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This is Syzygy.

The term itself comes from astronomy, where
it refers to the momentary, transient
alignment of orbiting bodies—the fleeting
second when the planets and moons line up
perfectly.

The magazine you're looking at comes from
somewhere else. It comes from a realization
me and my best friend had one afternoon,
when we were talking about the male/male
erotica she loved. Her tastes, her gaze, the
things she loved to read and look at and
believe in. The millions of women and plenty of men who shared those
desires. The lack of companies serving up hot original material to serve
those desires, focusing instead on predominantly male markets. (I should
perhaps mention that we were having this conversation in a porn store.)

Since then, we've done a lot of research, a lot of study, and a lot of hard
work. It's cost us more in money, time, and sweat than we anticipated,
and frankly if we'd known how many first-timer mistakes we were going
to make, we might have had second thoughts. We did it, though. You're
looking at the proof. Rough-edged and ragged it may be, but it's sexy, it's
original, and it's ours. And now it's yours, too. Enjoy.

Brad Hanon

In memory of Alia Johnson, 1948-2010
Nobody ever had a better mom

All photographs are copyright 2010 by Syzygy Media LLC. All stories are copyright their
respective authors. All models are over 18 years of age, proof on file, available by writing to
4534 SE 17th Avenue, Box M100, Portland, OR 97202. Further information available at
http://www.syzygymag.com.



The Boys of Pleasure swept Sid up like a storm of sound.
By Heidi Cullinan It made his toe tap and his body

When Sid 1 back to hi sway in his chair in time to its
en Sid Hoyt came back to his pulse. It was wild, and it was driv-

table, there were two drinks wait- . o ..
. . ) ) ing. And the guitarist was irresist-
ing for him: a gin and tonic, and a ible

shot of whiskey. Sid, who didn't re-
member ordering them, frowned at
Livvy, who shook her head and
pointed at the stage, where the
band had started up again. An Irish
flute was trilling, a fiddle was
wailing, and drums were
thumping. And in the middle o
them was a guitarist, who, whe
he caught Sid looking at him,
winked.

The musician stood tall and slim
and handsome, and he stole the
show. The others stayed put, but
the guitarist wandered all over the
stage, wiggling his hips and bob-

So they were from Aim.

Sid sat down and glared at
Livvy.

Livvy folded her arms in fronf
of her chest. "Hey. You asked
me to take you out, and I did.
It's not my fault if a guy wants
to send you drinks."

"I wanted a night to clear my
head." He dismissed the drinks
in front of him with an angry
wave of his hand. "I didn't want
to get flirted with by a saucy Ir-
ish musician."

"Then you probably shouldn't
have spent the whole first set
staring at him," Livvy said.

Yes, that was the problem.

The band was called "The
Boys of Pleasure," but they

should have been named "The
Collective of Sin." Their music



bing to the beat, winding his cord
around speakers and microphone
stands until the stage hand had to
rush out and undo his damage. He
was so over the top that Sid didn't
know how anyone could not stare
at him.

"He came to the table while you
were gone, and brought those."
Livvy nodded to the drinks. "He
was disappointed when you didn't
appear."

"Did you tell him I was living
with someone?" The guilty way
she bit her lip told him all he
needed to know. "Livvy!" Sid sank
back in his chair.

She shook her head. "You were
right not to go with Mike this
weekend. I've heard you two fight-
ing when he drops you off from
lunch. The whole library has."

Livvy nodded at the stage.
"There's no harm in a little flirting.
It's good for the soul."

"Yes, and it tends to lead to sex,"
Sid snapped.

"Even better."

"I just need some time to adjust
to the changes that come with liv-
ing together," Sid said. "I want to
take this seriously."

Livvy rolled her eyes. "Bullshit.
You just don't want to fail again."

"Is that so wrong?"

"Yes, if you're only staying with
Mike so you can say that. Do you



even love him, Sid?"

Sid glared at her. "Of course |
do!"

"What do you love about him,
Sid?"

