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    To the love of my life, these stories helped me through the years we were apart.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Distance Means Little to Love  

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

by Lisa Williamson 


[image: ]


Contents

Distance Means Little to Love

by Lisa Williamson

Beginnings

The Long Hello

Under a Moonless Sky

Halls

Returning the Favor

A song in the distance

And the Beat Goes On

Short Skirts

It is up to you

In my dreams

Dreams begin once more

Sex and love

Couples come together everyday.  Some spend every moment together, most a part of each day but some, some don’t.  Some couple live far apart, only getting to be together for a short bit of time.  They cling to their love through calls and online, hearts straining to be together no matter the miles that separate them.

Ann and Charlie is one such couple.  Living hundreds of miles apart they take their loving when and where they can.  The following six tales and the poems tell their story.
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A word in the dark,

A distant touch,

I barely know you,

Yet I know you so well.

You reached out a hand,

Lifted up my soul,

With your soft words,

You've stolen my heart! 
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The Long Hello
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It was late, later than she liked.  Normally she would not be standing alone in this neighborhood at just past midnight on a Friday night but she was meeting someone.  Someone she had not seen in many long and lonely months.  She would stand naked at noon in the worst neighborhood the old city had to meet him.

Leaning up against the pillar she thought back to the afternoon five months before.  Letting out a ragged breath she closed her eyes, remembering his face as he stepped onto the bus taking him back to his home.  He looked strong and sad at the same time.  They had had a nice long visit but responsibility took him away.  Now he was returning, for how long she had no idea but he was coming back to her and that was all that mattered.

Playing with a piece of her hair, she smiled softly to herself.  The tie between them was if anything stronger than it had been back during the cold months of the year.  They had gone through a lot during the separation and came out the other side still deeply in love.  

Looking down her watch, then up to the road she took a deep breath.  Just coming around the corner was a bus, the bus he said he would be on.  She bit her lip and ran a hand through her hair.  It had grown out quite a bit and she had not been sure what to do with it.  She longed to feel his fingers running through it with a thirst close to overwhelming.  She sent a brief prayer off to the unknown that he had indeed made the bus as he said.  It did not bear thinking that she stood at a bus station at midnight on a summer night to be alone again.

*************************
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ON THE BUS HE BROKE into a grin.  Finally he was back, back where he belonged.  The long months between visits had driven him nearly to the breaking point.  Life was not the same back where he grew up and lived.  His heart was here, with the woman who was surely waiting in the moonless night for him.  He could taste her lips all ready.

Closing his book, he stowed it away and snagged his duffel bag from under the seat.  He wanted to leap from the seat when he saw her golden hair glowing under one of the lamps lighting the station.  He didn't get much more than a glimpse as the bus had to go past the station and the parking garage next door to come in at the right angle.  Being the only person on the bus for the last four stops, the driver had been quite friendly.  The man commented as he pulled up to the station.  "I see why you were anxious to get here.  Pretty lady."

He nodded, smiling.  "Said she was."  He stood as the bus slowed to a stop and was out the door as soon as it opened, a smile on his face.  He stopped for a moment to take in the sight of her, letting out a breath he had not known he was holding.

She stood in a beam of light, the surrounding darkness almost framing her.  Dressed for the warm weather, her skin softly glowed white in the midnight darkness.  She wore a brown embroidered button front skirt and vest combination.  Under the vest he could see a black band of material.  Her legs and arms were bare, her feet in open sandals.

With an intense look in his eyes he swept forward and pulled her into his arms.  Their first kiss in months was hard and long.  It was only when both their bodies called out for oxygen that they came out of it.  "I'm back love," he said, smiling into her deep blue eyes.

Shaking from the intensity of their kiss, Ann moved back a step, her eyes bright.  Her mind was working quickly.  She has thought for weeks over just how she was going to handle the next hour.  She longed to do so much to her love.  Now if she could pull up the courage she planned on making a few of their shared fantasies come true.

When Charlie turned back to face her, she was smiling and held out a hand to him.  "I parked in the garage, love.  Come on."

Taking her hand, Charlie pulled her close again.  They walked arm in arm, stealing kisses as they went.  He grinned as he caressed her side.  He could feel her responding to him.  He could not wait to strip off her clothing and bury himself inside her welcoming warmth.  

Fending off his caresses with giggles; she walked a bit ahead of him toward the truck.  She had parked on the second level, in a pretty deserted section.  Unlocking the passenger door she turned to face him as his arms once more slide around her waist.

Her own arms went up around his neck and she eagerly pulled him in for another long kiss.  This time she let the hunger she felt for him flood into the kiss and pressed her body tight to his.  They both let out soft moans and his arms tightened about her.
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HE SLID ONE HAND UP her back and into her hair as the other slid down to cup her ass.  Built on more generous lines that were fashionable, Ann was a delightful handful of woman and he could not keep his hands from her.  When he felt her hands moving from his neck down his chest, he shivered.  The kiss continued as without thought for where they were the two long parted lovers touched and caressed each other.

Charlie broke the kiss as he felt her fingers caress his manhood through his jeans.  "Oh god," he whimpered.  Just the slightest touch and he ached with the need to release.  

Ann grinned a bit as her fingers worked.  "Yes," she thought.  "Do it, no one will see."

Before Charlie could get a clear thought together, Ann had opened his jeans and had sunk to her knees.  He let out a loud moan as he felt her mouth slide down his hardening cock.  His eyes rolled closed as his hands came down on her shoulders.  It was better than he remembered the feel of her hot mouth surrounding him and pulling him in deeper.

He looked down, watching as she bobbed up and down his cock, shuddering with the pleasure.  It was only a halfhearted attempt at rejecting what she was doing right in the parking garage.  "Damn love," he panted, shivering at the intense pleasure of her tongue swirling over his tip.  "What...what are you doing to me?"  His voice was weak.  She did not answer, just looked up at him as his cock slid in and out of her mouth, her fingers moving to cup his ass.

It did not take long really, no more than a few brief minutes in fact but to the two locked in passion it seemed to stretch forever.  Charlie was torn between the rising need to fill her sucking mouth with his seed and the need to keep an eye out for anyone who could see what she was doing to him.  The whole suspense of the situation and the long interval between any female touch made his orgasm rush over him in less time than he had ever had one before.

With
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