorn being Bjorn, and given both men’s careers, this wasn’t going to be easy, nor a ‘traditional’ relationship. Bjorn and Fabian want to have an open relationship. This is not cheating.

I’m a big fan of an opposites-attract trope. Bjorn loves Fabian, not despite but because of his sparkly, over the top, campness. In my experience, if someone doesn’t love you for you, then they’re not your person.

Love and light,

Liam Livings xxx


Chapter 1

“When can I see you again?” the man asked while gently stroking his foot against Bjorn’s underneath the duvet.

Bjorn felt the boredom rising in him already. His body had filled with post-orgasm satisfaction, and he was struggling to think of reasons why he needed to remain in bed with this man—what is his name again?

The man sat up. “Come on. Tell me you don’t want to do it again?” His tone implied he very much did want to have sex with Bjorn again.

But Bjorn had very much had his fill of sex for the afternoon and particularly sex with this man. “I will shower now. Where is it?” He bounced out of the bed as he felt the other man’s hand stroking him in a place which a short while ago would have resulted in kissing and licking and eventually fucking.

But not now. Bjorn’s body was done. Even he needed a refraction period. Been there, done him, why go back again?

Standing proud and completely naked, Bjorn repeated his question about the shower.

The man pointed, explained where the bathroom was, then added, while resting his head on his hands, propped up on his elbows and lying on his front, “I think I’ll join you.”

Bjorn raised his eyes. The twink’s pale pink arse was like a pair of eggs—two perfect spheres inviting his attention. Not that Bjorn hadn’t given that arse plenty of attention during the previous hour or so. But Bjorn was eager to move on to the ‘go’ element of his usual ‘fuck and go’ approach.

Twink tensed his arse cheeks, and Bjorn felt something stirring below too. Maybe he could be persuaded to go one last time with this man.

“I’ve got a big shower. Big enough for two. In fact, I’ve had three in it before.” Twink raised his eyebrows lasciviously.

“I’m going soon,” Bjorn said resolutely, really wanting to be back in his flat, watching TV and enjoying a drink. Alone.

“So fuck me quickly.” The twink jumped off the bed and wiggled his irresistible little arse towards the bathroom, where Bjorn, with little resistance and a sense of inevitability, was soon deep into him once again, standing in the shower this time.

***

Back at his apartment—a new development in Paddington Basin six floors up and overlooking the shops and restaurants complex beneath—Bjorn poured himself a drink and called his friend Julian.

“Three times?” Julian shouted after Bjorn had recounted his afternoon with the unnamed twink.

“I did not want to stay. But in the shower, it all came back, and then, before I know it, I’m—”

“Balls-deep in him.” Julian laughed. “Well, fair play to you. I enjoyed it while it lasted, but I’m very happy with Troy and Louise now.”

“I enjoy my life too,” Bjorn said resolutely.

“Can you blame these guys for wanting to see you again? I mean, in bed, you’re pretty gold-star. You’ve got a great job, and although your sense of humour could do with working on, basically you’re a good person.”

“Thank you.” Bjorn poured himself another strong vodka tonic. It was the only drink he allowed himself as he’d noticed a few wobbles around his waistline he wasn’t happy with, so he was hitting the gym twice a day and had cut out all sugar from his diet.

“Don’t you ever just want someone to come home to? The same someone?” Julian asked.

“My flat is my own. Everything is where I leave it. I like it this way.” Huffing, Bjorn went on. “And he was so needy. Practically begging me to see him again. I told him he could see me now. When he asked to see me again. This usually stops them. But not this one. I do not know why.”

“Was this before or after you’d stuck your head up his arse and worn him like a cap?”

Bjorn laughed. “Some people, they do not have self-respect. Pathetic. He was cute. Of course. But pathetic to beg, no?”

“You’re very good in bed. Plus, you have that bodybuilding Swedish thing going on. And now you’re getting on a bit, you have the whole DILF vibe too. I imagine it’s right up some guys’ street. Why wouldn’t they want more of it? I enjoyed it for years.”

“And me too,” Bjorn agreed. He and Julian had worked together as backing dancers for Sallie, the Australian pop princess, and alongside their friendship had an agreement if neither of them managed to pull, they’d end up in bed together. It had worked very well for both of them until Julian had met Troy.

