We planned how we would conduct our long-distance relationship, and said all the things that needed saying one more time. It’s funny, now that I’m dead, I can recall every single word that was spoken that night—and much was said. Sarah looked deep into my eyes and spoke:

“From the moment our eyes met, I knew deep within my soul that you and I were meant to be together forever. I have become resolute that my stomach will do flips every time I see or even think of you, and I am sure you have noticed the movement of my hand to my abdomen every time you greet me.

 However, ever since word came of your imminent departure, this feeling of which I speak has been accompanied by an aching of my heart unlike anything I have ever known. I mourn for you, though I know for now you are still within my reach.

Daniel, my love, if there are to be but a few hours before your leaving, I need you to touch me.  I need you to possess me with unbridled passion, the passion I know you have restrained for countless years. For if I am to be alone even for just a few months, or God knows how long, I beg you, leave with me a memory that can sustain me—and, my darling, a memory that will sustain you as well.”  

    
“Our emotions were running high, and we spent much of the time that evening wiping the tears from each other’s eyes. I don’t know exactly at what moment we fell into a passionate embrace, but once locked into it, there was no letting go. Our kisses were wet and wild as our lips pressed together and then moved all over our faces. I couldn’t stop my hands as they moved beneath her blouse, cupping the breasts that I had only dreamed of touching over the past twelve years. I was lost
