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Doug’s not good with one-night stands, yet in the
early hours of Christmas Eve, he returns home with Kirk—a
good-looking guy he met at the club. Nestled together in the
kitchen of his New England cottage, sipping hot chocolate and
watching the snow fall, Doug wishes there could be more to this
casual encounter. It’s a feeling that stays with him as he heads
off to a frantic day of work at the mall, swamped with last-minute
holiday shoppers…the last place he expects to find something
magical.

 


* * * * *

 



Table of
Contents

 


One Nightstand

 


 


About the Author

 


Boughs of Evergreen – A Holiday Anthology

 


* * * * *

 




 One Nightstand

 


He rolled off me and onto his back, breathing
in rapid staccatos, which I hoped was a good sign—testimony to my
skill in bed. The backdrop of my bedroom window lit his chiseled
features, and I pretended I had just been with a movie star.

The sweat on my chest, damp from having been
pressed next to his, cooled in the stale air as the ceiling fan
above us thumped in time, piercing the silence between his
sighs.

I looked to my right, away from my casual
encounter. Something about our new acquaintance made me feel as if
I needed to give him time alone to recompose in the rawness of our
afterglow. Or maybe I needed to gain some self-control. To the
right of my closet, a Native American painting hung—a gift my
grandfather had given to me for my thirteenth birthday several
years ago. I could barely see it in the dark. The furnace whirred
on, and I pulled the blanket up over my torso.

The metal headboard rattled, like it does
whenever I move alone. Just a few minutes ago it clanged like the
set of bells from that Salvation Army collector in front of the
mall. The heat of our passion had my old bed banging against the
wall louder than a Christmas hoedown. I looked over to him, sitting
up, his back to me.

Through the window, the streetlight at the
end of the road mixed with the stark-white snow fluttering outside
and cast a subtle glow upon the room.

Watching him catch his breath as he sat on
the side of the bed, gave me a chance to take in the perfection of
his physique. He inhaled and slowly let it out. Damn, I must’ve
been good. His back looked firm and muscular, or maybe it wasn’t so
much how it appeared, but how I remembered, having gripped him at
the shoulders as we made love.

Love? Was it really making love? Maybe. This
one felt diff—

He reached down and fumbled for his jeans.
“God, snow’s really coming down.” His voice was low and sexy. His
Levis were by the nightstand atop his work boots. I knew. I had
peeled them off and left them there. He went on, “Guess, we’re
gonna have a white Christmas after all.”

Propped up on an elbow, I leaned closer to
him. “I guess we are.” I could smell his musky scent, which was
also on my hands. I breathed it in.

He put his feet into his Levis, stood, yanked
them up and buttoned the fly some. “I love the snow.” He sat back
down on the edge of the bed and reached for his boots.

I wanted to touch his naked back. My right
hand strained under the sheet, wanting to reach across, but that
would have been too forward, too affectionate. This was, after all,
just a one-night stand. Yet, I bit my lower lip, and mustered up
the courage. “Maybe you should stay.” I didn’t know why I said it.
Well, I knew why. I didn’t want to be alone, not during the wee
hours of Christmas Eve morning—actually any morning.

At twenty-three, living by myself, in the
family cottage—with neighbors who were old and thought I needed
Jesus to save me from my ways, and field mice that would stop in
for a nibble and some warmth—life could get pretty lonely. Sure, I
worked at the mall, a few towns over in Peabody, but…

Maybe it was just me. Being gay and having a
traditional life seemed an oxymoron.

“Gay men just want to screw around,” I would
tell Shelly, my co-worker and friend. To which she would reply,
snapping her gum and rolling her neck, “Sweetie, it ain’t just the
gay guys.” She’d then launch into some show tune, or quote a line
from a production she’d been in. As a theatre major, she had this
thing for being overly dramatic. I wondered what she’d think of
Kirk, and if she’d have gone up to him, like I did, and asked him
to dance.

Rolling over on my side, I imagined us being
real lovers. This time, when I spoke, I added his name—at least
what I remembered it to be. “Kirk?” I cleared my throat and looked
out the window again. “You don’t have to go, I just—”

“Stay?” He combed a hand through his thick,
blond hair. He turned around, and those soft, brown eyes made me
remember why I went out of my way to talk to him at
Skeeter’s—practically the only gay bar north of Boston and south of
Montreal. Approaching another guy, let alone messing around with
him, was not in my general nature. But like I said, Christmas begot
my loneliness.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





