MISSING YOU by Rosie Francis Dallanstorm and Sam Christiansen

(MF, interr, nosex [yet], unfinished)

email me at stormyroses@hotmail.com
Intro:

I need to credit Sam Christiansen with this one, so I have. As you can see above.

Sam is…well, call him my muse. Or my alter ego. Or whatever else you like. Personally, I call him “hey, boy”…but that’s just me.

I seem incapable of actually finishing anything at the moment. But without Sam, this one wouldn’t even have gotten started. Although perhaps that would have been a good thing, since ideas for this keep circling through my head all night when I’m trying to sleep.

But anyway. Thanks, Sam. One day, we’ll get together again and actually finish it. =)

The story:

“Love is not enough. It can be the foundation, the cornerstone, but not the complete structure.”

- Bette Davis.
I lie in bed, ice spreading across my hands and toes, unable to sleep, and I miss her.

I miss her smile. I miss her sparkly blue eyes. I miss the wave of blonde hair that always fell across her forehead, the fruity smell of her neck, the curve of her shoulder blades. I miss talking with her, cuddling her, lying with her head on my stomach, playing with her hair, lying and staring into her eyes. Most of all, I miss having her body curled up next to mine.

Before I know what I’m doing, I’m pulling jeans and a sweatshirt over my joggers and vest and heading outside. I get in the car that used to be mine, and drive the 25 miles to the house I used to live in, and to the woman I used to know and love. No music accompanies me while I drive. In my head plays a movie of our last night together, and in the darkness, the soundtrack to that movie is more real than any CD or song on the radio.

“I don’t want you to go.” She sniffles and turns away from me as her back starts to shake. “Will you come and visit me? Will I see you again?”
I don’t answer her. I don’t know the answer.

I jolt back to the present when I see my old house up ahead. Somehow I’ve driven 25 miles without realizing it. Thank goodness for reflex actions.

No car sits in the driveway. Good. That means she’s likely to be home on her own. I love her family, don’t get me wrong. They were like family to me when I didn’t have any of my own. But I left. I walked out. I hurt her a great deal. And when you’re as close-knit as her family is, people who hurt one of the members aren’t usually welcomed back with open arms.

My feet crunch on the frozen ground as I walk up the driveway. The side gate is unlocked, just as it was when I lived here. The back door opens as easily as anything, and I step into the dark house. The kitchen smells of strawberry jam, chutney and something sweet and cakey but unrecognizable, and I inhale deeply. Waves of nostalgia flow over me, and I catch my breath before I start to cry. After a few minutes the waves start to ebb and I am able to breathe properly again. A warm tongue licks my hand, and I absently pat the dog, before moving into the downstairs hall.

No snores come from next door. Good.

The faint sound of music trickles down from upstairs, and I hold my breath again in order to hear what it is. K-Ci and JoJo. Romantic music. I hesitate. Does she have another man here? Of course she does. My being here is ridiculous. I left her. I broke her heart. I walked out, no good-byes, no explanations, no forwarding address or telephone number. What the hell did I expect? She’s a beautiful girl with a beautiful soul and an abundance of love to give. It’s only natural that she would have found a man worthy of her love. I should leave.

And yet I carry on up the stairs and knock softly at her bedroom door. Nobody replies. Perhaps they’re asleep. Perhaps they can’t hear over the music. Perhaps they can hear, and are even now arming themselves with the baseball bat from the corner of her room and the pistol from her panty drawer, ready to shoot and bash the intruder.

But I have to see her. It’s a compulsion. It’s taken me this far.

So I softly push the door open.

No standing figures fill the room, ready to attack. No couple lie entangled on the double mattress, arms and legs twined together, faces twisted in ecstasy. Only my sweet Princess Aurora, spun gold hair falling across the blue pillowcase, eyelashes dark on her pale cheeks. The blue-white light from the laptop computer makes her appear fragile, frail even, and I worry that she’s sick again. Her sickness and consequent inability to work a normal job was one of the things that pushed us apart, but at this moment, it seems utterly ludicrous that I should ever have been angry, ever have blamed her for it. She is so beautiful, so peaceful, that I cannot any longer imagine anyone ever being angry with her.

The room is much the same as it was when I left. Green walls. Dark wood floorboards. Double mattress on the floor – she put that down there because it made it easier to sleep together than on the bed – with unmatched linen on it. A black and white poster of Ali KO-ing Liston is the only new addition to the décor; otherwise, everything is as it was when I left it.

When I left her. A spike of pain drives deep into my chest at the thought of leaving that first time, and increases when I think of leaving her yet again, later tonight. I know I have to leave, know that staying and rekindling a relationship – even assuming she would take me back – would be the wrong thing. I know intellectually that all the problems in our relationship, all the things that drove us apart, all the reasons I left, are still there. Nothing’s changed, and even though my heart is telling me that none of them matter, nothing matters but the love I feel for this sleeping angel and the love I know she felt, and perhaps still feels, for me…I know that that love alone cannot make our relationship work. Indeed, the love I feel for her should make me leave now before she wakes, should discourage me from letting her know I was ever here again. Should make it so that I would die before I would willingly hurt her again.

I try to leave, but find myself unable to turn away.

The hard rubber soles of my boots clunk on the hard wooden floor, loudly enough to be heard above the gentle music, and I remove them before she is woken. A quick look at the patch of floor beside her shows me what I expect: one empty tramadol blister pack. Ten capsules to a blister pack, in five rows of two. She usually takes two capsules before bed to ease her pain enough that she can sleep uninterrupted, although I’ve known her to occasionally take four – twice the allowed dosage – as her pain is often severe enough to prevent sleep, even with two capsules rattling around in her stomach. The half-drunk glass of Coke on the bedside table suggests this was one of those four-pill occasions; painkillers are usually taken with water, as suggested on the label, but when she takes more than one or two, she prefers something to erase the flavor from her mouth. The capsules are supposed to be tasteless, but when you take them daily for years, you work up an increased sensitivity to taste, I guess. Beads of condensation drip down the glass onto the wood-veneer surface of the bedside table, indicating that the Coke is still cold. It’s five in the morning, but it can’t have been more than half an hour since she went to sleep.

She won’t wake for hours, unless greatly disturbed. Perhaps not even then.

To be continued. One day.
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