 Reagan Part two

We never spoke after that night.  Malcolm and I woke up crushed by the weight of our fort sometime in the afternoon.  I never heard tell of you after that night for a long time.  I think I saw you once, a few weeks later.  You were moving out of your place with Malcolm.  To where I didn’t know.  I didn’t care to know actually.  Obviously you couldn’t deal with what was happening nor did you care to try.  I left it in your hands and you just left it.  You didn’t even try to get in touch with me until about 2 months later.

When we initially hooked up, I was kind of in a relationship. Or you could say I was freshly dumped but hoping in the back of my mind, tucked away, to get her back.  Her name was Jordan.  We were on a “Time out” from each other while she was away at something for school.  I knew that it was more than a time out but wanted to fix that now that I had nothing.  I held on to some hope that maybe she still wanted me.  She was coming back in two weeks.  God how time flies!  It only seemed like yesterday she left. 

Anyways, so, I’m at the mall, something I don’t often find myself doing but I needed new pants.  I was browsing through the shelves of endless denim when I spotted you from across the store.  You were in the jewelry section.  I got a nervous feeling in my stomach.  I grabbed a few pairs of jeans and headed into the dressing room in hopes of avoiding you.  I try on a few pairs, no good.  I come up with a “get out and run” plan.  I leave all of the jeans in the dressing room and head out into the main part of the store;” Find everything you were looking for” says the cashier “uh, yes, no, they didn’t fit right” I say, but  I was too late.  I guess she thought the lady was talking to her seeing how there were few people in the store.  She turned to look.  We catch eyes as I try to leave.

Reagan: Hey!

Me: hey there (she looked like shit, I was glad)

Reagan: I’m probably the last person you thought you’d run into today hey?

Me: yeah, I figured you skipped town or something

You: what? No, I moved out of  the Ghetto and got a job.  I left for a few weeks to go to Toronto about a possible Job but that didn’t work out like I had hoped.

Me: Oh, well, that’s shitty…

You: If you can call a wife and no “job” there at all bad than I guess you could say that.

I felt bad for her. Obviously this Producer guy had told her he’d get her a job and all the rest, more than likely thinking she’d never take him up on it, she found out otherwise.  Typical.  But she should have known better.

Me: Oh well, can’t say you didn’t try. Anyways, it was nice seeing you, I’ll see you around I guess.

You: Oh, right.  I guess you’re still a little pissed off with the way things went.

Me: actually, no , you know, I was doing pretty fucking good until I ran into you here.  I was actually hoping you had moved away.  

You: Well, look, can we go and sit and talk somewhere.  I know that’s probably the last thing you want to do right now...but…

Me: No, we can talk, you can talk, I will listen.  But that’s it.  I don’t have much to say.

You: Okay, let’s go get some Coffee’s at Tim’s  or something.

 I drove us over there in the car my parents had loaned me until they got back from a conference on the mainland.   You didn’t have much to say except that you saw it as “an opportunity to advance your career”.  I saw it as a cheap way out:

Me:  Look, if you wanted to end what we had going you could have just told me.  I would have understood, I mean , we weren’t even public with it or anything so there wouldn’t have been any kind trouble.  I just don’t understand what happened I guess.  I’ve stopped trying to figure that out.  It was what it was.

You: I want it back.

Wow, I never expected this!  I expected a conversation and maybe a “keep in touch, well hang out soon” type of thing.  Not a “I want you back “ kind of thing.  I sat there in awe.  I couldn’t believe the words even came out of your mouth!

Me: You can’t just say that

You: why?

Me: because it doesn’t work that way.  You fucked me up for a long time after that night.  I don’t understand you at all.

You: Look I made a mistake.

Me: yeah, a pretty fucking big one! What , did you think I’d just pick up the pieces and… No way, I can’t do it.

You: yes, it will be better. I promise I’ve changed, Toronto was a wakeup call for me and I know I hurt you. Believe me, I’ve been trying for weeks to figure out how to get you to talk to me again. 

Me(not believing her)   Really?

You: well, you were ready to sneak out of the clothing store to day without even talking to me were you not

Me: yeah, but I didn’t want to talk to you!  And I bet you all that I have in my pocket that you weren’t gonna call.

You stopped.  Searched for something to say.  Nothing could possibly change my mind, could make me want you again after the treatment I received the first time round.  But somehow, in those few seconds you took to think and the few seconds I took to finish my smoke you got it.  I don’t know how you did it but you found a way to get to me to come home with you. At least as far as the door.  You pleaded with me the whole way back to your new apartment but I didn’t bite.  We stood outside under the eve and shared a cigarette as the rain started to fall.  “I love this kind of rain” you said as a huge drop landed on your nose.  You didn’t notice at first because it started to rain pretty heavily and we were both getting severely wet by this point.  But I noticed it, it drove me nuts.  I gave in and used the sleeve of my shirt to pat it off.  You turned and looked at me.  I don’t know if it was the rain, being so close to you, being so overwhelmed by different feelings, the way the light was catching us from passing cars, or what but you looked at me and said: “My God, you’re beautiful...I never told you that I don’t think. You deserved at least that, and I never said it once” It was the perfect thing for her to say.  I wanted to punch her in the face. I didn’t need anything else. But for some reason  I had forgiven her in that second. She started to cry, “I’m sorry I fucked things up for us “ She said, holding her head between her hands.  I put out my smoke and took her by the face and just kissed her.  With every piece of me that hated her, I kissed her.  

I was doing so well, but then the craving, the want, the need, like when you spend the whole night drinking and you wake up and you are in this fucked up situation and all you want is a cigarette.  You know, that need, I didn’t necessarily want you, but I knew I needed you. You needed me too.  For that night anyway.  

So we went upstairs in your new place and we had a discussion.  We decided on an agreement, a casual contract if you will. It was nice.  I forgave everything from before, although still no real trust in the fact that it wouldn’t happen again…  And I definitely wasn’t thinking.  I guess I knew at that point that it didn’t matter so much anymore, and I knew you would never give in and give me a real reason.  You didn’t really do anything wrong I guess.  Shit happens and people get hurt.  We went back into the routine of secret rendezvous and things, but I wasn’t satisfied.  You would call me when you got home from work and I would normally give in and come to see you. Seeing how you were on your feet all day, I guess I thought it was least I could do.  But you didn’t have any real furniture yet because you weren’t sure what you were doing.  You didn’t even have a bed.  We basically spent night after night screwing and sleeping on a crash mat like we used in grade school:

Me: you should really start staying at my place you know?  I have a Bed, and pillows and …

You: (not paying much attention to what I was saying, too busy trying to clear a path to the bed)...sure yeah, whatever.

Me: really?

You: Sure, why not, my back is killing me anyway.

Me: Okay, well, let’s go.

You: (laughing, throwing me to the bed getting rid of the last bits of my clothes and starting on hers)  Tomorrow, I’ve almost got you naked now.

We fucked for hours that night, lying there on that uncomfortable gym matt. I felt like shit about it at first but I was feeling too sorry for myself to really care at that point. Someone living in the apartment that shared a wall with yours banged viciously on the wall to try and get us to stop the racket we were making.

You leaned in, kissing my ear, you whispered “No one has ever made me come like this, we’re so good together”, I laugh.  We fool around for another hour or so and then we try to sleep.  I’m too uncomfortable and your back hurts so I suggest we go to my place:

Me: c’mon, it’s only 11:30pm. We can get in my big old bed, sleep in tomorrow, breakfast in bed…? Huh?

You: okay, let’s go.  

We got up, got dressed.  You packed a small bag and a toothbrush.  I wanted to walk but you suggested a cab. Second surprise: when we got in the cab you held my hand.  You had never done that before.  And with someone else around?  What’s happening here I start to wonder. Is this turning into something like a relationship now?

We get into the driveway, you pay the taxi and we get out.  On the way in the house you gave me a sweet little kiss and said “thanks”.  “For what” I asked, “For taking another chance on me”.   We get in and I head directly for the bathroom.  I felt like I was in there peeing for a year!  When I turned off the light and headed out the door towards the kitchen, everything was dark and little flickers like stars were shining over the walls, and ceiling and floors. I think you had lit just about every candle we had in the house.  And you had the pull-out couch, pulled out lying on it:

You: I found the biggest bed in the house.

Me: nicely done

You: C’mere you

She pulled me onto that bed and do you know what?  I don’t think we moved from it, from each other in 3 days.

