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The Pasta Duo

The handsome, erudite Sebastian Crudite was passionate about his work as an ad designer for the Orlando office of the Lakeview Public Relations and Marketing Group. But today had been an unusually taxing one. First of all, he’d been assigned a heavier workload than usual due to a higher-than-usual attrition rate. Additionally, each and every one of his clients had concerns, issues or questions about their campaign. 

So, when his best friend, Andrew Salisbury, asked Sebastian to meet him for dinner at the Twirling Fork Authentic Italian Trattoria, he jumped at the chance. Now that his workday had taken a sharp turn south? He wondered whether it would have been a better idea to take a raincheck. Because Andrew sounded down in the dumps—which probably meant that he needed Sebastian to be a sounding board. His armchair shrink. After work, he wasn’t sure he would be down with the role of either.

As Sebastian drove to Celebration, the once-controversial Disney-inspired community where the restaurant was located, he felt remorseful for even having second thoughts about dinner. Being a professor at a prestigious university—Andrew’s profession—was no cakewalk, either. And yet, when Sebastian broke up with the impulsive, nonconventional Matt after a committed relationship lasting ten years, Andrew always showed up for him. He was always present for Sebastian. During the two hours separating his last two classes of the day, Andrew would dry Sebastian’s tears and soothe his broken heart. Andrew said all the right things. Listened without judgment, even though Sebastian was sure his best friend graciously concealed many observations about Matt, whom he never particularly cared for anyway. 

“He’s cocky,” Andrew said, after Sebastian first introduced them. “A know-it-all. I bristle in the presence of people like that. Are you sure he’s who you want?”

Then, when Matt moved in with Sebastian, Andrew tried his best to be amiable. He wasn’t always successful, but Sebastian appreciated the effort. 

All the while, self-absorbed Matt remained blindly oblivious to Andrew’s disdain for him. That’s how naïve and out-of-touch he was.

Sebastian admired Andrew’s best qualities, one of which was his ability to read people accurately. His insights into personality and character were uncanny, even after chatting with new acquaintances for only a few minutes. Andrew, polished and intellectually inquisitive, had a wonderful sense of humor (though occasionally, he came across as a bit haughty, which Sebastian knew to be a defense mechanism), and was a dedicated friend. There were times when Sebastian wished they could be a couple. Their values matched. They enjoyed similar music, movies and books. But despite their similarities, Andrew just didn’t have the physical attributes that turned Sebastian on. It wasn’t that Andrew was unattractive. He wasn’t. But his good looks trended toward a studious, bookworm-ish kind of handsome. Which made sense, since he was a Humanities professor at the University of Central Florida. Andrew wore stylish clothes, kept himself well-groomed and well-coiffed—a contrast to his impoverished childhood with blue collar parents who worked much too hard. Thin with well-defined muscles, he even worked out daily at the university gym. He sported a friendly face, wore glasses with wildly colored frames, and at least once a week, showed up to his classes wearing a gaudy bowtie—just to keep my students amused. 

He was the quintessential quirky college professor.

There must be many men who found his type attractive. Based on the number of women who came on to him, surely that must be true. Though he was hardly a slut, he never had a problem finding a date (though, in truth, Andrew enjoyed playing the game of “hard to get” more than the actual conquest).

Sebastian took the busy exit from the Interstate toward Celebration’s Town Center. Maybe his evening was looking up, as he quickly found a parking space in a high-demand area. 

My lucky day! Unsuccessfully, Sebastian resisted the smug, self-satisfied smile stretching across his face as he pulled into the one remaining space before the Tesla could.

He entered Twirling Fork. Like many Italian restaurants, the place was noisy, exuberant. After a short wait for the busy hostess, he informed her that he was meeting a friend. He’d barely finished his sentence when he spotted Andrew, waving vigorously to get his attention. 

“Never mind,” he told the hostess. “I see my friend now.”

Sebastian and Andrew embraced. 

“I’ve already ordered us a bottle of wine,” Andrew said as they made themselves comfortable at their table. “Glad I did! It looks like you could use a little mellowing out. A shitty day, I take it?”

Sebastian shrugged. “Just—busy. But bordering on shitty.”