Sid faltered. "I—I love Aim. 1
love... his... personality." Livvy
snorted, and Sid folded his arms
over his chest. "Well? What do you
expect, when you put me on the
spot like that?"

"I expect more than that, espe-
cially when I put you on the spot.
But it's your life. You want to
throw it away, go ahead." Livvy
pushed her chair back and rose.

Sid did, too. "Where are you go-
ing?"

"Home. I got a text while you
were out; my roommate's blind
date went horribly wrong." She
slid her purse over her shoulder,
then came behind Sid and pushed
him back into his seat. "You,
however, will stay. And you will
drink. And when the show is over
and the guitarist comes, you will
say thank you. The rest I leave to
your discretion, or lack thereof."
She kissed him on the cheek.
"Goodnight, Sid." She left.

The song ended, and the audience
clapped, but Sid was frozen,
Livvy's accusations ringing in his
ears.

The guitarist as he leaned over

the mic and introduced the next
song with a wicked burr. "Here's

something with a bit of extra
spice." He beamed at the audience,
then turned and looked directly at
Sid. "This one is called 'Sweet Se-
duction."

He kept staring as the song star-
ted, making Sid's blood start to
hum. This was turning into another
one of Sid's Bad Choices. This was
the Rose Festival all over again.
And New Year's Eve. And Pride
2008. This was someone hot and
new and interesting who would
give him a great night in bed then
never call him again. This was why
he had dated Mike, why he'd let
him move in, and why Sid tried so
hard not to fight with him.

But Mike never looks at me like
this guitarist is looking at me right
now.

Sid's hands curled on the table as
the guitarist continued to look right
at Sid as he played, as if the rest of
the room weren't even there. The
music swirled around Sid and
pinned him to his chair and poun-
ded at his chest.

Sid did love Mike. He did. He
loved that they were living togeth-
er, that there was someone to cook
for. He loved the way they
watched TV together. He loved
lunches together. He loved... he
loved...

The guitarist shut his eyes, leaned
forward, and swung his hips to the
beat.



Oh god, he loved that.

Sid held the whiskey to his lips,
and as the music swelled and rose
and took him over he shut his eyes
and tossed the shot back. It burned,
but it gave him courage enough to
open his eyes and watch the slow
smile spread across the guitarist's
face. Sid didn't smile, but he
picked up the gin, sipping it while
he tapped his toe to the beat as the
band played song after song, until
they played no more and the lights
came up and the guitarist climbed
down from the stage and headed
for his table.

The guitarist stood awhile in
front of Sid, eyes twinkling as he
put his hands in his pockets. Sid
stared back, anchoring himself to
the table with a death-grip on his
empty glass. Then the guitarist
righted himself, leaned forward,
and stuck out his hand.

"Doug Keavy."

The guitarist's hand was smooth,
all but the callouses at the tips of
his fingers, which sent ripples
along Sid's skin. "Sid Hoyt," he
replied, and tried to retreat.

Doug held his hand fast and

leaned forward to speak into Sid's
ear. "I only bite, love, if asked."

Sid shivered. He hadn't known he
had a thing for accents, but appar-
ently he did.

Doug laughed and sat back. He
grabbed Livvy's empty chair, spin-

ning it backwards before he
straddled it. "Did you enjoy the
show?"

"I did." Sid reached for his glass,
putting it back as he remembered it
was empty.

Doug motioned to a waitress. He
murmured an order to her, then
turned back to Sid. "And what do
you do, Mr. Hoyt, when you aren't
tapping your toe to my music?"

"I'm the head librarian at OHSU.
The med school."

Doug's eyebrows shot up. "Are
you now?"

Sid gave him a warning look.
"Do not make a joke about late
fees or point out how much time I
must have to read."

"I wouldn't dream of it," Doug
said, but his eyes twinkled as he
added, "though I had thought to
ask you if you were currently in
circulation."

"No," Sid confessed, and held his
breath, thinking, well, there it is,
over already.

