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The sound of the grinder echoes in the kitchen. Her kitchen has high ceilings and the cupboard doors go all the way from the floor to the ceiling mouldings. Everything is white, with a slight undertone of yellow caused by the previous tenant’s constant smoking indoors. It’s not really a kitchen, more of a pantry. You will blow a fuse if you use more than two hobs on the stove at the same time. Or if you dry your hair at the same time as you use the oven. The insides of some of the cupboards smell a bit funky. She sits on the step stool that she had to buy to reach all the shelves in the cupboards.

On the top shelf she stores her stash in a coffee jar. Right now, she has it all laid out in front of her, though. The bag of weed lies next to a paper that she has just sprinkled some tobacco across. She pours out the pulverised weed next to the tobacco and shakes the grinder carefully to make sure she gets it all out. It would be dumb to waste something that is so expensive, and so risky to get.

The neighbour’s cockatoo screams on the other side of the wall and the noise is followed by the neighbour’s faint SHUT UP. She mixes the weed with the tobacco and pours it into the pre-made cone. When the spliff is rolled and ready, she puts it next to the other two in the cigarette package and heads to the bathroom. Her short, brown hair looks great today, she thinks as she puts some mascara on. She brushes her teeth. She is wearing a pale denim skirt that is pretty short, and a white t-shirt. She reaches for her favourite belt and puts the last touches on her outfit. When she is done, her t-shirt is tucked into her skirt and her sunglasses rest on the tip of her nose. She is happy with the result. Her legs are tanned and shaved. Before she leaves her flat, she packs a little bag with all that she might need, including a couple of lollipops and a bottle of water.

 

Out on the street the sun feels great against her skin. It’s not too hot. The cool breeze makes it very pleasant. Not like last week when the city was boiling. It was so hot that you didn’t even want to go out for a smoke. You didn’t even want to lift a finger if you didn’t have to. Today is another day and Johanna wants to enjoy the nice weather and some time to herself. The city she lives in is pretty dead this time of the year. Most students have gone home-home, and the busy university town turns into a regular small town. Although Johanna has never been interested in studying, she likes this town. Ever since she came here for the first time for a summer job, she has felt right at home. She decides to go to her old favourite spot where she had spent her youth with her friends. They always came there at night, and they were up to no good.

Hopefully the ruins, or whatever you call them, will still be there. It’s a pretty short walk. They say that you can walk anywhere in this town in no more than 10 minutes. When she arrives, she sees that the old graffiti place looks just like it did when she was a kid, or well, a teenager. It hasn’t changed one bit except for the new graffiti. New art probably appears every weekend, maybe even every night.

But the randomly placed stone walls are just the same as they have always been. Some of them are strangely “chopped off”in the middle. The empty bottles and the cigarette butts on the ground tell her that it is still a popular hangout spot. But now, the it’s empty. Johanna likes to smoke in peace, even though the people that normally hang out here probably wouldn’t mind. She finds a bench in the sun and puts one of her headphones in. Music is always nice, but her paranoia makes her want to keep one ear free to hear her surroundings. She lights her first spliff and closes her eyes. The smoke tastes sweet in the back of her throat, not too hot, she has managed to mix it just right. Sometimes it tastes like shit, to be honest.

Johanna finishes the spliff fast. Then she sits there listening to music, drinking water and sucking on a lollipop to get the saliva going again – and because it tastes good. The high sneaks up on her in a very pleasant way, and the bench suddenly feels very comfortable. Her legs feel soft and tingly. Her crotch is tingling too. The scent of the lilac bushes is wonderful, and the sound of the city is drowned out by the music. She hears the horn of a car in the distance. She sits there, reflecting and enjoying, completely relaxed.

