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      To the real Guido!

   
      
      Chapter One

      
      ‘HI. IS THAT room service? Yeah? This is Amelia Ashton in the penthouse suite. “The Amelia”? That’s right. Thank you very much. I’m glad
         you enjoyed it. Signed photo? No problem. To your kids? Gavin and Hayley. That has an “e” in it, right? OK. Yeah. I’m calling
         because my sheets need changing. No, no. They were absolutely fine. I just had a bit of a sweaty night last night. Fever?
         Amelia grinned. ‘Yeah, I guess you could say that. No, I don’t need any aspirin. Just the new sheets. Can you make sure that
         somebody does that? I’ll be going out in about fifteen minutes, for lunch. If it could be done by the time I come back I’d
         be very, very grateful. Thank you very much. Goodbye.’
      

      
      Amelia Ashton, famous enough to be known as plain old ‘Amelia’ to her fans, smiled as she replaced the telephone receiver
         in its shiny gilt cradle. She was sitting at her dressing-table with its mirror surrounded by bulbs. A real Hollywood mirror
         of the kind that she had always known she would one day have. Now it was a fixture at every hotel she stayed in on tour, preceding her on the crew bus, to be set
         up and plugged in ready for when she arrived. It had been a present from her best friend, Karis, to celebrate the phenomenal
         success of Amelia’s very first album and acknowledge that after all those years of trying and crying she had finally become
         a star.
      

      
      Amelia studied her reflection. She had hardly slept a wink but, that considering, she really didn’t look too bad at all. The
         new exercise regime she had recently adopted seemed to be working. She had never had so much energy before, though it was
         a bit of a bore having to take a jog with Frankenstein’s monster in tow. ‘Frankenstein’s monster’ was the highly appropriate
         nickname of Amelia’s bodyguard, Franklin, employed on the orders of Amelia’s manager, Rowena, after some crazy fan had managed
         to get into Amelia’s hotel bedroom in Chicago and steal two dozen pairs of her specially monogrammed ivory silk French knickers.
         Amelia had protested at the time that she didn’t really mind; after all, she had lost three pairs of knickers to a phantom
         laundry snatcher in Kentish Town in the days before she got her multi-million-pound record deal. Now she could afford to replace
         her underwear two hundred times a day if she had to. She didn’t want this one incident to mean that she had to have some great
         oaf following two steps behind her ‘for security’ for the rest of her life. But Rowena had insisted. You could never be too
         careful. And after all, Amelia was her record company’s most valuable product.
      

      
      Amelia picked up her soft-bristled Mason and Pearson brush and carefully parted her long red hair on one side. It shone with
         the polish of hundreds of pounds worth of attention but, to Amelia that morning, even her crowning glory was becoming something
         of an encumbrance. She wanted to take a pair of scissors to it, have the kind of hair that didn’t get tied up in knots or
         end up halfway down her throat every time she gave a blow-job … but Rowena was just as firm about Amelia’s hair as she had
         been about the bodyguard. It was part of Amelia’s image. Her fans had paid for that red hair. At the very least, there was
         no way she could change her look before the end of this tour. Amelia had long red hair on the album cover and that was what
         her fans expected to see. Who did she think she was, wanting to get her hair cut off? Madonna? That had hurt.
      

      
      Amelia coloured in her lips with the browny orange lipstick that suited her best. Boring, boring, boring. She had been wearing
         this lipstick since a particularly successful photo session in 1995. But again, there was no question of changing the familiar
         cupid’s bow, just as there was no question of her walking out of that hotel suite with no lipstick on at all. And the clothes,
         the clothes she had to wear! Always having to dress like she was going to the opera even when she was only going down the
         road to get her toenails done. She practically had to wear a full face mask when she went jogging so that no one with a camera
         would catch the girl who had won the ‘Britain’s Best-dressed Woman’ award for the past two years in anything less alluring than Armani.
      

      
      Well, Amelia had finally had enough. She took a flimsy paper tissue from the pink box on her dressing-table and wiped the
         lipstick that she had just applied so carefully straight back off again. Then she scraped her thick red hair back into a ponytail
         and stepped out of her Chinese silk dressing-gown and into a pair of old blue jeans. She dragged a dirty white T-shirt over
         her head and topped the lot off with a battered, oil-stained denim jacket that was hanging from a post at the end of her bed.
         Then she pulled on the trainers that were strictly forbidden outside the gym.
      