Doug's face fell. "So you were
just teasing, then, when you ogled
me like that?"

"I wasn't ogling," Sid protested.
Doug raised his eyebrows. "No, I
was looking at—" Sid's eyes
dropped to the guitarist's long, el-
egant fingers laced over the back
of his chair. "—your hands."

Doug laughed. "My hands!" He



inspected them, then shook his
head. "Mr. Hoyt, I do believe
you're a bit the worse for drink."
His grin turned wicked as the wait-
ress returned. "Which is why I'm
glad I've
bought you
another."

"No,
please," Sid
protested.
"I've already
had too
much."

"Don't _
worry." Doug
wriggled his
fingers. "My
hands will
take good
care of you."
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The waitress
placed tall,
mud-colored
drinks before
them. Sid
picked his up
and sipped it.
It was beer,
rich and bitter and heavy. He
frowned at it, then at Doug. "Guin-
ness?"

"A local stout, I think. Haven't
tried it." Doug took a drink of his
own and gave the dark brew a look
of appreciation before turning his
charm back on Sid. "So." He
picked up his drink and waved it
languidly at the room. "Where is

he? At home with dinner in the
oven?" Sid gave him a withering
look, and Doug held up his hands.
"Very well, I deserved that. But
you can't blame me for wanting to
know
about my
competi-
tion."
"Mike's
a vice-
president
at Intel."
It soun-
ded so
boring,
out loud.
"He's a
good

n

man.

"Steady
and reli-
able, is
he? Home
on time,
takes you
on nice
vacations
and fancy
dinners?" Doug took a drink of
beer again, but this time he made a
face as he put it down. "I suppose
you've been together for years and
are preparing a commitment cere-
mony."

He made it sound like a prison
sentence, and sitting here with a
significant amount of alcohol in
him, Sid thought it sounded like



one. "We moved in together last
month," he said, feeling a little des-
perate. "It's been . . . " Sid tried to
find the word that would sell this.
"Nice."

Doug leaned on his elbows and
ran his finger around the edge of
his glass. The moment stretched
on, heavy and awkward.

Sid cleared his throat and tried to
lighten it. "I liked your playing,"
he confessed, to change the sub-
ject. "It's so . . . strong." He paused
to search for a better word. "Per-
cussive."

A sudden hunger lit Doug's face.
"That's what they say about
Donogh Hennessey, the finest Irish
guitarist still alive." Doug lifted his
beer towards Sid. "A toast, Mr.
Hoyt, to your excellent taste."

Sid lifted his glass, too, and
drank. They settled back into their
seats, and the awkward silence
came back. Doug began to fidget
and glance around the bar, and Sid
feared he was about to leave.

"I do like your hands," he blurted
out. "I like the way they move."

Doug turned smoky eyes back to
him. "Nice, are they?"

Sid couldn't answer, so he took an-
other drink.

Doug watched him, not fidgeting
anymore. "So," he said at last, his
tone drifting back to dangerous, "if
you weren't so happy with your
vice-president, what would it take

to win you?" The musician's hand
had inched forward over the table
and now lay, a little too casually,

only scant inches from Sid's own.

Sid moved his hand back to the
glass. "I don't do one night stands."
Anymore.

"I didn't ask what it took to get
you into bed." Doug's fingers were
now somehow right next to Sid's
forearm, maddeningly close yet
not touching him at all. "What
sweeps you off your feet, Sid
Hoyt?"

Sid couldn't stop looking at those
fingers resting so close to his skin.
"Why do you want to know?"

"Research," Doug said, mildly,
"for the song about the pretty man
who teased me and got away." His
arm moved as he leaned back and
reached for his own drink again.
"For example, 7 like to be pur-
sued." He smiled around the rim of
the glass. "I keep hoping some
handsome man will make a fool of
himself over me."

Sid, mentally indexing the spec-
tacles he'd made of himself over
men, retreated into his beer and
said, simply, "Hmm."

