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Sandra grabbed
her briefcase from where she'd wedged it between her knees and the
dashboard.

"Uh oh, I think
you're going to be late," Rob, her husband of the last two years
said. He pointed at the clock for emphasis.

Sandra gave him
her best exasperated, lifted eyebrows look. He just smiled. He was
also right. The clock told her it was 9:13 am. But that's what she
got for getting a flat on the highway and having to call her
husband to come get her. It could have been worse, she thought; I
might have had to take the bus.

"Damn it, my
boss is gonna have my ass," Sandra continued, struggling out of the
car.

Then she jumped
as Rob reached across and pinched her butt through the grey skirt
she had on.

"Oww! What the
hell?"

"Well, it is a
very fine ass. I can see why he'd want a piece of it," Rob said.
His grin had grown.

That smile had
been one of the reasons they'd gotten married. It was infectious,
and slightly mischievous. Like he was about to tell you a dirty
joke. It didn't hurt that she found him handsome as all hell, with
a classic jaw line and broad, square shoulders.

"You're lucky I
have to work, mister," Sandra said. She leaned back into the car to
give him a kiss.

"Or what?
You'll spank me?" Rob said.

He got a hold
of her, lifting up one hand as though he was about to give the
spanking.

She kissed him,
hoping he didn't see the flush that had risen to her cheeks. She's
meant to throw him down last night and do unspeakable things to his
body, but she'd just been too damned tired after work. The company
was in the middle of a merger and, as a mid-level manager, she'd
been given more tasks than she could possibly complete.

The intensity
of her kiss seemed to startle Rob for a moment, but he accepted
it.

She had to cut
him off when she felt his fingers start their way down the neck of
her blouse. She couldn't let him feel how stiff her nipples had
gotten.

If only I could
call in sick, she thought. Then she and Rob could spend all day in
bed, "recuperating."

"I will," she
started, pulling back, slightly breathless, "See you for supper.
Thanks for the ride, handsome."

Sandra managed
to stand back from the car. She looked back over her shoulder at
him, arching her back and giving him a wink. He'd always said she
had a great ass. Let him think about that all day, she thought. Rob
winked back as he pulled the passenger door closed.

The low-rise
office building was in a new business development. No sidewalks
yet. But lots of concrete. At that moment, in the heat of the
beating sun, Sandra again wished she could just go home.

All that
changed as she got inside. She stopped just inside to enjoy the
cool breath of the air conditioning. Had the few minutes out in the
humidity frazzled her hair? She liked to keep it long, and today
she hadn't put it into her usual ponytail, instead letting it fall
about her shoulders.

In fact, aside
from the sexual frustration, she felt pretty damned good. She
looked good, with a nice, hour-glass figure which she accentuated
with the form-fitting skirt-suit she'd chosen.

She planned on
getting through this merger with a promotion.

Nodding and
smiling to the secretary, she went back to her office. The main
floor had a field of cubicles in the center, with actual offices
lining three of the walls. The soft tapping of fingers on
keyboards, and the hum of phone conversations greeted her.

She went into
her office, closing the door behind her. The background noise
coming from the cubicles barely made it through the glass.

Someone knocked
just as she sat down. Sandra clicked her tongue. She'd been hoping
that no one had noticed her tardiness. Besides, she wanted a few
minutes to let her body cool off. That kiss with Rob really had
stirred her up.

"It's
open!"

Marty, wearing
a charcoal suit, his tie pulled loose and the top button of his
shirt undone, slipped inside. He peered conspiratorially out the
window, then twisted the stick that closed the blinds. Sandra
frowned at him.

"What is the
matter with you?"

He spun around
to face her. If Rob was handsome in the classic sense, Marty was in
the modern one. He had a lithe body, sharp cheekbones and a set of
green eyes that sparkled. In her current state of arousal, Sandra
found herself short of breath as those eyes confronted her.

"Shh! The boss
might see you're here. I'm sure he wants to yell at you, Little
Miss Late."

Sandra huffed
as she stood. She went to open the blinds.

