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            Hot off the press
      

         

         When I managed to finish the last book in the Boundless series, I thought that I had enough composure to write the entire Feisty Ladies series - a total of eight books. But how could I have been so naïve?

         Suddenly, this firefighter appeared. No, in fact, it was the beautiful Klara who tapped me on the shoulder one night. Taking Rune with her by the scruff of his neck, she showed me their story.

          
      

         I must warn you, dear reader. This series is filled with hot love and sweet words.

         The steamy scenes that tend to make us red in the face are still included but padded out a bit with a focus on the characters’ emotions and their enticing love.

         In my opinion, this is genuine love literature.

         But remember, this is pure fiction.

         Enjoy Klara and Rune's story.

      
   


   
      
         
            Hand on heart
      

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Rune
      

         

         Elias nudges me kindly as he walks past to hang up his freshly polished helmet. "Are you ready for a shift with the elite crew?"

         A little heads up we work in the fire brigade.

         "As long as you’re on the team, there will only be one of us with a handicap," I tease him, and I’m rewarded with a slap on the arse. "Harder or I’ll scream," I groan excessively.

         "You're so gross, you old shit," he laughs shaking his head.

         "What did you say?" I throw myself at him, groping his arse vulgarly. "You want to suck my dick, is that what you dream about?"

         Our colleagues burst into loud laughter, and even Elias can’t help himself. The boss on the other hand, stands in the doorway to his office. Dan, a fifty-four year-old grump, has recently divorced, and his ex-wife took his sense of humour with her when she moved out. He doesn’t have to say anything. His stinging look and downturned mouth are enough for us all to shut up and hurry back to our seats.

         We all check the gear in our lockers, so it is ready when the alarm rings. We only have sixty seconds to be fully clothed before the truck rolls out of the garage. But as a rule, we need to be able to do it in thirty seconds. So, it is important that everything is in the right place. Soon, when we are all done, we’ll have a quick rundown with the boss, who will update us with news from all over the country and what happened the night before. Sometimes Dan also covers fires abroad. In our time off, because we can’t help ourselves, we track various fires around the world anyway, but the boss always has more information than anything we can find.

         We chat while we get our gear organised. Yes, the boss has shut himself back inside his cage again.

         I am not completely happy with my boots, which should be attached to my overalls, so that I can stick my feet directly into the boots and half pull on my pants at the same time. Now, it's not because I have to do it like that, but if I look down the row of uniforms, all of theirs have been prepped in the same way.

         It's difficult to be a firefighter at times, but it's also a hugely exciting job. Yes, we see things that some people would not want to or could never deal with, but the feeling of adrenaline pumping though our veins when we drive to an emergency call out is addictive. I love my job and the situations I am exposed to. Even the cases where we can’t manage to save the person, for example, someone trapped in a crashed car. There aren’t many big fires, but they happen occasionally. Denmark is not the busiest country for a firefighter. I know this because I have worked abroad and still do so when the opportunity arises. I always save up half of my vacation so I can go help out in another country if they reach out. Forest fires in Brazil, for example, are massive, and if they ask for help, firefighters pour in from all corners of the globe. It is a crazy experience, helping to put out these kinds of fires. On top of that, it also gives us a hell of a lot of experience. Throwing yourself into a fire in the Amazon rainforest is not without risk. I'm not the only one here at the station who offers up their help, but not everyone is as lucky as me to not have a partner or a family. It’s not because they can’t offer their help, but they have their kids to think about. Well, I have that too, but my daughter is only with me one weekend a month.

         I bend down and check my gear one last time as female voices carry in from the street. We are in the garage, where the fire trucks are parked. The station door is open because we have just hosed the place down. And it's damn hot in here near the trucks. It's still spring, but summer is just around the corner, and temperatures are rising steadily. Because we’ve let some air in, it is possible to hear the two women, and see them, for that matter. Without straightening up, I turn my head to look at them. At first, I continue adjusting some of the gear, but when I catch sight of her, it's as if something hits me hard in the stomach.

         I freeze.

