Just Another Night…
Of course Jules couldn’t tell I as watching him, he was in the company of a predictably gorgeous brunette.   He was dominating an animated conversation that involved dramatic hand gestures (exaggerated by his burning cigarette zigzagging through the thick smoke that hovered throughout the whole club), presumably scattering ash everywhere since he wasn’t actually smoking it.  

His eyes were bright, despite how stoned I knew he was, it meant one thing – he had to be talking about music.  Music was the only thing in Julian’s world that lit such a vibrant spark in his soul whenever he talked about it.  I love watching Jules talk, he would talk for as long as anyone would listen, and he always had an opinion that he wasn’t afraid to share.  

The girl grabbed his Heineken again as his arm clipped the neck of the bottle, sending it teetering.  He was so excited about whatever it was he was telling her that he then jumped up from his seat, smacking the table with his hip and sending everything shifting to one side, a lighter falling onto the floor unnoticed.

I couldn’t help but smile.  None of it fazed Julian of course; he didn’t even notice the near-casualty he made of the sweating green bottle.

I counted how many times he brushed his stringy, shaggy hair out of his eyes: seven in the past five minutes or so.  He never realises he does it; it’s a completely autonomic thing.  Same for me, I guess.

Julian’s smile, when it’s sincere, is one of my favourite things about him.  He could sell dirt to a prairie dog, as the saying goes.  Unless he’s under any sort of influence, he has the control to turn his smile on and off as the situation demands.  It’s definitely gotten him out of some tight spots that I couldn’t have even paid my way out of.

Suddenly he realises that his beer is empty, and I can make out a barely distinguishable look of panic; one of the few things Julian panics about: no beer, or losing a pack of cigarettes.  I smile despite myself and grab a cold bottle from the bartender to bring to Julian.

I adore how his entire face lights up when he spots me out of the corner of his eye, coming towards him with an extra bottle that he knows I’m bringing over especially, only, for him.  

I just barely set the bottle down as he reaches up and throws his hands around my neck pulling me towards him, planting a sloppy, smoky, and beer-infused kiss near my mouth.  Then he wraps his hands around my waist in glee.

“Nick, my man, you are the best fucking kid I have ever fucking had the pleasure of knowing in my whole fucking life,” he slurs.  “I fucking love you, you know that, right?” 
I simply smile and nod, shrugging nonchalantly at his female companion.  I pry his clasped fingers from my hip and redirect his attention to the beer I brought for him.  He grabs it and drinks almost half in one breath.  I shake my head, unsurprised, and smile again.

As I walk back towards my place at the bar, I glance over my shoulder at Julian, who is re-engrossed in his conversation with the girl, and I sigh.  No matter how many times I tell myself it’ll never happen, there is always a fleeting instant when I imagine that as I turn around, Julian is right behind me, staring into me with those eyes of his, making me his.
I wash away those thoughts with a shot of vodka, noticing that a petite blonde girl to my left is watching me.  'Ah, why not,' I think.  'She's cute.'  As I smile at her, I know that I've entered into yet another night that has begun as every other: drinking and smoking, a meaningless fuck, and as always, endless pining over someone I will never have.
