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Helen had more room now she was single. He had never fully moved in, but stuff had accumulated, and had filled several boxes when they had split up. She still unearthed the occasional reminder, which went to charity or recycling depending upon its condition.

It had never been a great romance. Looking back, Helen was ever more sure it had been the result of paranoia about nearing thirty and needing to tick the box that said she was in a long term relationship. She had settled for a man who looked good on paper, but didn't excite her. Then she had tried too long to make it work anyway. Now that the relationship was over, she didn't miss the false security she had sought in it.

Listening to the couple upstairs making love, though, she knew she missed sex. Not the bland stuff of her recently ended relationship- unimaginative positions that worked for him but rarely for her. She missed the far too rare glorious moments she had had at university and in her early twenties. None of those relationships had worked out either, but she could look back on them with fondness for the men- and a couple of women- involved.

The woman upstairs was making the sort of sounds Helen hadn't uttered in far too long. She couldn't always hear their sex sessions, but every so often the night was still enough, and traffic quiet enough, that she heard enough to conjure up images. Sometimes, it went even further, and she could swear there were more than two people up there. They must have been watching porn to get themselves in the mood, she reasoned.

If they were the couple she thought they were- a short curvy blonde with magnificent breasts and a tall handsome, almost as blonde man- they would be a gorgeous sight together. Directly under them, Helen tried to picture the pair providing the carnal soundtrack. In her mind, they were doing it doggy style, those big breasts swaying back and forth with each thrust. She'd reach out a hand and cup them, squeeze them, see if the nipples would perk up to be pinched and teased. All the time, she'd be trying to get a look at his big cock- of course he was well hung, how could he not be- as it pumped in and out.

Fantasising like this was getting her turned on. The sheet had been thrown aside, her pyjama top unfastened to expose her breasts with their tight nipples, and her fingers danced over the material of her knickers. That had all happened with barely a conscious thought. The couple upstairs were nearing climax, she could hear it in the woman's cries and moans, and the way the rhythm was changing, speeding up then taking a short break before resuming. She couldn't catch up with them, but the inspiration they had provided was a good starting point.

Her knickers were down to her knees when she paused to listen to the climax upstairs. The victorious cry made her feel happy for the woman making it. As the noises subsided, she whipped the underwear off to a corner of the room. The pyjama top stayed on. Something about having it on but open, still clothed but somehow also naked, felt naughty in the horniest possible way. She scrambled to the edge of the bed and opened the cabinet beside it.

When she was planning a pleasure session, she would consider all the treasures in the cabinet before deciding which suited her mood best. She was just plain horny now, so she pulled out two old favourites. They weren't subtle, but she wasn't in a subtle mood. The long and plump realistic dildo was satisfyingly heavy. It had already helped deliver more orgasms than her ex ever had. Taken by an odd affection, she kissed the head, licked around it and took a little between her lips. It didn't taste anything like a man, but the other sensations turned her on nonetheless.

The other toy was a small but potent vibrator. It fit neatly in her hand, her forefinger resting along it to guide where it went. The controls were neatly placed so her thumb could click the buttons as she held it this way. She turned it to the third level of power, and the second vibration pattern- a long buzz, followed by by brief pulses, then repeating. Her nipples were tight already, but they perked up even more as she ran the vibrator around them. She let out a sigh. As she moved the toy down her body, her other hand retained its grip on the dildo. She brought it back to her lips and sucked it some more.

Eyes half closed, she could imagine a hot body attached to the cock in her hand. It belonged to the man she was sure was her upstairs neighbour, and he was enjoying what she was doing to him. The vibrator didn't feel anything like a tongue, but her fantasy had the buxom blonde kissing her way down to her vulva. She moved her finger around her mons. The vibrations teased her clitoris, urging it out from its hood. She ran the vibrator up and down either side of it, and her hips started to grind in response.

She was wet now, she knew, ready to be entered by the fantasy lover attached to the dildo. She stopped sucking it and dragged it down her body toward the area that was now the focus of her attention. Letting the vibrator drop to her side, she took the fake cock in both hands, grasping the base with her right hand, and using her left to move the head up and down her labia.

A loud groan escaped her mouth as the silicone glans parted her labia. Could her neighbours hear her the way she heard them? She hoped so, wanting them to know that someone else was getting sexual pleasure. Not as awesome as theirs, she was sure, but it already felt good, and should get better. Pushing her hips up, she eased the toy into her body. It entered easily, she was that wet and excited. Her back arched as it went deeper and deeper. As it filled her completely, she let out a cry, almost a roar, of joy.

She hadn't come yet, but the moment when her faithful companion was pressed as far as possible into her was always a moment of intense pleasure. Her feet slid down the bed as she sank back to it. Legs spread wide, she pulled the dildo out and pushed it back in, voicing her joy as it moved. Her hand started moving faster, body bucking with jolts of pleasure each time it thrust home.

Penetration didn't always guarantee climax. It felt like this time it might, but she wanted to be sure. Her free hand grasped around for the vibrator, which was still buzzing away, teasing the buttock it was stuck under. She pulled it out and laid it on her mons, pressing it down and rubbing it around. The tip of a finger swiped across her clitoris, and she let out a squeal to break the sighs and moans. It was intense, but she could handle that now. She pulled the end of the dildo up, making it press against the sensitive nub as it moved in and out.
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