         The girls are about to pass the entrance. One laughs as she throws her head back. She has black hair and I swear it goes all the way down to her arse as she laughs up towards the sky. But she is nothing compared to the other woman, who smiles broadly as she finishes her sentence. It's her I'm staring at. Like I've never seen a beautiful woman before, I stare idiotically. I can’t hear what witty remark came out of her mouth. Had her beauty not stolen my ability to speak, I would have called out to her that I wanted to hear the joke. I would have invited them in for a cup of coffee and offered to be the judge of her jokes. This is how I have scored several women in my years as a firefighter. It is not only because I am attractive, with my supple and muscular body. My short dark and messy hair that makes my green eyes pop attracts them, too. Even though I shave, you can always see my stubble, because my hair is so dark. With a sharp jaw line, I’m not afraid to look a woman deep in the eyes, and my height and broad shoulders also work in my favour. I won’t continue describing how I look, otherwise I will just sound too self-absorbed.

         I fail to notice that I am still bent over my things, and I have completely stopped what I’m doing. She is beautiful. The kind of beauty that comes from within. Her warmth surrounds her in a way I have not experienced before. She is not very tall. Her hair is thick, with a little curl to it. It is light brown and sits at her shoulders, which I usually don’t like. I prefer long hair that I can pull while I take them from behind. She is slim, but not to the extent that you’d brag about her as a boyfriend because she looks like a model. And she giggles. I don’t like women who giggle. They remind me of schoolgirls. Still, the sound of her giggling appeals to me, and I take it upon myself to smile as my eyes scan down over her body. Her body is covered with a worn denim jacket, a tight top and a loose, white, thigh-length skirt with a floral print. She is wearing Converse shoes in a very small size. She is fucking hot in her casual clothes that look absolutely perfect on her.

         "She’s a little too young for you, old boy," Bo ruins my dream with a grunt, throwing his boot at me. I didn’t realise that I was so obviously staring.

          
      

         "Not too young to stare at," Malthe helps.

         "Or fantasize about in the shower," Silas admits.

         The friend looks at us and her laughter is replaced by a cheeky, purring sound. We're supposed to hear her. And we damn well do. She slows down, allowing us to look at them a little longer. Her friend, who has stolen my ability to speak, doesn’t notice us and keeps moving while still talking, with a big smile on her lips. Lips that I can’t see the shape of, because she is only in profile, and because she is too far away.

          
      

         "What are you talking about?" I growl at my shit colleagues. "She’s damn well only twenty or so. Only a kid.” Kid could be an exaggeration, but she looks young. Too young. For me.

         "Twenty-four," explains Tobias, who comes around the truck.

         "How do you know that?" It’s Silas, the curious one.

         I still can’t tear my eyes away from her.

         "Hey Klara," Tobias shouts loudly, and the princess, which is what I think I should call her, stops to look at us in surprise. Tobias’s tone is harsh as he makes it clear to us where he knows her from. "I know that because she's my little sister." He's on his way over to her, which means he's going to pass by me. He passes … with his middle finger right in my face. At the same time, he announces: "So she’s twenty-four and you’re thirty-three, so I have to say that you’re right, she’s only a kid."

         In other words, - keep your hands off, which I, of course, intend on doing. I meant it when I said she was only a kid.

         The said kid’s eyes flick towards mine more than once as she walks towards her brother. Despite my claim that shoulder-length hair, giggling and schoolgirls aren’t to my liking, I take it upon myself to smile back. Of course, I stop immediately, because there is no need to stick my neck out too far. Yes, we're back onto my looks. I know I am what women like, and she is no exception. Her grey eyes don’t look like Tobias’s at all, but it might just be because hers are full of interest. And her interest is aimed directly at me. She tries to hide it, but it's obvious. Her eyes are constantly searching for mine. And it has nothing to do with the fact that I can’t look anywhere but at her, so she might feel a little embarrassed.

         "Hey, you,“ the friend flirts, pointing at me as she moistens her lips with the tip of her tongue in a vulgar way.

         She is incredible, and everything she does makes her look even naughtier. But not like the princess, who doesn’t have to do anything at all to make my body tingle with interest.

         "You were on last year's calendar." It is her friend, completing her sentence.

         She is right. I was on a calendar in my firefighter gear. Or partially dressed in my gear. My pants were unbuttoned, and they hung low on my waist so you could see the top of my pubes. My jacket was open to expose my abdominal muscles that took blood, sweat and tears to make so defined.