She tastes the flavours of her lollipop, raspberry and liquorice. Wonderful. Then she takes a deep breath, opens her eyes and almost chokes on her lollipop when she sees a man on the bench in front of the wall opposite from her. He is watching her with an amused expression on his face. She coughs and laughs to fill the awkward silence. She stares at the ground, somewhat annoyed by being disturbed like this, and a bit worried. She hadn’t heard him coming. Is he a cop? She doesn’t really know what to do. She takes a sip of her water as the man smiles and puts something between his lips. He lights it and stares into her eyes until he exhales the smoke. A thick cloud rises towards the sky. A fellow smoker? Yes, the scent confirms it. Johanna feels relieved. The man holds his spliff tenderly between his index finger and his middle finger. He raises his eyebrows. She smiles and feels her heart beating. Now that she has seen him, she finds it difficult to look away. He looks young and experienced at the same time, his face is slightly naive, but his eyes look wise and maybe a bit sad. A short beard frames his mouth and it is the same colour as his messy hair: black. Johanna takes her sunglasses off. His skin is golden-brown but his eyes are ice blue. The man’s chest looks strong underneath his black tank top. He isn’t very muscular, but fit. He is wearing denim shorts that stop just above his knees. Johanna feels strangely attracted to this man and she feels something that resembles butterflies flutter in her stomach. Maybe he is nice, too. She decides to light another spliff, she wanted to flirt back – because they did have some sort of connection, right? It was too rare to resist the challenge. When she has moved the spliff from the cigarette package to her mouth, she throws a glance at the man. He laughs with his hand covering his mouth as he observes her. Then he waves at her. She waves back and tries to exhale her smoke as sensual as possible. Then she crosses her legs and sighs. They both have their own wall, their turf, and they are curiously watching each other. Wondering.

“Hi,” the man says after a while. His voice is deep and slightly coarse, but playful at the same time. Nuanced.

“Hi,” Johanna replies and nods.

“Do you come here often?” he asks and smiles. Johanna rolls her eyes and takes another toke. She decides that she will let herself be hit on by this guy.

“Are you really using that line?” Johanna moves a lock of hair from her forehead. “I’m not super impressed,” she continues and looks at him. Her heart skips a beat. Oops. What was that? The man walks over to Johanna with his hand reached out. She feels a flutter in her throat. He is moving closer and closer to her.

“Max,” he says as she takes his hand. It’s surprisingly big. But his fingers are long and gracious, and the palm of his hand is smooth.

“Johanna,” she answers and clears her throat. It’s dry from the smoke. He sits down next to her, almost a bit too close, and Johanna frowns. He exhales and then, to her surprise, he takes her second headphone and puts it in his ear. Johanna squirms.

“What are you listening to?” he asks and winks at her. He smells like a warm summer day, slightly musky. His scent finds its way into her nostrils and down into her stomach. He keeps talking before she as the chance to answer: “This is great Johanna!” he says and fills the air around her with smoke as he exhales. He sounds impressed.

“Right?” she says. She smiles and waves her hand pointedly in the air to clear the smoke. She still feels a bit awkward that this stranger is getting all up in her space. Even if he does smell fantastic.

“It’s not like you don’t contribute to the current lack of oxygen yourself,” he says and removes the headphone again. His scent disappears. Johanna finds herself sniffing for it in the air and she hopes that he doesn’t notice. She is surprised that she is reacting like this to him, it almost never happens to her. Also, she likes that he is obviously socially competent. It feels very relaxed between the two of them, as if they have known each other for years. The ice is completely broken.

“Yes, that might be true. But at least it was only my smoke until a minute ago…” she says and looks at him with a smile on her face.

“What! It’s been at least 20 minutes since I got here,” he interrupts her and jabs her in the side. His touch makes her skin vibrate. “You didn’t even notice that I came!” Johanna turns the music off.

“What, are you serious? That can’t be true…” She feels embarrassed and a bit worried that she hasn’t noticed the time go by. She doesn’t feel very cool anymore. She turns into an invisible puddle underneath the bench. Had she fallen asleep? No… or, maybe? She squirms and looks away. She suddenly wants to leave.

