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My Name Is Lolita

Chapter One

One of the best relationships of my life came to an end about six months ago, on the hottest day of the year in New York. Now, I’m by no means a virgin – I’ve had my fair share of boyfriends, and been in my fair share of relationships. I’m not new to heartbreak, is what I’m saying. But this one... well, this one was something special. This one just wrecked me.

Let me back up and introduce myself. My name’s Lolita. No jokes, please. That’s what my mother decided to call me after she heard someone mention it in conversation. She didn’t know the connotations, she just liked the sound. And, hey, I like the way it sounds as well. Lolita. That’s me. I’m twenty-three years old, and I’ve been living in New York for the past three years. I’m short, curvy, and I have wavy brunettee hair down to my shoulders. I dress well. I like good coffee. I work for a women’s magazine, based out of Shoreditch.

I guess I’m a pretty typical New Yorker. But I make no apologies for that. I am who I am, and you either like me or you move on. 

I guess I’m a pretty confident girl. Ask anyone at the office and that’s what they’d tell you at least. It’s something I’ve learned to project – particularly when it comes to men. They love it. I don’t get intimidated easily. I flirt. I answer back. I’m not some shrinking violet. And I guess because of that I’ve got a little bit of a reputation. Let’s just say the girls at the office think my sex life is a lot more interesting than it actually is.

Oh, don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying it’s boring. No, not by a long way. I get laid plenty, and often, and on my own terms. I know I’m attractive, and I can make guys practically dance for me if I need to. Some days – my good days – I can have them practically queuing up just to buy me a latte. The other women at the office see that, and they judge. Which is fine. I just let them get on with it.

Truth is though, I’m pretty selective. And it takes me a while to really fall in love with someone. When it happens – when I fall – then it’s for real. I commit. I go deep, and I go quick. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

That’s what happened with Sven. Sven was... different from other men I knew. He didn’t fawn over me. He didn’t even seem particularly taken with me, and he certainly wasn’t overly impressed by my ability to handle myself. Sven was far too cool for that. To give you an idea of just how special he was – well, sometimes when I was talking to him I found that I was the one getting flustered, blushing, seeking around for some cool thing to say. That’s pretty unique. Usually when it comes to talking to guys I’m the one firmly in charge.

But Sven wasn’t just any guy. Sven gave me good feeling in the pit of my stomach. Sven made my heart flutter. Sven turned me, from the very start, into a gooey, romantic little girl. Crazy, right? But I didn’t mind in the slightest. No – I absolutely loved it.

We met on a night out, as so many people do in New York. It’s almost a cliché. Neither of us smoke, but we were both out in the smoking area of a nightclub, keeping our friends company. He stumbled into me, or I stumbled into him – we could never remember which way around it was. But we laughed about it, and we got talking, and we carried on talking, and dancing, and kissing for the rest of the night. I was, it was safe to say, taken with him from the very moment I looked into his eyes.

It was lust to begin with. Pure animal attraction. We danced like lovers that night, and our conversations were so loaded I could almost taste the words in my mouth. At the end of the night when the music went silent and the lights came up, he grabbed me and kissed me full on the mouth and asked me to come back to his house with him. Actually, he didn’t even ask me, he just said, “You’re coming home with me, Lo, aren’t you?”

And I, being absolutely smitten right then and there, nodded yes. 

In the taxi on the way home we couldn’t keep our hands off one another. We were kissing, groping. My fingers were up under his shirt, resting against his bare chest, while his hand was up my skirt, gripping my thigh, sending shivers through me. Me must have traded about a quart of saliva just on that journey alone.

And then we were back at his place. I remember little details – not so much the whole. I’d had a few drinks, but I wasn’t knock out drunk. I remember being impressed by his well-appointed flat. The vintage movie posters on the wall – the antique bath. It was the kind of place you didn’t really get in New York anymore. He stuck some music on his vinyl player and we made a show of dancing in the middle of his living room. Then he picked me up – literally – and whisked me off to bed.

From the very moment we’d made eye contact, I’d known that the sex was going to be amazing. I think I’d underestimated though – I hadn’t realised just how amazing it was going to be. We ripped off one another’s clothes in an absolute frenzy, and he pushed me back onto the bed. He fell on me, kissed his way down my body and started licking between my legs with a skilful, wet tongue.

Normally guys can’t get me off that way. Normally I need to feel them inside me before I can come. But Sven... Sven made me orgasm three times before he even put on a condom. By the time he pushed inside me I was sweat-slicked and gasping. His cock was huge – and I mean bigger than that of any guy I’ve ever been with. He filled me. I know that it’s traditional to say that size doesn’t make a difference – and usually it’s true as well. With Sven though... well, I really knew about it when he entered me.

I don’t know how long we fucked for that first night. I remember that he was ready to go again minutes after he came the first time. He stripped off the condom while kissing my neck, keeping me warmed up and humming as he got hard once more. It was the first time I’d gone down on a guy right after he’d fucked me. Usually they just rolled over and fell asleep – but Sven was as different in that respect as he was in many others. I could taste the condom on him, could smell my own juices in his pubic hair. As I sucked and tongued him he held my hair and thrust gently into my mouth. It was more than I’d let any normal guy I picked up at a club to do to me, but with Sven it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

He came in my mouth, and I swallowed him. And afterwards we cuddled and his fingers played between my legs and he brought me to orgasm after orgasm – almost to the point where I had to beg him to stop. Even with pleasure there comes a time when it’s practically painful. By the time we were done dawn was creeping up the horizon – weak blue light peeking in through the window of his flat.

We didn’t fall asleep straight away. Still dizzy with alcohol, we opened the window and peered out over the waking city. It was sublimely quiet – it felt like we were the only ones awake in the whole wide world. We wrapped ourselves in the duvet and watched a few early morning joggers pass us by. We watched a few trucks rumble sleepily down the road. It was so quiet, so still after the frantic energy of our fucking.

I don’t remember us crawling back into bed, but that was where we were when I awoke the next morning. Sven was already up, cooking breakfast. He brought me scrambled eggs and a huge glass of water, and we spent the morning sitting up recounting our memories of the night before.

That was just the start, of course. With a first meeting that wonderful we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Normally I would have played it cool – waited a few days before contacting him. I would have given him the space to not meet me again if he didn’t want to. It was all part of the unwritten set of rules I followed with guys.

Sven, however, I saw again the very next night. We spent the day texting back and forth. I had work to catch up on, but I couldn’t concentrate, so focussed was I on awaiting the next buzz of my phone, the next message from him. In the end I went around to his flat again and we enjoyed a repeat performance of the night before. It was glorious. He was on me as soon as I walked in the door, and we left a trail of clothes across his living room to the bedroom. This time he fucked me roughly from behind, spanking my ass as he thrust into me, making me come again and again before he shot his load.

And so it went on. I would see him three or four times a week. I’d have quite happily caught the tube to his house everyday if I could have managed it – but alas, work and friends and other commitments often got in the way.

Much to my surprise it wasn’t just sex either. Sven insisted on taking me out to dinner soon after we met, so that we could have a “proper date”. We went to the cinema. We went ice skating. We went for drinks in expensive bars. We did all the things that couples did – all the things that I’d spent far too long watching my co-workers do whilst having nobody steady to enjoy them with myself. And we talked. The conversation between us sparked in a way it never had before with anyone else. Frequently we would sit up until three AM in the morning alternately fucking and talking about anything and everything that came to mind.

It was about six months before we moved in together. I wanted to do so long before then, but Sven calmed me down and reminded me that we should get to know each other a little bit better first. We didn’t want to move in together and then find that we really couldn’t stand one another. Plus it was several months before my lease ran out. Somehow, despite the fact that we desperately wanted to be together twenty-four seven, we held out, did the sensible thing and waited.

