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CHAPTER ONE
A Chance Meeting

There was instant chemistry between us. You know how sometimes you meet someone and you just know? Straight away. It hits you right between the eyes. It takes your breath away. Well, it was like that with Simon. The moment I met him I thought to myself: Lolita – this is the man for you. You want this man.

I met him on the ferry. We had just left port and everyone was still wandering around looking for a comfortable place to spend the two-hour crossing to Calais. I hefted my rucksack onto my back and headed towards the front of the boat. The day had been spent crammed into a stuffy bus, and I was keen to get out onto the top deck and feel the sea breeze playing with my hair.

I had been travelling for a couple of months at that stage, and had spent the last few weeks exploring London. It was, as I’d been told to expect, quite a city – especially for a young twenty-five year old like myself. My nights had been spent tripping from one pub to the next – clubbing, dancing, wandering by the river. I’d stayed in a small apartment with a bunch of other travellers, situated on the very top floor of a creaky old tower block. It had been... well... amazing. I couldn’t think of a single night that had ended earlier than three in the morning.

That said, it had also been exhausting. I was ready for something different. Amsterdam, I figured, might be a little more chilled out. I’d spend a month or two there, and then move on to Eastern Europe – Prague and Budapest were beckoning to me already.

Six months. That’s how long I was travelling for. The trip of a lifetime, and one that I’d waited far too long to take. I’d missed out on the chance to do a gap year during school in Australia, and headed straight into work after graduation. I was a teacher, and I loved it. But after three years, I started to feel trapped. The schedule was so hectic and the demands of the job so great that it felt as though my life was slipping away from me.

If I didn’t take the trip I’d always dreamed of taking now, I thought, then I might never take it at all. And so I went to the head and begged for a sabbatical. Much to my surprise, my request was granted. Six months away from work to travel the world, to explore, to experience things. Six months all my own. It was paradise.

Anyhow, that was how I came to be wandering around the Dover to Calais ferry at one o’ clock in the morning on a wet night in November. And wet as the night was, I was determined to get up on deck and see the sea.

I passed through the bar and cafe, and headed down a little corridor. The floor was starting to rock gently underneath me as the boat pulled away from the harbour. I rocked with it, enjoying the sensation of movement. It was exciting to be at the start of a new journey, a new phase in my travels. At the end of the corridor was a small door with a porthole. I pushed it open – struggling a little against the wind, and stumbled out onto the deck.

It was more or less deserted out there. Not surprising, given how terrible the weather was. The wind blew spits and pots of rain almost sideways, and the cold bit through my clothes in an instant. Nevertheless I forged my way up to the back of the boat and braced myself against the railing. The cliffs of Dover were distant already, disappearing along with all the lights of the shore. I squinted against the rain, watching the coast recede.

I stayed out there for a while, until the cold started numbing my fingers. Then I ducked inside the smoking shelter – a little glass walled conservatory filled with plastic benches. It too was empty – or so I thought at the time – and I fancied being on my own for a little while.

I had just perched myself on one of the little benches and started rolling a cigarette, when a man’s voice made me jump.
“Nice night for it,” he said.HOW TO SURVIVE A LONG-DISTANCE RELATIONSHIP 

I dropped my cigarette, tobacco scattering everywhere. Cursing under my breath, I looked up – ready to snap at the source of the voice – and froze. There he was. The man of my dreams. The sight of him practically struck me dumb.

“Woah there,” said the man. “So sorry. Hey. You okay?” 

I swallowed. “Yeah. Good thanks,” I muttered. I couldn’t stop staring at him. It wasn’t that he was merely physically attractive – though he was – but there was something about the way he was sitting. Alone there in the smoking shelter, his feet up on one of the benches. Smiling. At ease. His backpack and other things spread out on the table beside him. He looked as though he belonged there. As though he owned the place. And his eyes – deep blue – were the most piercing I’d ever seen.

“What brings you out here on a night like this?” he said. He swung his legs from the bench, stood and moved towards me, taking a seat on the bench beside. “You look freezing.”

“Just fancied a bit of fresh air,” I said, trying to sound casual... and no doubt failing. “What about you?” 

“Needed some time to think,” he said easily. “This was just about the only place on the whole boat that wasn’t crammed with people.”

“I like ferries,” I said, and then immediately felt myself blushing at how odd the announcement sounded. “I mean, they’re such interesting little places. They’re like whole tiny worlds that you just inhabit for an hour or two. On your way to somewhere else. They’re so...”

“Transient?” he said.
“Yeah,” I replied. “Transient.”

He held out his hand for me to shake – an oddly formal gesture. “Simon,” he said.
I clasped his fingers, and felt a little spark of electricity jump between our skin. “Lolita,” I offered in reply. “Where are you travelling to?”

Simon, it turned out, was on his way to France to start a new job as an editor on the staff of a small magazine. He was Canadian originally (his voice carried the slightest hint of an accent) but had been living abroad for as long as he could remember. He’d been taking the opportunity afforded to him by the gap between the end of his last job and the start of his next one to get some travelling done.

We sat there in the shelter, rain lashing against the clear plastic panels and he rolled me a cigarette. And we talked. We talked for ages – about the places we’d both been, the plans we’d made, our friends and families. For some reason it all flowed easily with Simon – it felt as though I was chatting with someone who I’d known all my life rather than someone who I’d just met by chance a few minutes ago. I found myself telling him things that I wouldn’t have revealed even to my closest friends: secret crushes, dark fantasies – even the stuff about the arguments I sued to have with my parents.

I don’t know what it was about him that put me so at ease. Like I say, sometimes you meet someone and you just know that they’re someone special. I could feel that with Simon straight away. I could almost feel it radiating off of him. Call it his energy. Call it his aura. But he just wasn’t like any other guy I’d ever met before.

Maybe that’s why I ended up doing what I did next. Maybe it was just the fact that I was tired and a little lonely, and that I wanted someone to cling to. Maybe it was just something about seeing the lights of the French coast glowing in the distance, smudged by rain.

I don’t know what it was, but for some reason I just decided to throw caution to the winds. I felt good, and I liked this guy, and in just a few short minutes we would pull into port and maybe I would never see him again. So why not take something away from this. Why not do what I’d kind of wanted to do ever since I first set eyes on him.

“Simon,” I said, when next there was a lull in the conversation. I’d been expecting to have to say more, but he turned to me at the sound of his name, looking as though he knew exactly what I wanted. We leaned in towards one another. Close. So close that I could feel that electricity between us again, that spark jumping from his skin to mine and back again.

He smelled good. Like aftershave and smoke. Masculine without being unpleasant. And I could feel his breath on my face for a moment before we kissed. Then we were lost in one another, our lips locked, our tongues pressing against one another, our hands reaching for shoulders, hips. He kissed me urgently, intently, his strong tongue exploring my mouth. I opened my mouth to him. Opened myself to him, shifting closed on the bench so that his hands could rove over my body.

We parted for a second and stared into each other’s eyes. His bright blue gaze burned into me, and a thrill of want surged through me. It was perfect – the two of us there under the stars, surrounded by the sea. Nobody around to see us out here. Nobody in this moment but us.

We kissed again, softer this time, taking the time to luxuriate in each other’s mouths. I turned on the bench to face him and his hands rested on my shoulders for a second before moving lower, squeezing my breasts through my clothes, making me shiver with pleasure. He was confident in his touch, not hesitating for a second. His breath was ragged, quick.

“We don’t have long,” he whispered. Beneath us the boat rocked gently as it cut its way through the water. 

“Then touch me,” I said. And he did. With deft hands he undid the belt of my trousers and reached in and pressed a warm palm against my crotch. I melted into his arms, loving the way his touch sent sparks of pleasure spiralling lazily through me. It was electric. The suddenness of it – the warmth of him in the cold of the night – the beauty of the stars above us – the motion of the boat. It all came together into something glorious and impossible that overloaded my senses.