“I will never beg. I will never ask.” Not again. But Bjorn didn’t voice that. The pain, even now, of his one true love and how it had ended, was too much to think about. Fabian had broken Bjorn’s heart. Very badly. All these years later, Bjorn was still basing his love life on that.

“Maybe you should,” Julian said. “Look, if I can settle down, then maybe it’s time you hung up your shagging boots?”

Bjorn shook his head. “No. Besides, I am never here. Who would want to wait here for me? And I want the freedom to enjoy myself while I’m away.”

“Yes, touring with Sallie has definitely changed since being with Troy. But I’ve got used to it. You, on the other hand…”

“I do not need to get used to it. So I won’t. I want to have the cake and eat it as well.”

“You really do. And darling, Bjorn, you always have. When are you going to come to visit us? Or is the thought of leaving London for the wilds of Essex too much for you? I said you’re invited for Christmas. Rather than spending it with a ready meal on your own.”

“Maybe I want that. Maybe I will eat all the Swedish food and drink all the Swedish alcohol and have the best Christmas alone.”

“Maybe.”

“I think about it. The tour is over. No work until the New Year. I call you.” Bjorn ended the call, poured himself another drink, then decided to go for a long run to work off the frustration of not being able to find anyone on the hook-up app who he liked the look of.

***

Fabian shook his head, staring at the man he’d thought he’d be spending the rest of his life with. “How can you look so fantastically un-bothered?”

“I apologised, didn’t I?” Sam shrugged.

He had indeed apologised, but Fabian had noticed that none of Sam’s emotions were heartfelt. Not once during his many apologies for ‘accidentally’ cheating on Fabian had Sam seemed genuinely contrite.

“Get out!” Fabian said, staring deeply into Sam’s eyes, hating him for making so much hurt. Despising him for removing all the certainty Fabian had believed he’d brought to their lives.

“I thought we could talk about it.”

Fabian walked closer to Sam. “Oh, you want to talk about it, do you?”

Sam nodded, a smile—or was that a smirk?—spreading across his face. “I think it’ll help.” But then Sam looked to the ground and put his hands behind his back. Stood in silence.

“You think it’ll help. OK, so tell me, how was you telling a national newspaper about our sex life and how you didn’t feel as close to me as you used to going to help?”

“Maybe if you were here a bit more, you’d have noticed I wasn’t happy.” Sam kicked the ground defensively, his hands stuck in the pockets of his running shorts.

Run away. How appropriate. In running shorts Fabian had bought, along with everything else for Sam since they’d been together.

Swallowing down the ball of anger, Fabian composed his thoughts, carefully arranging his argument like it was a well-choreographed dance routine he was learning. “You didn’t tell me. So, one, I’m very sorry if my mind-reading abilities are somewhat lacking.” Fabian counted off on his fingers. “Two, you were the one who said you didn’t want an open relationship. I wanted one, but not you. And three—” Fabian was working up quite a froth of rage by now “—not only did you do all that, but you also sold the story to the papers. I think we’re done here.”

Sam folded his arms and cocked his head to one side. His tight, black shorts showed off his best assets very well, alongside the grey T-shirt he always wore to the gym.

He’s hoping I forgive him just cos he looks gorgeous. And he really does look adorable. Well, maybe not adorable, but very sexy. Fabian narrowed his eyes in concentration.

“Maybe,” Sam said, “we should go for an open relationship. If that’s what you really want.” He was standing next to Fabian now, his large bulk so impressive, imposing and so goddamned sexy this up close and personal.

Fabian told himself to get a bloody grip. This man had cheated on him and then splashed all the lurid details over a six-page spread in one of the worst gossipy newspapers.

Bastard!

The Twitter storm afterwards had almost proved too much for Fabian. As the winner of Pop Factor, a reality TV talent competition, and member of Moves—the two-boy, two-girl pop group formed on that show—Fabian had expected a reaction to his coming out. That had passed largely without note. The announcement by Fabian’s management company that he was dating Sam, a personal trainer and lifestyle coach stroke guru, had caused many more column inches and opinion pieces to appear. And finally, now, the reaction to Sam’s kiss-and-tell had resulted in a torrent of online abuse and accusations about Fabian not knowing a good thing when he had one, and what did he expect if he was always working and poor Sam was home alone?

That’s the problem with being famous. Everyone assumes they know you, when actually all they know is what they see of you. Fabian was hurting. He wasn’t sure if his mental health could stand up to this.

Again.

