
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


More Than my Skin


[image: ]




By Franz Kowal

Published (2024) by Franz Kowal

If you are reading this work outside of approved services then it is an unauthorized and illegal copy under Copyright law.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Foreword


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


I grew up in Poland, a country almost completely racially homogenous. I found myself deeply enamoured with the resilience and beauty of black women from a young age. This book is a heartfelt endeavour to pay homage to their struggles and their strength, striving always to empower rather than fetishize.

My goal was to depict a nuanced experience of a character in a country where she stands alone, navigating complexities of genuine affection and ignorant fetishization. 

I wrote from the perspective of a female protagonist in an exercise of understanding a differing perspective and broadening my own view. To ensure a respectful and informed representation, I engaged with a variety of sources, blogs and people. Despite my efforts, I acknowledge the limitations of my understanding, and I’d like to welcome any notes or criticism to guide my future work.

The story is visceral and graphic while maintaining depth, dignity and empathy interwoven with themes of interracial love, betrayal, and empowerment.

Most of all, however, it’s just a fun story with a bunch of embellishments and not to be taken too seriously :)

With this debut I hope I can continue bringing forth more stories with varying themes and intensities in the future. I hope you enjoy this first look into my unique style. 

For any feedback, questions or business enquiries please contact me at this email address:

franz.kowal@outlook.com
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Chapter 1: Hiding my Affection
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Moving to a new country is never easy. Especially so when the circumstances of your relocation involve the terrifying uncertainty of being a refugee. I came to my home in Poland from the deep interior of Nigeria. My childhood was wrought with misery and malice, but I managed to escape thanks to my uncle who boarded me onto a plane heading to the first European country he could find. 

I don’t recall much of that time, but I do remember being picked from the refugee centre by a kind family willing to take me in. I was six and clutching the single certainty of my name, Ife.

I remember being nervous seeing my new parents for the first time, their kind yet unfamiliar faces. My tension eased however, upon spotting two boys my age peeking shyly from behind my new dad’s legs, grasping his trousers and staring deep into my eyes with curiosity and wonder. I felt a sudden comfort as I wasn’t going to be alone, the relief of companionship amid a suffocating uncertainty.

In the years the that followed those twin boys became my brothers in every sense. We shared language, games, and occasional squabbles. However, the simple joys of childhood had to eventually give way to the complexities of adolescence. Yet, the imprints of those early years lingered endlessly.

My brothers were always an enigmatic contrast. Sylvian, was tall and gaunt, his cheekbones set high stretching his eyes into a permanent fierce scowl, his dark hair accented his bright blue eyes.  He was a very attentive brother when we were younger, but as we matured, he became distant and abrasive. I had countless theories for this shift although they never led me any closer to understanding him. 

Conversely, Radomir, was the opposite, tall but muscular, hiding it under sweaters and jumpers, his neck gave the game away. His eyes shone bright green as his serious and stoic face projected masculinity and calmness. His sharp jaw and light stubble seldom framed a smile but this was often the case in this country. Still, I always wanted to know more about him despite the difficulties. After all, I leaned on him a lot growing up, his patience helped me speak his language and adapt to this foreign place. I will always be grateful to him. Even back in school, his mere presence would discourage would-be bullies and antagonisers ready to pick on someone for the audacity to look different.

Adapting is always a challenge, however, I had many things I enjoyed. The cool snowy mornings of late winter became my favourite. I was sitting in the living room watching the bright glare of sunlight creep across the floor. Radomir was in the kitchen helping mum prepare food before we set off for college. I loved it when he cooked, the smells permeating from the kitchen were like a warm, familiar embrace. I loved closing my eyes and trying to guess the ingredients he was using that day. Meanwhile, Sylvian was in front of me, the back of his head eclipsing the TV as he played a video game. His dark silhouette framed by the glare of colours. I decided to challenge his silent, aloof attitude.

“Aren’t you gonna help, or at least get ready?” I asked him with a raised brow.

“Aren’t you going to mind your business for once?” he smugly exclaimed without turning his head.

“Wow! Okay, well, go to uni looking like a slob, not my problem.” I pushed back on his comment with a half-smile. A hint of satisfaction in my tone.

Sylvian turned his head, his squinted eyes and disgusted gaze scanned the length of my body, filling me a unease; “And you’re going with that gross matted cat on your head?” Not satisfied with his insult he added; “At east your teeth look white compared to your face”.

At that moment a giant needle of humiliation pierced through my heart like many times before. My gaze lowered to avoid his. Lacking the resolve to fight back, the interaction seemed over. Sylvian hated being challenged, and his assertions were always unscrupulous.