It wasn’t too tough to wait, to be honest. I was practically living in Sven’s apartment by that stage anyway. I frequently had my post delivered there, and I had a whole shelf in his bathroom for my toothbrush, tampons and other cosmetics. I kept some pyjamas in his wardrobe, and left the books and magazines I was reading lying around on his coffee table. I brought groceries for him. My housemates often complained that they never got to see me anymore.
I was oblivious. And, when we finally did move in together, I was delighted. It was everything I dreamed it would be. We rented a studio apartment in an attic close to where I worked, and moved our stuff in. I loved seeing our possessions mingle – it felt good and right; another step closer together, another step deeper into the relationship. We were entwined now, so it seemed.

That first night we fucked on the floor of the attic, surrounded by boxes of our possessions. Afterwards I lay in his arms for hours, and we talked idly about our future together. At that point in time things seemed as perfect as they could possibly be, and I was looking forward to sharing the rest of my life with him. There was no way around it: I had fallen in love, and I – to my own amazement – was absolutely thrilled about it.

Which, I suppose, is why it came as such a shock that we then broke up just one year later. 

Relationships End

Chapter Two

Relationships end all the time. It’s a sad fact of life, but one that we all have to face. Movies, books, songs and all manner of other media revolve around breakups. They are a central part of human existence – something that most people will experience at some point in their lives. Indeed, most people will experience several, some worse than others. Breakups are inescapable, though they can be utterly devastating as well.

With that in mind, this guide aims to help you through the process of dealing with a breakup. Maybe a relationship has recently ended for you, or maybe it’s something that you’ve dealt with in the past. Maybe you’re still trying to get over a past relationship, or work out what went wrong. Maybe you’re just seeking to understand yourself better. Maybe you’re even in a relationship that you’re worried will fail, and you want to prepare yourself for the worst.

All of these are valid reasons to read this guide. Although breakups will always be terrible, and will always cause us a degree of sadness and upset, there are ways of dealing with them that are better than others. Far too many people engage in unhealthy behaviour after a breakup, and actually end up making things worse for themselves not only on an emotional level, but on a social and romantic one as well.

In these sections – which you’ll find studded throughout the novel
– I’ll walk you through the process of grieving that occurs after a relationship comes to an end. Once you know and understand this process you’ll have a much clearer grasp of your emotions, and you’ll better be able to control or work with them as appropriate. I’ll also provide some tips on keeping yourself healthy, happy and balanced while you weather the storm of a relationship ending.

There is one tip that I’ll start with now, and it’s a crucial one. It’s something that you can instigate no matter what stage you’re at in the process of a breakup too – and it is this: understand the importance of letting go.

Now, it may seem to you that letting go is the very last thing you want to do. That, in fact, you’d do anything for a chance to go back and work on your relationship some more – that you’d give anything for another chance to make things work. It is quite common to feel as though the time spent with your partner was some of the best days of your life, and that stretching ahead of you is only misery and bleakness and their absence. Faced with this it’s all too tempting to abandon the idea of dealing with your emotions and moving on, and instead trying to go back and fix something that is utterly irreparable – often breaking it more severely in the process!

I’m not saying that damaged and broken relationships cannot be fixed – that’s not the case at all. What I am saying, rather, is that in order to move on and deal with the negative feelings you have, you must accept that the relationship is over. If part of you believes it can still be saved – if part of you thinks that not all is lost, and that breaking up might be a mistake – then you simply will not be able to let go, and will not be able to move on.

If this is the case for you, it’s very important that you go and do whatever it is you need to do to either save your relationship, or to confirm to yourself once and for all that it is over, and that it will not be easily resurrected. This may involve talking to your ex if they are willing to speak to you, talking to friends, or even talking to people who know you both. It may involve trying something you haven’t tried before – like therapy if you’re both open to the idea, or a different living arrangement if you think such a thing might help.
Whatever it is you need to do – do it. Only when you know and accept the fact that the only course of action ahead is for you to let go of the relationship will you be able to do so.

It may seem brutal or saddening to have to snuff out hope in this fashion, but hope is a form of uncertainty, and what you will need through the course of a rough breakup more than anything else is certainty. Nobody can move on from something that they don’t know for certain is over. Nobody can be expected to let go, when the thought is prominent in their head that they might still be able to regain what they had.

If there’s any uncertainty about whether breaking up is the right thing to do, and if there’s a way for you to resolve that uncertainty
– do so. And do so now, before reading the rest of this guide. If things go well, you won’t necessarily need to read the rest, and if things don’t go so well – you will at least actually be able to apply the tips and tricks that I’ll relate to you later on.

What Went Wrong

Chapter Three

Our relationship wasn’t perfect, but then again nobody has a perfect relationship. We bickered about things at times, and he did things that annoyed me sometimes and I did things that annoyed him sometimes. We disagreed on big stuff as well – I wanted to have children, while Sven wasn’t even slightly interested. But that was future stuff. That was all hypothetical – stuff that we’d figure out in time. Generally speaking, at that time, we were a pretty good couple. We were in love, and we were heading in the same direction, and I had no idea that anything was even slightly amiss.

That, I suppose, is one of the reasons it hit me so hard. I just didn’t see it coming. One day everything was fine, and then the next it was all over – everything we’d been building was in tatters, and I found myself absolutely reeling.

It happened like this. I came home from work one day, exhausted from a busy day in the office and ready to fall into Sven’s arms and have the longest nap in the world. The moment I got into our shared attic flat I felt a weird vibe though. Something was up, and I had no idea what it could possibly be. I went through to the living room are and found Sven sitting awkwardly at the kitchen counter.

“Sven, Babe,” I said, moving to kiss him hello. “What’s up? Is something wrong?”
“Lolita.” His eyes focussed on me. “Hey.” He returned my kiss only half-heartedly. “Sit down for a minute, won’t you?” 

I did as I was bid, perching myself on the stool beside him. I could tell that something was really and truly up now – the way he was speaking was giving me the chills, setting up an icy feeling in my stomach. I got the sensation that I really didn’t want to hear whatever it was he was going to say next... and at the same time I needed to hear it. Couldn’t live without hearing it.

“What is it, Babe?” I said. “Just tell me.” I held his hand. “You know you can tell me anything.” 

Sven looked me in the eyes. He looked as though he was on the verge of tears. “It’s this,” he says. “Us. It just... I can’t carry on. We need to break up.”

I sat there in stunned silence. Of all the things I’d been anticipating, that had not been one of them. I had thought that maybe he’d received some bad news, or that something bad had happened at work. It had even crossed my mind that he might have been mugged. But him wanting to break up with me? The idea seemed so crazy that I actually laughed.

“You... you’re serious?” I said. “You can’t be serious! Why? What’s brought this on?”
Sven shook his head. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m so sorry.” 

Over the course of the next hour the whole story came out. It turned out that things hadn’t been quite right for a while. He’d met another woman. At work. Her name was Kimberly and they shared an office. Had shared an office for a while. Had shared a bed, too, he told me. In hotel rooms all around the city – snatched hours whenever they could. During their lunchbreaks sometimes, if they could manage it. Or when he had told me that he was staying late at work.

I listened to his confession. Listened to everything. He talked for a long time, as though he’d been keeping all these secrets pent up for a while, and now that he finally had the opportunity to spill he wanted to get it all done in one go. As he talked all I felt was a plunging sensation in my stomach, as though a pit had opened up there and was slowly yawning wider and deeper and darker. At last, after what seemed like years, he fell silent. By that time, things had changed between us. When I walked in the door tour flat that day I had been thoroughly and deeply in love with this man. And now? Now everything was different. In little more than a few moments everything had changed. I swallowed. When my voice came out it didn’t even sounds like my voice anymore.

