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August 12, 1990 

The house was cold. Not in the sense that the temperature was low on the Fahrenheit scale, no, but it was cold looking. Modern, clean lines, too clean, cement walls, marble floors, everything white and gray in color, including the furniture. The only color in the place, shown in the fresh flowers on every tabletop and the art in big crystal frames. 

Most of the art pieces were painted portraits of his exquisitely beautiful mother, Chelsea. 

Robin Pavasaris, padding through those cold halls with his feet bare to keep from making noise, was heading to the kitchen. It was a nightly walk, one he made in hunger. His mother did feed him, of course, but the steamed rice and vegetables made little dent on the ten-year-old’s hunger. 

When he arrived, he didn’t turn on any light, for fear of it being seen and caught. His mother insisted he eat only what she ate, and if she caught him sneaking things from the servants’ refrigerator, she’d be furious. 

Before Lilliana, the live-in maid Chelsea had hired a year before, he’d take a little from each servant’s supply, so they’d hopefully not notice any was missing. Since she’d been there, however, there was always a plentiful supply on her shelf, and since she was a tiny thing, he doubted she ate it all herself. Even in his youthful suspicions, he thought that she left most of it for him, knowing his plight. 

That night, there was a plastic-wrapped plate of fried chicken, a bowl of fluffy mashed potatoes, and another with fresh, buttered peas. He took these out and started heating them all in the microwave, tapping a bare foot while he looked at the food rotating on the microwave plate, impatiently waiting for the timer to countdown. 

When he finally got to sit and eat, he hurried, but that didn’t mean he didn’t savor each bite, tasting the grease, the butter, the salt and spices. All things his mother denied him. Food was fuel, she’d remind him, as she’d point to the plate that was in front of him on the long dining table in the cold dining room, while telling him to eat. 

Chicken was a prize he rarely got, and he savored the breading and moist meat under it. Sometimes they’d get a dry piece of breast with their vegetables and rice, no salt, no flavor. He had to wash it down with the sparkling water in his goblet. 

He ate with gusto, finishing off two legs and a pile of the mashed potatoes, which he’d mixed with the peas. When he was finished, he carefully washed and dried his plate and fork, replacing them in the cabinet and drawer. He wasn’t sure, of course, but figured his mother might count the dishes in the dishwasher. 

Leaving the kitchen, he tried to go the back way, up the servant’s staircase, like he’d used earlier, and every night. It wasn’t possible, though, because Maxwell, the butler, was using them. Robin heard the soft clicking of his shoes on the stairs and rushed around the corner to use another hall to get to the main stairs. 

Running up them as fast as he thought prudent, once he got to the top, he kept himself from breathing too loudly from the exertion and started for the hall that would lead to his bedroom. He lived in the far end of the home, sequestered with the guest rooms, library, and den. His mother’s rooms were on the other side of the second floor, where she took up the entire area with her sitting rooms, bedroom, dressing room, and one room that was twice the size of his which she’d converted into a closet for all her fancy clothes. 

Robin’s room had a bathroom, sure, but only had a shower, and his closet was barely walk-in, but it was enough. He didn’t have a lot of things. 

As he passed the den, however, he heard voices. Heart in his throat, he went to the wall and flattened himself against it, listening outside the opened door as his mother and her latest boyfriend, Mitchell Gerry, talked. 

“Chelsea, baby, again? You have enough money. Can’t we just be together, live here together? I can’t stand the thought of you being with another man. It makes me crazy!”

“Mitchy, please understand, this will be the last. I promise. He’s very wealthy and has no children to leave his fortune to. There will be no one to push for a prenuptial agreement. That is one thing I made sure of, especially after the first time.”

“First time?”

Sounding exasperated with her less than educated lover, Chelsea explained, “The first time, with my first husband. At the very last second, his bitch of an ex, whom he remarried after me, told him to make sure he had a prenup, so her perfect sons wouldn’t lose their fortunes to me. I had to sign the damn thing, but she didn’t add a thing about having children, so that’s why I was forced to have Robin. I may not have gotten half Filip’s fortune or alimony, but child support started me off very nicely, and still keeps me in diamonds.”

