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Part 1 - Brian

Chapter 1
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WHEN I OPENED THE DOOR, I was expecting to find the room clean and tidy. But it was not. It was a mess, and Philip knew that very well. I could not complain because he was my boss and also... my crush.

I wish I could be with him. But Philip was beyond my reach. He was a bit younger and also much richer than me. His family’s riches expanded beyond the country. It was maddening to think I had any chance with him.

And yet, I thought about him and what it would be like to be with that man. He had blond short hair and an athletic body that was a delight to my eyes. My hands begged to touch and explore him, but they would not have any of that.

At least, not until I became rich myself, but that was crazy.

I placed the bucket with water on the floor and started to mop it. It was Philip’s bedroom. I had no idea where he was. His absence was comforting because when he was around, he always had his way with me.

Philip was the angry kind of man. Always shouting and mistreating others. I pardoned him because he was my crush and my heart melted in his presence. The look in his eyes was enough to make me feel nervous and anxious.

When I was going to grab a box of pizza from the floor, I heard the door being slammed open. In came Philip without any sort of warning. He had a winning smile on his face.

His eyes found mine and he instantly came over to me. His hands found my waist and he pulled me closer to him. I felt his hard cock pressing against my belly. He was a bit taller than me.

“Where have you been?” He murmured to my ear. Before I could answer him, his lips found mine and he took me. I could not say anything; my tongue was too worried as it played with his.

He was such a needy and dominating young man. He was barely nineteen and had such a virility in his body language.

His hands were all over me. He kept on pushing my body closer and closer to his. I felt as if I was being absorbed by his manliness.

But he was rough and violent as well. Whenever I tried to catch my breath and recompose myself, he would pull me harder against him and force my lips to remain locked with his.

Whatever he wanted, he would have. His parents made sure he always had everything. The young man grew to become what he was now: a spoiled brat.

But he was my spoiled brat, and there was no way I was going to begin to hate him. Emotions could make me think about such stupid things.

He finally allowed me to collect myself. I breathed hard while the world seemed to turn endlessly around me. Philip had the same winning smile while he glanced at me. I probably looked pathetic with my hand on my chest.

“I have missed you!”

“But I have been in this house, working, all day long for you, Master Philip. You know where I always am,” I said.

He was having the same reaction from all the other days he caught me off guard. He had the tendency to kiss me when I least expected him to show up.

While I loved our short moments of pleasure, I was not sure he liked me the same way I liked him. I just... didn’t know if all he wanted was a sex partner or someone to truly love him. Plus, he tended to get angry and even beat me when things weren’t going his way.

It was an abusive relationship, but also one that I cherished. He was my crush and there was no way I was going to tell anyone that he was aggressive. If I did so, I would never be able to forgive myself.

“Maybe, but I haven’t seen you long enough to miss your presence.”

He leaned forward and kissed me again. For the nth time, my heart melted and I felt warm on the inside.

His face turned serious all of a sudden and he said, “I need to talk to dad about his will.”

“Do you really want the money and this property that much, Master Philip?”

“Of course I do!” He said as rage contaminated his thoughts once again, “It’s his duty to give it to me! He doesn’t have another descendant. I am his only heir!”

I took a step back as fear took hold of me. While I loved the man and would give my life for him, he could look scary when he wanted to. And, at that moment, he was frightening me.

“M-Master Philip, you do know that Master Claude doesn’t like talking about that sort of thing...”

“Stop it! He has to! He needs to understand I am supposed to be the lord of this land!”

He turned around in the same instant and bolted off to the hallway. I heard his heavy footsteps echoing as he headed to the living room.

For a moment there, I thought that he was going to beat me up again.
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I LOVED PHILIP. THAT was the only truth of our relationship that mattered to me. His beatings and abusing moments didn’t matter to me when I could kiss him every day. If there was one thing that I wanted to say to him, it was that I wished he shared the same feelings, though.

But deep down, I suspected that he didn’t it. While he found me attractive, he seemed to look at me as a prize. The man truly loved being rich, and liked having other people doing everything for him. If I didn’t work there, where else would I go? I didn’t have rich parents to keep me fed.

I wished I could tell Philip everything I thought about him, but the fact was that I didn’t have the courage to do such. I was a coward. More often than not, I found myself hating that trait of mine. I wished I could get rid of it.

It was so easy to forget that I should tell him my feelings instead of being direct with Philip. Other than his moments of abuse, I suspected that he would listen to me without a problem. A slight chance existed that the exposed truth would open his mind.

We could be the perfect couple. The first gay marriage in the state. It would create ripples everywhere. We would be all over the news. Everyone would be talking about us.

More often than not, I pictured myself in a black suit, his lips touching mine, his hand grabbing my waist, and we adopting children. We had everything to be the cutest and most loving couple in the world.

When I finished cleaning his bedroom, I closed the door and stored the bucket and the mop into the cleaning equipment room. I was the only maid they had in the house. It took a lot of time to clean the whole place, but since Master Claude’s family didn’t pressure me all the time, I could take my time with the daily activities.

