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I bent my knees and sank to the floor, dropping until I was eye-level with his big, raw cock.

I took it in my hand and massaged it slowly, looking up at Mike for approval.  He nodded and I opened my mouth, putting his soft flesh inside and sucking it lovingly.

In an instant I felt him begin to grow, feeling the blood surge into his length and watching it swell inch-by-inch until it dwarfed Jason’s.

“Damn,” I gasped, my mouth full of spit.

“We’re all gonna have a nice, big orgasm,” Mike said again, as though it was some kind of group outing.

I pumped Mike close to my face, getting used to the idea with each passing stroke.  His dick was bolt stiff now and when I looked back at Jason I saw his was the same.

“Ever been fucked in the ass?” Mike asked.

The words were jarring.  The pace of my hand slowed.

“Never,” I said simply.

“You’re gonna love it.”

Mike lifted my arm and my whole body rose with it.  “Go lie on Jason over there,” he said.  “On your back.”

Jason lay on the bed and I straddled him like Mike asked.

“Put him inside you, Nicole.”

I became excited at the thought.  My pussy was still soaked from before.  I gripped his cock and looked down at Jason who seemed as nervous as I was.

I rose on my knee and put the thick head of his cock on my wetness, sinking soon after and letting out a long breath as his inches drove up inside me.

“Feel good?” Mike asked.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, rocking back and forward and getting used to that sinful stiffness inside me.

“Think you could take a cock in your ass at the same time?”

“I don’t know, Mike,” I said, kind of worried.

“I think you can,” Jason said, and I slapped his chest in shock.

“What?” he asked, letting out a laugh.  “I believe in you, Nicole.”

I couldn’t believe he was still being such an ass when his cock was buried deep inside me, but I guess that’s what he's like.

“Bend forwards,” Mike said, and he moved round the back of me.

I felt his big hand grip my ass and he split it wide, as though he was assessing the best way of tackling this.

“Nice work, Jason,” he said, looking around me into his eyes.

I rolled my eyes in exasperation but they quickly shot open in shock when I felt Mike’s wet finger toying with my asshole.

He covered it in his spit and massaged it over the sensitive knot.  I’ve got to admit, it actually felt pretty-damn amazing to begin with.

I’d never really taken any time to play with my ass before, but Mike was making me want to do it again in the future.

He played with it slowly and gently, teasing his finger tip a little way inside to give me a brief taster of what it might be like.

“Feel good?” Mike asked.

“It does,” I confessed, leaning over Jason.
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Treating My Husband To My Ex-Girlfriend
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My husband Topher and I were socialites who often found ourselves mingling in similar circles.  In many ways it was inevitable that I’d meet her eventually, but what wasn’t so certain was what we’d wind up doing when we eventually did meet.

Gisele was an old flame of mine from my more adventurous days.  I’d dabbled with the same sex in my early twenties, experimenting with the women after some rocky relationships with guys.  I thought I’d give girls a shot—why not?

Topher and I were madly in love, despite him being twenty years my senior.  We’d met not long after my amicable parting from Gisele.  Her and I had careers that pulled is in opposite directions.  Her modeling and my city-job didn’t exactly marry well, especially as her work often saw her jet-setting to foreign climes and sun-kissed beaches.  Maybe we could have made it work—I don’t know—but what I do know is that what I had now with Topher was something I didn’t want to give up.

Pool-parties were a staple of our life-style.  There was something fun about kicking back and relaxing with people outside of their work-hours, and in this setting there was no call for suits and stuffy offices.  It was the great leveler.  Everyone was just their body, and very little else.  It made it much easier to talk to people comfortably.

“Topher and Valerie, our very own power-couple,” Lance said, laughing with open arms as he found us amidst the crowd.

“Great party,” I said, smiling at Lance who wore an open white shirt and shorts.

“Thank you for having us,” Topher added, slapping his back.  The pair went way back.

“Are you kidding?” Lance said.  “Who wouldn’t want you two here?”

Lance eyed a women walking past and shook his head in disbelief.  “These new European models that I’m hiring ... hot damn!”