Simon kissed me on the mouth, and his fingers pulled aside the gusset of my panties, and he rubbed me. Gently and firmly, his fingers sliding on the smooth wet flesh between my legs. It felt so good that I couldn’t help but clutch him, and gasp and moan and writhe. And why not? There was nobody there to hear, nobody there to see. His strong arms held me, and I reached down to find his crotch too, to rub his hardness through his clothes. He was so big. He reached down and fumbled with his belt and, after a moment, released himself. I wrapped my hand around his cock, stunned by the size of it.

“You’re so wet,” he breathed. He sounded awed, and yet still perfectly in control of the situation. “God I want this.” 

“I want this too,” I murmured. Never had I done anything quite as daring, quite as exciting as this. I bit my lip, feeling the pressure build in my belly. I was going to come. There on the deck of the ferry and in the arms of a relative stranger I was going to come. I clutched his cock and pumped harder, feeling him groan in response.

We came at the same time. At exactly the same time. Through the throes of my orgasm I was vaguely aware of the hot stickiness shooting from his cock, coating my hand and sliding warmly down my arm. The sensuous feel of it only increased my own pleasure. My orgasm throbbed powerfully through me – I felt the muscles in my abdomen squeezing and releasing under the pressure of Simon’s hand. I arched my back and clutched him against me. A scream of pleasure burst from my throat; I didn’t hold back.

At last, after both our orgasms had subsided, we fell still. No movement. Only the boat rocking underneath us. No sound. Only the thrum of the engine and the slap of the waves against the hull. Simon held me, and our breath mingled, our bodies still clinched against one another. We kissed again, our lips meeting gently now, lazily. I felt warmth rolling through me. Amazing – how I could feel so connected to a man I barely knew at all.
Eventually, we disentangled ourselves and straightened out our clothes. Simon put his cock back inside his trousers, and I refastened my belt. His come still clung to my wrist and the side of my hand, and I made eye contact with Simon and slowly and deliberately licked it off. The salty taste of his crackled against my tongue, and his silky come slid smoothly down my throat. He tasted wonderful – better than any other man I’d swallowed. He watched me lick up his seed, and then drew me close and kissed again, long and hard as pulled into harbour. We felt the boat shudder as it made contact with land, and then the engine fell silent underneath us.

“We’ve docked,” said Ian. 

I nodded, curled against his chest. I knew what he meant. It was time for us to go our separate ways – I would board my bus, and Simon would make his way to the train station to continue his journey. Maybe – more than likely – we would never see each other again. The thought of leaving without any hope of meeting again filled me with a strange sense of despair. Odd. We had known each other for maybe a couple of hours, and yet it felt as though we’d been together for months.

“Well,” I said at last, drawing away from him. “I suppose it’s time...” 

“Yeah,” said Simon. He was looking at me, intently, his blue eyes burning into me. For a moment I felt like crying. Then he said, “So, Lolita... when will I see you again?”

CHAPTER TWO
Why Long Distance Is Difficult... And Why It’s Good

It is a generally acknowledged fact that long-distance relationships are hard. Indeed, many people are sceptical as to whether long distance relationships can work at all. There’s plenty of evidence that they do, of course, but there’s also no doubt that it takes an exceptional couple of people to make one work.

Long-distance relationships are fundamentally different from standard ones. Physical contact is often less, and sometimes communication between the people involved is restricted too. It’s safe to say that absence not only makes the heart grow fonder, but also tests the bonds between a couple in one of the most extreme ways possible.

To develop and keep alive a long-distance relationship both parties must put in a lot of work. That’s stumbling block number one. It’s easy to believe that a relationship shouldn’t involve work. After all, you might convince yourself, if you were really meant to be together things would surely just flow. You wouldn’t have to put any effort. Every day would be full of sunshine and happiness and not much else. If there’s work involved... well, it’s often all too easy to convince yourself that it must not be worth the effort.

And make no mistake, there is a lot of effort involved. Being part of a long-distance relationship means enduring loneliness, longing and heartache – often for extended periods of time, and often on a regular basis. It means denying yourself some degree of happiness and fulfilment in the short term, in order to build something that will last into the long term. That’s a very difficult thing to do. We, as human beings, are pretty much wired to seek out short term rewards, whilst being blind to the bigger picture.

You only have to do a cursory Google search to find tales of people in long-distance relationships whose lives are filled with pain and longing, and who spend their days pining for their distant significant other. This was seem like an unappealing way to exist – particularly if you’re someone who has only ever had relationships with those physically close to you before. But long-distance relationships – just like any kind of relationship – are not without their payoffs.

In one sense, the pain and longing that each party endures while they are separated is what makes their time spent together so special. “Absence makes the heart grow fonder,” runs the old saying – and it’s something that could not be more true. We are programmed on a deep and fundamental level to want what we cannot have – by being apart from their significant other, people often find that they come to want them more keenly than ever.

Not only that, but it adds a level of drama and intensity to a relationship in a way that simply doesn’t happen in relationships where physical proximity is not an issue. The basic theory is this: dramatic or emotional events, difficult times, struggles and heartaches – when endured successfully – will make you feel much, much closer to the person who you have endured them for. Think about it: couples who endure trauma often end up closer to one another because of it. The same is true with long-distance relationships. Because it is such a difficult thing to do, the people who do so successfully end up deeply and meaningfully connected.

Of course, in order to reap these benefits you must ensure that your relationship survives. Often the course can prove far too tough for many couples. The stresses and strains unique to being distant from one another break them apart. Let there be no mistake: longdistance is hard. But that’s why this guide exists. It’s here to help you keep your relationship happy and healthy. To ensure that you stay close and connected with your partner, no matter how distant from you they may be. To reduce the stress and misery when they’re away, and make sure the time you spend together is the best it possibly can be.

Whether you’re in a long-distance relationship at the moment, soon to be in one, or just interested in the dynamic, read on. I hope that this guide will help you understand just what it is that makes a long-distance relationship so famously difficult – and also so honestly rewarding.

CHAPTER THREE
The First Visit

One of the first things I did when I got to my hostel in Amsterdam was write to Simon. The whole rest of the bus journey had been spent lazing around in a post-orgasmic glow, that made even the cramped confines of the coach bearable, even pleasant. I had thought endlessly of him, unable to wrench my mind onto any other topic. He had got me, well and truly. He was inside my head. And, amazingly, I really didn’t seem to mind.

So, just as soon as I could, I sat down and wrote him a quick note. I kept it light, saying how wonderful it was to meet him, how intense it had been spending just a few hours with him on the deck of the boat. I asked him how the rest of his journey had gone, and if he was settling in well, and closed out with a kiss, and an assurance that I was looking forward to seeing him again – if that was still what he wanted.

At that stage I truly didn’t know whether or not to expect a reply. I figured maybe it was just a casual thing for him. Someone like Simon, I’m sure, picked up women wherever he went. He was attractive, magnetic, well-spoken. I’m sure things like this happened to him all the time. Perhaps by the time he was settled in his apartment in France he wouldn’t even really remember me. But I hoped that he did.

The month that I spent in Amsterdam is something of a haze. I fell in quite quickly with some seriously cool people, and we spent a glorious few weeks travelling around – visiting endless coffee shops, shopping and drinking coffee and sitting by the canals. I took up dancing and perfect my Dutch. It was a wonderful, relaxed adventure to follow on from the manic energy of London. The days blur in my head. One thing that is clear, however, is my correspondence with Simon.

We wrote back and forth every single day. Without fail. I would wake in the morning to find an email from him sitting in my inbox. I would reply then and there before I even got myself breakfast. By lunchtime his second email would almost always have arrived, and a third when he got home. I spent so much time on my phone replying to him that it became a running joke with my newfound friends. They were intrigued by my... well, they didn’t really know what he was. He certainly wasn’t a boyfriend, and to call him my “lover” seemed ridiculous, given that we had been no such thing. And yet it felt very much as though we were entangled in some way. Suffice to say they were interested in finding out as much as they could about him... just as I was!