I couldn’t believe how well we were doing, she even told a few people about us, which I found a bit surreal.  Everything was going so well, nothing could make it sour, except that I completely forgot that Jordan was coming home from London that week. More precisely that day.  We had talked about it and I told you that if there was any chance of me getting back with Jordan than I would do it. She knew the deal with Jordan and I , we also had a contracts so she tried to understand.  But it wasn’t going to be that easy.  

Jordan had been gone 4 months.  I didn’t even know if anything was going to work out there at all, but I was still willing to sacrifice everything I had worked for to see.  I pulled on some clothes that morning after a long shower (where I thought for a long time) and got ready to go to the school.  Reagan was still in my bed:

Me:  Okay, so take your time, hang out, get something to eat, and I’ll give you a call later alright?

(rushing about)

You: Is it worth it to you?

Me: what?

You: Is it worth it to you to go and do this and then drop me, leave me in your bed while you go to see if things are going to work out.

ME: Don’t get dramatic on me, we’ve talked about this.  

You: yeah, well things change, and something tells me I shouldn’t let you leave this house.  

But I did.  I told her she was crazy to think I was going stay and that this was something I had to do. This was my decision. If I didn’t do it would be one of those regrets that hangs in your closet collecting dust. 

Me: This is my choice and I’m going.  You made yours two months ago, you owe me this.

I didn’t think twice about what I was doing. You had nothing left to say.  So I left you there in my bed and I went to see her. I had mixed feelings the whole walk down to the school.


I arrived at the school in time to have a smoke before she arrived.  Jesse came out to join me:

Me: Hey pal

Jesse: Hey , how’s everything?  You look like …

Me: shit?

Jesse: Yeah

Me: well, I feel like it.

I proceeded to tell her what went down in the last 24 hours and she just laughed.  She didn’t know what to say.

Jesse: Well, all I really have to say is that your love life is the most entertaining thing at the school.  The women in your life aren’t constant.  You gotta give up on these straight girls because I have a feeling it’s not going to be worth the drama it causes in the end

Me: I agree.  But the only Lesbian is coming back today and leaving again in like a month.  And I love her.  At least I think I do.

Jesse: Really?  Do you really think that?  Listen, she’s leaving in like a week, not months and for good.  Do you really think she’s gonna want to pick back up where you guys left off?

Me: well, I don’t know.  But at this point I’m gonna try all I can.  I don’t know what is wrong with me Jesse. I can’t bring myself to love Reagan again because I can’t really put myself in that kind of emotional hell again.  I know she wont be faithful, but Jordan, I think that I could convince her of something.

Jesse: LISTEN TO ME, okay, I didn’t want to have to do this but I’m saving you from making a complete ass of yourself.  Jordan wont want to get that back on the go with you.  She can’t commit, I don’t think she ever will.  She lived on my floor for 3 months ,we’ve talked, she had fun with you but I wouldn’t expect anything.  I mean think about it, did she even call while she was gone?

I was so taken a back that I didn’t know what to say.  This was the truth.  It hurt like hell coming from a best friend but there it was, in black and white.

Me: well, I appreciate it.  What you said, the fair warning and all but you know I’m gonna have to at least try to pursue this a little further.  I do love her Jesse, you know that.  

Dana: yeah, I know.  But she’s your first Lesbian, they’ll be more.(putting an arm around my shoulders)

With that the red vans pulled up and they all scrambled out.  Happy to be back on the island again but beat.  Jordan was the last one out.  She looked fantastic.  She had gotten herself a new coat and a new European haircut, it was spiky and fun.  We give her a hand with her bags to the entrance and we share a few hugs.  There were a crowd of us there to welcome them back.  She made her rounds and then asked us to bring her home to bed.  I dropped them off at Jesse’s apartment.  She just said thanks and headed on inside.  I keep going over and over what Dana said again and again in my head, I panic, I stop her:

Me: So, when will you be up?

Jordan: Well, I’m gonna sleep for a few hours and then I have to go meet the girls  for a drinks.  Um, do you maybe wanna grab some lunch tomorrow?  

Me: Sure.  That would be great.  Give me a call.  And Jesse, call me later.  We’ll run lines before rehearsal.

 So I just left it there, for now.  She was tired, I understood, and the girls are her best friends.  I drove away feeling still a little unsettled…useless even.  I felt like a douche bag! Stall #1.  

I didn’t want to go back to the house.  Not yet, I had nothing again and didn’t want to go back to Reagan with nothing.  So I drove around for a couple hours.  By the time I got back she was gone. A note on the bed.  “Call me when you’ve decided what we are”  I bawled it up and threw it across the room.  I paced for a bit “What we Are”  , why now is she all of a sudden concerned with what “we” are.  We aren’t anything at all really, we agreed on what “we” were.  I light a smoke just in time for Jesse to call.  I jumped in the car, picked her up and we went to bash lines somewhere.  We were doing some Shakespeare as our second semester show and we had only a couple weeks before production and we had to be off-book asap.  We both had pretty significant roles in the show.  We were so excited.  It was bare bones; we had no budget, we made our own costumes or brought them in, we fabricated a set out of nothing etc..it was better that way, you actually have to act when there isn’t a big flashy set to cover up the rest.

After we were broke from rehearsal, Jordan called us to meet everyone at the bar for drinks. We agree to meet them but go home to primed first.  Jesse and I chatted for and hour or so while we got ready and managed to open and finish a couple bottles of wine.  After all, this was celebration time.  I asked her if she thought I was being an idiot about the whole thing:

Me: wouldn’t you do it?

Jesse: Do you really love her?

Me: Yeah look, yes I do.  I know that now, I wasn’t sure when she left but after seeing her again I know I want things back the way they were.

Jesse: what if she doesn’t.  Idon’t think it’s realistic anyways.  Look, I am not condoning this.  But I’ll be here for you when it’s all over. And I think you like Reagan a whole lot more.  That’s all I got.

Me: thanks.

Jesse: (applying one last coat of lipstick) ready?

We get to the bar.  I think about it all night, what I’m going to say, how I’m gonna say it, not the best spot picked to have this conversation I guess.  But throughout the night there is never a right time.  Instead of staying somewhat sober and talking sense, we all get trashed. Now because of Jesse I can’t get Reagan off my mind.  I pretended to hate her a lot more than I did. Jordan tells us some priceless stories about her trip and we have a blast.  A song comes over the sound system that everyone loves. You all get up to dance, I stay put, “I’m just gonna finish my drink” I say.  Jordan comes back with a new drink and sits next to me.  She hasn’t sat close to me all night:

Jordan: So, how’s everything?

We suddenly seemed like strangers

Me: good. Busy with the play and stuff

Jordan: what was that? Busy at play? (she grinned and nudged me)

Me: not exactly

Jordan: It’s okay you know, I know you were seeing Reagan while I was gone.

Me: fuck, yeah, um , I can explain..I mean

Jordan: explain what? We broke up.  You don’t have to explain anything.  I’m happy you messed around, more experience doll. (she takes a guzzle of drink)  You look great!

Me: you look fantastic.  Listen, how do you feel about me? 

Jordan: What do you mean?

Me: I mean, was I any good, did I do something wrong?

Jordan: What are you talking about?  No, of course you didn’t do anything wrong.  You know I don’t settle right?

Me: yeah I know but..

Jordan: This would never work out.  Maybe if you were graduating and going to live in the same place we could give it a go but it’s just not in the cards babe.  It’s not realistic.

Me: but I love you!

Jordan: No you don’t

Me: yes I do

Jordan: No you don’t, you’re drunk like me, having a good time, but certainly not in love. 

Claire comes up behind her and grabs her up “may I have this dance” she says; “yeah, sure…I’ll be there in a minute” Claire went on to the dance floor.  

Jordan: (taking my hands) You are adorable.  I’ll be back, 

And then she kissed me. I still don’t know why because it really didn’t help my current state.  I just told her I loved her, she kind of laughed it off and then told me I didn’t.  I was so confused.  I got a new drink , slammed it back and went to pee.  I sat in that stall for about a half an hour trying to wrap my head around what the hell my life was going through right now.  I guess I was gone so long they wondered where I was.  Jordan came into the bathroom.

Jordan: oh bella…my little (insert jewish term meaning little lost one, she always called me that), you in here?

Me: (wiping a few tortured tears from my eyes) Yeah, give me a sec.

 She stood outside the stall as long as it took me to gather myself.  When I opened the door she pushed me back in and started to kiss me:

Me: woah, okay no, what is this?