Doug's index finger drew lazy
circles on the surface of the table.
"And what's your fondest wish,
Mr. Hoyt?"

To have a beautiful home with a
man who loves me. To be with
someone I'll grow old with. But



when he looked at Doug, these
wishes seemed like empty dreams
compared to the spark and hunger
in the musician's eyes.

"I've always wanted someone to
sing to me," Sid confessed, and
waited for Doug to grin and pull
him, helpless, into hell.

But Doug only looked crestfallen.
"Well, if that isn't a shame."

Sid regarded him warily. "Are
you trying to tell me you can't
sing?"

Doug grimaced. "I can whistle,

and I can hum, and I've been
known to warble a bit in the
shower, but my voice is tinny
and thin and runs to flat. I'm
afraid if I gave you a serenade,
"% Mr. Hoyt, you'd run off before
I could get to the chorus."

"Oh," Sid said.

Doug sighed and lifted his
glass. He drank, then nudged
Sid's beer closer to him. "Go
on, love. I'll leave you alone."

To Sid's surprise, Doug was
true to his word. They chatted
idly for awhile, about Portland
and the music scene, about
where Doug had toured and
where he hoped to. Sid told
him how he loved the people at
the university, about how he
loved the way library science
kept changing, making him
think and work harder, and
Doug listened. And Sid re-
laxed, so much so that when
the rest of the band came to join
them and Doug shoved up beside
him, he didn't move away, not
even when Doug's arm snaked
around the back of his chair and
his hand rested on Sid's shoulder.

When Doug slid a second beer in
front of him, Sid accepted it with a
nod of thanks, then leaned back to
let Doug's fingers tease the back of
his neck. When the other band
members grinned and gave Doug
knowing glances, Sid pretended
not to see them, telling himself



nothing would come of this. It was
just a little harmless flirting, like
Livvy had said.

When the lights came up, signal-
ing that bar was closing, Sid rose
to leave, and the world swam dan-
gerously around him.

Doug wrapped his arm around
Sid's waist and helped him towards
the door. "I've a cab," Doug said,
tucking Sid's head against his
shoulder. "Where do you live?"

I can get home by myself. But
when Sid tried to step away he
stumbled, and if Doug hadn't
caught him, he would have
tumbled to the floor.

Sid didn't resist when Doug
poured him into a cab, but when he
followed after and slid his hand up
Sid's thigh, he pushed it gently
away. "We will not have sex," he
said.

Doug laughed and stroked his
cheek.

Sid sat up, almost knocking
Doug's chin against the top of his
head. He frowned at the dark shape
on the other side of Doug, thinking
it was a person. Then he recog-
nized the shape: it was Doug's gui-
tar.

"Don't worry, love," Doug said,
nuzzling his hair. "I'll just enjoy
you to your door, and then I'll turn
you over to your lover."

Send him out of the cab. Don't let
him take you home. Tell him you're

not interested.

Doug's hand was sliding up his
thigh again.

"He's away at a conference," Sid
said.

Doug groaned, and Sid shut his
eyes and waited to be molested,
but Doug only stroked his leg and
occasionally breathed against Sid's
hair.

The cab stopped, and Doug
helped him out of the cab and to
the door.

Sid was ready for Doug to press
him up against the back of the
apartment door once they were in-
side, but to his surprise, Doug did
not, and he ushered Sid not to the
bedroom, but to the kitchen. He
propped Sid on a stool at the
breakfast nook, then busied him-
self in the kitchen as Sid swayed
and watched. Doug poked in the
fridge and the cupboards, hum-
ming softly to himself as he
worked, and the next thing Sid
knew, he had a glass of mineral
water, a plate full of saltines, and
some sliced cheese.

"Eat, and drink," Doug ordered,
then picked up his guitar, sat in the
easy chair at the edge of the living
room, and began to play.

Sid looked from the food to the
musician, thinking this was a damn
strange seduction. Confused and
too drunk to sort it out, Sid settled
into the food and drink as he



"What's this one called?"
Sid asked.

