THANKSGIVING by Rosie Francis Dallanstorm
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email me at stormyroses@hotmail.com 

Intro:

Not even a story…just the way things are right now. It’s more like a journal entry. But hey, I don’t have an online journal anymore, and I find it easier to write journal entries than try and make a story, so probably you’ll be seeing a lot more in this style.

I won’t say enjoy. Although advice would be nice.

Tyreke stayed over last night, and we made love for the first time.

Well, that’s not entirely true. We didn’t “make love”. I’m not sure if we had sex or just screwed, but there was certainly no love involved. The guy wouldn’t even kiss me.

I swear, sometimes I have no idea what’s going on in that guy’s head. We used to be so close, and now we’re drifting further and further apart, and I don’t know what to do about it. Probably I should just let him go. That would be the sensible thing to do. It would sure be the EASY thing to do. But somehow, I can’t. Chances are I’m going to lose him after this episode anyway, but I can’t just give him up without a fight – even if he’s the one I’m fighting.

Somehow it seems that we fight every time we see each other. We can talk on the phone or on msn well enough – usually he’ll call me after my evening class once or twice a week, and we’ll talk for an hour or two, and everything’s as good as ever. Oh, we swear at each other more than we ever did, but that’s just to be expected; both of us are harder and more crude than we were as teenagers. But our non-face to face conversations are great.

It’s when we actually see each other that things go wrong. Or, to be totally accurate, the morning after. Even if we didn’t do anything.

Yesterday evening started off so well. We had Thanksgiving dinner here – Ma, Ty, my brother and his girlfriend and I. Ty arrived early – probably for the first time in several years – so we drank some wine and giggled like teenagers and watched TV and listened to a CD that he bought me, which was really sweet. He brought a book for my Mom, as well, and I think she adores him more than ever now.

I don’t know how I’m going to break it to her that not only are we not going to end up together, but probably he wants me out of his life for good. She’ll be shattered; he’s like a son-in-law to her already.

My brother and Debbie arrived, and we ate, and everything was great. Dinner was one laugh after another, and was filled with that easy camaraderie that you find only in families who are the closest of the close. Ty and Mom had never met Debbie, I’d only met her once, Ty had only met my brother once…but everyone got on splendidly. We ate and drank and were generally merry, and after dinner we retired to the living room, where Ty and I sprawled on the couch, all tangled up in each other’s arms, and my brother and Debbie squashed themselves into an armchair, her on his lap, and we just all hung out and talked. Tony and Debbie seem very much in love; they kissed a lot and were just very very close, even when they weren’t actually kissing. And Ty would nudge me and smile every time they said or did something cute, as though he really approved. So I thought, maybe he’s melted a bit. Maybe some of the bitter ice has gone from his heart.

Eventually we got tired and went to bed, and even then, things were fine. He teased me about stripping in front of him, and pretended to do a striptease for me. I took a bath and didn’t bother to close the door, and then we got into bed and talked about stuff, and he opened up to me about a few things that he’s always refused to tell me – like his relationship with Jen, and why it went wrong. And he actually said that he wasn’t in love with her anymore – which is quite remarkable, because he’s been in love with her for a long, long time. I mean, she was his first – and maybe only – love. So that felt good. Not so much that I was thinking, “oh, maybe I have a chance now”…just that I’m glad he’s finally moving on with his life. And then he hugged me, and we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Of course, I didn’t sleep for long. My sleeping hours are not the same as Ty’s – he works from 7 in the morning until 5 or 6 in the evening, and goes to sleep around midnight. I take night classes and make my own hours for work, and my sleep schedule is usually from about 3 am to midday. So when I couldn’t do more than doze, and he started moaning in his sleep – he’s done this on two other occasions, and even though I know it’s not deliberate, it’s amazingly sexy to hear a guy moaning your name – I came downstairs and watched some TV, and did a little writing. I went back to bed at about 2, and as soon as I got in, he woke up. So we talked a little, and hugged a lot, and I massaged his stomach, and next thing we know it’s happened: he’s totally aroused, and because he’s been running his fingers over my hand and wrist, so am I.

So I continue to massage him – and not just his stomach – and he keeps running those magic fingers all over my arms, and occasionally reaching back to touch me – since we’re spooning at this point – and within minutes I feel like I’m about to explode, just from him stroking my forearm. And then he turns around, and starts rubbing his lips over my neck and face – not kissing me, just sort of touching me with his lips and nuzzling at me like a cat might do – and he’s breathing heavily and I’m moaning with pleasure and then…well, you can guess what happened next.

It was awkward. First times almost always are, but this was doubly awkward since he hasn’t yet been checked out at the GU clinic, so we had to stop and find condoms – which both of us hate. And he kept asking me what I wanted him to do, and what I liked…and honestly, I didn’t know what to say. I’ve never been with someone who asked me straight out – usually I’m the one who asks, and they’re the ones who just go to it and experiment a little. I suppose it shows that he’s as insecure in bed as I am – I know I always ask guys what they like because I’m scared of doing something wrong, and maybe Ty feels the same way. In hindsight, I should have told him, should have guided his hand and mouth to the places I wanted them to go. But I’m not terribly comfortable with my body and all its flab at the best of times, and your first time in bed with your best friend of four years probably couldn’t be considered the best of times by anyone. Or perhaps it could be the best of times, but certainly not the most relaxed. Not when you care so much about this person’s pleasure, and you’re scared that you’re not going to give them any.

