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         Monica woke to a light summer breeze from the open window. The sounds of the city, which was slowly waking up, and the thought of a couple of days off filled her mind with peace, and a longing, which would no longer put up with being repressed, presented itself. She kicked her duvet off to the side, the breeze from the window caressed her naked skin, and she closed her hands around her voluptuous breasts while a soft moaning filled the room. She pushed herself up from the sheet in an arch while closing her eyes and letting her hands caress the round, firm curves.

         She was beautiful and sensual, her entire body was burning with lust, and she wiped her long chestnut hair away from her face so that it spread out like a fan on the white linen. Her hand edged downwards when she reached her belly button. She gasped softly while bending one leg and letting it fall to the side. She was completely smooth, she shaved everything every other day, so a stubble never developed, and she enjoyed the sensation of her soft skin when she let her fingers explore. She was wet, and she stretched hungrily while reaching for the dildo in the nightstand. It was shaped like a real dick, and she caressed it with her lips and tongue as she let a finger slide in between her labia.

         It was beautiful. She longed so terribly for a man, or at least a dick, she longed to be taken, just letting go and enjoy… She could hear her juices now, she was wet all the way down her thighs, and she moved her lap up and down while letting the replica slide in and out between her lips. She caressed the dildo with her tongue before she let it slide through the juices between her labia. She thought of different men, either because she had been with them or because she wanted to.

         It had slipped about an inch into her while she thought about Marcus, a Gambian, whom she had been with a couple of weeks earlier. He had taken her, his strong hands had demanded her, and he had held her firmly when she had finally climaxed, and the orgasm had ripped and torn through her slender body. It had been wonderful, she had enjoyed him, and they had repeated the success before he, in the early morning, had said that he’d better get home to his wife.

         That had surprised her and made her a little upset, she wanted to see him again, but if he was married, he wasn’t someone to take a chance on, unless she wanted to get hurt. She hadn’t done anything to see him again, and he hadn’t either, she was a little disappointed, mainly because what they had done together had been so successful.

         She imagined that he was here now, and she pushed the dildo in while she moaned loudly and whispered his name. Her hand worked eagerly, and she could hear her juices every time the dildo slid in and out of her wet vulva. She rolled onto her side and controlled the dildo from behind while moving against it, it wouldn’t take long, her vagina muscles tightened around it, and she whispered his name into the pillow once more. She was moving wildly now, and she felt a buzzing in her clitoris as her muscles tightened even more around the dildo. She rolled onto her stomach and sat up, spreading her legs and grabbing her breasts firmly as she started riding. Her entire lap was buzzing, and her vagina throbbed violently as she felt the orgasm’s liberating effect on her accumulated lust.

          
   

         When she later that day was on her way home from the supermarket, she caught sight of Marcus. He was walking on the other side of the street with an African-looking woman, who Monica guessed must be his wife and two little children. She slowed down, glanced in his direction and just managed to catch a glimpse of recognition in his eyes and something that looked like a smile on his lips before she looked down again and sped up. It burned inside her. She had never seen Marcus before that night at the bar, they had only spent about eight hours together, of which at least six had been spent making love. Still, she felt burning jealousy towards his wife.
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