Beneath the subdued lighting of the dining room, Sebastian studied his friend’s face. His short, light brown hair appeared slightly disheveled. He had loosened his necktie just enough to show off a tuft of chest hair emerging from his shirt collar and stopping just short of his neck. But what was most obvious? Andrew was preoccupied about something. His usual glow, generally bright and upbeat, was now substantially pale.

“Looks like I’m not the only one with a less-than-stellar day.” Sebastian smiled kindly. “And don’t try to bullshit me. I can tell when something’s bugging you.”

The server arrived at their table with a bottle of Moscato and two glasses. “How are you gentlemen this evening?” Sebastian noticed that the server’s name was Timothy. “Looking forward to the weekend?”

“Yes, I am,” Andrew replied. “I intend to do everything in my power to relinquish all consciousness of this entire week.”

Timothy laughed then winked, though Andrew, usually an expert in detecting another man’s interest, couldn’t determine if flirtation was his server’s intention. “You probably shouldn’t share any more information than that—though I must admit: I am curious!”

“My approach to forgetting is not yet fully formulated.” Andrew glanced at the bottle of Moscato. “I hope a glass or two of that will deactivate the culprit brain cells.”

Timothy chuckled as he carefully poured wine into their glasses. “I’ll be right back for your orders, gentlemen. We are running a special tonight. It’s called the Pasta Duo. Most entrees in the pasta section of the menu are included. You can order any two pasta meals from that category and pay only one and a half times the amount of one pasta dish. If you love pasta, it’s not a bad deal for a couple.”

“Thanks, Timothy. We’ll consider it.”

Once the young server disappeared, Andrew took a sip of his wine. He savored the sweet taste, caught Sebastian’s eye and smiled pensively. “I hesitate to burden you with my problems,” he said. “Especially since you seem to have issues of your own. But you always have good insight into my problems. I always appreciate your feedback.”

Sebastian chuckled. “Happy to be of service. Thinking about your dilemmas distracts me from my own. But first, shouldn’t we decide on this Pasta Duo? I mean, if that’s the way you want to roll tonight.”

“I’m happy with it. Besides, if Timothy recommends it, who are we to argue? Such a cutie is not likely to steer us wrong.” A pause while Andrew waited for the eye roll he knew was coming. “Besides, I really like their lasagna.”

“And their fettuccine Alfredo is great, too.” Sebastian caught Andrew’s eye. “Well, that was easy.”

When Timothy returned, they placed their entrée orders but also requested a cup of chicken gnocchi soup for each of them.

“Very good, gentlemen. I’ll let the kitchen know right away. But first, is there anything else I can get you now?”

Andrew smiled. “I think we’re okay. You’re taking good care of us.”

After Timothy disappeared, they enjoyed another sip of wine and began nibbling absently on the olives left at their table.

Sebastian brushed his blond bangs from his forehead. “How are your classes this term, Andrew?”

Andrew scowled, then rubbed his face wearily. “I’m afraid I have something of a problem.” He cleared his throat. “Look. I’m sorry to dump on you, Sebastian, after not seeing you for almost three weeks. But I would really appreciate the benefit of your expertise. You have excellent insight into how to deal with all kinds of people, even the shitheads of the world. Well, I’ve encountered at least one of these. While most of my students are wonderful—with very few exceptions—I’m afraid I’ve gotten myself into a pickle.”

Sebastian studied his friend’s face. “What kind of pickle?” 

Not that he really needed to ask. Everyone had to know what was going on with Florida’s post-secondary education system. With Governor “DeSanctimonious,” who not only fancied himself a dictator but also considered himself an expert in, well, everything, and who also embraced a far-right agenda, being a teacher or a professor in the state was fraught with landmines each time educators reported to their classrooms. The bullshit started with the state’s K-12 schools, when he and his crony legislature passed the ambiguous Don’t Say Gay bill. Then, when the governor was able to get away with wreaking havoc in the public schools, he turned his attention to the state colleges and universities. Sebastian was grateful he had chosen to pursue a marketing career rather than one in education; he’d rather sleep in a box on the street than have to put up with the confusing and maddening bullshit teachers did now.

“Apparently, two students—I guess they’re mine, though I don’t think they have to be to register a complaint—have already reported me to the anti-woke police.” 

Air escaped from Sebastian’s lips, like a leaky tire. “The state is really determined to impose these policies? I figured it was all a bunch of bullshit posturing from a man lacking any humanity.”