“You lied to me,” I said. “I can’t believe you would lie.” 

Sven shrugged. He made as if to hug me, but then seemed to think better of it. We both sat there in awkward silence for a while. I wanted to scream and shout at him, but somehow my voice was lost deep inside of me.

“I had to tell you,” he said. “We couldn’t go on pretending.” 

If I’d thought that I felt the worst I’d ever felt then, it was nothing to how what he said next made me feel. It turned out that he and Kimberly had been talking. Discussing things. And it turned out that, according to Sven, they were in love. They wanted to be together. Which meant that he could no longer be with me. That’s right – he was leaving me for her.

That’s what finally pushed me over the edge. I snapped. Shouted at him. Almost hit him, but managed to draw myself up short at the last moment. I chucked him out anyway, and slammed the door behind him, then sank down against it sobbing my eyes out. It wasn’t just the betrayal that hurt, it was the fact that normally – whenever I felt down – Sven was the one who I’d go to make myself feel better. On this occasion I couldn’t even do that. I felt as though a whole huge part of my life had deserted me, and I was lost without it.

Sven didn’t come back that evening. I don’t really know where he went. I suppose, now that I think about it, he probably went to stay with Kimberly. I spent the evening and the night in our flat, lying on the bed, alternately crying and striding around wanting to smash things with rage. I eventually fell asleep, exhausted on the sofa – I couldn’t bring myself to sleep in the bed that we had shared. When I woke in the morning I didn’t open my eyes. I remembered everything that had happened, but I desperately wanted to believe that it was nothing more than a bad dream. When I opened my eyes, I told myself, everything would be back to normal. Sven would be in the kitchen, making me breakfast. I would get up and go to work just like normal, and pine for him all day. I would come home to him and we would make love, and so it would go for the rest of our lives together.

I opened my eyes, and found myself lying on the sofa. Alone in an empty flat. It was all real, of course. There was no escaping that fact.

I went to work. What could I do? I couldn’t take a day off just because my life had been turned upside down by the man I loved. I must have projected some pretty terrible vibes all day, because barely anyone talked to me. A few of my closer colleagues asked me what the matter was, but I remained tight-lipped. I wouldn’t say a word to them, not yet. I didn’t think I’d be ready to talk about this for quite a while.

When I got home it was to find about a dozen messages on our answering machine. I didn’t need to be a detective to make an educated guess as to who they were from. I wavered over listening to them, knowing that hearing Sven’s voice would make my emotions surge once more. In the end I decided I couldn’t just ignore them, and I punched the button.

His voice came wavering from the speakers. He was apologising, begging forgiveness, trying to explain. He was sorry that he hadn’t told me earlier. Sorry that he hadn’t been honest with me. But I wanted children and he did not, and neither did Kimberly, so maybe it was all for the best in the end. And he would have told me, he assured, he would have told me except he cared about me too much and he didn’t want to hurt me.

I let his words wash over me, and I found to my surprise that I didn’t believe a single one of them. No man who truly cared for me would hurt me or betray me in the way that Sven had. Nobody who really had my best interests at heart would lie and sneak around behind my back. No. I wasn’t going to let him get away with this. I wasn’t going to accept his weaselling apologies. I picked up the answering machine and hurled it across the flat.

And that was that. We were broken up. In the course of a single evening my entire life had changed. The future that I had thought I was going to share with Sven had been snuffed out, and there was nothing but emptiness in its place. I couldn’t even think of him without feeling slightly sick at the magnitude of his betrayal. I was lost in a deep hole of misery, and I could see no way out for the immediate future.

What to Expect from Your 

Chapter Four

Emotions

It may seem off to talk about grief when it comes to getting over a relationship. Grief is, after all, something that most people most commonly associate with death, and in the vast majority of cases when a breakup happens it is not because somebody has died. There are, however, a great many similarities in the way your brain deals with loss in both cases. When someone dies you may well be mourning the death of them, but when a relationship ends you are mourning the death of “us” – the end of the partnership you shared with that person. The situations are subtly different, but both are equally real, and both come with a lot of similar emotions.

Often these emotions can be broken down into seven discrete steps. That’s not to say that you’ll experience all, or even any, of the below – but the list can serve as a good way of preparing yourself for what you might possible feel.

It’s also not the object of this guide to “hurry” you through the emotional process. Some things just can’t be taken at speed. You need to approach your grieving process at a pace that is suitable for you. It may take a year. It may take a month. It may even take only a day. Every person is different, and as such the way that people deal with their emotions will be different as well. Remember, it’s not a race to the finish line, but instead a process that you move through – perhaps even at a speed that’s out of your control.

Here then, are the seven stages of grief, along with a few words for each about how it might apply to your relationship. Read, and be prepared. If you’ve already gone through a breakup, this can be a good way of working out where you are in the grieving process. Wherever that might be, take heart – there is hope at the end, however long it takes to get there.

Shock And Denial 

The first stage most people go through is one of shock and denial. They cannot believe that their relationship is over, and they are certain that if they just find the right words or right gesture they can fix it. They obsess over their partner. They convince themselves that things haven’t changed. They linger on, and refuse to budge from their point of view that their relationship can still be saved.

This is something that I touched on in the previous chapter. It is important – more so than anything else – to accept that your relationship is over. You must do this before it can ever be possible to move on from it. If there’s something you need to do to set your mind at ease and convince yourself once and for all that it’s over, it’s advisable to do this, and then accept the outcome.

You may also find yourself in something like a state of shock. You might feel numb, dream-like or as though nothing is real. You might feel very detached from the situation at hand. These are all perfectly normal and valid ways to feel, and you shouldn’t be overly worried by them. Know that they will pass eventually, given time, and that it’s just a case of riding them out.

Guilt And Pain 

Close on the heels of shock often comes guilt and pain. This can be one of the very worst parts of the grieving process. You may find yourself questioning your actions, even down to the very minute things you said or did to your partner. You may find yourself placing the blame for the end of the relationship squarely on your shoulders. Apportioning blame is not the business of this guide, but you should rest assured that a relationship very rarely comes to an end exclusively because of the actions of just one person. As well as guilt you may feel a sense of unbridled pain. This can sometimes be so severe as to be almost physical, and something it can be wretchedly emotional in nature. It is normal to cry, or to want to be alone, or to feel sad and desperate. These are all normal human emotions that you should allow yourself to feel. The pain may seem to be without a focus, or to have no purpose, but remember that you are on a journey along an emotional pathway, and that this is just one step in many.

Anger And Rage 

The next stage is anger. In this stage your feelings of pain and sadness might transmute into feelings of anger and rage, usually directed at your partner. You my start to feel indignant, and the feelings of love and affection you once harboured for them may corrupt somewhat. You may find yourself looking at them in a different light, reconsidering and rewriting their actions in a way that makes you like them less and less.

Some degree of anger is normal, and it’s important to find a healthy way to deal with it. If you allow your rage to build up and up to excessive levels, it can become rather dangerous. Let off pressure in safe and controlled ways if you need to – this can involve shouting into a cupboard or writing an angry letter than you then tear up.

Do your best to manage your anger. But also realise that often people do not manage to do so. It’s an all-too-frequent occurrence that people will often resort to tearing up their ex-partner’s clothes, wrecking their ex-partner’s possessions, self-harming, or giving vent to public expressions of anger. Don’t feel bad if this is a thing that you’ve already done. We’re all only human, and sometimes we do struggle to control our more powerful emotions. If this is you, however, it may be worth investigating some healthier and less destructive ways to let off steam.