         I shake my head, because suddenly I'm embarrassed for being a piece of meat on paper. Not because several of my colleagues were there, but… The princess's eyes are on me, and she doesn’t look impressed by that information. Usually, women love to have a calendar with us on it shoved in their hand, but okay, the princess is just a giggling schoolgirl.

         The friend nods. "Yes. I will never forget that distinctive face. One metre and ninety-three centimetres tall, complimenting your one hundred and two kilos…”

         "Yes, okay, that's enough," I interrupt, because I don’t want the princess to hear any more of the things her friend is listing off, as if she had rehearsed it.

         I have a ten-year-old daughter. After the breakup with her mother, I have stayed away from anything serious with women. When she walked out on me, it knocked me. Our relationship was completely out of control in the end. I was too jealous, and she felt suffocated - that’s what she told me. All of this is on the calendar under my picture for the month of April. Just in other words, of course, because I don’t want to seem weak. There is also the lie that I am looking for my true love who will love my daughter as much as I do. And so on.

         "Sorry about yesterday," Tobias mumbles, embracing his sister and lifting her up, so that she laughs up at the ceiling.

         And what do I do? I'm still staring. I can’t figure out how to breathe, because the sound of her joy is about to knock my feet from underneath me. She sees my astonishment and a faint blush creeps up along her slender neck, and then spreads to her cheeks. She is shy. I can’t stand insecure women. Or I couldn’t stand them. Now I'm obviously totally crazy about them.

         Tobias quickly looks over his shoulder as he puts his sister down. With his big paws around her arms he guides her around, so she stands with her back to me. So she can no longer see me, but I can damn well still see her. Or her body at least.

         Okay, now it's time to level out again. I blink a couple of times and do my best not to drool over her anymore. Instead, I concentrate on getting my job done, so I'm ready for our next call out.

         Silas' well-informed laughter hits me in the back just as hard as his whack on my shoulder does. A gesture that means he has seen it. Not that Tobias is trying to cover up his sister. No, he has seen that I’m interested in her.

         I can’t be bothered with this shit, so I grab his helmet down and throw it at him. "I’m going in to put the coffee pot on before the meeting."

         "Do it. And while it is brewing, you could take a cold shower,” grunts the idiot.

         A giggling sound tickles my ears; it's impossible not to stare at her.

         Her eyes are grey as steel, but they aren’t cold to look at. The grey colour almost resembles flashing lightning. Like lightning dancing in the sky during a thunderstorm. I'm damn sure that if I was allowed to look deeper into her eyes, I would see a storm that could create thunder.

         Butut that will not end up happening, because as I said, she is only a kid.

         And then she suddenly steps past her brother and walks straight towards me. I just want to point out, it’s not me breaking any big brother boundaries right now, it is bloody her. So I shouldn’t get the blame.

         Lost, I look at Tobias, who is already trying to kill me with his eyes. But I haven’t done anything, damn it! Okay, I could have managed to turn around and go inside, but… let’s not forget that she has the ability to make my body stiffen, so even breathing is challenging.

         With a gentle smile, she stops in front of me. "Klara." I look down stupidly at her small hand. Without knowing I am doing it, I reach out and close mine around hers. It is warm and her skin feels soft, like silk. Immediately, my horny brain wonders if the rest of her body feels just as delightful.
      

         "And this is our newest member," laughs Silas. "His name is Rune, and he has only been with us for a month." Tobias grabs his sister's forearm. "And he's thirty-three years old." She doesn’t seem particularly concerned about my age. Tobias sees that too, so he continues being a jerk. "And he has a ten-year-old daughter." "Really!" She sounds surprised, but also disappointed, or maybe it's just my irritation that makes it sound like that to me.
      

         Why the hell did she have to know that as well? Not that I'm ashamed of my daughter. Not at all. I love her and I'm so damn proud of her. She's probably the only thing right I've done in my life. And she loves me, with all of my flaws.

         I feel resistant as Tobias pulls his sister away, but my hand can’t let go. My eyes will not look anywhere else but into her grey orbs. Though they keep darting away from my eyes, just to find them again, I can’t break my gaze. It feels so amazing when we make eye contact over and over again. Her eyes send small jolts through my chest.

         “Um,” she smiles. “Are you okay?”

