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My name is Ernst. Late twenties, tall enough to reach the top shelf, curious enough to always wonder what’s behind a woman’s smile—and yes, unapologetically hungry for life and all its pleasures. Especially those that unfold behind closed doors.

I’ve had a few relationships, if you can call them that. They were more like scenic detours on a road trip to the land of mutual desire—beautiful at times, but none led to that elusive destination where lust and love share the same bed without asking too many questions.

My first girlfriend was sweet, polite, and scented like jasmine tea. She liked me, even flirted a little, but had declared her body a no-entry zone until marriage. Admirable, yes. But I wasn’t about to spend a decade rehearsing chaste kisses on the forehead while my testosterone tap-danced like a flamenco dancer on fire. I waved her goodbye with respect—and a cold shower.

The second was... well, experienced. A lovely woman nursing the bruises of a failed marriage. What she wanted was companionship: someone to sip wine with, watch documentaries about ancient Rome, and maybe hold hands on park benches. Sex? That was more of a polite gesture—a thank-you note rather than a fireworks display. She’d sigh and say, “All right then,” and I’d feel like I’d just asked for the last biscuit. Sweet woman, but passion shouldn’t feel like a scheduled dental appointment.

The third? Oh, she was gorgeous. Eyes like stolen stars and a laugh that could wake flowers. She said the magic words—I love you—but when it came to turning love into motion, there was always a reason why she couldn't. A headache. An early start. Mercury in retrograde. I don’t know. Maybe she loved me... just not that way. I, on the other hand, am a man of vigorous appetites. If love isn’t playful and sweaty at least half the time, then what are we even doing?

So here I am—single, spirited, and still searching for that woman who matches my rhythm. A goddess of passion, with fire in her eyes and no hesitation in her hips. Call me crude, if you must. I prefer honest. Because life is too short for lukewarm kisses and awkward pauses under the bedsheets.

I don’t want perfection. I want connection—the kind that starts with a glance and ends with tangled limbs and sleepy laughter. I know she’s out there. Somewhere. Probably driving some poor man wild just by licking the rim of her wine glass.

And when I find her... oh, there will be no excuses. Just chemistry. And a very locked door.

*  *  *
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I work in a large office in Istanbul—one of those sleek, glass-and-chrome jungles where fortunes rise and fall with the flicker of a screen. We trade shares, chase numbers, and drink too much burnt coffee while pretending we understand the economy better than the people who invented it.

Most days are a blur of spreadsheets and shouting, but that morning? That one stood out.

The manager, a man who usually only grunts when he speaks, suddenly appeared unusually alert. “Team, this is Giselle,” he announced with the enthusiasm usually reserved for quarterly bonuses. I looked up—and damn near dropped my pen.

Giselle.

Tall. Elegant. Confident. She had that walk—somewhere between a runway strut and a panther on the prowl. A cream blouse, dark slacks that hugged her like a rumour, and a hint of perfume that hit somewhere between sandalwood and temptation.

We shook hands. And yes, I held her hand longer than I should have. On purpose.

Now, let me be brutally honest—because that’s how I am. When a man meets a woman for the first time, there's a primal sorting hat in his head. Crude? Maybe. But real. We mentally file her under one of two categories: Yes or No—meaning, is she bedable or not. Morality and character evaluations come later, usually over breakfast—if there’s breakfast.

Giselle? She was an unequivocal Yes. No deliberation required.

And here’s the fun part: she was doing the exact same thing to me.

Her fingers didn’t flinch in my grasp. Her eyes—hazel, with just enough shadow around them to hint at secrets—met mine and held. No blink. No polite smile. Just that subtle twitch at the corner of her lips. I knew it. She knew it. We were evaluating each other like two gamblers at a poker table, both holding good hands, both deciding whether to raise the stakes or go all in.

There wasn’t a single word of flirtation spoken. But the message? Loud and clear. This one’s got potential.

And in that moment, the office disappeared. The emails could wait. The stock tickers blurred. Because Giselle had just walked in, and nothing—not even a market crash—was going to be more exciting than whatever this was about to become.

*  *  *
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It was lunchtime, and the cafeteria buzzed with the usual clatter—keyboards on break, voices rising above coffee cups, and the dull thrum of tired music from overhead speakers. I was sitting alone, halfway through a chicken wrap I didn’t particularly like, when a familiar scent caught my attention before I even saw her.

Giselle.

She approached with a tray in hand, that same feline grace in her step. Her blouse was unbuttoned just enough to suggest summer, not scandal, and her eyes locked on mine with amused confidence.

“Mind if I join you?” she asked, already pulling out the chair.

I leaned back, flashed her a slow smile. “I was wondering how long it’d take you.”

She cocked a brow. “You’re full of yourself, aren’t you?”

“Usually, yes—especially when I see something I want.”

She let out a soft laugh, sliding into the seat across from me. “And you want me?”

“No sense fencing around and wasting time, is there?”

Giselle nodded as she unwrapped her sandwich. “You’ve got a point. I don’t much like dancing around the obvious either.”

“So I take it you’re... unattached?” I asked, my tone casual but my interest anything but.

“I certainly am. At this stage, anyway,” she said, popping a grape into her mouth with a knowing smile. “I don’t do messy. No love triangles. No unfinished exes lurking in the background. I like my life clean and my intentions clearer.”

I smiled wider. “Now that’s refreshing. I’m the same, actually. No coded messages or cryptic moods. Just say what you want and why you're here.”

She leaned in a little, her elbows on the table, her voice low and silky. “So let’s be clear then—what do you want, Ernst?”

I met her eyes, steady and direct. “You. In my life. In my bed. Ideally in both—frequently and enthusiastically.”

She didn’t flinch. In fact, she grinned like I’d just read out the correct answer to a question she hadn’t even asked yet.

“Well,” she said, picking up her napkin and dabbing the corner of her lips, “at least I won’t die of boredom.”

She leaned back, eyes glinting with mischief. “How about you come to my place for dinner tomorrow?” she said casually. “Gives you time to buy chocolates and a bottle of wine.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Alright. Just give me your details.”

She slid her phone
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