      
      ‘Reclaim your life, Amelia,’ she said in a sexy whisper to the new improved reflection which winked back at her from the mirror
         surrounded by bulbs.
      

      
      There was a knock at the door.

      
      It was probably room service.

      
      Amelia grabbed a handful of credit cards and opened the door to the maid as she walked on out into the lobby.

      
      The sound of the Hoover woke the poor young male model who had been left naked and firmly tied to the corners of the four-poster
         bed.
      

      
   
      
      Chapter Two

      
      ‘I CAN’T BELIEVE you did that!’ Rowena was shrieking.
      

      
      Amelia held her mobile phone away from her ear and casually stirred her cappuccino until the chocolate powder on top of the
         froth had all but dissolved.
      

      
      ‘The maid went straight to the press, of course,’ Rowena continued. ‘There will be photographs all over the place. Whatever
         were you thinking of? You were seen leaving the hotel wearing his clothes, for goodness sake! Do you want to send your career
         into a nosedive, or what? You are not the Rolling Stones, Amelia. You have a certain kind of image. Grandmothers buy your
         records for eleven-year-old boys.’
      

      
      ‘But… I…’ Amelia tried to get a word in but Rowena was unstoppable.

      
      ‘How I am going to get you out of this one, I just do not know. Where the hell are you, anyway? You have a rehearsal in fifteen
         minutes.’
      

      
      ‘I’m at a friend’s place,’ Amelia lied. She looked out through the grimy café window onto the busy New York street. Outside, it was a normal Monday morning. People rushed by
         the cafe on their way to work with no care for the red-haired girl who nursed her coffee and a mobile phone. They had jobs
         to go to. Jobs where they would sit in front of a computer screen all day, filing forms and typing letters and wondering what
         it would be like to be famous. What it would be like to be rich and glamorous. What it would be like to have a fleet of fast
         cars at your disposal and a walk-in wardrobe the size of their whole apartment. What it would be like to be public property.
         Yeah, thought Amelia bitterly. That was what she was these days … public property. Unable to kiss a male friend in the street
         for fear of provoking a scandal. Unable to change her hair without prompting an opinion poll in the national press. Unable
         even to go outside the hotel in her jeans. It was a nightmare. That was what it was like to be famous.
      

      
      ‘Which friend?’ Rowena persisted.

      
      ‘No one you know.’

      
      ‘Amelia!’ The pitch rose uncontrollably again. ‘You’re not supposed to be with anyone I don’t know! Tell me where you are
         at once and I’ll send Franklin straight down with the car.’
      

      
      ‘Don’t send him anywhere near me, Rowena,’ Amelia growled. ‘If you really must know what I’m up to the whole time, I’m actually
         all on my own. I’m having a quiet coffee in a little cafe on Houston. There’s nobody in here but me and the Italian mamma
         who made the cappuccino, and I’m wearing a baseball cap over my hair so that even if someone were to look at me twice in this outfit, they would not know who I am. I’ll meet you at the hotel for lunch
         in an hour or so, but for now, I just need a little space.’
      

      
      ‘But I …’

      
      Amelia turned off her mobile before Rowena could protest once more. At that exact moment, the woman behind the counter turned
         on her battered old radio and tuned it in.
      

      
      ‘If you don’t love me, I don’t know what I’ll do …’

      
      Amelia winced at the sound of her own voice. It was definitely time to go. She drained her cup double quick, left a five-dollar
         note to cover the bill, and raced out onto the busy street.
      

      
      As she wandered back to the hotel through early morning SoHo, Amelia couldn’t help smiling at the thought of the guy she had
         left tied to her bed for the chambermaid to tidy up that morning. A bit embarrassing for the poor girl, no doubt, but better
         than finding a pile of sick, Amelia supposed.
      

      
      The unfortunate boy’s name was Guido. Amelia seemed to remember that he had been at last night’s show. She had spotted him
         a couple of times as he stood right at the front of the crowd waving a white rose like the one she had fondled on her album
         cover as he desperately tried to catch her attention. Afterwards, he had somehow managed to get past dozy old Frankie and
         appeared in the specially cleared hotel bar where Amelia and her crew had gone to get a good-night drink. He seemed to know
         one of the backing singers – the tall black girl called Darleesa who had once been on the cover of Italian Vogue. When Rowena had finally finished delivering the rest of the week’s itinerary to Amelia’s more sober band members and gone
         off to bed, Amelia had made a beeline for Darleesa’s chatty little party to find out more about the pretty young guy in the
         tight white T-shirt.
      