We talked on the phone at least once a week, usually on a Sunday. We would set a time, and chat over Skype. We always planned for an hour or two, and then ended up talking until three in the morning, yawning, telling each other constantly that we should go to bed... then stubbornly not going to bed. We even sent each other things through the post – little souvenirs. He sent me a little charm containing a grain of rice on which a street artist had written my name. I sent him a lock of my hair.

It was safe to say that we were obsessed with each other. I’ve felt that way about guys before, but to have my feelings returned with such clear enthusiasm was a new experience. It was almost overwhelming. I found myself wondering where he was at all times. What was he doing? Was he thinking of me? Did he miss me in the same intense way I missed him? How long would it be before we saw each other again?

The best thing of all though was that we could talk about these things. Whenever I had a question or a worry, I could always mention it to Simon. Nothing seemed to freak him out. Nothing seemed to rankle him. He was always calm, always in control. And he always knew the exact right thing to say in order to make me feel better.
It’s hard to describe just how much I treasured every little scrap of communication I had with him. I save his emails, hoarded his letters, guarded every little souvenir her sent me with my life. Every single time I checked my inbox and saw an email with his name on it I felt a little swoop of excitement in my chest. It was like being a teenager all over again – and I could scarcely believe how good it felt.

As my time in Amsterdam started coming to an end, we started making plans. We wanted to meet again, of that much we were certain. But at the same time we were cautious too. Our first meeting had been so brief and so wonderful, and it was a thought that haunted my mind that our second might not be so perfect. In fact – it couldn’t be. Nothing could be quite as perfect as our first meeting. So what if it turned out that I wasn’t really that into him at all? What if he wasn’t into me? What if it turned out that – when forced into one another’s company for more than a couple of hours
– we couldn’t actually stand each other?

Nevertheless, we made plans to meet. I would travel to France and stay for five days in his apartment, before continuing my journey to Budapest. He would meet me at the station. We didn’t discuss where I might sleep – we both accepted unspokenly that I would be sleeping his bed. We didn’t discuss practicalities. Not because we were reckless, exactly, but because to us – at that time – practicalities didn’t seem to exist.

Once we’d set a date, I found that time began to drag. My final week in Amsterdam was an emotional one, as I said goodbye to the good friends I’d made during my stay. They would miss me, of course, but they were happy that I was going on to meet the man over whom I’d been mooning for as long as they’d known me. and in between the goodbyes there was plenty of downtime for me to sit and wait and watch the clock, longing for the moment when I would be able to fall once more into Simon’s arms.

At last, the day of my departure arrived. I heaved my heavy backpack onto my back and made my way to the train station. The journey was long and slow. First a train, then a ferry, then another train. It seemed to go on forever. As we sped through the countryside I looked out at the blue of fields and sky beyond the window, and reflected that each moment that passed was bringing me closer to Simon. It was staggering just how much distance there was between us, in fact. Speaking and writing to him so often it sometimes became hard to believe that he was, in fact, thousands of miles away.

The train journey passed slowly, but it passed. And eventually I arrived in Paris. We had agreed to meet on the station concourse, underneath the big clock – a romantic setting that Simon had picked with a roguish grin on his face. My heart was hammering as I made my way through the crowded station. It was strange – the normal excitement of being in a new city was subsumed entirely by my desire to see Simon once again. I had eyes only for him – everything else around me was irrelevant, distant.

I spotted the big clock. And then I spotted Simon beneath it, waiting, hands in pockets, looking a hundred times more casual than I felt. I bounded towards him. I had seen him before he saw me, but he looked up in time to see me approach, and a smile broke out across his face. In the moment before we met, I experienced a brief lightning-bolt moment of doubt. Would we kiss? What if we didn’t? What if, somehow, our time apart had made things different? What if he pulled back, held me at arms-length? To have come all this way, to have invested all this energy only to be turned down now would be the worst injustice of all.

But I needn’t have worried. Simon opened his arms to me, and I fell into his embrace. Our mouths met and we kissed every bit as passionately as we had before. Right there in the middle of a crowded train station we stood and kissed for a good ten minutes, not moving from that one spot, our bodies glued together. I felt already as though I was being pulled towards him once more, my body growing warm and opening up like a flower at his mere touch.

“Oh, Lolita,” he whispered. “You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for this.”
And then he picked up my bag, took my hand in his and lead me off through the station. We walked hand in hand as though we were boyfriend and girlfriend, and it felt so natural and so right that I never wanted to let go. Outside the station he hailed a taxi, slung my bag into the back and then climbed into the backseat with me. We zipped off through the rushing Paris traffic, horns blaring all around us. I wasn’t paying attention though – my focus was entirely on him, and his on me. We kissed deeply all the way back, barely a word passing between us. His hands roved freely over my body, squeezing me through my clothes, reacquainting themselves with the soft flesh they had lest felt so many weeks ago now. The taxi driver watched us in the rear view mirror, but I didn’t care. I didn’t care about anything else, except Simon.

We pulled up at his building. He paid the taxi driver, then lead me in through the big iron gate of a door. It was a old-looking apartment block, with a courtyard and balconies. We climbed to the third floor, and then he let me into his cosy flat. I didn’t spend much time examining it, though, because we were on each other as soon as the door was shut behind us.

We feasted on each other’s flesh. We kissed. We wrestled. We stripped away our clothes until we were stark naked, and then tumbled onto his bed. I wrapped my hand around his cock again, and it felt as natural as holding his hand, as natural as breathing. I squeezed, relishing its thickness and hardness. I wanted it inside of me, and – with my eyes – I told Simon so. First though, I wanted to taste him.

I’d fantasises many times during our weeks apart about what it would be like to go down on Simon. I had tasted his come, and I knew the flavour that was him, knew that his semen would crackle against my lips as though charged with static electricity. I wondered if he would be gentle, though – or if he would drive his cock deep into my throat. I wondered if he would fill my mouth, if his thickness would feel good in my cunt. It was a fun thing to wonder about, and I’d passed many idle hours in exactly that way.

Now I didn’t have to wonder. I knelt on his bed, legs spread wide, his hand stroking gently between my thighs. I hunched my back and took him in my mouth. Deep. As deep as I could. I made a seal around the head of his cock with my lips and sucked firmly, wanting to give him as much pleasure as I could. I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock and tasted that familiar taste, that flavour which I had longed for, dreamed about. I drank it down greedily, and bobbed my head, loving the feel of his thick cock sliding in and out of my mouth. This was a place I’d fantasised about being for hours. And now here I was, enjoying every second of it. Paradise.

It wasn’t long before we switched places, and Simon buried his head between my legs. He was good. Very good. He found my clit with his tongue and circled it, flicked it with the tip, then traced the outer lips of my cunt all the way down and all the way back up. He sucked my clit. He fucked me with his tongue. I was in ecstasy, grabbing handfuls of his bedsheets, arching my back against the mattress, my moans and squeals urging him on.

And then he moved up the bed, kissed me. I spread my legs, and he sunk himself inside. All the way inside, deep. His cock filled me completely, stretching me out. It felt better than any cock I’d experienced before – and how could it not? I’d been waiting for it for a month or more. I clutched him against me, my arms encircling his muscular body. His mouth met mine, and his tongue explored my mouth. I writhed up against him, wanting him deeper still, wanting to feel his thick cock twitching inside me.

I came as soon as he started to move. His body, his eyes staring directly into mine, his scent, the lingering taste of his cock on my lips... It was all too much. I felt the pressure building, and then it overflowed and I shuddered against the bed, my muscles spasming and my eyes rolling back in my head as my orgasm rolled through me like a thunderstorm. Simon held me the entire time, his breath hot in my ear, his cock thrusting deep into my cunt. It was all that I could have asked for.