A defeated Andrew shrugged. “I’m afraid so. Right now, all I know is that a concern has been expressed to the university administration about some unknown perspective that I allegedly endorsed in the classroom. Apparently, my perceived worldview doesn’t dovetail with the view of those two students.”

“The complaint is that vague?”

Andrew sighed. “So far, vagueness is all I get. Maybe my meeting with the Dean of Academic Affairs on Monday will provide more clarity. But who knows? The convicts seem to be running the prison.”

Disgusted, Sebastian shook his head. “So the university drops this vague, totally useless information in your lap just in time to ruin a weekend? How considerate!” Sebastian studied Andrew’s anguished face. “Do you have any idea what a complaint might be in your discipline? Humanities and other courses, especially those that deal with the social sciences, invariably leave professors more vulnerable than courses like math and chemistry. I guess biology professors have to be careful with Darwinian theory. They probably also need to be careful with chapters on the reproductive system. After all, fucking is not tolerated in Florida.”

Andrew folded his hands atop the table. “See? That’s the thing, Sebastian. In the college classroom, as you know, there are certain concepts and theories, sometimes controversial, based on research that we must address. Otherwise, our courses won’t be considered academically rigorous. For accreditation, they must be. For the past few weeks, we’ve been dealing with cultural, social and artistic values of early civilization. How their ideas and practices have changed from one historical period to the next. How they’ve stayed the same. We’ve discussed why certain attitudes prevailed and others didn’t. Why certain values prevailed and others didn’t. I provide topics for discussion, but I never dictate the direction in which a discussion should go. What I suspect is that a single prompt triggered a student who might have been waiting for the opportunity to put a professor in the hot seat.”

Timothy reappeared with their entrees. “Careful, gentlemen. These plates are hot.” He placed their meals in front of them. “Do you need anything else before I leave you to your dinners?”

Sebastian cleared his throat. “I think you forgot our soup, Timothy.”

Timothy’s face turned red. “I sure did. And I’m very sorry.” He reached for the pasta plates.  “I’ll keep these warm—”

Andrew shook his head. “That’s not necessary. We’re not too rigid about the order of food delivery. We’re okay to enjoy our soups along with the pasta.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll be right back.”

As Timothy backed away from their table, Sebastian winked at Andrew. “Do I detect a little vibe between the two of you?”

Andrew laughed salaciously. “Well, he is awfully cute—though a little airheaded. But who fucks anyone for their brains? At least at first.”

A frenzied Timothy returned with their soup. “Again, I apologize. I appreciate your understanding.”

“No apology necessary. Besides, it looks awfully busy tonight.”

Timothy smiled. Shrugged. “Not an excuse. But thanks. And by the way, desserts are on the house.”

“That’s not—”

Timothy waved the objection away. “Yes, it is.” He disappeared quickly.

The men tasted their soup, which met with their mutual approval. “You mentioned that a prompt might have triggered the complaint,” Sebastian reminded Andrew. “Do you have any idea which one?”

Andrew rolled his eyes. It was easy for Sebastian to see the stress to which his friend had been subjected. “I suspect that sex is the crux of the complaint. Perhaps I should always whisper the word around here. Or sign it in ASL. I did ask the class to compare the sexual values of antiquity to ones that are prevalent today. Most students were quite candid, even outspoken, about their perspectives. I mean, with the Don’t Say Gay legislation effective in the public schools—don’t forget the war on transpersons in full throttle—I think that discussion would be the most likely target for a complaint.” Andrew sampled his lasagna and closed his eyes in pleasure. “This is delicious! Just the way I remember it from my first visit several years ago. It has to be the best I’ve ever eaten.”

“You’ve always had a great relationship with your students in the past, haven’t you? That’s the impression I’ve always gotten. It’s strange that a student wouldn’t come to you before they went over your head with a complaint.”

“Now, administration has to report the complaint on the state level, as well. With an explanation as to what intervention occurred to correct my classroom approach in my academic discipline. I assume that’s where we are in this ridiculous process—though transparency’s certainly not part of it.” Despondently, Andrew shook his head. “It’s going to be a mess, I can assure you. And you’re right. I was never immune to students who took issue with my approach to the humanities. Or even to the content of the course itself. But in the past, they felt comfortable enough to come to me directly to discuss their concerns. I haven’t changed. I’m still as open as I always was. Now, though, the state has deputized these young adults to assist the governor in his witch hunts. They feel empowered. It’s as simple as that.”