         It dawns on me that I look like an idiot, and now it also strikes me that I didn’t introduce myself. The others did because I was a mute fool.

         I let go of her hand and turn around with a shrug, as if I don’t care what she thinks of me. I have to do something to cover up how embarrassed I feel. "I’ll go in and make the coffee."

         "Yes, you said you would," Silas teases. "But we didn’t get an answer on that cold shower."

         There's no need to make myself a laughing stock anymore, so I refrain from answering and step out into the kitchen. Here I stand like an imbecile, staring impatiently at the coffee machine while it brews. Usually we help each other get organised, then we're all ready for the meeting at the same time, but I can’t be out there where she is. Klara. It's a crazy reaction, so I don’t completely trust myself, or the hormones that are pumping through my body right now.

         I stiffen as the sound of her shy laughter floats out to me in the kitchen. There is nothing I can do as she and her brother enter through the doorway and pass by the open plan kitchen. I turn my head and our eyes collide. She looks away, but a moment later we’ve made eye contact again already.

         "Stare the other way," Tobias turns to me as the crew comes in behind them.

         His words make Klara's cheeks turn red. She smiles shyly at me as she fixes her hair tucking it behind one ear. She's becoming even nicer to look at.

         Stare in the other direction, a very sensible voice repeats deep inside my head. Yeah, I need to try and stare in the other direction, so she doesn’t get any ideas about us. It's apparent that my ideas are dirty.

         As if lightning from her grey eyes hit me right in the arse, I push off away from the kitchen bench and mumble quickly as I go off to the bathroom: “If the boss sees those two, he will go crazy. I just need to take a leak. You guys can manage the cups and the coffee.”

         Silas whispers teasingly, making sure I can hear him: “He's just a bit too fixated on that coffee, isn't he? And are we sure that he needs to piss? I reckon that he needs to go out and pull himself together, quick smart.”

         The cold water splashes down in the sink, and as I put my hands under it, it sprays up on my t-shirt. I bend down and splash water on my face. I keep at it as if I am trying to wash the image of her smiling face away from the retinas of my eyes.

         The others are bustling about outside, and I can hear cups clinking against each other. They're on their way to the meeting. I need to hurry. You don’t come late to anything that has to do with the boss, not since his divorce.

         At once, I turn towards the exit, tear off a piece of paper towel and dry my face. I open the door and storm out. Or that is, I bump directly into the far too lovely Klara.

         "Ouch!" she exclaims in horror.

         "Sorry," I reach out to steady her, because we bumped into each other quite hard for someone her size. My hands close around her upper arms. "Are you okay?"

         She nods, embarrassed. "Yes, are you?"

         My eyebrows shoot up. "Are you asking if I’m hurt?"

         She nods. She's serious.

         I chuckle, because it's funny that she would think that her tiny, soft body could hurt me. "Yes," I answer with amusement in my voice. "I am alright. I don’t think it will bruise. "

         She looks down at me. "You’re completely wet. You know you have to take your clothes off before you shower.”

         She's teasing me and I love it. I still have my big mitts around her arms.

         With a radiant smile, she looks into my eyes, and everything around us disappears. Maybe she's a witch, because right now we're in the middle of nowhere with a blazing sun shining straight down on us. We're floating. What else can explain the strange feeling in my stomach, the burning heat in my body, and my dry mouth?

         "The others have already gone into the meeting." Her voice is quiet and gentle.

         I nod. "Yeah, I'm on my way there too, I was just going to …" Okay, I'm really not at my finest when she's around. I'm supposed to just say sorry, let her go, and get my arse to the meeting.

         "You just had to take a shower with all your clothes on." She smiles gently.

         I nod, even though it's bloody well not true, but because she's captured me with her eyes, and I'm not able to do anything else.

         Luckily, her friend is still here, and her voice makes my feet hit the ground again. "Klara, hurry up, I have to pee before we go shopping."

         I snatch my hands away from her as if I have burned myself, and with a cough I try to get past her without touching her. This is really not possible in a doorway, considering my size, so while we both apologetically struggle to each go our own way, our bodies brush against each other. A moan of agony escapes me, and frustrated by my horny body I grab her again. This time it's around her waist. A far too sexy sound escapes her full lips as I lift her up and swap our positions. I put her down.