“Take it easy, I’m just messing with you,” Max laughs and takes another toke as he shuts his eyes and leans back.

“Dude!” she shouts and punches him on the arm. He isn’t prepared and her sudden movement almost makes him fall off the bench.

“Heeeeey,” he laughs. “But hey, who are you then?” he continues in the swell of their little moment. Johanna feels comfortable now, she can feel his vibe and she can tell he is a good person.

At least that is how it seems.

“I’m nobody special…” she starts before she pauses to put the spliff out. Max listens carefully. “Just an existential, liquorice-loving, bipolar 29-year-old,” she says and turns towards him. He nods and looks impressed.

“Okay, okay, I’m with you. In that case, I only have one question…” He says and looks up from his hands. “How the fuck can you like liquorice?” he asks and pulls a disgusted face.

“It’s the only candy I know people won’t steal from me,” Johanna says, and he looks like he gets it. He nods and looks down.

“I’m a lollipop guy myself,” he says and bites his lower lip.

Oh, he forgot to bring his own munch? she thinks and hands him a raspberry lollipop. He gratefully accepts it and makes a loud noise when the sweet candy hits his tongue.

“I am useless at planning, you see,” he says and makes himself comfortable on the bench, moving a bit closer to her. “You are truly my hero,” he continues and takes her hand for two very short seconds. Johanna gasps and they look at each other with eyes that say: did you feel that too? They move away from each other, awkwardly.

“And who are you?” Johanna asks to break the silence that said way too much, way too early. She swallows nervously and picks on a splinter on the bench. Max sighs loudly. “Well, I barely know that myself, but I can admit that I don’t find it completely horrible to watch the Eurovision Song Contest… And that I always appreciate a good bench, of course,” he says playfully, in a way that makes Johanna want to touch his arm and giggle. Obviously, she doesn’t do that.

“Well, that’s all you need to know,” she says instead. “And I’m not judging you for liking glitter and glamour, I’m kind of into glamour myself…” she continues and takes a sip of water.

“Yeah, that’s obvious!” Max answers and gesticulate towards Johanna as she sits there, playing with her hair. “Can I have a sip?” The muscles in his lower arm move.

“Sure,” she says and hands him the bottle, somewhat disappointed that their fingers don’t touch when he grabs it. She realises that she is definitely interested in him now. He slowly opens the bottle and looks at her so intensely that he makes her blush, then he brings the bottle to his mouth and empties it in half a second.

“That was all I had! What the fuck?!” Johanna says and smiles, but she is actually pretty annoyed.

“You snooze, you lose,” he says and throws the bottle over his shoulder. Then he looks at her with a mischievous smile on his face. Johanna’s jaw drops.

“You’re making a great first impression,” she says, disappointed that her gut feeling had been so wrong. What a jerk.

He replies by walking over to the bench that he sat on when she first saw him. He finds a backpack behind the bench he takes a big bottle of water out of it. He holds it out in front of him in a ceremonial way and walks over to Johanna again. Then he kneels in front of her and begs her to take it out of his hands.

“Please say yes, Johanna. Just say YES,” he whimpers and shakes the bottle. His arms rest on her knees where she sits, he even dares to put some of his weight on her lap. “I’ve never wanted to give someone water this much before,” he continues, and Johanna finally grabs the bottle. It almost makes him fall into her lap but, unfortunately, he manages to keep his balance.

“Okay, okay, I accept your proposal. You’ve convinced me,” she says and takes a couple of big gulps of water, only to choke on it and cough it all up on the ground in front of the bench. Max lets out a friendly and loud laugh as she coughs and coughs, holding a finger up in the air, as if trying to say: Shut up, you idiot.

“Do you want to share my next one? I’ve mixed up a really cool cocktail,” Max says as Johanna wipes her mouth with her arm.

