Numbness.

Alone in this bed…can’t sleep.  My old buddy, Jim Beam, has put me to bed, but the memories just won’t go away.  Sure,…drugs and alcohol can dull my senses.  Old movies, spending money, dancing, and excessive exercise can take my mind off of it for a little while.  Tricking, long showers, web-porn, phone-sex, sex parties, and the Baths can satisfy the urges temporarily.  Nipple clamps and scarfing can overcome or distract the truly intense feelings.  But I just can’t stop thinking about Justin…and how much I miss him.  Loneliness is compelling; sometimes I don’t trust myself to be alone…and Mikey’s constant, comfortable companionship can keep me from doing something really stupid. “What kind of pathetic troll are you?” I said to that anonymous guy on the phone.  But I was the equally-pathetic guy on the other end of the line.  

I miss him, I admit it.  It’s bad-enough that he’s not here.  But it was even worse when I saw him at the diner…or at Lindsay’s and Mel’s party.  His visit to the loft today brought back so many memories I could hardly look at him…or make a complete sentence.  It made what we had together seem so remotely in-the-past.

I made the agreement about paying his tuition when I was his lover…so he could continue his schooling…so he wouldn’t need to sell himself or to dance until the wee hours. I admired his creativity and maturity.  I wanted to give him a degree of security and a pathway to independence.

But today, I used the “A-deal-is-a-deal” argument to explain why I would continue to pay  his tuition, despite his hesitancy to accept it.  And, while I agree that a man is judged by his integrity…by keeping his promises and honoring his agreements…my motivation was partly selfish.  If he borrows the money for his tuition and he plans to pay it back, then it’s one way I can maintain a bond with him….not with an intent to control, but simply with the wish to be involved in his life.  I can’t let him go.

And I reminded him that he had a way to be independent…a way to make money.  But there’s a double payoff; Rage will not only benefit him, it will fulfill Mikey’s dream, too.  

Perhaps it’s his youth…but he has a way of forgetting his agreements.  Well, perhaps “agreements” is too strong a word for our “arrangement”.  They were more like the boundaries that would make him comfortable.  No kissing anyone on the mouth, but me.  No phone numbers or names.  No second fucks.  And always home by 2:00…or 4:00…or, I guess we agreed on 3:00.  But these boundaries were established for his comfort, not mine.  I didn’t mind him kissing the kid at Daphne’s party.  If I had shown anger about his violation of “the rules,” it would have shown that I gave a shit.  No, that wasn’t what caused the problem…it was when I realized I wasn’t enough to satisfy him that things began to unravel…the walls came up because I knew what was gonna happen…so rather than prolonging the inevitable, I gave him a shove and I began the damage-control and pain-management again.  A deal’s a deal, even when things change…but promises un-met lead to regret. 

The computer was a “no-brainer.”  He needs it for his work.  I bought it as a gift.  I could learn to use it, but I’d never be able to use it with the artistic creativity he has.  So it was his.

And I’m lying here thinking about the things I’ve been specifically trying to avoid thinking about!  

It’s time to pour another…and to shut off the fucking blue lights.