         Because she made that sound, her plump lips now have my full attention. And her smell has also captured my attention.

         "Strawberry Hubba Bubba," blurts my useless mouth.

         This time, there is a deep colour to her blush, but she surprises me by suddenly chewing as if she has been given a task to chew her gum. While she's up to something with her mouth, yeah, it looks like she's building up to something, I still have my hands on her body. She gets ready, and then… It starts out as a small, pink bubble, but quickly the bubble forming out of her mouth grows bigger. She keeps going.

         An uncontrollable desire makes me reach up and stick a finger through the bubble that fills half of her face. It pops.

         I smile at her surprised sound, but the sight of the pink chewing gum stuck to her nose and cheeks makes me burst out laughing. While she removes it from her face with a speed that tells me that she has done this before, I can’t stop laughing. She's too damn cute to not be infatuated by her.

         "Luckily it's Hubba Bubba," she giggles and puts the gum back in her mouth.

         "Why fortunately?" I manage to stop laughing.

         She blows another bubble, but not so big this time. She locks it off, so the air stays in, then she takes it out and…

         Pop!

         My face is plastered in chewing gum.

         What the fuck?!

         She grabs it and… the chewing gum is gone.

         "See for yourself," she smiles. She's studying my chin. "No, wait a minute, there is something…"

         Her beautiful face comes closer to mine, and I can see the delicate patterns in her grey eyes. There is bloody well lightning in there. The patterns look like it. They’re just lacking those flashes that lightning creates in the sky. Shit, she is hot, lovely and beautiful … I am completely fascinated by this little thing.

         She removes some chewing gum from my chin. "And also, a bit there."

         Her fingers touch my lower lip, and I am hit. The lightning didn’t even flash. It just knocked right into me. It felt like the ground was shaking under me because there was so much power in it.

         "It's okay," I stammer. "I have to run to the meeting now."

         I run away like a little girl. I'd rather take twenty bollockings from the boss than be alone with the alluring Klara.

         Just after the meeting, I slip into the sleeping quarters to hide until I have to cook. Two of us cook every day and we take it in turns. I bloody well hope that Klara is gone when I have to fry up the beef patties, otherwise they will just have to be served raw, so I can hide again as soon as possible.

         I throw myself on the bed, cross one arm under my head and use the other to cover my eyes. My mind and my body are a mess. Tobias’s little sister should not be able to do that to me. She's not my type at all. She is the exact opposite of what I usually go for. And she's at least seven years too young for me. Well, and she's Tobias’s sister. As a golden rule, you stay away from your colleagues' wives, girlfriends, and siblings. I shouldn’t start anything. I'm the new one here.

         I moved here because I found a house closer to my daughter. It doesn’t matter that I am up to my ears in debt. It’s worth it to know that when my daughter gets older, she will be able to visit me because we live within walking distance of each other. Financially, I'll probably be fine. I always pull through.

         Suddenly, I open my eyes and listen. It’s laughter, and not just from my colleagues. Shit, the women are still here. Well, our boss Dan must have gone home. Well, isn’t this great. If it’s going to be like this then I won’t be making burger patties, but million-dollar pasta bake.

         I stretch and rub the sleep from my eyes. It was not my intention to take a nap, but when you lie in the dark and try to shut out listening to the movements of a certain woman, that's what can happen.

         I take a deep breath in. What the hell?! The smell of onions being fried makes me get up and go out to the others.

         "What’s going on here?" I scratch my hair sleepily. Klara smiles, embarrassed, but she keeps chopping the carrots which I didn’tbuy.
      

         "It is okay. Sis is helping out with the cooking today,” Tobias answers.

         I grunt loudly, because no one can cook quite like I do. Just to prove that I'm better at smashing out vegetables than she is, I wash my hands and reach for another kitchen knife when Tobias announces, "She's training to be a chef."

         I slip my hand away, hopefully before she saw what I was reaching for. Cool! I'm good with spices, but I damn well can’t beat a chef’s talents.

         It's completely ridiculous to stare, but it’s not as if the damn kid doesn’t keep looking at me… while slicing carrots… without slowing… she is insanely fast, as if someone has pressed fast-forward on her.

         "Chef?" barks Silas. He grabs one of the root vegetables.