Topher laughed and I took a moment to admire the beauty he was referring to.  She had long, smooth, bronzed legs leading up to her cutesy ass that was barely wrapped in her bikini.  Her sunglasses made her even more mysterious and alluring.

“Hey,” Lance said, leaning in closer and whispering.  “I’ve saved you two a private cabana behind the pool-house over there if you need to get away for a few minutes.  If you know what I mean?”

I could feel myself blushing as Topher laughed.

“Who knows?” my husband said, looking sideways at me with a twinkle in his eye that made me melt like always.  I guess it was fairly common knowledge that the pair of us liked to enjoy each other at the strangest of times.  In fact it was only last month that we’d been caught in the bathroom of one of our friends’ parties.  There was something thrilling about it all and Topher just brought the craziness out of me.

“Listen, I’ll let you guys go,” Lance said, standing on his tip-toes and looking around the crowd.  “Oh and Valerie, there’s someone here that you might remember.”

He left us with that statement and Topher looked to me and raised his eyebrow.

“I don’t know who he’s talking about,” I said, defensive as my mind wandered.

“I guess I’ll keep my eye on you,” Topher said wryly, putting a hand on my ass and pulling me close to him.

He looked down and kissed my lips and, like always, everything else just dropped away for the moment.  I think that was always the danger.  Sometimes I’d forget myself and not realize that other people might be watching as I fondled his cock.  I had to restrain myself.

We mixed amongst the crowd, grabbing canapés and champagne at will until we were feeling as though we were on the same level as the rest of the revelers.

The sun beat down relentlessly and every so often I’d take a dip in the pool, sinking into the cool water and back-stroking my way across the water in order to tease some of the other guests.  I’d worked hard on my body and sometimes it was nice to let other people enjoy it too.

After a length of the pool I trod water at one end, looking up around at the guests, some of whom looked down at me and smiled, raising a glass.

I waved a hand and then scanned the water to see who else I was swimming alongside.  That’s when I saw her.  At the far end of the pool in a dazzling white bikini was Gisele, walking demurely down the stairs and into the azure-blue water.

I bit my lip as I watched, instantly running a hundred encounters with her through my mind.  I felt my stomach drop and my throat tightened.  It had been years since I’d seen her, and she hadn’t change a bit.  Likewise, my feelings hadn’t changed either.  She still got me worked up like no woman ever had before.

She must have spotted me long ago, because when her eyes met mine she gave a familiar smile without a shred of surprise.

I was frozen at one end of the pool, watching as Gisele swam over, bobbing her head steadily out of the water like a predator toying with its prey.

“I thought you might be here,” she said, coming in close.

“Didn’t figure you’d be the type,” I said, shifting my gaze around the pool to see if anyone was watching.  “You used to hate these things.”

“Don’t worry,” she said, looking around too.  “I’m not gonna start finger-fucking you right here in the pool.”

For whatever reason I tried to bat back her casual reference with one of my own.  “Might be fun,” I said, narrowing my eyes.  Thankfully, she laughed.

“So, your husband is here?” she said.

“He’s around.”

“Oh, just around?”

“Somewhere.”  I scanned the pool, finding him with Lance and a couple of his models.

“Looks like he’s downgraded,” Gisele said, looking back to me and sending her gaze down under the water.

I tried my hardest not to blush.  Getting compliments from a woman as attractive as Gisele would make anyone hot under the collar.

“I’m happy with him,” I blurted.

“Sure you are,” Gisele countered.  “But I know you still think about me.”

The murmur of the party faded around us as I lost myself in her eyes.  It was like it was five years ago all over again.

“Lance tells me you and your husband can be pretty ... adventurous?”

I swallowed.  “Now why would Lance tell you a thing like that?”

“I’m signed with his label,” Gisele said.  “You didn’t hear?”

“Lance mentioned something.”

“So what do you guys get up to?”

“I—I’m really not sure—”

Gisele laughed, loud enough for a few bystanders to send their gaze this way briefly.