Jordan: Isn’t this what you want?

Me: yeah , but not like this…

Jordan: then lets’ go home

I wasn’t exactly sure what was happening yet again.  My most tragic flaw is going with the flow, but I did. I was a tumbleweed and heading right towards a match. I think I brought you home with me that night to prove a point.  We got in a cab and went to my place, it was a mess but you nor I cared.  We managed to have sex a bunch of times  before passing out.  When I woke up you were getting dressed:

Me: where are you going?

Jordan: To class, I have a meeting  about my costume and then I have to get in touch with the airlines about my ticket home.  But thanks, and I’ll call you later.  

She gave me a kiss and didn’t even give me time to say “breakfast”.  I felt cheated.  I didn’t prove a point that night at all, it was you who proved to me that I was the fool in all this.  

I didn’t see or hear from Jordan in 2 weeks.  It was opening night of our show.  As I sat backstage waiting for the house to open I sat and thought about how I was much like the character I was playing.  I was happy with my lover but then magic happened and I turned my back and faced another, not caring of the consequences. I felt shitty about Reagan.  I hadn’t called her or tried to see her since the note left on the bed. I wonder if she’ll come see the show.  I was feeling even shittier about Jordan because I felt like she used me to prove her point on love.  Utterly vulnerable I walk onto the stage and start the show.

The show ended, the packed house stood to their feet.  I saw Jordan there, sitting with her usual bunch.  I didn’t see Reagan though.  Oh well, maybe she was busy. I leave the stage and head through the stage door and into the hallway to the dressing rooms when two hands reach out and grab a hold of me pulling me under the bleachers.  It was Reagan, she pulled me and and kissed me with such desperation, tears were running down her face.  Then she pushed me away and was gone out the side door.  What was that?  A few classmates including Jesse witnessed it as they were following close behind.  They said nothing and I headed to the dressing room.

When we got in our ordinary clothes again we head outside the greenroom to greet our fans.  Pals from other classes, professors, significant others, some parents, all stood outside the door cheering.  I looked for Reagan, no dice.  But Jordan didn’t hesitate from coming up and giving me a hug to say great job “hottest role I’ve ever seen you play” she said to me.  But that meant nothing now.  I walk away from her before she gets to say anything else.  I hoped Reagan wouldn’t be far but I couldn’t find her anywhere.

We all decided to go to the bar for drinks after the show.  And that’s where I find her. Sitting with Malcolm and bobby at the bar.  She doesn’t even acknowledge me when Malcolm got up out of his way to hug me.  I decided this wasn’t the best time to talk.  I flutter about the bar, grab a drink and sit with some classmates.  It’s karaoke night and sure to be one of those nights where we don’t get home until 4.  Jordan, the whole night starts acting like this sex driven sappho, now she’s just trying to be arrogant.  I think she’s doing this to make me hate her because she knows I don’t’ and that’s the only way she sees to stay clear of me.  But I don’t buy it and just ignore her.  Reagan on the other hand is not even in the world at this point. I’ve never seen her so out of it.  She was talking away to Dana at the bar, about the show I’m sure, so I decided now would be time for some air, and maybe an outside smoke.

There is no one outside and it is the most peaceful of nights.  I sit and light a smoke.  I hear the door open and close. I don’t even turn around because I feel unconcerned with anything in reality right now.  It’s Reagan, she sits in the chair next to me:

Reag: can we talk now?

Me: yeah, lookI’m sorry I haven’t called or anything, I’ve been really busy and …(I don’t buy it, even I don’t buy what I’m saying!  Because it’s bullsit)

How are you?

Reagan: Miserable

Me: yeah, me too.

Reagan: I need you

Me: yeah, but n 2 months you wont want me anymore

Reagan: how can you say that?

Me: because I know you can’t commit to this the way we both need to be committed.  It doesn’t work for me the way we have to keep things secret and it doesn’t work for me that you like men, and it..

Reagan: Look, I think I might be falling in love with you.  And I really don’t know how to handle that other than to be truthful with you.  I’m not gay, no, but for some strange reason I need to be with you.

Me: there’s that need again.  You need, this, you need that, but do you want it, really, like deep in there, in that straight edged body do you want what all of this (pointing to myself) will bring to your life?

Reagan: I don’t know, I’m so confused , I don’t know what to do.  Just seeing you in that show tonight, and seeing Jordan sitting there, with her arm around Claire and well, it just made me all mad and shit

Me: hold on a second, what do you mean , with her arm around Claire?  Was it like, they were on a date kind of thing or..

Reagan: That’s not the point !  I know she doesn’t need you like I do, want you like I do. I was in there talking to her just now and she told me she doesn’t love you!  She told me she’s trying to push you away and to hurt you so that you’ll leave it be. So leave it. You’re so fucking naïve sometimes you know?  I can’t believe I let you go that day, I knew I should have barricaded the door or tied you to the bed or something!

Me: Stop it! I don’t want to hear this from you, why did you jump into this??  Why did you say anything at all?.  Look, I can’t handle this, I need to talk to Jordan.

Reagan: don’t’ go , please, look I really need to talk to you. Please?!!

Me: I can’t right now, it’s all too much.

And I just got up and left her there.  I bolted inside to where they were all sitting and I just said it, like the drunken fool that I was.  I professed my love for her, I told her everything I ever felt about her, I told her I was even planning on leaving school for her, anything at all that crossed my mind I said whether I meant it or not.  I was pissed, and I was drunk, and this was a big mistake.

She stood up and quickly got me out of the room and into a dark corner, just outside the main door.  She tried to calm me down but I just needed to hear it from her mouth.

Me: why did you do it?  Why did you sleep with me that night? Just be fucking straight up about it because if it was as malicious as I think it was, then that makes you a cunt.    (I don’t say that word, this was bad…)

Jordan:(shocked) Look, I was talking to Reagan a few times over the last few weeks, that’s why I haven’t called or been around you because she seems to love you and I never could. So that’s that.   

I fell short of breath.  There it was. Plain and simple.  The truth of it.  She didn’t want me or need me at all, she did this for me, to help me.  Pretty fucked up but that was it.  She gave me a hug, I apologized to her for the spectacle. She understood.  I went back in and apologized to the rest of the crowd for my display, they shrugged it off, probably thought I was a lunatic.  I didn’t care.  I then ran outside to where I had left Reagan, in a state. She wasn’t there.  I saw a shadow round the corner of the school.  I ran again, it was her:

Me: Reagan! (I shouted)

     Reagan, stop, wait please!

She stopped. She didn’t turn though.  I got to her and turned her around and grabbed her hands, almost on my knees:

Me: I’m sorry I’m such a fuck up.  I’m sorry I put you through this.  I’m an idiot!  I should have known better.

Reag: Yeah, you should have. What did she say? 

Me; it’s not important.

But it was important.  As we sat in a cab headed to my apartment, her holding my hand, the words that Jordan had said to me ran viciously around in my mind.  My eyes seemed to race with them.  I was stunned again and started to cry.  By the time we were out of the cab and in the house I was a bloody mess.  I felt sick, I made it to the bathroom in time to throw up.  Reagan held my hair and didn’t say anything.  Even when I was still in the bathroom, unable to get off the floor, hysterical, she said nothing.  Even when I told her to go to bed and I stayed up for another hour, she didn’t say anything.  What could you say really.  “Stop crying, it’ll be okay”, but would it be okay? I didn’t think so.

I finally stopped crying and got in bed. And from the moment I got in bed to the time I got up in the morning she held me.  So tight I think I may have stopped breathing for a spell.  I set the alarm to get up and say a quick goodbye to Jordan who’s flight was leaving in the morning. I needed a goodbye for closure I thought.  When the alarm went off you didn’t wake right away.  I was up and had thrown some jeans and a random t-shirt on, you didn’t look at me but you spoke:

Reagan: Where are you running to now?

Me: I’m not running anywhere.  I’m just going to say goodbye.

Reagan: do you think you could handle that again?

Me: Yeah, I’m done with that now.  I’ll be back in 10 minutes.  Then I’ll make you breakfast.

Reagan: I’m probably just gonna go.

Me: no, PLEASE stay.  I promise I’ll be back.

Nothing.  I closed the door to the bedroom and headed up to the apartment building up the street.  Jordan was already there, loading her stuff in the cab.  I drifted up a long side of her and helped her load the car. When it was all in, she kissed and hugged  Jesse and I goodbye:

Jordan; take care of yourself okay?  I’m sorry for everything

Me: thanks for everything, have a good flight.