      
      As she walked straight towards him, Guido looked like a puppy about to get his first lick of a really big bone.

      
      ‘I’m Guido,’ he said, as deeply as he could.

      
      ‘Amelia,’ said Amelia, extending her elegant hand. As if she really needed to introduce herself at a gathering in her own
         honour. ‘But that’s enough about me,’ she murmured as she slid like a cat onto the leather sofa beside him. ‘Tell me about
         you.’
      

      
      Guido was a model, he began in faltering English full of American affectations. To Amelia, entranced by his classical good
         looks, that news didn’t come as such a surprise. Guido had started out in his native Italy. Done quite a few good shows in
         Milan. He had come to New York to model the autumn collections. The younger designers liked him for his brooding Byronic look
         …
      

      
      As he spoke, Guido struck poses. It seemed as though he was constantly shifting so that Amelia only ever saw his best side.
         But he didn’t always want to be a model, of course, he told her later on. He was taking acting lessons too and by this time
         next year he hoped to be in LA.
      

      
      ‘Yes, I can see you on the big screen,’ Amelia told him, her eyes drifting over his smooth full lips. ‘And the casting couch.’
      

      
      One by one, the chattering group around them had drifted off to their respective rooms until Amelia and Guido were the only
         people apart from the barman left in the specially open bar. Guido was rolling yet another cigarette on the low purple table
         between them. His hands were shaking and it was taking him a painfully long time.
      

      
      Amelia fought the urge to reach out and take a handful of his thick curly hair and hold it out of the way so that she could
         see his face and draw him near to kiss her.
      

      
      ‘Do you want one of these?’ she had asked as she offered him her packet of Marlboro Lights. ‘Only you seem to be struggling
         with that roll-up and I don’t know about you but I would really like to get to bed before daybreak.’
      

      
      Guido looked up from the table and blushed.

      
      ‘Would you like to get to bed soon, too?’ she asked him straightforwardly, fixing her gaze on his light brown eyes.

      
      He gulped. His Adam’s apple moved up and down nervously. He let the rolling paper unfurl itself a final time.

      
      ‘Let’s go upstairs,’ Amelia continued. ‘Yes?’

      
      Amelia stood up and offered Guido her hand. He shoved the cigarette-rolling paraphernalia haphazardly back in its box and
         leapt up to follow her. As he did so he knocked the table flying and sent the remains of a couple of discarded drinks all
         over his scruffy trousers – the very borrowed jeans which Amelia now noticed were embarrassingly stained as she waited at
         the edge of a road for the lights to change to red.
      

      
      But the night before, Amelia had just laughed and lightly brushed an affectionate hand over Guido’s crotch. ‘You’ll just have
         to change out of those wet things,’ she told him. This time he blushed deep crimson and Amelia was sure she felt the faintest
         twitch of arousal beneath the well-worn denim.
      

      
      They left the bar.

      
      Amelia passed the barman a hundred-dollar bill for his discretion and then she and Guido took the lift which went directly
         from the bar to the penthouse suite without stopping at any other floor. At the penthouse, the lift door opened straight onto
         the huge sitting-room with its magnificent view of Central Park below. The room had windows on three sides and when Amelia
         turned the lights on, the glass reflected the room inside, making it appear even bigger than it was. Three huge sofas and
         a chaise-longue fitted easily into the central space around a hideously expensive oriental carpet that was complemented by
         a number-one album’s worth of antique porcelain.
      

      
      Amelia stole a glimpse at her reflection in one of the windows as she stalked across the room and arranged herself gracefully
         on the petrol-coloured chaise-longue. Guido remained in the centre of the carpet, unsure what to do with himself. He was still
         trying to take in the reality of his luck. He was actually there. In Amelia’s penthouse suite. He rubbed the back of his strong neck nervously and flicked his thick fringe back from his heavily lashed
         brown eyes. Please God, he begged, don’t let me cock this one up.
      

      
      ‘Fetch me a drink, could you?’ Amelia nodded in the direction of the barely used kitchen. ‘There’s vodka and tonic in the
         fridge. And ice. I like it half and half. Make yourself one too, of course. And dim the lights on your way back.’
      

