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     It is no longer you and me. Now it is
     
      us
     
    

    
     I look at you, walking next to me, talking about how your day has been. How people with pollen allergies just don't understand that it really isn’t good for them to have ferns indoors. Yes, they clean the air, but at the same time they release spores that can irritate the throat and cause the airways to itch. People with allergies shouldn't have ferns in the house, they’re best left in nature.
    

    
     ”Kattis, promise me that we will never get ferns.”
    

    
     Your expression makes me smile. It's a Stella-expression and nothing else. The way you frown, how it makes you look so damned concentrated. Almost furious. I love to see that expression, because it tells me that you care. About your work, about the world around you. And about me.
    

    
     When your eyes have that spark and you meet my gaze and light the same sparklin my eyes…
    

    
     Everything seems to become clearer. Like you create oxygen from all the plants your fingers have touched throughout the day and gather it all tightly, tightly around your skin. I can always breathe more easily when I'm around you. The atmosphere of the air changes, it becomes full, charged with something that almost gets me high.
    

    
     I take you by the hand as we take a turn under the arched ceiling between old and weathered bricks. Inside the tunnel, the bricks surround us and your dark eyes take on an almost purple shade.
    

    
     Around you, the world becomes more colorful. You soak up all the nuances and shades. Through light green stems, through silk red rose petals.
    

    
     I swallow, feel the tingling from the warmth of your hand. How it spreads upwards along my wrist. You make my knees weak. And the more I get to know you, the weaker you make them go.
    

    
     We turn towards the stage entrance, the keys for the theatre clink as I fish them out of the pocket of my jacket. A good jolt on the door and we are inside. In the darkness. Surrounded by vague contours of what otherwise is illuminated and filled with voices and laughter.
    

    
     I love the theatre after closing time, after weekend performances and just before a new week starts. Mondays
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy When We Take Off Our Masks – Erotic Short Story.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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