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         “Johnny?”

         “Yes, sweetie?”

         Johnny was a muscular, fit bloke with a dark, neatly trimmed beard and kind, brown eyes. A man that you often found in the kitchen with his shirtsleeves rolled up and a tea towel leisurely chucked over his shoulder. He loved to cook, and both the women in this house were incredibly grateful for him coming into their life much more than he could ever have imagined.

         “Can’t you help me? I struggle with lads,” said Louise.

         With a surprised look on his face, he turned away from the TV screen and gazed at her while she slid on the couch next to him. She pulled her legs up and tucked her feet in beneath her. When they sat next to each other like that, it became blatantly apparent that she was not even half the size he was.

         “You have a problem with guys? Find that hard to believe.” His response was so direct and spontaneous; she immediately felt better.

         “Well, yes, it is like I don’t know what they want, I don’t get them. What is your driving force?”

         Johnny picked up the remote control, turned off the match and sipped his whisky.

         “Something nice to drink, an unprompted blowjob and the loving embrace of a lady.” He said and let out a booming laugh. “You have no idea how uncomplicated men are.”

         “A blowjob?”

         This made him react. She asked in such a playful way that he had to divert his thoughts, remind himself of Karin and once again don the responsible role. He fidgeted next to her. He liked talking to Louise, and he would like to carry on chatting for a bit longer. Oddly enough, he found it much easier to have a frank conversation with her than he did with Karin. He happily grabbed any opportunity presented to him even if she sometimes threw him off-kilter. She could sometimes be a little bit too cute. She could walk around the house a little bit too scantily clad. He was not inexperienced, and he had seen enough naked women in his life not to be blown away by that. But by Jove, this girl was magnificent. She was precocious, of legal age and had won the gene pool lottery.

         He cleared his throat. “Men love a good blowjob more than anything else. You can take him to the cinema, an expensive three-Michelin-starred restaurant or a trip to Paris, but what he will remember is the one time you woke him up by giving him a blowjob.”

         She was listening. He glanced over at her. She looked back with such unabashed, loving eyes that he just for a second feared she might try to give him a blowjob. To be sure, he leaned forward, placed his elbows on his knees, interlaced his fingers and pretended he was happy in that pose.

         “But don’t go buttering up some guy. Don’t change who you are for anyone else’s benefit.”

         She nodded but looked sceptical.

         “It never pays off in the long run. Sooner or later, you will be disappointed, frustrated and feel like you are not getting what you deserve. That’s a tough road to travel through life.”

         He noticed how she grew disinterested, slammed down his glass on the table and threw out his arm.

         “Okay, okay. You’re young, and you are not interested in sensible advice, I know, I know. You should have the opportunity to make all the mistakes by yourself. But what if I give you a few pointers when it comes to sex?”

         Her eyes lit up in a way that made him guffaw.

         “Okay. Here’s the deal. Get to know yourself first and foremost. This might sound like a cliché, but I am talking from a purely practical aspect. Find out what the fuck you like. If you need to, go out there and fuck a hundred different guys. Try things out. Be imaginative. But listen, I’ll tell you a few things that work, alright?! Have at least one night where you don’t go straight for the sex, but take your time with extensive foreplay. You can massage each other or whatever takes your fancy, but at least forget about the orgasm for a while. Forget about the p. Then you should ask him to go down on you, play with your boobs and not to rush it. To kiss you all over, i he knows how to, that is. It’s no bad thing if he shows you where he is heading, down to your clit, I mean, but he should take his time getting there. And eventually, when you are like putty in his hand, he can lick you a little. Just with the tip of his tongue, to gauge how far gone you are. The sensation will be so totally gorgeous that your whole body will tingle and he needs to be gentle if you are very sensitive down there. You have to talk about these things.

         You need to meet a guy that you can talk to about anything and everything. Communication is the most crucial thing in a relationship goddammit. Without Communication, nothing will work. But back to the subject on hand, so when he is licking you down there, without rushing anything, until you feel that you must have his tongue right there. You won’t need to tell him when, he will understand that from your body language. You will lose your ability to think; you will be tearing the sheet to shreds with your bare hands. And do you know what else he will do? Have you experienced this yet? He pushes two fingers inside you like this, at the same time as he is licking you.” Johnny moves his fingers back and forth in front of Louise’s face.

         “I’m not talking about some slapdash motion in and out, but steady-handed. He’s supposed to push in and then angle them towards himself. Inside of you. Until he feels a slight pressure when the ribbed skin in there starts to plump up.” Filled with passion, Johnny gets up from the sofa, raises his voice and starts gesticulating. “And when she cums, when I see she’s about to climax, I use the whole force of my arm like this.” Johnny shook his muscular arm, which he tensed from the shoulder all the way down to his fingertips. His eyes glowed like torches in the dark.

         “She needs to relax and let it happen, and not fight it. Then it will all happen for her, fountain orgasm like a whole damn irrigation system. Oh my, that is a delight to witness.” He sat down again, and his eyes seemed to cloud over as he stared into space. “It is natural.” He added in passing at the end, almost like a little footnote to the rest of his story.

         A pensive shimmer came over him. “Hey, don’t tell Karin about this. Please don’t say anything to your mum.”

         Louise shook her head slowly. She was so wet between her legs; her knickers had become slightly sticky.

         “I like talking to you, and I suppose it is good that you get to know a thing or two, but Karin... “ He scrunched his face together and looked ill at ease. “She often misinterprets things. Do you know what I mean?”

         Louise nodded again.

         “I know I can be crude sometimes, especially after a few drinks, but oh well...,” he slammed his hand down on her thigh. “Right then, I’m off to bed.”

         She got up from the sofa at the same time as he did and it took all her self-control to stop the impulse of grabbing hold of his hand and showing him into her bedroom.

         “Goodnight, then.”

         “Goodnight, Johnny.”

         She closed the door behind her, slumped down on the bed and masturbated until she climaxed in an orgasm that made her arch her back about fifty centimetres above the bed. She had already made up her mind. He was going to cum inside her, and she would not take no for an answer. She would have her stepdad’s cock inside of her, and that was that. Before she fell asleep that night, she had enjoyed two more hard orgasms.