It started to rain as the cab pulled away. Typical, and me with no coat.  I was fine, a lot better than I thought I’d be.  I got back to the house and stopped to have a smoke before I went in.  I thought about a bunch of stuff and got a little welled up.  I wasn’t quite sure why, relief I think, yeah, it wasn’t sadness anymore because I was starting to believe that the love of my life was inside, in my bed, waiting for me.  I was just wiping the tears from my eyes when the door opened.  It was Reagan, she was already dressed and leaving.  She stopped, probably trying to escape without me knowing.  She looked me in the eyes and I guess she saw sadness:

Me: whos’ running now?

She brushed on past me and headed out into the rain.  I didn’t understand,

Me: Reagan? Reagan!  Where are you going?

Reagan: Home!

I reached in the porch and grabbed an umbrella and took off after her.  When I finally caught up she wasn’t stopping without a fight:

Me: look, just stop for a second.  What’s wrong.

Reagan: Look, I can’t be Jordan. I just can’t, I can’t give you what she gave you , I can’t even admit to being with you so where does that leave us anyways?  I’m just gonna go home.  You go sleep, and call me if you want later, I just have to think right now.

Me: you have to be joking!  You really changed your mind, took back all the shit you said to me last night, in what..like 10 minutes?  

Reagan: just, let me go

Me: No

Reagan: I have to go now.  Just call me later.

And she left me there, wet t-shirt and all on the sidewalk.  I just watched her for a moment thinking to myself how fucked up this is.  I turned and walked back to the house.  I threw my clothes off and got in bed.  I tried to sleep but I couldn’t, I tried to listen to music but everything reminded me of some event from the last 6 months.  So I watched some TV, movie, “Sound of Music” my favorite.  I waited 20 minutes into the movie, that would have been an hour since she’d left.  I picked up the phone but couldn’t dial.  I new she wouldn’t call so I had to. I dialed the numbers one after the other.  I didn’t even know what I was going to say.  She picks up, obviously upset:

Me: hey

You: hey

Me: you alright?

You: I don’t know, no

Me: can I come over?

You: No, I mean, I want you to but I feel like we need to think about stuff separately for a while.

Me: what’s a while

You: I don’t know, as long as it takes

Me: not good enough.  Look, I know you can’t give me what Jordan gave me.  You aren’t her, I know that.  But I don’t want that, she broke my heart remember.  

You: how do you know I wont.

Me: I dunno, I guess I could trust you

You: Look, I really want to give this a shot, for real this time, pulling all the stops.  But I can’t promise you anything.

Me: are you sure this is what you want?  Because at this point I really can’t afford for you to break my heart in two months time

Reagan; I’ll try my best…I wont.

Me: So can I come over now?  I need to be around you now.

Reagan: please do

I’m not very athletic but I ran as hard and as fast as I could in the rain down to your house.  I got a little lost on the way.  But I heard the crows and for some reason I decided they would lead me up the right path.  I had taken a wrong street but could hear those crow just kahing away, as I got closer to the sound they were there, perched on the wires from the telephone poles above your house.  I knew it.  Then they were gone.  They knew I was coming and flew away.  They heard me.

I didn’t even knock, I just ran on in , up over the stairs and into your arms, where you were waiting patiently.  I’ve never felt more alive than right then and there.  We lay together on the bed, engulfing each other until it was dark out:

You: should we do something, like eat or get up or something.

Me: maybe a shower.

You: Oh yeah, go ahead.

Me:not going to join me?

You: yeah, I’ll be in in a minute.

I got in the shower, anticipating her arrival.  Nothing. She probably fell back to sleep.  I dry off and go back into the room.  She totally fell asleep.  I carefully crawled onto the bed and kissed her eyelids.  They made the cutest little sound as you tried to pry them open.  One, then the other, you jolted a little:

Reagan: Shit!  Oh, sorry babe, I fell asleep.  

Me: it’s okay (I lean in for a kiss)

Reagan: Mmmmm, yeah, come here.  You smell so fresh 

We made love for over an hour.  Two sweaty beasts once again.  I don’t know what it is about sex with you but I get so energized and so into it.  It drives me wild!  You lay there on top mf me, tracing shapes of different kinds into my chest:

Reagan: I could lie here with you like this forever you know.

Me: me too.  I am so comfortable with you.

Reagan: God,(wasting  the last bit of sexual energy she  has on rubbing her body against mine)  I wish you were a man…

WHOA!  HOLD UP!  WHAT?!  Not exactly the thing a lesbian wants to hear after just having sex with her female partner:

Me: Excuse me?

I went cold.  What did she mean by that?

Reagan: Oh, I’m sorry, what I meant was..

But it was too late.  Those words burned me.  I thought I was going throw up.  A Man?!  I hurried my clothes on and started to put on my shoes:

Me: A man hey?  Well then I guess you were right.  I can’t give you everything you need.

And with that I’m out the door. I don’t know where I was going.  My clothes were still wet and I was having severe difficulty pulling on my shirt as I ran down over the stairs and out the door.  I was getting so frustrated trying to find the last sleeve that I slipped on the wet grass and fell down, not hard but enough to make me even angrier than I thought possible; I’ve skinned out my elbow.  Now I was soaked.  You came running towards me.  Trying to help me up, butI wanted none of it.  I pushed your hand away and got up myself.  I had found the sleeve by that point.

Reagan: Look, it just slipped out.  I didn’tmean to say that.  It would just be a better situation all around if you were a guy.  I’d be having less trouble with this.

Me: Thanks obviously you aren’t ready for this.  I guess I should just thank you for breaking my heart so quickly, at least you gave me that.  

 And then I ran again, I took off, running through the puddles but it was raining so hard that I couldn’t tell where I was going.  Circles, I was running in circles around your  street, the gods were playing some horrible trick on me. I finally gave up and sat on your porch to get out of the rain.  I didn’t knock on the door, I didn’t do anything.  I just sat there, probably a half hour.  Until you came back outside.  When you couldn’t reach me on my phone you decided to come and find me.  But I was there all the time. Who was I kidding.  I had nowhere to go from here.  I had nothing, but you:

Reagan; Thank god, what were you thinking.

Me: I wasn’t

Reagan: will you come in?

Me: on one condition…you listen to me for a second, without interruptions, without a sound okay?

Reagan:Okay…

Me: I think I’m falling in love with you , I think I already was, but I refuse to do this if you are going to be thinking that man stuff in the back of your mind all the time.  If you can’t handle this then I’m giving you your out now, so no one get’s hurt. Clean.

At this point I want you to picture yourself out in the heaviest, coldest rain shower you’ve ever been in.  You’re so cold that pretty much everything but your lips are frozen. Now, times that by 10 and add a slip in the muddy grass and a scrapped elbow. Okay go, half hour.

Reagan: Come in. You’re freezing, you’re gonna catch a cold.  I really want to try this, at leat try.  And yes, I’ll put the Man out of my head.  That was a stupid thing of my to say.  Now come on inside…please?

I was relieved.  Wet and tired but relieved.  I went inside that house feeling so much better.  This was going to be it.  No more horseshit, we were gonna be honest this time round. Nothing would throw us this time. I was not putting myself through something like that shit I just pulled!   


I took off my clothes as quick as I could. I was literally drenched, I thought I was going to have to cut the jeans off myself, and they were my favorite ones too.  “Shit”I thought as I hit the floor trying to wiggle out of the stupid jeans.  After a little wiggling and jiggling I freed myself from their grasp. You came in the room to find me naked as a jay bird on your new rug.  You laughed and helped me up off the floor:

You: I ran you a bath

Me: thank you

You led me in to the bathroom and into the tub.  You had a great tub, one of those old fashioned jobbies with the clawed feet.  It was deep and filled with bubbles.  You left for a brief moment and I went under. Everything sounds so much clearer to me under water tonight. I don’t open my eyes but I picture myself floating down a river on my back, naked to the sky.  I blink and see a muffled image of you. I come back up for air.  

Reagan: here’s some tea.

