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If I had known that today was the day it would happen, maybe I would have done something differently. Maybe I would have hidden, escaped, or called in sick? I would definitely have done something that meant that I could stay at home.

A strong smell of coffee made me frown. I had never liked the smell, which was a bit of a problem as I worked at a café. My heart pounded as I tried to figure out where I was. Sleep deprivation. My surroundings felt blurry and my brain was filled with cotton. I blinked a couple of times and tried to get a grip. Was I at work? Yes… My hand looked reddish against the nature-coloured and splinter-covered table in the break room. There was a clock on the wall, slowly ticking away. Definitely at work.

Someone cleared their throat behind me. I jumped so high that my chair moved back a couple of centimetres. I lifted my gaze and tried to look normal. Awake. I put my glasses on and ran a hand through my hair. I must have been asleep. Shit. Did it show? Was it obvious? Judging by the way my boss Christie was staring at me, my break must have been over a long time ago. Her eyes looked like black fires. Her lips were pressed together so hard that I was worried they would start bleeding. My stomach felt cold and empty. I hadn’t even had time to have lunch.

“Zawadi!” Christie said through her teeth and slammed her coffee cup down. It made the whole table vibrate. A couple of drops of hot coffee landed on my arms. It was almost worse when she spoke through her teeth like that than if she would scream. For how long had I been asleep? No idea. Asking her, it would only make her angrier.

I got up, put my phone in my pocket and wiped my arms off on the pink t-shirt that said Butter Heaven. “Sorry Christie, it won’t happen again.”

“You should be glad that you are still working here!” she whispered and sounded like Gollum from Lord of the Rings. “If I catch you asleep at work one more time…”

“It won’t happen again.”

I hurried out of the break room. Slammed the door behind me. Into the corridor, up the spiral staircase. I tied my hair back in bun – my black, impossible and curly hair. I had studied so hard for an exam that I hadn’t been getting much sleep lately, but Christie would never understand. She probably hadn’t studied in sixty years, if she had even studied at all.

“Where have you been?” Carl asked me when I got back from my break. He was balancing a tray full of glasses on the palm of his hand. Sweat trickled down his face. I heard the sound of glasses and cutlery mixed with laughter coming from the café.

I grabbed a notepad and a pen and made my way past Sarah who was standing behind the till. She was always kind of rude to customers who couldn’t make their mind up. Then I hurried past Felipe who was standing behind the espresso machine, taking great pride in creating little works of art in the foam of cappuccinos and lattes.

“I was on my lunch break,” I told Carl when he rushed by, careful not to touch him and make the glass tower collapse on top of me.

“For forty-nine minutes?”

“Yeah…”

I let my gaze wander over the people in the café. Everything smelled of Polish coffee, stale cinnamon buns and greasy muffins. Everything was so full of butter that most of my clothes back home had grease stains. The butter even got to the clothes I was wearing underneath my apron. It probably soaked into my skin, impossible to get rid of. The blood in my veins was full of butter by now.

The place definitely lived up to its name. Butter Heaven. I weighed three flour packages more now than I did when I started working here last year. You could think that the silly name in combination with the pink décor and the ironic warning sign “danger: high calories” should scare people away.

But no.

I was constantly surprised by the fact that this place still had customers. The air in the café was hot and sticky and there was very little or no ventilation. The walls were covered in grease-stained yellow wallpaper, a contrast to all the unicorn pink. The baby-blue curtains that framed the windows were the icing on the cake. The windows were never opened because Christie was “allergic”. To something. The café was full of people talking loudly to each other around the tables. Some smiled, others laughed, and someone even cried. Everything was just like it always was. This place had never seen peace and quiet.

Every day, someone got their heart broken, someone was so happy they had to scream, and someone sat quietly behind a table, smelling weird. Every day you bumped into old ladies with dry lipstick, kids with too much hair gel and angry children that ran around screaming that they wanted that cookie, that cake and that soda.

I sighed and looked at a table in the corner that was empty. On my way over there I grabbed a clean cloth to wipe it. If I could have changed my job, I would have. But my other options were cleaning toilets at the local theme park or sweating behind a fryer at McDonald’s, which would make me even greasier than working in this place.

I needed to hang in there.

A little bit longer.

Because the student loan that found its way into my bank account every month was nothing to write home about. As soon as I finished this course…

I ran the cloth over the table and then it happened. I was interrupted in my thoughts, the floor felt unsteady under my feet and the whole world seemed to stop with the sound of the bell ringing as the door opened.