      
      Guido disappeared more keenly than any of the hotel staff to do as she had asked.

      
      As she waited, Amelia closed her eyes and stretched out like a big cat in her tight black bodysuit. She let her high-heeled
         suede shoes drop one after the other to the polished wooden floor and flexed her toes. She was ready for this man. She had
         been feeling desperately horny all evening. The show had gone magnificently well. The capacity audience had kept her on the
         stage with encores for at least three-quarters of an hour over time. Afterwards, Rowena had assured her that the merchandise
         had practically flown out of the lobby. She said that Amelia was easily the most bankable artist that Midnight Records had
         ever handled. Bar none. The feeling that hearing that news gave Amelia was almost as good as an orgasm … But only almost.
      

      
      A crash front the kitchen. Guido had dropped a glass. He was so nervous, Amelia reflected with a smile. This was going to
         be so easy. Why was it always so easy?
      

      
      ‘Sorry,’ he called.

      
      ‘Leave it,’ replied Amelia. ‘The maid can clear it up tomorrow. Use another glass and come straight out to me. I feel like
         I’ve been waiting for you forever.’
      

      
      When Guido appeared seconds later with the drinks he had a big wet patch down the front of his T-shirt that matched the soggy stains on his jeans.
      

      
      Amelia stifled a giggle. ‘You’re not having much luck, are you?’ she said. ‘You can take it off if you like.’ Guido put the
         drinks down onto a table and wriggled the T-shirt off over his head. His naked chest was broader than Amelia had expected,
         and browner. Sweat glistened in the shallow valley between his tight pectoral muscles. Was it just the heat, or nerves? Guido
         balled the wet T-shirt up in his hands and used it to wipe the sweat from his forehead.
      

      
      ‘Too hot for you?’ Amelia asked, reaching behind her to switch on a well-placed fan which blew her hair gracefully away from
         her face but whose breeze probably didn’t reach Guido at all.
      

      
      Guido blushed even redder than before, a blush which spread down onto the magnificent chest. He shifted his weight from hip
         to hip and unconsciously (perhaps) found himself in a position which showed his sculptured torso off to even greater advantage.
         He was like something an Ancient Greek might have dreamed up from a massive block of stone.
      

      
      Amelia licked her dry lips. ‘Come here,’ she purred. ‘I’m thirsty.’

      
      Guido handed Amelia the tumbler he had filled for her and perched precariously on the edge of the couch. Amelia touched the
         ice-cold glass to his chest, making him arch his back in surprise. He was very well defined. Very firm. Across his pectorals
         there was a delicate fuzz of curly black hair. Barely there at all. Just as he was perhaps barely twenty.
      

      
      ‘Is that cold?’ Amelia asked rhetorically as she rolled the glass back and forth across his chest, leaving a wet slick of
         icy water in its wake as she did so. Guido had closed his eyes and was biting his full pink lower lip. Amelia wondered whether
         he was just pretending to feel pleasure as he had been pretending to be sophisticated in the bar. But no. She let her free
         hand wander casually across the front of his tight, blue jeans. Beneath the zipper she could definitely feel the beginnings
         of an erection. This time Guido wasn’t pretending at all.
      

      
      Amelia stopped rolling the glass and took a drink. The vodka and tonic, mixed with just a little too much vodka, wetted her
         full lips, making them more shiny, more inviting. She passed a hand across Guido’s stubbly cheek, following the line of his
         high, fine cheekbones down to the corner of his very slightly open mouth. Then she cupped his chin. ‘Kiss me,’ she commanded,
         stroking his beautiful jaw. ‘Why don’t you kiss me now?’
      

      
      As if he was about to kiss a woman for the very first time, Guido leaned towards her infinitely slowly. Amelia counted the
         number of breaths she took before their lips finally met. One, two, three. Contact. The softest brush. His crimson lips were
         lighter than the wings of a passing butterfly.
      

      
      He sat back, his eyes wide as if he was startled, starstruck by what he had just done.

      
      Amelia frowned.

      
      ‘Call that a kiss?’ she teased.

      
      Then, all of a sudden, Guido had taken control.

