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It was last year when my company sent me on a business trip, and I had to spend a night in that city. Finally, I’d get to meet Lisa, the woman I’d been chatting with online for over six months.

Lisa was 35, four years older than me. Through our conversations, I’d learned she’d been through an unhappy marriage. Her husband was abroad, and she had a seven-year-old daughter. That evening, I took a taxi to the broadcasting school where she was taking classes. When I saw her, she had a refined face, shoulder-length hair, and a curvy, mature figure that radiated charm. She seemed to take a liking to me too. We walked for hours through the city streets, pushing her bicycle, lost in conversation. Later, I walked her home, then returned to my hotel. Nothing happened that night.

Back in my own city, we kept texting, our conversations growing deeper, more intimate. A strange pull tugged at me, urging me to see her again. A month later, another work trip gave me the chance. I drove to her city, and we met again on the streets at dusk. She wore a short-sleeved t-shirt and casual pants, her figure accentuating her mature allure.

I’d bought a big stuffed toy for her daughter, which delighted her. We talked endlessly, the conversation flowing freely. A light rain began to fall. After dinner, with the drizzle still lingering, she said, “Let’s get out and walk.” I parked near a large park square, and we strolled through the rain.

The soft patter of the rain seemed to bring us closer. Under one umbrella, our bodies pressed together. Through her thin clothes, I could feel the warmth and softness of her. She didn’t pull away, and we walked like that, close yet not quite touching, for a long time.
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