Depression And Loneliness 

Once the anger has been spent, the nest stage is a depressive one. You might find that you sink into something of an emotional mire. During this stage it’s likely that you’ll have little energy, and little inclination to go out and do things. You may spend a lot of time at home and a lot of time in bed. You may not wish to spend very much time with friends and family.

The trouble with this is that it’s a stage that feeds into itself. Feeling down and depressed is a lonely place to be, and this loneliness can be exacerbated by isolating yourself from people like friends and family who might be able to provide a support network for you during this difficult time.

This stage can also seem as though it’s never-ending. You’re likely to have quite a few negative thoughts – you might question endlessly why your relationship ended, and obsess over what your ex is doing now. You may feel ugly, worthless, useless or insufficient. You may simply feel sad without knowing quite why.

If you can manage to do so, it important to try and get some support from your friends, colleagues and family during this time. This may simply be going for a drink after work, or having a chat on the phone. Although you may not feel like it, human contact is one of the things that will make you feel a whole lot better, and it’s something you should strive for if you can bring yourself to do so.

Recovery And Positivity 

There will come a time during the depressive stage of your grieving process when you start to feel better. If that stage hasn’t arrived yet, take heart in knowing that it will, sooner or later. And when it does it might seem utterly illogical. Nothing may have changed from one day to the next – your situation might still be as lonely and upsetting as it was before... and yet you’ll start to feel better. You’ll start to want the company of others more. You’ll start to become a little bit more like your old self.

This stage is the natural consequence of passing time. There is an old saying: “Time heals all wounds”. This is debatably true, but certainly holds weight when applied to getting over a relationship. Time makes feelings less intense, and gives you time to adjust to what is usually a fairly radical change in your life.
So don’t be puzzled as and when you start to feel better. Embrace it, and do whatever you can to keep it going. Take long walks. Look after yourself. Ensure that you’re in contact with your friends and family. You’re on the road to recovery now, and you’re over the very worst parts of the grieving process.

Reconstruction And Understanding 

As you start to feel better, you may begin to have a different outlook on your relationship. Whereas before you might have thought of it as perfect and unassailable, you might now be able to look back and see some faults that weren’t visible to you before. In any event you will be able to look back with a clear mind, and see for yourself what went wrong and what went right. You will come to understand – perhaps for the first time since it happened – your breakup and the reasons behind it.

With understanding, the process of moving on can truly begin. You can start to rebuild your life, sort out your affairs, and perhaps even start dating again. The loss of your relationship might have left something that feels like an empty void in your life. This is your stage where you can finally start filling that void again, and bringing good and positive and happy things into your life.

Acceptance And Hope 

Finally, after all those steps, things will return to normal. You will emerge on the other side of the grieving process with a better understanding of what happened, and perhaps a better understanding of yourself and the way you approach relationships. The greater depths of your sadness will be behind you, and you will be able to look to the future with hope and happiness in your heart.

Though it is, of course, normal to always feel slightly sad about a relationship that didn’t work out, this sadness should now be manageable. It should be something that you can access when you wish to look back, but that is not overwhelming, and does not interfere with other areas of your life.
Once you reach this stage you will truly, once and for all, have accepted that your relationship is over. Not only that, but you will have moved on, and you will be ready to carry on having truly worked out your feelings.

Dealing With Stuff

Chapter Five

It was a messy breakup, and I don’t just mean emotionally. We had been living together, me and Sven. It was the first time I’d ever broken up with something with whom I’d been sharing a home, and it brought with a whole bunch of complications. To start with, first and foremost, half his stuff was there.

Since it seemed that he wasn’t coming back to the attic, I packed all his things up in boxes. It took all the willpower I had not to shred his clothes and snap his CDs in half, but I managed to keep myself under control. I look back now and kind of wish that I had at least broken something. I would have been well within my rights to, given that he was the one who cheated on me, who lied to me, who snuck around behind my back. What was that compared to a few wrecked possessions.

But I didn’t. I was a good little girl. Or, at least, I was too deep in shock to even think about breaking anything. I packed his things up neatly into some pare boxes that we had lying around and then stacked them by the door. I made a pretty thorough job of it, sweeping the attic at least a dozen times to make sure that there wasn’t so much as a hair left to remind me of him.

Once I was done I sat down on the floor and cried for a while. I couldn’t help it. Something about seeing the flat half emptied of his belongings really got to me. It was far too big a space for just one person, and with only my possessions in place it really showed. I wept for a good hour, then got up and started cleaning the flat again.
That was as far as my plan took me. Part of me hoped that he would simply turn up while I was away at work one day and cart all his possessions away. I hoped beyond hope that I wouldn’t have to see him or speak to him. At that stage I was sure that I simply wouldn’t be able to handle that. More than anything I just wanted him to disappear from my life, to no longer be a presence in it.

But days passed, and his boxes remained stacked inside the house, a constant reminder. It looked as though I was actually going to have to speak to him if I wanted them to ever get taken away.

And so one evening I steeled myself and picked up the phone. I dialled the number of his mobile, which I knew off by heart, and waited with my heart in my mouth as it rang. I counted ten rings before it flipped over to his voicemail. I felt a rush of relief. It would be much easier to leave him a message than it would be to talk to him in realtime. All the same I felt a pang when I heard his recorded voice prompting me to leave my name and number after the beep. It seemed terribly sad: once not long ago if I had something to say to him I would say it to his face, usually while I lay content in his arms. Now I was reduced to leaving voicemail messages for him, and hoping that we didn’t have to talk.

I told him that he could come and collect his things any day when I was away at work. And then, on an impulse, I told him that he could leave his key behind when he did so. The flat was in my name – that was the way we’d organised it. I paid for the flat, and he paid for the bills and food. It was a good system, and in this case it made sense for me to simply keep the attic, and for him to find somewhere else.

Once I’d finished speaking, I hung up. It felt strange to end the phonecall so flatly, so without love. I wondered how he’d feel when he finally received the message. Would he be hurt by the lack of emotion in my voice? Would he want to argue about the flat? I didn’t know. I didn’t want to know.

A few days later I came home one day to find that all his boxes were gone. I wondered how many trips it had taken him to transport all his stuff. I wondered if he’d had any help. Perhaps

HOW TO MOVE ON AFTER A BREAK-UP 

Kimberly had come with him and helped him carry his boxes down the stairs. Had she been here? Had she stood where I was standing now in the doorway of the flat and looked in at the life that her lover had walked away from to be with her?

The mere thought that Kimberly had been there was enough to give me the shivers. It made me feel dirty all over. It made me want to scrub down every surface in the flat with bleach and washing up liquid. But I resisted the urge. At least his presence was gone from my life now, once and for all.

Sven had also left an envelope on the table, as well as his key. I was glad to see that he wasn’t going to argue over the flat – that made things easier at least. Perhaps he was capitulating because he felt so bad about cheating on me? Or perhaps he though too that it would be easier than fighting it out. I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I left the key and the envelope lying where they were and went to make myself some dinner. I ate, washed up, watched TV, had a bath. I did anything and everything I could think of to delay the moment when I would have to open the envelope and see what Sven had written.

I was expecting another cringing apology, another attempt to beg for forgiveness. Perhaps even more details of his betrayal of me. I was expecting something handwritten. I was expecting something from him.

What it actually turned out to be was something else altogether. I opened the envelope to find a sheaf of utility bills, along with the paperwork required to transfer all utilities for the flat into my name. Sven had already signed where he needed to sign, and filled in his parts of the form. I just had to add my name and send them off, and the flat and all its accoutrements would be mind entirely.

