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         “You should have put high-factor sunblock on. Your freckles are all red, Peter! You’ll get skin cancer before you’re 50.”


“Quit the chit-chat while I’m trying to put the letters together. Concentrate on the game. You’ll get arthritis in your jaw before you’re 50.”


“If I get arthritis in my jaw, it wouldn’t be because of that.” She leaned over the table, shielding her gaze under the shadow from the brim of her hat. 


“Ulla, I’ll ignore that one.” He hid the line of letters with his hand and then with obvious deliberation put seven tiles down, smacking his lips with satisfaction. 


She read what he’d put down. He had placed his letters extending her word ending in ‘ck’ - to form the word tonguefuck. 


“There’s no such thing! Her voice was stern and chiding. 


“Ulla. Tonguefuck! Are you of all people going to tell me that there’s no such thing as a tonguefuck?”


“No, I mean of course not, but that’s got nothing to do with it. It’s meant to be a real word that you can find in the dictionary.” 


She patted the hardcover book on the table in front of them with more fervour than intended. 


“You know fully well that it’s called ‘oral sex’. According to the dictionary, that is.” 

         He tried to catch her eye under the brim of her hat. 


“If you can find the word in the dictionary,” she said, “you can use it. Otherwise, you can’t.” He rearranged the tiles to form another word, visibly irritated. 


“That’s it then. If it’s not in the dictionary, it doesn’t exist. Just remember that next time, Ulla, when you’re not hellbent on winning...”


She didn’t answer him. She’d already organised her letters and was putting the tiles down. “Three in a row. I already have three on this part of the board. Three reds all in a line!”


“I’ll give you three in a row!” 


“Is that a promise or a threat?” From underneath her hat, she saw him stand, and watched him purposely walk towards her. She felt his hand close around her wrist and let herself be led into the kitchen. 


Out of the sun, it took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the light in the tiny kitchen. He brushed away the crumbs from their breakfast and lifted her up onto the low kitchen table.


“This table is for pygmies,” she laughed.  “No, for small dicks, I mean!” 


He opened his eyes wide with surprise but also because he was turned on. Then he pressed himself hard against her, took off her glasses and firmly took hold of her hair. 


“Stop!” she screeched. “I forgot that you don’t like it when women are vulgar.”


But she was laughing. “Mr Goody Two Shoes.” 

         He unbuttoned her summer dress in impatient, quick movements. He started with the button at the top – feeling the pulse in her neck – and carried on all the way down to below her waist. Then he opened her dress, pulling it wider, so her breasts were pointing right out at him. 


She lowered her head for a moment and closed her eyes, her skin naked in the cool kitchen air. Then she half-opened them and saw he had his free hand digging about in a yoghurt carton that had fallen on the floor. He smeared her with yoghurt, sensing the goosebumps under the thick layers of cold yoghurt. He found her nipples under the thick, creamy layer and the tips of her nipples swelled at the touch of the flat of his hand covered in yoghurt. 


“Lift up your dress,” he whispered in her ear, gently biting her earlobe. His hoarse voice made her obey him at once. The linoleum on the kitchen table felt soft and hard simultaneously against the warmth of her thighs. Her spicy scent filled the kitchen, filling his nostrils. Then he took her hand and dipped it into the rest of the yoghurt, and then place it on her swollen, glistening pussy. 


“Rub your clit,” he whispered, leaning against her neck, while his hands found their way back to her breasts. 


“Do it now. There’s no muesli in it, is there?” he laughed, pulling slightly away from her, but still massaging her breasts, tweaking her nipples. 


“Do it then – and look at me the whole time you’re doing it.” 

         She opened her eyes. “I can’t see you without my glasses,” she sighed. “It’s all blurry.”


“Blurry? Blurry is good,” he groaned, sensing that she was close to her climax. He pulled her hand away, held it tightly against the kitchen table, licked some of the yoghurt from her skin, gave up on the rest, fumbled furiously with his zipper and in one smooth thrust of his erect cock, he was inside her. She leaned her head against the fridge, trying to follow his powerful rhythm, while he pressed himself deeper into her with long, slow, controlled movements. Then he pulled back, almost out of her, so she stood there, her body quivering, alone. 
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