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            Wonderful ladies
   

         

         For all my feisty ladies (you know who you are).

          
   

         I love having you in my inner circle. Not only have you forced me to look up the weirdest stuff online about sex (and sex, sex and more sex), you've also let me entertain you with all the images I find.

         We've laughed, we've talked, and we've fought, and I haven't always gotten my way. Dammit, girls!

          
   

         Then there are you other feisty ladies. My followers and readers.

         I had you in mind when I decided on the title for this series. Because we're all feisty in our own way.

         Many believe that if you're in the kind of relationship that Julie is then you must be a weak woman. But the opposite is true.

         The women in my stories are strong. They may not know it, but they all have a warrior inside.

         I do, and so do you.

         Don't ever forget it.

      
   


   
      
         
            Never again
   

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Julie
   

         

         “No, thank you,” I say, frustrated. I really don’t want to spend another second on this asshole, also known as my ex-boyfriend. “I’ve given you two chances. I’m out! You’re free to go put your dick in other girls now without having to come up with elaborate lies.”

         “Babe, you know it’s not all on me. It takes two people to ruin a relationship,” says this buffoon of a man, and I’m pretty sure he believes it.

         “Excuse me?” I yell into my phone, my anger rising as it always seems to do when I talk to him. If I don’t end this call soon, I’m going to break something. “How on earth is it my fault that you keep cheating on me?”

         “You know how crazy my sexual drive is, babe,” he says. “I only hooked up with other girls to give you a break.”

         My mouth is wide open, and even though a million swearwords are running through my head, I stay silent.

         “Give me another chance. I promise to get help?”

         “Oh, I’ll help you,” I say, and instead of hanging up and putting down the phone, I throw it across the room with all my strength. It slams right into the wall and…

         Once again, I have no phone. Last time I broke up with him, my phone flew out the window.

         Was I heartbroken then? Of course. Did I cry for days? Yes. Did I love him even though he cheated on me? I did, or I thought I did. That was why I gave him another chance. And he used up that chance in two months, at which point one of my girlfriends sent me a picture showing him with his tongue down a very young girl’s throat.

         He's 34, and I'm 29. He's an asshole, and I'm a free woman. Again.

         Sigh.

         Do I feel completely hopeless this time? Yes, or… I don't know. I guess I'm sad, but my heart isn't broken. I suppose I would have to have loved him and seen a future with him for that to be the case, right? It's difficult staying in love with someone who loves themselves so much they can't fit in another person. All we've done these past two months trying to reconcile is fight and slam doors. It's like I finally see him for what he is. It's hard looking past an ego his size once you see it.

         I'm feeling sad and vengeful at the same time. I'm not one to go fuck the first guy I meet, but by God, it would be so satisfying if I could let go for one night and do to him what he's done to me. Would he find out? Of course! If our mutual friends didn’t see me in the bar we all frequent and tell him, I'd make sure to find another way of letting him know.

         Anyway. Free as a bird now. I'll be sleeping alone. I hate the loneliness that always creeps up on me when I turn off the lights. I hate knowing that when I wake up hours later in the middle of the night, the only thing keeping me company is my loneliness.

         I pick up my work phone and text my friend.

         Me: He's out. I know you won't believe me, but it really is for good this time.

         Sara: Time for a new phone then? And I do believe you, hon. Promise me to let loose a little tonight? I'm not saying you have to sleep with anyone, but just loosen up a bit. It'll make you feel better. And yes, I'll keep reminding you if you forget.

         Me: I promise. Actually, sleeping with a stranger sounds pretty good about now. Will you make sure to snap a picture and send it to the asshole?

         Sara: I don't believe you. I’m the type to sleep around, you’re not.

         Me: Tonight, I am that type.

         Sara: Don't do something you're not comfortable doing. Just find someone whose lap you can sit on. Then I think you've pushed yourself enough, don't you think?

         She's right. I'm not particularly daring. But fuck it if I don't try.

         Me: I'll surprise you tonight, just wait.

         Sara: Maybe bring some pen and paper. Then you can watch me and take notes ;-) Because I'm getting some tonight.

         Me: You sound like a 20-year-old.

         Sara: So?

         Me: You're 32.

         Sara: But I look 19.

         Me: Did you attend another Confidence Class?

         Sara: Did you get back together with Bo?;-)

         Bo is my boyfriend. Was my boyfriend!