It echoed inside of me.

I stared.

The sound of the bell seemed to go on forever. I swallowed. I squeezed the cloth so hard that it started to drip. My heart raced. Was I dreaming? I wouldn’t have been more shocked if someone told me I would be dead in an hour, if a truck drove into the café or if all the guests took their clothes off at once. This was bigger than all those things, and probably more unlikely.

The world went quiet.

All I could here was the ticking of the clock.

All I could see was the profile of the man that had just walked in.

Golden curls, toffee-coloured eyes that looked like amber underneath the ceiling lights. And that soft smile that could make a bag of frozen strawberries melt in a heartbeat. That mouth, those lips… I couldn’t remember how they felt against mine, because I had never experienced it, but I remember how they tasted in my fantasies. They tasted like sun and rain and sprinkles. Like euphoria, butterflies, expectations and joy.

A while back, all I could think about was kissing him. That’s also why my grades were so bad. I simply couldn’t focus on anything else than his perfect ass in the chair in front of mine. In my dreams, he fucked me against the teacher’s desk and licked my neck as he let his big hands explore my body. Back then I had never had sex, but I always imagined that he would be my first.

Sometimes, when he wore jogging pants, I could see the contours of his cock. Big and beautiful. At least, that’s how it looked through the fabric of his pants. Other days he wore worn out jeans, then I had to concentrate harder to spot his bulge. Oh, how I had wished that I could put my hand on top of it, that he would love me, make love to me. I wanted him to kiss me like Ryan Gosling kisses Rachel McAdams in the pouring rain in The Notebook. I wanted him to pin me up against the wall, push his rock-hard erection into my pussy and scream my name. Over and over again. Zawa… Zawa… You feel so good. You’re all I’ve ever dreamed about. You’re all I’ve ever wanted.

The fantasy was as real now as it had been years ago. It frightened me. Was I not over him?

I was a completely different person in the beginning of high school. A shy and scared person who would never have had the guts to kiss Max Connor, who had just moved here from Los Angeles. His mum was a model and his dad was a movie director. Max was an only child. His broad shoulders looked as if they had been busy playing rugby, tennis and lacrosse at his school back in America. His background and the way he looked could have made him full of himself of course – he looked like a Disney prince – and he had a huge fan club. The girls drooled over him. They orbited around him like planets around the sun and made it impossible for someone like me to get close.

Still, one day we locked eyes and he saw me… I felt naked, exposed and it was just as if he saw my whole personality – and accepted it. In an ocean full of girls who looked like cloned, female versions of him, he looked at me. Me. Zawadi. The girl from Kenya who was one of three people in the class with darker skin. The girl from Kenya that was the complete opposite of him.

This was three years before he let me down.

Was he really back in the country?

The walls closed in on me. They moved. Pulsated at the same pace as my beating heart. Alarm bells rang in my head, the doorbell rang in the café. Time stood still.

With the wet cloth in my hand I leaned against the table. Breathe, Zawadi. Breathe. My body suddenly filled with fire and the heat spread down my cheeks, my arms and my legs. Was it hot in here? No, it was just me. My thighs trembled, my whole being wanted him. Oh my God, I was standing here at work getting all excited. Horny.

I felt just like I did when I was fifteen and saw him for the first time in school. Shy Zawadi with her stomach full of fizzy bubbles, interested in a boy for the very first time. Memories flashed before my eyes. A tornado of images from the past, kisses that never happened, friendly touches and looks that never grew into something more. Friends. Let’s be friends. Blood taste in my mouth.

“Zawadi!”

Christie’s voice shook the café and brought me back to reality. Could she see how I was staring at the man who just came in through the door? Could she see my desire? And then everything came back to me. The sound of the people at the tables and the smell of the buttery croissants, greasy enough to give a professional athlete cardiac arrest. Heads turned my way to see why Christie was screaming in my direction.

Max started to turn his head.

I pulled the hair band out of my hair and let it expand around my head, big and black. My shield, my armour. Now it would be impossible to see my face from where he stood. He would have to come over to the table to see me.

I threw a glance at Christie and started walking towards her. The guests in the café turned their heads again and went back to laughing, joking, staring at their phones and making faces when they realised that their cakes and pastries weren’t as good as they had hoped. No wonder. It didn’t matter how much butter was in our cakes, everything was much better at Red Velvet across the street.