He came soon after me. When he did I was still floating on the cloud of my first orgasm. The world felt as though it was far away, and the only real things in it were me, Simon and the bed on which we lay. I felt his cock harden and twitch inside of me, felt him groan into my neck. The next thing I knew he was emptying into me, his warmth flooding me, tingling through me. The feelings of pleasure in my abdomen redoubled, and I found myself coming again, harder than before. So hard I was certain that I was on the verge of losing consciousness.

Then, at last, it was over. He lay on top of me for a long time, his head on my breast, his breathing slowly returning to normal. I could hear and feel his heartbeat, and his hair tickled my collarbone. It felt beyond wonderful to lie there, my arms entangled with his. It was the place that I had been longing for – the place that I had missed without ever actually having been there before.

CHAPTER FOUR
The Importance of Communication

Communication is a term that gets thrown around a lot these days. We’re told constantly about the importance of communicating clearly and well in our jobs, our relationships and our day to day lives. People run courses on communication, and quite often problems are said to find their root in a lack of it. But what actually does it mean to communicate? And what, in particular, does it mean in the context of a long-distance relationship.

Within a regular relationship communication takes many forms. There is the functional business that couples engage in of working out when they are going to see each other next, or what plans they’re going to make for dinner. Then there’s also the little day to day communications – funny stories from work, news about family and friends. These little snippets are often passed from one partner to the other – not to inform, particularly, but because they know their partner cares about and is interested in the minutiae of their life, and they want to share it in order to bring them closer together. There’s also often more serious communication, when one partner in a couple takes a moment to tell the other what they’re thinking or feeling, to ask for support, or offer it. Perhaps even to admonish or highlight a need that they think their partner is unaware of.

These different kinds of communication happen in a huge number of different ways. Couples in a regular relationship usually see each other and talk face to face fairly often, but they may also use phonecalls, text messages, emails and so on to stay in touch. All these things represent different channels of communication for a couple in a regular relationship.
In a long-distance relationship, of course, some of these channels are restricted or unavailable. It is, in fact, most often face to face contact that is difficult to achieve within a long-distance relationship. Other means such as phonecalls can also be difficult or impossible depending on the relative locations of the two people and what places and conditions they find themselves in. Because of this reduced range of communication options, it can often be quite difficult to fulfil all of the type of communication described above. It may not be possible to share the little details of your lives if you aren’t able to speak everyday – or it might be difficult to discuss an issue that is bothering one of you if the only medium through which you can converse is email.

But just because communication is more difficult in a longdistance relationship, it isn’t any less important. It still forms the bedrock of the relationship – good communication will lead to a relationship that lasts and blossoms over time. A lack of communication will mean the opposite – as soon as you hit any kind of difficult territory the relationship will likely crumble and fail. It is more important than most people realise to find a way to talk, to stay in touch, to share the little details of your life with your significant other.

The reason for this is simple: talking can often be difficult, and you need to practice it. Indeed, you need to practice it with each new person that you’re in a relationship with. It’s part of getting to know them. By learning how to talk to them about yourself, your needs, your wants, your feelings, your limits, you goals, your dreams... by learning the kind of language that means something to them, you will learn better how to talk to them whenever it might be important to do so. You will learn to talk to them about the difficult things that it is sometimes necessary to discuss in a relationship. And you will learn how to understand them better too 
– how to read into what they say and work out what they’re feeling.

This simply isn’t a thing that you can do cold. You must communicate. Too many relationships fail in ways that the people involved simply don’t understand. They know only that something went wrong, but when it comes to pinpointing exactly what that was they’re often mystified. This is indicative of a lack of communication. When you talk, simply put, you come to understand your partner – and this is something that is even more important in long-distance relationships than it is in regular ones.

It is pleasing to note that sometimes distance can work to your advantage. If you are kept apart, able to communicate only by phone, then you are often left with very little else to do but talk. Particularly in the early days of a relationship the physical desire can be overwhelming, and it’s easy to lose yourself in the sex and talk about little else. When you have only a phone line between you, you can often be forced into talking, into discovering each other in ways that you would never have done if you happened to be in the same room. Yes, it’s frustrating to be apart from your partner – but there are positive to the situation that it’s worth remembering.

Of course, the opposite is also sometimes the case. Almost everyone finds themselves living increasingly busy lives these days, and sometimes it can be difficult to remember to make time and space for someone who isn’t physically present. The constant demands of work, friends and family can often seem more pressing that someone who is on the other side of the world. It’s easy to let life interfere.

Remember though that you are building a relationship, and if you fail to put in time and energy – fail to take the time to communicate – then the relationship you build will be shaky at best.

In order to ensure good communication, here are some rules to follow. Firstly, make some time each day to talk to your partner. This can be just fifteen minutes, or it could be several hours – it all depends on how much time you have available, and how much you feel you can give. Whether it be a quick text message or an email or a phonecall, there needs to be some form of communication that happens every day.
But the everyday stuff is not the end of it. I suggest that you also set up some kind of weekly routine. This should be a more significant means of communication that you don’t normally do on a daily basis. Perhaps a chat over Skype, or perhaps sitting down and writing a letter. Whatever it is, make it significant, and dedicate some decent time to it – at least an hour or so.

If you can’t manage the kind of daily (or even weekly) communication as prescribed above for reasons beyond your control there’s still things you can do. One idea is to write down all the little things that you’d like to tell your partner – the things you would talk to them about if you talked to them everyday. That way, when you finally do get to talk to them, you have a list of things that you know you wanted to share. You partner doesn’t miss out on the minutiae of your life, and is able to feel close to you despite their distance.

All methods of communication are valid, but it’s important not to let things become routine. Perhaps you talk via text message every day, and then by Skype once a week. Be sure to break this routine up once in a while: send them a letter or a parcel. Send them pictures by email. Message them on Facebook, or even pick up the phone in the middle of the week and give them a call.

Modern technology has made it easier than ever to communicate across long distances, but that doesn’t mean that doing is not still hard. Keeping a person alive in your thoughts and forefront in your memory is just as tricky as ever it was, particularly when they’re not present.

There are so many interesting ways to communicate with your partner if you use your imagination. Diaries are one of my favourite. Trade notebooks with your partner every time you meet
– they can read your diary and catch up on what they missed and vice versa. You can also keep a kind of online journal – either using blogging software or a shared Dropbox online that only the two of you can access. Write in the journal regularly, and it will become a wonderful tool for communicating, as it gives your partner intimate access to the daily goings on of your life. Little ritual like there are things that will bring you closer, and they’re more important than you might ever possibly estimate. It may seem trivial sometimes to spend so much time simply telling your partner about your day, simply listening to them. It may even seem frustrating to spend so much time talking to them when they are out of your reach – but as I said before, remember this: you’re building something with them. This is not wasted time. This is time spent growing closer, coming together, making your relationship stronger and better than it ever would be otherwise.

One final note – make sure there’s more to the conversation you share than just how much you miss each other. It can be all too easy to focus on the negative side of things – the pain of being apart and the heartbreak of loneliness. It’s important to talk about these things, of course, but spare some time for the positive as well, and make sure you always part with a smile.

CHAPTER FIVE Missing Him

That first visit ended up lasting two whole weeks. Simon put off returning to work, and I put off my trip to Budapest. I didn’t even mind. I was in love, totally and utterly. We spent the majority of each day in bed with one another, making love and talking and making love again. Occasionally one of us would get dressed and run down to the shop at the bottom of the street for food. And there were a couple of days when we ventured outside to wander the parks and galleries of the city, holding hands and kissing at every opportunity. But for the most part we fucked like rabbits, and I enjoyed every single minute of it.

It couldn’t go on forever though. Simon had to return to work, and I had to carry on with my travels. I had only six months, and I knew that I would regret it if I spent the whole thing in Paris, loved up as I was. I would never manage to get another sabbatical – if I wanted to see the world then now was my chance.

So off I went. Simon came to the train station to bid me a fond (even tearful) farewell, and we kissed and cuddled for so long that I almost missed my train.

