TO THE READERS:

Awhile ago, not long after I opened an account here, I had some health problems, and I wrote the following:

Dear readers,

I’m sorry I haven’t updated my FTP section, or made a website. I intended to, of course, but “the best laid plans of mice and men” and all that…

I have a virus, which has been complicated by a case of what I think is pneumonia, and I’m not up to writing much at all. Indeed, I’ve been asleep for the best part of three weeks. When I’m awake I’ve been working a little on my next story – and I’m feeling a little better this week – but I don’t have any idea when it’ll be uploaded. I’m sorry!

Thanks to all who emailed me…apologies to those I didn’t mail back…and anyone who has a recommendation of something that will entertain me, please email me at stormyroses@hotmail.com – I’m still spending a lot of time in bed and could do with some good reading material!

Hugs,

~*Rosie*~
I was right, I did have pneumonia. That was nearly two years ago, and I haven’t actually gotten a lot better.

I have a condition called ME, which stands for Myalgic Encephalomyelitis. Nobody quite seems to know what it is because there’s been very little research done into it (little research means no real diagnosis and no cure, which means a lot of doctors don’t want to know about it, meaning nobody wants to research it…it’s a vicious circle) but the general consensus is that it’s a neurological disease. Symptoms vary from person to person, but most patients – myself included – suffer from extreme tiredness (during bad periods I can sleep for 18 hours a day) and agonizing muscular pains, and many get severe headaches and / or migraines. Other common symptoms are degeneration of cognitive abilities including memory loss, a sleep disorder that makes it all but impossible to get refreshing sleep, and a lousy immune system. All of which I have.

To put it lightly, I’m pretty sick, and nobody has a clue when – or if – I’m going to get better.

The reason I’m telling you guys about my health problems is simply to explain why I tend to be not terribly reliable – e.g. saying that I’m hoping to have a story finished in February and not managing it until October, or saying that I’d love to receive emails and then not replying to them all. It’s not deliberate. It’s just sometimes impossible to keep to a schedule. So no promises, but I’ll keep trying.

The cognitive problems I have sometimes make me do silly things, like say one word when I mean another, or forget how to spell something, or say the same thing in two consecutive paragraphs. If you come across any obvious errors I’d appreciate it if you’d point them out to me. I know I’m not a wonderful writer – not atrocious, but not anywhere near the same league as Frank Downey or Nick Scipio or CWatson or a couple of other people who I consider to be the Great Writers of asstr – but I’d like to be the best that I can, and constructive help is always welcome.

I think I’ll also use this page as a place for updates, starting from today, 26th September 2004.

Finally, I’d like to apologize for the fact that these documents are all set in Word. There are times when I’m totally computer-retarded and times when I can actually do some stuff, but even the so-called painless FTP servers are beyond me. Likewise, I can do a little HTML and managed to set up a website on geocities, but despite numerous kind emails from the asstr staff, I haven’t managed to work out how to set up the website that came with this account. If I figure it out, I’ll set one up. Until then, you’ll just have to cope with the format everything’s in now. =)

Thanks for reading, and I hope you enjoy. Email me at stormyroses@hotmail.com - I always love getting mail.

Updates:

26/09/04 – Posted more of “An Evening With John”. Nearly finished now!

25/03/05 – “John” is nearly finished. I think. It turned out a bit longer than I was expecting. Oh, it’s not good work or anything, but I’m finally writing again after being too ill for several months, so I’m happy.

I’m working on something else, which may or may not be a short story. There’s probably enough emotional material to try and make it a longer piece, but I don’t think I have the motivation to write the full version yet. It’s a sweet story, though, so if I ever manage to put any erotic bits in it, I’ll post it on here. Or maybe I’ll just post it here anyway. We’ll see.

The “Ty and Rosie” chronicles have been put on hold indefinitely. Ty is a jerk. Blah.

Man, this girl needs some romance in her life.

29/03/05 – Just realized that emails from asstr are automatically rerouted to my junk mail, and I’ve been missing the fact that something’s wrong with my files. Therefore, they all need to be posted again.

One of these days I’m actually going to have to learn about computers. But not today. ;)

14/08/05 – Posted the beginnings of a new story – “Forrest”. I think it’ll end up a romance, rather than real erotica. But we’ll see.

13/11/05 – So you want the good news or the bad news?

Oh, I’m sorry. There’s not actually a lot of good news.

It’s been a pretty lousy autumn. First, Ty got screwed around by a mutual friend, and he’s gone all cold and bitter when it comes to women. Which is understandable, but when it means that he no longer wants to be my friend and instead just wants to get me into bed, it still bugs me.

I know, you’re sitting there thinking, come on, girl, this is what you wanted! And actually, I’m kicking myself a bit for being so damn fickle. But I wanted romance. I wanted to get kissed on the neck and have my hair brushed and my hand held (which, actually, are some of the things he did for me the night before our friend decided to screw us both over – go figure) and instead I had my best friend of over four years turn into a complete stranger, who had no interest in even touching me, and just wanted me to pleasure him. Which pretty much made me feel like his whore. No, not a good thing at all.

I don’t know why it is that guys are frequently treating me like a slut at the moment.

Actually, I can maybe understand the Ty thing, a little bit. I got raped a few months ago – for the second time in my life, unfortunately – and according to my shrink, he’s probably just awkward with me and afraid to touch me. At least that’s what I’m hoping it is, because that problem would be soon fixed. If he’s refusing to touch me because I disgust him, or because he now only sees me as a sex object instead of a close friend and / or potential girlfriend…well, that wouldn’t be so easily fixed. So I’m holding onto my therapist’s theory for dear life. It’s my one source of consolation when I picture Ty and me in bed together as we were a few weeks ago, naked, turned on beyond anything we’ve ever felt – for me, at least – but afraid to do anything.

