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         The sun was shining in a cloudless sky. Despite that, it was only a little past nine. Bent decided to drink his morning coffee on the small terrace in front of his holiday house from where there was a view of the dunes and the sea. He and Lise had been divorced four months earlier, and neither of them wanted to keep the beach cottage, which had formed the framework of their vacations with the children for more than fifteen years. It was sad, Lise had found someone else, and although they may not have had the most fantastic marriage, he had been distraught by it. Lise had left the home they shared, and he was left alone with the oldest of their boys and a half-empty house. He would stay in that house until Danny moved away and then he would find a smaller apartment in the same neighbourhood. He had no use for a large house. He spent most of his time in his office anyway.

         There were not many people on the beach at this time of day, one dog walker and an elderly couple in activewear were all he could see while he tried to think of the positives in his new lifestyle. He should paint the railing around the terrace before the real estate agent comes the next day, most of the furniture will be sold with the house, there were only a few personal things he wanted to bring with him back into town. He had not yet figured out how he should pass on Lise's stuff to her. He certainly did not want to show up at her new address where he could be forced to shake hands with Henning, her new boyfriend.

         He caught sight of her as he got up to clear the table, she was lying on one of the dunes not far from the house, she was naked, and he could see all of her curvy body as she sat up and brushed the sand off of her legs. She was probably around his age, which is to say in her mid-forties, her big breasts hung a little as she leaned forward to brush the sand off of her feet. She had medium length blonde hair that gently fluttered in the early morning breeze. He couldn't take his eyes off her. It was maybe because he hadn't seen a naked woman in a long time, or perhaps because, like most men, he just liked looking at nude women. He stood on his toes to see better, and he held his breath as he saw her touching her breasts in a way that indicated that she might need a man's touch. She squeezed them hard, and soon she began to move her lower body up and down as she lifted herself slightly from the sand.

         He was speechless, damn the woman was lying and touching herself in the dunes with no more than about 20 meters between them, and he could see her luscious curves moving along with the rhythm of her pleasure. His cock responded almost immediately, and he took hold of it while breathing heavily. The woman spread her bulging thighs and started rubbing her clitoris hard as she pressed her head down into the sand. Wow, he whispered hoarsely as he watched her press her fingers against her opening. He hesitated briefly before opening his jeans and letting his penis out into the morning air. She trembled furiously, and he could see her lips forming into something that led his thoughts to produce a light moan.

         It couldn't get enough now, she touched herself eagerly, and her big dense breasts rocked violently and then suddenly he saw her convulsing, and the sound of a delighted woman reached his ears. She was finished, he could see it in the way she stretched out that she had satisfied herself and she could now concentrate on what she had gone down there for, sunbathing. He was still standing with his cock in his hand, and it was hard, so he sat back in his chair, closed his eyes and continuing the act, thinking about what he had just witnessed.

         He managed to get the fence painted, though his thoughts turned several times to what he had witnessed that morning. It wasn't every day that you were able to witness such a thing and never in his long marriage with Lise did he see her satisfy herself, he didn't think she did it at all. Lise was slim and not at all, like the woman he had observed ... there was something about big women that was kinky. He would have liked to have helped her with those breasts, so she in return could have helped him with something else. Several times that day he became hard at the thought of her, and when he had finished the fence, he lay down on his bed and replayed the scene once more while relieving the tension. It was the first time since the divorce that he had allowed himself to be sexual, the loss of Lise and the two youngest had affected his daily life so much that he had not wanted to.
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