“Wow! Just—wow! This is far messier than I would have imagined. But then, I’ve only read news coverage about it. You’re in the trenches, though.”

Earnestly, Andrew looked into Sebastian’s cerulean eyes. He nodded. “That’s the way I feel, too. Though what I’ve done seems, to any reasonable mind, like the kind of offense that might warrant a slap on the wrist. However, I worry termination might be a consequence of the crime I’ve apparently committed against the state’s young people. The governor could make a fine example of me. And if that’s the case, Sebastian, I don’t know what I’ll do.”

Sebastian frowned. “Of course you know, Andrew. You’ll lawyer the hell up.”
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A Tantalizing Appetizer

Fuck! What’s with these vexing thoughts and why are they still happening? 

These moments of anxiety, occurring mostly in the evening, when Sebastian really needed to sleep. Instead, he often ruminated about his breakup with Matt Summer. A breakup that occurred almost two years ago. 

Hasn’t it been long enough to be done with this asshole?

Considering his melancholy mood right now, he guessed maybe not. Otherwise, he’d have made an appointment with a therapist long ago.

Sebastian and Matt met each other at Limelight, a gay dance club in downtown Orlando during the heat of an oppressive southern summer. Almost instantly, they connected. Sebastian was eighteen and had recently graduated from high school; Matt was only one year older. They danced the night away and had a few drinks (courtesy of a couple of fake IDs) during songs they didn’t particularly like. 

It was a quick decision to make. 

“Yes, you can come to my apartment to spend the night.” Matt smiled then glanced toward Sebastian’s crotch.

Maybe more than a glance. A prolonged gaze. Perhaps an examination of Sebastian’s package. A longitudinal study of sorts.

At the time, while the encounter was not Sebastian’s first intimate experience with another man, it was his most satisfying so far. He sensed that Matt was far more experienced than he—indeed, a quintessential practicing homosexual—far more uninhibited and adventurous in bed. Sebastian thought he’d never forget this explosive evening. 

As they were undressing, Matt somewhat proudly admitted that “I’m a side. I mean, I can function as a top, for sure. But the anal option isn’t what most excites me.” He shrugged. “I thought you should know.”

Actually, Sebastian felt relieved. “Sex is sex. Right? As long as both men find it pleasurable.”

Matt chuckled. “I think I can guarantee you will.”

He was right. 

Sebastian’s chest, thick and furry. Matt seemed to like that feature quite a lot. 

Then, a surprising query: “Wonder how that happened?” Matt asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the hair on your head is blond, I noticed, but your chest and stomach hair is almost black. And those blue eyes of yours. What a sexy contrast!” Matt pinched his lips together in rapt consideration. “Let’s leave the lights on. I love the aesthetics of your body. I’m already hard as a rock.”

They fell into bed together, wrapped tightly in each other’s arms. Sebastian marveled at Matt’s tender but determined kisses; the taste of his mouth was pleasing, a combination of vanilla and peppermint. Their tongues, trapped by tightly sealed lips, embattled in passionate swordplay. Their hands explored one another’s upper torso. 

“God, I could get so lost in that garden of yours!” Matt, with breathless excitement, said.

Suddenly, Matt flung Sebastian onto his back and straddled him. Leaning forward, he teased Sebastian’s nipples with his tongue, then his teeth. Next, he trailed his tongue along Sebastian’s chest and stomach, but stopped short of his already stiff penis. He teased the tip of the glans with his tongue, then returned to Sebastian’s neck and ears. His hair emanated the robust aroma of manhood, woodsy and spicy.

Sebastian enjoyed a few minutes of Matt’s tongue on his neck, in his ears. He had perfected a technique where he gently inhaled through his open mouth after swabbing Sebastian’s ear with his tongue. The sensation, much more erotic than he would have imagined. Sebastian could no longer contain himself. Sebastian rose to his knees, beside Matt, then flipped Matt over onto his back first, then quickly onto his stomach. He traced a fine trail of saliva from the bottom of Matt’s neck along the center of his back. Then, as Matt moaned and quivered, Sebastian’s tongue swept into Matt’s enticing crack, then thrust into his hidden anus. Gently, Sebastian licked and probed; Matt, especially sensitive here, moaned, his panting accelerated, as though he were being tortured. The more Matt vocalized, the harder Sebastian got. 