         A week later, a mother-daughter row was already in full swing when Johnny entered the house. He took his shoes and jacket off as quietly as possible.

         “What about your jodhpurs? Why aren’t they here?” Karin asked as she was rummaging around in the pile of clothes on the side table in the living room.

         “Just told you, I don’t know where the jodhpurs are! You do the washing around here, don’t you?” Louise hissed at her mum.

         “Well, then they’re probably still in the basement then.”

         Louise glared at her mum, who had a knack for getting her back up in an instant if she could stop and think for a second instead of ramming 100 questions down her throat. Questions that weren’t questions, but more like poorly disguised attacks at her.

         “Don’t look at me like that, Louise,” Karin snapped. “Get your bag packed. Have you remembered your travel card? And the keys? You have to bring your keys with you if you intend to come home on Thursday morning. I will not leave the office just to come home to open the front door for you.” Louise was about to scream shut up, but Karin was already heading down the stairs.

         Johnny tried to sneak past with just a smile and a nod at Louise, as he suspected she would be crabby and he didn’t want to add to the matter. But she gave him a beaming smile while she bit her bottom lip as her eyes fixed on him in a way that made him genuinely nervous. She had been doing this for a whole week now. Giving off signals that were intended for him and that his body responded to with a resounding yes, but his polite, sensible mind turned down with a definite no. He was stuck in the middle with an evermore wavering moral compass.

         Louse walked off into her room, tore her trousers off and unbuttoned her blouse at the same time. She managed to unclasp the bra too and much like an escape artist, she squeezed out of the contraption and once naked, she hurled herself onto the bed and started stroking her private parts. She decided there and then that this was her only shot. She would be brave and just do it. She would take it all the way, no chance of backing away now. This was it. The thought of it made her heart pound inside her chest, and she no longer knew whether she would be able to make an intelligible sound. The erotic thoughts charged around her brain, urging the adrenaline on to suck up all the goodness from her pussy and pump it around in her body. It spurred her on while making her hornier. With the increasing pleasure, she eventually shouted: “Johnny! Johnny!”

         “Yes, sweetheart. What’s up?”

         “Please, come here. I need your help.”

         Seconds went by like the tide, like the pauses between the last few heartbeats of a dying patient. Then the door finally opened. “Yes, what...”

         She had so much adrenalin in her body that her arms were trembling and her fingers had grown weak, but she carried on rubbing herself with her hand inside her knickers. Used the other hand to lift her breast and squeezed it for his benefit, and moaned slightly, for his sake. Johnny hadn’t moved an inch. Her knuckles stretched her knickers to the maximum. He still hadn’t moved and still hadn’t said a word, but at least he was still there watching her from afar. The longer they shared this experience, the calmer she became, and when she began to get sopping wet, and she enjoyed herself without having a barrier of nervousness between them, she finally said: “I want you. I want us to fuck. Right now.”

         Then he moved at last. He turned around, shut the door behind him and took a big step into her room. She couldn’t stay still on the bed. Pleasure charged through her and made her arch her neck and moan out loud. She let two of her fingers slip in and out of her, lifted her pelvis, and the wet sound echoed through the room. Strands of her dark blonde, curly hair stuck to her forehead. The adrenalin had made her sweaty.

         His eyes were dark, and she could tell from the mighty bulk of his body that his breathing was off balance. She could sense what kind of power she must have over him. He didn’t even look like the same person, but that didn’t scare her.

         He was standing right next to her. She stared at him, eyes fixed on the large, throbbing bulge at the front of his jeans. The kiss came as a surprise. She moaned into his mouth, couldn’t stop caressing herself now. She heard him undo his belt, but the very next second, he paused and mumbled: “She could walk in at any point.”

         “No, not now. Listen. She’s in the bathroom.”

         He turned his head slightly and breathed heavily. After a moment, he nodded.

         “You know how long her showers last,” Louise carried on. “We have time for a fuck. Come on.” With an encouraging hand on his crotch, she helped him with his fly.

         “Bugger, bugger, bugger.” He murmured.

         She lay there with his cock in her hand.

         “Help me.” He mumbled to himself.

         She kissed him slowly to help him chill out. “Shhhh,” she said. He looked at her and deep inside his eyes, despair transformed into unstoppable, undeniable randiness.

         “But we have to be quiet,” he said.

         She nodded encouragingly. They kissed passionately. His hand tenderly stroked her head and her hair, and then, in a transformative, shocking move, he changed tack. A brutal grab of her neck and he was so strong; he could have lifted her off the bed with a single hand if he’d wanted to. She dug her nails into his shoulder blades with a kind of force that made his face contort in pain, and he made a hissing sound. Then he released his tight grip of her neck, and his body seemed to turn all soft. She dug her nails into his back again, and he had to clench his jaw not to scream out loud. He was sweating profusely and longed for the opposite of pain.

         To redirect the course of events, he started to cover her neck with gentle, tender kisses. He continued down her breast and onto her torso and ran his hands across her big, silky-smooth thighs. As he approached her warm pussy, he slowed right down, like he was close to the kingdom of heaven. He rubbed the tip of his nose against the fabric of her knickers, the sheer layer of textile covering her and then he inhaled her scent. That was as much as he could take. The very next moment, he tugged the top of her knickers so hard that she hovered over the bed for a second and then bounced down on the bed again with a heavy thud — her torn knickers in his hand.

         There she was, lying in front of him squirming; on all accounts, as ready as she’ll ever be. He was towering over her, mesmerised. But it didn’t take long before he had shoved his hand up between her legs to caress her sopping wet, swollen vulva. Gushing water could be heard in the distance, but that was far away in the shadows of their minds. Right now, they were engrossed in passionate pleasure, a haven where there were no rules to abide by. In here, inside this room, you could play to your heart’s content.

         When he crawled up onto the bed, ready to take her, she crept further up. He followed her. As quick and graceful as a puma, she managed to get a foot up onto his chest and pressed her toes gently against his rib cage. He tried to force his way down, but she pushed back and stopped him effortlessly mid-air. Instead, she started stroking herself again. Waited until she had his full attention again, and then she skillfully separated the labia to show him the glistening, pink flesh within.

         “Do you want this?” she asked and smiled at him, while her middle finger circled her clitoris and licked her teeth with pleasure. He nodded.

