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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.
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