“Come on,” she said.  “The things me and you have done together and you can’t tell me the tiniest little detail?”

I stayed quiet.

“Does he put it in your ass too?” she said.

“Gisele!”

She laughed again, quieter now as she put her arm over my shoulder and against the side of the pool.  “Ever invited another girl along?”

Just then there was a huge splash and we both turned to see Topher emerging from the water that broke over his handsome face as he resurfaced.  His hands pushed through his hair and he started swimming over towards us.

“Shit,” I said, unable to keep it all to myself.  “Tell him we’re old ballet friends.”

Gisele pulled a face as Topher stopped swimming and came within ear-shot.

“Honey,” I smiled.  “I’d like you to meet—”

“Gisele,” she said, extending a hand.  “Your wife and I used to be lovers.”

I pursed my lips and looked to Topher for his reaction.  He was utterly unfazed.

“Gisele,” he repeated.  “Sounds exotic.”

“I guess I kind of am,” she said, looking between me and Topher.

“Lance was telling me you’re on his label?”

“For my sins,” Gisele said.  “He really knows how to work a gal.”

“I bet,” Topher said, smiling like a child as he looked between the two of us.  I think he enjoyed the tension as much as Gisele did.

“So, Valerie was telling me all the things you two like to get up to.”

“Oh was she?” Topher asked, smirking.

“We used to do the craziest of things,” Gisele continued.

“I’m not sure Topher wants to hear—”

“Do tell,” he said, excited.

“Well,” Gisele said, swimming closer to Topher and draping herself over him to whisper.  “We used to fuck each other in the ass.”

Topher gasped playfully and looked to me.  I wasn’t quite sharing their debauched enthusiasm.

“We have so much in common,” he joked.

“Let’s bring things down a notch, guys,” I tried, but I couldn’t help but find it kind of hot when Topher put his arm around her.

“I think we should take it up a few notches,” Topher said, looking to me with a wild look in his eye and then to Gisele.  I could tell his plan before he even spoke.

“No way,” I said, shaking my head.

“Come on,” Topher said, and Gisele slowly started to catch up.

“What’s being suggested here,” she said, eagerly.

“My husband here appears to be wanting a threesome.”

“Oooh,” Gisele said.  “I haven’t fucked a guy in a while.”

“I haven’t been with two women in a while either,” Topher said casually.

“Jeez, guys.  You’re acting like we’re just gonna start fucking right here in the pool.”

“That wouldn’t be a bad idea,” Gisele said.

“No need,” Topher interrupted.  “Lance gave us a private cabana out-back.”

“He did, did he?” Gisele said, both curious and a jealous.

I could feel the moment running away without me.  The idea of Gisele and Topher together was heaven to me, but I wasn’t sure if I could separate my emotions from the experience.

“Baby?” Topher said.  It all hinged on me.

I looked around the pool at the major players that surrounded us.  They all stood comfortably amongst their peers, doing whatever came naturally to them.  You didn’t get successful by caring about what other people thought.  Shit, half the people here would probably high-five us if they knew what we were about to do.

“Tell you what,” Gisele began.  “I’ll go back there now and if you two decide to come join me then I won’t have to masturbate on my own.”

Gisele leaned in to Topher and gave him a kiss, then she moved towards me and kissed my lips too.

“See you there,” she whispered, holding my face before swimming away.

Topher and I watched as she emerged from the pool, her white bikini showing her skin beneath it.  She didn’t seem at all shy as she turned to grab a towel.  She might as well have not even been wearing the bikini top.  Her nipples were showing through the now-sheer fabric and she made no effort to hide them.

“Damn,” Topher said, looking to me.  “So you’ve fucked her?”

“I have,” I said cautiously.

“We should do it again.”

“We should, should we?” I asked, pulling him towards me for a kiss.

My hand searched beneath the water and I found his cock.  It was exactly as hard as I thought it would be.

“Someone’s getting ahead of themselves,” I said, putting my forehead close to his and doing that thing again where I forgot we were in public.

My hand started to rub over his big cock as I thought about the pair of us fucking Gisele.  I pinched my fingers around him and talked close to his ear.