Budapest was amazing – from the moment I arrived until the moment I left it was nothing but one amazing adventure. It was certainly the most explorable city that I’d ever stayed in, from the massive bath houses to the winding streets, to the museums and galleries. It was a blast. Just like Amsterdam, I quickly made friends with the people staying in my hostel – but unlike Amsterdam, nobody seemed to be staying for as long as I was. New friends came and went on a regular basis, and the list of pen pals I’d made grew to twice the size it had been before. Simon came at the very top of that list however. He came at the top of every list. No matter where I was or what I was doing, he was never far from my mind. And, to my delight, it seemed that I was never far from his. We kept writing to each other, just as we had done before, and I spent many late nights sitting up talking to him on Skype in the hostel kitchen until the small hours of the morning.

It wasn’t long before we’d arranged another visit. At the end of my time in Budapest I went back to Paris again, and spent another blissful week in his company. He wasn’t able to get as much time off work this time around, but I didn’t mind. I spent my days wandering the streets, calling into cafes and bookshops, awaiting the hour when he would return. Our evenings were spent making love and talking and kissing until our lips were numb.

After a thoroughly blissful week though, it was time for me to take my leave once more. I hopped on a plane to Poland, and spent a month there, exploring, visiting memorials and drinking with locals.

That was the pattern that ruled the rest of my sabbatical. I would travel on to my next destination, and – after a month or so there – drop back to Paris and visit Simon. I came to think of his little apartment as something like home; the place to which I would always return. My base. My visits became such a certain occurrence that I even left some of my stuff there with him when I went to Scandinavia. I trusted him to look after it, and I knew that I would be going back.

Whenever we were apart we talked as often as we could, and traded messages constantly. Whenever we were together we spent every spare moment we had touching, kissing, talking. We ate together, we slept together... we even showered together. It felt as though – because we knew we would soon have to part again – we wanted to get as much time in close contact with one another as we could, whilst we had the chance.

It was a happy time in my life. An ecstatic time, even. I had so few worries and so much joy in my life. Every week brought new discoveries as I made my way around Europe. And every month brought some more time with Simon, growing closer and closer with each visit. I looked forward to seeing him so much it was almost a physical ache. It was safe to say that I was in love.

And that was all very well and good – at least until the end of my sabbatical. I knew that it was coming, and I could see my return to work looming on the horizon. It scared me. Things, I knew, would have to change. My holiday in Europe would be over – and perhaps my relationship with Simon too. We talked at length about it – how difficult it would be to maintain a long-distance relationship, how painful it would be to be separated for so much of the time. It seemed as though some golden and glowing time in my life was quickly coming to an end. I wanted to keep it, to preserve it for as long as possible, but I knew that was a vain and hopeless dream.

One day, during one of my visits to Paris, Simon held me on his bed. We had just finished making love, and we were still panting, exhausted, sweat slickly coating our skins. I held his arm, clutching him as close to me as I could get him. I wanted to stay that way forever. Simon cuddled me against himself, and whispered in my ear: “Lolita?”

“Yeah?”
“I want to try.” He swallowed. “No matter how difficult it might be, I want to try.” 

I rolled over, surprised by the seriousness in his voice. I knew at once what he was talking about, however, and I felt something within me threatening to break. “You really mean it?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said, and kissed me on the mouth. I kissed back, and then pulled away. 

“Then I want to try too,” I said. And that was that. The decision was made. When the time came and I went back to Australia we would carry on. We would write and talk and somehow – we were determined – somehow make it work.
Well, time ticked on, and the date of my return to Australia came around sooner than either of us were expecting. Once more we said a tearful goodbye – this time at the airport. And this time too as I turned to walk away from him I felt a terrible wrenching sensation in my chest. It seemed impossibly cruel that I was going to travel so far away from the man loved. I wanted nothing more than to stay there with him forever – but I knew that was impossible.

And so I boarded the plane, and flew back to Sydney, and returned to my neglected little apartment. I dusted things down, tidied up, paid my bills and picked up where I’d left off six months ago. I returned to the life I’d left, but even as I did so it felt as though I’d left some vital part of me behind in Europe.

Still, there was no time to mope. I had to pick up where I’d left off. I started teaching again, and got back in touch with the friends and colleagues I’d left behind six months ago. It was odd at first, but things very quickly fell into a routine. School is such a regimented and scheduled place to spend your days, and my time spent travelling quickly started to seem far behind me.

I stayed in touch with Simon, of course. That was one thing that didn’t diminish with time. We wrote back and forth just as often, and called each other every single day. The greater distance between us seemed to only have intensified the longing we felt for one another to the point that it was almost unbearable. I’d find myself speculating about him in idle moments during the day. Strange to think that he was almost literally on the other side of the world from me. My day was his night. His night my day. This time difference often meant that one or other of us had to stay up obscenely late to take a call, but we didn’t care. It was worth it to us.

We made plans for him to visit me again. Because my breaks were relatively short, and he could take time off from work whenever he wished it made sense to do things that way around. I was also keen to show him my home city, and introduce him to Australian life. The soonest we’d be able to manage a meeting was the end of term though, and that was months away.
I missed him like fire. I’d find myself turning over in the middle of the night, seeking out his warm and reassuring presence beside me 
– only to find that there was nobody there to hold me. I was, of course, on my own. I found myself wanting nothing more than to hear his voice at the oddest points of the day – at lunchtime I would long to speak to him. The evening phonecall would often seem impossibly distant.

The physical longing was awful as well. My desire for him didn’t wane in the slightest, and I was horny all the time. I touched myself often, and gave myself an orgasm every night after my phonecall with Simon. It helped only a little though. Y own touch was no substitute for what Simon could give me... what he would give me when we eventually met again. I felt constantly frustrated, constantly wanting. My dreams were filled with fantasies of him in a hundred different forms.

I still remember the first time we had sex over Skype. It was something we’d talked about before, but only jokingly. But then, on this particular occasion, we ended up discussing just how horny we were. Both of us, it turned out, were gasping to touch one another. I felt like pawing at the screen in frustration.

“Why not touch yourself?” said Simon. “For me? It would turn me on so much to see you come.” 

“Are you sure?” I said, hesitantly. I was certain that I would look terrible under the harsh eye of the webcam, but Simon was smiling at me.

“I’ll do it too,” he said. And he stripped off his shirt. I pulled off my clothes too, and settled naked in front of the fish-eye of the camera. I saw Simon’s eyes flick down towards my breasts, and I used one hand to stroke and squeeze myself there. He shifted in his seat, one hand reaching between his legs. His cock, I knew, would be full and erect. I brought to mind the feel of it in my hand, the taste of it in my mouth, filling me. I licked my lips, reached down between my own legs and started to stroke myself in gently circles.

“Talk to me,” said Simon. “Tell me you want me.”
“So much,” I murmured, my voice husky with want. “I dream about you, Simon. I dream that you’re touching me and it feels so good.”

“Me too,” he said in a low voice. “I can’t stop remembering the way it felt when you took me in your mouth.” He started stroking himself a little faster, and I matched his pace. “The way it felt when I slid my cock inside you. You get so wet, Lolita. So tight. You feel so good wrapped around my cock.”

“Oh, Simon. You make me wet. Even now.” I paused for a moment to lick my fingers, relishing the taste of my own sweet juices there. “I want to feel you fucking me. Hard and rough and long. Oh, Simon!”

We stroked ourselves. I gripped the edge of my desk, looked into Simon’s eyes. Imagined that he was right there in the room with me, holding me in his strong arms, pinning me against his powerful body. It would feel so good to just be held by him like that. Even better to have his confident had between my legs, stroking and teasing me. I could feel my orgasm building. I thought back to that first night we had been together, under the stars, out in the rain on the deck of the ferry. He was as beautiful then as he was now.

“I’m going to come, Lolita,” he said, his voice tight and urgent. “I’m going to come for you.” 