Doug's hand slid up the
fret to form another cord.
"'Killarney Boys of Pleas-
ure." It's the song from
which we took our band's
name."

"It's very good," Sid
whispered.

Doug smiled, still
watching the strings.
"Thank you."

The song was picking up
now, and Doug was tap-
ping his foot, swaying
with the beat and nodding
his head slightly as he lost
himself in the song. Sid
was lost, too; when he
couldn't stand it anymore,
he let himself down from
the stool, crossed the
room, and sat on the floor
by Doug's feet.

Doug gave Sid's leg a

brief caress with his shoe, then
The music filled the apartment, continued to play.

and it consumed Sid all over again
as he ate and drank. Doug's music
was more potent now in this intim-
ate setting than it had been at the
club, but he made no more direct
moves to seduce Sid. Up, down,
back and forth Doug's fingers
went, curling, arching, caressing
the strings like a lover.

watched Doug and his guitar.

Sid was right in front of all of it
now: the music, the guitar, and
Doug. He swayed, not from drink
but from the spell of the song, tap-
ping out the beat in time with
Doug, and admitted that nothing in
his life would ever be quite like
this moment again.

The song ended and Doug's

Put it down and caress me. Isn't . . .
hands stilled against the strings.

that why you came?



"Admiring my nice hands?"
Doug asked.

Sid looked up at him, full of alco-
hol and music and arousal. "They
aren't nice. They're sensual and
beautiful and wicked."

Doug's eyes burned. "And is that
good or bad, love?"

Sid stared up at him a little
longer, letting the moment hang
on. Then his gaze shifted to Doug's
hands, and he reached out and cap-
tured the nearest one.He turned it
over, and Doug opened for him, ex-
posing his palm and extending his
fingers, sucking in a breath when
Sid ran his fingers over the tender
plane. Sid took his time, inspecting
wrist, thumb, fingers. Doug
shivered, and Sid smiled, brushing
his thumb across the fat of flesh
where Doug's thumb joined his
hand. He stroked it, once, twice,
then drew it towards his mouth and
kissed it.

Doug made a soft sound, but he
let Sid keep hold of his hand, and
so Sid continued to make love to it,
tracing with his lips and tongue the
same paths he'd made with his fin-
gers. As he sucked the tip of each
digit, he heard the soft thud of
Doug's guitar as he put it aside.
When Doug drew him forward by
his captive hand, pulling Sid to-
wards his mouth, Sid turned his
head in time to meet the musician's
kiss.

Doug's hands moved over Sid

now, stroking his skin, pulling him
closer, tugging at his clothes as
their mouths moved over one an-
other, battling for dominance until
at last Doug yielded, inviting Sid
inside. He clutched at him as Sid
grabbed his shoulders, turned them
sideways, and pushed them into
the carpet. Sid shoved the panels
of the other man's shirt aside and
nuzzled his chest, smiling
wickedly as he found Doug's
nipple. Doug cried out, and Sid
nudged his legs aside and ground
his erection against Doug's thigh.
But there was too much in Sid's
way; he reached down between
their bodies, fumbled with Doug's
fly, and took care of the problem.

Doug closed his hand firmly over
Sid's wrist. "Slowly, love," he
gasped.

Sid grinned, then bent to take
Doug into his mouth.

Doug murmured incoherently,
clutching at Sid's hair as Sid
sucked him down to the root. As
Doug's whispers became cries, Sid
shut his eyes and lost himself to
his task, letting the sweet sound of
Doug's babble fill his ears until at
last the musician cried out, bucked
into Sid's mouth, and spent him-
self.

Sid lifted his head, wiping his
mouth with his hand. "Were you
speaking Gaelic?"

"Guitar," Doug murmured. "I was
reciting chord progressions, but



they were no match for your
mouth." His hand slid over Sid's
neck, his eyes still closed. "I don't
know Gaelic, to be honest."

"Not even a little?"