         Me: Sorry.

         Sara: I forgive you for the age comment but not for apologizing when you know I could never be angry with you.

         Me: Sorry for saying sorry.

         Sara: Our table tonight at seven?

         Me: Yup. Remember to eat before you drink.

         I delete the texts and gather my stuff, leaving only my computer on my desk. I'm a new lawyer at the tax office and I already hate my job. My colleagues are nice, but one after the other they go on sick leave because of stress, so the work part clearly isn't great. Who said work should be fun anyway? It's just that after studying for so long I feel like I should love what I do. And get paid more. I frequently check job postings despite having only been here two months. That's how it always is with me. I never really get comfortable in my jobs. It's not the people, it's the work. I get bored quickly.

         At 36, my older brother is the same. Restless. Unemployed. Our parents, who recently moved to Jutland for a piece of the quiet life, don't understand it.

         Anyway, enough of that. Tonight, is all about letting loose and forgetting that life is going downhill right now. Or is it uphill? I don't know. All I know is that life's tough right now.

      
   


   
      
         
            Jay
   

         

         As usual, Kasper is already in the bar when I arrive. The place isn’t full yet, but it’ll happen. We’ve never been here before, but I thought it would be nice to try somewhere new.

         It’s Friday night and we’re right in the heart of the city. I’m not planning on staying long, however. If he hasn’t already found an interesting “subject”, I’ll get him to call Charlotte. We’ve known her forever and she’s a sure thing.

         I’m here for his sake. He wanted to go out, and I promised I would. He needs to see that there are new subjects out there. I’m not really feeling it tonight, myself, but I don’t break my promises.

         Only after I’ve taken off my jacket does he notice my arrival and turn around.

         “Hey Kasper,” I say and we hug firmly but quickly. I need to know where he is mentally, and the way he hugs me back tells me if we need to cancel tonight or if he can focus on the task.

         “Anything interesting?” I ask, and order a whisky.

         He shakes his head. “Not really, no. Maybe one, but I don’t know. I don’t think you’d be into her.”

         “No?” I ask and sip my drink. “Show her to me.”

         Kasper looks around the room but quickly sighs and turns back to me. “Either she left already or she’s in the bathroom.”

         I smile reassuringly. “Relax. We’ll just call Charlotte.”

         He nods, but I can tell from his pretty boy face that he’d rather train someone new. He’s eager for someone new. He wants to explore. That’s who he is, and I knew that when I decided to team up with him three years ago.

         His impatience makes me smile. “Come now. Drink with me and let’s just talk.”

         Kasper does as I ask. Not because he has to; because he wants to.

         I’m 37 and co-owner of several oil rigs around the world. My three partners, Adrian, Nick and Leander are abroad at the moment. In separate meetings, however. Our work entails us traveling quite a bit, but this Christmas it’s my turn to enjoy the cold Danish climate. The guys are working this week, after which I take over for one of them.

         Hmm, I believe it’s Leander’s turn for some time off.

         It’s a lonely life, sure, but not one I regret. I don’t mind the long nights or that my bed is empty when I finally go to sleep.

         If I didn’t like my life, I would make changes. Simple as that. But I’m thriving.

         My dad is dead, and my mum’s in the hospital with a broken hip right now. The awaiting operation won’t kill her of course, but I can’t say I haven’t gotten more worried these past couple of years as her health’s deteriorated.

         I have no other family, but I don’t mind. I don’t have the time to care for one anyway. I barely have time to visit my sick mother, for God’s sake.

         Children? No, and I’m never having any. What if I passed on my sick, twisted mind? Not happening - I won’t be responsible for that. I would have to fall in love and share my bed with a woman, anyway, and that’s not happening. I love having all the space to myself.

         If I wanted to, I could retire today and life off my savings. But why would I? What would I even spend my time doing? I enjoy working 12, 14 hours a day. Why change a thing?

         Except, once in a while, I have a night like this one.

         There has to be room for fun.

         Not that’s it’ all about fun tonight. Picking a new subject isn’t done lightly.

         I spot a blonde with a large bosom trying to get Kasper’s attention. Her brunette friend has her back turned, but is about to turn in her seat.

         The blonde one calls out to Kasper, so I poke him. “Friends of yours?” I really hope not.

         He laughs and whistles like some horny bastard.