“Oh! So, you won’t have any more kids with these bozos, right?”

“No, no way would I have another brat. If I see another prenup, I walk away. I have a lot of money, plenty to keep me going, looking for the next rich man. Don’t worry, darling. You know it’s only you I love.”

His heart was pounding five times faster than when he’d run up the stairs, his breathing halting, he slapped a hand over his mouth to keep the sobs inside as he went back the way he’d come, carefully descending the main stairs and sneaking around to the back stairway. 

Once he was safely in his room, far enough no one heard his sounds, he let out the sobbing he’d kept inside and curled up on the bed around his pillow, wishing for a mother that loved him. 

He’d always felt it, her disdain for him. There were no hugs or soft words from the woman, but down deep, he figured she loved him. In one moment in time, he found out she didn’t. He was simply a meal ticket, like all the men she’d married and divorced for their money. 

He wished then for his father. The father he saw exactly once a year for an outing to a museum or the zoo. The outing where he was told for weeks beforehand, not to say a word to him about his small bedroom, or tutor. His father thought he was in the best boarding schools, costly places that he gave his mother extra money for, and places he’d never been. 

No, he was tutored and had few friends, but that had never bothered him so much, thinking his mother worried and wanted him close to her. When the truth came crashing down on him, his heart broke into a million pieces and he wondered in his young mind if he’d ever smile again...
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May 8, 1998

Another new portrait was being hung in the Great Room of their home. Another. Last count, there were twelve of the things he had to look at each time he was unfortunate enough to have to walk through her home. 

Yes, he thought of it as her home, because it had never felt like his. Her home, where she was less than graciously letting him live, being his mother and all. 

Robin Pavasaris was hurrying to the den near his room where Troy waited, ready to give him his lessons for the day and something else. Troy was tall and handsome, in a geeky way, but still, Robin thought he was perfect. Not to mention he loved the guy. 

Their affair had started months previous, right around his eighteenth birthday. Troy and he had flirted for the last couple years of Troy’s employment as his tutor, but he told Robin he could do nothing about it, since Robin was underage. Once Robin hit that magic, invisible marker, they’d kissed, made love, and since then, the lessons had been cut short in favor of spending hours in bed instead. 

When he got into the room, there he was, his boyfriend. Well, technically he wasn’t allowed to call Troy that. Officially, he was Robin’s tutor, but he could have his secret. 

“Hey,” he purred.

“Shh. Close the door,” Troy chided. After Robin did just that, he rushed to the table in the middle of the room, the big glass and chrome desk pushed to the back of the room near the oversized windows and sat close to Troy. 

After a fast kiss on Troy’s succulent lips, Robin whispered, “I missed you.”

Troy was light skinned and marked with a thousand freckles, and Robin was in love with every single one of them. “Stop horsing around, Robin. You have three finals coming up and if you fail, your mother will kill me. She has to show your grades to your father.”

“I know, but I concentrate so much better after we...you know.”

Robin was terribly shy, but with Troy, he felt he could let his hair down a little. Not that his actual hair could be let down, as short as it was, never growing over the tops of his ears, like his mother liked it. The sandy blond color came from his father, as Chelsea’s was strict black, but he did inherit her cat-green eyes. 

“Not now,” Troy told him, impatient. “Work first, and if we have time...then we’ll fuck.”

“Don’t say it like that,” Robin pleaded, his romantic sensibilities unable to see anything they were doing as less than the purest form of adoration. 

“Fine. We can make love. Get that book open. I already have your assignments lined out from the website.”

After a long sigh of disappointment, Robin set his mind to task, wanting to do what he had to, to make Troy happy. 

He didn’t care much if his grades suffered. He’d always been a straight-A student, so if his grades flagged some, it wouldn’t hurt him much. He’d been accepted into a top college, several, in fact, all far from home so he’d never have to visit if he didn’t want to. 