"Don't close
those. People saw you come in. They're going to think that we're up
to something."

Marty wasn't
shy. Sandra jumped as he came up behind her and put his hands on
her hips. Suddenly, his lips were near her ear. His breath blew a
few strands of her loose hair across her face. Her fingers had
stopped trying to fiddle with the stick to open the blinds.

"Oh? Well, we
shouldn't disappoint them, should we?"

He'd always
been a flirt. Usually, Sandra let it pass. No harm in flirting,
right? Well, that morning it seemed downright dangerous. A seed of
warmth seemed to have sprouted between her legs. She had to force
herself to breathe.

Letting her
lips press into a tight, forced-looking smile, she very
deliberately grabbed his hands and pulled them off her body. Her
eyes widened slightly at the warmth she felt in his fingers.

"Not today,
Marty. I have so much paperwork to get through."

Straightening
her jacket, she sat back down. Marty went to the front of the desk
and leaned over it. He let his tongue play out lightly over his
bottom lip before smiling again.

"I'm sorry,
could it be possible that Little Miss Late is all hot and bothered
over her handsome young co-worker and doesn't want to admit it? And
I was so looking forward to our torrid office affair... Why, I
think the copy room is free at the moment..."

"Marty!"

He held up his
hands in mock surrender, the smile never leaving his lips. Sandra
shook in her seat. The vibrations weren't helping matters. She just
hoped that Marty interpreted her flushed expression as irritation
or annoyance. He needed to leave before she locked the office door
to keep him in.

"Fine. Just let
me know when you want to start on those forms."

He spun,
leaving her office. Despite being the office flirt, he really was
good at his job. Sandra knew she needed to watch out, or he'd get
the new position she was gunning for after the merger.

It really was
difficult keeping her mind on task. She found herself gazing off
into space, her mind's eye focused elsewhere. Mostly, it showed her
image after tantalizing image of she and Rob in bed, their bodies
glistening with sweat, writhing and entwined around each other.

Sandra looked
around guiltily. She hadn't opened the blinds to let anyone see in,
but she still felt bashful and blushed at no one. Crossing her legs
didn't help, either. They just seemed to start grinding together of
their own accord, the pressure sending little tingles up her back
that made her shiver.

If she let her
mind wander too much, Marty replaced Rob. In her mind, his body had
a whip like suppleness to it. She'd never before pictured him
naked, but now her mind couldn't stop wondering.

"Get a grip,"
Sandra said, putting down the fancy sterling silver pen Rob had
gotten her as a present for her last promotion. It wasn't the best
pen, with its ink-greedy tip, but she wouldn't trade it for any
other.

Leaning back in
her chair, she let her fingers comb through the hair over her
ears.

She didn't know
how it happened, what train of thought led there, but it did. Both
men were there, Rob and Marty. They both worshipped her body. She
watched herself bite her lip in carnal ecstasy as she got them to
touch each other for her. Both men were enflamed with their desire
for her, and then, for each other.

"God!" She
said, wondering how her dirty mind came up with such things. It had
to be Rob's influence; she'd been so innocent in college. But it
seemed he'd fucked all of that out of her.

For a moment,
she let herself wonder if Rob would go for it. The thought of two
strong men handling her sent another one of those tingles through
her body, and she felt herself throb for a moment.

Pinching the
bridge of her nose to bring herself back to reality, she squinted
down at the form in front of her, then looked at the flatpanel
computer monitor. None of the words made any sense.

She shifted her
butt in the chair, crossing her legs and then uncrossing them. Her
arousal, fed by her fantasy, was like some inner, unscratchable
itch.

Taking a few
deep breaths, she grabbed the receiver of the black office phone on
her desk. Dialing the extension, she put the receiver to her ear
and waited as it rang.

"Hello?"
Marty's voice.

"I'm ready for
you now," Sandra said, instantly regretting her choice of words.
Stay in the real word, damn it! She swore at herself. That didn't
stop her from getting wet.

She could
practically hear Marty's smile widening. "I thought you'd never say
so! I'll be right over."

