
   [image: Cover: Parents-In-Law by Cupido]


   
      
         
            Diverse
   

            Parents-In-Law
   

         

          
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Parents-In-Law

            Original title:

            Simon Says. Svigerforeldre. Egypt.

            Copyright © 2020, Hverdag AS/Cupido og SAGA 

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726435856

             
   

            1. E-book edition, 2019

Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Simon Says
   

            by Alexander Skriver
   

         

          
   

         He stood in front of the mirror. He’d just come out of the shower. He smiled at his reflection and posed. He turned around and looked at himself. “Vanity is a virtue”, he thought and flexed his biceps. A small movement in the corner of his mouth revealed that he wasn’t unhappy with what he saw. He let his hands slide down from his chest, muscles over his six-pack and towards his groin. He grabbed his hard dick and his balls, pulled them up, and longingly bent his neck and head with pursed lips down towards the tip. “If only…”

         

He was young and beautiful. His head was closely shaven, and he had light, plucked eyebrows that created a stunning transition to his clear blue eyes. His nose was long and straight, except for a little crack caused during his schooldays. An almost microscopical, but nicely trimmed, narrow moustache sat above his lip, and a little Errol Flynn-ish bush was placed below. Between the slightly narrow, arching top lip and a little plumper sensual moist bottom lip was a constant, discreet hint of a naughty smile.

         

He parked his car and approached the building. He still felt hot after the car ride, not to mention the pleasant time in the lay-by. He placed his sunglasses on top of his shaven, tanned head. He looked tense. He was overly nervous but interested and eager. He looked around. There was plenty of noise around him. A lot of people, but no one that he knew. He grabbed his bag, found a cigarette, and started to look for Lecture Hall 3. He went in through the door and down the stairs. They were worn out after years of use and made a lot of creaking sounds. He sat down and looked around. There were many people in his class.

         

He wiped off the condensation on the mirror and made sure it was all gone before he carefully folded the towel up and put it down. He propped his hands on the sink, leaned in towards the mirror, and looked at his mature face and body. His hair was grey, but just like his neatly trimmed beard, it matched wonderfully with his naturally light brown skin. His eyes were chestnut brown, and his lashes were pitch black. His nose was powerful and Mediterranean-looking. His mouth comprised soft arches with dark pink, plump lips. His gipsy blood didn’t deny itself. His chin was broad and sharp. His throat was closely shaven under his full beard. Despite his body being 57 years old, he had well-defined features and was extremely fit. He had all the necessary discipline and self-control to not let himself go.

         

“You’ve to take care of your body, so it looks good. Physical decline is a sign of a weak character.” His stepdad’s words still ran through his mind. He put on boxers and an undershirt. He let an almost invisible finger slide over an obviously happy nipple and a quiet warmth spread through his body. He put on a shirt and buttoned it all the way up. Pulling on his pants, he fastened the zipper, before straightening out the bulge with a challenging gaze at the mirror. He put on his vest, his granddad’s pocket watch made out of gold, and his suit jacket. The suit was tailor-made and brought attention to his ass. He put his gold-rimmed glasses on his nose and looked at himself in the mirror. His smile hid a secret.

         

Simon’s brother yelled out. “Enjoy your first day and be careful with my car!” Simon put on his sunglasses, made a V-sign with his fingers, and got in the car. His big brother’s orangy-brown, a battered excuse of a car. It was a Golf. But it was a lot better than taking the train, and besides, Simon had hidden motives behind leaving so early. It was partly because he wanted to be early for his first day in university, and also because he knew what went on in the lay-bys alongside the motorway.

         

It felt like walking into a poultry yard. He drew his breath and slid down the creaking stairs like a grey clergyman. He carefully put his stuff on the desk. He pulled the pocket watch out of his vest, looked at it, nodded, and put it back. He took off his glasses, cleared his throat, and said, “The time is 14.15, and we’ll begin.” “My name is Mogens Johansen, and I am a professor of Aesthetics and Culture, as well as the head of department around here.” He let his gaze slide over the many students that eagerly sat there ready with their notebooks. His gaze was still turned towards the students when his eyes got an uncertain look. He stuttered slightly as he continued his presentation.

         

Mogens kissed his wife goodbye. He straightened his glasses, got in the car, and drove off. He looked in the back mirror. She’d walked down to the pavement, standing there while waving goodbye. For a second, she looked like his mother, then she slowly disappeared. He felt himself fill up with an honest, deeply felt and warm love for her. He wouldn’t be without her for the world. They had trust and love between them that couldn’t be replaced. It’d been built and carefully nurtured through nearly 40 years of being together. He discreetly wiped away a tear from the corner of his eye and smiled to himself.

         

“You never arrive neither early nor late,” he heard his stepdad roar in the back of his head as he pulled into the lay-by. He had plenty of time to have a cigarette. It was his only bad habit and reason for a constant nagging conscience. He parked his car and got out. He lit up the cigarette. A young boy came over. “Do you have a cigarette?” he asked.
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