         “Then you have to taste me first.”

         With a powerful blow, he managed to remove her leg and dived down towards her. Juice flowed over his tongue, and he thought she tasted divine. Louise’s thighs formed a vice around his head and squeezed him tight, she pulled his hands and thrashed around on the bed. They were joined to one another in a wrestling hold. Her hips shook uncontrollably, and when humped to and fro against his face, he squeezed her buttocks so tightly, she didn’t have anywhere to escape to. The orgasm consumed her like a star imploding. She gasped and jerked, bit her lip and tried to remain silent, but couldn’t do it and let out a loud groan. They both had a smile on their face when he got up. His beard was glistening. Eager to carry on, he reached for her breasts, and with a contented sigh, she welcomed him into her arms. He licked, sucked and nibbled her stiff nipples.

         “I want to ride you.” She mumbled.

         They swapped places, and almost as if they were scared of losing the electricity between them, they never once let go of each other. Not even for a fraction of a second. It didn’t slow them down though. He kicked off his boxers, and she guided the cock to the right place, even though it was a bit of a struggle to get it in. Kama Sutra would have deemed him a mighty bull and her a petite deer. Inch by inch, she had to use her vaginal muscles to get him inside slowly. In desperation, he dug his fingers into her buttocks, forced her down onto his shaft and thrust into her. When the two of them became one, he had to bury his face between her breasts to silence his roar. Louse thought he came straight away, but he didn’t. She let out a surprised giggle when he started going like a locomotive.

         She rode him hard, passionately and entranced like a belly dancer. Shortly after that, he forced her to stop, and she understood that he must be very close to cuming. She held him tight, kissed him and continued to squeeze his cock with her PC muscle. His dopey expression and open mouth told her that he liked what she was doing to him, and this made her want to laugh.

         From the other side of the house, they could hear how the shower stopped gushing water. The sound of a shower curtain being pulled to the side made them both jerk. Louise felt the urgency and moved into a squatting position, which meant she could slide up and down his cock without making any noise. They held it together without moaning out loud, but the rhythmical game resumed with her bobbing up and down.

         “Are you ready to go?” Karin shouted down the hall.

         “Yeaahhh!” Louise’s voice trembled.

         “You haven’t forgotten anything?” A muffled sound of a rattling bathroom cabinet.

         “Nope, I haven’t forgotten anything!” She hollered, an almost palpable tension evident in her voice.

         Total silence. Johnny felt his body temperature rising. Not a sound from the bathroom.

         “What are you up to, Louise?” Karin asked calmly. Her voice much clearer now, closer than before as if she was listening intently on the other side of the bathroom door.

         Johnny gazed up at Louise, saw how she had her eyes closed, her lips slightly apart and using all her willpower to articulate the words without letting out a moan. And yet, she didn’t stop riding him, while he was lying flat on his back as if he meditated and enjoying watching her sliding up and down his cock.

         “I... I am just watching a film. Leave me alone!” Louise shouted angrily. Her legs trembled, and when she couldn’t keep it together any longer, she flopped forward onto Johnny’s chest and embraced his head so that his beard tickled her boobs. She could feel his tongue licking her nipple. She smiled. He clearly couldn’t leave her alone. Not even now, literally with a knife to his throat. But truth be told, Johnny was so nervous that he licked her breast more to comfort himself than anything else. He thought to himself: Is Karin only seconds away from popping in here to check up on Louise? How nosy is she? Is she curious enough to walk out of the bathroom and knock on the door? That would mean I’m dead meat.

         Karin never knocked on a door to then wait for an invitation to enter. No, she treated the knock as a perfunctory, token gesture, and she would enter the room almost straight away after the initial knock, which she did every time. They waited as silence rose like a wave on the surface of the ocean until a tinkle could be heard against the sink, and new jangling sounds broke the wave and withdrew harmlessly out to sea.

         “Okay, but you have to be ready to depart in a few minutes. I need to blow-dry my hair and then we’re off.”

         Louise giggled and started sliding vigorously up and down his shaft. Johnny’s broad ribcage reverberated with pounding heartbeats and he couldn’t help but smile back at her. Like a thief that had come away with an amazing treasure.

         Under the cloak of a buzzing blow-drier and its monotonous hum blaring from the bathroom, Johnny grabbed hold of Louise’s buttocks with such a force that she moaned from the pit of her stomach. She mumbled, murmured, whimpered and felt she was about to come again. Any time now. She looked him straight in the eye with an air of vulnerability, and he got up from the bed while holding her in his arms. They carried on.

         He chucked her onto the bed, lifted her and turned her around so that she landed on all fours. Before he swung into action, he wiped her sopping wet pussy with his hand. Then he took her so hard from behind that she moaned and moaned until he felt he had to thrust her face into one of the pillows. She whimpered and groaned.

         When he could sense the rhythmic spasms around his cock, he knew he wouldn’t last any longer. He pulled out of her and ejaculated all over her back, his mouth open and a stifled roar deep within. Time and space seemed to freeze. The reality around them seemed to change shape once again. They caught their breath, quietly, discreetly. Then it dawned on Johnny what he had done, and Louise was there right in front of him, stark naked and simply stunning. He tried to imagine Karin flinging the door open at that very moment, and tried to picture her reaction of Shock or horror. He even tried to fathom the consequences of his actions but struggled to get his head around it all.

         He rushed to get his trousers on, feeling the pressure and the stress mounting and hissed at Louise to hurry up. She just sneered at him with a mischievous look on her face. Slowly and calmly, she picked up a skirt from her dresser. Took her time to touch and feel all the delicate parts of her body, squeezed her breasts a little and was clearly pleased with the way she looked. The torn knickers were carefully placed beneath other bits of rubbish in the bin in the corner and all of this without uttering a word. Johnny paused in his tracks and studied her as if he saw her for the very first time. He knew they would carry on and would do all of this again. There was no turning back now.
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It all came naturally to him. His masculinity was effortless somehow, and he never had to compete or assert himself. He could seem childish at times, but that was because of his impulsiveness, fickleness and strong emotions. Johnny’s most prominent characteristic was probably his brutal honesty. He was incapable of hiding what he really felt, including kindness. His brown teddy-bear eyes seemed to convey to the people around him that despite his massive body and enormous muscular strength, he was completely harmless. He would never ever hurt anyone unless he had to in order to defend the people he loved. At least, that was Louise’s opinion on the matter.