The baleful
look she gave him as he came in without knocking seemed to keep him
from mocking her anymore. He left it at a smile.

He sat across
from her and they went through the paperwork, form by form. There
was an enormous stack of it, in file folders and manila envelopes,
arrayed on her desk.

They got so
into it that Sandra's cravings retreated to the back of her mind.
She had to be careful not to cross her legs, or to fall too deeply
under the influence of her co-worker’s rakish charm.

There was an
all-too-short lunch break, and they got back to work again. Neither
of them knew that the day had ended until they heard the mass
exodus of the cubicle drones.

Marty stood,
stretching out. He grabbed his jacket from the back of his chair
and pulled it on. Then he looked down at her desk. It seemed like
they'd hardly made a dent.

"I know how you
feel," Sandra said. She stood as well. Stretching, she let out a
satisfied sound.

"So paperwork's
what does it for you, then?" Marty said.

The muscles in
her back stiffened. "No!" She snapped.

But she'd said
it too quickly, too vehemently. He smiled again. It was maddening.
He teased her like they were fifth graders out in the schoolyard.
And the worst part, to her, was that she knew she really liked
it.

She told
herself that was why she made the offer.

"Hey, Marty...
Why don't you come down to my place for supper? I'm sure Rob would
love to meet you."

Marty glanced
around the office, considering the offer. Sandra didn't realize
she'd been holding her breath until he spoke.

"Yeah, sure,"
he said.

Grabbing a
sheet of what she hoped was scrap paper, she scrawled her address
and the time, then handed it to him. He glanced down at it, folded
the sheet, and tucked it into the inside pocket of his jacket.

"It's a date!"
He said, almost skipping with glee as he left.

"No, it isn't!"
She called after him. He didn't respond.

***

Sandra didn't
break the news to Rob until they'd walked through the front door of
their split-level.

She'd hardly
laid her briefcase down by the shoe rack before he'd pulled her
against him, his hot mouth seeking hers. She moaned a little in his
arms as they kissed for few heated moments. She felt him harden
against her as his hands slipped down to cup her ass. She
considered not saying anything, just letting him carry her off to
the bedroom and having his way with her.

But she didn't
have Marty's number. He'd show up anyway. If she didn't answer the
door, everyone would be calling her the office bitch behind her
back before she even got to work.

After a moment,
she managed to put her hands on his chest and push herself back so
that she could look up into his face.

"Well hello,
sailor! You're going to have to control yourself until later; I
invited company for dinner."

"Oh? I was
planning on having you for dinner, actually..."

They kissed
again. Once more, Sandra barely managed to keep herself
contained.

"Rob! I'm being
serious, here. A co-worker’s coming: Marty. We both nearly lost it
with all the paperwork for the merger today, so I thought it was
only fair that he gets a chance to relax, too."

The image of
three glistening, naked bodies took her breath away for the moment
it flashed across her mind's eye.

"Marty? Isn't
he the one you say hits on you all the time?"

"That's the
one. I think you guys will get along great!"

Smiling and
shaking his head, Rob let go of her. For some reason, Sandra kept
thinking about how well her plan seemed to be coming together.
However, she wasn't even quite sure what the plan was. Only that
thinking about it made it hard to concentrate on the spaghetti and
sauce she'd decided on.

***

She'd set
supper for seven pm. She'd changed into a nice summer dress that
showed just a little too much cleavage and ended just a little too
high over the knees. But it felt nice and, she hoped, looked even
hotter.

The plates were
all laid out, the wine breathing, waiting to be poured. Everything
was in place, except for one thing. Marty hadn't arrived.

Sandra looked
at the antique clock in one corner of the dining room. She'd grown
so quiet that she could hear its quiet ticking. It was about five
minutes past the hour.

How dare he do
this to me, she kept thinking. Her foot tapped a nervous beat.

Then the
doorbell rang.

"I'll get it!"
Sandra said, running to beat Rob to the door.