“You’d like to see me with her, wouldn’t you?”

“Definitely.”

“I’d like to see her with you,” I said and Topher pulled back to look at me and make sure I was being serious.

“What would you like me to do to her?” he asked, and over his shoulder I saw Gisele walk around behind the pool-house.

“Everything,” I said.  “I’ll let her be your plaything while I watch.”

Topher’s pupils fattened with lust.  “I want the both of you,” he said.

“You can have us.  Let’s do it.”

Topher pushed off the wall behind me and swam steadily away on his back, facing me with a grin.  I smiled and followed him.  He emerged from the pool, completely uncaring of the thick mast that jutted out from his swim-shorts.

I walked carefully up the steps, looking down at my black bikini and making sure everything was in order.  My nipples were stiff with arousal but Gisele had pretty much normalized the sight of tits at this party.  No-one batted an eye.

Topher held out his hand and I took it, walking around the pool and trying to shake the feeling of all the eyes on us.  Truthfully it was only Lance who spotted what was happening.  He raised his glass to Topher who gave him a thumbs-up and laughed, bumping his shoulder to mine as we walked away from the pool.

The cabanas were part of a set.  There were four of them in a line behind the pool-house.  They were big enough for a large bed, television and en-suite.  It was kind of like a hotel-room in Lance’s expansive back-yard.

“We’re the second one down,” Topher said, walking to the door.  He put his hand on the handle and looked to me.  “Ready?”

I nodded.

Topher opened the door and pushed through the white curtains within, entering the wood-clad room.  He was immediately struck by the sight of something that I couldn’t yet witness.

I closed the door behind me and pulled the curtains away.  Inside of the room, sprawled across the bed and propped up on her elbow, lay Gisele.  She was completely naked.

“Starting without us?” Topher asked, walking over to the bed and putting a knee on it.

“My bikini was wet,” she said, looking perfectly comfortable.

Topher didn’t know where to look.  Gisele’s perfect, softly-sculpted face stared at us.  Her tits sat on her chest invitingly, held there by some kind of magic and looking pert and magnificent.  Down below her flat stomach sat the thin line of black, kempt hair, trailing down to the folds of her pussy that she made no effort to hide.  Perfect as always.

“You guys look pretty wet too,” she said.

Topher stepped back off the bed and pulled at the tassel of his shorts, unfastening the knot and pulling the waist out.

“You too, Valerie,” she said, staring.

Topher pushed his shorts down and his giant, hard cock sprang upwards, sat amidst his shorn hair.  Gisele did a double-take.

“Fuck!” she marveled, losing the cool air that she’d been working on.  She leaned forwards on the bed for a better look.  “I can see why you switched back to men.”

Topher stood proudly, staring with the pair of us at his big cock.  The thick veins pumped up its length, feeding the life into it.  Gisele barely looked when I dropped my bikini top.

I moved a hand over my tits and walked closer to Topher as Gisele watched from the bed, unable to hide her sudden arousal.

“Lucky for you I’m in a sharing mood,” I said, dropping to my knees and holding Topher’s leg close to my naked chest.

Gisele watched, opening her mouth slightly as I put my face closer to him.  She wanted to see it as much as I wanted to do it.

Topher stepped out of his shorts and turned to me and I wasted no time in opening my mouth over the bulbous, smooth, cut crown of his cock.

He sighed and Gisele sucked a breath through her teeth as she watched me feed on him, sending his thickness straight to the back of my throat.

“Good girl,” she cooed.

Topher held my head, enjoying the sensation and relishing the chance to put on a show.  He knew how good he looked for his age.

I popped my lips off him and beat my fist over his cock, turning to see Gisele begin to play too.  Her hand had found her pussy and she was spinning her fingers on her clit.  My husband and I watched close as the juices began to flood from her pink O.  She splayed them back up over her flesh until it glistened invitingly.

“Have a taste,” I said, to Topher.

Gisele locked eyes with him, looking suddenly attracted to men all over again.