      
      This time, it was he who took her head in his hands, with his fingers twisted through her hair, and pulled her harder against him. And this time, his tongue was immediately between her lips, probing the inside of her mouth
         and forcing out her breath. Now, when he let her go for a minute, Amelia gasped for air like someone who had been held under
         water. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, half expecting to find that such a forceful kiss had drawn blood.
      

      
      ‘Wow,’ she murmured, momentarily lost for words. ‘That’s better.’

      
      She took the opportunity to quickly put her glass on the floor before she spilled the drink all over the place. It was a good
         thing too because as soon as she had righted herself again, Guido took her by the shoulders and gently pushed her down onto
         the chaise-longue. Then he climbed on top of her and began to kiss her once more. Amelia automatically parted her legs around
         his strong hips and sighed with delight at the sudden gentle pressure of his denim-covered pelvis against hers. His nervousness
         seemed to have completely disappeared.
      

      
      Guido traced the outline of her lips with his tongue. As Amelia had expected while looking at them longingly in the bar downstairs,
         Guido’s full lips were as soft as any woman’s. On his breath, she could taste the mingled aromas of tobacco and alcohol. The
         scent of some fresh-smelling aftershave that she thought she vaguely recognised drifted up between them as she kissed his
         chin and the dormant fragrance was released by the heat of her lips. Such a well-kept man, she smiled to herself. That was
         the great thing about models. The musicians she had taken to bed had tended on the whole to be rather wasted and unkempt, but models – it was their job to look good all the time and this one
         most definitely did. Amelia happily nuzzled her face into Guido’s freshly washed hair.
      

      
      Guido’s hands moved slowly over her body, tracing the outline of her narrow waist through the tightly clinging catsuit. One
         hand moved steadily up towards her breasts, almost, but not quite, cupping one of the full twin orbs. Amelia sighed with anticipation
         and then disappointment as the hand moved downwards again. With one hand on each side of her waist, Guido began to rock his
         pelvis slowly against hers as they kissed. The swelling in his crotch had quickly become a full blown hard-on which longed
         to be released. Amelia reached down towards his flies to help it out, but her hand was quickly removed and held out of the
         way in Guido’s strong but gentle grip.
      

      
      ‘But I…’ she protested.

      
      ‘Not yet,’ he told her. ‘You ’ave to wait.’

      
      For a moment their eyes met. Guido had completely lost his shyness now and his hazel eyes were raised at the corners by the
         cutest of wicked-boy smiles. Amelia let herself melt into them for the time being, unable to stop herself from giving a little
         nervous laugh. It was nice to lose control.
      

      
      Guido’s fingers toyed teasingly with the silky tassel that was attached to Amelia’s zip. The zip that travelled the length
         of her body from the high turtleneck almost to the mound of her pussy. The pussy which even now was forcing itself upwards against Guido’s incarcerated shaft. With her free hand, Amelia brushed softly across his bottom then down towards
         the crease where the buttocks meet the top of the legs. He wasn’t wearing anything beneath those jeans, she was sure of it.
         And now, as Guido began to tug her own zip gently down, she laughed softly as she remembered that he wasn’t the only one who
         hadn’t bothered with underwear that day.
      

      
      Holding the zip between thumb and forefinger, Guido revealed only her throat at first, before dropping his head to kiss the
         triangle of soft white flesh he had exposed. Instinctively, Amelia raised her long hair from his way and twisted so that even
         more of her throat met his lips. His hips, meanwhile, ground down against her aching mons and she let out an involuntary gasp
         at the delightful pressure.
      

      
      The zip was tugged a little lower still.

      
      As Guido planted a single kiss on her breastbone, Amelia felt her clitoris begin to throb silently and was sure that she could
         already feel the wetness gathering between her legs. So much so that she felt it must be about to seep through the fine silk
         knit of the catsuit. Once again, she tried to reach for Guido’s flies and once again, to her irritation, her hand was pushed
         away.
      

      
      Guido had pulled the zip almost to her belly button. Now he sat astride her and carefully eased the fabric off her shoulders,
         covering them with kisses before rolling the catsuit down further. He worked agonisingly slowly – such a consummate tease
         – until finally he had uncovered her breasts.
      

      
      A smile spread quickly across his lips. Amelia arched her back subconsciously to give him her own best angle.
      

      
      Guido shuffled a little way backwards so that when he dipped his head to her body this time, his lips met with her left nipple
         straight away. The tiny pink dome was already swelling to meet him. Guido traced a circle around it with his hard, pointed
         tongue, pushing down into the soft pale flesh with enough force to make her sigh.
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ Amelia hissed. ‘That’s nice.’