“Me too,” I cried. “Me too. Oh, oh, oh.” And then my orgasm washed through me like a tidal wave. It was all I could do to stay in my chair. It was powerful, neverending, each spasm more complete than the last. I gripped the edge of the desk and bit my lip and pushed my fingers deep inside me, imagining that they were Simon’s cock.

Through the haze of my pleasure I saw Simon’s face take on the faraway look that often accompanies the male climax. I watched him avidly, knowing that his cock was twitching and spurting in his hand, longing to feel his thick hot come spatter against my skin, cling to me like liquid love. I watched the pleasure visible in his expression and lusted for it. His joy was my joy, and mine his. At last, after what seemed like an age, our orgasms were over. We sat there, staring at each other through the lens of the camera. It felt very much like lying beside him in bed after fucking – the same quiet atmosphere – our breathing returning to normal as we rested. The same sense of post-coital bliss spreading slowly through me like water through cloth.

The only thing that wasn’t perfect about the moment was that he was on the other side of the world. We were so far apart – and far from falling asleep in his arms, I would have to end tonight by killing the connection between us and climbing into my own cold bed. Alone and separated from the man I loved. It seemed like such a cruel thing in that moment, to have to pull away from him so. It was so unfair that he wasn’t there, that he couldn’t be there. It felt as though a piece of myself was lost and marooned far from home, and it filled me with anxiety not to know exactly when I would see him again.

But there would be time to talk about that later. For now we simply sat there, watching each other through the camera. Breathing. Smiling. Letting our bodies settle once more. “That was amazing,” I said after a while.

“Amazing,” Simon agreed. “I can’t wait to touch you again, Lolita.” 

“I can’t wait to be touched,” I said. Then I paused. “You know that I love you, Simon, don’t you? You know that I’d go crazy without you.”

He nodded soberly, as though he’d known all along. “I know,” he said. “I feel the same.” 

And that was all there was to say that night. Nothing more that could be achieved with words. We stayed in each other’s company for a little longer, and then when sleep started coming over me we said goodbye and I killed the connection before crawling into bed.

It was hard sometimes. Terribly hard. I’d find myself missing him so much sometimes that I’d start to cry almost entirely without reason. I’d find myself missing him so much it was like a physical ache – a pain in my stomach that simply wouldn’t abate. And then, every so often, doubt would consume me. We lived so far apart – our lives were so separate – surely we could never make this work. Surely it wouldn’t be long before it all fell apart. And then where would I be? I meant what I had said to him – without Simon I would be lost and devastated. Sometimes though it seemed as though that was the only possible way that this all could end.

It was, in short, a rollercoaster. Intense joy followed by intense pain. Sadness and loneliness and loss alongside happiness and delight and longing in equal measure. It was hard to bear sometimes, it really was. And yet I endured it, for Simon. I loved him, and as such I didn’t really have any other choice.

CHAPTER SIX
Fighting Temptation At Home

Jealousy and desire are two of the biggest killers of long-distance relationships that exist in the world today. Much as we might like to, we as human being cannot simply switch off our need for sex, love and affection, and only switch it on again when our significant other is able to visit. We get lonely. We get horny. We want company – a warm body to sleep beside us at night and a pair of arms to hold us during the day.

When your pair of warm arms is on the other side of the globe, however, it can sometimes be terribly tempting to find solace in someone who is much more physically close to you. The instinct is understandable. Whether it’s a one-night stand, a secret admirer or more – the need for someone with whom you can engage, who you can touch and kiss and hold is undeniable.

Indeed, desires are often stronger within a long-distance relationship than they are without of one. If you are single, unattached and not regularly having sex it is easy to get used to not having physical contact. You – for want of a better term – don’t really know what you are missing; certainly your body is not switched on to the stimuli that it is living without. Therefore it is relatively easy to resist temptation, to go without. When, however, you do have a distant lover it can be nigh-on impossible to fight against your own desires. Your body is switched on – you have desires, longings, need and wants. Maybe you are actively in a state of arousal. It can be many times more frustrating to be unable to have sex, touch or intimacy when in a long-distance relationship than when single and unattached.

The problem of what to do about this is one that faces every couple in a long-distance relationship. Communication is the key to cracking the problem, of course. By talking it out a solution can almost always be found , trust can be built and the problem – which might have seemed insurmountable when faced alone – can be tacked by you together as a couple.

Solutions range from the practical to the more intangible. Some couples are confident and secure enough to simply have an open relationship. Each partner is able to pursue the sex and affection that they so sorely need in order to keep themselves happy whilst their other is away. Their connection is kept strong and maintained throughout, but they are free to ease their frustrations. This is an excellent solution – as it means that each individual is happier, calmer and more able to approach their main relationship in a positive frame of mind. It is, however, not for everyone. Indeed many couple absolutely cannot tolerate the thought of one another sleeping with anyone else. For some even sharing affection with another is off the table. And that’s absolutely fine. For some people a little jealousy and a little possessiveness is a healthy and positive way of showing that you want your partner.

The alternative for these couples is to really work together to build trust between themselves. Their faith in one another will need to be absolute. It’s not just that they have to keep themselves from straying – even when temptation is constantly placed in their path 
– but they must each learn to implicitly trust the other, and have confidence that their partner will not cheat on them, deceive them or lie to them about what happens when they are away.

I want to be emphatic at this point. Trust must be based on trust. Paranoia is not healthy in any relationship. If the only way you can feel confident that your partner is not cheating on you is by checking their diary, or paging through their phone – then you simply do not trust them. Your relationship is doomed to fail. Trust is a completely different animal. It means taking someone at their word even in the absence of any evidence or proof. It means that you believe that they love you enough not to want to hurt you, and that you don’t mind showing it.

But how to achieve this level of trust? If you’ve never really had to trust anyone who was apart from you for a significant length of time before it can seem daunting. It’s all too easy to let your imagination run away with itself, and to conjure up all sorts of crazy scenarios that might be happening while you aren’t there. The solution, however, is simple – in fact, I’ve already said ti once in this guide. You must talk. You must communicate. And you must do it a lot.

Trust comes with communication not just because – by talking to one another – you learn to tell when your partner is being honest and when they are trying to obscure something, but also because you become more tightly bonded together by talking and sharing your lives. This in itself makes it less likely that a partner will stray, and more likely that you’ll be able to have the kinds of difficult conversations that are necessary when managing feelings like jealousy or doubt.

I said before that jealousy is healthy, sometimes. And that is true, but it’s important to remember that too much jealousy strays into the unhealthy. It’s all about trust – remember that. If you find yourself experiencing painful levels of doubt, or becoming so jealous of your partner that you simply can’t trust them, then it’s time to sit down and talk. Like grown-ups.

If you can, try to make sure that there are no taboo topics between you and your partner. Make it normal to talk about sex, about love, about your feelings for each other. And make it normal too to talk about any feelings of frustration, jealousy, desire or doubt you might be feeling. If you never talk about these things normally it can become an impossible task to even begin to mention them – whereas if they’re a normal part of your conversational repertoire it’s relatively light work to bring them up for discussion whenever you need to do so. And believe me when I say being able to discuss them will help you out immensely in the long term.

Make your desire for each other and your feelings of longing a shared thing, something that you face together as a team rather than separately. Be honest too about your feelings. It’s all too common for neither party in a relationship to really articulate how they feel. As a result the two people involved have no idea that their feelings are returned, and the relationship fails simply through a lack of emotional maturity and communication. Make the distance between you a thing that you share the burden of. It will, I guarantee, be easier to deal with when you face it together rather than alone.

One final note – and this may be a difficult subject for some people. If the worst happens – if you stray, or if your partner cheats on you – be ready to admit to it, to talk about it as necessary. It’s easy to decide that unfaithfulness means the end of a relationship, but the simple fact is that we are all human. We make mistakes. We have wants and needs that we struggle to fulfil. Sometimes people will stray, and it is often not through a lack of love or care.