Claude’s wife, Judy, died a long time ago. Ever since then, he didn’t try to approach another woman or bring one to his mansion. He preferred to spend his time teaching his son and making sure that he would grow to become a good man, not that it was working as intended.

As I left Philip’s bedroom, I heard two people discussing down below. The exchange of words was quite the heated one. The main topic seemed to be about something very serious, and since I had been living in the mansion for a good amount of time, I knew what they were arguing about.

When I reached the stairs, I heard “But that money and this place will be mine! You have to give it to me before you die!”

It was the voice of Master Philip. His dad, Master Claude, rebuked, “I am the one here who gets to make that sort of decision, not you. You need to find someone you are willing to marry before we can start talking about your supposed money and mansion. Until then, you are as poor as Brian.”

Claude and Philip both looked at me as I walked down the stairs. Master Philip shook his head in disgust and then walked away. I knew more or less where he was going. He had a place he liked to spend some time at whenever he was very angry.

The double doors slammed shut behind him. I approached Master Claude, who didn’t smile as he usually did when he saw me.

“Is everything okay with you?” He asked.

“Yes, I am fine. Thank you for asking. About Master Philip...”

“I would rather not talk about my son, but since you two have been very close, I guess we need to discuss his supposed ‘love’ for you.”

Master Claude sat on the couch and offered me to sit alongside him. I sat and then he gave me a cup of coffee.

“Master Philip has been very good to me. I don’t like seeing him so angry, although your unwillingness to prepare your will so soon is understandable.”

Master Claude sighed and for the first time ever, I noticed how old and decrepit he truly was.

“No, Philip is right. I am dying. It’s going to happen sooner rather than later.”

“Your son has been good to me.”

“Has he now?” He slightly widened his right eye, “You have no idea the kind of man he truly is.”

“What do you mean?”

“Philip doesn’t really love you. He sees you as an object to be played with. His eyes are on the money I have.”

I knew Master Claude was right about Philip, but I didn’t want to admit it. I bit my lips as I hoped that, one day, Master Philip would love me as well.

“I really like him. He is the first man to treat me the way he does.”

“Yes, but does he ever buy gifts for you? Does he ever take you to different places?” Master Claude breathed heavily and then continued, “No, he does not do those things with you. He just wants to have sex with you. We need to be sincere about what he really wants.”

His words hurt me. I didn't want to admit that, most likely, he was right.

“If I don’t write the will mentioning that everything I have will be his once I am dead, it will all go to the government. Obviously, I don’t want that to happen, but I also don’t want this mansion in the hands of someone like Philip.”

“Why is that?” I asked, puzzled that he felt so much discomfort with his own son. This conversation with Master Claude was creating cracks on my feelings for Master Philip. He was perfect for me still, but the things I chose to ignore about him were trying harder and harder to be noticed by me.

“He does not have any responsibility for his actions. He does everything based on instincts alone. He is like an animal many times. I don’t want to think that everything I have built will crumble because of his mismanagement.”

I folded my hands and looked at the floor. Master Claude could define Master Philip with so much ease. No wonder he was his dad. He knew more about the young man than I did. My love for him clouded my judgment, even though I didn’t want to admit that.

“Anyway, it was good to talk to you, Brian. Have you cleaned all the rooms already?”

I nodded. Master Claude got up from the couch and walked to his office. He was probably going to call some of his clients and try to establish new deals. Whenever he was not eating or sleeping, he was working.

I walked toward the windows to admire the sunset. My open hand slid along the glass of the window as I glanced at the orange sun. It was so beautiful, especially with the orange glow around the trees.

I opened the door and stepped into the backyard’s garden. The place was wonderful. It was the kind of spot I could spend hours in without noticing the passage of time. It was peaceful and inviting too. I always went there when my mind was racing and I needed some time alone.

But I didn’t go there for that reason this time. In the biggest tree at the end of the backyard was a house. Too small to fit a full family, but big enough for Master Philip and me. He was there; I could see the light coming from the front window.

What he was doing... I didn’t know, but considering the state at which he left the discussion with Master Claude, he was probably not in a good mood. I was not quite sure I should go there. He was like a magnet, though. Master Philip pulled and attracted me wherever he went.

I climbed the ladder and knocked onto the small trap door. No answer came from the inside, though the noises from before ceased.

“Master Philip! I came here to talk to you,” I said after knocking on the trap door again.

This time, I did hear some noise coming from the house. Moments after, Master Philip’s face was in front of mine when he opened the trap door with a key.

“Come in,” he said after going to one side of the small house and sitting there. I climbed up, closed the trap door and approached him.

“What is wrong?” I asked after sitting next to him.

“It’s my dad. He doesn’t want to give me what he has. This mansion... it should be mine.”

“Master Philip, you are thinking about your father’s death when he is very much alive and
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