The pages of the book were a blur as he read fast, taking in at least most of the information. He studied in his room at night, and thought he was likely ready for his finals, but he’d never disappoint Troy. 

“Okay, finish up with that, study those last four pages, they’re big on the exam, then let’s get to trig.”

“Ugh. I hate trig. I have to think too much.”

He finally got laughter from Troy. “I used to say the same thing. It’ll all come in handy once you get to college.” He softened more and asked, “Are you excited? To go?”

“Yes. Very. I still hope you can come with me.”

“I live here, Robin. You need to go, start your life.”

Like every time he said things like that, Robin’s heart squeezed painfully, and he felt tears springing to his eyes, that he quickly blinked away. “You’re...you’re part of my life, Troy.”

“Right now, I am. Robin, I said we’ll talk about this stuff later. Okay?”

Time felt like it was ticking louder and louder in his head, his heart beating right along with it, faster and faster, until he felt like he couldn’t breathe. “It’s always later, Troy, and this is it! There is no more later! I’m going away after the summer and we’ll... we might never see each other again!”

Troy took his face into both hands and stopped Robin’s tirade with a kiss. At first, Robin tried to pull back from the kiss, but like always, Troy’s warmth, the most warmth he’d gotten from another human in his life, won over his pain. He let himself be kissed, tilting his head and letting his breathing finally slow. 

When the kiss ended, Troy’s saliva drying on Robin’s lips, he was again lulled into a sense of love and need. “Let’s get back to work, and I promise, Robin, we’ll talk soon.”

There was no fighting it. Troy didn’t fight fair, so he simply nodded and felt his resolve slipping away, his mind turning to the books. The books, after all, besides Troy, were his only salvation. They were the things that would take him far from this city, this mother, and the life he hated living. 

They studied for three hours, Troy quizzing him on history and reading over his English paper. When Robin couldn’t wait for another moment, he got up from the table and took Troy’s hand, pleading, “I just need to be with you. We don’t have to...you know.”

Troy smiled up at him, but like he’d been doing for the past couple months, that smile was not as bright as it once had been. His eyes were cut to the side and staring off into the distance, like he had something on his mind he didn’t, or couldn’t, reveal. 

He went with Robin to his modest bedroom, and once there, climbed on the full-sized bed. Robin leaned in to kiss him, and Troy went through the motions, but Robin could tell his heart wasn’t in it. 

Still, his only human contact was there, in his bed, and Robin needed it. He needed to be held and loved, to know that someone in the world needed him, too. 

“Robin, I should go.”

“Why? We still have two hours.”

He didn’t want to whine, but he felt like it would start bubbling up from his crushed chest and spew out like word vomit. 

“I have some things to do, and you should study. If you don’t get good grades on these finals, I won’t get your mother’s recommendation. I need that for future gigs, you know?”

Robin did know that. Troy didn’t make a lot of money, so he counted on tutoring to make ends meet. Still, he needed him. “Please. Just a little while.”

Troy nodded and turned fully to him, kissing him softly. “You’re so beautiful, Robin. You really are. You’re sweet and kind, and I really don’t know how you did that, growing up here.”

“I don’t know either,” he confessed, kissing Troy and wrapping his arms around Troy’s neck. As the kiss deepened, Troy lay Robin down, moving a hand up his shirt, rubbing two fingers over his hard nipple. 

“You’re obsessed with my nipples,” Robin whispered, laughing. 

“I like nipples,” Troy said, smiling down on him, again, sadly. 

Pushing those thoughts away, the deep wondering why. Lately, Troy seemed so conflicted and sad, so Robin pulled him closer, kissing him deep, lifting his hips so he could rub his erection on Troy’s. 

Soon, their clothes were shed and scattered on the floor as their passion lit, and Robin lay under Troy, slowly spreading his legs, looking up at the reddened cheeks of his boyfriend. He was the most beautiful during their lovemaking. His skin wasn’t so pale, his eyes narrowed, lips swelling and parted, wet from their kissing. 

