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​Chapter 1

One Unlucky Boy
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FOR YEARS, PEOPLE HAVE had a very romantic view of what the future would be like. I certainly hoped they would be right, but while I watched the streets below, I realized they were nothing more than utterly romantic fools. I read the stories people wrote in the past, and they got it all wrong.

Of course, some people managed to get it right. Those were the lucky ones. The future would indeed be very melancholic, sad and in no way kind to the people that didn't have power and money, like me. Now, I was not one of the poorest, but I still felt the effects of what not having enough money meant.

We, the humans, finally created a space station that could do more than just circling the Earth. The Tortoise looked exactly like the name implied, and was located very close to the sun. It's wide solar panels managed to harvest enormous amounts of energy from the sun. From the apartment I lived in with my parents, I could see the fake sky above me, and also some of the stars and dust clouds.

“Son, are you coming to have dinner with us?" Someone asked after opening the door of my bedroom. It was my father, and he was a man in his mid-fifties. By no means did he look like a decrepit man, though. He had everything a guy needed to strike deep into the heart of the ladies. He could not do that anymore, though, because he was married to my mom. Still, with a full beard like that and blue eyes, there was nobody who could not fall in love for him.

“I'm going," I answered. He closed the door and I heard his footsteps disappearing into the coldness of the hallway that separated my bedroom to the living room.

I opened the curtain once again to spy on the streets below my apartment. Ours was located on the 55th floor, and the distance between me and the streets below was breathtaking, but even under that condition I could still watch was happening below.

I was living in a poor neighborhood, of course, but even I didn't imagine that people would be fighting each other like that for food. I was pretty content that I didn't live remotely close to the streets. I would fear for the safety of the glasses of my windows if that were the case, given the tendency of those people to throw stuff toward our building.

Above me was much more than just the fake sky and the stars, though. The rich lived there, and they were more worried about their money and power than people like me. Whatever they bought and used was discarded as trash onto the lower sections of The Tortoise, as if we were nothing more than bacteria.

Still, while I contemplated their huge mansions and apartment complexes, I wondered if I would ever be part of that. It was my dream to become rich and have enough money for everything I wanted. I also wished to provide for my family.

My mom was not in her best health state. Ever since I was born, her health deteriorated. It started with her back, making her almost impossible to walk without feeling some pain, but then it got worse over the years. She started to have more pain spots all over her body until we discovered she had back cancer. There was treatment available, but it was too expensive. My dad did his best to soothe her pain, and so did I while I still worked as a pizza delivery boy, but it almost wasn't enough.

I finally closed the curtain after getting bored out by the lack of new stuff happening down below. That kind of thing was like entertainment to me, and it was much better than my shitty old computer and the TV, but it was very repetitive as well. That last one had severely suffered the consequences of the passage of time. More and more people stopped watching TV. Even the actors were forced to create their own platforms on the internet to make enough money to get by.

When I closed the door and walked down the hallway, I questioned myself if I would have enjoyed growing up with a brother. It would have to be a guy because there was no way I would play with a girl. It was something that I just didn't have any affinity for. I would rather be with boys than with girls.

When I got into the kitchen, which was the place we usually ate our food in, I was greeted by my mother, who hugged me, as she always did. Every time she saw me was like the first or last time for her. It was understandable, because as the years passed, her memory got worse as well. It hurt me deeply to see her like that, especially because the treatment was available, but none us has the money for it. The politicians and the noblemen of the current age had it all, and we were left with nothing.

“Mom, I'm so glad to see you well again."

“I feel the same for you, honey," she said and then gave me a short kiss on the cheek. I blushed because it was unusual for her to do something like that. Mom and dad didn't know I was gay, and I preferred it that way. Being gay was still very much a taboo among the residents of The Tortoise.

I sat on the table and mom put a handful of meat for me to eat. I grabbed some rice, beans and alfalfa to go along with the delicious meat. While I looked at the two of them there, I tried to understand why and how we became so poor.

Dad was raised in a rich family back on Earth. He grew up to become a fantastic and exemplary engineer. I certainly would have been very envious of him if I had been born on the same generation. The kind of projects he managed to pull off during his golden years was like nothing I had seen.

When I was looking through his documents one day, I discovered more or less what had happened to him. It seemed that the company he worked for got hold of the proprietary rights he had. They used them as a way to make more money, because of course those damn bastards needed more of it. Through a bunch of legal loopholes, they managed to take away all the share he had.