“What do you want?” I said quietly when I got back behind the counter, careful to keep my hair in front of my face.

Christie pulled me to the side. Not a good sign. My stomach dropped when she started telling me off with a thick Polish accent. “I appreciate that you keep the tables clean, but I do not appreciate when you daydream and when you don’t even notice new customers coming in.”

I nodded as I tried to hear what Max was up to. Was he here alone or with friends? Was he talking to somebody? What if he was watching us?

Christie inhaled, coughed and grabbed a bag of cookies from a shelf, as if she needed the sugar to survive. She took a cookie and held it up in front of my face. Crumbs rained over us. There and then, I realised why my skin always felt so greasy after a shift in the café.

“Sarah took a break,” Christie went on in between bites, “and Felipe pretends that he is Picasso in the coffee foam, even if I’ve told him to cut it out, and Carl… Well, where the heck is he? This is like running a preschool!” She took a frustrated nibble of the cookie. “And what have I said about letting your hair out?” She touched my hair and pulled her hand back quickly, as if she had just touched a spider. “This will go into the food. If you hear the bell, it’s your job to deal with it, okay?”

I nodded quickly. A bit too quickly.

“Are you listening to me, Zawadi?” She stared into my eyes. Pierced my soul. Like a laser. It sent a shiver down my spine. I wanted to get out of there. Maybe I should try to find a new job – to get away from Max, if nothing else. Just thinking his name caused a jolt of desire shoot through my body.

“Yes,” I whispered. “But…”

“There is a line. Go earn your paycheck.”

She turned around and disappeared into the kitchen. She shook her head, corrected something on the wall, grabbed a couple of buns and disappeared in a cloud of flour and calories.

My hands were shaking as I reached for my notepad and let my eyes wander over the guests in the café. Piles of dirty dishes were everywhere. Dirty tables stood on dirty floors. It wasn’t long before I saw him. He was standing on the other side of the curved glass counter, looking at cakes and pastries with a little wrinkle in between his eyebrows. When I knew him, his skin was smooth in that spot. But it had been a few of years. Many. Seven?

All I could hope for now was that he wouldn’t recognise me.

I walked up to the till. The floor was sticky as always, but now it felt extra sticky, as if it wanted to hold me back. But it didn’t help. All it did was make my footsteps echo in the café.

“Can I help you?” I asked in as friendly a tone as I could manage and tried to hide how attracted I was to him. Somebody might as well have poured cream down my throat, that’s how over-friendly I sounded. Telepathically, I tried to send a message to his brain: Say no and leave. If only my body would have listened to the message. Instead, it pressed itself against the counter and screamed: Come and take me!

Max looked up, Straight into my eyes. I fell and fell, but he seemed cool. He gave me one of his classic smiles, but it didn’t look like the smiles he used to give me. It was one of those smiles you give strangers on the bus, short and polite. A smile that didn’t reach all the way up to the eyes. I felt relieved and disappointed at the same time. I could tie my hair back again and make Christie happy. Max didn’t see that it was me. He didn’t recognise me.

He always used to laugh at my crooked front teeth, but braces had straightened them out. He always used to run his fingertips over the sensitive skin of my cheek and count my freckles, but they were all hidden under my makeup now. He always used to say that my braid was so long that it could qualify for the Guinness Book of World Records, but I had cut it. I also knew that my face was thinner and longer these days. But still. How could he not see that it was me?

“Just a regular coffee would be great,” he said. “To go. No milk. What cake would you recommend to a woman who is a vegan? It’s a gift, so it would be great if you could put it in a bag.”

I flinched.

“Hard to say. I’m not the baker, I’m sorry. But everything on this shelf is vegan. What the customers complain the least about – I assume that means they kind of like it, or at least they might not dislike it – is this pink and glittery explosion of strawberry mousse. Don’t look at it for too long though, it’ll hurt your eyes.”

Max stared at me, speechless, before a wide and genuine smile spread across his face. And then he laughed. The sound was like crème brûlée for my ears. “Wow, yeah, you’re right. They have really taken pink to a new level.”

He pulled out a black leather wallet from a pair of equally black trousers that looked very expensive. Then I noticed his shirt – freshly pressed, white and stainless – and the fancy shoes that looked completely new. Had he just been to a wedding? A business meeting? It wasn’t like him to be dressed up like this.

“Come on,” he continued and handed over his card. His playful voice made my body vibrate. “You must have eaten here thousands of times. What do you like the most?”