Even his neck was red, like his heated body couldn’t contain it and the fire leaked right through to the skin. It was the way Robin felt, like he would be consumed with the desire Troy brought out in him. Before Troy, Robin would lie in bed for hours each night, touching himself and dreaming of the day when a real person would touch him, kiss him, love him. Since that night, all those years before, when he’d discovered he wasn’t loved, even by his own mother, he longed for the one who would. When Troy came into his life, Robin got an immediate crush, but he was so shy, he’d barely speak during his tutoring sessions. Finally, noticing that, Troy told him that he needed to hear Robin’s voice occasionally in order to do his job, or he’d have to quit. That did it, and Robin started chattering like a bird. 

Troy got the condom on himself and he pushed in while closing his eyes, like usual. Robin wished, for once, Troy would leave his eyes open, so they could see each other, right at the start of it, when they connected. It was the way he did things, though, and he’d never question Troy, so afraid to lose him. 

It felt so good, having Troy inside him. He wasn’t huge, not like some of the men Robin found online, but he was perfect for Robin, who was a virgin their first time. He moved in and out, sliding easily with all the lubrication he used, and his lips nipped at Robin’s neck, the tip of his tongue licking a line there. 

Robin’s fingers kneaded at Troy’s lean back muscles, moving down now and then to feel his hips moving. His breath was always sweet, minty from the gum he chewed, and he tasted as sugary. Everything about Troy was perfect to Robin, and he groaned quietly, hugging Troy to him and reveling in the feeling of a warm body pressed on him, and a man inside him. 

“Gonna come, Robin, coming soon. Are you ready?”

He always asked, and it was but another thing Robin loved. Troy was concerned with his pleasure as well. “Yes, I want to. If I can just...” He slid his hand between them so he could grip himself and Troy moved so he had more room. “Thanks.”

Troy kept pumping his hips, his movements feeling better and better, and with his hand stroking, Robin was ready to come quickly. 

While he did, Troy encouraged, “Good, do it, you come, baby,” and his hips began to stutter, telling Robin Troy was coming too, filling the condom he wore and reddening more than ever. 

After, they lay in each other’s arms, Robin kissing over Troy’s sweaty chest. “That was great, Troy. So, so good.”

“It wasn’t great,” he argued. “I’ve got a lot on my mind, Robin. Next time I come, next week, we need to talk. Seriously.”

“Is it bad?”

He didn’t want the answer, just like he didn’t want to have the conversation. He’d been putting it off for two full weeks. 

“No, not bad, per se. We’ll talk Monday. Have a good weekend, okay? Or try?”

Watching him go later, a pit grew in Robin’s stomach, like he’d eaten a handful of rocks and they were binding together into a huge stone. 

He looked out of his window, the curtain barely parted as he saw Troy rushing down the white graveled drive, and it hurt. Robin just didn’t know why. 
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Chapter Two
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Breakfast, unsweetened oatmeal and dry whole grain toast, was served in the breakfast nook, and he always ate alone. That was why, that morning, he was surprised to see his mother sitting down with him. 

She’d gotten up hours before, obviously, and she was fully dressed, makeup perfectly applied around her cat eyes and on her creamy cheeks. She was perfect, Chelsea Manifred, Pavasaris, Ludwig, McMillan, Ortega, Cohn. Calling herself by her maiden name of Manifred didn’t make her a maiden by any means, though she didn’t look her age. 

No, all her expensive creams and surgeries kept her face frozen in time. Anyone who didn’t know she was in her late thirties, would think she was but a few years older than Robin, not old enough to be his mother. Not a line shown, her eyes bright green and sharp, lips a pouting bow.  

“Mother, didn’t expect to see you.”

Without glancing at him once, she pulled a paper out of the folder she had on the table and slid it over to him. “I wanted to assure you got your revised schedule.”

“I usually get my schedule from the board by the kitchen,” he said, taking the paper into his hand while looking at her. 

