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SYNOPSIS
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Do you like to enjoy yourself with the pleasure of sex? If not, you better stop reading.

Find a good corner to hide, because you may feel sorry for a few moments.

This dynamic and fun story tells of a young woman introduced into her unique life through the multiple rules imposed on her. Soon you will discover a way to enjoy your good way of life and you will find yourself perfect to improve your personal world and six.

Single and uncomplicated mixes real stories with erotic fantasies and a good manual to learn like you never knew if you did it right.

After going pretty crazy, you will be the author of your own story.
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CHAPTER 1
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BORN AGAIN

BUBBLES ... I can only think of that bubble wrap you wrap the dishes in. The one that you start to explode and you become such a fulfilled person that you could reach ecstasy.

It all started the day I was single. There are many paths to being single, I choose any one, that of leaving my boyfriend. She was completely convinced that she was better off alone than in bad company. The only thing I did not know at the time is that being alone is not as easy as it seems.

All your life with someone and suddenly you consider sleeping alone, walking alone and paying your bills alone. Everything is more complicated and simpler. Walking alone is great, because you don't have someone by your side telling you and how cold

ago, or where are we going, or are you tired already? How heavy, if you just have to relax.

Returning to the interesting thing, I decided to go my way alone.

You rebuild your life, you keep some friends, but you realize that most of them were mutual friends and you have to do without them. It is not that you dispense exactly, it is that your own friends, the kind for whom you call yourself by your own name and not by "the girlfriend of ...", they have been a little removed from your life many years ago and you don't even keep their phones.

You realize that everyone has their life and almost everyone has a partner. So they meet other couples to have fun.

It looks like you are going to sink. , Ha !!!!! Don't be stupid little girl, you are a sweet pear, now you are single.

Suddenly, everyone wants to introduce you to someone, they want you to go to parties and you are always well received. You become a person even a little more sympathetic, and that is because now you need the rest of the world, the one you had left over when you were well tucked in at home. Self-reliance fills you up and you feel super independent. You start to play sports and blablabla. 

Let's get in the background. I am a girl, well, I can call myself a woman, I have entered my 30s, but my adventure in being single started five years ago. Yes, it seems silly but it is an adventure. You go from being a girl with very clear values ​​about love and principles about how relationships should be to become a woman completely convinced that men are not worth it and that all those beautiful words you want to hear are the the way they have been taught to take you to bed.

At first you don't know where to start, so you just start by sticking your head out of the car window and saying: handsome! 

You feel deeply liberated, not because the boy is handsome, that doesn't matter to you, but because you have no reason to feel guilty. You are not betraying anyone by looking, imagining and insinuating. Then you rebuild your social life. You meet new friends (infiltrators who initially have the mission of taking you to bed, but who accept that the only thing you can offer them is a friendship). The most interesting thing comes when you make a group of single friends and not so single, but who happen to be more liberal than you. As the years go by, you take stock and realize that if we calculate the percentage, taking into account all the men you could have slept with and the ones you have actually taken to bed, you are almost a virgin, hehe.

Well, at first you think that the solution is to become a fatal woman. You are completely convinced that you do not want more relationships, is that true? You look for prince charming over and over again. Poor naive little princess, time passes and you realize that not even the frogs arrive.

This is putting men in a bad light, because in my single career I have met wonderful men with whom I have wanted to keep in touch because of the person they are on the inside, but they are the least, ALERT!

First point, describe myself. When I was a child I was blonde, with perfect curls and big eyes and lips that I had in mind, they were a defect that I would operate on growing up. Then you grow up and you see the good in all these points on your face, but the curls have already been smoothed out after stretching and stretching for years. Now you get them based on foam and dryer. The blonde seems to become a problem and you decide that for your single stage it is better to be a brunette, that they are more beautiful. Then you ask your sister's boyfriend how you fit, and neither short nor lazy he tells you that you look like a whore. At first you try to convince yourself that this was not the effect you wanted, but it can help you. Lie!!! a little if you were looking for that effect, you are trying to be the perfect fatal woman and you are on the right track.

