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  CHAPTER ONE




  




  Mandy raised her hips upwards to meet John’s steady thrusts. The heels of her feet dug into the sand causing little turrets, her arms were stretched out behind her and with her head resting on one side she could taste the salt in the air. It was very late, possibly 1 am, there was no-one around to disturb them and the only sound other than John’s rhythmic grunting was the constant roll of the waves.




  She knew he was about to come by his change of pace. She felt his body tense momentarily just before he released himself inside her with a loud groan. Seconds later he fell forward onto >her and Mandy felt the grains of sand sticking to the small stream escaping from between her legs before he rolled sideways from her body in a satiated state.




  Mandy allowed her hand to slip slowly down to rest on her pubic bone before trailing a finger carefully along her swollen sex, still eager to be satisfied. Silently and steadily she stroked the hardened nub of her clit until her body shook and quivered its delight at being set free from the deep ache of frustration.




  “You should have let me do that.” John said quietly.




  “I know.” Mandy replied.




  A few moments later they headed back to the small guest house where they were staying for the week feeling grateful that they had been entrusted with a key. Once in bed Mandy lay silently listening to the unfamiliar night noises within the old house, probably caused by the ancient central heating system, and thought about her relationship with John whilst he slept peacefully by her side.




  The noise of the seagulls screaming through the air and the thin stream of sunlight breaking through a gap in the curtains woke Mandy at around 7am. She padded softly to the adjoining bathroom and splashed her face with cold water, stopping to look long and hard at her reflection in the plain bevelled mirror stuck in the centre of a dull magnolia wall. She was 32, attractive in a girl-next-door way with pale skin, green eyes and soft brown hair that fell limply down to her shoulders. Apart from the small bags forming underneath her eyes, there were no other obvious signs of aging, but then life had been reasonably calm, uneventful and relatively stress free for Mandy. She had known John for most of her life but had only become his girlfriend three years ago. He was her fourth lover. The others had all lasted around three to four years and ended amicably when they simply grew apart.




  Mandy went back into the bedroom and looked at John. It had been a warm night and he had kicked away some of the duvet. She could see the curve of his hip leading down to his strong exposed thigh. She loved John’s legs . He could make love to her for hours with the power those thighs provided.




  But she didn’t want him to.




  This realisation caught in her throat and her eyes stung with unshed tears. John was a good man, she didn’t deserve him. Silently she slipped back into bed lay on her back and tried to go back to sleep.




  Not wanting to miss breakfast, John had set his alarm for 8.30am and it was this that woke them now. He reached out to press the snooze button before rolling towards Mandy and resting a lazy arm across her stomach. She looked down and could see his exposed erection , the duvet having been discarded altogether when he turned off the alarm. For a moment Mandy longed to slide down his body and take him deep into her mouth. She remembered how he tasted and closed her eyes to think about this for a while. In her mind he was holding her head with two strong hands thrusting steadily back and forth between her hungry lips. Mandy felt herself becoming aroused and wished John would go into the bathroom so that she could pleasure herself. Instead he rolled closer to her and she could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her thigh. Without thinking Mandy pushed back against him.




  “We don’t have time,” John said, “We’ll miss breakfast.”




  With that he was out of the bed and heading towards the bathroom. When Mandy heard the water of the shower running she kicked off the remainder of the duvet and opened her legs wide, sliding one hand underneath her to tease and stroke while using her other hand to rub rhythmically against her clit. Steadily she began to relieve the sexual tension she always seemed to be feeling these days. She eased two of her fingers into her wetness and slid them in and out. She shuddered and squirmed building up a familiar pace that she knew would not take too long. Her excitement was powerful as she slid her fingers back and forth through the copious juices now gathered there. Bucking her hips she was stroking and thinking, frigging and thinking. God she was wet, the sheet beneath her was becoming very damp. She pushed another finger inside herself and moaned silently as she stretched her body wide apart working faster, harder. She rubbed her whole hand against her clit now and imagined being pounded by two cocks at the same time, hard and fast… it was all she could do to stop crying out as she bucked out her orgasm and rocked between her hands riding the powerful sensation to completion. ‘Oh my God,’ she whimpered before hugging her knees close to her and allowing the waves of her pleasure to settle along with her heart rate. She wished, oh God she wished…
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