Marty had
changed into a blazer over a tee shirt and a pair of dark blue
jeans. He smiled, holding out his empty hands.

"Sorry, I
decided it was probably better to bring nothing. I didn't know what
you'd be serving."

She smiled.
"Oh, don't worry, we have everything here."

Back in the
den, Sandra introduced Marty to Rob. Marty cracked a sports joke
(luckily about a team that Rob also hated). Rob smiled and shook
Marty's hand.

Sandra found it
fascinating to see them there, side by side. They were of equal
height, with Rob having the stronger build. Again, both of them
quite handsome in their own ways. Sandra licked her lips as she
squeezed her hands tightly together behind her back. Her heart beat
quickly and she trembled slightly.

Things
continued improving over dinner. Rob and Marty took to joking and
chatting like old friends, appreciating the other's company. When
they killed the bottle of red wine, Rob broke into the beer.

Sandra smiled.
It was a well-lubricated evening. She'd crossed her legs under the
table some time before, and they squeezed together as she thought
about just how well-lubricated everything seemed to be.

After clearing
away the plates, Sandra suggested everyone go down to the living
room. She couldn't help noticing how Marty couldn't quite keep
himself from glancing at her cleavage as she passed by.

She also
surprised Rob by sitting on his lap as he sat on the couch. Marty
sat across from them in an overstuffed armchair. She smiled as she
noted how his fingers squeezed into the armrests, the material
bulging out between them.

It seemed like
the perfect moment.

"So, Marty, I
hear your boss is a real..."

Sandra had cut
him off, twisting around to face him, one arm draped over his
shoulders, pulling him into a kiss. She grabbed his other hand and
placed it over one firm breast. Her nipple responded to the touch,
perking up until she felt it press into his palm.

Rob pulled
back, yanking his hand away like he'd touched a hot stove. His eyes
were wide.

"Whoa! I think
this one's had a bit too much to drink," Rob said.

"Or not
enough," Marty supplied, unhelpfully. He'd leaned forward in his
chair. Sandra smiled, wondering if he was trying to hide anything.
She saw how his eyes lingered on her exposed thigh. Her dress had
ridden up not quite enough to show her panties.

Despite Rob's
apparent protests, she felt his cock harden against her ass. His
eyes kept trailing down to her cleavage. His Adam's apple bobbed
over and over as he tried to work some saliva into an apparently
dry mouth.

"I've had
exactly the amount I want to have," she said.

She kissed Rob
again, looking out the corner of her eye at Marty as she did. Rob's
cock throbbed against her bottom, so she wriggled against him a
little, then bit his bottom lip.

"I'd say
something corny about you two getting a room, but since this is
your house... I should probably just get going to leave you guys to
it."

Sandra let
Rob's lip go. It felt like someone had turned the thermostat in her
body to max. From the way Rob tried to stifle a groan, she knew he
could feel the heat. She wanted to rub herself against that big
bulge in his pants and feel his desire against hers.

But she needed
to keep going with the plan.

Throwing her
hair over her shoulder, she looked at Marty as he stood.

"I think you
should stay. Don't you want to stay?"

"Sandra, if
Marty doesn't leave soon, he's just going to have to watch..." Rob
said. He put his hand on her thigh and ran it up under her dress.
His fingers found the elastic of her panties and tugged at it,
trying to emphasize his warning.

Sandra made a
deep, sexy sound in her throat that left Marty shifting from one
foot to the other and Rob grinding his hard shaft against her
ass.

"Good, I want
him to stay. In fact, I think I know something really fun. For me,
at least..."

"Oh?" Rob
said.

Despite her
apparent control, Sandra could hardly control herself. She shook as
blood raced through her body, leaving her hot and misty. It was all
going so well. She couldn't believe how well it was going.

Marty hadn't
left, either. She could see the strain on his face as he tried to
keep his cock from hardening, starting to bulge against the front
of his jeans.

She gave Rob
another long, hot kiss. His mouth was wet, warm, and eager against
hers. His fingers, still under her dress, started traveling over
her thigh, getting closer to that incredible heat between her
legs.