Me: thanks, and this bath is fantastic, thanks (taking the cup of tea)

She leaves again and returns with a cup for herself, a pack of smokes and a joint already lit.  She sits just below on the floor next to the tub.  I take a sip of tea and lean over the side f the tub , landing the cup safely to the ground.  As I go to raise myself back up and into the tub you stop me by leaning in for a kiss.  I caress the back of your head with my bubble covered hand; you move your hands to the edge of the tub, using it as support to help you off the floor.  You get to your feet and start to take your clothes off.  You casually slip in the tub; now this tub was definitely fit for two.  You slid your feet down my body and tucked them behind me.  We were in a tangle, locked in a knot in that bathtub.  I rubbed your feet for a while, you massaged my back for a while with some oils.  And then we just stayed perfectly still; I don’t think we could of moved if we tried.  I felt like, like if the apartment was burning down around us I would be safe in here, with her.  I lay there in your arms for quite some time.  You gave me little kisses all down the side of my face (resting on your shoulder) and on to my neck.  I lean up to kiss you.  We do. We stop. We go to bed, wiped from this exhausting day of she said she said, I hate you’s, I love you’s, I need you’s.  You get the picture, but I got a different feeling this time round.  I mean, Third time’s a charm right?

I convinced her to move out of her place and into mine until the summer, or until the landlord kicked us out.  She couldn’t afford the place she was in anyways, and after we got back together she was always at my place anyways.  So we packed her up and moved her out.  Our friend Rachel lent us her car for the move (my rents came and got the car I had).  My roommate had moved a week ago so we used my bedroom as storage  for all our shit and his room as the bedroom, it was bigger.  That night we ordered Chinese and got some wine.  It was nice , it felt real, And the sex that happened in that apartment for the 3 weeks we were there!  I wont bother to describe it because it’s too much.  But just think the best sex of your life times a million and one.  Yeah. You know the kind.

We found out after a week that the landlord had new tennants moving in.  He cut a deal so that we could stay somewhere while we looked for another place.  But we hadn’t found another place, we hadn’t begun to look because we were being selfish of our time.  I don’t think we left the bedroom for like 48 hours, no word of a lie.  We spent that 48 hours memorizing each other. Some of my best memories of you are from those 2 days. I remember specifics, like the way your nose whistles while you sleep every night, no matter how many times you blow it; The sound of your eyes blinking, dreaming;The small diamond shaped mole behind your right ear;You would sing to me if I begged you long enough.  You loved kissing me, we made it our personal hobby.  From time to time you would talk in your sleep.  I thought it was cute, tried to talk back a few times.  When you couldn’t sleep you would take the tips of a small handful of my hair, gripping the strands between your thumb and forefinger , and use it like a paintbrush on the tip of your nose.  This would even put me to sleep.  You never let me sleep with my back to you.  We always had to be facing each other.  The only time I or you had our back to the other was if we were lounging together on the couch.  I could feel you some nights, watching me as I slept.  It was comforting, you were my protector.  I felt protected and safe in this now and I knew that I had fallen, harder this time.

We had to move, and had nowhere to go.   Rachel came to the rescue again.  She and her boyfriend had an empty room in their apartment and were more than happy to have us stay as long as we needed.  So we moved house again.  We ended up downtown, hadn’t lived down there yet.  The situation was fine, we had a medium size room with a bed , a dresser loads of closet space.  There was another little room where you kept your 50 odd pairs of shoes, and wardrobe.  Our plan was to work for the summer and then school again in the fall; you only had a few courses left and I had another year, but we’d work it out when the time came.  If we lasted til then.  But right now it was great.  We moved our shit in and decorated our sleeping quarters with random scarves and pictures and any old random decorative things we had. 

Chris and Rachel weren’t around for the most part.  They both worked some crazy ass hours.  We spent the first few days there just mellowing out.  It was comfy.  We hooked up our TV and VCR and spent a couple days just watching movies; cabaret in rep.  Definetly both of our favorites.  We’d sing along, do a little dance.  It was great.  But we soon grew tired of the sitting around.  We had a whole month before our real summer jobs started , we couldn’t just sit around, we needed to pay rent.  Jobs, we needed them.  We went everywhere, to every bar, sitting chatting to the owner’s over a pint, we even went to the shadiest of bars for the sole fact that everyone knows the quick money comes from bartending or stripping, and neither of us could bring ourselves to strip so we took the low road.  There seemed to be no jobs in sight.  I gave up, I did have enough to get through the month, I thought.  You got a job at the call center down the street.  You’re shifts were at some crazy time like 7 in the morning to 12:30 at night.  Point being , I started seeing less of you.  This was annoying me, but you had to work. Well no actually, you didn’t have to , you could have called “Daddy” and asked him for it.  They had been on bad terms so she did not want to even go so far as to ask him for money.   I decided to spend my time finding us a place to live.  

I had a routine.  I’d get up in the morning, get a shower, get a slice of honey toast, brush he teeth, get dressed, leave house, go to the gas station up the street for the morning paper, and go to Jack’s place.  I knew the daytime Bartender quite well and reeked the benefits of the free coffee.  I would hang out there for a while, then I’d visit “Footy” for a pick me up to bring home in a baggy.  Footy was a good guy.  Tweedle Dumb and Tweedle Dee combined but he was a good sort.   I would go back to the Apt. then and hang out for the rest of the day until Reagan or Leigh (our best pal from Ottawa) got back from work.  Wherever we were Leigh was , now that she was home we basically kidnapped her for the summer.  Helen would often come home for a spell between 4:30 and 5:00pm so I had a little company. 

Most times Leigh and I would go and get trashed somewhere and then go back to the apartment and crash.  We often woke up in the morning spooning each other, with Reagan passed out , still in her uniform across us.  Reagan was working so much lately that I felt like I had more of a “relationship” with Leigh.  Other people even questioned it.  We found it amusing,  think her father even thought we were together, or at least he wanted us to be.  He used to say to me:”You know Amy, Leigh needs something solid in her life, whether it be a man or a woman, whatever your into,she needs someone to take care of her”  I would agree with him then he’d give me a pat on the back and say “your some nice girl…you know how to cook?”

He was a funny man.  Anyhow, the week of “The Fantastics” (a show our friends were putting off at the black box theatre at the school) Leigh and I landed Jobs as ushers and box office.  Seeing how it was summer there weren’t mny students around and needed a few people.  We needed money, so we were delighted.  It was only playing two nights.  The morning of opening night Reagan left the house without talking to either of us.  She was jealous because she had t work, hated her job/boss and knew that Leigh and I were already having great adventures.  We shrugged it off.  She can’t be mad at us.  She chose to work.  Opening night went fabulously.  Pals were great, we went out for drinks after the show to Jack’s to celebrate.  We met some great folks from the crew as well that night.  We weren’t going to be out late though because Leigh had to get her parents car in the morning and go to pick up a friends at the bus that were coming in to see the show.  These friends were Aidan, Jeff and Jeff’s girlfriend Nicole.  These were old classmates and dear friends of Reagan and Leigh’s.  In fact, Aidan I came to discover was an ex-lover of Reagans.  That relationship fucked the both of them up for good I think.  Reagan had briefed me on her and Aidan’s past towards the beginning of our relationship.  You know, the time when you swap stories about past loves, you know, get rid of all the baggage at once.  She actually told me she had kept in touch with him thru e-mail this past year (after not talking to him for 3) and told him about us.  I was shocked , seeing how she still didn’t even really address to anyone that we were together.  So I was curious to meet this fellow after some of the crazy stories I heard.  

We had a few drinks, Leigh walked me as far as my place and hitched a ride up to her parents house.  I went in to go to bed.  It was about 12:30 by the time I got home.  Reagan said she was getting off a little early to visit with a relative and that she would be home shortly after 11.  So I was excited this night,, maybe we’d actually have a conversation tonight (we haven’t even said good morning in 2 weeks).  I get home and she’s in the shower.  I take off my coat and boots, toss them to the side.  I sit on the couch and light up a smoke.  I hear the bathroom door open, she peaks her head around the corner:

Her: Okay, it’s just you.  John had some weird dudes over earlier and I thought they might still be here.

Me: nope just me.  So how are you?

Her: Jesus, you make it sound like you haven’t seen me in years

Me: feels like it

Her: look don’t get all pissy!  I have to work you know

Me: did I say anything?

Her: no but I know that look

Me: what look, I don’t have a look, look why are we even arguing over this?  I only asked you how you were.

I get frustrated and go into the kitchen for a glass of something.  

Her: Look I’m sorry, I’m just really stressed out right now.

Me: I know, I just miss you is all.