I sniffed. How odd. He’d decided to make things easy for me, and in a way that made me sadder than ever. Part of me still had hoped that he might wish to fight for the relationship, or at least fight over its demise. But no – it seemed as though Sven was quite content to simply let things go. It seemed as though what had been the world to me had simply been an inconvenience to him, and I held in my hand the paperwork to prove it.

Upset and almost tearful once more, I balled up the papers and threw them into the corner, before storming off to cry on my bed. It was a pointless gesture, and later I would retrieve and uncrumple them, fill them in and send them off. There were still at least six months left on the lease, and I had to be practical after all.

The Importance of Taking Care

Chapter Six

of Yourself

When you’re in the midst of the depressive phase of grieving for a lost relationship, it can be all too easy to let the care you take for yourself slip. Come to that, it’s easy to forget your own wellbeing at pretty much any stage of the grieving process. And when you forget to look after yourself, it only makes whatever stage you’re in feel worse and last longer.

Taking care of yourself doesn’t have to be particularly complicated. For a lot of people it can mean something as simple as eating well and ensuring that your get an adequate amount of exercise. These may seem live overly simple ways to lift your mood, but they are absolutely scientifically proven to work.

Not only will healthy exercise and a good diet lift your mood, but maintaining these regimes will also give you something else to focus on, aside from your broken heart. Throw yourself into a new diet, a new gym routine or whatever else it is that makes you feel better, and watch your mood change.

Taking care of yourself can take other, more esoteric forms as well, and it’s up to you to find out what works for you. This can be difficult, especially if you’ve never struggled with a break up or experienced a particularly low period in your life. Until you need to know what raises your mood or makes you feel better, it can be quite difficult to pinpoint.

A simple guide, however, is to spend some time on you, in whatever way you normally would. This might mean pursuing your hobbies, or it might mean going for a fun night out with friends. It might mean, conversely, spending time alone, or going for a long walk. It might mean simply taking a little time away from work, or it might mean throwing yourself into your work with a will, depending largely on whether or not your work is something you enjoy.

Although there are no right and wrong answers, it’s worth trying to focus on activities that get you out of the house and into contact with other people. Humans are social creatures and it’s important for us to stay in touch with our herd. This means throwing on some clothes and venturing outside the door. Even if it’s only a quick trip to the shops, it’s still better than simply lying around feeling sorry for yourself.

If you’re struggling for ideas about how to give yourself a pick me up, here are a few suggestions. You might wish to try giving yourself a gift – buy yourself something that you’ve always wanted, or at least go shopping for it. Or give yourself a makeover
– changing an aspect of your appearance can work wonders and really make you feel as though you’re moving into a new phase. I’ve already suggested walking, but it’s an idea that bears repeating, as it combines two quite powerful things: exercise and fresh air. Sun is not only good for our health, but is proved to raise mood, so get out there and get a tan. And stop eating junk food – some fresh fruit and healthy greens will make you feel more awake, alive and energetic, which will in turn make you feel better about yourself.

Time is also a pretty important factor. Particularly in this day and age people often struggle with the idea of taking time for themselves. It can seem either selfish or lazy to simply declare that you need a few days away, or some time to indulge yourself. But failing to do these things will only make you feel more stressed, worried and upset.

If there are other sources of stress in your life – for example a high pressure job or other commitment, it can be worth taking some steps to try and minimise the pressure this element of your life puts on you while you’re dealing with the break up. Again, don’t feel as though you’re being lazy or selfish – taking time to ensure your own wellbeing now will enable you to be there for other people in the future, once you’re feeling better.

If all else fails, you can try taking a drastic step. Book a few days off and go on holiday somewhere you’ve always wanted to go. Get a tattoo. Change your name. These may seem like absurd examples, and I don’t suggest for a moment that you do them unless they’re things that you have, on some level, always wanted to do. But doing something dramatic and fun and cathartic can often help you break out of a pattern of self-loathing, guilt, anger or whatever other emotion you happen to be bogged down in.

You might have seen stories online about jilted lovers destroying their wedding dresses, cutting up photos or engaging in other similar activities. While these are not necessarily the healthiest of pastimes, they can – when desperate – be a good way of jolting yourself from an emotional rut, and providing a kind of kick start to a new era of your life.

It is, of course, far better to ensure your happiness and well being through pursuit of hobbies, contact with friends and family, healthy eating, and other life stuff. Not only will these things bring positivity into your life once again, they will start to fill some of the gaps left by the absence of your relationship, which can only be a good thing. If all else fails though, cutting up a wedding dress is not off the table – just so long as you’re doing it to help yourself move on, rather than to spite your ex-partner.

What Came After

Chapter Seven

I was sad for a long time. I can’t pretend that I wasn’t. And it was a kind of sadness unlike any that I’d experienced before. It was deep and it was long, and every time I thought that I’d managed to clamber out of it I’d actually find that I’d only just reached a plateau on the lower foothills of it.

It was a thoroughly frustrating experience. I didn’t want to feel sad. I didn’t want to mope over the fact that Sven was no longer in my life. After all, he was the one who had cheated on me. If I felt anything it should have been anger. I should have been able, I felt, to pick myself up, dust myself off and move on with my head held high. He had cheated on me! I shouldn’t even really want him back!

All my friends said the same thing. Even though they had unanimously likes Sven when they met him, they were nothing but angry on my behalf when I told them what had happened. They called him all sorts of names and made all sorts of vague threats about him, all with the goal of making me feel better, I’m sure. The trouble was, it didn’t. None of it did. Hearing them say unpleasant things about Sven only really made me feel worse.

I withdrew into myself somewhat. I started wearing pyjamas and moping around the house a lot. I barely went outside on weekends. Instead I would lie on the sofa in front of the television, the sound turned up high, watching endless reruns of old soap operas and sitcoms. I let my physical appearance go as well – I attended the gym so little that my membership lapsed, and I started putting on weight.
I noticed all this with a vague sense of anger and desperation. Look, I would think to myself when I woke up some mornings, look what you’ve become. How have you let this happen? How can you let him do this to you? You need to fight back! Get up! Get on with your life! You need to make something happen.

And sometimes I’d pull it together for a couple of days. I’d start smiling again, I’d be my old self at work. I’d feel good inside. I’d even go out for a couple of drinks with my friends. And I would think that I was finally over him - only for the negative feelings to return just a few days later.

It was all I could do to keep going to work during this time. That’s how fed up I was with everything. I moped even when I was in the office, and it was a struggle whenever I was required to wear a smile for professional reasons. I was miserable on the inside, and it showed through.

I’d always imagined that if Sven and I split up I would simply return to being my normal self, just as I’d been before I met him. That was what had always happened to me in the past after a breakup. I simply went back to my normal routine, put the whole thing behind me and moved on without a backward glance. And yet the happy and carefree woman who had existed before Sven no longer seemed to be there. I couldn’t simply carry on as before. Sven had changed me, and had dangled the possibility of a new and different life in front of me. To go back to how I was before was impossible.

As for men... well, in the months after the breakup I thought that I never wanted to see another man again as long as I lived. I told myself that I would die a hermit, a spinster, and that this would be better than exposing myself to the lying, cheating hive of scum and villainy that was malekind. I swore off men, in short – a promise to myself that lasted all of three months.

It was during one of my brief periods of happiness – or at least relative happiness – that I next got laid. Feeling positive and up for anything I’d managed to convince myself to out with the girls from work once more. There were three of us and we spent the evening getting ready and drinking wine at her flat, before going out to dance and flirt and enjoy ourselves at a nightclub in the town.