         “No way. I can’t understand how you could be bothered cooking on your time off.” He bites off a piece of parsnip, well, I think that’s what it's called, and chews in-between his words. "I can’t even be bothered to blow out the candles before going to bed when I’m off work."

         Both Tobias and I stare at him stupidly. He blushes. "Well, no, I mean …"

         I should add that Silas is single and lives alone. "Do you light candles when you’re at home?" smiles Tobias. “At home like at home alone? As in without a date? " " No, I didn’t mean it like that. I was just trying to be funny,” explains the poor guy.
      

         He can’t save himself, and he is mocked out of the room with loud laughter, with Bo and Tobias dancing after him like idiots. Tobias howls: "Two candles on a table, three redeeming words, four glasses…"

         "No, wait," Bo teases, stopping their tango. Tobias shows off his acting skills, looking at Bo and in a feminine voice says, “What do you say, my dear Sir?”

         Bo swings him down, the way you would only swing a lady while dancing, while Bo shouts his amendments to the song: “A candle on a table, no redeeming words, because Silas is very much alone. He tries to make it a little cosy but…" With a moan, Bo lets Tobias flop to the floor, who lets out a weird grunting sound as Bo says," Nope, I can’t rhyme."

         Silas has long since left, but he has not been able to escape from hearing them or the loud laughter we all break out into.

         With a wide smile, I go and help Tobias up by holding out my hand to him, when a radiant sound makes me stare at her. Klara stands bent over the bench, still holding the knife in one hand and a parsnip in the other. She is overcome with laughter, and when she finally recovers from her laughing fit, tears well up in her eyes.

         She is freaking delectable!

         My laughter mixes with hers. I know… The fun is over, but her laugh is contagious, and it's just so beautiful. It is not too loud, probably a little too quiet. As if she doesn’t want us to notice that she is enjoying all the joking around.

         "So, you like amateur entertainment," I smile, and go to sit on one of the two bar stools that are on the other side of the bench to where she is.

         She fans the tears away from her eyes, and her laughter is replaced by a smile that makes her petite face shine.

         Yes, I am dazzled by her beauty. I'm happy to admit it.

         "Hey!" Tobias turns towards me, and I look at him in surprise. "Stop that right now!"

         "Stop what?" I don’t get why he’s killing the good mood.

         "You can drop that flirting with my sister."

         I blink in astonishment as I sheepishly look between her and him. "I’m not flirting, and certainly not with her." Just because he caught me doing something I didn’t even know I was doing, I get up and leave, while I grumble angrily, or rather embarrassedly, "She's just a kid, man."

         I go down to the other end of the room and throw myself on the couch to turn on the telly. I'm sitting poorly. That is, I'm lying poorly, because if I sit up properly now, I can see out into the kitchen.

         Nope! I’m not sitting up.

      
   





Klara



I still haven’t figured out if it was a good idea or a bad idea, agreeing to help with the cooking. That boy Rune is intense. Is he still a boy when he's over thirty? Shit, those green eyes. They almost smoulder when we make eye contact. He is what you would call a real man, and I must admit that he is completely capable of wreaking havoc in my pants.

The kitchen and living room, or however it is referred to, are both in one large room. It's huge, but there are a lot of people here every day. At the end of the living room there are five more rooms. They are used as a retreat, to take a nap, or for sleeping at night. I've been here before. Not to cook, but to hang out with my brother, Tobias. He is twenty-nine years old and a full-time firefighter, but he works far more than he should. If I want to have some quality time with him, this is usually where we hang out.

I hate New Year's Eve. It is usually when they have the most call outs. People are drunk and don’t care. It’s the same thing with demonstrations. Sometimes the protesters go crazy and attack my brother and his colleagues while they try to put out their fires.

It is not uncommon for me to send him a message to see if he is ok. He always responds as soon as he can.

"Yes!" exclaims Malthe, who has just scored a goal in table football. Tobias growls something or other, and then they start again.

As I prepare the food, I look around, smiling at them all. From here, where I stand, I can see everything that is going on. Even what Rune is doing. Right now, he is slumped down on the couch and is pretending to be alone in his thoughts. He is wearing a T-shirt with a deep V-neck, Black Adidas joggers, and is the only one in bare feet. Even his feet look strong. I can’t tell what mood he's in. His smile is alluring, and I think he was flirting with me a bit earlier, but then he flipped and seemed to be more like an angry man than a flirt. It was a bit like he was trying to cover up that he was embarrassed.