         I don’t appreciate that and use my stern voice. “Stop it.” I don’t like when men treat woman like they aren’t the most beautiful and ingenious creatures in the universe. Kasper should know better.

         He gets in line immediately, apologises and says that he forgot himself.

         “But look at her,” he says shorty after and leans in. “That’s who we’re looking for.”

         I shake my head without looking more at the woman “No. She’s… not my type.”

         Kasper looks astounded. “Not the blonde. The other one.”

         I turn back around and check out the woman with her back turned, and at the same time she turns around, too. The vision of her chewing her straw does something to my libido and suddenly, I feel my interest peak. The fact that she hurriedly turns back around, not wanting us to know she’s looking, seals the deal for me.

         We’ve found her.

         She’s slim. About 1.67 metres. No more than 55 kilos. The nose is hard to see, but those eyes… Those dark eyes can really turn on a man. Shoe size? Hmm… I’d say 37.

         Am I that good? Yes, I am. I see it as my duty to size up women this quickly.

         “Introduce us to your blonde friend,” I say, and we make our way to their table.

         “We’re on?” Kasper asks and cheers like a boy heading for Disneyland. “Let’s see if she’s interested.”

      
   





Julie



“Oh, wow,” Sara moans theatrically. “Look at those two. They should feel more than welcome to keep us company for the night and… through the night.”

I turn around halfway to find out who she’s found for us. It’s the same every time we go out. Sara locates a couple dudes who’d like some female company, and then we bail when we’re done with them. Complete teenagers.

Two men in suits are standing by the bar and talking about something that looks important to one of them, but not to the other.

“Not guys in suits,” I complain and bite the straw from her drink.

“But they are so hot,” she squeals and pulls down her top to make her boobs scream for attention. I envy those boobs. Mine are small, but I am very petite, and I suppose it all has to go together. At least that’s what my mom said when I was a teenager crying over my flat chest.

One of them turns around, and Sara laughs in a not so feminine way. “That’s Kasper!”

“Kasper who?” I ask, but I don’t really care about the answer. I turn around and check out the man who is now looking around the room like he’s searching for very specific company.

“The one at my brother’s wedding, his best man.”

I squint to better see his face in the gloomy light. “Ah, right,” I say without having any memories of him. I turn back to Sara.

“Hold up.” She gets up in her seat and waves at him as she calls, “Kasper. Hey, Kasper, come join us!”

Fuck’s sake. I’m not in the mood to spend the evening with a couple of suits.

Still with the straw stuck between my teeth I check them out once more. The guy, who must be Kasper, has blond hair. A bit messy on top, but it suits him. He has the face of a playboy and a body that would for sure make me drool if he ever explored mine. Even from this distance, I can see the flirtatious look in his eye and his easy smile. He’s on the lookout, no doubt about it.

I’m sure he’ll succeed before the night is over.

The other one is slightly taller and has broader shoulders. He has dark hair, maybe even black. I can’t tell what the colour of his eyes is, but I would guess brown; there’s something moody about him. His face is angular, and his nose is straight. He looks like a prototype that would make other men feel inadequate.

Kasper’s eyes fall on us.

“For fuck’s sake, Kasper,” Sara laughs. “Come on. And bring that hottie with you. We have plenty of space.” She moans and looks at me, “They’re both really hot, but that dark-haired one… Mmm… There’s something mysterious and wild about him, don’t you think?”

Kasper smiles and waves, but before accepting the invitation he turns to his friend and leans in.

The friend doesn’t even look our way before shaking his head.

What the hell? Did Kasper’s friend just reject us?

“Sara,” I say, feeling embarrassed. “Sit down. They’re not interested. And I’m not either, really…”

I look over my shoulder and catch Kasper’s friend looking our way and lose my train of thought. He’s looking right at me. Okay. His eyes are dark grey, and holy cow, they’re intense! He’s sending lightning my way. I turn back around, taken aback. My heart is beating like crazy.

I don’t understand what’s happening to my body. I don’t know this guy, never seen him before, and yet I long for him? I feel like he’s been mine in another life and has finally returned to me.

“Yes!” Sara exclaims and hits me on the shoulder. “They’re coming over.”

Shit, shit, shit.

My hands get sweaty and I’m getting nervous. Why? This is not good.

“Sara, I really don’t feel like…”

“Hello,” booms a deep voice that grabs hold of my heart.