I looked around. No sign of Christie or anybody else. I could say whatever I wanted. “I normally go to Red Velvet across the street.” I lowered my voice. “Their buns are fantastic, I’m not sure if they are vegan though, and the coffee tastes as nice as a bottle of water after a three day walk in the desert. But don’t tell anyone I said that. If anyone asks, I hate that café, the owners and all their future grandchildren, and I curse the ground that they walk upon.”

“Did you just recommend me to go to another coffee shop?”

I raised my eyebrows. “Definitely not. No.”

He drummed his fingers against the dirty counter and bit that thick and soft lower lip that I had always wanted to bite. Lick. Pull. I would probably never get the chance. It was bigger than his upper lip and definitely bite-friendly. He was standing on the other side of the counter, but I could see the tiny white scar in the corner of his mouth and his well-defined cupid’s bow. He looked like a model, a sculpture. I normally didn’t go for guys like that. But what was more attractive with him than anything else was that he was beautiful on the inside, too. Kind and attentive, a person who always gave money to homeless people and who would always be there for a friend.

My heart raced, my head was spinning.

“I bet that the staff at Red Velvet isn’t as good as it is… here,” Max said. “Or as funny.” The quiet, almost whispering, words penetrated all my thoughts and wrapped my soul like silk. It made me tremble. My heart pounded in my ears. Was he flirting with me? My clitoris vibrated; my pussy twitched. I gasped.

“There is a line!” Carl called out and I jumped. He walked past us with a towel in his hand and nodded towards the kids that were standing behind Max in the queue. I couldn’t even see them properly; they were all blurry and grey. They looked like a meaningless backdrop to a perfect figure in the foreground of a photo.

“I feel like we’ve met before,” Max said and looked down at the clock on his phone. “Have we? I’ll have that pink thing there, by the way.”

I was thrown back into reality. The pink thing. The gift for another girl. I knew it wasn’t his sister, he was an only child.

“Great, thanks. Card or cash?”

He tapped his card.

“That’s right.” I blushed. Blushed! “The card reader is there to your right.”

I prepared the coffee with sweaty palms, put the cake in a pink box and tried to ignore the fire in my vagina. My labia were aching, and my panties became wetter and wetter with every second. I was lost, had no control. My hands were shaking.

And I needed to come up with a lie. Who was I? Why did he recognise me? I needed to come up with something believable, because I couldn’t tell him the truth when he obviously didn’t know who I was. Maybe my pride was hurt, but I wasn’t ready to find out why he had treated me like he had, so long ago. It was better to leave the past in the past. I was horny beyond sanity, I couldn’t deny that, but it would probably go away the moment he left. I would never have to see him again.

I handed the receipt to Max, ignored the kids behind him that were sighing now, and put the box in a bag. I handed him the coffee. It hurt the palm of my hand. Too hot. I swallowed my anxiety and forced myself to smile my most professional ‘you’re-just-a-customer-and-I’m-just-a-waitress’-smile.

“A lot of people tell me I look like Zoe Saldana,” I said. “But they are obviously wrong. My skin is darker and the hair… the face… well, you can see for yourself.” I dug my nails into the cash register. “Obviously not a model, but who cares?”

“I don’t know who that is. But hey.” He leaned forward and for a moment, it looked as if he was going to touch my face. He hesitated. His pupils grew. “You really don’t look…”

“Just ask for her number already!” one of the guys behind Max screamed and they all laughed. “We don’t have all day.”

Max straightened his back and grabbed the coffee cup and the bag. He threw a quick and discrete glance down at my left boob. It looked like he was looking for a name tag, but instead he found a stain that I hadn’t had time to remove yet. Cake batter or grease. Like always.

“I hope you’ll like your cake.” I forced myself to stop looking at him. Stop hoping, wishing. He wasn’t flirting with me, and even if he would realise that it was me it would devastate him. He would feel as if he had to explain something that I had left behind a long time ago.

“Next!”

“Wait!” He grabbed my arm, strong fingers around my skinny wrist. My blood boiled under my skin. I was on fire. I felt like the sun on a cloudy day. A burning, tingling sun. I gasped and he let go of my arm. The air between us was electric.

“What’s your name?”

He isn’t going to let this go. I guess that meant that he hadn’t heard Christie scream my name earlier. Good. We belonged to the past, him and me, and I choose to believe that we had lost touch for a reason.