Sam held out his hands, beckoning for Fabian to join him for a hug.

And honestly, that was exactly what Fabian needed at that point in that shitty evening.

Stepping forward, Fabian soon found himself resting his head on Sam’s muscular chest, rubbing against the manmade fibres of his T-shirt and wondering if maybe they could fix things.

When Fabian’s phone rang, he answered it to his manager, Pete.

“We might need to change the statement about me and Sam that we agreed earlier,” Fabian said, holding onto hope that he was making the right decision.

“Has he smarmed his way back to you?” Pete asked.

“He’s sorry.”

“Sorry to lose your money more like.” Pete guffawed. “Look, is he with you now?”

Fabian awkwardly said he was, and then, when Pete suggested they take the conversation to another room, Fabian did as suggested. Pete had been his manager since the group had won Pop Factor and had seen him through half a dozen similar situations.

God, what a depressing thought, Fabian decided as that fact occurred to him. “And?”

“Some other geezer’s come out of the woodwork,” Pete said.

Closing his eyes and pinching his nose in thought, Fabian said, “I thought we sorted all that last time. No more, you said.” The last boyfriend had asked for money to treat his ill mum, and when Fabian found out it was a lie, the man had sold the story to the paper, accusing Fabian of being tight despite all of his money.

“I’m on about this time. Turns out your Sam’s been a busy man.”

Fabian turned to face the window, looking out to the glass towers and twinkling lights of Canary Wharf below. “Right.”

A short while later, after Pete had explained and sent Fabian links to the other news articles, Fabian returned to the living room where he found Sam sitting on the sofa, flicking through a catalogue for gym equipment and clothing.

“Comfy, are you?” Fabian kept his tone light. He was keeping his powder dry.

Sam casually looked up from the catalogue, his legs widely man-spreading in a way that Fabian used to find sexy, but now it irritated him. No longer did he want to crouch between Sam’s thick thighs and—

“That was Pete,” Fabian said, holding his phone against his chest.

“Good man. I’ve always liked him. Knows what he’s talking about. You’re lucky having a manager like him. In this business.”

This business. Like you’re part of it! Fabian smirked. Since when had Sam said more than a dozen words to Pete? “I’ve always thought that,” Fabian said. “He told me about four other men who’ve sold their stories to the press about having sex with you. The long-term partner of Fabian from Moves.” He stopped talking and watched Sam’s eyes for a reaction.

Nothing.

Cool as a protein-enhanced, muscle-sculpted cucumber, Sam shook his head. “I never said I was an angel before I met you.” He shrugged in an I’m so helpless about this way.

“Last month. A few weeks ago. And earlier this week.”

“Lies.”

“There’s pictures. Of messages. Of you with them. And they’re corroborated, as they all mention the way your cock curves.” Briefly, an image of Sam’s curving cock flashed into Fabian’s mind.

Bastard!

Sam stood, shaking his head. “I never liked that Pete. Liar. Jealous old queen is what he is. He just wants to get inside your knickers. And the saddest thing is you can’t see it!” Sam disappeared into their bedroom, shortly reappearing with a suitcase.

“No argument? No defence?” Fabian asked.

Sam stood cocky and unashamed as ever.

Fabian had found those qualities attractive when they’d first met about a year ago. Those and Sam’s square-headed stubbly face and muscular build. Fabian definitely had a type—physically. Ever since uni, it had remained the same. But now he couldn’t have been less attracted to this cheating, arrogant liar.

And without any further arguments, hugs or tears, Sam shrugged and wheeled his bag out of the flat.

***

After a long run around the canals near Paddington and Little Venice, Bjorn returned to his empty flat. Relieved he’d not brought the twink back there, the place was exactly as he’d left it. Black wood and leather with chrome finishes. No clutter. No books, no ornaments. The corner of the living room housed some weightlifting equipment for the rare occasions when he couldn’t be bothered to go to the gym in the basement of the building.

Bjorn had modelled his flat on the many hotels he stayed in during the extensive Sallie tours. Well, the best ones.

After flicking through the TV for a while, trying to settle on something to watch, Bjorn decided he’d call another friend: Kieran.

Voicemail.

Tony was next on his list, and he didn’t answer either. They’d all be with their boyfriends and husbands or whatever their significant others were to them. What was it with all his friends pairing off like animals going into the ark?