That is also why she was curious to try a few things out with him, to find out where his breaking point was or where he drew the line. She loved him, but she did want to find out. He was physically strong as an ox, and she had understood as much when her mum had brought him home for the very first time and introduced him to Louise as her new boyfriend. When they were moving to the new house, Johnny had single-handedly picked up their sofa and carted it away with great ease, almost as if it had been as light as one of the cushions. She thought it looked like magic and later on, when she had packed a big cardboard box full of hardback books, she realised her mistake too late and tried to shift the box on her own. Needless to say, the box didn’t move an inch and looked like it was glued to the floor, like the sword in the stone. But Johnny stomped into the room and, right before her eyes, he effortlessly hoisted it up. A gentle murmur passed his lips, but that was it.

Louise had run after him and asked him to show her his muscles. When he did so, she jumped up and clung to his arm, legs swinging in the air. He remained standing sturdy like oak and let out a loud, hearty guffaw.

Later on, when they were shagging behind her mum’s back, Louise did everything she could to him and with him. Climbed all over him, caressed, stroked, hugged, kissed, and bit his brawny arms and legs and sucked his cock. They fucked each other senseless as often as they could find an opportunity to do so. Johnny took her on the kitchen table. On the washing machine. In the shower. Up against the wall in the living room and in the kitchen too. Louise liked variation and loved doing it in new places, but it wasn’t easy.

Most of the time, Karin was a terrible obstacle, but then they finally managed to get together, the sex was explosive as their horniness had increased hour by hour. Sometimes their intimate moments could be several days apart when they had been forced to live very close to one another in the same house without being able to quench their desire.

One evening, they were all sitting on the sofa together in front of the TV. Louise had squeezed in between her mum and Johnny. He placed his hand quite high up on her thigh, and the sensation was almost burning her skin. She made him move his hand higher and higher, closer to the spot where she needed him the most. She even got him to put his hand inside her knickers, where his fingers smoothly and silently slipped down into her wetness, but when her breathing grew louder, and she started fidgeting, he stopped. She rubbed her buttom against him, but to no effect. He resolutely shook his head, and after that incident, nothing else had happened.

Night after night, she had to go to bed horny as hell, yearning for him. Johnny had told her several times that their affair had to stop because he couldn’t take it anymore. He had never been unfaithful before, not once. And now, with every day and every week that passed, he grew more and more haggard and despondent. He suffered from insomnia, lost his appetite, desperately tried looking for a way out. But that was the snag, he couldn’t find a solution and felt he was trapped in a spider’s web. Johnny couldn’t resist Louise, no matter how hard he tried. He was addicted to her, and he had told her as much too.

Louise thought he was beautiful in his state of agony. She liked seeing him right at the brink of ruin. It didn’t matter to her that her mum became the fifth wheel without even being aware of that fact. At the time, Louise actually felt she deserved it. Johnny ought to come to her and stay with her instead; she was in every aspect miles better than her mum. Or whatever, they might as well carry on their current arrangement.

It was only to attempt to meet him halfway that she put a suggestion to him that afternoon.

“Why don’t you and I move in together?”

The rain was pelting down against the roof of the car. The car park was full of cars, surrounding them in every direction and a steady stream of vehicles was leaving the car park too. He had shut the engine off as they were waiting for Karin, who had dashed back to the shop as they had forgotten the cheese.

“Johnny, tell her that I am the one you love. Tell her that you want to break up with her and live with me instead,” Louise carried on.

Johnny’s hands squeezed the steering wheel, and he had developed a muscular tic by his right eye. “I will.” He licked his bottom lip. “I’ll get on to it.”

“When?”

He didn’t answer.

“When she gets back? Or tonight? I can tell her if you want!”

He spun around in his seat. The seatbelt pulled tautly, and the car rocked slightly. “No! Not now.After the weekend. Okay? I need some time. I’ll deal with it after the weekend.”

They sat there in silence, listening to the rain. People ran back and forth, a few armed with umbrellas. Louise looked out through the window with a glimmer of hatred in her eyes.

“I will tell her,” Johnny repeated as if he was approaching the act of doing so by saying it out loud as if the problem was partially solved already. He stopped squeezing the steering wheel quite so tightly and looked at Louise in the rear-view mirror. “You are stopping at home for the weekend, aren’t you?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Have you agreed that with Karin?”

Louise let out a loud burp. She felt it was beneath her to even answer that question and therefore decided to ignore it.

Johnny sighed and scratched his course beard. “Perhaps you already know, but I have a course this weekend. In Stockholm. That’s why I’m not going with her.”

“Ummm,” Louise traced the fickle trails of raindrops down the window.

“But I’ve cancelled.”

This made Louise jolt and look straight at him. “We have the house to ourselves?”

“Yes,” Johnny smiled. Everything was rosy again. But all of a sudden, a thought popped up in his head, and his smile disappeared in an instant. The tics returned. “But for Christ’s sake, don’t say a word to Karin!”

Louise smirked.

His knuckles were turning white on the steering wheel. “There she is. Keep your gob shut now!”

Louise laughed at him. “Should I sit here in silence then?”

“Don’t tell her anything.”

Louise thought to herself that no one really is what you imagine them to be. As soon as you come close to someone, one side of the personality altered into something quite different. Johnny was not at all as much of a hard nut, or as good or indeed filled you with as much respect as she had thought to start with. Right now, he was a big, fat sissy.

But she longed for him. Or for his large, naked body. And his gorgeous cock. And his kisses, him fondling her and then wildly, hungrily nibbling her nipples. She let her fantasies run free as she had been told the delightful news that they would be having the house to themselves this weekend, just the two of them. All weekend. Together. They could fuck from dusk to dawn, from morning to night, several times a day.

With a sense of solemnity and a need to use their time together in the best possible way, she made little plans in her head of what she would want to happen. One thing was to sleep with him in their double bed. They hadn’t taken it that far yet. And if he refused her now, she would hide her knickers together with his boxers underneath the bed on her mum’s side.