In the end, I convinced him to get on top of me, and oddly enough he seemed surprised that this was what I wanted. But oh God, it definitely was. I’ve never had an experience that was quite so frantic, quite so passionate. Oh, I’ve had sex with guys when they’re angry with me, and they’ve been almost aggressive in their passion…but this was different. This wasn’t just one person taking charge and the other being passive – this was me giving as good as I got, and, unusually for me, all my thoughts were centered on the moment and how good it felt. I’ve never been a present-oriented person; because of my condition I tend to live in the future, and even when I’m making love with a person half my brain is off somewhere else, planning for future events. That sounds cold, I know, but it’s just the way I am, and no guy’s ever complained about it yet. In fact, I think a lot of them find it sort of sexy that I’m slightly distant.

But I wasn’t that way with Ty. I wasn’t thinking about the next time we’d do this, or whether it was the right thing to be doing, or…anything, really, except for the way it felt. He was so hard, and so ready, and even though he still hadn’t kissed me on the mouth he was rubbing his head all over my neck, and kissing and gently biting me on the throat, and nothing in the world could have been better. You could have approached me and asked me if I wanted to be anywhere else – the Caribbean, on safari in Africa, at the ceremony for winning a Pulitzer Prize…and I wouldn’t have taken you up on it. Nothing could have tempted me away from my cold bedroom, my old, uncomfortable mattress, or the passion I felt in my best friend’s arms. Nothing.

I don’t think he had as good a time as I did. Well, either he wasn’t enjoying it, or he came straight away and then had to pretend he didn’t…and even though I’d rather believe the latter, I’m not sure it was the truth. He found the bed too uncomfortable – which is totally understandable; I desperately need a new mattress, but what with Christmas coming up and all the medical bills that I’ve had to pay out recently, I can’t afford it yet – and he hated the condom and was just generally exhausted, so we didn’t do it for long. And that made me kind of sad, knowing that I hadn’t pleased him the way he’d pleased me.

But even though it only lasted minutes, even though I worried about pleasing him, even though the room was freezing and I had a fever and the mattress was lumpy and he wouldn’t kiss me properly…it was the best sex I’d ever had. And I don’t know if that’s because of it being so frantic, so desperate…or if it was simply because it was Ty. I think probably a bit of both.

The rest of the night went well enough. He’s a bed hog, so I spent most of the night spooned around him as it was the only way to not fall off the bed, but that was fine – we cuddled all night, and although I didn’t sleep more than an hour or so, it felt great.

But this morning, he was absolutely horrible, and I don’t know why. I don’t know if he’s feeling awkward because we slept together, or if he’s angry because it wasn’t any good for him, or if he’s mad at me because my ex-boyfriend called a bunch of times threatening to top himself, and I was preoccupied with that…I just don’t know. He hurried me out of the house so we could go for breakfast, walked thirty feet in front of me the whole time we were walking to the pub, complained constantly throughout breakfast, and eventually told me that I moan too much and tell him things he doesn’t want to know (about the ex), and that my character’s pretty crummy and he can’t figure out why we’ve been hanging out this long. And worse, he didn’t even say it in an angry way. If we were having a fight and he said something like that, it would be – oh, not fine, but justifiable. But he just came out with it, a random comment, in the same tone of voice as if he were asking me to pass him the salt. He sulked for a lot of breakfast, for no apparent reason, yet when I asked him what was wrong he yelled at me and said nothing was wrong, and why did I always have to make problems out of nothing. Which is actually something he’s said before, also for no apparent reason. So maybe he’s just having male PMS or something. I don’t know.

He’s acting…well, he’s acting sort of like a jealous boyfriend. When we were friends, he wouldn’t care if I came to him with boyfriend troubles – I’ve done it a hundred times before, and vice versa. Yet all of a sudden he resents being told about my problems – even though I’ve reiterated over and over that they’re problems with an EX – and I find it very very odd. He’s acting like he’s jealous. But he tells me that he doesn’t want to be with me, so how can it be jealousy?

Probably I shouldn’t worry so much – we had a fight much like this in July, and after a few days we were pretty much back to normal. I wish he would tell me when I’ve done something wrong, though.

*sighs* I suppose I’ll just have to let things slide for now, and concentrate on other things. God knows I have enough to concentrate on; Christmas and two pieces of English coursework and my Anatomy and Physiology course which is getting harder every day, and Ade’s suicidal tendencies, and a laparoscopy that I have to have done soon, and the hearing about the rape coming soon too (I hope)…well, I have plenty of things that should be able to take my mind off Ty.

But I do hope that he gets out of his funk soon. Because I don’t want to lose him. He can’t understand this – Why, he keeps asking, do I care about him so much? Why does he mean anything to me, when he sees himself as a failure? Why would I even be bothered if he were gone? But I would. Yes, I would get over it eventually, because that’s the kind of person I am – I deal with problems and eventually move on. But my life would be so much darker, so much less breezy and light, so much duller without Tyreke in it. Because even though he’s pessimistic and cynical and bitter and crude and unemotional and often doesn’t care a whole lot about people…he brings the sunshine for me, and always has.

