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READ AN EXCERPT:

She moved to kneel between his legs now and concentrated all her efforts on unbuttoning him.  When only his boxer briefs lay between her and her goal, she pulled her t-shirt up over her head and tossed it to the side of the bed, grinning at Jacques and me as we watched her performance.

While our eyes lay fixed on her she unclasped her bra behind her back and let it drop down her arms, discarding it to the side and revealing her perfect tits to us both.  They were smaller than my own but immaculately formed.  I was admiring them myself so God only knows what Jacques thought of them.

When Cindy pulled his briefs out and over his waist it was apparent there was definitely something he was enjoying as his stiffening cock slapped back down on the bottom of his abs.

“Jacques!” Cindy cooed, jostling his pants down his legs and off his ankles until he lay completely naked between us both.

She went straight for his cock; kneeling in towards him and holding it bolt upright where we could both admire its size before she rocked her mouth over the crown.

He let out a huge sigh and I watched as his eyes closed and he sank into the mattress.  One of his hands moved over towards me and he was venturing into my pajamas, keen to continue the work Cindy had started.

He found me wet and waiting, my pussy filled with my juices and begging for attention.  I knew immediately that his obstructed strokes wouldn’t do and sought to free myself from my now-unnecessary pants.

I took them down my leg with my panties following and I caught the gaze of Cindy who was looking over Jacques’s body, her mouth filled with his girth as she watched me undress.  She seemed to have been waiting for this all night and stared like a predator at my pussy as I opened my legs wide.

His hand returned and began to circle around my loose flesh, teasing into my slit with a thick finger as Cindy watched on, mesmerized.
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Jacques and I were madly in love.  Despite the time we’d spent together, every day felt fresh and exciting as though we were still in the formative stages of a relationship.  That exciting time at the beginning where neither party can do wrong and you wonder what the future might hold.  Well for Jacques and me, the future held a hold lot of fun.  The not too distant future, as it happens.

It was a Saturday night.  Jacques had already cooked the perfect meal for both of us and now we sat, cuddled together, in front of the dreary offerings of that night’s television.

“How can we have so many channels and all of them are showing crap,” I said as much to myself as him.

“Say,” Jacques started, “What do you think about a little trip down to the basement, you and me?”

I pulled my head from his chest and looked attentively up at him.  “What’re you thinkin’?” I asked, although I knew exactly what.  Jacques would surprise me every now and then with an impromptu session of rapturous sex and I keenly awaited the next as soon as one was over.

“I was thinking maybe we could revisit some of our past adventures.  We sure did have some fun down there,” he stated nostalgically and my mind flashed back to one of our first escapades.

“Sure did,” I agreed, becoming excited at the mere thought of what he and I had done in the basement all those months ago.  “Is everything still set up?”

“Hardly been touched,” he answered, sitting up now and facing little resistance from me.

“Race you down there!” I giggled, leaping up from the couch and heading out of the room towards the kitchen.
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