After the partying and the sex and the working of a tour, Bjorn always enjoyed the silence of his own space. Except now he didn’t want to be there. He wanted…what did he want? He had plenty of other friends he could call to go out with. A whole app full of men to have sex with. But what he really wanted, especially since he and Julian’s casual film nights had stopped after Julian and Troy moved to Essex, was someone he could stay in with to watch a film.

What the hell?

At that terrifying realisation, Bjorn discovered he’d wandered into the ‘rom com’ section of films and quickly clicked back a few times, finally settling on a gory horror movie.

***

Fabian’s flat, now free of Sam and everything he’d bought the man—Fabian had thrown it out of his window as Sam had left—felt very quiet.

Empty.

How on earth did other celebrities manage this whole relationship thing?

As Fabian reflected yet again on how he’d trusted someone who’d let him down, he began to cry, the pure rage replaced by pain at being hurt, sadness at another relationship over as he approached his late thirties, and frustration at once again being proved right: people really were shitty.

So very shitty.

Fabian was wobbly. Not physically; he’d not been drinking. But mentally. He’d experienced what he called his mental wobbles since eighteen, the worst of which had been at uni, when he’d been seeing the one man he had been able to trust. Until the wobbles had taken over.

At times like this, he wanted to go to bed and never get up again. At times like this, he’d been known to cry at the news and couldn’t decide what to eat—if he could eat. He knew, unmistakeably, he was on the precipice of one of his wobbles, and that shitty Sam had brought him there.

Bastard.

Pete rang. “You know that charity single you did ages ago?”

Fabian wiped the tears from his eyes, relieved his manager couldn’t see him. “Yep. Months ago, wasn’t it?”

“May. Well, they held off on releasing it cos of other similar ones or something. Now they want it to be a Christmas single.”

“Good for them.” It was for a mental health charity, which was one of the reasons Fabian had agreed to do it in the first place. But he was tired. The wobble had taken a lot out of him. Sam’s departure too.

“No, it’s good for you. They want you and the rest of Moves and all the artistes who recorded the single to do a video for it. Snow, sledge, reindeer, Christmas trees. They really want to wank the festive single dry. If it gets to number one, it’ll make loads for the charity and give your back list a boost.”

“Right. I’ll think about it.”

“You’re doing it.”

Fabian sighed. “Am I?”

“Next week. In London.”

“Next week?” Before Fabian could object to the whole idea—to having to go back and do something he already thought was finished, to the short notice—to it all, really, on principle because he wanted to mope a bit—Pete had ended the call.

Fabian knew he didn’t really have an option, as it would all be in the contract the group had signed when they’d agreed to do the charity single—under the promo and production part. Fabian didn’t bother with those sorts of details. That was why he had Pete, wasn’t it?

He resigned himself to, as usual, following Pete’s instructions. He didn’t want to let down his Moves bandmates. They had to give the single the best chance at success.

Even if the thought of it all was far too much to contemplate.


Chapter 2

Bjorn was one of the dancers Sallie had selected for the music video of the charity single she’d taken part in ages ago. Julian was asked, but he couldn’t get childcare at such short notice. “Besides,” Bjorn had said, “Sallie doesn’t want all of us. Only some. It is silly, really. Why make this song for Christmas? She recorded the vocals in May. It is not festive at all.”

“My God, you’re grumpy,” Julian had said. “It’s work. What else were you going to do? Except shagging your way around half of W2?”

“This is my business,” Bjorn had said, acknowledging to himself he’d been taking something of a break from all that of late, having returned to London. He’d had a pretty heroic run of man friends for the night during the tour for Sallie’s latest album Silver. But not since the twink who wouldn’t let him leave had Bjorn had sex.

Unsurprisingly, Bjorn had found that dressing in a cowboy outfit—hat, tight jeans, boots with spurs and a sleeveless checked shirt—somewhat endeared him to more men than before. Almost more men than he could handle. But not quite. He’d asked Sallie if he could keep the outfit, and she’d said yes—that was another reason she’d called in a favour now for him to come to the recording studio in West London to make the music video.

The concept was something about a sledge and a hill and a log cabin and the people being inside the cabin decorating the tree. It was hardly Oscar-winning, but as Bjorn put on the red outfit trimmed with white fake fur, it was definitely Christmas.