A creak of the floorboards and a booming voice emanated from the doorway; “Maybe you should get some sun and then you won’t look like a greasy little albino rat, and maybe it’ll fix your attitude too”. Sylvian’s grin instantly turned back to a scowl as he huffed dismissively, slinging a backpack over his slouched shoulder as he started heading to the hall.

I looked over at Radomir who seemed unfazed. “I can fight my own battles you know”, I said, hiding my embarrassed tone.

“Cool, let me know when you start.” Radomir said without looking at me as he walked past picking up his rucksack. I felt a tinge of embarrassment and confusion. I could sense he cared, but I couldn’t understand his indifference. I wanted to see him, to understand him, but he never let me too close.

“Let’s go, I don’t want to get stuck in traffic.” he added on his way out, urging me to follow.

In the car, Sylvian and Radomir silently occupied the front seats, as the hum of the engine filled the silence. The shadows of trees lining the roadside danced rhythmically, casting a cool, dappled darkness that enveloped the interior of the car.

In front of me I spotted Radomir’s rucksack, a faded relic with a broken zipper that offered me a peek inside. The matte hard cover of a sketchbook stood out to me. Radomir was a business student and sketching doesn’t strike me as part of the standard curriculum. Curiosity overtook me.

I slouched over to one side, conforming my body to the contours of the car, hiding myself from view. I intended to seize this moment of opportunity to finally peer inside Radomir’s mind. I was filled with a thrilling elation at the prospect of even catching a glimpse. My hand slowly creeped over and into the rucksack, emerging with the long slender sketchbook. With nervous urgency I placed the it inside one of my Vet School textbooks, feigning attentive study and exam preparation.  

I debated opening the pad, the guilt of invading my brother’s privacy weighing on my hand as it hovered over the thick hardcover. I convinced myself that my intentions were pure. After all, I just wanted to get a glimpse into the person who was a silent pillar for me throughout my whole life and never asked for anything in return. 

With a lingering tinge of hesitation I lifted the cover. The thick, stiff pages unfolded before me and, in an instant, a chill of wonder cascaded down my spine. My chest began to quiver and flutter as I saw the sketch on the first page. It was crude depiction of my face, however, despite the simple style, every line was carefully placed to showcase features I never even noticed myself. In the sketch my eyes shone brightly with my cheekbones framing them atop my gleaming smile. My hair radiant and natural with vivid locks spreading around my head like a halo. Was this how he saw me?

As I continued to flip through the pages, Radomir's sketches revealed a progression of intimacy. Side profiles from our breakfast table captured my big grins and hopeful eyes, each sketch reflecting a moment of shared joy. But it was the next page that caught me off-guard. It was a felt marker drawing of my face, immaculately detailed. My lips looked so clean and luscious, with my teeth peeking from behind my smile. The rich hues of my dark skin were conveyed through colourful strokes, my brown eyes shining deeply like crystal pools of honey as the light glared across my face.

I felt a lump form in my throat as my vision became blurry with tears. It was as if Radomir had captured a side of me I had never seen before, an intimate and vulnerable portrayal that touched something deep within me. But then, as my eyes moved to the next page, my shock turned to a strange excitement. There I was, spread out on the page, completely nude. Each curve and contour of my body was rendered with precision, highlighting not just my physical beauty but the essence of who I am—an outsider. My loneliness portrayed in poignant strokes as I occupied the white space of the page.

A rush of emotions surged through me as my eyes traced every line of the sketch. It was a rush of intimacy and connection with Radomir that I hadn’t felt before. But still, there was a distance between us, partly fuelled by the minor mistakes and missing features in each rendition. He hadn’t truly “seen” me yet, and his depiction was an idea he had of me, an idea I now deeply desire to correct.
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Chapter 2: See me, Touch me.
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I was in the shower room, my body was enveloped in the gentle embrace of warm steam as I stared at the mirror, dew drops glistened like glitter on my long locks of hair. My body was alien in this country, I have only seen people like myself on TV or in the mirror. The loneliness gripped my soul at that moment as I dug my nails into my hips with frustration and a muffled cry. 

A deep breath calmed me as I crossed my arms to settle the knot in my stomach. My heavy breasts spilled over my interlocked arms and I breathed a sigh of relief, finally feeling some weight lifted off my back. Memories of the sketches in Radomir's book briefly lightened the load on my soul, reminding me of the beauty he saw in me.