"Oh, perhaps just a little." Doug
propped himself onto his elbows
and lifted a lazy eyebrow at Sid.
"Will you send me off now, Mr.
Hoyt, now that you've had your
way with me?"

"No." Sid rose to his feet, took
Doug's hand, then led him down
the hall towards the bedroom.

He undressed Doug first, skim-
ming his hands over the musician's
body as he exposed it. Then he un-
dressed himself as well, lay down
beside him, and pressed their bod-
ies together, sliding skin against
skin as he explored Doug with

mouth and hands and tongue,
moaning as Doug responded in
kind. And when they were both at
fever pitch again, he reached into
the bedside drawer and prepared to
take his indiscretion all the way.

Doug gasped, clutching at the
covers and arching his neck as Sid
slipped a slick finger inside him.
He moved in concert to Sid's prob-
ing thrusts. "Oh, love," he
whispered, and reached up to draw
Sid closer.

Sid replaced his fingers with his
cock and slid home, bending for-
ward and closing his mouth over
Doug's as they began to move. He
tasted the sweet softness of those
lips and felt the whisper of cal-
loused fingers across his back. It
would end, of course, in the morn-



ing, and he would be left alone
with the aftermath of his reckless-
ness and his adultery. But he as he
sank deep into Doug, as the sexy
musician turned soft and pliant in
his arms, making breathless gasps
into his ear as Sid wound them
round and up towards the climax of
their union, it didn't feel reckless or
adulterous. It felt like making love.

Sid woke alone in his bed with a
mouth that tasted of ash and sheets
that smelled like sin. He rolled
over, groaning as his head poun-
ded. He staggered to the bathroom,
drank a glass of water, and washed
his face. Then, pressing a hand tow-
el against his cheeks, he leaned on
his elbows over the sink and re-
garded himself in the mirror.

Well, Sid, here you are again.

It was good Doug was already
gone. Affairs were sweeter when
the last moment was the bliss of
falling asleep in a handsome man's
arms, not trying to hide disappoint-
ment when it turned out the hand-
some man was more interested in
finding errant underwear than
learning Sid's phone number. This
only underlined the need to work
things out with Mike: did he want
such occasional and brief moments
of bliss for the rest of his life?

The trouble was, they'd been
such very good moments.

He lowered the towel and stood,
trying to push his guilt aside and
focus on more immediate con-
cerns, like, did he want coffee first,
or a shower? Coffee, he decided,
because he wanted it so badly he
thought he could smell it. Coffee,
and eggs, and toast.

AN




Then he paused, frowned, and
opened the bathroom door a crack.
He didn't think he smelled coffee,
he was smelling it. And the rest,
too. He could hear someone work-
ing in the kitchen and soft music
playing in the living room. When
he staggered down the hall, he saw
a pan on the stove and the coffee
pot full and steaming. Doug was in
the middle of it all, whistling as he
worked.

Sid made his way cautiously to
the breakfast nook and slid onto a
stool. When Doug glanced at him
and smiled, Sid murmured, "Morn-
ing," and reached for the coffee
pot.

"Good morning yourself." Doug
placed a plate full of food in front
of him before coming around with
a plate and mug of his own.
"You've a lovely larder and a cozy
kitchen. And the market down the
street is absolutely charming."

He'd gone shopping, too? Sid
stabbed at the scrambled egg. It
looked to have feta and cilantro in
it, and sausage and onion. He took
a bite, and he found it tasted as
good as it looked. He wiped his

mouth with a napkin Doug had laid

out for him.

"Mike wants us to get a condo in
Beaverton." Sid winced. God, why
was he bringing up Mike now?
And then he simply felt confused.
Wait, maybe he should. Maybe—

Sid stared down at the breakfast

his one-night stand had made for
him, a breakfast Mike had never
and would never make for him,
and got lost all over again.

Doug nudged Sid's toast with his
fork. "There's cinnamon and sugar
on that, love."

Sid ate. He'd meant to only
nibble because of his stomach, but
the food was good, and as Doug
chatted idly about Portland, Sid
ended up eating everything and
wishing there were more, both of
the food and the company.