Sallie had recorded her part to match her singing for the few lines of the chorus she’d recorded months before. Arriving among Bjorn and the other supporting actors, she said, “I’m done, but they say I can’t go because they need to make sure it all blends into the next person’s vocals.” Shaking her head, she went on, “Can’t see why, we did the vocals months ago, but they’re insisting. Are you OK to stay for the day?”

Bjorn shrugged. He didn’t have anywhere else to be, and he was getting paid anyway—all the stars had agreed to pay their supporting dancers and actors—so it seemed only fair. Deciding it was better to take an interest than sulk—which Bjorn was apt to do sometimes—he asked, “Who is the next vocals to you? I might explore to see if I know anyone.” He looked to the far side of the studio, where they were filming the exterior of the log cabin and fake snow was blowing into the air.

“That group from that show. With the dances. All their songs have special dance moves. Sound a bit like ABBA. Two men, two women.”

“I do not know this. I will go. They can call me when they need me.”

Bjorn strode off into the crowd of other people waiting to be filmed. He wasn’t sure who were the stars and who were their backing acts. He didn’t really follow much popular music, preferring instead ambient dance music to work out to. Once, backstage at a Sallie concert, he’d been talking to the supporting act for a good while when Julian had turned up, squealed and asked for a photo with them. Bjorn turned to ask why Julian had done that, and incredulous Julian explained the warm-up group was All Saints and had just reformed for a retro tour.

Now, as Bjorn approached the table set up with tea, coffee and biscuits, he recognised a voice.

He may not have known who half the pop acts were, but he recognised that tone, soft volume and slightly posh accent instantly.

The only man he’d ever loved. The only man who’d truly broken his heart. Into all the pieces. The only person Bjorn had genuinely opened up to romantically.

Fabian.

What the hell is he doing here?

Even dressed as a Christmas tree in green triangular velvet and baubles, he was unmistakeably Fabian. OK, so he’d grown a big bushy beard—which Bjorn wasn’t sure suited him—and his hair was slightly greying at the temples, but his slim build and distinctive light, high-pitched voice remained.

Fabian’s back faced Bjorn, and he was waving his hands in an excited way. Like he’d done all those years ago.

A jolt of sickness filled Bjorn’s stomach.

Fabian was holding court: “I said to the others, ‘We must do the video.’ Otherwise, we may end up getting cut out of the song. Bit like Audrey Hepburn in My Fair Lady.”

“What about Audrey Hepburn?” a woman asked.

“She was dubbed. You watch the lips next time you see it. Trust me.” Fabian tapped the side of his nose and turned to his side, now facing straight onto Bjorn.

Is he going to recognise me? Shall I say something? Do I care? These and dozens of other thoughts flashed through Bjorn’s mind, but all he did was stare at Fabian.

Even as a Christmas tree in sunglasses he looked adorable.

A-fucking-dorable.

Fabian frowned, looked Bjorn up and down in his ridiculous outfit, then sashayed off towards the stage where someone had called his name.

Bjorn turned to watch his perfect pert behind disappearing into the distance. Someone who could manage to display an arse that good dressed up as a Christmas tree really had an amazing behind.

Adorable yet also a total bastard. Who’d not only ghosted Bjorn but didn’t have the common courtesy to acknowledge him now. Bjorn hadn’t really changed that much in the eighteen years since uni, had he? Certainly not as much as Fabian had.

Bjorn called Julian to tell him.

After listening, Julian proclaimed, “First of all—rude. Second—how do you not know he’s in Moves? He’s all over the gossip papers, recently having split up with this latest squeeze. It’s the third or fourth very serious relationship he’s had in as many years. Poor Fabian.”

“Fuck Fabian,” Bjorn spat. “If you knew he was in this band, why did you not tell me?”

“I wouldn’t go as far as saying it’s a band. They don’t play many instruments. And anyway, I assumed you knew and didn’t want to discuss. You’re not one for discussing things, in case you didn’t realise.”

“I am not discussing him now. He ignored me. I am ignoring him. I’m leaving.” After putting the phone down, he strode up to Sallie, interrupted her mid-flow with some fans and said, “I need to go.”

Making excuses to her fans, Sallie frowned and pulled Bjorn to one side. “Who’s died? Cos it had better be that. I love you, and you’re a fabulous dancer, but you can be so rude sometimes. So often, actually.”

“An ex. He is here.”

Sallie laughed. “Isn’t that a bit like complaining you walked into a cornfield and stood on some corn?”