Laughing,
Sandra got up. She pulled her dress back down.

"Yes, great
fun. How about this, boys: anything you do to each other... I'll do
to you."

The walls of
her sex trembled as she said the words. But was it going to work?
She bit down on her bottom lip, holding her breath.

Marty looked
from the sexy woman in the little dress to the big guy on the
couch. Rob also shifted between them. She could see the hunger in
their eyes. Rob sighed, then, and her heart fell as he stood. He
was going back upstairs.

Then Rob
grabbed Marty and pushed him against the wall.

"Yes!" Sandra
said.

Rob grabbed the
lapels of Marty's blazer and pulled him forward. They kissed.

Sandra slunk
over, putting one arm over Rob's shoulder and the other over
Marty's.

"That is so
fucking hot," she said.

She felt the
heat mount inside her as she watched the men's lips move. They'd
both closed their eyes. She gasped when she saw the pink flash of
tongue as Marty opened his mouth a little.



Running her
fingers up into Rob's hair, she made a fist and pulled. A thin
string of saliva still connected the men's mouths for a moment,
turning Sandra's knees to water.

"Come here,"
she said, pulling Rob's face closer.

She kissed him
again. Then she felt a hand on her back. It started to slide down.
She opened one eye just a little to see who it was. It was
Marty.

His touch left
a trail of gooseprickles down her spine as his fingers got closer
to the flare of her hips and ass.

Breathless, she
pulled away from Rob. Grabbing Marty's hair like she'd done to her
husband, she pulled him into a kiss. His mouth was just as hot and
inviting as her husband's.

When Marty's
hand cupped her bottom she stopped. Prying his hand from her flesh,
she stepped back. Both Marty's and Rob's shoulders heaved. Their
faces had flushed, and the hunger was naked in their eyes.

Sandra pulled
down the strap over her left shoulder, then stepped back again.

"Well,
boys?"

She had to keep
herself from going onto all fours on the couch and telling them
both to fuck her until she screamed. No, it was better to wait and
watch. Better to see them enjoy each other before she let them have
her.

This time,
Marty acted first. He grabbed the bottom of Rob's shirt and yanked
it off. Rob had a bit of hair on his chest, just enough to be sexy.
It lent a little more definition to his already great muscles.
Sandra watched as her husband's nipples puckered.

"Oh!" Sandra
said.

Marty stooped
lower, letting his lips play over Rob's bared pecs. The tip of his
tongue flicked at Rob's nipples for a few moments. Then it went
down the crease in the middle, between his abs. Marty ended kissing
Rob under the navel.

Sandra had
difficulty swallowing as she watched Rob's manhood bulge out.

"Enough!"
Sandra said. She could feel the sweat forming on her bared flesh.
The walls of her pussy practically convulsed as she came up behind
Marty. She grabbed him by the shoulders, urging him to his
feet.

First, she
pulled his blazer off. Her fingers teased his torso for a few
moments. She let herself feel his hard muscles for a moment before
deciding she couldn't wait any longer to see his bare chest.

She pulled off
his tee. Unlike Rob, he was completely hairless. Marty's breaths
were ragged, and he had no smartass comments as Sandra licked her
lips.

She started
with his collarbone, letting her mouth just brush against it.

Behind them,
Rob had sat back down on the couch. He'd started rubbing his hard
cock through his pants as he watched.

Her lips kissed
him all over his chest. She kept taking deep breaths of the cologne
he wore, letting the scent infuse her with a heady desire.

His nipples
perked up when she tongued them.

Marty's hands
kept clenching and unclenching as Sandra let her lips descend
between his abs. She could make out his straining bulge as she went
down onto her knees in front of him.

Her fingers
fell, hooking themselves in the waist of his pants. She let her
thumbs trail inward as she slowly licked the smooth, bare skin
below his navel. Marty groaned, forcing himself to keep his hands
off her shoulder. Sandra had the urge to whip out her co-worker's
stiff shaft, plunge it into her mouth, and suck down every last
drop of his cum while Rob jerked himself off.