My right arm stretched out past the sink, my fingers reaching for the towel. That moment my heart froze but my instincts didn’t, 

“Movie... Movie night,” Radomir stuttered briefly. His strong frame filled the doorway, and his body showed signs of shock and surprise. His large hand gripped the door-frame tightly, his knuckles turning white as his mouth began to gape slightly.

“Umm, yeah... Sorry, I’ll be right there," I half-whispered, feeling no embarrassment or unease in my voice. My body moved instinctively, guided my newfound fervour and desire to be seen by him. I wanted to be his muse and have him worship my real body, not the one he imagined. With a brief jolt of adrenaline, I turned to fully face him. "Tell Mum I'm almost done."

The few seconds we stood facing each other melted into infinity, neither of us wanting to snap out this trance. Radomir cleared his throat stirring the steam in the shower room. The silence was broken and with trembling breath as he disappeared into the dark hallway.

My mind fell silent and my body was overcome with a steady wave of goosebumps. A cold sweat built up on my glowing dark skin, the knot in my stomach growing like a swarm. “What the hell is going on with me?” The thought screamed out inside my head as I hurriedly dried my body. The caress of the towel felt different, I didn’t want to stop. The textures rubbing against my body. My warm hand brushing gently past my tender nipples followed by the stern and strong roughness of the towel filled me with a brief ecstasy. A baited whimper left my lips as my breasts dropped back down against my body, I realised I had been holding my breath. 

I snapped out of this delirium and put on a pair of silky, loose-fitting shorts and a tank top. As I approached the living room, I couldn't help but take deep breaths to steady my nerves. The dark hallway illuminated only by the flickering symphony of colour dancing on the walls and ceiling emanating from the living room. The door loomed like an ethereal portal and I had to take the first step to entering the new world I wanted to create.

I held my breath and stepped through, like diver jumping into a murky waters. Opening my eyes I let out a sigh of relief; everything was fine. My gaze scanned the familiar faces in the living room— my Mum and Dad seated together on the three-seater, arms around each other, smiling at me gently. Beside them, Sylvian lounged with a bored expression. He looked me up and down and smirked, his gaze felt mean and uneasy. He can be such a creep. I couldn’t bear to look at him any longer and my eyes searched the adjacent two-seater. 

My heart fluttered briefly as I saw him sitting alone, his palm covering his lips with his elbow perched on the arm rest. He looked tense and I felt a sudden urge to comfort him. His eyes scanned quickly from the TV to me and back. I turned my back to the sofa and bent down slowly to sit down. I knew he was still looking and I felt exhilarated doing it. As my body relaxed on the sofa cushion his body couldn’t help shifting slightly until his firm muscular shoulder touched my exposed skin.

I watched with excitement as a rosy hue crept across his face from under his self-imposed muzzle. His right hand reached out to catch himself as he lost balance, landing a hair away from my full, plump thigh. His gaze shifted to my eyes as he waited for me to adjust, but I held his gaze steadily. With a voice that trembled nervously, dripping in anticipation, I exclaimed; “Kinda cold in here.” My gaze still fixed on him; “Dad, could you pass me the blanket.” I could taste the tension Radomir was radiating, yet, he did not move. 

As I draped the blanket around my waist and legs I could feel my inner thighs moisten with anticipation and desire. I wanted it so badly. My heart pounded as I prayed that his hand didn’t move away. Racing even more as I felt his pinkie start to caress my smooth skin, sending a surge of excitement through my body. Under the guise of the blanket I slid my hands between my warm, damp thighs, delicately moving aside the fabric of the shorts. The sensation of my wet pussy lips between my fingers caused my cheeks to flush with heat. The faint sound of arousal filled the air briefly as I used my fingers to tease out my clit, feeling his hand inch closer and closer, now fully grasping my thigh.

Our eyes locked in a heated gaze. We were sitting so close, he could feel my hot, wet breath caressing his cheek. The lust in my eyes was unmistakable. They were begging him to keep going as his hand explored more of my skin, reaching the cusp of my thigh. His body jolted as I opened my legs, my knee brushing against his. He could sense the warmth radiating from my skin and the vibrations of my thigh as I discreetly flicked my bud from side to side with my wet and slippery fingers. The sensation was intoxicating, my palm pressed on my belly providing an anchor for my illicit exploration. I knew he could feel my heat as his grip on me tightened. 

His piercing gaze locked with mine as he watched me grit my teeth and mouth; “Please.” His chest pounding as he looked around with anxiety and anticipation. Everyone’s eyes were fixed on the TV,  unaware of the burning tension between us, highlighted by the gentle glow reflecting off my flushed, lightly sweating face. 
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