“Sure,” she says and hands him her lighter. “But you have to promise to at least use my lighter…”

“I knew it!” Max says and smiles as he takes the lighter from her. Now their hands finally touch again.

“What?” she asks curiously.

“That you were a socialist,” he smiles and tries the lighter in the air a couple of times before he puts the spliff between his lips. It’s huge.

“Isn’t everyone in this town?” Johanna answers. “Are you planning to put me to sleep, by the way,” she asks and points at the spliff. Max holds it up in front of her face.

“This little thing wouldn’t hurt a fly,” he says and pauses mid-sentence. He scratches his head and continues: “Do you want to try something really awesome?” He holds the spliff between his thumb and his index finger. Johanna feels a bit nervous, but she plays along. She loves the way they interact now.

“Maybe. Tell me more,” she urges him and tries to snatch the spliff out of his hand. His reactions are too fast and he pretends to wipe some sweat off his forehead when she misses. But his forehead isn’t sweaty at all, it looks soft and smooth.

“This game requires focus, missus,” he says and clears his throat. “Have you ever thought about why it makes you so much higher when you’re hotboxing than when you’re smoking, for example, outdoors?”

“Thought and thought. I guess it’s because you sit in all the smoke?” Johanna says and feels confident that she is right.

“You’re a genius. So you would agree if I said that smoke isn’t expired just because it has been inhaled once?” Max continues. It’s obvious that he is going somewhere with this.

“I guess,” Johanna says.

“So, it would be possible to recycle one puff of smoke between two people, to really get the best value…” Max stares at the sky as if he was looking for a better future.

“So you’re a utilitarian? Or maybe a climate activist?” Johanna asks and makes Max forget what he was talking about. He thinks about it for a while.

“No, I think I’m just an overthinker,” he says.

“So, tell me about this game,” Johanna says. Max looks excited.

“Well, if I take a toke, and then pass the smoke to you, you will be able to enjoy the same… you know…” Now he is the one who sounds a bit nervous, as if he was worried about how she would react to his suggestion.

“And how are you planning on passing the smoke to me?” Johanna asks, even though she knows very well what he means.

“Well, normally you do it mouth-to-mouth, but if you want, we can create tunnels with our hands so you don’t have to be so intimate,” he says and looks down. It looks as if he can’t bring himself to look at her. Johanna is the one in charge now, she has the power. He keeps avoiding eye contact with her until she speaks again.

“I know that game,” she says and leans back. Her face is warm and tingly, she feels like a teenager. She crosses her arms over her chest. “Why not?” she says. “I’m not scared of your germs or anything…”

Max looks surprised, but he doesn’t say anything. He lights the spliff. Now he looks confident in a way that makes Johanna question if he had really lost his cool earlier, or if it was just part of the act.

She decides to let him get away with it. Maybe she will use it to get what she wants. He doesn’t feel like a stranger anymore. When he is happy with how the spliff burns, he looks at her as if to ask her if she is ready. She nods and he inhales the smoke deeply before he turns towards her and leans forward. She exhales to prepare and closes in on him. During the few seconds it takes their open mouths to meet, Johanna has time to think a thousand thoughts. What are you doing? But she can’t make sense of them. Everything is spinning. She doesn’t know this guy, she just met him thirty minutes ago, and now this. Instead of overthinking, she gives in to the warm, moist exhale that fills up her throat as she inhales. His lips feel like soft pillows and the situation is charged with sexual tension. It’s not hard to imagine his tongue wrapped around hers.

When he pulls his head away from her again, they stare at each other. They both look surprised. Both of them, blown away. Johanna holds her breath before she exhales. The smoke isn’t as thick this time, most of it is still inside of them. She can’t stop staring into his eyes. They are ice blue with darker blue rings around the pupils. She spots something else too.

Something suggestive.

“Again,” Max orders and inhales. Johanna goes with the flow, somewhat dizzy. This time he grabs her neck as he blows the smoke into her mouth. Pulls her close. Johanna swallows his hole breath and blows it back into his throat. Max starts coughing and puts a hand on her thigh.

