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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.
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