Finally, her eyes met his, but there was no motherly affection in them. They were as cold and hard as the decor. “I said I wanted to assure it. There have been some changes, and I don’t have time for you now, but tomorrow at noon, I’d like you to come into my office and discuss it.”

“Fine,” he said, as he watched her rise from the table, her low-cut blouse and tight white pants letting him know she had a date. “Early for you, isn’t it, Mother? Breakfast date?”

“Yes,” she answered, turning to him. “I’m meeting someone at the club, if it’s any of your business. Now, finish your breakfast and go over your schedule. Condense any questions you may have about it, as I have another date tomorrow after we meet.”

With that, she left the table with a breeze of her expensive perfume in her wake. 

Robin rolled his eyes, then set them on the paper in his hand, and immediately, the spoon in his other hand dropped into the nearly empty bowl. 

Robin Pavasaris Schedule May 10-24, 2018

The dates alone struck him, as his schedules were usually only made a week in advance. “What the heck?”

When he looked, he saw why the extension had been added. 

10-13 Finals

13-15 pack for trip

20 Graduation (this contingent on your final grades)

21-23 Ready for trip, take care of lingering affairs.

24 Leave for Hartford, Connecticut on 9:30 AM flight, United Air 822, Arrive in Hartford 11:45 AM. Meet Filip’s chauffeur at baggage claim, gate 22.

“Filip? My dad? I’m going to Connecticut?”

He got up from the table and ran to the garage, but once he threw the door open, he saw his mother’s BMW was already gone and he’d have to wait to speak with her. Wait until the following day when she’d set the time. Until then, he’d be left to wonder what the hell was going on. 

Why would he go see his father? He’d never gone to his father’s home. Filip had always flown in to see him for that once-a-year visit. 

Robin made his way to his room, tacking the paper above his desk. He stared at it for an hour before any of it sunk in, and when it did, he realized he’d be leaving his home for the first time in his life. 

Sure, he’d left the house, but never the town. Chelsea had gone on innumerable trips, all over the country and the world, but he’d never gone with her. Excited and terrified at once, Robin nearly forgot the one person he’d be leaving behind. 

Troy. 

Surely Troy couldn’t go along. Of course not. He was seeing his father for the first time, and to bring a boyfriend along...

He wondered if Filip knew his son was gay, wondered if Chelsea even realized it. He’d never told her, but they didn’t have that kind of relationship, the kind where he could confess such things and have his mother listen, or care. 

When he met with her the next day, he hadn’t figured out how to shorten his questions. She was dressed casually in blue sweater and slacks, but her makeup was done to perfection and her hair pulled back into a messy bun that had to have taken hours to get right. 

“Boating?”

“Yes,” she said, staring at him with her jaw slack. “How’d you know?”

“You always pull your hair back when you’re boating or riding in a convertible. In a car, though, you usually wear a skirt.”

Her lips closed in a sneer for a second, before she commented, “I didn’t realize I was so predictable. I’ll have to work on that.”

“No, Mother, your predictability is fine,” he tried to sooth. Why he still tried to get her to love him, he’d never know. “I like that about you.”

“You might, but men would find it tedious.”

She sat at her small but polished wood desk, one of the few wood pieces in the home. The rest of the room was glass and metal, like the house. Shelves of glass went from the floor to the high ceiling in the room, sparsely filled with a few books and crystal, stone and precious metal pieces in all shapes from spheres to pyramids. 

There were a few pictures in crystal frames, all of them with Chelsea in places such as Vienna, Paris and London. There wasn’t one picture of Robin in the room. 

Decoration was sparse in the home, except for the portraits and very few expensive things, like the solid crystal pyramid on her desk. No, Mother liked being the prettiest thing in any room, and it wasn’t hard for her. She was like a chiseled statue that some great artists had dreamed of and made real. Her face was flawless, neck long and porcelain. The ultimate piece of art. 

“Mother, the schedule said I’m going to visit Father. I’ve...never done that.”