“Ehm, Jennie. Jennie… Lavender.”

“Lavender?” He started to walk away, but it looked like he didn’t want to go. He was walking backwards, looking into my eyes. “That’s an unusual name. Did you make it up yourself?”

“You have no idea.”

“My name is Max.”

“Okay.”

“Max Connor.”

“Bye Max,” one of the kids said and pushed his way past him together with his friends.

I let my shoulders sink. I could finally breathe again. The bell rang and I had to stop myself from looking at the door. This was for the best.

 

“Do you want to meet up for a bit?” Maddie’s voice cut through my right eardrum, as if she wasn’t on the other side of the phone but right next to me. Sometimes I wondered if her voice was on another frequency than mine, or if she was just used to talk to people through earplugs as they were coming out of concerts. “I have to tell you something.”

“That’s cool, I’m just studying anyway. Can you remind me why I chose to go to law school? I. Can’t. Take it. Anymore. I resign.”

“You can’t resign from school, Zawa.”

“I can quit.”

“And work at the supermarket forever, like me? Don’t blow this, you have always wanted to be a lawyer. Where do you want to meet?”

Thirty minutes later, they sat at a table by the window at Red Velvet. Maddie sat on a velvet sofa and sniffed a cardamom bun that smelled of sky, happiness and dreams. Fresh out of the oven. Perfectly soft and a bit crispy in the edges. I threw a glance at Butter Heaven across the street, hoping that they wouldn’t see me betraying them like this. Cheating with their worst enemy. I couldn’t live without Red Velvets buns that did not contain ninety percent heart disease, like the buns at Butter Heaven.

Maddie licked her fingertips. Her blonde hair looked clean and bright as it fell over her shoulder. It looked like she came straight from the hairdresser. “You will never guess who I met yesterday.”

Yesterday was Friday, two days after I saw Max. Today was three days after I saw him. Not that I was counting…

“Who?”

“Max Connor! Yesterday. In town!”

I was just about to take a bite of my bun, but I stopped mid-bite. I lowered my arm and felt blinded by the ceiling lights. The sofa was soft, and it felt as if it was about to swallow me whole as anxiety spread throughout my body. I shouldn’t care. Let it go.

“Oh,” I said as calmly as I could and leaned back. Practised. “Did he move back to town?”

“Do you still have feelings for him?”

“Do you?”

She scoffed and brushed some crumbs off her white skirt, everything to not have to look at me. “I never had feelings for him.”

“Both of us know that’s not true.” I waited for her to look at me. “You got together with Joel just to see if it would make Max jealous.”

“It…” she rolled her glacier blue eyes. “Well, maybe that happened, but what does it matter? All that was years ago. Anyway, it didn’t make him jealous, he was way too busy yearning for you.”

“Yeah, right. We were best friends, nothing else. Or, we were as close as a girl and a boy can be at that age.” I pinched pieces of dough between my fingers, rolling them into tiny balls. “Do you remember how we used to fight? That guy was bad for our friendship, Maddie.”

“We were teenagers.” She grabbed her latte and took a sip. The foam landed like a moustache on her upper lip, but she still looked great. Like a model. “But I remember how glad it made me when he moved. Finally, everything could go back to normal between us.” She licked the foam away with her tongue. “So, you really had no idea he was in town?”

“No.”

“You guys were so close. I thought he would get in touch with you.”

“I never heard from him again after he sent me that last letter. It doesn’t take a genius to figure out that he doesn’t want anything to do with me.”

“But…”

I put my coffee cup down on the table. “Can we talk about something else?”

“Just tell me if you have feelings for him or not?”

“What, are you going after him again?

“Stop being childish.” She frowned her perfect forehead. It was so covered in makeup that you could barely see the wrinkles. “Just because you’re not dating, it doesn’t mean I can’t. Also, you need to realise that you are beautiful Zawa, inside and out. If you want to see Max, this is your chance.” She sank down in the sofa and held her latte in front of her like a shield. “You guys always had more in common than we did. All those books… Do you remember when I tried to read Crime and Punishment? I couldn’t even make it twenty pages.”

“You should really read more.”

“I don’t have time. But can you answer my question?”

I slowly ate the balls I had made from the bun as I watched Maddie on the other side of the table. If I asked her to stay away from Max, I would have to go after him myself – I wasn’t ready for that. He let me down. He stopped writing me, like I was replaceable. No, I didn’t want anything to do with him.

“I have no feelings for Max.”