Your wardrobe also changes a bit, since you don't have to put up with anyone telling me, don't wear that or I'm going to have to kill everyone who looks at you, can't you wear something more discreet? You confirm that you wear what you want and that you are exactly where you wanted to be. And the final point comes, you go out to flirt. How confused we are. No girls, no, bars are not a good place to meet the man of your life. You know a lot of dirty men who want to take you to ... where ... we've already learned that, to bed.

Soon you start asking your friends, who have been in the single profession for a longer time. You have met a wonderful boy, he has asked you for the phone number and surprise, you have given it to him, and that you do not usually do that. He sent you a message that same night and the next day he called you. Is that what you like, right? Then the notifications start on the mobile, what does that mean? And they explain to you that he remembers you. And you wonder why he doesn't call me and that's it? Maybe he is waiting for me to call him? This is more complicated than it seemed. If he sends you a message and more notifications begin to arrive, does he remember me? But if I have already seen him, why do he insist? Well, it is pressing. This is harassment and I let myself. They meet on a Friday and love arises. The next day you are anxiously awaiting his call. Monday arrives and you still don't know anything about him, but what happened? You wonder. And you start organizing your head and creating theories.

The women called right away, about Monday. I thought the men would call the day after, on Tuesday. Well no, they just don't call you, they have already taken you to bed, they will wait for the very day they want to be with you again. Then on Wednesday you are climbing the walls and blaming yourself again and again for sleeping with him and you make your plans with your friends to calm down that weekend and hate men a little more.

Friday comes and calls you, if you want them to meet. What a man! I already have plans, but why don't you stop by the Bar where I am and see you? Already, you have fallen into the trap, you will kiss him again because he has come up there to see you and that is that he has an interest in me, right? You ask yourself. Of course not silly, he does it to get you back to bed.

You will start to keep track of the condoms that are left in the box and you will go crazy because you do not get the accounts. Were you prepared to be a fatal woman? Being one means that all this does not matter to you and that you use it just as he does you. That you have no intention of calling him and that his call is completely indifferent to you. It is true, you have to have a completely cold heart and convince yourself that sex is a physical exercise with which you expend adrenaline and purify your mind.

But I have skipped parts. Yes, those in which you go out with your two friends and one, half of the bar they look at her and the other, the other half. They laugh because you are a cheap single woman and you always criticize all the men you meet. That if that one wears white shoes, that if the other one wears horrible sneakers, the other's hair, this one is short and so with the whole bar,

Let's go back to the description and tell the story as if it were happening to me now. I am a 25 year old girl, I have my job, my flat and my car. I mean, a woman's treasure to be unearthed. Medium height, slim body and brunette with green eyes. With black hair, yes, but I paid for the hair dyeing, so the black one is mine.

The thing is, they don't say anything to brown-haired women on the street, hair-wise of course.

They always get confused and yell at you: brunette! or blonde !. Of course, if they called you chestnut, you wouldn't know very well what they mean, because you have black hair. Imagine this situation: you go down the quiet street, ready to buy bread and the truth is that you are untidy, but everyone looks at you and you start to wonder if it is because you have a Martian hanging from your face. Suddenly, a young man with his yellow car and the “loud” music yells at you chestnut !. What do you think?

Indeed, I had to have combed my hair a bit to go out for the bread, they just called me a chestnut, what a horror. So you start to realize that people look at you on the street, girl, it's that you're pretty and thank God you're single, before they didn't even look at you. You soon realize that you have to dress up more, that you always go as if you just woke up and you deserve to stay beautiful. And you dress up more, you look beautiful. 

The truth is that I am beginning to deviate from the subject again.

Let's focus. Let's talk about concrete situations.
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CHAPTER 2
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YOU AND YOUR DEBTORS, ME AND MY DEBTS

I TALK with the owner, he tells me that at this moment we are immersed in a sea of ​​doubts due to the bad times that run, where money takes over and work is scarce.