“He’s insisted. He says if you don’t spend the summer with him, he won’t keep paying your support.”

Her eyes flashed as she confessed this, hands slipping from the desk into her lap. 

“But he’s...he’s never wanted that before, has he?”

“It’s that nightmare of a wife that’s kept you from seeing him, Robin. After they got back together, she didn’t want to be reminded he’d left her for me. Of course, she didn’t! Why would she? She’s nowhere near as attractive as I am, has no grace whatsoever, no sex appeal. Why would she want that flaunted in her face? So, I never pushed. 

“Lately, however, he’s wanted to get to know you, and he tells me that she’s agreed to host you for the summer. That’s why I needed to speak to you.”

The excitement he felt at finally getting to have a relationship of any sort with his father, weighed on the fact that he’d have to leave Troy, but that was short lived, as was so much of his hope or joy. 

His mother had a way of stripping those things, but their conversation that day lent to him a mistrust of the world, he wouldn’t shake for years to come. 

“You’ll be attending college when you return home, of course, and I’ve already arranged that for you.”

Sitting forward in the chair, Robin asked, “Arranged it? I haven’t chosen a school yet!”

“You’ll be attending the local university, here,” she said without blinking, staring right into his eyes.

“CU? I never applied there.”

“I did it for you. I can’t have you taking off a thousand miles away, can I?”

He couldn’t believe his ears. He felt his entire body begin to shake and his voice raised an octave as he demanded, “Why not? It’s obvious you don’t want me here. You barely speak to me!”

“Robin, calm down, right now. Your father has agreed to pay for your support for the next four years, if you are living at home. If not, he’ll pay for your room and board somewhere else.”

It all came down to money with her. 

“Mother, I’ll work for my room and board, I’ll do what I have to do, but don’t make me stay here. I want to see things, go places!”

He was desperate, but she never raised an eyebrow. “No.”

Shoving his chair back, he got to his feet and started to pace, feeling bile at the back of his throat, seeing his dreams disappearing before they fully developed. He’d waited years to so much as discover what he wanted to do with his life, what career he wanted to strive for, and knew that if he could just get away from his mother and the confinement of life with her, he’d find them all. All his dreams.

Troy, he was the only dream that had come true, and while he wouldn’t get away from Chelsea for four years, it did mean he’d be nearer Troy. 

“Sit down,” she demanded, and the thought of Troy calmed him a little. 

He retook his seat, after righting it to its former position and clasped his hands in front of him, setting them on his lap. 

“Now, that’s better. Robin, you won’t understand until you’re older, and being a man, you may never understand, but a woman needs stability and to know that she’ll be cared for in her older years. Our looks don’t hold out forever, and when men don’t see us anymore, they won’t be willing to give us that stability.”

He wanted to counter with so many things, like the fact she could have worked, made her own money, but he kept his tongue and waited. 

“Your father can afford to care for you as long as you need him to, Robin. In turn, like I’ve cared for you, you can care for me too. He went back to his old life, leaving you without him, and because of that, he was forced to pay. I made him pay, Robin, and he’ll continue to pay for as long as I need him to.”

Her eyes were hateful, like there wasn’t a bit of love inside her. He’d seen it many times, and not just when they were cast in his direction. Robin silently wondered if she knew what love truly felt like. 

“Mother, you don’t need his money anymore. You’ve gotten settlements from all your husbands. Can’t you let me go?”

“Robin, your father has more money than any of the other men I’ve married. He pays a measly six hundred thousand a year for your care. That’s all, with all his billions, he gives me a pittance, expecting me to raise you on that. When you go to visit him, Robin, you’ll either get him to keep paying for your care while you’re in school, or you’ll ask him for your trust fund.”

Blinking wildly at her, he tried to wrap his mind around what she was saying. “Trust fund? What trust fund?”

“He has millions set aside for you. You’re not getting it until you’re twenty-five, conveniently when you should be out of college and on your own. Convince him you need it now. If you do that, get the money, I’ll let you go to any college you want. Go to Australia if you want, London, I don’t care.”