Okay, now I know that he's not a boy, because I've already called him a man several times. A man that I have to stay away from, because he is surely the type that would break a young girl's heart. Also, he has a ten-year-old daughter. I'm too young to date someone with a child that age.

I gently shake my head at my crazy thoughts. It's typical of me to get carried away so quickly. The man has only smiled at me, and he made my body melt because he lifted me away from the toilet door. But it was only to stop the embarrassing situation we had ended up in. Well, also there was that annoying comment that he made, saying that he doesn’t think I’m an adult.

I give myself a mental scolding, just to be sure that the uncontrollable part of me understands the seriousness of not over-analysing any of this. Not because I've ever been one to sleep around, but you never know when I might become a little too easy.

I quickly glance over at Luna, who for a moment was able to show her worth at the table football table.

And then I turn back to cooking again, thank you very much. I have changed the meal a bit, so instead of ground beef, brown sauce and potatoes, the crew will have a Mexican stew. I just slightly changed the original recipe.

My eyes have their own will, so they keep falling on the man draped on the couch. Oh! He’s not anymore. He has moved and he is sitting facing me. Or… no actually, towards the kitchen, damn. The remote balances on his muscular thigh. His long arms are spread out to either side of him along the backrest. My heart hurts to look at him because he is so attractive. The TV is on, and he is facing towards it, but I'm not short-sighted. I can tell that he keeps staring at me. Or no, damn it! He keeps looking towards the kitchen.

I need to turn away, so I am not distracted. Luckily, I'm done chopping the vegetables. I have sautéed the onions and browned the meat, so now I just need to get the rest of the food in the oven. I have preheated it, and some of it is already in there.

Silas, Malthe, Bo and Tobias are still playing table football. Two of the others whose names I can't remember are sitting together playing PlayStation. And Luna has thrown herself onto an armchair and is completely occupied by her phone. Everything is noisy except for the TV, which Rune is watching. Yes, yes, I can remember his name, even though he's the newest on the team.

All this noise is enough to drive you mad; it's impossible to concentrate. I look around, opening drawers and cupboards while my head fills with the noise from the guys playing with their toys.

A pair of potholders are shoved in my face. I grab them with a smile as I look up. It's him, the one who is not a boy, but a man.

"Thank you," I squeak, as an annoying blush creeps over my cheeks.

His smile is not very wide, but it transforms his hard face. His green eyes gleam in a different way, compared to when he looks … just … angry. His short and slightly messy, dark hair makes my fingers tingle because I want to stroke them through his thick mane. I'm sure he's freshly shaven, but you can still see the dark outline of his beard, because it is as dark as his hair.

I tear myself away from my clear infatuation for him and open the oven to take the baking dish out. Rune watches me closely while I mix the food in the baking dish and put it back in the oven. He makes me so damn nervous because of his size. He bends down to see the food before I close the oven door and trap it in the heat.

He breathes in its smell and sighs dreamily. "When am I allowed to taste it?" He's obviously not angry anymore, but sure, men and food.

I put the potholders on the table. "In half an hour."

He stays standing in the same position in front of the oven, and now he's just looking at me with a boyish expression. Hmm, maybe you could call him a boy?

"Are you sure you're not even going to give me a taste?" Shit, I'm thinking of something completely different. I'm pretty sure he doesn’t mean what my brain is fixated on.

"It needs to be cooked first."

He slowly straightens up, and just like when we were at the bathroom, he seems even taller and broader.

"But even if it's not cooked, it still has flavour, right?" His stupid, green eyes twinkle even more now because his smile is wider.

He is talking in riddles, and just to show that I'm not afraid of flirting, I follow his lead. "Yes, it has flavour, but it is not as intense now."

"Intense," he says in a philosophical way, with a cheeky smile.

"Intense," I repeat, pursing my lips as I raise my eyebrows in an attempt not to become even more red. We are using all the wrong words in this conversation.

He looks at the food once more and then stands with his back to the drawers. He plants his hands on the kitchen bench and raises himself up with his arms and sits on it. Is there anything I can help with? I mean, this was meant to be my job today.”