When and if it happens, it is up to you to decide what to do about it, how to react. You can throw it all in and give up. Or you can accept what has happened and try to move on. By being in a longdistance relationship at all you’ll already have put an exceptional amount of energy into building your relationship, into keeping it alive despite the distance. Is it worth throwing all the that away over a slip or a mistake?

That said, of course, the converse is also true. If one partner is consistently cheating on the other, then there is something very serious that needs to be addressed. We make mistakes, yes, but to make them over and over again is not a sustainable model for a happy relationship. Be prepared to talk about it. And be ready to accept the fact that many long-distance relationships fail specifically for this reason. It’s a hard fact, but it’s one that I make no apologies for. By accepting it, and preparing yourself you can help yourself process it should it happen – and ensure that you don’t end up blaming yourself or your partner if it does. Similarly, by communicating well with your partner, by sharing your life and your thoughts and your feelings, and by putting energy and commitment into the relationship, you can also help ensure that it doesn’t happen in the first place.

CHAPTER SEVEN
A Blissful Visit

Though it was only three months from when I arrived back in Australia to Simon’s first visit, it seemed like years. The time stretched out before me like a prison sentence, and each day passed agonisingly slowly as I waited, fretted, dreamed of his embrace. When the end of term rolled around and it was finally only a few more days until he arrived I could scarcely believe it. It was kind of excitement I hadn’t felt since I was a tiny child waiting for Christmas.

AS the date of his visit approached my life became a frenzy of activity. Our messages to each other became shorter, but more urgent too. I could tell that he was as excited to see me as I was to see him. We spoke frequently of what it would be like when we met – the explosive energy of our coming together. The night before he was due to fly I simply couldn’t sleep at all. I lay awake for hours, watching the ceiling of my room, waiting for sleep to come.

It did, eventually, and when it did it brought dreams of him. I saw him wandering through my house, and I saw him wandering through my life. My early life, before I even knew him. I was at school, and there was Simon. I was making my way through college, and there was Simon. I was feeling lost and alone during my first tentative few days as a teacher, and there was Simon. He was always hovering at the periphery of things, watching. I woke from that dream smiling. I love the idea that Simon had been there all my life – that we had always been destined for each other.

My smile quickly disappeared though, and was replaced by the same slight anxiety I felt every time I was due to see him. There was urgency there – a desperate desire to see him and touch him and talk to him as soon as humanly possible. But there was also worry. What if this time was the last? What if I went to the airport and he never turned up? What if his plane crashed or he missed his flight or any number of other terrible fates had befallen him.

As per usual though, I didn’t need to worry. In fact, by the time I arrived at the airport and found the right terminal he had already landed. I waited for him in the arrivals hall along with all the other anxious people, and when I saw him emerge from the gate I couldn’t help but shriek and run to greet him. He welcomed me with a hug, before kissing me deeply. I inhaled his scent and hugged his strong frame against myself. Here he was, the same old Simon as ever he was.

“Hey there,” he murmured into my hair. “Hey. It’s okay. I’m here now.” 

I don’t think we stopped touching the entire way home. I had him now, and I never wanted to let him go. He was tired from his flight, but glowing with pleasure at seeing me, at our being reunited. He held me tight during the taxi ride back to my apartment, and just as soon as we were in the door we were ripping off each other’s clothes. It was all so gloriously pleasurable and wonderfully familiar. His cock nestled in my hand as though the one was made for the other. I stroked his hard length and then sank to my knees and sated myself with the taste of him. It was just as I had remembered. Better even. I sucked his cock as though my life depended on it, and he came in my mouth within minutes. I swallowed him down, greedily drinking his salty sweet fluid while he stroked my hair and crooned my name.

“That... that was amazing,” he said, as I held his softening cock in my mouth and gave it a few final gentle sucks. “I’ve been waiting so long to feel you do that.”

Then it was my turn. Simon pushed me down onto my own bed, and I grabbed a pillow and squeezed it tight against me as he licked and tongued and feasted between my legs. I’d missed his tongue. I’d missed his body. And I’d been needing the touch of a man for weeks now. I came almost quicker than he had, and when I did I felt my whole body convulse. Wetness flooded from me in a rush, dampening my bedsheets. I felt myself squeezing and releasing, felt my own wet come dripping down my legs. It was incredible. It was the first time I’d come like that – certainly the first time I’d squirted. The pleasure was more intense than anything I’d anticipated. It left me dizzy, gasping, writhing on the bed.

By the time I’d even halfway recovered from the sweeping power of my orgasm, Simon was ready to go again. He climbed on top of me and hooked one of my knees with his elbow, lifting it up so that it was almost by my shoulder. I was wet - dripping wet - and ready. I looked him right in the eye – so good to see him there in front of me, real, live, in the flesh.

“Please, Simon,” I said. “Fuck me. Hard. I want to feel it.” 

He wasted no time at all in complying with my request. First he sank his cock in deep, all the way, so that his body rested against mine and his breath mingled with my breath. Then he drew it almost all the way out and slammed it home again, making me squeal with a mix of pleasure and surprise. He kept fucking me like that – long hard, rapid strokes, each of which took my breath away. He bucked into me faster and faster until his rhythm became frantic, and I arched my back against the bed, my whole body tingling and sparking with pleasure. Each thrust took me higher, increasing my arousal, taking me closer and close to another brink.

His hand entangled itself in my hair and tightened, and pinned me down against the bed. He drove into me, harder than before, so hard that his breath was ragged. Sweat slicked our skin and we moaned and cried out in unison. He was fucking me in earnest now, out of control, animal, releasing the lust within him that had been pent up for so long.

I came explosively, my cunt tightening around his cock, my body spasming against his. Our mouths locked and we kissed frantically as I came, my whole body feeling as though it was tightening and releasing, floating, swimming. I was insensible with pleasure, barely able to move or think or speak. And then, at the height of my climax, Simon came too. I felt his cock twitch, harden, the tremors running through him from his feet to the tip of his head. He groaned, so high his voice was almost a whisper, and then I felt himself emptying into me. I actually felt each individual spurt, his hot come filling me, setting things tingling and squeezing in my abdomen. He pumped into me, eagerly and fully. He drove deep. He went still.

For a long time after our the climax, we lay still, his cock still inside me I could feel it slowly going soft. His body going soft too as his muscles relaxed, as the breath left his lungs. He was becoming slow and gentle and relaxed. He didn’t withdraw. He stayed inside of me. I wanted him never to withdraw. If I could have kept some tiny part of him inside me always, I would have done. The sensation of being filled, of being satisfied – it was everything I’d ever wanted. I didn’t know how I’d managed to live without it for so long.

We held each other and kissed, long and deep. His tongue felt as good in my mouth as his cock felt snug inside my cunt. I welcomed him – his tongue and his cock, his spit and his come. I would take everything that he gave me and draw it into myself, absorb it, let it become part of me.

At last, we parted. He drew his softening cock from me and we lay together on the bed, soft in one another’s embrace. Our breathing slowed. Our heartbeats settled, and we held each other close. After so long apart I clung to him like a drowning woman to a lifebelt. I would, I promised myself, never ever let him go.

That was the first of many wonderful sessions we shared in the bedroom that fortnight. As ever, we were inseparable, making love hard and often until my cunt was so sore that it almost hurt to touch. And yet I didn’t want to stop - it was too delicious. I wanted to gorge myself on him while I had him. I wanted to fuck enough to last a month or a year, even if it hurt, even if it burned.

Simon himself was insatiable. In one evening he must have come five or six times. And no sooner had we finished fucking when he was ready to go again, his cock hard, that hungry expression on his face. I loved it – loved that he wanted always to devour me, not just once but again and again.

We didn’t just fuck. There was more to his visit than that – we went walking in the city and I showed him my favourite pubs and bars. He met a few of my colleagues from work, and we went dancing as well – writhing next to him on the dancefloor, our clothes soaked with sweat was very nearly as sexy as making love anyway. We went to the beach too, and laid out into the sun until both of us were tanned a deep, rich brown.

