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​Miller

As the hospital doors slid shut behind us, I felt the cold winter air nip at my exposed skin. I couldn't shake the worry gnawing at me as I thought about Aunt Clara lying in that sterile room, when she should be at home, decorating for Christmas. Of course, it had been decorating that had caused her fall, which resulted in a broken hip, just when she was needed most.

Alexa put a comforting arm around my waist and leaned into me. I inhaled the sweet scent of her shampoo, like strawberries.

"Miller, she's going to be OK." A stray lock of her blonde hair tickled my cheek. "She's strong."

“You’re right,” I said, and it was true. Aunt Clara certainly didn’t seem frail, ordering decorations and lights to be brought to her room by the nurses who indulged her shamelessly. “You’re right."

It had been ten years since I had been back to Ivywood and, if it had been up to me, it would have been ten more. Still, I missed my aunt, and I remembered fondly the Christmases at her farm. After my parents split, Aunt Clara’s place had been more home than anywhere else. The least I could do was to return and help her out during her busiest time of the year.

"Let's head to the farm," I suggested, mustering a smile for my wife’s sake.

As we drove through the town, I tried to get into the holiday spirit. The little shops on the square were twinkling with lights, snow crusted eves reflecting the alternating flashes of red and green. The shops gave way to manicured lawns, white picket fences, and identical houses dating back to the fifties. It was a place frozen in time and one reason I had been so glad to leave.

I glanced over at Alexa. She had grown up in the city and she looked around at the lights and the snow, entranced by the entire scene.

"Look at how cute this town is, Miller!" she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "You never told me it was so precious!"

Her enthusiasm was infectious, and despite myself, I felt a glimmer of hope that maybe this visit would be different. And maybe, just maybe, it would do me some good.

Two miles out of town, it began to snow, and I slowed down to turn onto a gravel road. We passed a large painted sign with the words Aunt Clara’s Christmas Tree Farm, flanked by a painted Christmas tree with twinkling lights and a smiling snowman with a ruby red nose that reflected off the falling snow.

Finally, we crested a small hill to Clara’s house. Alexa gasped and even I was struck with an overwhelming wave of nostalgia. The quaint farmhouse was adorned with twinkling string lights, casting a warm glow on the snow-covered landscape. Down a small hill from the house was a large driveway. A small group of people bustled about, pulling fresh cut trees over to a wrapping machine and loading them onto the assembled cars and trucks.

"Wow," Alexa breathed, her eyes wide with wonder. "I can't believe how beautiful it is here."

"Wait until you see it on Christmas Eve," I laughed at my wife’s child-like excitement.

As we pulled up to the house, a tall, broad figure emerged from the barn, and my heart dropped into my stomach. Brock Johnson sauntered over, his muscular frame filling out his work clothes in a way that made me feel painfully aware of my own slender build.

"Miller!" he boomed, his voice as loud and domineering as ever. "Long time no see, buddy."

"Hey, Brock," I muttered, trying to keep my composure as I got out of the car. Brock seized my hand in a bone-crushing shake and suddenly my mind flashed back to prom night and my girlfriend Sally, her blonde hair escaping from her the golden pile atop her head as she knelt before Brock, her head bobbing back and forth while I watched.

I forced the memory down, cursing God or the fates that the first person I spoke to on my Aunt Clara’s farm was my high school bully.

“What are you doing here, Brock?”

“Oh, you know. I help out on the weekends. I guess Aunt Clara needed someone with real muscle to haul the trees.”

I cringed at the dig to my masculinity. Brock hadn’t changed a bit, it seemed.

"Who's this stunning lady?" Brock asked, his gaze raking over Alexa’s curves as she emerged from the car and stood beside me.

"Alexa, my wife," I replied. Impotence knotted my belly, but even worse was the shameful lust that crept into my cock as the hulking Brock eyed my wife with barely disguised hunger. The disgraceful desire always came back when I thought of Brock and Sally, and that shame, more than anything else, was the reason I had fled Ivywood.
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