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A Night’s Celebration


By Patrick Bryce Wright


Kayson Lang trudged down the walkway to his new apartment, carrying a box of books. This was his final trip, and then he could say he had moved in. Although the two-bedroom apartment was identical to the one he’d vacated, the difference between them was all important: He shared this apartment with his boyfriend, Garrett Nash.


Opening the front door, Kayson scanned his living room and kitchen for a place to set the box. He stacked the box on a pile in the corner and sized up the remaining work. His beige, L-shaped couch and Garrett’s white recliner filled the living room, along with Garrett’s flat screen TV and entertainment center. Boxes and plastic crates occupied most of the floor space, signaling hours of unpacking to come, but Kayson grinned. We made it to the stage of living together. They’d been dating a year, and Kayson was sure he’d found the One. Moving in together seemed like confirmation of Kayson’s feelings and inspired a new longing in him: I wish I could propose.


Stepping into the kitchen, with its white tile, white appliances, and old pine cabinets, Kayson discovered Garrett at the sink, washing two wine glasses. “Thinking we should have a toast?”


“At least.” Garrett set the glasses in the dish drainer and shut off the water. “I think an official celebration is more in order.”


Kayson gazed at Garrett, the person he loved most in life. Garrett was almost his opposite physically: red-haired, pale, and five foot four, with a slender stature and fine facial features. When Garrett stood next to Kayson, who was five inches taller, broader shouldered, and brunette, they provided quite a visual contrast. But Kayson wasn’t focused on Garrett’s appearance, although he was handsome; he was focused on Garrett’s empathy, intelligence, and keen insights into others. “I’d love to have an official celebration.” He held open his arms.


After drying his hands, Garrett stepped into his embrace. “I’m thinking we order in, eat, and relax. As soon as we’ve recovered our energy…” He smiled, leaving his sentence unfinished but full of promise.


Kayson laughed. “You got it.” He leaned down and pressed a kiss to Garrett’s lips. Holding Garrett was the thing that gave him the most peace. Making love with Garrett was what brought him the most joy—and drew him the closest to the divine. As Wiccans, Kayson and Garrett agreed that lovemaking was sacred. Their religion attached no shame to sex, and at least among the Wiccans they’d known, was also accepting of the LGBTQIA+ community.


While Garrett ordered them a pizza, Kayson picked out a movie to relax to. Then Garrett hit the shower while they waited for the delivery, and Kayson found himself staring out the apartment windows at the front yard and its tulip poplars. Heat waves rose from the parking lot, rippling. The summer sun had cooked them all day as they’d moved, beating down on them until they were drenched in sweat. Now Kayson could unwind in the air conditioning, recover his strength, and then celebrate this milestone with Garrett.
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