Topher put his knee on the bed and prowled forwards.  His body cut a magnificent frame as he crawled over the mattress.  His muscled ass bounced and flexed and I watched it close as he approached.

Gisele opened her legs wider and smiled down at Topher who smirked upwards as he put his mouth in position.

I watched the look on her face as her mouth opened wide to gasp, then she closed her eyes and sank into the cushion as I heard the smack of my husband’s lips on her pussy.

I dropped my sodden bikini panties and stepped out of them, rubbing at my pussy and biting my lip as I walked towards the pair of them and joined them on the bed.

Outside could be heard the slow murmur of the revelers, interspersed with cheers, laughter and splashing as the party continued without us.  In our cabin of sin though, all that could be heard was the wet kisses of my husband as he ate lovingly on Gisele’s beautiful pussy.

“Come here,” she said, curling a finger at me.  “Come and watch him.”

I knelt my way towards her and she put a hand on the small of my back as I turned to look down on Topher.

His body stretched away behind him and his eyes smiled at us as his mouth worked away out of sight.  I imagined it was me between her legs, tasting her familiar flesh all over again like I had years before.

Gisele’s hand dropped lower and she moved under my ass, finding my damp pussy and working her fingers over me in that delicate, passionate way of hers.

I closed my eyes and sighed, remembering vividly how good she was at fucking.  I was so comfortable with the both of them, but Gisele had the inside-scoop on exactly what felt good to a woman.  Despite this, Topher seemed to be doing a pretty fucking good job down there.

“That’s perfect,” she groaned, using one of her hands to push his head onto her while the other pressed through the wet muscle of my pussy.

My stomach tightened as she drove two fingers inside me, stretching me out and using the resultant cum to slip her fingers more quickly over my flesh.

“Come here,” she said, moving me over her.

I straddled her hips and leant over her, draping my hair over our faces as we met to kiss.  My lips wound around hers and our tongues wrestled as my husband ate her pussy below.  As he moved I felt his hair stroke the insides of my thigh and it hammered home what was going on down there.

“He’s good at that, huh?” I said.

“Very,” Gisele whispered.

Suddenly I gasped in shock and Gisele’s eyes widened with excitement.

“What’s he doing?” she asked, knowing that his lips were no longer on her flesh.

“He’s—” I wondered if I could say it.  “He’s eating my ass.”

Gisele breathed deep.  “Naughty.”

She held my neck and looked at the pleasure in my face as my husband’s tongue circled my muscle, teasing around the sensitive flesh.

“You like that?” she asked, squeezing the air from me.

I nodded, my face becoming hot and red.

“Eat her ass, Topher,” she said loud, snarling at me and relishing the effect she had on me.

She let go and I moaned, dropping to kiss her passionately as Topher’s busy tongue continued below.

After a few minutes of working my asshole he made his way up the bed, stroking at Gisele’s pussy as he came beside the both of us.

“I’m not interrupting am I?”

“Not at all,” Gisele said.  “You’re right on time.”

Topher knelt at the head of the bed, positioning himself so that his cock came between the two of our faces.

“Mmm,” Gisele moaned.  “That’s it.”

She started to play with my pussy again, working my stiff clit and mouthing at the underside of my husband’s delicious cock.

I dropped my face to sandwich him between our mouths.  We kissed messily and I let my spit roll around the barrel of his flesh where Gisele slurped it along his length, moving back and forth as though she was devouring a corncob.

I stared down on Gisele’s lust-filled face as my husband’s cock pushed between our lips.  In that moment we shared an intimate release of our old love and it reminded me of our previous sexual sessions together.  Times when she’d stare into my eyes as I came, goading me on by calling my name.

Topher reached over the back of me and found my ass again.  It was wet, just as he’d left it, and he toyed his finger around the outside.

Gisele worked up from my pussy and then her eyes dazzled with a sparkle as she felt my husband’s fingers working at the other hole.

“Put it in her ass,” she said, and on command my husband drove one of his fingers through the tight muscle.

