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“Oh, you think I can’t make this shot?
Why, because I’m drunk or because I’m female?” I looked at my
husband, Richard’s, close friend, Alex, and pretended to
pout.

“No, no, that’s not it at all. I just
think it’s a tough shot no matter what.” He was slushing his words
slightly after a long night of drinking that had started with beers
and was ending with harder stuff.

The dinner had been planned for about
two weeks, ever since Richard had told me that Alex’s prissy second
wife, Ellie, had left with their young son to go live with her
mother. I had immediately suggested to Richard that we have Alex
over for dinner. “You don’t want your friend stuck moping at home
like the last time.”

Richard had nodded, remembering, I’m
sure, how he had had to dig Alex out of mounds of pizza boxes, beer
cans and dirty underwear to rescue him from the dissolution of his
first marriage. That had been eight years ago. Now, here we were
again.

I didn’t really mind. For as long as
I’d been with Richard, a very contented twelve years, I’d known his
friend, Alex. I have to admit that Alex was an eye-catcher. He was
tall, with broad shoulders and a long, muscled torso that screamed
football player. Which was very funny when you found out that Alex
actually played soccer in high school and college. He also had the
dark, brooding looks of the angtsy Hollywood star with dark hair
falling artfully into his dark hazel eyes. He had always been the
more serious of the two friends and so it always seemed weird to me
that his marriages fizzled.

Whatever, it didn’t bother me. I liked
having Alex around. When he was around, Richard became wilder and
more adventurous. Tonight seemed like it would be no exception. Of
course, I have to admit that I was helping with things in that
direction. My chosen attire for the night was my slinky little blue
mini that hugged my curves, barely covered my ass and pushed my C
cups up and together to give me cleavage even Dolly Parton might
have stared at. When Richard had seen my outfit, he had smirked and
said I must be planning a different kind of evening than he was. I
denied it but, of course, he was right.

As I leaned over the pool table now, I
made sure that ample cleavage was directly in Alex’s inebriated
line of sight. I pressed my breasts lightly against the edge of the
table to make my dress open even more at the top. I knew my ass was
facing Richard at the same time and I gave it a little shake.
“Okay, watch how it’s done.” I moved my cue and watched my ball
roll into the intended pocket. I stood back up and blew at the top
of the stick with a long sigh.

Richard and Alex both laughed and
high-fived me. I quickly went and re-poured the drinks. I knew it
wouldn’t be long for the fun to begin.

Being the most sober of the group, I
easily won the game. Alex quickly demanded a rematch and we got the
game going with me doing the break. As I leaned forward, I could
sense Richard’s eyes on me. I gave him a wink, but he didn’t
notice. I shifted and moved so that my dress would ride up my
thighs even more than it was. Alex was now right behind me and I
could almost feel his hands on my ass.

When I stood up, I bumped into Alex.
“Oh God, sorry. I didn’t know you were right there.”

Alex gave me a little smile and put a
hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay, Cyn, I can handle it.”

I’m sure you can.
I let my eyes roam over his lanky
body. Yes, indeed.

Suddenly, Richard was beside me and he
pulled me tightly to him for a crushing kiss, sliding his tongue
into my mouth and running his hands down my back to cup my ass. I
could feel Alex’s heavy breathing right next to us and wrapped my
arms around Richard to press even more tightly against him,
standing on tiptoe to rub myself against his crotch.

Richard pulled away and before I knew
what was happening, Alex was stepping into his place and putting
his own sweet mouth on mine. Richard only laughed. “She’s
wonderful, isn’t she, Alex?” He rubbed his hands over my ass and
down the back of my legs while Alex kept his mouth pressed on
me.

I felt an incredible thrill race
through my body as I stood sandwiched between my husband and his
friend. I pulled away from Alex and immediately, while Alex still
had his arms wrapped around my waist, Richard pulled me back and
put his face between my breasts, kissing and licking.

When he stopped and pushed me back up,
he smiled. “You know, Alex, I think I’d like to fuck my wife, if
you don’t mind.”

Alex started to awkwardly pull away,
confusion showing in his drunken eyes. Richard laughed. “No, man, I
meant, I’d like for us to fuck my wife.”

 I
knew at that moment they were both fairly far gone. I also knew all
my fantasies were about to come true.

Richard quickly pulled down my dress,
allowing my breasts to finally fall free. Alex hesitated only a
moment before he leaned down and took a nipple in his mouth,
sucking roughly, his tongue rasping against it and hardening it to
a throbbing point.

 

Richard reached around to tweak my
other nipple, causing me to gasp with the pain of it. He kissed and
sucked at my neck as he moved his hand downward, stopping between
my legs to rub his hand harshly against my already wet
panties.

Alex stood up now and took a step back.
I thought maybe he was rethinking things, until I saw him reach for
his belt. His hands shook as he undid the buckle and unzipped his
pants, watching the whole time as Richard mauled my neck and rubbed
my pussy.