It was a good night, not least because I drew the attention of an extremely attractive man. I don’t remember much, as I’d been drinking rather more than I had for ages. I do remember that he was in the military, muscle-bound and with a light furze of stubble that scratched my cheek as he kissed me outside the nightclub. Despite the dire warnings of my friends, I allowed myself to be convinced into a taxi with him, and I rode back to his place.

It wasn’t lost on me that the last time I’d done something like this was with Sven. But somehow memories and thoughts of him seemed to stay at bay during my encounter with the military man. I don’t even remember his name, so maybe it was my drunkenness that helped. All I remember is being fucked roughly on his bed, and then on his floor. It took him an exceptionally long time to come, and although I enjoyed it at first by the end I was dry, and it was lip-bitingly painful.

When I woke the next morning there were bruises on my knees and elbows, and bruises on my arms as well. My cunt ached dully, as though it too had taken a pounding. My spit tasted sour, and my head ached from all the alcohol.

My military suitor was already up, and he returned to the room then with a towel wrapped around his waist. “Morning, glory,” he said.

I found myself examining him again. Well, I thought, he was pretty attractive, even while sober. Perhaps last night I simply hadn’t been in the mood. It would be a shame to let this go when it could be the start of something beautiful. And so I rose from bed, dragging the sheet with me, and kissed him on the lips, before whipping his towel away and sinking to my knees before him.

His cock was huge, and forced my jaws apart. A few minutes in he grabbed my hair and forced my head down, pushing his cock hard towards the back of my throat. I almost gagged, but managed to hold it together. He held me firmly by the hair and fucked my mouth until my lips were numb and my jaw was aching. Then he pulled out, turned me around and pushed me down over the bed. He pushed into me from behind – I was all but dry and it hurt like fire. I had to grip the sheets in my firsts and bits down on a mouthful of the covers to keep from crying out.

Suffice to say that it wasn’t the best sexual experience that I had during those few months. Sadly, it also wasn’t the worst. The military man was just the first in a string of desperate and drunken hook ups. At the time I told myself over and over again that I was moving on, that I was starting to date again, that sooner or later I would find myself a new man – someone who would make me forget all about Sven, who would leave him in the dust.

But I didn’t find a new man. I didn’t find much of anything. I fucked two guys in alleyways, because we were too drunk to make our way back to their flats. I fucked a businessman in his hotel room – it was a brief and almost entirely silent act, and I was ejected from the room along with all my clothes pretty much the moment he had come. I made out with more men than I could count.

Yes, I had always been pretty free with my sexuality before. I probably had a higher count when it came to men than most of my colleagues, and I was known for taking what I wanted when I wanted it. The difference here was that I didn’t know what I wanted. I was flailing around, looking for one of these men to complete me, and none of them would. None of them even wanted. Whereas before I had been the one in control, calling the shots, deciding to sleep with men because I wanted to – now things had changed. Now I was sleeping with them because I hoped, desperately and vainly, that it would lead to something else. Something more fulfilling. Something that would close the yawning hole that Sven had left in my life.

I look back on those encounters now with a slight sense of regret. And I feel like at the time I was aware that I wasn’t really enjoying myself either, not like I should be. And yet I carried on doing it. I didn’t know what else to do, how else to behave. Sleeping with random men seemed like the only way to reclaim control of the life I’d once had.
To my shame, I even tried to maintain relationships with a couple of them. Even the military man – I called and texted him repeatedly over the next few days, hanging on my phone for his terse replies, which became shorter and shorter with each text. Any sensible woman would have been able to tell that he wasn’t interested, and yet in that place and time I was utterly blind to it. I kept pursuing him right up until he simply stopped answering my texts.

The longest-lived thing from that period wasn’t something I’d even call a relationship. I met a man in a nightclub. He worked as a sales executive. He talked well and he drove a nice car, and – of course
– I ended up going home with him. The sex was mediocre. I didn’t come. I didn’t even feel much pleasure, but at least it didn’t hurt, and he permitted a few minutes of cuddling afterwards before driving me home.

I kept seeing him for almost a month. It was a fairly simple arrangement. We didn’t talk much when we weren’t together, though I would regularly send him texts about my day, hoping for a reply. I rarely got one, unless he was feeling horny that particular evening. In which case he would text me and ask if I was free. Naturally, since most of my evenings were spent moping in my pyjamas at that stage, I usually was. He would come around, fuck me, cuddle for a few minutes and then take off.

I was oblivious. I was sure that, given time, he would warm to me and become Sven’s replacement. I was sure that, given time, the sex would get better and he would want to spend time with me – maybe even sleep beside me in my bed. To my utter shame, I even told some of the girls at work that I had a new boyfriend.

Looking back I can’t believe how clueless I was, but the truth is I just wasn’t thinking straight. My mind was messed up, and I was sad and low and vulnerable. The guy showed me the slightest bit of affection and I leapt on it, and tried to use it to make myself feel okay again. Needless to say, it simply didn’t work out.

I can’t remember the last time I saw him. In fact, I think I recall he broke off with a text – a short message saying that he had “met someone serious” and that we wouldn’t be able to “hang out” anymore. Nothing more than that. Not even a kiss at the end. I read it and I didn’t feel anything. It wasn’t as though I’d lost someone all over again. It was simply blankness. I felt about the same as I would have felt if someone told me that a magazine subscriptions had been cancelled.

Positive Thinking

Chapter Eight

When a relationship comes to an end it can be all too easy to get caught up in a spiral of negative thoughts. It can make you feel unattractive and unloved, and cause you to question every single action you took while with your partner. It can make you doubt your very self. Losing a relationship can be a powerful assault on the ego.

In the face of this it’s quite important to retain a positive outlook. The power of positive thinking can not be underestimated. While you may think that this seems like rather a puny measure with which to attempt to deal with grief, it is in fact not so. The way you think about your life, and the way you look at what has happened to you is absolutely everything.

Let me elaborate – as human beings we are products of the stories we tell ourselves. We tell ourselves these stories every day. A successful businessman might go into work each day and tell himself the story that he is successful, loved and admired, has an excellent family, and is secure in his life and work. Alternatively the same man might go into work each day and tell himself that he’s okay for now, but teetering on the brink of failure; his wife and children resent all the time he spends working, the people at work can’t wait for a chance to undermine him, and everything that he’s built for himself is only ever a hair’s breadth away from being snatched from underneath him.

These two very different interpretations are both equally valid. Both may be true, and both may seem equally likely in the situation given. Depending on which one our businessman buys into, however, he will have a very different experience of work, and very different feelings and reactions to everything in his life. It’s fair to say that, should he choose to tell himself the first story – the one in which he is successful and well-liked – he will be a rather happier man, and that this happiness and positivity and confidence will carry through to his actions.

With that in mind, I’m sure you can see just how powerful and important positive thinking can be. This same idea can be applied to your relationship. If you tell yourself that your relationship failed because you are unattractive, because you aren’t able to commit, because you both hated each other, or for any other similarly negative reason, your negative thoughts and feelings about the relationship will run out of control, and you’ll find yourself trapped in a spiral of sadness and frustration. If, on the other hand, you tell yourself a more positive story – for example, you might tell yourself that, although you both loved one another, it just simply wasn’t fated to be – you’ll find the loss of the relationship a lot easier to deal with.

Because it can sometimes be terrible hard to find the positives in your own situation, I’ll now run through some of the more positive ways of thinking about a relationship that might have ended. Not all of these will apply to you – perhaps none of them will. But they should serve as a good springboard for starting to think of your own breakup in a more positive light.