I ached a groan that Gisele seemed to relish.  Spit fell from my mouth across Topher’s cock and Gisele’s perfect face.

“Yes, that’s it,” she cried.  “Take his finger in your ass, you dirty bitch.”

I whimpered at her insult.  I found myself strangely proud at the moniker.  I certainly was a dirty bitch, but no-one had ever said that so explicitly.

Topher drove his finger back and forth as Gisele started to work at my pussy, nudging my swelling clitoris with her fingers and bouncing Topher’s dick on her tongue.

My husband pulled his finger out and gave my ass a slap so hard that it rang off the walls.  I sucked a breath and straightened upright, giggling afterwards.  I loved the pain of a sharp spanking.

I let out a long breath and looked to him.  He smiled and leaned over to kiss me as we towered over Gisele together.

“Ready for his cock?” I asked, looking down on her.

She was a picture of excitement.  “I hope so,” she said.  She seemed to have some genuine trepidation about fitting his huge girth inside her.

“I’ll be gentle,” Topher said, and I walked my way up Gisele’s body to make way for him.

“That’s the last thing I want,” Gisele said, humming appreciatively as my pussy came into view.

I sat over her face and used the headboard to steady myself.

Topher yanked her under me, dragging her down the bed and resting her ass on his thighs.  He worked his cock into her and I looked under at her face as she winced a groan.

“Fuck!” she cried, and I knew immediately that his big cock was now stretching her open.

“Feel good?” I asked, looking down my body at her.

I wriggled my way back on her to hover my pussy over her face again.

“It’s perfect,” she groaned, and at the end of her impassioned wail she enveloped her lips over my pussy.

I breathed in deep and grinded over her mouth, feeling her tongue slip out from her mouth and move roughly over my flesh.  She found my clit and worked across it and I started to gasp and pant immediately, as though the ecstasy from each of them was being transferred to me unfiltered.

I knew Gisele was tight and my husband sounded like he was discovering that too.  He was grunting away behind us, no doubt in disbelief.  I leaned back to him and moved my hand behind his head to pull him against me.  He bit my shoulder and I looked down over my tits into the face of Gisele who was busily lapping my folds and trying not to squeal with delight.

“Fuck her pussy, baby,” I cried, grinding my hips over her face.

Gisele’s eyes rolled back and she struggled to concentrate her efforts on me.  Instead she started to moan, but to feel each groan against my wet petals was just as intoxicating as the sensation of her tongue.

The vibrations of pleasure bounced off me and I started to writhe excitedly, pushing my folds onto her crying mouth and making her maw wet with my juices.

“Take this cock,” Topher grunted, rocking in and out of her.

I made my way off her and turned to watch.  I noticed her chest was dappled with red blushes, the same ones that I’d noticed years ago when I first watched her climax.

His fat cock looked impossibly slotted inside her and her flesh was pinching him tight.  The lips of her pussy spread and I stared at her swollen clit that peered out at the top of her pussy, just beneath her kempt fur.

I stared to rub it with my fingers, bending over her and sucking on her nipples as she groaned with delight.

Topher kept his pace and my husband and I watched as Gisele became a different woman.  The orgasm gripped her and the cool persona dropped away as she gasped and trembled, becoming suddenly endearingly vulnerable as the pleasure tore through her.

She gripped the sheets in her fist and pulled forwards, dragging her pussy off my husband’s cock and rolling over to grunt in satisfaction.

I pulled back and rubbed at her pussy and her hand quickly came and gripped my wrist, holding me off her.  She quivered with delight and stretched out on the bed, arching her back and wailing with delight.

“Nice work,” I said to Topher.

He laughed and took hold of his cock, moving Gisele’s cum along it as he worked it in his palm.  “What can I say?” he shrugged.

“Give me that,” I hushed, dropping my face to him.  “I want to taste.”

He relinquished control and I put a fist around him, pointing the tip of his cock up to my mouth.  I gasped deep over his crown and pinched my lips close, pulling back and slurping Gisele’s sweet cum off him.

“Mmm,” I hummed, and Gisele finally seemed to return to earth.
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