"I was thinking," Doug said as he
carried Sid's plate away and began




to do up the dishes. "This after-
noon we give a workshop at Port-
land State, and then a concert in
their auditorium, and then my even-
ing is free." He glanced at Sid.

"Are you?"

Sid paused with his coffee cup
halfway to his mouth. "You want
to go out? Tonight?"

"Actually, I was going to lobby
for the whole day, if I could get it."
Doug placed the plate he'd washed
carefully in the rack. "If you're so
inclined."

Oh, he should not be inclined. He
needed to spend the day deciding
whether or not he should tell Mike.
He needed—he needed—

He needed this.

Sid put the coffee cup down.
”Okay."

When Doug smiled, he did, too.

It seemed only natural to make
love again, first on the bed, then in
the shower. It was lovely to sit
with a soap-smelling, wet-haired
Doug, chatting while Doug's own
clothes first washed and then dried.
It was charming the way Doug re-
fused to give the T-shirt he'd bor-
rowed from Sid back once his own
was clean, stowing it instead inside
his guitar case before taking Sid's
hand and leading him off to find an-
other cab.

Sid enjoyed meeting the band
again. They accepted him easily,
even eagerly as Doug's guest, and

they invited him along to dinner
where friends, wives, girlfriends,
and a few children came to join
them until the private room they'd
reserved was full to bursting.

"Are you stationed out of Port-
land?" Sid asked, taking in the
crowd.

"We're a band of gypsies, I'm
afraid." Doug dragged a french fry
through the pool he'd made of malt
vinegar. He nodded at the two
blond girls tugging on the flautist's
beard, laughing as their father
feigned terror and pleaded for
mercy in falsetto. "Sean's family is
in Eugene. He's having a hard time
of it, being away so much. I just
hope he doesn't leave us, but I'm
afraid it will come to that, in the
end."

"Can't you stay closer to the Pa-
cific Northwest?" Sid asked.

Doug shrugged. "We go where
the work is."

It wasn't, Sid admitted, the an-
swer he'd been wanting to hear. "I
suppose work is the focus, for
you."

Doug stopped drowning his pota-
toes and reached for his beer with
a resigned sigh. "I do enjoy my
work, yes. But--well." He took a
sip, then tapped the side of his
glass, thinking. "I'll admit I
wouldn't be able to put it aside and
do something boring just so [
could play house."



Ouch.

"That doesn't mean I'm not look-
ing for someone to share my life
with." Doug put the beer back
down. "It's not that [ want to have
it both ways--I know a relationship
means making sacrifices. And I
would." He grimaced at his plate
and stabbed his fish fillet with his
fork. "But I'd rather have nothing
but brief, passionate affairs than a
life sentence of staid and boring."

Sid, not knowing what to say to
this, looked away, his eyes landing
on Sean and his wife, nuzzling
against each other as their daugh-

ters climbed over and around
them. He dared a glance at Doug
and saw that he was watching, too.
Then he looked at Sid, and their
eyes met.

Doug gave Sid a sad smile and
went back to his food.

Doug's declaration rang in Sid's
ears all night. 4 brief, passionate
affair.That was what this was, of
course—Sid had been through

| enough to know. It was, he admit-
ted, more fun than he'd ever had

dating Mike. But the thought that
an affair was all he had to look for-
ward to wasn't appealing.

And yet, wasn't he as passionate
about his work as Doug? Last
week Mike had hinted that they
might offer him a position in Santa

g Clara, and Sid was still upset that
| he was thinking about it. Wasn't he

just as reluctant to compromise?
And wasn't it his connections
through the university and his love
of the Portland arts scene that
landed him in so many wild and
amorous adventures?

1 just want more. And I don't
know that he can give that to me.

