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Another day, another empty pillow on my bed. 

I wake up to the same routine every day. Bathroom, breakfast, work, dinner, bed. The interim between isn't as lonely as it was after the divorce, but the doldrums are just as frequent.

I fix my tie as I head downstairs, the telltale grinding of my coffee brewer waking me up from my yawn.

When I reach the base of the stairs, I see a broad figure sitting at the kitchen island. My brows flex upward.

"Aron?" I address my step-son as I cross around the kitchen. "Isn't it your day off? I thought you'd be in bed."

"First day off," He corrects me with a groggy drone. The circles under his eyes speak for him. "Usually don't get real sleep until the second. I'm just farting around while the game I bought finishes installing."

"I see." I pour out a cup for both him and me. He accepts it with a small grunt of acknowledgment. "Is it taking very long? We can look into switching to a faster connection or provider if need be."

"No, it's fine." Aron shrugs his shoulders as he drops a few sugar cubes into his drink and stirs. "It's just a big game."

I tie on my apron and reach into the fridge for my English muffins. I hold them up and look back. Aron nods slightly. I get to work in making both of us some breakfast sandwiches.

"Hey, um..." Aron starts up as I crack some eggs into a pan. "How'd that date of yours go last week? I didn't really get a chance to ask."

"Oh..." I squeeze the egg in my palm a little too long. "Well, it. It wasn't exactly a date, in truth."

"...Another lady coming after that D?" Aron lifts his brow.

"Afraid so," I sigh. "I don't know why I keep trying anymore."

"Because you're lonely," Aron states plainly. "Look, so things aren't going great with girls. Have you ever thought that maybe, just maybe, it's time to do a little introspection and figure out if something else is going on?"

"...Ah?" I furrow my brows. "I don't believe I understand the implication."

I'm not lying, really. Aron just happens to look at me like I am. He ought to know how oblivious his old man can be by now, but he overestimates me in every form and fashion besides what I'm capable at—my job.

"C'mon, Lee." Aron pleads with me, but I keep my gaze on the sizzling pan. "I know you're focused on making breakfast, but...Y'know what I mean. Like, I don't wanna be weird, but I don't ever remember you and my mom having sex."

My hand flinches on the handle of the frying pan. There's a screech as metal scrapes against metal, the burner beneath likely making an unsightly scratch, but I'm able to compose myself quickly. "Christ. You really just come out and say the wildest things to your father."

"Step-father," he reminds me, as if he didn't take my last name when I formally adopted him, "but, yeah. You're easier to talk candidly to than any of my old roommates were."

"I'll take that as a compliment." I watch the pan and listen to Aron rise from his spot to raid the refrigerator. With the bacon already roasting in the oven, all he has to do is fumble around in the bottom drawers for the cheddar cheese. "You always hear about parents trying to keep their children from hearing them getting up to naughty business. I might be the first father in the world to have a son inquiring about my dead bedroom."

"I mean, was I wrong?" Aron shrugs. "You hate one-night stands, and you apparently hated sleeping with my mom."

"I did not, Aron." I defend myself without thinking twice. I don't take the insinuation to heart, however—I'd need to entertain the idea that I truly despised such a large aspect of our relationship in order to take his words personally. "There were just...How do I put it? I always had something I wanted to do more that the idea of sleeping with her never came to the forefront of my mind."

A silence comes between us for a moment longer than expected, and then my focus is broken again. My son is trying to contain his laughter.

"Humans are engineered to want sex more than anything. You'd know that better than me, and...I'm sure you do, objectively." Aron quips. I grip the handle a little harder as I watch the eggs carefully. "I guess that's the part that makes me really wonder about it. You like sex, generally, and you like women enough to marry one...so, what the hell's up with that, Mr. Neuroscientist?"

I don't have it in me to get upset over his prodding. Even my frustration comes bagged with guilt. A side eye in his direction is traded with a nonchalant shrug, as if the answer from his perspective is obvious.

"I think that..." I start, then stop and purse my lips. "Sex isn't exactly something you should be discussing with your family."

"Sure, Lee." Aron rolls his eyes as he steps away from the fridge.

"And don't call me Shirley." I say in a stern voice while the smile on my face betrays me.

While I plate our breakfast sandwiches, Aron pours out two cups of orange juice and splits an apple into slices. I grilled it into his head at a young age that an apple a day keeps the doctor away. In truth, I just wanted to make sure he was eating fruit regularly. I don't care if he has to dip his slices into Nutella so long as he isn't skimping out on his nutrition.

"I'm gonna take my plate into my room." Aron says as he balances his orange juice between his arm and his chest, coffee in one hand and plate in the other. "Thanks for the breakfast."

"Anytime, son." I call back as he walks out of view to the basement.

It's fine that we don't talk as much as we did when he was growing up. He's a man now, working through his own destiny and misfortunes. The least I can do is continue to act as a father beyond those mythical years of childhood. Still, as I prod my plate with a stomach that's slow to hunger in the morning, I wonder how to fill the minutes before I begin my day in earnest.

I open my phone and see the orange app I installed last night staring me straight in the face. I don't know what it is that made me do it. The last one of these dating apps I tried, it was nothing but an endless string of hookups that left me feeling emptier than before.

From the name alone of this one, it's no doubt the same, but...My heart doesn't know when to quit. I tap it open for the first time, and sharply inhale as I fill out my profile.
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Ifeel so pathetic, I really do. My son isn't even wrong about my psychology. I'm objective enough to see the obvious—everyone is different, and there's a countless number of people out there in the world who are like me at the end of the day—but it doesn't stop me from wondering why. There's not a reason for everything, but for many, there is.