She comes up behind me and hugs around me.  She smells so fresh.  Her skin is still wet and she dampens my clothes a little with her hug.  I turn around and pull her in a for a kiss.  She get’s a little aggressive and pulls me toward our bedroom.  She pulls my shirt off in the hall and continues removing things as we head into the bedroom.  I pull the towel off her head to let her hair down, her firey red locks, still drenched in water, then swiftly dropped her towel to the floor.  It was raw, I wanted her more then than I ever had.  Distance makes you crave things you couldn’t even imagine.  For weeks I pictured her sitting there in her cubicle, uniform, tapping a pencil, yawning, bored, and then it progressed into a fantasy of me showing up there , in the dead of night.  And doing her, right there in the cubicle with her boss close by somewhere, probably getting off on it.  

We became animals that night in the bed.  You were like a tiger, pouncing, pinning, pushing, you were very persistant, one time was never enough.  Then when you’d finished with me I turned into some kind of vengeful prey.  That night was the first night I tied you down.  I didn’t know what I was doing really, but you liked it, you growled.  The curious thing to me throughout our moments of intimacy was that you would never let me go down on you.  NEVER.  I didn’t get it.  You told me that you never let anyone go down there.  I find that hard to believe but I believe you.  But this time, you had no choice.  I had your hands tied to the bed, falling deep in between your body and mine was this intense raw force that neither of us could turn off. I tried to go down there and you said no, s I tried 5 minutes later, you said no, then again,I just needed to .  You almost started to cry so I shrugged it off and slipped my hand between  your legs making you come harder than you ever have.  I think I felt you explode in my arms.  We lay there, breathing heavily for quite sometime.  And then before I could even say goodnight you leaned in and said “Thank you” and gave me a kiss and turned your back to me.

That was something we never did.  The turning of the back.  And we weren’t on a couch so there was no excuse.  I just stayed there on my back and stared a the ceiling thinking something was definitely gone.  There was something missing, or something would go missing soon enough.  I turned over the night and we slept back to back for a while.  I woke up a few hour later and you were snuggled tightly into my back.  That’s better I thought to myself, feeling some kind of security in that.  But when I woke up the second time you were gone. And a note on the kitchen table read:


Amy,


Gone to work and then I ‘m meeting an old friend later for drinks.  See you when I see you.









-Reagan

Okay, not the morning I wanted to wake up to.  Maybe I could go back to bed and wake up again and it would start out differently.  Maybe in the next one I’ll be gone, or we’ll both stay.  But it wasn’t so this morning and I accepted it. But who was this old friend?  I knew Aidan and a few others were coming back to town, I don’t know if she knew that I knew or whatever but I had a feeling in my guts that told me Aidan was the old friend.  And I didn’t know how to feel about this.  The phone rings and it’s Leigh, she’s coming for coffee and then going to the bus.  I pull on some clothes and make the coffee.  She shows withing minutes, she must have called form a cell and was close.  She came into the apartment with two Tim’s coffee’s in her hands and a joint in her mouth:

“Morning” she muffles as she tried to maneuver around the apt to a table:

Leigh: morning

Me: morning, so I have a question now.

Leigh: yeah, me too, did you get laid or something last night?  You got that freshly fucked look about you.

Me: last night.

Leigh: who?

Me: (puzzled) What?  Who the fuck else do you think?  My lover, your best friend, Reagan?

leigh: (joking) I know that shit head, I was just trying to be an asshole about it.  So the ice queen warmed up a little did she.  

Me: guess so, something’s not right though 

Leigh: yep and I’ll tell you right now and it will answer the question you had earlier I’m sure..

Me: Aidan?

Leigh:  yep.  I don’t think she’ll do anything stupid, but you know they fucked eachother up for a long time right?  It was crazy, I was around for the worst stuff. (noticing the unpleasant look on my face)  but I’m sure that’s all behind them now.

Me: for sure?  You can’t say that Leigh, and she has been unfaithful before.  This, she told me, was the only other person she has every loved…

Leigh:  Other, who’s the other then?

Me: ME leigh!  Fuck, catch on here.  Am I talking in circles?

Leigh: Did she tell you she “loved “ you? Like straight out, just like that?

Me: Pretty much.

Leigh: when?

Me: last month before we moved in here.

Leigh: fuck

Me: And she told me she ahd been in touch with him over the past year, and that she told him about us.

Leigh: wow

Me: yeah

Leigh: Well, if it helps, he’s got a girlfriend now, he’s in love (I think) and she seems to be pretty in to you by what I’ve heard and what you say.

Me: I guess, but is it bad of me to be jealous or worried or whatever?  No way.  Speaking of whom, don’t you have to pick them up at the bus, like, now?

 Leigh looks at her watch “shit..gotta go, but I’ll see you at the show at 7:00?” and then she was gone.  I sat there and thought about taking a shower, then I did. 

 Then I decided to go to the library for the afternoon /evening.  I went into the room and grabbed the laptop (Reagan’s lapt top that she let me use) and left for the school.  When I got to the library it was barren.  This was great, there would be no distraction and I could get some work done, finally.  The women in my life were definitely taking up too much of my time.  I sat in a booth and began setting up the computer.  One of the zippers was open on the front and a piece of paper was spilling outside.  I thought it might have been something I had left in there from the day before when I used it but I couldn’t rmember so I looked it over.  It was not my writing.  They were not my words.  It was Reagan’s writing and the words were for me.  Well, it wasn’t finished but it was pretty much a dear john she had started to write to me.  It was painful to read but I couldn’t stop myself.  One line read “I don’t mean to hurt you but I know I do.  Everything I do, I’m a selfish brat..blah blah” . On and on, she just rambles , there’s no sense in this, I don’t know what to think until my eyes cross over the words “it wont work out”  …this is when I put it down and stop reading.  I’ve had my fill.  I don’t do anything, I feel paralyzed.  What kind of game was this.  When did she write this?  Maybe it was the first or second time we split.  I took the note and placed it in a box in the closet with a few random things and two ratty sweaters.  I hoped she would never find it.  If I hid it, and she went looking for it, she wouldn’t find it and she wouldn’t remember the words she wrote or the pain she caused or the heart she just broke, for the third and last time.  I leave the library and hit th bar for a smoke.  I also accompany that smoke with 4 pints and then I head to the theatre for the show.  Leigh is there, and she knows somethings up by the stagger in my walk and the stink of my breath.  She gives me a piece of gum.  The house opens before we even get a chance to talk.  Everyone is in, pretty much, show starts in 7 minutes.  We go outside to have a quick smoke:

Leigh: Whats up, are you loaded?

Me: not loaded, just feeling good.  

Leigh : let me re-phrase that for you, what’s wrong?

Me: I found a letter…and I don’t know when its from but its bad news.

Leigh: do you have it? Let me read it…

Me: No, I hid it where she wouldn’t find it

Leigh: you alright

Me: yes, no

Leigh : No okay well…(she get;s distracted) Oh, shit.  Speak of the devil.  

Me: what?

We turn to see Reagan, in all her glory, hair done, skirt on, uniform off.  She supposed to be at work.  I play it cool like I’m not the blubbering mess I must look like.  She pops outside: 

Reagan: Not too late am I? (grinning away)

Leigh: No, but aren’t you supposed to be at work?

Reagan: I quit

Me: what?

Reagan: Well, I just didn’t show up.  Fuck that, I’m tired of you guys having all the fun.

She turns, steal a draw from my smoke and heads inside.  The two of us just look at eachother, sigh, and head inside.

She finds a seat next to Aidan, funny enough, and makes herself comfy.  Leigh and I decide to not watch tonight and go smoke a bowl in the sculpture studio.  We chatted until intermission and then headed up to open the doors:

Leigh:  If she did write it recently then fuck her.  She doesn’t deserve you anyways, she;s a lunatic!  You know that.  I know that better than anyone.

Me: yeah, but it’s harder than that.  There’s been so much fucking drama already, you know, I wish she could just be an adult, come to me and tell me its over.

Leigh: She just trying to make you hate her

Me: it’s working

We stay for the second half of the show and meet the pals down at the bar after we lock up.  We get there and they already have drinks waiting. Reagan is nowhere to be seen.  Aidan get’s up when we come to the table:

Aidan: great to see you leigh (gives her a hug) and who might this be? (Referring to me)

Leigh: Oh, right, Aidan, this is Amy..Amy Anthony, amy this is Aidan.

Me: Hi, good to finally meet you.  I’ve heard a lot about you.

Aidan: Really?  How?  If it was from either of these girls don’t believe a word of it.  So what’s your story, who are you, who do you know, what do you do?