Sid tried to tell himself that this
moment was enough. He told him-
self this all the way to the concert,
and he told himself this during it as
he watched Doug perform, tossing
out winks and smiles to the audi-
ence like candy. But when the con-
cert was over and he went
backstage and into Doug's arms, it



just didn't take. When they fell to
kissing one another in the cab,
when they lost themselves in pas-
sion once again, Sid was all too
aware that this moment, too soon,
would end.

They fell against Sid's apartment
door in a tangle of arms and legs
and mouths, and once they got it
unlocked, Doug pushed them
straight to the bedroom, where they
shed their clothes and fell into one
another's arms.

"Oh, love," Doug whispered, as
he slid inside Sid, tipping his head
back and holding his legs wide as
he began to move.

Sid tossed and turned and
arched until Doug came, and
then, once Doug had recovered
and angled himself backwards
across the bed, Sid stroked his
lover's thigh as Doug took him
in his mouth. Sid's orgasm was
quiet, and it did not make him
feel complete. In fact, as Doug
turned around and drew him
into his arms, he felt quite lost.
Had he just been thinking of
Doug as his lover? Mike was
his lover, wasn't he? This was
just a thing.

"I want more," Doug
whispered, sliding his body
over Sid again, pinning him
down.

Sid moaned; Doug kissed his

collarbone and stroked him,
then pushed him back onto the

bed. Sid went willingly onto his
stomach, losing himself in sighs as
Doug licked and stroked him neck
to toes.

"Sid, love." Doug whispered into
his neck, holding him tight against
his chest. His naked cock slid
against Sid's back. "We'll be in Eu-
gene next month--will you come
and see me?"

Another brief flare of pas-
sion—this time, by appointment.
Sid's heart was heavy; he disen-
gaged himself and rolled away.

"Doug, " He looked at Doug's
beautiful body splayed across his




bed, and faltered. "You have to at
least give me time to think."

"If I let you do that, you'll just dis-
miss me and go back to him,"
Doug snapped.

Now Sid was angry, too. "Yes, I
might realize that he's willing to
give me more than the occasional
night in the sack when he blows
through town."

Doug glared at him indignantly
for a few moments, then looked
away, his shoulders rounding in de-
feat. "We're good together, Sid.
You've got to at least admit that."

And Sid ached, because he knew
then, that an affair with Doug was
both what he wanted more than
anything and what he could never,
ever have.

"I need some time," Sid said.

But Doug was already up and
shoving his legs into his jeans. "By
all means, take all the time you
need. I'll just go stick my thumb up
my arse and wait until you're
ready."

Sid tightened his hands on the
sheet. "You're being irrational."

Doug paused with one boot half
on, and he laughed sadly. "Aye."
He shoved the boot the rest of the
way and grabbed for his shirt.

Sid tried to stand, but he tangled
in the sheet and fell back to the bed
again. "Just give me a goddamned
minute, Doug!"

But Doug was already tugging
Sid's shirt on over his head as he
headed for the door.

"Doug!" Sid wrapped himself in
the sheet and ran after him, but
Doug was moving too fast. "Doug-
-damn it, Doug, sftop!" But Doug
did not, and in the end, all Sid
could do was stand shivering at the
door to his building, watching as
Doug slipped off into the night.

It was a long, lonely Sunday for
Sid, and Monday was worse.

It was hard to explain to Livvy
that yes, he'd gone to bed with the
guitarist but that it was over now.
Facing her, though, was nothing to
what waited for him that night at
home. He'd gone back and forth
for two days, trying to decide if he
should tell Mike or if he should
pretend it never happened. And
then, once Mike was in the door,
once he'd accepted the kiss so
slight it was chaste, he took a mo-
ment to look at him. Sid really
looked at him, seeing not the man
Mike represented but who he was.
And just like that, Sid had his an-

SWCT.

"Mike," he said, "I think we need
to talk."

Mike let out a relieved breath and
said, "I think so, too."

Mike confessed that he'd gone
ahead and accepted the position in
Santa Clara. Sid had also, it turned
out, not been the only adulterer of



the weekend.

"I'm so sorry," Mike said, 