Asexuality exists, sure, but it's never seemed to fit me. In high school, I was certainly shy, but my extroverted best friend did a hell of a job at getting me out there. That was probably when my sex drive was highest. Truthfully, I've never given any thought to why. He was encouraging me, and it helped me feel better about engaging with women who only desired me for my body.

...That is, I've never thought about why before now, a simple glance at the homepage taking my focus entirely. My profile is without a photo, only my age and location attached to my sole desires for "chats" and "dates." I'd be filling out the rest of my profile by now if I wasn't stuck staring at the wall of...

Men. Yes. Alright. I'm starting to gather why they didn't collect my preference when they took the rest of my beginning information now.

Oh, what the hell?

I'm sure Maverick would be cheering me on in this wild escapade, too. My son? Maybe, maybe not. I can't imagine he's any more homophobic than the majority of boys I went to school with all those years ago. I click on my profile, a nervous sort of determination rushing through my veins, and my blue eyes widen.

All of these options feel so overwhelming. Specific, but overwhelming. I'm stuck on the tribe text box when my phone makes a particular ding.


Margot ♡: Lee?? Lee Larson???


Margot ♡: THE Lee Larson???????




Well. If they recognize my name, that at least explains the premature message. I haven't even added my profile picture.


Margot ♡: As in, you're Aron's dad, right? THAT Lee Larson.


Margot ♡: I'm probably going to sound insane if you aren't actually the same person. Oops.




I stare at my phone completely dumbfounded. Who on earth could this be?


Margot ♡: Fuck. Did I freak you out? Please come back, I promise I'm not a crazy stalker :(


Lee Larson: No, no, I believe you. I'm just in shock is all.


Lee Larson: My son Aron doesn't have many friends these days aside from his co-workers, much less those who know me because of him. Am I to assume you were one of his high school cohorts?




My deduction leads me to a place of great uncertainty. A boy my son's age? That's definitely out of the question. Nevertheless, I keep the chat open. My curiosity is stronger than my will.

Margot ♡: Well, kind of! Until one day he decided we weren't friends and he bullied me to the point where I wanted to kill myself :D



Such concise narration has my head spinning for a moment. A former friend turned bullying victim? My chest tightens in anguish. I know my boy can be a bit rough around the edges, but this is the first I'm hearing of behavioral problems like this. That was in the past, who knows how they could shape the man he is today?


Lee Larson: I'm terribly sorry. Would you prefer it if I got off of this app so as to not remind you of those memories?


Margot ♡: Oh nonononono you've got it all wrong. This is the best thing that's ever happened to me!


Margot ♡: I never thought I was going to get my chance for revenge, and here you are at six-thirty in the morning! I've never been happier to be an insomniac!!




My fingers twitch as they hover over the keyboard. What am I supposed to respond to this?

That's very nice, but I'm afraid I'm looking for more, have a pleasant day.

No, that's the worst thing I could end this on. The boy is traumatized, and clearly my parenting is at fault. I couldn't even pick up on the signs that Aron was abusing one of his friends in such a way. I owe it to this boy.

Lee Larson: I see. In that case, would you be open to seeing each other during my lunch break to discuss your plans?



Margot ♡: Sounds good to me~ Lmk where you wanna meet up and I'll see you there!



I really don't have the slightest idea of what I've gotten myself into, have I?
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I decide to knock on my son's door before I properly lose myself in my own little world of research and note-taking. Perhaps I'll drop by the lab before I meet up with a certain boy, if only to make myself feel more productive. Either way, I'll surely spend the rest of my working day there.

"Son?" I don't dare open his door without his permission. It's my house, but I don't believe in taking over the right to his space, even if I don't require him to pay any rent. "Question for you."

"Hold on one sec—actually, just come in." Aron grumbles his words. I raise an eyebrow, only to see my wrinkled cat splayed out across his broad chest. "You know how Gollum is."

"Oh, do I ever." I'd enter to give him a pet, but I'm already taking up what I consider my valuable potential overtime. "I just wanted to ask you, did you ever have a friend in school named Margot?"

"...Margot?" Aron blinks, his bushy brows furrowing together. He looks like an inquisitive owl. "I don't think so."

"I see." I don't press the issue further. "It was just a question I had, wanted to see if I was misremembering."

"I mean, you...might've been thinking of Mark? But yeah, no. I don't even remember going out with a chick named Margot, either."

Mark, Mark, Mark…

Oh, yes. I wouldn't have forgotten Mark. I've always wanted to ask my son why he stopped bringing such a pleasant boy around.

There's a slight pain in my chest as the potential reason why dawns upon me.

"I see, I see. Well, I'm off." I wave him away with a dishonest smile on my face. "I'll be in my office if you need anything."

"Seeya."

The door closes, and my heart begins to pound. Christ.

Is this really the case? Am I dealing with the same boy I grew to know over a year's worth of visits, at least? I'll believe it when I see him for real, though...

I wonder if I'll even be able to get through these few hours without ruminating on him further.

Oh, dear.

The insomnia, it all makes sense. He took his coffee with extra sugar, and milk instead of cream. Even when my ex-wife was still enjoying her rest, Mark was awake as ever. At one point, I taught him how to make himself a pot of coffee, so he thanked me by making sure we always had something ready by the time I joined him in his sleepless reality.

It was never my place to question why he stopped coming over, but his absence was felt—if not by my son, than by me. I'm more overwhelmed by the idea of Aron having bullied a boy like that than I am over scheduling a date with another man.

I look at his picture again. His eyes are the same. His face is the same. He looks like he's wearing makeup, now.

His fluffy pink hair goes down to his shoulders. The natural brown I remember him pairing with long, colored streaks is recognizable to me as well, showing at his roots.

I'd be lying if I tried to claim that I was more interested in a nameless, faceless boy I hadn't recognized at all. Hell, I suppose I am. It's easier to believe that I'm simply humoring him with a date than to believe the truth.
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