[i]"Shut up, Bill!" I screamed.[/i]
"It’s, ‘Larry the Fairy’!" he sang and taunted.

My brother was SO annoying. I was younger than him by a year, and I was smart. He repeatedly had to go to counseling in school, but [i]I[/i] was in the school’s Gifted and Talented program, which I did not hesitate to hold over his stupid head. He couldn’t sit still, thought dumb things were funny, and made our father angry. Ever since we were young, he picked on me, just because I was a little clumsy and uncoordinated.

It seemed like every two days there was another screaming match, either because Bill was pushing my buttons and I went to Dad for help, or because he had gotten in trouble again at school. Those were the worst. Dad threw around words like "military school" and grounded him, demanding he behave. Every two days. It never helped. I was amazed that Dad had never hit him, because it was obvious he wanted to.

Rolling my eyes, I walked away from my brother’s taunting, not wanting to get Dad involved for something as stupid as my name. We’d had [i]that[/i] fight before. But I heard something that made me shiver. My Dad’s voice echoed in slow, loud anger down the stairs, "LARRY! Get up here,[b] now.[/b]"

He usually saved that tone of voice for when [i]Bill[/i] had done something unforgivable. I couldn’t remember the last time I heard my name like that. But it wasn’t a voice to be ignored, and exchanging a nervous glance with Bill, I walked upstairs.

Dad was in my room, and I walked in. It was dark, the only light from my desktop computer monitor, which eerily illuminated my Dad’s silhouette. He was sitting in the computer chair, resting his elbows on his knees and looking at me with the most heart-wrenching disappointment I had ever seen. I almost stopped breathing. What had I done?

I sat on the bed, in silence, and he looked at me, quietly, for a while. It was the longest five seconds of my life. He said, "Larry, you need to explain to me exactly what..." his voice was shaking as he tried to stay calm, "what these pictures are doing on your computer."

The remainder of this story contains humans in sexual situations, please follow the link here: https://archiveofourown.org/works/49047469