I was shocked.  Reagan has told one of her biggest lies yet and I was the one suffering the embarrassment.  Fuck it, I was loaded and it was definitely going to be one of those nights, might as well keep it going!

ME: Oh, didn’t Reagan tell you?  She told me she had been in touch with you over the past year and that she told you all about me? (Aidan looks completely lost by this point)

Aidan: No, she didn’t mention anything..um…let me think though, were you the roommate with the crazy cats?

Me: no, I’m the one she’s fucking.

His jaw dropped.  As did Leigh’s and everyone elses around the table.  And then Reagan joined the table and silence for a second.  I don’t think anyone knew what to say really.  I think I shocked myself too.  I definitely had enough to drink , I thought to myself. 

Reagan: (feeling slightly uncomfortable) What’s up?  What did I miss.

Leigh: (piping up) Oh, nothing, nothing just sit down.  

Aidan: No , no wait a minute.  You didn’t tell me about this Reg!  That’s uh…hot, I mean, good for you, I mean, congrats!  That’s wicked.  I can’t believe you never told me this, it’s big, I mean, it’s not huge, but different, for you , I mean.

Reagan: Okay, I totally missed something here.  What exactly are you referring to?

Me: (taking a leap I never thought I would, I thru my arm around her, squeezing her) us babe!  Our happy little secret love affair (and then I leaned in and tried to kiss her, to prove a point.  She pulled back and said rather viciously:)

Reagan: bathroom , now

Me: no

Reagan: I’m not fucking around here okay?

Me: I’m not either

Reagan: Our business, is not public, now go.

That was a blatant command on her behalf. So instead of going in the bathroom, I went outside. She balled me out for a few minutes outside “how dare you , and such and such and so on and so forth”…I blocked half of it out.

Me: (stepping in) Look, address it now whatever it is, I need to know if this was all for not, just some experiment or something or if you have any feelings left for me at all.  Just tell me okay?  Level with me.  I can’t keep this relationship going on my own anymore.

You: Look, I just don’t…

Me: I wasn;t finished.  So look, if you are freaking out right now because Aidan knows and I don’t know, for all I know you may have come here tonight to try and get him back.  But for me, this is more serious.  It’s your own fault for lying to me anyways.  I’m going home , you go have fun.

And I walked away leaving her on the curb.  I didn’t give a shit about anything at that point.  I walked to the end of the street where our apartment was.  I crawled up over the steps and into bed.  I didn’t even take off my clothes.  To tired, too drunk, too dazed and confused to understand anything happening around me anymore , so I felt the safest thing for me to do would be to close my eyes.

I woke up somewhere around 4:00am to Reagan, crying at the foot of the bed.  I sat up.  She turned and fell into my lap, sobbing this time.  I wasn’t sure what to do.  So I just rocked her a little.

Reagan: I’m so sorry…I don’t know what I was thinking.  I should never have lied, I should have never even entertained the idea that he would take me back. I was desperate.  I don’t know how to feel about us sometimes and I just ..I just fucked it up.  Do you hate me yet. Because you will.  

She looked up at me, so lost so afraid , so defeated.  I got up and got into a t-shirt.  I got one for her and helped her into it.

Me: let’s go to bed and start fresh in the morning, okay

Her: Yeah, I’d like that,

I pulled up the covers and tucked her into bed.  I went out into the living room for a smoke.  A few minutes later her head appeared around the corner:

You: can you come to bed now, I can’t sleep.

Me: be right there.

Things the next day were better than I could have ever imagined.  I had fallen asleep on the couch.  She woke me and put me to bed again.  An hour later, breakfast in bed and a joint for breakfast desert.  We stayed in bed, cuddling, writing and draming all day.  Leigh Came over in the afternoon and told us she had found a place close to her parents place that was dirt cheap and awesome.  We decided to take a look.  We set up an appointment to see it on Friday.  That gave us two days to relax, maybe even pacl a few things.

The following day you get a call from dear old dad.  He must want something I think to myself.  Seeing how he never calls.  Leigh and I were busy getting our coats on when she announces she has to leave at four o’clock today for Montreal:

Reagan: Dad’s got a car for me!  He’s going to fly me up and I’ll take a couple days to drive it back!  This is great!

Leigh:  That is pretty sweet, but what about the apartment

Me: yeah, you kind of should be there

She saunters up to me and nuzzles me, sucking up:

Reagan: yeah but babe, any place you pick out will be fine with me.  As long as its in our budget. (kisses me on the cheek)

Me: (totally giving into her excitement) Okay, fine, Leigh and I will go look at it.  If it’s any good I’ll have our stuff moved in and ready for when you get back.

Reagan: Thanks babe (kisses me again and does a happy dance)

Me: you owe me you know?

Reagan: I’ll make it up to you I promise

And she runs off to pack.  A few hours later we are at the airport and checking her bags.  She gives us some hugs and me a kiss “I’ll be back by Tuesday by the latest” and she was off.

Leigh and I went to the house the next day.  Basment apartment, huge living room, decent size kitchen, table and chairs, nice size bedroom too, washer and dryer, score.  I took it.  Leigh agreed it was perfect.  Perfect little love shack she called it.  She would probably end up staying here more than her own house now because we were so close. 

We borrowed a friends truck to move our shit.  It was great, we got it all in one go.  Leigh and I spent the better part of the weekend unpacking and putting stuff away.  Iwanted the place perfect for when Reagan got back.  I even painted the bedroom orange, a nice burnt orange, her favorite color.  Then we basically sat for two days, and waited.  And waited, and waited.  Not even a phone call.  We worried a little.  We ended up getting in touch with her mother who told us she had decided to take a couple more days on the farm with her father.

She finally came home on Friday.  The day before work started for the summer.  I was asleep on the couch.  She had brought a couple lamps and stuff back with her.  I helped her unload and unpack.  She looked around:

Reagan: nice spot.  Good choice.  And thaks for putting everything away.

Me: yeah no problem babe, least I could do, now, I’ve hhoked up a phone line and I have that and the other bills put in my name…

Bythis poijnt she has wandered into the bedroom. “I love it” she cried.  “Thanks so much, but, you could have had the bedroomyou know” I was stumped.  Surely she was joking.  I joined her in the room and snuck up behind her: 

Reagan:(Pulling away)  um, well, I have to run some errands , pick up some groceries, that kind of thing.

Me: Don’t wrry about it, the fridge is stocked, we have everything we need, ( I leanin to kiss her and get her cheek)Okay, whats up?

Reagan: Nothing.  What’s up with you?  

Me: what do you mean, I haven’t seen you in almost a week, I get this place, paint it up, make it a home, I don’t get a phone call to tell me you’re taking a few days so I worry, and now all I want is to et you in that bed.  What’s wrong with that?

Reagan:  Nothing is wrong with that except for the part about taking me to bed.

Me: why?

Reagan: because that can’t happen anymore

Me: WHAT”!!?!?!  Okay, you’ve lost me yet again.  Do NOT do this to me now.

Reagan: look this hasn’t been working out at all haven’t you noticed?

Me: Um,,excuse me but 6 days ago we were fine.  What, did you go to Montreal and cach the straight again?  Or did you hook up with someone and feel guilty about it and all tat shit?

Reagan: I was never gay.

Me: Okay well look, this isn’t about being gay…

Reagan: yes it is, that’s exactly what it’s about.  I can’t love you the way you want or give you the recognition you deserve if I can’t tell my own family about you.

Me: so tell them

Reagan: no, out of the question.

Me: but you love me

Reagan: don’t ..look, just don’t even pull that card

Me: why not.  You fought  hard enough for  Aidan, why can’t you for me?

Reagan: because that’s different

Me:how so

Reagan: it just is

ME: I need a staraight answer

ReG: That’s exactly my point?

Me:  you’ve lost me.

Reg: I’m straight Amy, that is something  that is never going to change.

Me: You could be bi…

Reg: No, I’m not

Me: okay then explain to me why  you’re in my bed everynight as opposed to some guy?

Reg: Beacause, I don’t like girls, I just like you.

Me: not good enough

Reg: Look, theres  no point in arguing about this, I’ve made up my mind.  You just have to deal with that

Me: This isn’t something I can just deal with , this is too fucked to deal with.  You’re crazy!

Reg: Why am I crazy, because I changed my mind?

ME: nO, because this thing we’ve been in for almost 4 months has been nothing but some kind of fucked up trip you took me on.  I didn’t even want this to begin with.  You wanted this.  And I gave it to you, you did so much shit and I kept taking you back.  I’m so stupid.  You know, the girls, even Malcolm told me not to get involved with you.  I should have listened, I should have fucking listened for once!