Firstly, perhaps it is simply the case that you and your partner weren’t right for each other. Although you no doubt had some good times together, you ultimately weren’t compatible, and wouldn’t have found long term happiness. That being the case, breaking up was actually the right thing to do, as it allows you to be free and go and seek someone who will be able to make you happy in the long term. Or perhaps the relationship that you and your partner shared wasn’t actually as great as you remember – perhaps it was actually holding you back from doing certain things. No doubt it also brought plenty of happiness and good things into your life, but it’s possible that it was standing in the way of one of two things that you’d always wanted to do. Well, now that the relationship is over, it’s your opportunity to do those things – to treat yourself and fulfil your dreams. Or perhaps you could think of it this way: you are single now, but it won’t be long before you find someone else. For that reason it’s important to live single life to the best of your ability while you can, and enjoy every moment. Seize this opportunity and enjoy life, before settling into your next relationship. This last interpretation is a good one, as it turns being single from a negative thing that’s been thrust upon you to a positive one that you can treat as an adventure.

It’s important, of course, not to lie to yourself. You cannot deny the fundamental truths of your relationship. If you and your partner split up because you could not stand the sight or sound of one another, it’s no good telling yourself that you had a good thing going. Instead, try to look at it from the angle that your relationship wasn’t good for you, and that being single once more allows you to search for a better one.

Although positive thinking might seem a difficult goal, especially when you’re at your lowest and most miserable, it’s something that’s worth trying. It’s easy enough to train your mind with a positive narrative, so even if you don’t feel into it to start with, keep working at it, and eventually your positive story will stick.

To illustrate this truth, let me provide a well-known example of how malleable the brain can be. If you ever find yourself wandering around with a scowl on your face, feeling miserable, try smiling for sixty second or so. It doesn’t matter if you don’t really feel it – just force the expression onto your face. It may feel unnatural at first, but do it anyway. You’ll find that in a very short space of time your false smile becomes a natural one, and your mood lifts slightly accordingly. You tell your body that you’re happy by smiling, and your body complies by upping your happiness level. This, I hope, should serve as a neat illustration of just how important the stories we tell ourselves can be.

Taking Some Time Out

Chapter Nine

I don’t know when I realised that I needed some time away, but I do remember that I’d been thinking about it for a while before I woke up one day and felt as though I’d go mad if I didn’t get out of there right that very second. I was still living in the attic at this stage, still wallowing in my self-pity and misery. The realisation hit me: of course I couldn’t escape my thoughts of Sven. Everything that I saw every day reminded me of my time with him. There was nothing new or different or exciting to displace him from the place where he’d lodged in my heart and in my brain. I’d tried, of course, to find something new to replace him with, but had only failed miserably, and suffered my way through a string of terrible one-night stands and casual fuckbuddies.

Well, that clearly wasn’t working. It wasn’t what I needed. What I needed was something entirely different. What I needed was an escape from my life, some time away, the opportunity to break my routine of moping and sadness and actually do something with my life. I needed excitement. I needed to feel special again. I needed some time to spend exclusively on myself.

I lay there in my bed and thought for a few moment about how I might get this. Visions of me quitting my job flashed across my brain, but I discarded them quickly – that would only make matters worse. And heading out to a nightclub and pulling a man might make me feel attractive in the short term, but it wouldn’t help me feel any better about myself and my life. No – what I needed was a holiday. To go somewhere beautiful and warm and where nobody knew me. I wanted to go somewhere that I’d never been before. The idea took hold and nestled inside me, warm and happy. This was what I was going to do – I could feel it. It was among the best feelings I’d had in months. That morning I got out of bed and showered and ate breakfast, all the while thinking about where I’d go, what I’d do, what I’d see and who I’d meet. Not once did any memory of Sven cross my mind – which was a fairly unique experience. Most morning I pined for him at least three times before breakfast.

I started making arrangements that same day. I booked some time off work, and used my lunchbreak to book flights, insurance and a hotel to stay at in Italy. Don’t ask me why Italy – as I was paging through all my possible destinations in my mind it just leapt out at me as the obvious choice. Sun soaked and romantic and beautiful – it was everything that I craved at the moment. When I told me colleagues I was going away to Italy they all boggled at me, and asked why. I shrugged.

“Because I want to,” I said. The expressions on their faces were priceless, and made me feel for the first time in months like I was myself again. It was wonderful. I practically danced home that evening, and started making more arrangements for my trip. I would be flying out in a fortnight’s time, and it couldn’t come fast enough.

In preparation for my stint in Italy, I spent a little time on myself. I went out and bought some new clothes. I had my hair cut and got a manicure. I attended Italian lessons, despite the fact that I was hopeless at languages. With much practice I was able to master a few basic phrases – enough to make myself feel comfortable in a foreign country. And, best of all, while attending those lessons I made some new friends. They were a good bunch of people, most of them either from Italy or with some reason or wish to go there. I told them about my trip, and they overwhelmed with recommendations and ideas for things to do, places to go, places to stay and foods to eat.

The day of my departure rolled around quicker than I would have imagined. I’d taken an extra day off work on the day of my flight, even though I could have made it to the airport from work with time to spare. I spent the morning lazing in bed, and then the afternoon tidying and setting my stuff in order before grabbing my suitcase and hopping into a taxi.

As we whirred through traffic towards Heathrow airport, I felt food. Here is was actually doing something. Here I was breaking my routine, stepping outside of the sludge of a life that I’d had for the past few months. It felt like exactly what I needed, and I was excited for my trip to begin. Not only that, but I knew I looked fantastic. With my new short haircut and my new clothes and my painted nails I was definitely something to look at, and that knowledge filled me with a confidence I hadn’t felt in far too long.

The flight went smoothly. It was only a couple of hours long, and I spent it reading and peering out of the window at the clouds rolling past outside. There’s something about being high up in the air that makes me feel immensely free and light, as though I’m flying all by myself rather than within the confines of a huge metal tanker. It was a departure from the normal view during my daily commute – staring out of the window of a tube train at the soot-blackened walls of a tunnel had nothing on the vista I spent my flight observing.

And then we landed in Italy. I cleared customs quickly, as I had only one small bag with me, and made my way out of the airport. Already it felt as though I was in a thoroughly different country. The people here were more colourful and more animated. There was a different texture to the air, and all the writing on the signs was unfamiliar to me. I was well and truly in a different place, but it didn’t hit me until I stepped outside and felt the rush of warm air roll over me.

I guess that people tend to forget that Italy is a tropical country. It’s part of Europe, and we usually think of Europe as being dull and grey and rainy. Well, not so with Italy. The sun blazed against my skin from the very moment I stepped outside the airport, and the air was heavy with heat and fragrance. I hailed a taxi and rode into the city, the taxi driver chatting happily to me in broken English all the way.
I wandered a little before going to check into my hotel. I couldn’t help it – I was so excited to be somewhere that wasn’t New York, and Rome turned out to be one of the most exploreable cities I’d ever visited. Tiny quiet streets ran alongside massive boulevards. Hidden squares with beautiful fountains were concealed around every corner. There were inviting sets of steps, curious alleyways, and intriguing looking tavernas that I couldn’t wait to discover. The place brimmed with life and animation.

By this stage I hadn’t thought of Sven for something like twenty four hours. There were too many other things to think about, too much else going on. My mind was full, and my heart was happy. I didn’t need Sven, and – more than that – I didn’t want him. Thoughts of him would be an intrusion on this wonderful journey of mine.

I went and checked into my hotel, and discovered that my room had a balcony with a beautiful view out over the roofs of the surrounding buildings. Dusk was just starting fall by this stage, and lights were coming on everywhere. I stood there for a long time inhaling the scents of the place, and listening to the babble of voices, the hum of traffic, the bark of dogs. It was all so amazingly strange and wonderful, and it was all mine to explore.