With determination, and despite Sebastian’s tentative resistance, Matt turned over onto his back. While Matt’s chest was moderately hairy, it paled in comparison to Sebastian’s. Not that his chest made any difference. Not to Sebastian who didn’t require a hirsute man; after all, he was hairy enough for two. Besides, a less-than-hairy chest could taunt an easily roving penis as the organ slithered its way toward a man’s willing mouth.

Matt’s signal was crystal clear. Sebastian took Matt’s throbbing erection into his mouth. He cupped his lover’s balls with his right hand and kissed them and licked them gingerly. He noticed that Matt seemed far more interested in Sebastian’s sucking technique than providing any assistance. He remained in a passive supine position, allowing Sebastian to go to work. 

Well, good. That’s the way I like it, too, Sebastian thought. 

Sebastian wrapped a fist around the bottom of Matt’s shaft while he moved his mouth up and down, up and down, slowly at first, then gradually increasing speed and intensity. He alternated rhythms, savoring Matt’s moans of pleasure in response to speed and cadence. There was nothing like satisfying your partner during sex—except hearing your partner acknowledge how much you’re satisfying him. Vocalizations really made Sebastian hot—and Matt was really vocal. 

They were a fine match.

Matt’s vocalizations grew more breathless yet louder with each thrust into Sebastian’s silky mouth. But Matt was determined he would not ejaculate before he enjoyed a taste of Sebastian. Matt began his exploration by taking Sebastian’s balls, one at a time, into his mouth, then licking his manscaped scrotum. His ball sac was smooth, silky—similar to the thin, sweet film on top of flan. As he licked Sebastian’s scrotum, he relished the wonderful taste and texture against his tongue. 

And then, suddenly and quite unexpectedly, Sebastian’s dick was engulfed in Matt’s hot mouth. Gently, Sebastian helped things along by pairing a gentle thrust of his hips with the rhythm of Matt’s mouth, moving up and down along Sebastian’s steely shaft. Matt noticed a subtle sweetness, like vanilla and allspice, in the taste of his partner’s genitals—a taste that enticed him to suck more vigorously. Clearly, he would settle for nothing less than Sebastian’s juices exploding in his mouth. From Sebastian’s perspective, there was no way that he could not ejaculate into Matt’s mouth. 

He had reached the point of no return.

And Matt recognized the moment of ecstasy.

Suddenly, several hefty spurts of jism cascaded into Matt’s mouth like a river at the moment a dam breaks. He marveled at the miracle of bringing his partner such sweet release. He also savored the taste of Sebastian’s nectar, sticky and sweet like honey and citrus. Satiated, Matt lay on his back and reached for his own penis. 

“No,” Sebastian whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

Eagerly, Sebastian took Matt into his mouth and began to suck—but not for long! Matt had gotten really worked up from Sebastian’s explosive orgasm. He popped his cork into Sebastian’s mouth with a great shout and shudder.

Then they slept the rest of the night in one another’s arms.

***
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AS AN ARMCHAIR GOURMAND, Sebastian always considered his first encounter with Matt the delicious appetizer of their relationship. Unfortunately, in much less time than Sebastian felt it should, their relationship lost much of its spice. Matt, the true gourmand in their cozy dyad, worked as a sous chef at the Capriccio Grill at the Peabody Hotel Orlando. But food and sex weren’t his only interests. He enjoyed a side gig as a model for the local television and virtual market. Indeed, Matt did look like a model. An intriguing come-fuck-me smile remained perpetually etched on his inviting face. People must have thought him to be one of the most genial men around. (And some, Sebastian discovered much later, thought he was among the easiest.) He kept his auburn hair trimmed short and neat—the epitome of a clean-cut All-American boy, though he was undeniably anything but. Because his complexion was fair, attributable to a Nordic gene in his bloodline, he kept his facial hair trimmed, but with the perpetual sexy effect of a five o’clock shadow. It was only a matter of time, Sebastian was convinced, that Matt would begin to appear in nationally distributed glossy magazines.

While other men might have experienced pangs of jealousy over “sharing” their lover with metropolitan Orlando, Sebastian felt a tingle of pride (and just a bit of arousal) whenever Matt’s larger-than-life body appeared on a billboard distracting drivers along Interstate 4, or his face in extreme close-up gazing seductively at viewers of popular television shows.