But that would
ruin her little game.

So she just
allowed the tips of her thumbs to play over the outlines of his
bulge against his jeans for a moment. Then she smiled up at him,
hoping it held as much mischief as his usually did, and stood.

She sat down in
the armchair Marty had used earlier, wondering what they would do
next. How far would they go for her? She didn't know how much
longer she could maintain the game before she absolutely needed one
or both of their cocks pulsing inside of her.

"Here's some
incentive, boys," Sandra said.

Both men
watched as she slowly pulled the dress up to reveal her panties.
Holding the back of the chair with one hand, she arched up, keeping
her knees apart.

Letting out a
low, carnal moan, she let one finger of her other hand trace a line
across the inside of both thighs. Then, she gasped a little as she
let that same finger move twice up and down her slit. Her panties
already felt moist.

They seemed to
be taking unspoken turns. Rob stood up, grimacing as his hard cock
pressed against his pants. Marty turned to face him. Sandra could
see her husband's powerful frame tremble as he tried to control
himself. She looked at him with smoky eyes.

She needed him.
She needed them both. The ache within sent pangs throughout her
body.

Rob went down
on his knees in front of Marty. Tentatively at first, his hands
shaking, Rob reached up and undid the button. He stared up into
Marty's downturned face as he slid the zipper down. Both men's
mouths had opened, and a deep flush had travelled up both their
bodies.

Sandra watched,
letting her finger return to stroking up and down her slit. It sent
pleasant shocks up her back.

Sandra's finger
pushed harder against her pussy as she watched Rob pull Marty's
pants down.

Marty's thick
cock, freed from his pants, shot up to a very stiff attention. She
could see the glistening of precum all over the head. Rob pulled
Marty's pants all the way off, tossing them onto his blazer so that
Sandra's co-worker stood completely naked in the middle of the
room.

For a moment,
Rob just looked at the other man's stiff shaft.

Come on, baby,
Sandra pleaded in her mind, willing for Rob to hear her thoughts.
She didn't know how much longer she could go without touching his
cock. Her finger, apparently agreeing, started pulling her panties
out of the way so she could rub her moist lips with nothing in the
way. She stopped it.

"Fuck!" She
heard Marty say.

When she looked
up, she saw Rob stroking Marty's cock. He pushed his fingers all
the way against Marty's stomach, then pulled them forward, letting
them envelope the wet head. He did that with one arm around the
small of Marty's back, holding the other man in place. Marty put
his hands on Rob's big shoulders, each fingertip pushing hard
enough to leave a white, coin-sized pressure mark in her husband's
flesh.

Sandra leaned
forward, barely able to contain herself. She'd soaked her panties
already. Fingers of pleasure seemed to work themselves against the
walls of her pussy, urging more juices and trembles from her.

She almost fell
out of her chair when Rob took Marty's cock in his mouth. His lips
stretched around Marty's girth as he slid halfway down the shaft.
Marty threw his head back, gritting his teeth as Rob's hot, wet
mouth surrounded him.

"Oh, God!"
Sandra send as she watched Rob's lips trail back along her
co-worker’s shaft.

She could see
little drops of her husband's saliva along Marty's member. Then Rob
used that spit as lube, ramming his hand up and down, faster and
faster, as his mouth and tongue swirled around the head.

"Fuck!" Marty
said suddenly, pushing Rob away.

His cock was
absolutely soaked in Rob's spit. He gritted his teeth as he calmed
himself down.

Before she even
knew what she was doing, Sandra was on Rob. She'd pushed him down
onto his back. Her fingers fumbled for a moment with his pants
before she yanked them off.

Just like with
Marty's cock, Rob's had a thick glob of precum at the tip. Sandra
slurped it down, pushing her mouth all the way until her nose
touched Rob's stomach.

Rob groaned
beneath her, arching his hips into the air. He grabbed Sandra's
head and pulled her toward him even more. She ignored her gag
reflex as her husband's thick shaft pushed its way into her
throat.