When Johnny came through the door on Friday afternoon, he chucks his jacket on the floor in a rush, forces the laced-up shoes off by pushing his toes against the back of the shoe and storms into the house. Without as much as a knock, he flings the bathroom door open.

This jolts Louise, and she instinctively uses her arms to try to cover her upper body. She gasps: “Shit, you really scared me.”

Johnny doesn’t say a word and stands there looking at her. He’s like an animal, his shoulders moving up and down with his heavy breathing, like a mighty alpha silverback gorilla, on heat and ready for mating. She can even hear him snorting. A smile spreads across her face. She relaxes, arms hanging loosely and as she pushes her face away from her face, she runs her hand across her chest. The water is still pouring out of the showerhead, beating the side of the bathtub again. Drops of water causing tiny rivulets to run down her body, which sometimes pauses in places where her curves seem to defy gravitation.

“You are such a perv, Johnny. Are you going to stand there and stare at me?”

Her finger is making curlicue patterns on her tummy around her belly button and beyond.

“Step out of the shower,” he replies.

“Why?”

“Because I say so!”

She bites her bottom lip, a slight flush spreading across her cheeks. The heat seems to spread, and she becomes ultra-aware of the fact that she is naked. Can even hear her heart beating inside her ears. She stares at the floor, steps out of the tup and walks over to him.

“You make me horny,” she says and looks up at him from beneath her fringe.

Her hands grab hold of his and turn them around so that his palms are facing upwards, and then she proceeds to stroke them with her thumbs. As if she is about to tell his fortune, but instead, she places one of his hands to her pussy and whispers: “Feel that, feel how wet you make me.”

He rubs her juiciness. The pleasure makes her topple forward and moan huskily. He catches her, and she breathes hot air onto his neck. His fingers slip inside. Easily. Smoothly. Sopping wet. He loves her being this wet and how he can separate one liquid from another is because her secretion is thicker and hotter than the water.

Her pussy squeezes his fingers tightly so much his knuckles get stuck to remind him. To make him imagine what it will be like to thrust it inside. She knows that this is more than enough to drive him mad with lust.

“You make me so horny,” she whispers again. “I need you. I need your cock. That is all I can think about. Your gorgeous, sublime cock. I want us to fuck each other senseless.”

He kisses her, hungrily, eagerly and she fiddles impatiently with his belt and zip. Johnny’s fingers are working sideways now, and the pleasure of it drains her muscular strength. She momentarily finds herself falling, and he catches her, his arm around her buttom is the only thing that keeps her upright.

Louise guides his cock closer and rubs it back and forth between her labia. Up and down against her clitoris. Sloppy sounds mix with his throaty groans and her moaning gets faster and louder. To her surprise, he digs his fingers into her butt cheeks and lifts her straight up in the air, which makes her tummy tingle. His potent member ends up in between her thighs.

She wraps her arms around the back of his neck and presses her boobs against his mighty chest, snogs him, pets him, soaks him and rubs up against him. Then she slides down his front to kneel on the floor in front of him. The thick cock bangs against her cheek and lips. She runs her tongue along the shaft, from the root to the tip. He tastes good. She suspects he must have had a wash before this rendezvous would take place, perhaps rinsed his cock off in a sink before he rushed home to her. With a moan, she takes him in her mouth, and he responds with a growl from deep within.

By now, Louise knows Johnny loves a blowjob more than anything else, and she doesn’t mind giving him one. Partly because she wants to perfect these skills and partly because she loves his state of helplessness, the fact that he surrenders entirely to the pleasure she gives him. She worshipped his cock and loved it as much as she loved him.

Every now and then she would pause, lean back and gaze at it. Hold it in her hand and be amazed. But the sucking was the best. It was such a divine, yet a simple thing to have a cock in your mouth, suck it and lick it. Minimal effort resulted in so much pleasure.

She kept her lips moist and used her tongue and roof of her mouth very skilfully. There was a knack to picking up on his signals and calculate when to increase her speed or to slow down, when to be more forceful and when to pause for a moment and lick with feather-light moves. She took his dick as deeply as her mouth would cope with, but it was difficult as he was so large and her mouth was rather small in comparison.

Time and time again, he had told her she was fantastic, that he had never had better blowjobs and when she felt he was honest, she could relax and enjoy herself even more. She didn’t need to perform or prove anything. Nowadays, she loved sucking his cock so much she would happily carry on for ages. But not this time.

She let’s go of his member with a smacking now, gets up off the floor and walks off into the kitchen. He follows her with a quivering cock like a divining rod and moves around about as gracefully as a drunken Neanderthal. With her hand stretched out, she keeps him at arm’s length and then she drops down on all fours. By arching her back really deeply, she manages to present her private area to him like a freshly baked bun. She crawls around on the floor, slowly enough for her moves to be both beautiful and supple. Louise ignores the pain in her needs, relaxes into it so that the pain gets wrapped up in her sexual desire and becomes a part of her arousal.

“What the fuck are you doing?” He mumbles.

She ignores him. Whatever he blurts out doesn’t matter, his body speaks for itself. That’s what it’s all about. Pure, raw lust that goes beyond the deliberate, apprehensive habit. She wants to be free and wants to bring him along for the ride. She feels like a wild beast and a human at the same time, or something beyond both of these. The doubt lurking inside of her will not win; she laughs it off. She is strong. She is invincible, and nothing in the world could make her feel silly or stupid.

He stares at her so intensely that it makes her giggle. “Are you going to take me or what?” She asks. He kneels behind her, puts his arm around her waist and grabs hold of her thigh, but she wriggles out of his grip. Once more, he grapples her by the waist, but she moves away. She snickered at him. Her eyes are wild, and when he puts his arm around her for the third time, he manages to reach her clitoris, fingers her gently, and she stops resisting. One hand on her neck in a steady grip locks her into position, and he thrusts forward with a deliberate, careful move whilst moaning loudly, as he goes all the way in.

She whimpers beneath him. He pushes harder and harder. The force from each push propels their bodies forward across the kitchen floor until Louise reaches the doorframe and can push back. The fridge is clicking and buzzing in ever-increasing intensity. There is a bang, almost like a firecracker and Louise intuitively realises that the energy in the room is shifting. She can feel it. The electrical charge between them is so strong.

