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A MOMENT YOU'D LIKE TO FORGET

 


His short, rail-slim, boyfriend of 22 years
of age – 20 years his junior – snatches up the champagne bottle and
throws it straight at the school building where the Robert's
reunion is being held. It clonks off the large, red brick building
and shatters on the ground near a large stain glass window.

“Buuuttttt--- I want to go
clubbbing!”

Robert Mint runs a hand through his dark
black hair and gives the young man a pained look. He already
insisted on drinking beforehand and wearing this ridiculous pink
shirt he bought without Robert's permission from a high end
boutique on The Drive. Why does he always have to do this on
important dates?

“Listen, we can't. I
promised---.”

“I don't care,” Gary butts
in.

“Please, don't do this to
me tonight. This event is important to me.”

Gary closes his mouth. It's not silence
though. This is the calm before the storm with Robert's rather
young and very emotionally driven boyfriend. It's coming.

“I hate it when you say
things like that. Why don't you ever consider my
opinions?”

“I do.”

A hand comes up, as does a nose.

“You say that, but what
have you done for me lately to show me you love me?”

Here it comes. It's always like this. He's
going to leverage this to get something. Robert doesn't know what
it is (he suspects a new bag as the man loves to collect the damn
things like other men collect baseball cards), but it will most
likely be expensive and tax his credit card company's patience all
over again.

“I bought you that
shirt.”

“This? It was cheap – a
piece of junk that I got on sale.”

“It was full
price.”

“Yes, but I didn't get the
tailoring done on it.”

His body is slim enough not to need it. Why
does he always insist on pushing things? Robert should just dump
him now and be done with it. A single look at his gorgeous face and
a moment of consideration of Robert's aging body is enough to make
him rethink that. One is only young once.

“I'll get you something,”
he relents.

“And clubbing.”

“Again?”

“Yes – tonight. I need to
dance to relieve some of this stress that you are always putting me
under.”

“I'm not...”

He shuts his mouth, nods his head grudgedly
and turns towards the building without another word. Surely, this
can't get worse.


HOW IT GOT
MUCH WORSE

 


A thin transparent plastic cup is dumped to
the wooden floor of the gym. Robert cringes. Gary is at it
again.

“Who do
you think you are?” he growls at Thomas's friend.

“Um...
Sorry?” the man asks.

Bad idea. The whole room is watching.
Robert's face grays a little as the man grabs another cup from the
table nearby and drops the brown liquid inside back. Gary has
already had more than enough beer and is very red in the face.
Around them, people that Robert knows from his school years are
looking on with a mix of distaste and judgement. Worse, his
ex-lover Thomas is watching on with his usual calm expression.

The embarrassment is too much. He grabs the
man and rushes towards the bathroom.

“NO! You
can't control me. I'm my own man!”

Gary flings Robert's hand off and stomps
into the toilets. People stare on. There is silence for a minute or
two before the conversations start again. Thomas strolls over ant
pats the man on the shoulder.

“You two
have a fiery relationship,” he notes with a white toothed grin. “I
don't know if I could handle such a volatile
man.”

They stand there as Robert reddens and takes
breathes to calm himself. He wants to go into the bathroom and
knock some sense into the young fool, but he doesn't. Voilence
isn't the answer, even though it seems like it is right now. He's
better than that.

“We'll be
ok. He has a bit of a temper sometimes.”

'Temper Tantrum' is probably a good way to
describe what just happened. Thomas nods and runs a hand over his
thick strong jaw.

“Yeah, I
thought so when I saw him. How's things been with
you?”

Always Thomas knows him best. Discussing
their successes in business and in life dulls the anger that is
furiously storming through Robert's body. He feels calm after
awhile. It is easy when he talks with Thomas, for some reason, to
feel that way. When they were dating, before they went to seperate
ends of the country for their careers, he was always the rock that
Robert relied on. Just because they are no longer dating and Thomas
is in a long term relationship doesn't change that.

“So, you
made VP?” Robert asks.

“Yeah, I
got the promotion last month. You still living in
Boston?”

“I am.
It's become home now.”

Thomas grins and adjusts his gray suit
jacket.

“In
August I'll be moving into the neighborhood.”

Robert's face brigthens.

“Really?

“Company
apartment. I'll be on 5th.”

“Wow,
that's close to my apartment.”

They grin at each other.

“It feels
like old times,” Thomas notes, looking around the groups of men and
women chatting and drinking around them against the backdrop of the
small hall that they are in. “I missed this.”

“Me
too.”

A silence follows. It is interupted by a
girlish scream from the bathroom. There is no doubt in the minds of
anyone that hears it who that scream came from.

Robert and Thomas charge in to find Fats, a
very large man with a gut the size of a very large roast ham, has
Gary up against the wall. The man is covered in white powder and
has his dick out.

“You
promised you'd stop the coke,” Robert growls on seeing what his man
has been up to.

“Do you
know this weirdo?” Fats asks, his chin wobbling a little as he
speaks.

“He's my
boyfriend.”

The big man puts him down.

“I caught
him jacking off in the stall with this shit all over his face. He
doesn't belong here. You need to take him away.”

Pushing past, the fat man strolls into the
crowd and heads for the food buffey that they have set up under the
basketball hoop.

“I didn't
mean to. He forced me.”

Robert snorts.

“Are you
kidding me? Fats is a cop, you moron. You are lucky he didn't just
book you.”

That shuts the skinny man up.

“You are
going home by taxi now. We will talk about this when I get
back.”

Gary's back straightens.

“I don't
have to listen to you. You're not my father.”

“Yes, but
I'm paying your rent, so you had better wake up and smell the
roses. It's time to grow up.”

His powder covered boyfriend pulls himself
off the wall and strolls past without a word. Robert doesn't know
it just yet, but he has no intention of
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