The rape…well, that was another bad thing about this autumn. What can I say that hasn’t already been said a thousand times by other women in my position? The guy’s a lunatic. He was a friend – well, I thought he was – and he just showed up at my house one night, saying he needed a place to stay. I let him in, and he just assumed that I’d sleep with him. I said I wouldn’t, so after fighting him off twice he let me be…and then when I was asleep, he jumped on me and told me he’d break my neck if I didn’t do everything he told me to.

Surprisingly – or perhaps unsurprisingly, to those who know me well – I haven’t been all that affected by the experience. I’m seeing the therapist more to placate my parents and my GP than for any trauma that I sustained. Although a lot of the time I feel fairly rotten about the whole situation. Considering the categories of erotica that I choose to write, the irony would be almost amusing if it weren’t so tragic. Yeah, my rapist was a black man.

The worst thing is not feeling like a victim. Everyone feels like a victim sometimes, whether it’s a victim of violence or poverty or illness or a corrupt government or your best friend stealing your boyfriend. The worst thing, for me, is feeling like a terrible person myself. I know I’m going to have to go to court, and his lawyers are going to have to discredit me in any way they can – and naturally, that’s going to include making me seem like a racist. And it doesn’t help that part of is feeling that way. Oh, I don’t mean that I’ve actually BECOME a racist – I doubt that there’s any catalyst strong enough to make that change in me. But that little part of me still says that despite my beautifully diverse upbringing, here I am, another white woman trying to put another black man behind bars.

I know that’s irrational. I even know that thinking that way is a racist act in itself, because my feelings are implying that he should in some way be held less accountable for his crimes because he’s black and I’m white. But it doesn’t change the fact that on my bad days, when the world seems too cruel to contemplate, I feel like the reincarnation of every slave trader, of every plantation owner, of every KKK member and punk skinhead with a swastika tattoo. I feel AWFUL. And when I have those bad moments – which are luckily few – then no amount of rationalization will work.

But most of the time, I really am fine. I’ve shed probably five or ten times as many tears over the Ty saga as I have over this. I’m still as perpetually horny as ever. I still crave love, yet when I have it, realize that love itself is not enough – it needs to be love from the right person.

Unfortunately, the right person isn’t himself at the moment, and if I DID sleep with him now, I’d never know if it was because he’d finally fallen for me, or if he just needed something to stave off the loneliness and hurt.

Blah. All in all, my romantic life is as much of a shambles as ever.

So very little writing has been done. My time has been taken up with police statements and two new college courses and a very demanding guy who I’m seeing – and who seems to think that we’re going to spend the rest of our lives together, even though I’ve made it patently clear that I don’t even want to spend the NIGHT together yet – and my new 10-month-old nephew and various other things. I’m just thanking the Lord that the ME seems to be holding itself off at the moment; I couldn’t cope with a relapse on top of everything.

“John” needs to be wrapped up soon, but I’m not sure how. Really, I just need to force myself to sit down and end the damn thing. I actually have plenty more of “Forrest”, but Ma has been “tidying” my study, and I can’t find the notebook that I wrote it in. Or anything else, for that matter.

Oh well. I’m sure it’ll turn up. And I’ll eventually get round to doing the other things, too. As for now, I’m going to go – this updates page was supposed to be for short bulletins only, but you can see how well that worked out. *rolls eyes*

Stay good.

27/11/05 – Posted a new (sort of) story…well, entry, anyway – “Thanksgiving”. And I hope to God Ty never reads it.

Happy (late) Thanksgiving to y’all, and I hope you have a lot to be thankful for.

24/03/06 – I lost my frickin’ memory. Yeah, all of it. Well, most. I still have the academic knowledge, but everything personal? Poof. Gone.

Good thing I keep a bunch of diaries, huh?

Although I’ve now been an amnesiac for nearly 3 months (Jesus, first my friend sleeps with the love of my life, then I get raped, after that I get a suicidal stalker, and now I wind up with amnesia – all I need now is the evil twin, and Channel 5’ll probably give me my own soap opera) it’s early days, neurologically speaking. Concussions often take a long time to heal properly, so chances are I’ll get my memories back on my own. Assuming, of course, that the memory loss actually is due to the concussion, and not post-traumatic stress disorder like my Mom thinks.

Anyway, I didn’t just write here to moan about my life. “An Evening With John” is finally finished, bless it. I may edit it somewhat in the future – I’m not perfectly satisfied with it – but for now, it’s finished.

Well, enjoy the spring, all.

08/04/06 – Started a new story, which I’ve tentatively titled “Providence” (someone think me up a new title, please). For this one, I pretty much already have the story mapped out in my head, so hopefully this one won’t take as long as “John” did. Most likely there won’t be a lot of sex in this one, either, but I think it’ll end up sort of funny.

Ty hasn’t talked to me for two months now, and I feel like I’m missing a limb.

*sighs*

19/05/06 – Ty talked to me!
OK, he didn’t say much – just that he was proud of me for doing well in my A & P exam (I got a credit – should have been a distinction, but they gave us the wrong syllabus, so frankly I’m happy with the credit), and that he’d call sometime soon. But even that has me walking on air.

Health problems are still occurring. A CT scan found what they’re calling “basal ganglia calcification” – basically areas of my brain that have calcified. Most likely it’s parathyroid problems, but whatever it is, I’m tired and dopey and have a brain like a sieve, so forgive me when I forget to do things, like answer emails, or post the things I’ve said I will.

That said, my new computer is finally able to save documents in .html (my old one just read them as wingdings) so soon you’ll be able to access my stories via a proper website, instead of having to use Word. It might take a little while to convert everything – some of the stuff is pretty long – but several are nearly finished, and just need tweaking a bit. So look out for web files in the next few days.