His hips are banging hard against the back of her buttocks, and she is getting so much pleasure out of this, all that it would take for her to come right now is that he places a finger on her clit. One little stroke is all it would take. She asks him without saying a word and transmits her wish silently to him from the depths of the well where wishes and desires are born. The very next second, he lets go of her breast and heads straight for her swollen, and hypersensitive clit. She moans, groans and shakes uncontrollably, and in her orgasm, he envelops her with his entire body and the boundaries between them dissolve, and he cums with her.

Afterwards, Johnny sinks down in a heap on the floor. He rolls over onto his back and positions himself in an exemplary Savasana, the most accessible yoga position. She smiles at him, kisses his forehead and sneaks off. Wiggles her butt at him just in case he’s looking. He doesn’t move an inch while she gets dressed. But when he hears the sound of high heels clicking against the floor, he cranes his neck and glances over his shoulder. He runs his eyes up and down her body. She is wearing a red, tartan mini skirt, knee-high stockings and black stiletto boots. The shirt she’s wearing is far too small, and a tie hangs across her bare cleavage. She tugs bashfully at the skirt, but this is just a game.

When she places one shoe on each side of his head, right by his ear, and stands right above his face, he is all of a sudden extremely aware of the scent. She lifts the skirt up, and his eyes sweep from the top of the stockings, up along her thighs and over to her fingers that are spreading the labia.

“I’m still horny,” she mumbles hoarsely and starts caressing herself.

He can hear her loud and clear, but to be sure she’s got his attention, she utters “Look here!” and then flicks her fingers so that a few droplets spray across his face. It makes his left eye smart, and he winks involuntarily. She giggles and runs off. He gets up and starts chasing after her. Her hips move in such a seductive way it slows him down, makes him stop and stare, totally forgetting what he was doing. With a single finger, she lifts the skirt up and shows off her lovely, shapely buttocks. She’s teasing him, doing her best to look all innocent and naive. “Whoops!” She says with her index finger resting on her bottom lip. He is almost boiling with lust and rage, exasperated and at the same, totally disarmed by her indescribably cute appearance.

“What are you going to do to me?” She asks with playful, dark eyes.

His left eye is still stinging, which makes him blink spasmodically and squint with teary eyes. She shows him her perfectly round breast. She doesn’t need to lift them up, but when she does and push them together with her hands, he can’t tear his eyes away from them. He’s mesmerised.

“Are you going to… punish me?

A resolute expression spreads across his face. He’s not smiling. This throws her completely. She stops acting and wiggling her hips and swaying sultrily. Stares at her feet instead, then she shrugs her shoulders and turns to look at him, studying his eyes and face.

What does he want? Have I done something wrong? Does he not find me sexy? Is this not to his taste? Why does he make me feel stupid? What’s going on? The room is literally vibrating with dense silence. Johnny observes her carefully and sees her insecurity creeping across her face. The details are sharper now, her eyes more open than before. As if she’s taken her mask off and this is so much more genuine. She is beautiful.

“Come here,” he says.

She seems almost reluctant, but she eventually takes a step towards him without any energy left in her body to play the naughty school girl. She wants a hug. Johnny holds her tightly, and she puts her cheek against his broad chest. She suddenly gasps when he spanks her, and it takes less than a second for her juices to start flowing. The area between her legs are sopping wet in no time, and she’s ready for anything. She hangs on to his thick neck, and when he spanks her again, she lets out a loud moan. He lifts her skirt up and squeezes her buttocks, and she rubs herself against his thigh. They lock eyes with one another and smile.

“What would you like me to do to you?” He asks.

“Don’t know.”

He gives her another spanking. Hard. Then he caresses her gently.

“You have been very naughty,” he retorts. “A right little bitch.” He spanks her again, and her buttocks has a pink tinge by now. So do her cheeks.

Somewhere deep within a reminder pops up to tell him that this is his girlfriend Karin’s daughter. Legally, she is a grown-up, but he is so much older than she is. Is this wrong? He spends his nights dreaming about Louise. He misses her when she’s not there. He needs to be in the same room as her and needs to look her in the eyes to feel good again. He needs to feel her breasts against his chest to know how right it can feel to do wrong.

“Turn around!” He roars.

She obeys without batting an eyelid. He’s behind her and grabs hold of her breasts, squeeze them tight. Lets one of his hands trail down to her pussy and continues to rub her down there. She really is so wet. He guides his cock in between her thighs, presses it against her opening, but doesn’t seem to be able to penetrate properly. He carries on rubbing himself against her vulva. He tries to penetrate again, and she helps to guide him. His dick slips inside, and he thrusts forward with a forceful push. Grabs hold of her hair and another strong thrust. He pushes her forward, and his cock slides out. She questioningly glances over her shoulder with an air of frustration.

He twists her hair around his hand so that he can pull her closer, her ear almost touching his lips. He whispers: “Have you had it up the buttocks before?”

She shakes her head.

“Do you want to?”

She ponders for a moment, then she nods. He lets out a laugh, and she kisses him. He rubs his cock up and down between her buttocks. “Will you be able to handle this?”

She nods eagerly.

“Relax then,” he murmurs tenderly into her ear. He strokes her hips with a loving touch and then pushes in. She focuses on her breathing, which helps. But when he goes deeper, she has to clench her jaw, close her eyes and really be mentally strong not to give up. He carries on rubbing her clitoris, he holds her tight and moans huskily. She feels she can grind against him now, and the sensation is amazing. So damn physical. His thick member fills her in a way that she has never been filled before and his fingers are tickling her clit. That fire is growing within her and nothing can touch her now. She has somehow crawled down into her midriff, and nothing else seems to exist, so when it all explodes, her entire being explodes. And yet, she is still very much present and alive the moment after. She hears him cry out, while her orgasm carries on. He ejaculates inside her.

They drop down in a tangled mess on the floor, laugh and hold each other tight. That night they sleep together in her bed for the first time. They had to spoon each other to not fall out of the bed. She could hear him breathe, slower and heavier and then nothing more.

“You are beautiful,” he said and then “What shall we do?”

Candlelight made shadows dance across the floor. She reached across the board, picked up the dice and rolled them onto the table which ended in a double six. She trotted straight past the expensive streets, passed Go. She got her cash from the bank without anything nasty happening to her. So it was her turn again, but she paused before she was about to roll the dice again. She looked at him: “What do you mean?”