For about eight years—Sebastian was good at recalling specific and accurate timelines—the men were very happy in their relationship. About a year after their introduction at Limelight, Matt moved in with Sebastian, whose newly-leased apartment was approximately one hundred square feet larger than his. Coincidentally, after their cohabitation began, Sebastian was offered a position at the Lakeview Public Relations and Marketing Group. At the time of hire, since he was still pursuing his degree, he was mostly a gopher for the firm’s senior partners. But his supervisors appreciated his potential. As soon as he earned his undergraduate degree, he was promoted.  Marc, his boss, began assigning him a few of his own accounts.

During a night of torrid lovemaking, a serious Matt asserted that they should consider the prospect of marriage. “Why not? We’ve managed to survive the seven-year itch. They say if a couple can make it that long, then a lifetime commitment is a cinch.”

Sebastian couldn’t deny it. He was excited by the possibility. He even began to make preliminary plans. But then, he noticed a change. Matt’s enthusiastic resolve began to wane and continued to shrink over several months. Sebastian was never sure why. He was still happy with Matt—and Matt seemed to be more than satisfied with him. Then, something happened. Sebastian detected Matt’s growing detachment; the evidence wasn’t exactly tangible. It was more like a vibe or feeling that perhaps Matt didn’t enjoy the same level of satisfaction anymore.

Maybe he’s just sick of me pushing the marriage narrative, Sebastian mused. I just need to give him time to appreciate the logic behind it.

Matt’s detachment coincided with his enrollment in the hospitality program at the Rosen College of Hospitality Management at the University of Central Florida. Though he would be the first to admit that the role of a sous chef was demanding and often exhausting, Matt found he truly loved the restaurant industry. But he was passionately driven to be a full chef who also owned his own establishment. He thought such a goal would be easier with a degree in hospitality management.

Sebastian was supportive of his enrollment in the program. He would have been a jerk otherwise. But he also tacitly acknowledged that the possibility of marriage would probably decline—at least until Matt graduated.

Soon, their sex life fizzled. Sebastian chalked up its life support status to fatigue from the increased demands of academia on Matt. After all, he still kept a full schedule at the restaurant—though he had steered almost completely away from his modeling ventures. There was simply no time, he said, to pursue two side gigs. And the least financially rewarding job was modeling.

But to Sebastian, it seemed that a moratorium had also been placed on their relationship in addition to Matt’s modeling.

The next couple of years witnessed a reduction in the frequency of sex between them. The longer the deprivation, the more Sebastian rationalized Matt’s lack of interest. During moments of anxiety or depression, he excused Matt’s flaccid disinterest as their having grown comfortable with each other, with the routine of their relationship, even with one another’s body. 

Who can keep fucking like bunnies after you’ve done it for years? Sebastian asked himself.

But he had an answer to his own question: Two people who are still in love.

Shortly after their ten-year “anniversary”—an event that went uncelebrated, even unremembered by Matt—they booked a late dinner at a local restaurant then spent a charged hour dancing and drinking. Matt seemed pumped because he had only one more course to complete before he would be eligible to receive his degree. 

The next morning, Matt overslept. Neither man remembered to set the two alarm clocks placed on opposite sides of their bedroom. (And both were heavy sleepers.) Matt was scheduled to arrive at the restaurant by ten o’clock to start lunch prep. When he awakened, it was already nine-fifteen. 

“What the hell, Sebastian. You let me oversleep! God, I’m gonna be in such trouble!”

Matt’s anger startled Sebastian awake. It took him a moment to process Matt’s pique. And when he finally did, he couldn’t help but respond angrily.

“I’m sorry, Matt. I should have known it was my responsibility to keep up with your schedule.” His expression transitioned from fake sympathy to genuine anger. “Who am I now? Your fucking mother?”

Matt fumed at Sebastian’s sarcasm but knew there was nothing to be gained through retaliation. “You could have asked, y’know. You also knew that I’d had a few more drinks than usual.”

“Yeah, fuckwad, and maybe you could have remembered our anniversary for each of the past two years. But my bad! A narcissist thinks only of the most important person in his life. Apparently, I’m not that person!”

Matt’s face glowered. “How petty can you get? You know what I’ve been up against for the past couple of years. Maybe you should consider what kind of asshole you see staring back everytime you look in the mirror!”