“Hello, you two.” Sara’s already flirting. “What’s up, Kasper? How’s it going?”

“Really good,” I hear him say. His voice is filled with promises of loving touches and kisses, but I don’t react to it like I did his friend’s.

They hug and he introduces his friend, Jay. A business partner.

“And this is my shy friend, Julie,” Sara pokes. “She can’t walk so she’ll have to stay seated. It’s not because she’s rude or anything.”

I roll my eyes and say loudly enough to grab all three’s attention, “I am rude. My mum didn’t discipline me enough growing up.”

The dark-haired one sits down in the chair next to me, his rumbling voice taking a hold of my womanhood. “There are ways around that.”

“Excuse me?” I look at him confused, and the second our eyes meet it’s like I’m caught in a new world. I want to escape, but he won’t let me.

"Obedience," he explains, opening the button in his jacket. “There are lots of way to learn.”

I raise an eyebrow and look at him astounded as he sips his… whisky, I think? He puts the glass down.

“I’m sure,” I reply in a low voice, not able to take my eyes off him. Am I misunderstanding him or is he really so cheeky as to make innuendos already?

Those grey eyes are drawing me in, though. No warmth to them whatsoever. However, I’m sure that big body could find other ways of keeping me warm.

I know at least twenty people here in this bar tonight who also know Bo. He would know immediately if I leave with this Hercules. My courage rises and I look him up and down.

But Kasper’s laughter draws my eyes away. He’s quite fit as well, no denying it, but in different way. He’s got the whole package and he’s putting it all to good use. He seems warm and friendly whereas his friend is holding back in a kind of arrogant way. Yet, I feel myself drawn to him.

They both make me a little uncomfortable, to be honest. But in an arousing way? They’re like two pumas, one of which is teaching the other how to hunt.

“What are you ladies drinking?” Kasper asks and looks between us. Oh yeah, he’s the student here.

“Anything with alcohol in it,” Sara says, laughing. “Kidding. Julie likes her whisky, and anything with an umbrella in it is for me.”

“Women shouldn’t drink whisky,” says Jay, which I find provoking.

“Says who?”

He captures me with his eyes. I’m stuck.

“Says me.” His voice is calm, but he isn’t smiling, which implies that he isn’t kidding.

“And your word is law, is it?” I’m doing my best to not appeared rattled by him.

“For some. Yes.”

I turn to Kasper, surprised. He’s smiling like he’s used to his friend thinking so highly of himself. I don’t want to get caught in Jay’s eyes again, but I force myself to look back at him.

“Let me guess. Some includes Kasper?”

I’m not sure what possesses me to say this, and I expect Kasper to defend himself. But he doesn’t. Jay, however, looks momentarily surprised, and I get a little embarrassed. I was out of line.

“Sharp, that one,” Kasper laughs and slaps Jay lightly on the arm.

At no point does Jay’s eyes leave mine. Did I mention he reminds me of a puma on a hunt?

I feel like he’s reading me, one page at a time. Stripping me down, layer by layer. It’s highly uncomfortable.

He picks up on my restlessness, I’m sure. His grey eyes travel down my body. He’s giving me chills. It’s like he’s trying to find out if I’m suitable for… something. This man is a lot more than meets the eye, of that I’m sure.

“What?” I snap. His quiet presence is making me all hot.

“Don’t mind him,” Kasper soft voice says close to my ear, and I look at him surprised. “He’s the brooding type. It takes a while for him to warm up…

I look sideways at Jay and drawl, “He looks like someone who’s making plans to eat me alive.”

Kasper laughs, and I don’t know how he does it, but his laughter is extremely sexy. “Focus on me then, babe, I’d love your attention.”

And I want to give it to him. He’s hot and it’s easy to get lost in his blue eyes. Still, I can’t help but look over at Jay, and just so he doesn’t think he’s won, I take his glass of whisky. Without knowing where my confidence comes from, I take a big sip.

It’s better than the one I usually get. More expensive, too, probably.

I hand him back the glass and say, “I’m a woman and I drink whisky when I want.”

His eyes linger on my lips. His husky voice caresses my senses. “You’ve got some…” He leans forward slowly, lifts his hand to my face. I gasp when his thumb finds its way to my lower lip, where it provides pressure. The thumb leaves my lip burning. He looks me in the eye and licks his finger clean.

Sweet Jesus.