“Okay, fine.” Maddie smiled like a satisfied cat, maybe she had already made plans with him. “I don’t know if you care, but maybe you’ll be happy to know that I don’t stand a chance anyway.”

“Do we have to talk about Max?”

“I only chatted with him for a couple of minutes and during that time, Zawa, he mentioned the name Jennie at least twenty times. And some last name that I can’t remember.”

“Huh?” The air around me froze, I couldn’t breathe. Ice water ran through my veins.

“He kept asking me if I knew her, if I knew anybody who knew her, if I had heard about her… He sounded crazy. Apparently, she works in some coffee shop or something.” Maddie finished her coffee and put the cup down. “I don’t get it.”

“Is it… true?”

“If I had met him just a couple of days earlier, maybe he wouldn’t have had time to bump into that stupid Jennie. Who the fuck is she? Do you have any new people at the café?” She looked out the window towards Butter Heaven.

“I only work extra there now when school is back on, but they always hire new people after the summer.”

The lie felt sharp in my throat. It had all started so small when I gave Max the wrong name, but now this was snowballing into something huge. I should tell Maddie the truth. Should. On the other hand, I wasn’t planning on seeing Max again, so what did it matter?

 

The sun threw its last rays of light across the sky before it disappeared in the horizon. I locked the door to Butter Heaven. My turn to close the café tonight. The bell rang, just like it had done when Max came in, and I wiped the grease off on my apron. Well done, Zawa. Yet another top I will have to wash in ninety degrees and tumble dry, just to see that the stains are still there. I was already doing so many loads of laundry every week that I had to fake my name in the laundry room to stop people from complaining about me.

What a day! Annoying customers everywhere and impossible to focus because what if Max would pop by again? I had spent the whole day looking out the window, stumbling and spilling, and Christie was furious. Also, Max had brought a long-lost desire alive inside of me. I thought I was over this whole thing with sex and lust. Of course, I had experienced a couple of moments of pleasure in my life, but nothing that had made the blood boil in my veins. I was always in control.

All of a sudden, it was the opposite. As soon as I thought about Max my body tensed up and a wetness spread between my legs, ready to welcome him inside. His hard cock in my pussy, his tongue between my labia, his fingertips wandering along the inside of my thighs. If only…

My body really didn’t hold any grudges.

Speaking of laundry times, I had to change my underwear way more often now since Max walked back into my life. I couldn’t stop myself. I kept looking at the pictures on his Facebook profile. Maybe I should have told him who I was? Maybe we would have been at his place by now, buried between soft sheets. With his chest against mine. And his pulsating erection in my…

Stop it! I’m beyond hope.

I stopped outside the door and took a deep breath. The Sunday night smelled like cinnamon buns, exhaust fumes and espresso. There were a lot of cafés on this street. Across the road I saw the bright sign of Red Velvet, they were closing too, and a little further to the right were Café Linné and Café Linné. Yes, there were two cafés with the same name. And another one on the other side of the street. I still hadn’t been able to figure out if they all belonged to the same chain.

I squinted my eyes. A shiver ran down my spine. Could this be happening?

“Max?”

A man got out of a chair outside the third Café Linné. I hurried over there, without thinking. My heart was beating in my throat and the key to the café dug into the palm of my hand. Max was standing next to a table and it looked as if he had eaten there. The paper from a wrap and some lettuce leaves were scattered across the table next to three little cups that must have contained espresso.






	
	


	
		Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Dripping: A Collection of Erotica for a Rainy Autumn Day on the Couch with a Blanket.

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





OPS/TOC.xhtml

    Contents


  

		Title


   		Copyright


   		
The Waitress
      
      		Chapter


      




   		Sex and Sensibility


   		
LUST
      
      		Sex and Sensibility - Erotic Short Story


      




   		
A passionate commute
      
      		A passionate commute


      




   		
Nettles and Sauna
      
      		Chapter


      




   		
The First Time
      
      		Chapter


      




   		
A Passionate Flame
      
      		A Passionate Flame


      




   		
Stay with Me
      
      		Stay with Me


      




   		
Catch Her If You Can
      
      		Catch Her If You Can


      




   		
A Dream of Paris
      
      		Chapter


      




   		
Free Will
      
      		Chapter


      







  


OPS/images/9788727091938_cover_epub.jpg
A Collection o0 T Ee NG Rainy Autumngs
Day on the Couch with a Blanket .

K |