Now, I pulled from Richard’s grasp to
fall in front of Alex and yank his underwear down to join his pants
around his ankles. When I saw his cock, I smiled. He was huge, not
as thick as Richard, but long and slightly curving. My pussy
twinged when I thought of how good he would feel inside me. I
decided to move things as fast as possible and opened my mouth
wide, taking his cock as deeply into my mouth as I could. I heard
Alex gasp as my throat opened up and my lips touched the base of
his huge shaft.

Richard had not been idle behind me. I
had heard his pants being unzipped and now, his thick cock appeared
beside my cheek, demanding some attention. I pulled off of Alex,
leaving a trail of saliva, and took Richard into my mouth. After
sucking him hard, I began to alternate between the two, getting
both of them hard and wet.

Alex was the next one to change things
up. Grabbing me by the shoulders, he steered me to the pool table
and, lifting me up onto the edge, pushed me back on the felt top.
His fingers clumsily pulled my panties down and I watched him fling
them away. I didn’t see past that because Alex quickly spread my
legs and buried his face in my shaved pussy, prodding deeply with
his tongue and making me fall back to the table with a groan. My
hands moved along the felt as my body writhed under Alex’s mouth,
pool balls rolling as I knocked them with my hands.

Richard came to the side and watched
his friend lick me, holding his dick in his hand, keeping it hard.
Alex stood and, together with my husband, pulled me up and off the
table. Alex spun me around and bent me over the edge of the table
the moment my toes touched the floor. With his hands on my ass
lifting me even higher, Alex pressed his cock against my wet folds
and thrust.

My body shook as that huge cock entered
me from behind. The slight curve in it made it rub against the
walls of my cunt and made me shiver with the sensation. I was
trying desperately to gain a handhold on the felt of the table to
steady myself, but there was really nothing to grab and I continued
to shift harshly back and forth.

I heard a commotion from the other side
of the table and lifted my head to see Richard climbing onto the
table. I already had my mouth hanging open with Alex thrusting in
my pussy like he was, but seeing Richard suddenly in front of me
was a shock. Suddenly, my mouth was as full of cock as my pussy and
the hard thrusting of both men was practically folding my body in
half.

Alex pulled out just before I lost it
completely and Richard pulled out as well. I wasn’t empty for long,
though. Scooting to the edge of the table, Richard signaled Alex to
help him maneuver me on top of him. Richard and I had often used
this position, with my back to him and sitting on him, but he had a
surprise in store for me. As I positioned myself above him, he
grabbed my waist and brought my ass down on his cock. I cried out
as his huge shaft pushed into my tiny puckered opening.

The pain was incredible but Alex leaned
forward and licked my clit a few times, making my pussy clench and
sending chills through my body as I instantly got close to coming.
Suddenly, the pain of having Richard in my ass was translated to an
incredible need to have my pussy filled. I moaned loudly and
reached forward to pull Alex to his feet. “Fuck my pussy, Alex!” I
growled at him.

His breathing came faster as he moved
up and felt me grab his cock to guide it into my wet cunt. As the
head of his cock pressed against my wet folds, I let go and felt
him thrust deep, rubbing up against my husband’s cock in my ass and
making fuller than I’d ever been before.

With just a few thrusts, my body
exploded into powerful orgasm, throwing me forward into Alex’s
muscled chest as I screamed in rhythm to the spasms that were
clenching both my pussy and my ass tighter. I could hear Richard
behind me grunting and then I felt his cock throb as it released
his warm semen deep inside my ass. A few strokes after that, Alex
was also coming, pushing deep into my pussy as he filled me with
his own semen. The feeling of the two cocks throbbing together
inside me sent another round of spasms through me and I rocked back
and forth on their cocks until I couldn’t stand it
anymore.

Slowly, we disentangled ourselves and
slipped to the floor in a heap of exhausted bodies. I could feel my
husband’s and Alex’s breathing slowing as I lay between them. My
eyes closed and I drifted off, still feeling tiny ripples of my
orgasm roll through me.

Eventually, we began to stir. Richard
was the first one to pull away, stand up and begin dressing. Alex
and I soon followed. It was still dark outside, but I knew it was
early morning and soon it would be light. Once dressed, I went to
the kitchen to get a snack and a small drink to take the sting off
the night.

When I returned, I found that Alex and
Richard had set up the pool table again, with the balls racked and
ready for the break. I set the tray of food and drinks down on a
side table and looked at the two men, who were giggling and
elbowing each other like schoolboys. “Okay, what are you two up
to?”

Alex shrugged and looked at Richard.
Richard smiled and came over to take me into his arms and give me a
hug. When he pulled back, I saw the sly look in his eyes. “We were
just hoping you would be up to a rematch.”

I looked from one to the other, and
then I sighed. “Okay, but winner takes all.” I knew I would
win.
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