“I mean, what do you think your mum is going to say when I tell her that you and I are sleeping with each other?”

Louise smiled. “Spare her the details.”

Johnny laughed, but his laughter was clearly distressed and made Louise aware of emotions that she didn’t want to be part of. Johnny was supposed to be fretful when they weren’t together, but not now.

“How do you think she’ll react?” Johnny carried on and finished his question by emptying the rest of his wine glass in one big gulp. She gave him a refill.

“She’ll do her nut,” Louise said quietly and rolled the dice.

“That’s right. That’s what will happen,” Johnny murmured and ran his fingers through the beard. “That’s exactly it.”

Louise moved her hat token across the board but sensed that Johnny’s heart wasn’t in it anymore and if he wasn’t bothered, the game lost its charm altogether. Once more she was reminded of the fact that she was an outsider, an onlooker observing something from afar that Johnny was very much a part of. An existence that was divided into what meant something and what did not.

He belonged to the grown-up world, and from the grown-up perspective, they were sitting there playing a board game. Even though she felt they were together in a way she had never experienced with a man before and even though she was happy, it didn’t matter because it wasn’t important. The important thing was her mother, who wasn’t even there, because Johnny and her mum had a relationship. Their relationship was real, tangible, and one that could be described easily. The adults of this world missed out on so much, didn’t pay attention and ignored tonnes of stuff, which made her angry, almost furious, but she didn’t know how to express her anger. She lacked words to explain what she felt. So she simply sighed, clenched her jaw, swept everything brusquely from the board into the box as if she was burying a deceitful friend. It didn’t matter, she told herself. The important thing was to have as much time together as possible before it all came to an end.

“So, what do you think we should do?” He asked and blinked a little too frequently, watching her as if he was trying to stay afloat in the open sea by treading water, no horizon in sight.

“I want to give you a tattoo,” she replied.

“Okay,” he changed position on the floor and looked curiously at her.

She dashed back to her room, rummaged around to find her pens in the drawer of her desk quickly and then hurried back to him. She pushed the Monopoly out of the way and sat down in a lotus position next to him, so close that she could wedge her knee underneath his belly. She grabbed hold of his muscular arm and used her teeth to remove the lid from the pen.

Her fringe formed a curtain across her face. Not wanting to disturb her or ruin her concentration, he gently tucked a strand behind her ear. She looked up and smiled politely, then continued on her sketch that was starting to take shape on his thick forearm. Johnny studied her face, her stunning lines and eyes without makeup that seemed to come alive in a shimmer of concentration. She was both an adult and a child at the same time. Unmarked and untouched by the trials and tribulations of life. For the very first time, he became concerned about something more than what would happen to Karin and him.

He became anxious about what would happen to Louise. She was so intelligent and thought things through much more than what was normal at her age. Most of the time, she was one step ahead of him. Sometimes that made him feel a little bit stupid, but it didn’t bother him. On the contrary, that was one of the reasons why it felt so good being near her, even after they had shagged. His life became more exciting with her around. More interesting too. And more fun. Why was everything so slow and arduous with Karin? What made it different? He didn’t know the answer.

Louise held his forearm in her lap and Johnny had deliberately refrained from looking down at the work of art, but he could sense by the way the pens touched his skin that the image started on the inside of his elbow and finished by the sensitive junction between wrist and palm. Or the other way around. He sipped his wine, careful not to disturb her. One by one, the candles and their flickering light went out, but Louise didn’t even react. He could now see beyond the superficial, and there was something about her that couldn’t be destroyed.

“There you go!” She said and clipped the lid back on the last pen. She gave him his arm back, and he stared at it. There was enough candlelight in the room to see what she had drawn. It was a man and a woman, both naked and they were making love. Louise had enhanced their features a little bit, but there was no doubt that the coarse, burly man was him and that the dainty, beautiful woman was her.

“What do you think?” She asked.

“You’re a star,” he said and smiled. “I love it.” He twisted it arm back and forth so that the golden glow from the candles and the shadow play made the image come alive.

He looked at her. She looked back at him. They didn’t say a word. It was as though there was nothing more to say. When he kissed her, she leaned backwards, laid down onto the parquet floor without leaving his lips alone for a fraction of a second. She kept him close all the way down. He pried her knickers off, a habitual move and yet new every single time. He pushed his cock inside her and the doors of paradise opened for them both again. They still had the clothes on, which heightened the sensation and gave them such an intense physical contact right there. Her pussy was sopping wet, and he filled her to the brim.

After a little while, he turned wild, tore at her clothes and managed to get her breasts out. They moved around, rolled back and forth across her chest as he banged into her time and time again. It was as though he couldn’t decide what he needed the most: her breasts, hips, buttocks or hair. Her lips perhaps?

She maintained the eye contact once she had got it, cupped his cheek with her hand and looked straight up into the distressed face and the brown eyes that were unwillingly divulging his love for her. He gushed inside of her. They lay close together, and he makes her cum with his fingers.

“Are you stuck?”

Her voice is kind, and she combs a lock of hair behind her ear. Her earlobe glistens with three golden earrings, like a constellation. Her face is angelic, so beautiful and so full of light, but her eyes reveal dark lustful emotions. She looks down at his groin, and her eyes are like saucers with curiosity. This is the point when he realises he is clipped around the waist with what looks like an aeroplane seatbelt.

“I can help you,” she says with a smirk. Her fingers explore his groin, and his desire is starting to build up again. She brings him right to the edge and then she unzips his trousers. She eagerly pulls his trousers down and his underpants too all the way down to his knees. His stiff cock stands proudly to attention.

“Ohhh,” she blurts out.

He picks up on the compliment she has just given him, and this makes his cock grow even more like a twisted or perverse version of the fairytale about Pinocchio’s nose.

“May I touch it?” She asks.

He nods.

A tight grip with her right hand and then she laughs. “What shall I do now?” She wonders. But before he has time to utter a single word, she has already started wanking. Her smile is as dark and dangerous as her eyes, and he realises that she already knew what to do.

“I wonder what it tastes like...” She whispers to herself. She looks at him and asks: “May I have a taste?”