So, it was blackmail. Scare him into thinking he’d never get out of Denver, out of that cold, loveless home, only to pull that card from her sleeve. “Mother...”

“Those are my terms. Also...also, son, there’s something else.”

Closing his eyes, Robin felt the tears come, and he wouldn’t deny them again. “What else?”

When he opened his eyes, it was as if he released the tears and they fell all at once, coating his cheeks in them. 

“You may remember your father praying over you each time he came.”

“Yeah,” he croaked. 

“He’s...very religious. He,” she brought up her hands and used air quotes as she said, “found god,” she spat, then let her hands drop. “After he left me and went back to his first wife, she dragged him to church, until he swore never to stray from her again. Well, he’s bought into it fully now, and he goes three times a week or some such thing. He wouldn’t appreciate knowing that his son is...shall we say...a faggot?”

Robin’s head shot up and he stared at her, disbelieving. “W-what?”

“I know, Robin, and not only do I know, but I also have proof. I have video of you and that tutor fucking. Tell your father what you really want with the money, tell your father you haven’t been to the boarding schools he thought he was paying for, or anything else you might think of confessing to him, and I’ll send that recording straight to his door. He’ll cut you off for life.”

Robin got up, though his legs didn’t feel as if they would hold him. “I have to go...”

“To him? Troy?” She asked, then started laughing with a malice in her voice, even he didn’t realize could be there.

He looked to her, saw how smug she was, and he opened his mouth, though no words would come. 

“Do you still think he likes you? That he’s some secret knight in shining armor? I’ve been paying him to sleep with you! I knew you’d never go find a piece of ass for yourself!”

The room was spinning, but he refused to faint like his body was dying to do. He reached for the back of the chair to steady him, and managed to whisper harshly, “You’re lying.”

She grabbed a pen and quickly wrote on her notepad, tearing the piece of paper from the top, throwing it in his direction. “That’s his address. Go ask him for yourself.”

When he thought he could move from the chair without falling, he reached for the paper and crumpled it in his hand, turning and moving in a staggering way to the door of the office, trying to slam it behind him. He didn’t have the strength to move it more than letting it shut lightly. 

The house was a blur of glass and pale marble as he moved through it to get to the garage, knowing he’d wreck if he tried to drive, but at that moment, he didn’t care. 

He got into the car he used whenever he did drive, which wasn’t often. Troy...Troy didn’t just teach him math and science. He’d taught Robin to drive. Once Robin turned sixteen, every Friday when they’d finish his studies with books, he’d take Robin out in his old Civic. Tory taught him how to drive, park, change lanes, merge onto the highway...he’d taught Robin everything. 

Even how to make love. 

As Robin took off the second the garage door was high enough, he thought about that first time, how scared he was, how excited. He was shaking like a leaf in a heavy wind, but Troy held him, kissing over his face, telling him he’d go slow, he’d be gentle, and he was. Each touch was tender, loving, and for the first time in his life, Robin felt in the arms of someone who truly cared. 

Clumsy at first, when he pushed inside Robin, Troy apologized a lot, telling him it had been a long time for him. Once he was seated, however, he kissed Robin awkwardly, apologizing for that too. It made Robin feel like he was in good company, like he wasn’t so weird. 

He traveled down the freeway, rubbing his hands in turn over his pants, because they were so clammy, as the freeway always made him terribly nervous. Troy had told him several times that would pass, that one day, he’d be a pro. 

Troy. 

It had been Troy who’d been waiting in the parking lot for him when he returned from his driving test, buying him a burger to celebrate the achievement of getting his license. The burger was better than champagne, he’d tasted them so rarely. They sat in the car to eat, and Robin rubbed his hand over the steering wheel over and over, disbelief that he’d done it, he’d passed his test. 

Troy.