She hummed on
him, massaging his balls with one hand.

The other
rammed its way along Marty's length. He held her dress up. His
thumb slipped beneath her panties and ran up and down her slit.

Her whole body
seemed to crawl with electrified goosebumps as he found her clit
and began rubbing it.

Sandra's
consciousness slid fully into the moment. She experienced every
inch of Rob's shaft as it trembled in her mouth. She liked how
smooth his skin felt against her tongue. She loved the way he
throbbed and pulsed against it as her mouth pleasured his nerves
raw.

Marty's finger
moved faster over her clit, making her passage clench up around
nothing. His other hand busily squeezed her ass.

"God, you are
so hot, Sandra," Marty said.

She felt his
lips on her bottom, tracing a hot long across that firm flesh from
cheek to cheek.

Then she pulled
back, out of air. A thick string of saliva still connected her lips
to the head of Rob's cock. She collected it with her fingers and
massaged him. He was so big in her fingers, and she just couldn't
get over how he throbbed with his need.

She'd always
enjoyed being with him. He loved her tenderly when she wanted,
fucked her hard when she needed. But it had never been this
intense.

She threw her
head back and moaned as Marty stuck two fingers into her sopping
hole. Her teeth pushed together as her walls tightened around
him.

In the
meantime, Rob had pulled the other shoulder strap down. He wasted
no time pulling the dress down, revealing her bare breasts. He held
them, squeezing and cupping. One hand also went up to squeeze
lightly around her throat.

"Rob, baby,
he's going to make me cum..." Sandra said, biting her lip.

Marty's fingers
writhed inside of her. They were strong, able to keep going even as
the walls of her throbbing flesh bore down on them.

"Do it. Let him
feel how tight that little pussy gets," Rob said.

He pinched her
nipples, rolled them between his fingers. Sandra went over the
edge.

It was like
she'd descended into a pool of pure spiritual and physical
pleasure. She almost drowned in it. She screamed for both of them
as that pool overflowed, washing through her body, leaving all the
nerves trembling in its wake.

Marty's fingers
came out of her dripping with her juices. He licked them off.

He bent over to
start licking her sopping cunt, but she stopped him.

"No, I want
you," she said.

Leading him by
the cock, she moved him so that his feet were planted on either
side of Rob's head.

Rob watched as
his wife held the base of Marty's cock steady with one hand. She
put her lips against the head, relishing the saltiness of his
precum. Keeping them as tight as she could, she pushed forward.
Marty grunted, his cock swelling, getting harder, as her lips
parted over it and swallowed the head.

She sucked his
cock slowly, letting him watch as the seal her lips had made around
him tugged and pushed at the flesh. He grabbed handfuls of her
hair, but knew better than to tug.

Then Rob
grabbed her by the hips. He lifted her easily, positioning her
opening directly over his cock.

She moaned
around Marty's cock as her trembling sex lowered down onto her
husband's waiting member.

It was so good.
But he didn't let her sink all the way down. No, he cupped the
bottom of her ass. Then he started thrusting into her, forcing her
pussy to stretch around his girth.

Sandra pushed
her fingertips into Rob's chest as her body succumbed to his
desire. Her pussy tightened around him, forcing him to slow
down.

But her mouth
moved faster, swallowing almost all of Marty's cock each time she
drove her lips forward. Strings of her saliva dripped down from the
other man's cock onto Rob's chest.

She wanted to
tell them how good it felt, how they set her body on fire. But she
couldn't.

All she could
do was look appreciatively up into Marty's face as he fucked her
mouth. He had such energy. All the muscles of his abs were clearly
defined, and she loved the way his whole torso seemed to blush with
the strength of his arousal.

"Fuck, your
lips look so good wrapped around my cock," Marty said. He brushed
the hair that had fallen onto Sandra's cheeks and forehead back
over her ears.

All three of
their bodies glistened with sweat. It ran in little rivulets down
their bodies. Their collective moans and groans of satisfaction
filled the living room.