Day after day the same as always, the same song and I have to accept it, I don't care. There is only something important in my head. 

I'm supposed to start by introducing myself: Good morning, my name is Daniel Martínez and I'm calling you from your bank. Yes, that same bank to which you have stopped paying.

This is my real name, I never say it on the phone. Anyone risks filing a complaint. That they look for me. 

I am not very tall. I have dark skin, dark hair, and darkest eyes yet. My hands are fine and my body is normal. Come on, I have crazy women. What else would I like! It's a joke.

Despicable life that has not left me, choose my body. I'm not complaining either, life endowed me with something very good. Unfortunately, it is not visible to the naked eye. Although I think if you look better, you might come to appreciate it.

I work on an accounts receivable platform. I used to work in telemarketing, but the future is collecting bills. Defaulters are in fashion. Wonderful crisis that allows me to develop my professional career in a world where arguing, insulting and threatening is valued. A wonderful job where I am not paid enough to live, my commissions are stolen, and it makes me aggressive. That is very difficult to get rid of even after six.

It was not always like this. Before it came just to the end of the month, but it did. I'm not even trying anymore, my credit cards are about to explode.

He was happy, he went out once a month. Sometimes even two. But I laughed a lot.

He had an active social life. I have made friends in all the jobs I have been in, and there are many already. He was always here and there. Always accompanied.

Now I wander from one place to another. It has affected me physically, because I have dark circles that I thought only existed in the movies and with a lot of effort, they are gone.

Here I am sitting, not listening to the excuses this client is telling me. I only have a mind for Carola. 

Woman among women. My God, it must be at least two inches off me. Her perfect curly hair falling down her shoulders, encircling her perfect face. It is unique. 

Together we would be like chocolate chip cookies. I am dark and she is white as milk. 

She is a doll, too woman even for me. I no longer speak of the rest, that they do not even reach his heels. Me, heartbreaker until I saw her. 

I don't even know why women like me.

Some have explained to me that it is because I do not show any interest in them. But with Carola, as much as I walk away and try to show her that I don't like her in the least, it doesn't work. She continues to ignore me as if I were the one looking at her in the distance and unable to get close. I don't even think I know I exist.

-I'm under your home! 

I've come to take the TV with me! 

The one who screams and looks at me with a mocking smile is Raúl, my partner.

Physically I would not know how to describe it if you asked me. More than anything, because being a man I should not know if my friends are handsome or ugly. Raúl is ugly.

He is also my best friend. Ugly and my best friend, the poor man has everything. He's the funniest guy on the platform and he's always flirting. Not with clients, we all do that.

I know that client. You spoke to him the other day and insulted him.

He's taking just revenge.

-Of course I'm under your house ... yes, but you're looking out the window that overlooks the patio, I'm in the portal! 

What a lie the colleague is telling. I hope it goes well for you.

"Heh, what an idiot." That he has swallowed it. If I have a flower stuck in my ass. I was looking out the patio window!

"Is he going to pay you?"

"Or I'll take the TV."

"But he's in the Canary Islands."

"Of course he's going to pay me, he's on his way to the bank right now." I already told you, I'm watching. They call me, will they want to pay me? ...-

It's funny, although if you don't live it, you don't see the humor in it. We have to embrace poverty and Raúl with his mischievous smile makes us forget that we are working with desperate people.

Little nonsense. If there is everything here. I wouldn't risk it for a Home Cinema, as people do. Most are clever excusing themselves in the crisis. There is a crisis for everyone, but I don't have a Home Cinema. From here you go out learning more about life, than in life itself, from all the stories they tell you.

And all this time, with the phone in silence and without listening to the amount of lies that this one is telling me. 

—He says he's going to the bank right now— No matter how hard I try, I don't even believe it. "But it's closed now."

-Be very careful on the road, that with the weather that something is not going to happen to the car.

"But the bank is already closed." Not yet in the Canary Islands, but here yes.

—And what do you tell me? If every day he tells me he's going to the bank. I already stopped threatening him, he will never pay me.

"And
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