A bout of laughter hits him like a fit of hiccups, but he manages to control himself. The words bubble out of him, and his voice is throaty and robust when he finally hollers “Yes, you go right ahead!”

She penetrates him with her eyes and runs her tongue along his shaft. Then she forms an “O” with her lips and takes his member in her mouth. Her mouth is like a gateway to heaven and makes him soar higher and higher with pleasure. Suddenly she lets go of him, smacks her lips and says: “That was tasty, but now I think we are about to crash and burn.”

He is suddenly back in the aeroplane again. She holds on to his cock and points at a woman sitting across the aisle, in the row in front of him and says: “Oh look, there’s mummy.”

Karin turns around.

Johnny wakes up in the middle of a desperate gasp, chokes and coughs. He doesn’t think he’s yelled out loud. Not loud. And for a second he cannot work out what’s going on or what is creating this immense sense of pleasure. And dread. The room is dark. Bedroom. Bed. Karin sleeping next to him. The incredible sensation is spreading from his cock, where Louise’s head is bobbing up and down. Johnny is wide-awake in an instant and at the same time horribly aware of the loud, wet noise from the blowjob being performed. “Please,” he mumbled. “Please stop.”

She whimpers and carries on sucking and licking, even more eagerly than before. He gasps as his body tenses. Suddenly overcome by a tender love for her, he runs his fingers through her hair. Feels the tumultuous orgasm come rolling through his body like heavy boulders. Feels the jerk of the hip and spine, which seems to be pulling the content of his brain out of him. Louise lets out another whimpering noise when the warm semen hits in the roof of her mouth. She alternates between sucking, licking and swallowing. His efforts of suppressing the groaning make Johnny hyperventilate.

At this point, Karin wakes up.

“What the hell is going on?!” She shrieks and props herself up to a seated position.

Johnny jolts as if he has been hit by a whip and pulls his boxers up in a flash. Louise, totally nude, backs away to the foot of the bed.

“What are you doing? What is all this?!”

While Johnny gets up and moves to the edge of the bed, Karin turns round and turns the bedside light on. Louise’s body is now visible in full colour, and the situation is even starker, even more revealed. In that light, she spots Johnny’s face, the surprised creases above his eyebrows, the apologising lines around his mouth, and her anger explodes much like a fuse setting off dynamite. Fury flashed through her body, the whole world is shaking, and her visual field is framed by darkness. She picks up a book from the bedside table and hurls it at him. It’s a hardback, but not very thick or heavy. Johnny has enough time to see it and react, putting his arm up in front of him so that the book bounces against his wrist. The problem is that her other hand has already grasped a glass of water and chucks that at him too. He hears the thud, the echo or something like that and then it is as though someone pulls the plug out of the socket, darkness.

He comes around to the sound of two women yelling at each other. A wave of nausea engulfed him like an intense hangover and the only thing stopping him from throwing up was to swallow hard. He was lying flat on his back on the floor with a throbbing head, and the area around his temple was numb. Am I concussed? Am I bleeding? He explored the area with his fingers. It was moist, sticky. Perhaps a few minutes had passed. Am I in danger? Anxiety rushed through his body, intermingled with nausea and heightened it further. But it wasn’t blood on his fingers. He spotted the glass on the floor and realised that the wet stain must be water that had been spilt, the glass hadn’t broken when Louise had hurled it at him.

“I love him! And he loves me! So don’t stick your nose in where it’s not wanted! You don’t get to decide what we can or cannot do!” Louise screamed at her mother.

“Are you totally nuts? This is a grown man you’re talking about. My man. You are just a kid…”

“I am not! Get a grip!”

“What has he done to you? Has he manipulated you?” Terror clouded her face as Karin covered her mouth with her hand. Her train of thought had gone from rage to a strong motherly instinct and convinced herself in the fraction of a second. “I didn’t know he was that sort of person. I didn’t know. What have I done? I have let him into our home. He must have manipulated you. My poor, little girl. What has he done to you? Has he forced you into this? When...”

Louise was by now so angry and astonished by her mum’s conclusion that she couldn’t do anything else but stomp her feet. She tensed her arm muscles and clenched her fists. “You stupid cow, he hasn’t forced me into anything!” She roared. “Terrible. It’s terrible that you’ve had to go through this, but we’ll put to an end to this...” Karin blurted out more to herself than to anyone else. Her eyes were vacant.

“But you’re not getting it! I love him, and he loves me! We’ll do what we damn well please with each other!”

Johnny didn’t feel very good at all, as he is trying to deal with the throbbing headache and all the yelling was tough enough, but he also felt sorry for Karin. He didn’t regret anything that he and Louise had; he couldn’t possibly. But he was sorry to put Karin in this situation. They hadn’t handled this very elegantly.

He propped himself up to say something. He didn’t quite know what though, but by moving, he got their attention and Karin was overcome by rage. She dashed up and across the bed. It all happened so fast. Her nails clawed at him, scratched his cheek and arm. When he tried to twist around, she straddled his back. She banged the back of his head in much the same way as you can bang your fist on a table, but she didn’t have enough force to inflict any serious injuries, and when he eventually got his arms up to protect himself from the hammer blows, they no longer had any effect. Louise grabbed hold of Karin’s hair and yanked hard. Their shouting was indecipherable, but it reminded him of swearwords.

A neighbour will no doubt be calling the police soon, Johnny thought to himself and tried to gather his clothes as quickly as possible.

He rummaged through a drawer to find some socks, but there was not one matching pair.

“My daughter, Johnny! My own daughter!”

“Yeah. Well.” He nodded. Guilt riddled his body. He stared at the floor and kept nodding his head.

“How could you?! How the fuck could you do this?!” She clawed at his arms, but Louise stopped her. “I’ll kill you! You pervy, nasty piece of shit!” She screeched. He looked at her from the corner of his eye. He was hurting inside. Gave up trying to find a matching pair of socks and pulled a shirt from a hanger in the wardrobe. He looked at the two women and felt lousy like a dirty stain.

He opened the door to the bedroom and turned around to face them both one last time. “I’m leaving,” he said.

He walked down the dark street, shivering in the cold winter air. The mobile vibrated in his pocket, and when he picked it up, the display was like a beacon in the dark night. Louise was calling him.
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