“Oh, sorry,” Johanna says and puts an apologetic hand on his arm. “I had an impulse,” she continues and gives him a shy smile.

“No, I mean, great idea,” he says when he has regained his breath. “Let’s try it again…” In the next second, he takes another toke and she has to prepare. Max inhales deeply without taking his eyes off her, then he leans in again. Their mouths meet again, their lips desperately pressed against each other not to let any smoke escape. His moist breath swirls around inside of Johanna’s mouth and triggers her nerves. She blows the smoke back into his mouth and he has to grab her neck to stay focused. Johanna is pulled forwards and she has to support herself against Max’s chest to stay upright. He flinches but manages to keep all the smoke in. Then he blows it back into Johanna. She has no idea for how long they keep blowing the smoke back and forth before the process turns into a deep and hungry kiss. Max buries his hands in her hair, pulls her closer. Their sweet candy tongues explore each other and the sound of their kissing echoes between the graffiti walls. Johanna wraps her arms around his neck and enjoys how his soft hair feels against the skin on her arms. His scent is rubbed off on her skin, and it is left there as flighty memory.

“Ouch,” he screams suddenly and jumps up as a piece of ember falls down in his lap. In some strange way, he has managed to hold the spliff in his hand all this time. Johanna tries to remember if he had been touching her with one or two hands. Max laughs and brushes the ashes off his leg. “Not too bad, huh,” he says and winks at her before he takes another toke. The kiss lingers on their mouths.

“Well…” Johanna smiles and blushes. “That was unexpected.“

“You’re a great kisser,” Max says confidently and hands her the spliff. She smiles before she tastes it.

“How did you know cocktails are my favourites?” Johanna asks. Her eyes are on fire, just as the spliff in her hand.

“I had a feeling,” Max says and smiles when she hands him his hand-rolled treasure. He smokes and puts it out. He finds the lollipop that he had put down on the bench and puts it in his mouth again. Johanna looks up at the blue sky, the sun has wandered over it and left them in the shade. It feels cool and nice against the heat that is taking over her body. Her whole stomach is tingling, and there’s a pulsating feeling in between her legs. When she crosses her legs, she notices that her panties are wet.

“You’re a totally okay kisser, too,” she says and adds extra emphasis on totally okay.

Then she can’t help smiling to herself.

“What do you mean totally okay?” he says in a sour tone, but his eyes are filled with laughter. Johanna sucks on her lollipop and stares into his eyes. Then she takes it out and licks her lips.

“Yeah, you heard me,” she says, and is just about to say something else when Max interrupts her by removing a lock of hair from her lower lip before he kisses her again. Johanna drops her lollipop and moans. Max breathes heavier. They make out on the wooden bench, as if years of desire has been unleashed. They kiss as if they were teenagers. The kiss is the perfect amount of wet and their rhythm feels almost practised, as if they’ve done it many times before. The verbal chemistry between the two of them tastes like raspberry and smoke when their mouths meet.

Johanna presses closer to him, wants to feel his skin, but it is not enough and before she knows it, she is on his lap. Her denim skirt rides up and her panties are almost showing. Max puts his hands on her ass, and the kiss intensifies. He moans into her mouth when she massages the muscles of his arms and shoulders. Johanna realises that she is leaving a wet stain on his jeans, and then she notices something hard pressing against her crotch. Something hard and pulsating.She kisses Max on the cheek. Then she continues down his chin and along his neck, over his Adam’s apple as he leans his head back and grips her waist. When he lifts his head up again, they look at each other. Johanna runs a hand through his hair and he tilts his head slightly to the side, exposing a strong jawline under his soft beard. She lets her other hand wander down her own neck, down over her t-shirt, until she finds the brown leather belt in her skirt. Max moves his hips and spreads his legs until Johanna’s wet panties meet the contour of his cock. She uses both of her hands to open the belt that has slid up above her bellybutton. When Johanna manages to get it up, she pulls her skirt up, exposing her bare buttocks.