I felt like dirt, worse than dirt, whatever that would be, maybe the dirt under the initial dirt.  How could she stand there and defend her actions when they aren’t even justifiable!  Or maybe they are?  I don’t even know anymore.  All I know is that this is it.  I can’t do this anymore, it’s starting to be bad on the old heart.  There’s only so many times you can pick up the pieces before they themselves fall to threads.    I couldn’t be near you at this moment.  I actually wished I could have spontaneously combusted into millions of little tiny fragments , falling into the carpet and disappearing .  That’s what I felt like doing.  Instead I just stare at her, waiting I suppose for some sort of response.  But I knew she had nothing left.  She’d used every excuse possible over the last year, what was one more.  I’d forget this time but forgiveness was not in the package this time.

I mean, I just spent so long trying to find a place for us, found a one bedroom fucking apartment, paid the first month’s rent, damage deposite, the works, out of my own wallet.  I also set up all of the bills n my name, everything was done, taken care of , and now boom:

Reagan: So I’ll take the living room then I guess…

Me: No, look I went through the fucking  trouble of painting the god-damned thing for you so you tak it.  I’ll take the living room.

Me: look, don’t skip the matter at hand.  What was it, like a change of heart or something?

Reagan: No I just started thinking realistically about it.

Me: I don’t know what kind of reality you live in but that’s just it.  Your reality , you, it was always about you.  You never asked m,e once what I wanted out of this.  Talk about selfish!

Reagan: Look, no words will change what’s happening now.  I cant  do it.  Plain and simple. That area of our relationship is over, done.

Me: Okay then , get out.

You: what?(this threw you off guard, you were not expecting that especially not after me giving you the room)

Me: you heard me, I paid for all of this, even down to the  new pair of fucking shoes I bought you in on the bed.  Which by the way I’m bringing back!

You: c’mon Amy please, Look, we were great friends before any of this started.  We can get back there, can’t we?  Look , I already have half the rent, take it. (Handing me a wade of bills, I let them hit the floor…the money is dirty, everything belonging to her is dirty)

Me: You know, I thought I had you figured out.  You said I’d end up hating you, and I took you back three times.  That’s three too many.  I don’t hate you though, I just feel really fucking bad for you.   So save it , okay.  I can’t be around this person you’ve become.  I’m going out for a walk.  Do me a favor and don’t be here when I get back.

And I bolted.  I didn’t feel me legs moving but I know I was running, somewhere, anywhere.  She didn’t say a thing.  I suppose  I did get a few stabs at her.  Anyways, I walked around town for hours.  I think I ended up getting home somewhere in the early am.  

I arrived home to find everything I had garnished the bedroom with in the living room.  She had tried to make it all nice and comfy for me.  I couldn’t believe that she had the gall to still do that.  She even had a picture oput up on the wall of a bunch of us girls at a party about 5 month prior.  Trying to get the “Friend “ point across I see.  She wasn’t home.  I had it all planned out in my head; if she was home, I’d kick her out.  If she was not and her shit still was, it was getting tossed on the lawn.  I went in the room, too late I was because she had cleverly unpacked and put everything away, neat and tidy.  This pissed me off even more.  How could she think this was in any way a normal situation, or if it wasn’t it would be . I wasn’t going anywhere, and obviously neither was she.  I wanted to call the cops or someone like that to have her physically removed but I didn’t have the energy.  Leigh came over about an hour after I got home.  She had planned on coming home to spend the summer working with pals and she also needed to spend some quality time with her theseus.  

She came down to the house ready for a party.  She had bought us some wine and flowers as a housewarming gift.  After I told her how un-warming it really was we drank the bottle and got some more delivered.  Leigh’s automatic response to bad times is goodtimes so she got on the phone and arranged a party.  In my honor.  She called pretty much everyone we knew between us that wee still in town and told them to call others.  We were expecting maybe 30 people, if that.  We spent an hour getting ready, she was all about distractions that Leigh.  We went into the bedroom and brought my bed out to my new room.  The living room was fairly long so we put it down in the furthest corner.  She had automatically assumed she got the bed with the room, but this wasn’t the case.  So we took the love seat into her room and put her sheets and blankets from the bed on that.  I wanted none of it.  We hung some material I had around the area my bed was in to give the look of another room and to act as privacy.  We also pulled the couch across the width of the  room to divide it.    We hung some x-mas lights around and got Dave to deliver us some goods to get us prepped.  I jump in the shower to take a moment to myself.  Leigh also thinks that in times of crisis you need at least one other person around for sanity purposes , so she didn’t leave me alone.  I enjoyed the company and the distractions, more than anyone could imagine.

We finally stopped fussing.  Reagan still wasn’t home. It was  9:30.  It wasn’t late or anything , just, weird that she hadn’t checked in with Leigh at least once today.  They were always on the phone.  Oh well, it wasn’t your problem anymore. “Don’t even entertain the idea of trying to figure out where she is”  Leigh says to me as we find ourselves wandering into Reagan’s room.  We take a sit down on the love seat, which was now covered in blankets to give the illusion of a bed.  We sit there and Leigh says something completely off the wall (as per usual) , we laugh, heartily, I haven’t laughed that hard in a long time.  You know the kind of laughing where your cheekbones start to ache, then the cramps in your sides , your ribs throbbing.  Sounds painful but it’s good for you.  Trust me.  I felt relieved.  To be able to sit there, in the state I was in, and laugh that much? It was exactly what I needed.  We sat there laughing for another few minutes and then lit up a joint for spite.  Blowing the discarded smoke from our mouths into her closet, onto her clothes, we were high, we didn’t care, a little tipsy even at this point.  Leigh then proceeded to make fun of the shit Reagan had lying around the room, on the walls, etc.  She always had a way of figuring out my good buttons from the bad.  We collapse back onto the love seat.  Leigh puts her arms around me, cradling me like a child:

Leigh:  Listen, all I have to say is that we’ll get through this.  That’s the last time we talk about this tonight, so I’m just reiterating my point, which is that you’ll be fine.  (she kisses my forehead, I tilt my head up to look at her)

Me:  Thanks Leigh.  You’re the best, you know that right?

Leigh: Of course I do.

Me: Good

Leigh: And you know that you’re wonderful and beautiful and that you don’t deserve this right?

Me:  yeah, yes, okay.

Leigh: And you know that I’ll make her life a living hell right?

We both laugh for a second falling into each other’s shoulders.  This turns into a hug.  Leigh could give a decent hug, I thought.  This is  nice.  Thank god for friends like Leigh.  And then when I pulled out of the hug I caught something in Leigh’s eye that I hadn’t seen before.  It was probably because I was high, she was high, it was comfortable, and then I fucked it up.  Well at least I think I did.  Still not sure.  I felt vulnerable, fresh outta love, half drunk, high, on the go, having a great time.  She fell back out of the hug onto the couch, sinking deep within it’s grooves.  And then I just did it.  I looked at her for a sign, some unconscious thing she could do to insure that this was somehow okay.  I leaned deep within the cushions and kissed her. She pulled paused for a second and just smiled.  It was all a little intense.  Leigh had great lips, almost Angelina like but softer.  She didn’t stop me.  I think that night could have ended up anywhere at that point:

Leigh: What are we doing (still making out)

Me: I have no idea

Leigh: This is wrong, this doesn’t make sense

Me: I know

Leigh:  I don’t even like girls(we stop, she realizes what she’s said)


I’m sorry, I didn’t

Me: don’t’ worry about it. It’s okay. 

Leigh: Oh god, um, look what you’ve done now, you;ve turned me into  lesbian!

Me : (lauhing a little)  You’re funny.

Leigh: (zoning out ) Yeah funny (stares at me, smiling)  Let’s go get some more drinks

Me: good idea

Leigh: yeah

We walk to the door, both going for the handle.  We laugh at how incompetent we really are:

Leigh:  SO we’re cool right?

ME;  of course

Leigh: good

Me: great

Leigh: Yeah (she cant resis and goes in for one more kiss)

We made out for 15 minutes after that, against the back of the bedroom door.  Just kissing and on top of the clothes, junior high kinda stuff.  It was weird , I don’t even know why it happened really.  But it did.  Then a knock came on the door, the front door.

Leigh: Company ! Yaya!

Me:  Alright, rock and roll.

We left the bedroom arm in arm like the near perfect hostess’ we were.  

