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Sometimes you think life has a plan for you. It all seems to
be written in the stars and all you have to do is strap in and
enjoy the ride. I used to think that’s what life was like, back
when I was naïve. Then it suddenly changed on me and I was battered
and bruised and buffeted about like I was caught in some torrential
storm. When I was younger I always used to think life was planned
out for me. It all seemed so simple. You went to high school, then
you went to college and then you got a job.



Meanwhile you met someone, fell in love and then got married,
eventually having babies. Then they would grow up and repeat the
process. That’s how it seemed anyway, and that’s what it seemed
like everyone else I knew was doing. My parents and their friends,
they all went through that process.


Well my
life wasn’t that simple. I followed all the steps like a normal
automaton but then in the last year of college I met the love of my
life. His name was Chris and we hit it off instantly. I felt things
for him that I had never felt before and it became intense very
quickly. It was scary at first but exciting at the same time, you
know when you get that feeling like you’re not sure what’s going to
happen, but you know it’s something big and wonderful? I had that
all the time we were together. It was like being on a roller
coaster but I only got the excitement and not the
nausea.


We hit
it off instantly, although it took a while for us to actually meet
properly. It turned out that we had done the same course for the
whole tenure of college, but we had always taken different classes
so we never ran into one another, then, finally we were in the same
one.


When I
first saw him I thought he was cute and I wondered who he was but
no-one seemed to know. He had an air of brooding mystery about him,
and in the first class he remained completely silent as if he
wasn’t even there, it was like he was just observing all of us. I
was intrigued though and after the class was over I found my mind
lingering on him. In the next lesson he actually spoke. I can’t
remember what he said but the way he said… it turned out he was
English and I don’t know what it was about that accent but it made
me weak at the knees and I knew that I was in trouble.


I tried
to work up the courage to speak to him but it always faltered.
Looking back now I hate that because it meant we missed out on some
extra time together. Still, I thought that we were destined to be
with each other because even though neither of us made a move the
stars aligned and forced us to work together on a project. Later I
found out that he liked me too and he had trouble finding the
bravery to approach me. I used to spend nights thanking fate for
giving us a push, but after what happened I’m not sure fate had
anything to do with it, if it did then it’s cruel and seems to be
taking delight in my tortuous misery.


The
project went well. I think it was good that we had something to
talk about at first, but our personalities soon came through and we
began to ignore the project and talked about… well… everything. He
told me all about England and where he came from, and how difficult
it was to adjust to a new culture, especially around the holidays.
I could tell he was lonely and all I wanted to do was wrap him up
in my arms and cuddle him.


After we
studied neither of us were ready for the evening to end so we ended
up getting dinner and strolling about some more. I think we both
wanted to kiss each other but we were still both a little nervous.
I hadn’t had much luck with guys, to this day he’s still the only
real boyfriend I’ve had and he wasn’t much more experienced than
me, so we were both exploring new territory. We began hanging out
more as friends and we really enjoyed spending time together. It
should have been clear to me that he was interested but part of me
still had doubts, so it wasn’t until the ‘Snow Ball’ that our
romance finally flourished.


The
‘Snow Ball’ was the winter event that will always have a special
place in my heart. I was never much one for these types of parties
because I never usually had dates, and had to watch on as all the
loving couples slow danced while I was stood by the punch bowl
wondering where I had gone wrong in life. But when he asked me, and
this sounds really stupid, I actually felt a bit like a princess
going to a ball. I wore a pale blue dress and acted like I was
Cinderella. There was magic in the air and I knew something was
going to happen. He picked me up looking handsome in his suit and
my heart was racing the whole night.


However,
it didn’t go exactly to plan. We spent most of the night with our
group of friends dancing with them, and at one point I had to take
off my shoes because they were pinching at my feet. It’s not how I
wanted my outfit to look. But eventually the lights dimmed and a
slow song started. Chris looked at me and we came together on the
dance floor and it was as though everything melted away.


He took
me into his arms and our bodies came close together, and just as
soon as the music started he leaned down and we kissed. I had to go
on tiptoes but it was the best thing I had ever experienced. I
could hear all our friends gasp a little bit around us, but
honestly I didn’t care. I was totally falling for him and as we
kissed I knew that I wanted to kiss him forever.


As the
song went on so did our kiss and it was only when it faded away
that we broke apart from each other, although we were still holding
each other tightly. We smiled and there was light in our eyes as we
looked at each other, and we knew that there was something
spreading in our hearts. As the ball continued I searched for my
shoes and then we went for a stroll outside. The air was crisp but
he wrapped his jacket around me, even though I knew he was
shivering.


He told
me that he’d wanted to kiss me ever since he first saw me. I told
him the same thing and we both told each other that we’d never
experienced such feelings of intensity before. I had been used to
unrequited love so to find someone who was actually crazy about me
was something wholly new and different, and while I wasn’t sure how
to process it at first I was eager to see what it would bring. I
told him that I felt like I could kiss him forever and I felt him
shift uncomfortably. I wondered if I had said something wrong or
just completely ruined the moment. My heart fell. but just as
quickly he picked it back up.


“I could as well,” he said “I’m just
worried because it’s my last year here and my visa is going to
expire. I’m going to have to go home when college is
over.”


It was
like a spear through the heart, yet it all made sense. I couldn’t
believe how foolish I was. Of course he was going to go home, and
yet I’d let my mind get carried away.


“But look,” he continued, “I really like
you, more than I’ve ever liked anyone and I don’t want to let the
future get in the way of the present. I want to go out with you and
I don’t know where we’ll be in six month’s time but we’ll figure
that out when we get there. Does that sound okay to
you?”


I should
have said no there and then. I should have insisted that we put a
plan in place but I didn’t. I was so swept up in the romance of the
moment that I couldn’t think that far ahead. It seemed so distant
and I still had faith that somehow we find a way to be together, no
matter what. Love conquers all, right?


What
followed were the happiest few months of my life. We were as much
in love as anyone had ever been. We shared so much of each other
and we fell in love even more deeply as we discovered new things
about ourselves. We cooked together, we had fun dates but most of
all we fell truly, madly, deeply in love. It was the kind of mad,
passionate love that you see in movies and read about in books all
the time. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other and we could
barely spend a minute apart without missing each other.


It was
crazy how in tune we were with each other and when we first slept
with each other it felt so… natural. There was no awkwardness or
hesitancy. Everything just clicked into place and when we made love
it was like we tore our souls apart and patched them together
again, combining them so that they were always connected. He was
the most exciting and passionate love I have ever known. Raw
passion exuded from every pore and he knew how much his accent
excited me, so he made sure to whisper my name and talk dirty to me
to increase my arousal. He quickly found all my sweet spots and
knew just how to stimulate me. I was putty in his hands and he knew
it, but I always felt safe with him and I trusted
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