Talk about being seduced in the most basic terms. I take everything I said about this person back; he’s the sexiest man I’ve ever met. That small gesture has made my body shiver with lust. I can feel my panties getting steadily wetter.

“Perhaps you’ll allow me to teach you about whisky one day?”

Okay, never mind. That was condescending.

I dismiss my own passion for him and say, “You can’t teach me anything.”

I catch a cocky glimmer in his eye, and I think I detect humour in his voice when he says, “That’s where you’re wrong, my little bunny. I can teach you things you’ve never heard about.”

“My little bunny? Who does he think he is?” I scoff. “What, exactly, can you teach me?” Why do I hear that nickname on repeat in my head?

He leans forward and gestures for me to do the same. I know I shouldn’t, but I do. I want to know what he smells like, and I want to know what it will do to me.

When his lips touch my cheek, he whispers, “I’ll teach you a thing or two about discipline.”

My stomach does somersaults.

His cheekiness turns me on.

I should lean back, but I haven’t smelled him yet. I inhale discretely; his scent hits me hard. My womanhood gets caught and thrown into the air. I twirl and twirl and crash to the ground.

My eyes shut. My voice shakes. “Discipline?” I ask.

“Discipline,” he confirms, not moving.

God, I want him bad! I want this brooding man to take me. Right now, I don’t even care if Bo finds out. I just want to know what this man can do.

“What kind?” I ask curiously and open my eye to see him pull back just enough to look me in the eye.

“There’s only one way of finding out.” His eyes search my whole face. He sounds almost affectionate when he says, “I would so enjoy teaching you about discipline.”

My whole body yearns for him. Had we been alone right now, I’d let him do anything to me.

Thankfully, my friend saves me. “Hey, Julie, you’re really keeping to your word from earlier, huh?”

I blink a few times, releasing myself from him, and lean back in my chair, my head all over the place. My body feels cheated; it wants to go back. Wants to be satisfied by this dark god.

Kasper gets my attention. I ignore Jay’s intense stare. Kasper is much easier to deal with. He has put his glass down and says, “I have to slip out for a moment, is that okay?”

Both Sara and I say of course, but when Kasper doesn’t get up, I understand that it’s Jay’s reply he’s waiting for. I look at him, surprised. He looks thoughtful, still observing me.

I feel pulled in by his expression and suddenly all I want is to sit on his lap and writher on top of him until I feel his bulge against my most sensitive spot.

This is all Sara’s fault. For challenging me to prove that I’m not boring.

Kasper clears his throat, and Jay is pulled out of his trance. He blinks a couple of times as Kasper repeats his question. Jay nods and picks up his glass. “Sure, that’s fine.”

I watch this dark man astoundingly. I was only joking when I suggested Jay’s word was law. But thinking back, Kasper hadn’t denied it. Neither of them had. Kasper had just said I was sharp. Am I too sharp? No, Jay making decisions like that for Kasper is too weird.

Holy shit!

Are they a couple?

If they were, why are they at mine and Sara’s table? I look at Jay, whom I can’t read at all. I mean, I’m aware I don’t know him, but something tells me what even the people who do have no idea how to read him.

Anyway. I did promise Sara and myself that I would be bold tonight. So here goes. Full of curiosity, I lean forward and take the leap. “Can I ask you something?”

He stays leaning back. “Sure.”

My voice is low. No one else can hear. “What are you?”

He smiles arrogantly. “What are we?”

I shake my head and lean forward even more. “I mean… What…?” I notice his relaxed posture and gesture him to lean in like he did earlier. His turn now.

With a quickness that makes me gasp, he catches my wrist in his hand, not indulging me. “If you want us close, you’ll have to come to me.”

I hold my breath I look at his lap. Does he really mean I have to sit on him to ask him a question?

I shake my head, rattled. “No, I…”

He doesn’t let go. “I’ll answer any question you’ve got.”

I bite my lip, thinking. Sara is watching us like we’re a movie. Now’s the time to make good on my promise.

I catch his eye and am about to suggest that Sara can sit on him when he cuts me off. “It’s you I want, Bunny.”

Again, something flutters in my stomach. I gather my courage. It’s not like I’m going to ride him or anything. Just sit on his lap. Not a big deal.

My hand in his, he guides me over between his legs and I sit down carefully. I’m just sitting on one of his legs, actually, but it’s enough to send one explosion through my body after the next.