As one, they
all seemed to decide to change positions. Marty helped her to her
feet as Rob got up. She went over to the couch and got on it, down
on all fours.

The men
switched positions. She smiled up at Rob as she swallowed his cock.
His smile turned into a grimace of pleasure as she rubbed her
tongue along that sensitive spot on the bottom of the head of his
shaft.

Both she and
Marty groaned as he entered her from behind. Her spit had lubed him
up nicely. He slid in deeper and deeper as her passage gripped him
tightly, massaging his hardness with little trembles.

Her breasts
bounced as Marty grabbed her by the hips and fucked her. The
feeling of his balls slapping against her clit almost drove her
mad. It sent a shock through her each time.

Sandra
jackhammered her mouth up and down Rob's member as Marty brought
her to another orgasm.

Rob groaned and
grabbed at her head as she came on Marty. He shoved his cock all
the way into her, flexing, exciting her climax even higher.

She clenched
down so hard on Marty that she didn't know how he could stay inside
her. But he did, flexing his cock as hard as he could.

Finally, she
had to come up for air. She pulled her mouth off Rob. He looked at
her red, red lips.

"I want you
both inside me at the same time," she said.

Rob understood.
Marty lay down on his back on the couch, cock still buried in
Sandra's pussy as she lay on his strong chest.

Rob grabbed her
by the knees, pushing them back. She watched as he angled his cock
toward her. Marty jerked as their cocks touched.

She'd never
been stretched out so much before, and didn't know if she could.
But she wanted to try. Thinking of having both their cocks buried
in her tight little hole at the same time made her giddy with
anticipation.

Rob grunted,
his forehead crinkling and his lips parting, as he nudged the
swollen head of his cock against her pussy.

"Come on, put
it in," Sandra begged.

Snarling, Rob
pushed. Sandra yelled out. It hurt, but she didn't want him to
stop. Rob brought one hand to his mouth, spat on it, and rubbed the
extra lube onto the top of his shaft.

Marty's cock
seemed to pulse inside her the whole time. His hands had wrapped
around her body, squeezing her breasts. Her stiff nipples stood out
between his fingers.

Sandra breathed
in quick, sharp gasps as she felt herself opening up to this second
cock. The men could feel the tightness, too, both of them groaning
and grunting.

"Please, baby,
please," Sandra said, looking into her husband's eyes.

He shoved
again, hard.

She felt the
head slide in, then more and more of the shaft. She screamed. It
hurt, but it felt so good. Nothing had ever made her pussy feel so
good before. Her walls quivered with it even as they strained
around two thick shafts.

Slowly at
first, Rob and Marty started thrusting. Their rubbing coaxed more
juices from her sex, letting them slide more freely with each
stroke.

It was amazing
how fast they made her cum.

"Cum in me,
boys," Sandra said, barely able to speak as she climaxed on them
both, her pussy locking their cocks inside her.

Rob grunted,
the first to fulfill her wish. She felt the warmth of his load
exploding inside her. Then Marty stiffened beneath her, and she
felt even hotter. Sweat poured down her face. It felt so good she
almost cried. Their cocks pulsed against each other, against the
clenching walls of her pussy, as they spurted their warm loads into
her.

But her little
pussy couldn't hold all that cum. It trickled out of her, squeezing
out around their shafts even as their faces contorted with that
almost-pain of their orgasms.

"Yes! God! Fill
me up with your cum," she cried out.

What followed
was the most intense relaxation and satisfaction Sandra had ever
felt. From the way the men looked, draped on either side of her on
the couch, they had to be feeling they same way.

It was strange,
because her body also had an incredibly deep ache. She wasn't
certain how long it would take to recover, but it had been worth
it.

No one was in
any shape to go anywhere, so Marty slept at their house.

They all ate
breakfast the next day, Rob and Marty shaking hands. Sandra smiled
at them over her bacon. She'd never expected it to turn out so
well. There was no animosity, no jealousy. They'd all shared an
incredible experience.

And from the
way they all looked at each other, it was one they all also wanted
to repeat. As soon and as often as possible.
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