Bjorn had no idea what she was going on about. All he knew was he was angry and didn’t want to be in the same room as that vile bastard of a man. That rude man who’d hurt him so much. It wasn’t until now, seeing Fabian again, Bjorn had realised how hurt he had felt. And seeing Fabian again had made him hurt again. Bjorn didn’t do hurt. Bjorn didn’t do those sorts of feelings. Not since Fabian the first time, and he hadn’t planned on repeating that, until bloody Fabian had turned up. Which was why Bjorn needed to leave.

Now.

“Well?” Sallie asked, staring at Bjorn, obviously wanting a proper explanation. She was, after all, his boss…and one of the biggest stars there today.

Bjorn needed to get a grip. And quickly. This was exactly the reason why he needed to not see Fabian again. Fabian made Bjorn behave like an idiot. Upset. Angry. Hurt. Stupid more than anything.

“I’m waiting,” Sallie said.

“My first boyfriend. At university. We…” The word caught in his throat since he’d not said it since then. “He ghosted me.”

“OK.” Sallie squeezed Bjorn’s cheek. “I get it, he hurt you, and now he’s back. It’s OK to be vindictive. It’s not very attractive, but understandable.”

“And so?”

“Your bit of film is done, so you can go. You’ll never see him again.” She waved towards the door.

Bjorn huffed and nodded. God, he was behaving like an idiot today. Why?

“Next time,” Sallie said, “can you take it down a few notches, please?”

Bjorn nodded and considered himself told off.

“Before you go, can you come with me to find those people I was talking with and have your photo taken with them? They were going on about my dancers too. In fact, I was about to tell you before—”

“Sorry. I get them.” Bjorn left to retrieve the others who’d not walked far away.

***

Fabian finished his dance number with his fellow members of Moves, but it was only when Claire, his closest friend and group member, asked who the dancer was that Fabian wondered if there was something wrong.

“He glared at you,” Claire said. “Properly staring. Like you’d sacked him or something.”

Which dancer? Why? When? Still mentally wobbly and ‘not quite there’, Fabian said, “Probably a fan. I like to give good selfie. If people ask me for one, I’m there. Posing. Every time.” He regarded it as part of the job of being famous.

“Probably right,” Claire agreed. “You going home after this or what?”

He wanted to go for a drink with Claire, like they used to do before she’d had twin boys, but the chances of that happening were about as likely as him finding a boyfriend who treated him half decently.

He was developing one of his headaches—a combination of anxiety and the wobbly mood continuing. Have I taken my meds for today? He couldn’t remember if he had, which didn’t mean he hadn’t. It just meant he couldn’t remember if he had. This, he realised, was not much help.

“You all right?” Claire asked, brushing his shoulder.

Holding his head up high, Fabian plastered on a smile. “Fine. Absolutely tickety-boo, as my nan says.”

Looking at her watch, Claire said, “We could go for a coffee. I’d suggest going out on the razz, but I don’t think Tom would appreciate me turning up pissed to look after the boys.”

“No.” Fabian smiled weakly. The fuzziness in his brain continued. Spread. His tongue felt thick now too. “What were you saying?”

“About that dancer. He definitely knew you. Look, doesn’t matter. Let’s talk about other stuff. Fancy it? Coffee?” Claire stood.

Fabian swallowed. His tongue seemed to fill his whole mouth. His head was fuzzy, stuffed with cotton wool. That man had seemed familiar. But from where, he had no idea. “Headache. See you soon.” And he was gone.

Didn’t say goodbye to Claire, never mind his other bandmates. Walked out of the building, into the street, into the road and continued walking until he finally stopped and discovered he was in some unknown part of London, unable to remember why he was there, what he’d been doing, and knowing he really wasn’t very well.

***

A few days later, Fabian woke mid-afternoon to his entry phone buzzer.

They’ll go away in a bit.

It continued to buzz.

He rolled over and closed his eyes firmly. Everything over the last few days had seemed like too much effort.

Pointless.

His mobile phone rang, and he silenced it, briefly catching who was trying to contact him. Claire.

She’ll go away in a minute.

And then the entry system started up again.

With a big sigh, mustering all the energy he had, he gathered the duvet around him and walked to the door to respond to the buzzing.

“It’s me—Claire!” The voice filled his silent flat.

“Leave me alone,” Fabian said quietly.

“Let me in and I will.”

“I mean, leave me alone now.” Fabian leant against the wall and felt as if it may absorb him.
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