“Get up,” Max says, and he sounds frustrated when he sees that she is wearing a thong. Johanna stands up, still on the bench, with a foot on each side of him. She looks around and is suddenly aware that they are in a public space. But they are alone. Max touches her calves and lets his fingers wander up her legs. Johanna smiles.

“You’re so soft,” he whispers and starts kissing her bare skin. Johanna replies by slowly taking her panties off. She pulls them down to her knees, where Max takes over. He sighs when she lifts her right leg, followed by her left leg, and he squeezes her wet panties in his hand before placing them on the bench, he realises how horny Johanna is. Staying seated on the bench, he unbuttons his denim shorts and pulls them down together with his underwear. He pulls them down just enough to make free his cock from the fabric. Johanna’s eyes widen when she sees it. Hard, long and unusually thick. She needs to know how it feels, now. Max grabs it and points it upwards, invites her with his eyes. Without hesitating, Johanna starts lowering herself down over him, all the way down, until Max’s huge cock is embraced by her warmth. He grunts, puts his arms around her back and holds her tight. He keeps her in that position, slightly hovering above his lap, and moves his cock in and out of her a couple of times. Slowly. Teasing her. They moan together.

Johanna is so wet that she barely needs to use her hands, not even in the beginning. Then he lowers her down completely.

“Woah,” Johanna gasps and giggles from fascination when the cock fills her up in a way that she has never experienced before.

“Let me know if it’s too much,” Max whispers gently to her. His warm words tickle and send vibrations through her body.

“I promise,” Johanna breathes, heavily now, as the wonderful sensation of being completely filled up makes her feel dizzy. She feels safe, happy and not awkward at all, even though they just met. Max seems to be a bit surprised at their chemistry, too. She looks at him again and they kiss each other. Then she starts moving her hips slowly as she rides him. Starting off, she takes great care to make a mental note of every sensation. She wants to remember this. His cock is rock hard and smooth as velvet in her pussy. It fills her up completely. The sensation gives Johanna goosebumps and a jolt of euphoria shoots throughout her body. Again and again, up and down. Max shuts his eyes and enjoys it. Now and again, little sounds of pleasure leave his mouth. After a couple of seconds that feel like forever, she can’t stop herself from speeding up. Max is breathing heavily. His beautiful hands squeeze Johanna’s waist and his ribs tremble under his t-shirt. His cheeks have turned red. His blushing cheeks suit his golden skin tone, and his eyes look like glistening lakes. She rides him for a long time. The sounds of the city are all gone. She can’t even hear the buses on the street or the builders in the distance. The sounds of the city become one with the sounds of their desire. All that exists is his hard cock in her horny hole. She dives into his eyes, swims straight into him and lets go of all her inhibitions. He moans as if slightest movement will take him over the edge, but his moans are quiet and manly. Guttural. The bench moves under them as they fuck. Johanna’s knees chafe against the wood. They slow down again. Both of them are filled with butterflies when they look deep into each other’s eyes. She needs a sip of water and then she hands the bottle to Max. Then she has an idea and reaches for her cigarette package. She pulls out her last spliff.

“I also have one left,” she gasps and Max squirms underneath her. His cock twitches inside of her and presses against her ass when she stops moving. He frowns, completely defeated, when he realises what she is about to do, and he accepts her suggestion without a word. Johanna starts moving up and down again and lights up as she rides him. The combination of the first toke of a spliff and the sensation of riding Max’s thick cock does something to Johanna. It makes her feel wilder than ever. She laughs, smokes and fucks him shamelessly. Max takes the spliff out of her hand and smokes it as she moves her hips over his cock. The satisfaction makes her dizzy. There is a moment of silence which adds to the excitement. Max inhales deeply and kisses Johanna, blowing the smoke into her lungs. She drinks his breath. It tastes like sex. Then she looks up into the sky and exhales slowly. At the same time, Max massages her buttocks as he helps her to move up and down. A movement that is barely visible from the outside, but that creates a shooting sensation of lust on the inside. Johanna rides him slowly as they share the last spliff. Their breathing is shallow now and they get lost in each other’s eyes. They barely notice when the spliff runs out and instead, they start making out. They get lost in their crazy chemistry and they feel like they are becoming one with the bench.