I shake my head. In a vigorous attempt to clean up quickly so I can get out of the kitchen and away from him, I knock over the water jug.

"Shit!"

He stays put, even though the water is close to reaching his muscly arse. How do I know that? I really don't, but the man is ripped, his tight T-shirt is screaming this at me, so I wonder if his arse is too. Argh, he is so annoying; he is far too hot.

The dishcloth lying in the sink is filthy. I look around for some paper towels. Although I know for certain that it was here just a second ago, it's gone. I look down at the water on the table and Rune is already wiping it up. He has a paper towel in his lap and hands me it so I can throw it out.

"Maybe I should help after all?"

I shake my head in annoyance, but only at myself and my nervousness in his presence. Although the others can see us, I feel that we are alone, and the floor space between the two rows of cabinets is extremely narrow. "Sure?"

"You’ve just made yourself comfortable, so it's okay," I smile strained. I really need you to disappear back into the room again and stop distracting me, I scream hysterically in my mind.

He jumps down right next to me and scares the hell out of me. How a large man is capable of doing that, I don’t know, but he turned himself mid-flight, so that now we are standing shoulder to shoulder. Well, actually, he is gigantic compared to how tall I am, so let's just say that we’re standing side by side.

"You rinse and I’ll put them in the dishwasher." He nudges me lightly so that his upper arm touches my shoulder. I’m only wearing a top with thin straps and regretting that I didn’t throw on my denim jacket, because my skin is hypersensitive to his touch. My nerve endings make it feel like he is caressing me when he brushes me.

Fire, fire, fire, shouts the uncontrollable part of me, and it really doesn’t react to the siren-like warning. I become far too hot with him standing close to me. My hands begin to shake a little and my heart rate quickens.

"Are you okay?" he chuckles, but he didn’t just ask. No, no, he had to nudge me again, and now he is leaning a little to one side so that his beautifully shaped mouth is closer to my ear. "Too much noise?"

I don’t look at his direction at all, but I answer with a stiff nod

And the damn man does it again. This time, I get goosebumps, so then when he nudges me once more with his arm, I have difficulty breathing normally.

"Sometimes, right," he starts, leaning all the way down so he can mutter softly in my ear. His breath tickles my cheek. "I want to lock them all inside a room, so I have the place all to myself."

I can only say something once he has straightened up. "They wouldn’t be making any less noise if you did that."

He looks at me. I can feel it, but I don’t look up at him.

"You're right," he laughs. "What are we going to do with them then?" This, however, makes me look up at him in surprise.

"We?"

His smile is goddamn cheeky as he nods. "We’re the parents and we have to find a way to keep them quiet. We know they’ll shut up when they have something to eat, but what do we do with them before then? Maybe we should get them to wash the truck?”

I turn halfway towards him, and since I have been standing like that for a while, he looks at me with a ‘what have I just said?’ expression. I laugh in amazement. "Hey, you must forgive me for staring like a stuck pig, but considering your age, you should behave…"

Rune's roaring laughter drowns out my words. Even the others stop with their eternal racket for a moment to see why he is cracking up.

"A stuck pig?" he continues to laugh. "A stuck pig…" He is laughing hysterically now.

"Yes," I reply angrily, because he is making fun of me. "Have you never heard that expression before? You would think so, considering your age.” Shit! Too far below the belt! But he called me a kid to my brother. I'm not a kid!

He becomes silent. Slowly he turns towards me. Quickly, I turn my face towards the sink again, while saying a silent prayer that I will survive his anger. He just stands there looking at me for far too long. Eventually I can’t control myself and turn my face towards him again while crossing my arms under my chest.

"What?!" I’m prone to attacking a little, but I have always done that when I feel insecure.

He has changed completely. Just like when we made eye contact out in the garage. His green eyes are still twinkling, but they have a particular darkness about them. He doesn’t seem to be mad at my jab, he looks more… like he wants to kiss me.

No, I’m imagining things that aren’t there. Slowly, quite slowly, I feel the space between our faces become smaller. I can place his scent now. It’s a musky male smell mixed with fresh aftershave, which makes me picture a snow-peaked mountain. Although it’s not cold here. In here it is far too stuffy. Hot. Scorching hot.
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