He loved the guy. Robin had known it long before they’d become intimate, and he knew it was likely he’d gotten that early crush, because Troy was one of the few men he’d ever been around, but still, it was there. He was there, in Robin’s heart, and he wasn’t leaving. 

The note was wrinkled but legible and after setting the GPS in the car, he found it quickly enough. Sitting outside, however, the engine off and windows rolled down, he didn’t think he had the guts to knock. 

Not once had he been to Troy’s home. It was small, smaller than their guesthouse, a townhouse in a bad part of town. Troy’s place was nice looking, though. At least it had a tiny lawn in front and there wasn’t trash or an old couch there, near the steps to the door. 

While he was in the car, Troy came out of the front door, carrying a tote that was filled with flowers. Relief flooded him for a split second, and he opened the car door, set to run to him, telling him all the lies his mother was spewing, and then...then it happened. 

Someone else came out of the home with him. A girl, rather plain but pretty enough, long blond hair pulled back into a long plait. Robin reasoned it was probably Troy’s sister, cousin, something, as they both had such pale skin, but as he kept watching, Troy set the flowers down near the stairs and turned to the girl, grabbing her into a hug that was anything, except familial. 

Like he was on autopilot, he got out of the car and started across the street, not bothering to look to assure no cars were coming. The two kneeled on the ground, and the girl, who got uglier the more Robin looked at her, took out a trough to start digging and Troy snatched it from her. When her jaw dropped, he started laughing and leaned over...leaned over and...kissed her...

Robin had made it to the sidewalk, but no further. His legs went numb, his head swimming in a whirlpool, dragging him under, drowning him, and everything went suddenly black. 
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Chapter Three
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When his eyes fluttered open, the first thing he saw was Troy’s face, and for that moment, he thought it was all a dream. Well, a nightmare. Then, she was there, behind Troy, and the reality of it all crashed in on him. 

She was wringing her hands, but she looked at him like she knew him. “You,” he said in a croak, then cleared his throat. “You knew?”

Troy turned his head and told her, “Marley, let us have a minute, then I’m going to drive him home.”

“Sure, babe,” she said, then left them, and her calling Troy babe, placed that last nail in the coffin of his fantasy.

He sat up, though his head swam more. “Take it easy,” Troy told him. 

“Easy? What’s easy? Finding out you’ve been a fool for months? Years, actually.”

After casting a nervous glance over his shoulder, Troy looked back to him and begged, “Let me take you home, and we’ll talk on the way.”

He wanted to argue, to scream and cry, but he had no energy for such hysterics, so he got up, not allowing Troy to help and followed him out the door. 

His eyes caught the flowers in the tote, and it brought back the cute, romantic scene he’d witnessed. Playful, free to love one another, and there was Robin, the boy Troy secretly fucked. He felt pathetic.

Troy deposited him in the passenger seat, then got in the driver’s side, turning the keys Robin hadn’t thought to take out of the ignition. “You’re lucky this car is still here.”

“Yeah, I feel lucky,” he drawled, sarcastically. 

“Robin, I was going to tell you everything. I just needed to get my last check from your mother, and I know, I know how horrible that is. Believe me, I didn’t want to do this.”

“Then why did you? Why?”

Troy was navigating the streets much better than he did. He didn’t once have to look at the fancy GPS. Of course not, Robin thought. He’d gone that way, to the mansion on the other side of town, nearly every day for three years.

“When your mom first proposed it to me, I quit, told her to stick it, but then she upped her price, and I...Marley wants a big wedding and neither of our families can afford it, so I thought...I told myself I was doing it for her, so it was easier to say yes.”

The news made Robin’s stomach hurt even more. “M-married?”

Glancing over with another guilt-ridden face, Troy admitted, “Yeah, Robin. We’re getting married. We’ve been together for almost eight years.”

Doubling over with the pain in his gut, Robin felt like he’d die right there in the car, and he welcomed it. 

“Come on, Robin. Please, understand, it may have started off like that, but it became more, and it scared me, you know? I never thought I had a gay bone in my body, then you, well, you made me question a lot of things.”
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