Max squeezes her buttocks and starts slamming her ass harder against his thighs. He buries his face between her breasts and her nipples stiffen under the t-shirt.

Johanna holds his head and moans as quietly as she can. The sound of their meeting is probably already echoing throughout town, so there is no point to care too much. His hard cock slams into her G-spot and makes it swell and scream in there. She is pushed over the edge, and she can’t stop herself. Without shame, Johanna puts two fingers on her clitoris and starts massaging it as she leans back in Max’s arms. He grabs her t-shirt with his mouth and manages to pull it up enough to expose her stomach. He covers it with wet kisses. Then he fucks her faster, up and down. The sound of their bodies slamming into each other fills the air around them. Johanna is close now. She leans her head back and her blood boils in her veins. Her sensitive pussy is red and swollen and his cock slides in and out of it with ease. It is really huge, and it almost looks as if it is still growing, like it still hasn’t reached its full potential. She is high and her head and her eyelids feel heavy. Also, she can feel an orgasm around the corner and suddenly – maybe two seconds before Johanna thought she would – she cums. The surprise makes her pull her head up from its hanging position. The world turns into a fog.

“Ah,” she screams. The orgasm makes her lower body vibrate and for a second, it feels like she is about to pass out. Then she cums in three hard blasts that make her vagina feel like it is about to explode. Max holds his hands on her ass and follows the waves of her orgasm. He breathes with her until she is finished, and then they kiss each other. The orgasm still flutters in Johanna’s stomach. Max gets them both up on their feet and slips out of her. She lets herself rest in his embrace for a while, to avoid standing on her trembling legs. It is obvious that they were both done. She doesn’t have to speak. They touch each other, softly but eagerly, and they kiss and stumble into the graffiti wall. The colourful wall feels cool against Johanna’s burning skin. She feels the weight of Max’s body pushing against her, and it feels wonderful.

“More,” she whispers into his ear and Max laughs into her hair. Then he grabs her right thigh and lifts her leg up into the air. Exposes her pulsating pussy. The cool breeze feels great against her swollen labia. Max’s cock bounces against her stomach when he kisses her violently and tries to find her opening. She grips his cock to help him, but she can’t even close it around his thick cock. She guides it towards her opening and Max thrusts into her again. Hard.

“Ah,” he screams at the wall, louder than before. He almost sounds like he just kicked something with his toe. He stays where he is. Johanna lets her fingers move along his spine and find their way in under his black tank top. His back is covered in sweat. Her lips tingle from excitement. The bottom of Johanna’s shoe scrapes the asphalt as Max starts moving again. Back and forth. This position is even more insane. He reaches far, far into her, and he so big that she is slammed into the concrete over and over again. Her ass bounces against the wall. Max protects the back of her head with one of his arms as he holds her right leg up with the other. Opens her up. Takes her. His musky scent is mixed with the wonderful scent of bodily fluids and sex. Johanna lets herself be fucked against the graffiti. She wants to cum again. She can cum again. Fast. She can feel it creeping up on her. She pictures the different level of her climax with a staircase. She is fully present as she takes each step, purposefully walking into her orgasm. It tumbles around inside of her and lands in between her legs.






	
	


	
		Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy  Afterglow: Erotic Short Stories for Dull and Dark Autumn Days.
 
		Pokud se Vám líbila, celou knihu si můžete zakoupit v našem e-shopu.
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