But whenever we were alone together we would fuck. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other – our sexual appetites fuelled by a sense of urgency, by the knowledge that Simon’s visit was fleeting, that we had to cram in as much as we could during the limited time we had together.

And it was a very limited time. We had only little more than a fortnight together, and the end seemed to come more quickly that I possibly could have anticipated. It seemed that Simon had scarcely stepped off the plane when we were getting ready to say goodbye to one another. He was packing his bag and booking a taxi to the airport for tomorrow morning when I burst out crying.

I don’t know what brought it on. I guess it was just the fact that he was going, that I was going to be on my own again, that I was to be plunged back into the loneliness from which he had so briefly rescued me. But also it was the fact that I didn’t see an end to it. He lived in France, and I lived in Australia. With our jobs there was no way that either of us could move. We were stuck, destined to be kept apart forever – and it was hard. Why did it have to be so hard? In that painful moment it all seemed terribly unfair.

Simon gathered me up in his arms and hushed me and stroked my hair. He said all of the right things, comforted me, made me feel better. He soothed my heart. The tears dried up, and we cuddled, then fell asleep in one another’s arms that night. Even when the crying had stopped, however, I couldn’t shake what I knew deep down in my heart – that I couldn’t keep doing this. That I love him, and that I needed to be with him, and that I couldn’t handle having a lover who lived somewhere on the other side of the globe.

CHAPTER EIGHT
Planning for the Future

In the beginning stages of a long-distance relationship it is quite important not to think too much about the future. This advice may seem to run contrary to a lot of conventional relationship advice we are constantly told to consider the future, work out where a relationship is going, and plan what our ultimate goal is: marriage? Kids? A family? But as far as a long-distance relationship goes, it’s absolutely crucial that you don’t focus too much on it.

Why is this? Well, quite often in their opening months longdistance relationships may not seem to have much of a future. The relationship in question may have formed between two people who live in different area of the world, thousands of miles apart. In order for the relationship to succeed in the conventional sense (IE
– to last for many years and result in a marriage or other civil partnership) it would require one of the partners to give up large parts of their life and emigrate permanently to another country. Think about: is that the kind of thing you would do to someone you’d only just met?

Most people would say that it is not. But ask yourself the same question about someone you might have known for five or six years – someone who’s a huge part of your life, and with whom you have a bond that it will be hard, if not impossible, to replicate with anyone else.

That’s the difficult thing about long-distance relationships. Ultimately some sacrifice needs to be made, and in order to want to make a sacrifice the people involved need to know that there’s something worth sacrificing for. In order for that level of bond to develop, there’s one very important ingredient. Time. Time brings you closer to your partner, and helps you understand what they might be worth to you. It is only after at least a little time that you (or anyone) is able to make the kind of decision that a longdistance relationship often requires.

Try to make that decision early on, when you barely know your partner, and when you haven’t shared enough experience to know that the sacrifice will be worthwhile – there’s only one conclusion you can really come to in that instance. And that’s how a lot of long-distance relationships end: one or other of the people involved decide that it’s not worth the heartache, nor the risk - and pull back, become emotionally distant, eventually break up the relationship. The saddening thing is that, given the chance, the relationship might well have developed into something that would absolutely have been worth the trouble.

For this reason it’s crucial that in the early stages of the relationship, you don’t think too much about the future, or question too rigorously where the relationship is heading. This can be a difficult thing to hold back on, but it’s important. Conventional relationships aren’t subject to the kind of pressures that often break apart long-distance relationships. Unfortunately you can’t escape these pressures, but you can mitigate them by – for a few months at least – setting questions about the future aside and simply letting the relationship develop naturally and happily.

There will, of course, come a time when you do have to think about where your relationship is going. Every pairing is different, and it’s really not possible to put a timeline on when this moment may come. Safe to say you will recognise it when it arrives – especially if you’re communicating honestly and openly with your partner.

When that time does come, honesty is a must. Let your partner know what it is that you want, and how you envisage the relationship panning out in the future. Let them know how you feel about them, and exactly what they mean to you. Share with them everything – the heartbreak you feel during their absence as well as the happiness you experience when you’re with them. Give them everything you can – after all, you’d want nothing less from them. And then – this is the difficult part – get ready to make some sacrifices. If you’re serious about the relationship and want it to last, then it may be that you’ll have to give up some of what you want. Certainly compromise is important in any relationship, but in a long-distance one, more so. Prepare yourself for the fact, too, that the sacrifices you might have to make will be big ones. They might affect your entire lifestyle, your work, your future, your career.

That said, by this time, you’ll have been able to experience the relationship. You’ll have backed off, talked honestly with your partner, shared your life with them, and given your pairing a chance to develop and grow. You will be able to honestly evaluate whether your partner is worth enough to you to make the necessary sacrifices, or to request of them that they do the same.

This is the essence of a long-distance relationship. You must allow it to grow if you wish it to happen at all, but you also must be realistic, and at some stage make a tough decision about the future, and what you plan to do. It’s a difficult balance, and one that not many couples can negotiate. It is not for no reason that longdistance relationships are famously difficult, but ask anyone who is a successful one and they will tell you the same thing: that they are absolutely worth the time and energy and sacrifice that they require.

CHAPTER NINE
How It All Ended

I rode with Simon in the taxi to the airport tomorrow, feeling as though I was on my way to my own execution. I knew that I would cry. I knew that the moment he was gone from me I would fee empty and desolate. I knew that I wouldn’t want to go home to my lonely little flat. And it all seemed, in that moment, so terribly hopeless. How many more times could we do this before the pain became too much? How much more of this heartache could I endure before one or other of us decided we’d had enough.

I managed to hold back the tears all the way to the airport. I managed to keep myself composed. I thought I might even manage it until Simon walked away from me in the departures hall. But I didn’t. A few minutes before his flight was called, I broke down. Simon held me against him as I cried, the sobs shaking my body. I didn’t want him to leave, and I was terrified too that this might be the last time.

Simon didn’t ask what was wrong. We’d talked often enough for him to know exactly what the problem was. He simply held me, lovingly and gently, and hushed me until the sobs dried up. Then he turned to me and took my hands.

“Listen,” he said. “I’ve been thinking a lot about this.” I found myself holding my breath, my heart feeling as though it had come to a standstill in my chest. This was it. He was going to tell me that this couldn’t go on, that he couldn’t continue the relationship, that we had to break up. I felt as though I’d run off the top of a cliff – there was nothing underneath me except open space. It was only a matter of moments before I’d start to fall.
“What do you mean?” I managed to murmur, my lips barely moving.

“I mean,” said Simon, “that we need to do something. We need to sort this out.” 

I could feel tears brimming in my eyes again. “But how?” We’d talked around in circles about this. We’d discussed it endlessly, and there didn’t seem to be any way out, no matter how much we discussed it.

“Simple,” said Simon, and he smiled gently at me. “Let’s get married.” 

I stared at him in disbelief, part of me thinking that this must be a joke. Surely he couldn’t be serious. There were so many obstacles. One or other of us would have to give up our jobs. One or other of us would have to move. It was impossible, unthinkable. And yet his face was dead serious.

He seemed to sense my disbelief, and he stroked my face gently with his thumb, wiping away the first few tears that were creeping down my cheeks. “I mean it,” he said. “I’ll quit my job. I’ll move. We’ll get married to sort out a visa.” He paused, and looked at me seriously. “It’ll be tough,” he said, “but this is something I want more than I’ve ever wanted anything. This is worth fighting for.”

I felt happiness brimming up through me. I could tell that he was serious. I could tell that he really meant what he said. The road ahead wasn’t easy, but I knew in my heart from that very moment that we would be tackling that road together, not alone.

“Let’s get married,” I said, my voice breaking with tears. “Let’s get married,” repeated Simon. And, in the end, that’s exactly what we did. 
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