Matt stormed out without a kiss goodbye—and without his smartphone. 

Sebastian sat in the middle of their bed, obsessing over Matt’s point. Maybe he had grown too self-focused. Perhaps Sebastian had been insensitive to the intensity of Matt’s educational challenges.

Suddenly, a surprised Sebastian noticed Matt’s phone, which he never forgot. It was still connected to the charger on his bedside table. 

Immediately, suspicion!

He reached for his own phone to call Matt. To ask if he needed his cell delivered to him. 

Then, another thought: What if there’s a clue to our failure to connect, right here on his fucking phone?

A man who is no longer being fucked knows when he is being fucked over.

He grabbed Matt’s device. Tried using his birthdate as his password. When that didn’t work, he tried his own name, then thought: You flatter yourself! You think he’ll use your name as his password when he can no longer stand to touch you?

Because the phone’s security features would soon block any further attempts, he ran several password possibilities through his head. He recalled that Matt was ecstatic when he was offered the job at the Peabody Orlando Hotel. Gullible Matt, so easily influenced by status! Sebastian noticed how proud he became once he was employed there. Sebastian always detected a bit of a haughty sniff when Matt answered the occasional question: “Where do you work, Matt?”

Finally, Sebastian entered Peabody18 as the password. He half-expected that it wouldn’t work, either—though he’d followed Matt’s customary pattern of formulating passwords.

“Holy shit! Bingo!”

Immediately, he opened Matt’s texting app. He scanned through the senders list. 

“Who the fuck is Bobby?” The question, whispered harshly into an empty bedroom.

Bobby’s name kept appearing throughout Matt’s text messages. Each message amped up Sebastian’s feelings of confusion and injury. Finally, with only a residual feeling of guilt, he opened up one more conversation string.

When can I see you again? That was the first text from Bobby that Sebastian spotted. I really had fun yesterday afternoon. You’re the hottest guy I’ve ever met. Is Sebastian as sexy as you?

And then, the disparagement began. Several of Matt’s replies to Bobby hinted that his relationship with Sebastian had gotten “stale.” I’m trying to wiggle my way out of this shitty relationship. I want to spend more time with you. But the one that stung most of all? Matt’s assessment of how boring Sebastian had become in bed. Especially compared to you, Bobby. You know how to touch me. You know where. I get all worked up just thinking about you. That never happens with Sebastian. Not anymore. I’m afraid our relationship has run its course.

As Sebastian scrolled through more messages, he noticed one that especially alarmed him: I’ve got to find the right time to break the news to Sebastian. I think it’ll be very soon. We can plan our next steps from there. I must ask you to be patient with me, though. Sebastian and I have a lot to do to disconnect.

Sebastian replaced Matt’s phone on the bedside table. His hands shook visibly. A hollowness, originating in the pit of his stomach, spread through his torso. His heartbeat accelerated. Was it not recently that he and Matt were planning to get married? Now, Matt was conniving the best way to extract himself from their relationship. To make a clean getaway.

Sebastian tackled two projects he’d brought from his office to work on over the weekend. But distracting himself from the hideous texts—well, it would take more than immersing himself in work. All he could concentrate on was the question: What will splitting up mean to me? To Matt? 

Because he could see no other alternative. 

***

[image: ]


SEBASTIAN HAD FALLEN into a doze just from the sheer exhaustion of obsessing over the texts. He was awakened by the sound of the key in the front door lock. He glanced at his watch. Eleven-thirty. Matt had worked both lunch and dinner; he would be in no mood for a confrontation.

Tough shit, Sebastian thought. He brought this on himself.

Matt’s routine after work included an Evian rehydration and savoring a Ghirardelli chocolate or two. Soon, Matt, already unbuttoning his shirt, appeared in their bedroom. Immediately, he spotted his phone, charging on his nightstand. “I did leave my phone here this morning. I’ve been obsessing over it all day.” 

He leaned in for a kiss, but Sebastian abruptly turned his head away. “What’s wrong?”

Sebastian glared at him for a moment, then shook his head slowly.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” Matt repeated the question more aggressively. Sebastian knew that what followed could easily devolve into a bona fide fight. They had never actually struck one another, but there was always a first time.

Sebastian glared into Matt’s face. “I have just one thing to say, Matt. I gained a lot of clarity today. And I learned a lot about you.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