      
      Guido moved across to the other nipple. It was already erect and he took it straight between his teeth, gently nipping and
         squeezing the aching bud until she almost cried out on the edge of pain.
      

      
      ‘That hurt?’ he asked, though his voice seemed barely concerned.

      
      ‘No.’ she sighed, arching her body towards him, pushing her breasts up towards his mouth again. Guido flicked his tongue out
         like a snake tasting the warm scent of her skin and Amelia groaned as he withdrew his mouth from her, while at the same time
         increasing the pressure of his lower body on her longing mound as he moved to finish unwrapping his prize.
      

      
      ‘Take your jeans off now,’ Amelia pleaded, struggling with his flies as he pulled the zip of her catsuit down almost as far
         as her pubic hair. With his body momentarily apart from hers, the cold breeze of the fan raised goosebumps all across her
         belly. ‘Please.’
      

      
      ‘No.’ He shook his beautiful head so that the tawny curls of his hair swayed like the leaves of a tree.

      
      ‘Who’s in charge here?’ Amelia asked.
      

      
      ‘I am,’ said Guido.

      
      Amelia closed her green eyes against his most masterful smile as his hand slipped beneath the silky jersey again and brushed
         oh-so-close to her clitoris. But not quite close enough.
      

      
      ‘Oh, yes. Touch me there,’ she murmured, trying to decrease the distance between them by pressing her pelvis upwards against
         his hand. As she moved, her thighs touched and she could feel the wetness creeping down her legs. She felt damp all over now.
         Glowing.
      

      
      Guido’s finger rubbed tantalisingly against the swollen knot of pleasure that had been longing for his attention. He was breathing
         noisily, his face in her neck. Amelia twisted her face away from his kiss, her hand stuffed in her mouth to stifle her moans
         as Guido began to rub harder at the tortured flesh.
      

      
      ‘Faster,’ she whispered through clenched teeth. But Guido had already decided to move on to something else. He slipped one
         arm around her waist and lifted her like a rag doll before he carefully eased the catsuit down past her hips so that she was
         completely exposed at last.
      

      
      ‘I was wondering if it was your real colour,’ he quipped as he saw in full for the first time the silky red curls of her pubic
         hair. Amelia was too dizzy with pleasure to take it as an insult. Once more she reached out for the buttons of Guido’s fly.
         Now, at last, he must be ready. The outline of his erection clearly strained against the worn blue cloth of his jeans. And
         at last he knelt astride her and didn’t protest as she worked each silver button free, her eyes full of determination. When the buttons were all undone, Guido stood up from the couch to let the jeans
         fall from his narrow hips to his feet.
      

      
      ‘Hey, you match too,’ Amelia laughed.

      
      It was true. Guido’s prick stood out proudly from a crop of curls that exactly matched his tawny hair. Amelia lay back with
         her arms beneath her head and surveyed the full effect as Guido stepped out of his trousers and posed before her, completely
         naked. No wonder he was a model. He was absolutely perfect from his eyebrows to his toenails. His well-muscled thighs just
         cried out to be bitten all the way up from his knees to his quivering balls.
      

      
      Guido moved closer and Amelia reached out a hand to trace a path up the inside of his leg to the tidy sac of his scrotum.
         As she drew her long painted thumbnail up the inside of his thigh, Guido gasped. The sensation, which was nothing if not supremely
         pleasurable, caused his prick to jolt upwards with a shudder. Amelia continued to follow the path right along the shivering
         prick to its end. Then she wrapped her hand fully around it and pulled the foreskin slowly back and forth a couple of times
         as though she was trying it out for size.
      

      
      It was big.

      
      Good.

      
      Guido locked his hands behind his head as though he was stretching in the morning sun and just let her play idly with the
         thick warm shaft for a while. He was obviously used to the adoration. Subconsciously, Amelia let her free hand drop between her own legs, gently feeling the warm, wet haven of her vagina that was missing Guido’s attention almost too much
         to allow her to concentrate on his pleasure at all.
      

      
      ‘Oh,’ he gasped as his prick jolted upwards in Amelia’s hand. Sensing that he might be about to come way too soon, he unwrapped
         her reluctant fingers and shuddered away the first early spasm.
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