I ate at the hotel that night, and went for a wander before settling into bed. I was a little tired from my journey. The next morning, however, when I woke my exploring began in earnest.

If you’ve never been to Italy – go. Words can’t really do it justice. It’s a place of such great beauty, and a place with so many secrets. The people are all wonderfully friendly – from the men outside the tavernas to the children who played in the street I never encountered a single unsmiling face. There is art everywhere – the streets are crowded with statues and fountains, and the houses themselves are beyond beautiful.

The food, too... the food was sublime. I’ve never eaten quite as much or as happily as I did in Italy. Massive pizzas, delicious pasta, wonderful gelato. I tried as much of what I came across as I possibly could. I was a little worried at first that I might put on weight, but with the amount of walking I did it turned out I didn’t need to worry – I actually shed a couple of pounds! I obtained a fine golden tan as well which transformed my whole appearance from that of a pasty white ghost to a stunning golden goddess.

I visited museums. I visited the coliseum. I visited a huge range of bars and cafes. I drank and spoke with locals, and even became brave enough to try out a little of my learned Italian. I made friends with the people at the market. I explored – really explored for the first time in ages.

And then there were the men. It shouldn’t have been a surprise to me that Italian men were different from English ones, but I suppose never having met one I always thought that was a stereotype. Well, I was wrong. Not only were they pretty universally more confident and attractive, their whole demeanour was completely different. They were... polite. Not demanding, not aggressive, not clutching or grabbing. They seemed to understand women on a level that British men simply didn’t.

So, yes, I slept with two men while I was there. Both of them were utterly beautiful examples of masculinity, and both were gentle and charming. With both I came as they fucked me, and lay in their arms warm and soft and content for hours afterwards. With both we kissed and touched and lay together late into the morning. I even spent the day with one of them. And yet there was no pressure, neither from them or from me. It was wonderful – it was exactly the kind of sex that I’d lost touch with, the kind that I’d hoped to recover. It was the kind of sex that I’d had before Sven came along.

The importance of this didn’t quite reach me until much later on. At the time I was too absorbed by what was going on around me to even think about my ex from months ago. But later I would look back at Italy as the turning point – the time when everything started to finally go right.

The Rebound Vs Moving On

Chapter Ten

As you move through the various stages of grief, there will come a point in time where you start to want a new relationship. It’s very important to work out the reasons behind this want, and establish where you are in the grieving process. It’s entirely possible, in the aftermath of a breakup, to be motivated to seek a new relationship for all the wrong reasons.

Have a think to yourself. Are you craving the attention of someone new because you’re looking for a replacement for what you’ve lost? Are you still in the throes of anger or sadness, and simply looking for some physical comfort? Are you perhaps motivated by a desire to get back at your ex and make them jealous? These are all bad reasons to seek a new relationship – and more often than not will lead to the formation of a relationship that simply doesn’t work.

This concept is well known in popular culture. You will almost certainly have heard people talk at some stage of another about the concept of a “rebound”. The idea is that in the aftermath of a breakup one is more vulnerable than one might normally be and will seek comfort in a new relationship before they’re really emotionally ready to do so.

All of the reasons listed above are powerful reasons to seek a new relationship, and in the moment it can be almost impossible to recognise them and resist. Denying yourself physical contact and affection at a time when you crave it so badly can be an immensely difficult task, but might be worth the energy it requires in order to keep you happy and healthy in the long-term.
Denial is, of course, not the only option – though it is the most clear cut, and the safest option when it comes to maintaining your own emotional wellbeing. If you do decide to engage in sex or a new relationship while still grieving for your previous one, make sure that you’re aware of the dangers and that you know where you are in the grieving process. This knowledge will help you keep control of your feelings and recognise your motivations. It will also mean that your new relationship will have a better chance of succeeding.

Eventually, of course, once you have worked your way through the entire grieving process, there will naturally come a time when you feel ready and excited to move on and form a new relationship. Quite often this won’t be something you go looking, but instead something that you stumble across because you are happy and fulfilled and living life to the full. When this does happen – relax! Let it happen! You’ve made your way down a long and rocky road, and now that you’ve arrived at the end it’s time to have some fun once more – time to enjoy yourself.

Make sure also not to bring the negativity from your feelings about your past relationship into the new one. This shouldn’t be difficult if you’ve moved on thoroughly, but it’s a trap that even the best of us can fall into sometimes. If you find yourself talking constantly about your ex, comparing your new partner with them, or reliving parts of your old relationship – give some thought as to whether or not you’ve truly moved on.

One Year Later

Chapter Eleven

Italy was the turning point, but it took me almost an entire year to reach that point. I spent a long time messed up over Sven, a long time thinking back and regretting and hoping and crying. It wasn’t wasted time. No, not at all. It was something that I needed to go through in order to truly let go of him. But it wasn’t a happy time either.

A year later, however, I found myself in a much better place. After I came back from Italy I met a new man. His name was Ryan, and I met him on the tube – a most unusual meeting place. He smiled at me, and I smiled at him, and before we knew it we’d broken the first rule of tube travel and actually started talking to each other.

My courtship with Ryan was a lot slower than my courtship (or lack thereof) with Sven. It wasn’t that I was cautious, exactly, just that I was more relaxed. I was every bit as eager to get Ryan into bed as ever I would have been, but we went on a couple of dates first and spent a few evenings talking and making out and talking and making out.

He was everything I’d ever looked for in a man. Handsome, attractive, confident and interesting. He could make me melt with a look, but was also capable of immense acts of sweetness and understanding. He was dominant in the bedroom and wonderfully cute outside of it. In short – he was damn close to perfect.

The sex was amazing too. The first time we did it was... well... explosive to say the least. He went down on my until I’d come three times and then – the very moment he stuck his cock in me – I came again , this time with a burst of wetness. I’d never ejaculated in that way before, and it was a strange but amazing sensation. I loved the feeling of squirting, of emptying, of the liquid leaving me – and it seemed to turn Ryan on all the more.

He fucked me hard that first time – first missionary, and then from behind, then missionary again before coming inside of me. I felt his cock twitch and harden, and felt him pouring into me with a sense of deep and blossoming satisfaction. It was good. It was very good. As his come filled me I wrapped my arms around him, held him tight and came once more, writhing against the bed as I did so.

After our first time together we fucked often – even more often than me and Sven had. Hardly a day went by when we didn’t make love; we couldn’t get enough of each other. At weekends we’d often spend the entire day together in bed, fucking until we were both so sore we could hardly walk.

Our relationship went on for two glorious years. And the strange thing was this; I knew that we could break up, and I knew that it wouldn’t wreck me when it happened. No – I’d been there once before. I’d suffered that heartbreak, and I wouldn’t suffer it again. If we broke up, sure I’d be sad. But there was no way I’d spend a year moping all over again. No, I’d pick myself up, dust myself up and move on.

Luckily, however, I didn’t have to. At the end of our second year together Ryan went down on one knee and asked me to marry him, and I was delighted to be able to say yes. We had our wedding in a beautiful little chapel in the middle of a farm in rural Italy, and it couldn’t have been a more perfect day. We celebrated by fucking gently in a hotel room and watching the sunset, and I lay in his arms feeling solely and totally content.

It was beautiful, what me and Ryan shared. And the strangest thing is this: it never would have worked if I hadn’t met Sven. Being with Sven and losing him had prepared me for a new relationship in ways I never would have imagined. I barely thought of him at all anymore, but when I occasionally did it was only with warmth and gratitude. He had brought me to this, after all, I thought, as I lay in the arms of my husband. What more could a woman ask for?
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