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         Prologue

         Skin is a very important factor for body contact. When touched, the skin produces hormones that can evoke a feeling of security and calmness. The area of a human’s skin can be up to two square meters and weigh around four to five kilos. If you count in the subcutaneous tissue, the weight can amount to one-fifth of the total body weight, making the skin the heaviest organ of the body. 

          
   

         Day 1

         Summer has passed, and autumn, unexpectedly as always, sweeps in. There is a chill in the air that wasn’t there a few days ago. Not even a little bit. The summer months have been hot, the hottest in many years. There has been a pressure in the air for a long time. The wind has caressed other places, leaving only dry dirt and worn-out leaves. Everything, both plants and animals, have searched for water and wind. And it’s finally here. August. 

         The first time they meet is a Wednesday. She meets up with him at the time and place they decided, and even though she isn’t late, she gets a feeling he has been waiting for a very long time. 

          
   

         “I’m not late, am I?”

          
   

         She smiles tentatively, laughs a little to emphasize her uncertainty and stretches out her hand to him. He grasps it, presses the soft palm of his hand against hers and looks at her with a facial expression she can’t quite make out.

          
   

         “Not at all.”

          
   

         She can’t help but notice that there is a sort of concentration in his lips. His voice is calm, rather than excited. 

         Dinner was good, nothing out of the ordinary. They carefully move closer to each other. He is quieter than she imagined him, and much more withdrawn. His sentences are longer and more intellectual in text – in a way he is not in this conversation. Perhaps he’s just shy? His voice isn’t at all what she imagined either. It’s soft and a bit hesitant. Careful? She is the one taking charge of the discussion, the one asking the questions, and he answers them. But it’s not unpleasant – not even close. Which is somewhat surprising, because shouldn’t it automatically be unpleasant when only one of the two parties leads the conversation forward? As the night progresses, she notices more and more that she likes being the one in charge of the conversation. She is used to having the opposite role. He always made her listen. 

         She is attracted to his looks and is eager to feel, stroke and smell his body, even though there are people around them. Again and again, she finds herself wanting to breathe him in. He is really sexy. It’s not his words that spark her interest, and not his doubtful arguments either. She is attracted to his face. He has such distinct lines. Black hair and intense, slightly small eyes. 

         She is glad they met. She feels relieved that she agreed to go on this date, even though there was something inside her resisting. Something that was most likely related to her last relationship that ended a while back. Is she over him? She dismisses the thought and fixes her eyes on his. Yes, they are a bit small. 

         She asks him about his hobbies, and he answers. He doesn’t say anything remotely out of the ordinary. But there is still something about him that makes her feel comfortable in his presence, instead of thinking he’s tedious.

          
   

         “You have very beautiful skin.”

          
   

         She is startled, awakened from a haze. She was busy absorbing his body. As soon as he utters these words, there is a sort of relief across his face. As if a veil was removed and revealed what’s underneath, behind the shell. He looks genuine as he glances at her shoulders. She feels a bit unsure, not knowing how to accept a compliment like this. Because it is out of the ordinary. 

          
   

         “I don’t think anybody has complimented my… skin… before. “

          
   

         She smiles to him. He smiles back. A genuine smile.

          
   

         Day 2

         They’re supposed to meet at his place. But something got in the way, and he texts her two hours before their date. 

          
   

         “I can’t today.”

          
   

         She feels disappointed – a pang of sadness. Does he mean he doesn’t want to see her again? Did she misunderstand something the last time? Did she read his signs all wrong? She really thought he liked her company. Even though it was her moving the conversation forward, she thought he was comfortable. That they both were happy with the situation. Was she too forward? Did she talk too much, making him uncomfortable? The hesitation and insecurity got a hold of her. It’s an unpleasant feeling, and she doesn’t want it near her. 

         She tries to think about something else, or better yet, someone else. She lies down in her bed and looks up at the ceiling, smooth as chalk. She feels tired, but far from ready to dream. She thinks for a while – thoughts are darting through her head so fast that she can’t catch one before the next one comes flying. She gets an impulse and moves a hand to her mouth and touches her lips. Her fingers are soft, and her lips wet. She plays with her hand, letting it stroke her neck and breasts. She feels a tension in her body. Looks at the time. She doesn’t have any other plans. Her thoughts are racing back to him, and she pictures his face. Even though she was stood up, she can’t help but feel a desire and lust to explore him. 
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