Without enough money, he could not pay the maids, the house we had on the upper floor of The Tortoise, the exotic racing car dad bought for me, and everything else that guarantee a good life for us. He was devastated by the news. He tried to hire some lawyers to fix things up, but due to the death threats made anonymously, he didn't have the courage to keep pushing forward.

Mom was nothing like that. She was born poor, became rich and now was back to what she had been for most of her life. While I looked at her eating her rice with extreme difficulty, letting some bits fall to the old table we had, I felt pain more than I felt pity. Dad also looked very worried. He always had that expression on his face when we were eating. It was the eternal reminder that our life was fucked.

Mom did have her merits during her life, though. She came from Mexico during one of those illegal trips people took to come to the USA. Their country was run more than ever before by the gangs that worked with drugs. I could not blame her for trying to escape the nightmare that is that country.

Still, mom managed to get a job once she more or less settled in her new home. She lived in Austin, got her documentation, and achieved a college degree in Economics. She managed to work for a couple of years until she met dad. He, then, after seeing the kind of condition she lived in, chose to make sure she would never need to work again. Mom didn't have much of a choice regarding that because Dad was very intense about his wishes. He had a good heart during his early twenties, despite being extremely misguided.

I ate some of the food and realized it was not good. I didn't externalize that thought in any way to them because, otherwise, I would not have been able to forgive myself. I would never be able to sleep if I ever did such a thing. I wish I had full control of my mind so that I would never have to worry about controlling my body language like that.

Still, I wished I could eat more of the food I got from college. They had good food they served every day. I very much wished I could spend more time there than at home.

That kind of thoughts, however, consumed me, so I shoved them away. I had to be glad that I lived with them and not alone like the vandals that robbed stores in the streets below. While some people did always say to me that some things can never get worse, I knew that wasn't the case regarding my mental stability.

When dad passed me the bottle of soda he had bought from the local small store located on the corner of the block, he almost seemed ready to have a breakdown at that moment. His hand touched mine, and he seemed reluctant to let go of it. It was as if he was begging for help while knowing that I could not provide such. I was more dependent on him than he was of me. While I considered myself a very mature young man at the age of twenty, I didn’t image myself already ready to take care of the two of them. If anything, they would have to provide for me even after I finished college; finding a job afterward was very unlikely.

After we were done having dinner, I went ahead toward the sink and started to clean up the dishes. Mom went to her bedroom in order to take another long nap. Whenever she did that, I would fear she would never wake up again. That day was not going to be any different. I was already feeling nervous. The plate once even slipped from my hands, hitting the sink and making a lot of noise. Dad saw what happened and stepped over to see if I was doing okay.

“It’s okay, dad. I’m just feeling nervous and worried for mom right now. If we don’t find the money, I don’t know what we will do.”

“Son,” he said while placing his hand on my shoulder, “It will be alright. I know we will find a way to save her before it’s too late.”

“With what? Bricks and rocks from your job?” I said, raising my voice a little. The words seemed to have hit him hard. He took a couple of steps back and looked down, avoiding my gaze.

“Sorry,” I said, already hating myself again. I didn’t want to make him feel bad because I knew he did everything he could for us. We were still a family because of his efforts.

“It’s okay, son. Just finish doing the dishes and go to sleep, okay? Tomorrow you will have another full day in college.”

“Thanks. I will achieve A’s on all those tests,” I said, but it was something almost impossible for me to do.

Having him bringing the topic of college up made me feel more nervous than I already was. I didn’t even know if I would take those tests and achieve a passing grade. I studied as much as I could, but there was no way I felt as if I had mastered the content. I chose to become a Solar Engineer because we lived in The Tortoise, but the content of the major was one of the hardest in the college. Most people agreed I should have chosen an easier major, but I was never the kind of man who chose easy over what is right.

I finally finished doing the dishes and walked back to my bedroom. The fake sky provided enough light through the window to let me discern where my bed and my computer table were. I looked at my watch on my wrist, which pointed a couple of minutes before midnight, and decided that it was too early to go to bed. I went to my computer and sat on the old office chair I had brought from the disposing center in the neighborhood.

I turned on the computer and logged onto PornTube. At that time of the night, after spending that awful time with mom and dad, remembering how difficult and miserable our lives were, I just wanted to have some leisure time. Watching porn was about the only thing I had because my computer was not powerful enough to run the latest games. All the other ones had already been played by me, plus the video card stopped working recently as well. Without it, doing anything using the computer was a pain in the ass. At least I could watch those videos
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