I can practically hear Sara’s head exploding. I’m being so brave right now.

When I’m sitting okay, perhaps a little straighter than usual, he puts his hand on the small of my back. He doesn’t move it around, but it works as a shield for the other guests, of which there are more and more.

“Would you hand me my glass, please?” he asks.

I lean forward to do as he said, and I can’t help but feel that even though it was a question, it felt more like a command. One which I obeyed because he asked nicely.

“Thank you.”

He doesn’t even take a sip. Was he testing me?

“Ask me that question now.”

I feel a little embarrassed; it seems silly now. If he and Kasper were together, I wouldn’t be sitting on his lap right now.

Kasper returns and doesn’t look surprised at the new development; doesn’t even comment on it. He’s clearly used to it.

I’m about to get up, but Jay’s booming voice stops me

“Stay!”

Should I…? You know what? No.

“I think it’s best if I get back in my own chair,” I apologise, but before I can follow through his huge hand closes around my waist. How it’s managed to move under my shirt, I have no idea, but we’re talking skin on skin here and it makes me tense up. It feels good.

“I want to answer your question,” he teases, securing my staying.

“How can you know that? Maybe my question is too personal for your liking.” I twist a bit so that I’m sitting more sideways. I want to be caught in his mysterious stare.

His hand is still under my shirt.

He’s quite beautiful, looking up at me. His strong neck is exposed, his Adam’s apple begging to be licked.

“I told you I’d answer any question. I’d like to prove you can trust me, so shoot.”

I smile nervously. He’s so hard to read. “I think I need another drink first.”

“That can wait,” he declares like I’m under his power. “You’ve only just finished yours and you tasted mine.”

My eyes get big. “Do you want to see my driver’s licence, too? I’m a big girl, nearly 30, and I can make my own decisions.”

He looks thoughtful and mumbles to himself, “Hmm… Maybe Bunny isn’t the right nickname. Maybe…”

This confuses me. I laugh to cover up my nerves. “Maybe… what?”

His eyes get a bit darker and then a dangerous spark lights up in them. “Perhaps the name Brat is more appropriate.”

I’m completely lost. Except I’m pretty sure he meant that as an insult. “What’s that’s supposed to mean?”

He tries to hide his smile. “I’ll answer that some other time. For now, let’s go with Bunny.”

“I think we should go with my actual name.”

He doesn’t reply but looks at me in a way that makes me feel like I’m naked and that he wished he were, too.

“Jesus, you’re so weird,” I laugh nervously and am about to get up again.

“Ask your questions. My answers might change your mind.”

I look over at Kasper, who’s been watching us the whole time while also entertaining Sara. He nods encouragingly, and I look down at Jay.

“Okay, Mr. Mysterious.”

Again, something happens in his eyes, and I feel like he’s stealing all the oxygen in the room as he squeezes me lightly around my hip. His lips depart ever so slightly, but it’s enough for me to disappear into a fantasy in which I taste them with mine. He appears to like my nickname for him.

I can’t drag my eyes away from that mouth. It’s so tempting. Alluring.

“Come back to me,” he whispers, but his mouth won’t let me go; I can’t focus on anything else. He straightens so he’s even closer. “It’s too soon, Bunny.” His words shoot directly to my crotch, and I bite my cheek to not sigh despairingly.

He smiles sexily and repeats, “Come back to me.”

This man is making me dizzy. And I’m probably misinterpreting his darkness, his cheek, his newness. But everything about him makes my brain go into sexual overdrive.

Not before he begs me, “Would you please listen to what I’m saying to you?” – am I able to release myself from the invisible rope tying us together. I’m disregarding the fact that his question came off as anything but a question.

My voice hoarse, I ask, “Who is Kasper to you?”

“How do you mean?”

My eyes dart to the side and he demands, “Please look me in the eye when you ask me personal questions.”

Yes, demands. Again, his request does not come off as such.

And my curiosity to get an answer takes me. “Are – are you lovers, or…?”

Jay looks at Kasper before returning to me. He doesn’t laugh at my question. “No. I’m not into men. But we share a woman.”

My body turns soft at his words. My brain begs of me to bail, now, but the rest of me melts like butter, dripping down his legs and in between the cracks in the floorboards.






	
	


	
		Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Never Again - The Feisty Ladies 1.

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